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Story 1: A Stripper’s Surprise

The mansion loomed before me, grand and imposing, as I stepped out of the taxi. My heart raced with anticipation, knowing that tonight was going to be a wild ride. As a 20-year-old college student, stripping at private events like this bachelor party helped me make ends meet. I glanced down at my outfit – sheer black leggings that hugged my long, toned legs, a tantalizingly short miniskirt, and a seductive bralette that left little to the imagination. My blonde hair cascaded down my back in loose waves, completing the sultry look.

Taking a deep breath, I knocked on the door and waited. To my surprise, it wasn't some drunk guy who answered but a stunning woman in her early 40s. She was full-figured, with curves in all the right places, and wavy brown hair that framed her face beautifully. Her eyes sparkled with excitement as she looked me up and down.

"Katelyn?" she asked, her voice warm and inviting. "Wow, you're even better than your pictures. I’m Hazel, please, come on in!”

"Thank you," I replied, still slightly confused by her presence. I hadn't expected to see another woman here, let alone one so breathtaking. Her red dress hugged her body perfectly, leaving no curve to the imagination. Her full tits pressed up against her chest, and her hips even more eye-drawing.

Hazel led me through the lavish halls of the mansion, her hips swaying seductively with each step. I found myself admiring her beauty, feeling a growing sense of attraction. What was it about this woman that had me so captivated?

"Let me just say, I'm thrilled you were available for tonight," Hazel gushed as we reached our destination. "I can't wait to see what you've got in store for us."

"Trust me," I grinned, "you won't be disappointed. Though, I must admit — you aren’t who I was expecting to answer the door.”

Hazel chuckled, glancing back at me with a sparkle in her dark eyes. “My future husband as I have always been…open, sexually. I don’t mind another girl dancing for him — especially if I can watch.” She winked, causing blush to fill my cheeks.

Hazel guided me into the living room, which had been transformed into a bachelor party paradise. Loudspeakers rested in each corner, ready to blast music at a moment's notice, and dimmed lights cast sultry shadows around the room. A plush leather chair sat in the center of the space, poised for the main event.

"Wow, you really went all out," I commented, my eyes scanning the room with admiration.

"Of course!" Hazel replied, her enthusiasm infectious. "My fiancé deserves the best. I've always been open about our desires, and I wanted to give him a night he'll never forget."

I couldn't help but be impressed by Hazel's openness and dedication. It was refreshing to meet someone so comfortable in their own skin, and her confidence only made her more attractive.

"It took me ages to find the perfect stripper," she continued, her gaze meeting mine. "But when I saw your profile, I knew you were the one." Her eyes twinkled as she said this, and I felt a surge of pride mixed with arousal.

"Thank you," I replied, touched by her words. "That means a lot."

"Before we have the actual party," Hazel proposed, her voice taking on a sultry tone, "I want to make sure you're the perfect fit. How about a private show, just for me?" She raised an eyebrow suggestively, her full lips curving into a seductive smile. "I'll pay you extra, of course."

The thought of putting on a steamy show for this gorgeous older woman sent a shiver down my spine. I couldn't deny the excitement that pulsed through me at the idea. "Deal," I agreed without hesitation.

"Fantastic," Hazel purred, her dark brown eyes alight with anticipation. As she turned to dim the lights further, I took the opportunity to study her beauty. Her wavy hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that boasted high cheekbones, full lips, and eyes that seemed to see straight into my soul. She wore a figure-hugging red dress that clung to her curves, accentuating her ample breasts and voluptuous hips. Hazel was the epitome of sensuality, and I couldn't wait to perform for her.

"Ready?" I asked, my fingers finding the hem of my tight miniskirt, as I locked eyes with Hazel. She nodded eagerly, her dark eyes glinting with anticipation.

As the sultry music began to fill the room, I swayed my hips seductively, feeling the rhythm coursing through me. I could sense Hazel's gaze on my every movement, making my skin tingle with arousal. Slowly, I pulled down my skirt, revealing the curve of my ass and the sheer black lace of my panties beneath as the skirt fell to a puddle by my feet. I heard a soft gasp escape Hazel's lips, and it only served to drive me further.

"Like what you see?" I teased, spinning around so my back was facing her. I bent over, letting my long, blonde hair cascade down my back as stepped out of my skirt.

"God, yes," Hazel breathed, her voice husky with desire. It thrilled me to know that this beautiful older woman was so captivated by my body. Her eyes fixated on my long longs, years of ballet made them perfectly toned.

Next, I unhooked my bralette, allowing it to fall away from my body and expose my full, round breasts. The air felt cool against my hardening pink nipples, but my body burned with the heat of Hazel's hungry stare. I turned to face her, cupping my breasts in my hands and squeezing them gently, reveling in the way they filled my palms.

"Come closer," Hazel whispered, and I obeyed without hesitation. Strutting toward her, my heels clicking on the hardwood floor, I stopped just inches away from where she sat. As I stood before her, completely naked except for my lace panties, I could feel her warm breath on my thighs, and it sent shivers down my spine.

"Sit, baby," Hazel commanded, her voice thick with lust. I straddled her lap carefully, pressing my naked flesh against the fabric of her red dress. It was my turn to moan as I began to grind against her, feeling the heat between our bodies intensify. My hips swirled on her lap, my body grinded against hers and my tits bounced inches from her eager face. Hazel was enamored — and so was I.

"Katelyn," Hazel groaned, her fingers gripping the chair's armrests tightly. "I know I'm not supposed to touch you, but it's so hard to resist."

My body pulsed with desire, and I couldn't deny that I wanted her touch just as much as she did. "It's okay," I whispered, locking eyes with her once more. "Touch me, Hazel."

Her hands slid up my thighs, her soft, delicate touch sending shivers through me. As she cupped my ass, pulling me closer to her, I felt a wave of pleasure wash over me like never before. No man had ever touched me quite like this, and it was intoxicating.

"Ohhh… Just like that," I whispered, my voice heavy with desire.

Hazel's eyes glittered with excitement, and her hands found my chest, her fingertips barely grazing my erect nipples. The sensation sent a shiver down my spine, so different from the rough, hurried touches I was accustomed to from men. Her touch was soft and deliberate, and it felt like she was coaxing pleasure out of every inch of my skin.

"God, you're so beautiful," Hazel breathed, her fingers tracing the curve of my breasts before moving lower, skimming my waist and hips. My breath hitched as she gently pressed her fingers against my moist panties, teasing me mercilessly. My body seemed to respond to her every touch, craving more.

"Please," I gasped, unable to hold back the plea that threatened to spill from my lips.

"Tell me what you want," Hazel murmured, her voice sultry and low.

"Touch me, inside," I moaned, my words interrupted by a shudder as she pressed her thumb against my swollen clit. The contrast between her gentle touch and the intense pleasure she was giving me was mind-blowing.

"Like this?" Hazel asked as her hand passed the waistband of my panties. The woman slipped a finger inside me, slowly and deliberately. I nearly screamed at the sensation. She knew exactly what she was doing, and it was driving me wild.

"Y-Yes, just like that," I gasped, my mind a whirlwind of lust and need. I couldn't remember ever feeling so completely consumed by desire, not like this.

Her finger curled inside me, hitting that perfect spot that sent waves of ecstasy crashing through me. My legs trembled as I tried to maintain my balance on her lap, but it was becoming increasingly difficult as my world narrowed down to the exquisite sensations she was eliciting from my body.

"More," I begged, my hips grinding against her hand, desperate for more contact. She obliged, adding a second finger and increasing the pace. Every movement of her hand brought me closer to the edge.

"Are you going to come for me, Katelyn?" Hazel whispered, the smoldering look in her eyes enough to tip me over into oblivion.

"Y-yes," I stammered, my entire body tensing as I felt the orgasm building inside me, like a storm waiting to break. Every muscle clenched, every nerve screamed with anticipation.

My hands gripped her shoulders as the pleasure filled my spine. My grool oozed out, ruining her dress as I panted, tossing my head back.

The woman worked her fingers like a paintbrush, gently stroking my insides as quivered on her lap. “Ohhh yes…” I begged, panting.

She laughed, leaning forward and sucking on one of my tits.

My teeth grit as her talented tongue wrapped around my button-pink nipple.

My arms wrapped around her neck, pulling her deeper into my chest as she suckled my chest like a baby. My head was spinning — in the short time I had been a stripper — I had never experienced anything like this. It was euphoric.

Her fingers continued to penetrate my tight wetness — grool oozed out, ruining my silk panties as I grinded my hips against her hand.

“Ohhh… Hazel, fuck…” I whimpered, my head swirling as her thumb pressed up against my clit.

“Mmmh, you are so fucking tight.” Hazel groaned, pulling her face off my tits. A bridge of saliva connected her trembling lip to my hard nipple. I whimpered, body shaking as I leaned down, locking her wet lips against mine.

She whimpered, fingers shaking inside my slit sending tremors up my spine as our tongues embraced. Her hot moans filled my mouth as quivered on the woman’s lap.

“Do you like this, baby? Like it when Mommy strokes your cunt?” She whispered.

My spine tingeled, “Y-yes… Mommy.”

Her fingers scratched deep inside me — filling my entire body with pleasure. Her fingers were paintbrushes — and my pussy was the canvas as the wetness seeped out onto her lap.

“If you think this is good, you haven’t seen anything yet.” She said, smirking devilishly.

I yelped as Hazel pulled her hand out of my panties, grool dripping off her fingers as she grabbed my hips, spinning me around.             

“Eek!” I yelped as the woman tossed me back into the big chair. I fell back into the cushions as she fell to her knees, my legs draping over her shoulders.

“Perfect,” She winked, her face nestling between my trembling thighs.

I bit my lip as my legs locked around her head, pulling her face deeper towards my pussy.

My panties were drenched in wetness, the fabric about to rip as Hazel reached up and grabbed the waistband of my panties.

In a single tug, she yanked the panties right off my body — the waistband snapped as I whimpered.

“Don’t worry dear, I’ll buy you a brand new pair.” She said, eyeing my wet, glistening pussy.

I grabbed my tits, groping them tightly as I watched her eagerly. I didn’t care about my panties at all — I needed her tongue.

She kissed my inner thigh, sending a shockwave of pleasure coursing through my body. “Ohhh…”

Hazel giggled as the room spun around us, “I’m only getting started, baby…”

Her soft, delicate kisses rode up my thigh, inching tantalizingly close to my sopping pussy as I watched her eagerly.

Hazel hovered her mouth inches from my sopping pussy as I eyed her eagerly. Her lips curled into a grin. “Ready for Mommy?”

“Y-yes, Mommy, eat my pussy!” I gasped. My toes curled behind her head as she winked.

“Good slut.”

Her tongue draped out as she pushed it against the base of my slit. The breath shot from my lungs as she rode her wet tongue up my spreading pussy. “Ohhhhh~!” I squealed, arching my back and slamming it into the chair as the woman gripped my thighs, burying her face into my cunt.

Her tongue was like a whip, lashing against my blooming slit and causing my back to arch with each lash. “Oh yes yes yes!”

I grabbed the back of her head with one hand, holding her face against my slit as I grabbed my tit with the other hand.

The pleasure coursed through me like lightning, I was unable to fight it, unable to hold back my moans as my mind melted into a puddle.

“Ohhhhhh, Mommy! Fuck~ Right there~” I purred, gripping her hair as she ate me out like a starving lioness. All the softness in her licks melted away as she dug her tongue deep inside my wetness. My pussy lips gripped her tongue as my grool filled her cheeks and covered her perfectly beautiful face.

“Mmmh so tight and sweet.” Hazel moaned, her breath landing on my excited clit.

“Th-thank you, Mommy.” I gasped, barely able to draw in breath.

“Are you going to cum for Mommy?” She asked, her tongue stroking my clit.

I gasped, my thighs clamping around her head as I tried to hold back my orgasm. Her tongue was too talented and pushed me to the brink — I could feel myself getting closer and closer until finally, after one final stroke of her tongue, my orgasm crashed over me like a wave.

“OHHHHHH! MOMMY!” I cried out, my voice echoing off the walls.

I screamed, gripping the chair and arching my back as pleasure engulfed every ounce of my being. She stayed close, relishing in the wetness soaking her face as she lapped up every last drop of my nectar. Each neuron in my head exploded as my eyes rolled back. I was drowning in the pure sea of ecstasy, collapsing into the filthy and ruined cushions.

“That was…amazing…” I breathed out slowly.

Hazel leaned back, falling to her ass as she licked her lips. My sweet grool ran down, ruining her dress as she eyed my pulsating pussy and quivering body.

“You were amazing… Fuck, my husband is a lucky guy.” She picked up my soaked, torn panties and held them up to her face. “Sorry about your clothes, there are still a few hours until the bachelor party — perhaps I can take you shopping as a thank you?”

“Fuck that.” I said, heart fluttering, “I don’t care about panties, I need you again. If we have a few hours, let’s spend them in your bedroom.”

Hazel laughed, “Good girl. You can use some of my sexy panties when the party comes around, or perhaps I’ll keep you all for myself and get my husband another stripper.”

“I think we should go with the latter,” I said with a cheeky wink. My head was still buzzing. “Besides, I need to repay the favor. It’s my turn to eat out your pussy”

Hazel blushed, “If you insist, sweety.”

“I do… Mommy.”

__________________________________________________________________

Story 2: The Dirty Tutor

I practically sprinted down the stairs, my heart pounding in eager anticipation as I approached the front door. My parents had hired a college professor to tutor me in history — the BEAUTIFUL professor, Alexa Turner — and today was our first session. As I swung the door open, I was greeted by the sight of Alexa, an enchanting woman in her 30s with bright blonde hair that cascaded over her shoulders. Her athletic body was accentuated by the curve-hugging blouse and skirt she wore.

"Hi! Thank you so much for coming!" I enthused, stepping aside to let her in. She smiled warmly at me, her blue eyes sparkling with intelligence and confidence. “Hello, Melody. A pleasure to meet you.” She replied, grinning as our eyes met.

I guided her up the stairs. My sweatshirt and sweatpants were a poor first impression to the accredited professor.

"Wow, your house is huge!" Alexa exclaimed, her eyes widening in admiration as we climbed the steps. I could feel her gaze on my backside - or was it just my imagination?

"Thanks," I replied, trying to sound nonchalant despite the excitement that bubbled within me. "My parents are pretty well-off, and they insisted on getting me a tutor for each subject in college."

We reached my room, and I pushed the door open, only to cringe when I saw the mess that awaited us. Clothes were strewn about, and some of my panties and underwear lay haphazardly on the floor. Flushed with embarrassment, I hurriedly scooped them up and stuffed them into a drawer.

"Sorry about the mess," I mumbled, feeling my cheeks heat up. To my surprise, Alexa just laughed.

"Trust me, my own apartment is even messier," she said, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

With my heart pounding in my chest, I pulled out a chair for Alexa at my desk. She gracefully sat down and crossed her legs, giving me a glimpse of the toned muscles beneath her black lace stockings.

"Alright, Melody," she began, leaning forward with a slight smirk on her lips. "I have a special way of tutoring my college students that I think you might find... interesting."

"Really?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady as I took a seat next to her. "What's that?"

"For every question you get right," Alexa said, her blue eyes twinkling mischievously, "I'll remove a piece of clothing."

My eyes widened in shock, and I stammered, "Y-you're joking, right?"

"Only one way to find out," she replied with a teasing grin, opening our history textbook to the section on ancient Rome.

As Alexa began explaining the intricacies of Roman politics, I couldn't help but let my mind wander. Was she serious about the stripping? I stole glances at her whenever I could, taking in her beautiful blonde hair, crisp white dress shirt, and tight black skirt. The sight of her shapely legs encased in those dark stockings sent shivers down my spine, causing my heart to race even faster.

"Melody?" Alexa's voice snapped me out of my reverie, and I blushed, realizing I'd been caught staring.

“O-oh, sorry.” I whimpered, looking away to hide the blush on my cheeks.

Alexa giggled as she continued on. The tutoring session zoomed past in the blink of an eye.

"Lesson's over," Alexa announced, her voice low and sultry. She closed the textbook and pushed the chair away, making her way to my bed. My heart raced as she laid down, her blonde hair fanned out behind her, and she propped herself up on her elbows. The light from the window caught her eyes, making them seem even more vibrant and alluring.

"Ready for our game?" she asked, a teasing smile playing on her lips.

"Y-yeah," I stammered, unable to tear my gaze away from her.

"Alright then, who was the Roman emperor during the Great Fire of Rome?" she questioned.

"Um, Nero," I answered hesitantly, hoping it was correct.

"Good girl," Alexa purred, her fingers moving deftly to unbutton her white top. I watched in awe as she slowly revealed her perfect body - toned and glistening with a light sheen of sweat - and the lacy black bra that barely contained her full breasts. My arousal grew with each button she undid, and I could feel my panties getting wetter by the second.

I couldn’t believe it. She was actually stripping!

Alexa had amazing reviews as a tutor — and I was beginning to understand why. My breath raced as I eyed her perfectly athletic body. My heart was pounding like a drum, causing my sweater to flutter over my chest.

"Next question," Alexa said, her voice dripping with seduction. "What was the name of the famous Roman general who crossed the Rubicon?"

"Julius Caesar?" I responded, trying to maintain some semblance of composure.

"Unfortunately, that's not the answer I was looking for," she said with a wicked grin. My heart dropped, realizing I had gotten the question wrong. "Now it's your turn to remove something."

“Wh-what?” I muttered, my face red as a beacon.

Alexa giggled, biting her soft pink lip as she squirmed on my bed. “You heard me. It isn’t fair if I’m the only one removing something.”

My clit throbbed, and my mind raced. I couldn’t… could I?

Yet, my hands moved as if on their own. Grabbing the bottom of my soft sweatshirt. With a deep breath, I lifted.

Slowly, I pulled my sweater over my head, revealing my sports bra beneath. Alexa's eyes hungrily took in the sight of my hard nipples straining against the fabric, and she motioned for me to join her on the bed. "Come here," she said, her voice sultry and powerful.

Her words echoed in my head like a command that I couldn’t ignore.

My heart raced, and I could feel my clit throbbing as I lay down next to Alexa on the bed. Her presence was intoxicating, and I couldn't help but admire her beauty. "Ready for your next question?" she asked, her voice sultry and teasing.

The scent of her vanilla perfume fluttered in my nose, causing my breath to whimper.

“Y-yes…” I hesitated, nodding slowly before answering the question. To my relief, I got it right. Alexa smiled at me and began to remove her leggings. My fingers grazed her soft skin as I helped her, feeling the heat of her body as we both became more exposed. She then posed another question, which I also managed to answer correctly.

"Good job," she praised, her eyes sparkling with desire. With a seductive grin, she slid off her skirt, leaving her in matching black lace panties that hugged her curves perfectly. I couldn't tear my eyes away from her, my lust growing stronger with every passing moment.

I couldn’t help but stare. An older, beautiful blonde woman was sitting in just her silk panties right next to me. Her body was tight — yet curvy in all the right places.

"Your turn," Alexa purred, asking me a difficult question that left me stumped. I didn't know the answer, but I eagerly took off my sweatpants anyway, revealing my wet pink panties. Alexa's gaze hungrily devoured the sight of me, and as she leaned over, her hand traced a slow, deliberate path up and down my leg.

"Here's the deal," she whispered into my ear, causing shivers to race down my spine. "If you get the next question, I undress completely. Otherwise… you will"

I bit my lip, agreeing to her terms without hesitation. The intensity of the game only heightened my arousal, and I was eager to see what would happen next.

"Alright," she said, her voice steady but dripping with lust. "What was the primary cause of the Peloponnesian War?"

I racked my brain, searching for the answer buried deep within my memory. Finally, it came to me, and I blurted out, "The rivalry between Athens and Sparta!" My heart pounded in my chest as I awaited Alexa's reaction.

She paused — before a long grin crossed her lips. “Good girl.”

Alexa rose to her knees, the bed rocking beneath us as I panted. The blonde woman grabbed the waistbands of her panties, her soft, pink pussy lips peered out past the moist fabric.

“Ready?” He asked softly. My breath caught in my throat, but she could see the lust in my eyes as I bit my lip.

With a giggle, Alexa began to slowly pull her panties down. As the moist, black lace panties hit the bed — so did my jaw.

Her pussy… Was amazing. The lips were soft and delicate, blooming like a flower after a spring rain.

The soft wet pinkness inside peered out, spilling wetness with each breath. I couldn’t help but lean forward. My hands grabbed at her waist as she fell back onto her butt. Alexa had one foot on the floor, the other behind my back — letting her pussy spread gently.

“Like what you see?” She asked, biting her lip and grabbing her tit.

I nodded emphatically, my mind racing as my eager brown eyes fixated on her peering clit. My own clit was throbbing, sending waves of pleasure up my entire spine. I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Th-thanks for the lesson…” I muttered, my breath hastening. “I think you deserve a tip.”

She rose an eyebrow, “A tip?”

I nodded, blush filling my cheeks as I crawled to my hands and knees. My ass perked up in the air as I lowered my face between her soft thighs.

I glanced up at her body, Alexa grinned. “My, my. I didn’t expect this out of you, Melody.”

She reached down, running her slender hands through my silky soft hair. “Have you ever eaten out a woman?”

I shook my head. In truth, as many times as I had dreamed about it — I had never been with a girl before.

“That’s okay, that can be my next lesson.” Her lips grinned mischievously. “Let’s start with a few gentle licks.”

I nodded, for once eager to learn.

My hands wrapped around her legs as I buried my face into her pelvis. The woman’s soft, vanilla scent filled my head and the sweet aroma of her pussy made my heart race. As she instructed, I opened my mouth, pressing my nose against her clit as my wet, eager tongue rode up her gentle slit.

“Mmmmh, good girl.” She huffed, gripping the roots of my hair.

Alexa kept moaning in pleasure as I explored her pussy, moving from the outside to lick around her tight little hole. She kept pushing me towards it, so with a trembling hand — I obliged.

The inside was even more delicate than the outside, soaked in a sweet nectar-like flavor that made me hungry for more.

I moved my face deeper, my tongue exploring her sweet love cave. I drove my tongue as deep as I could, feeling her twitch and moan with pleasure. Her own wetness ran along the length of my tongue — and the taste absorbed into my soul.

Sweet like honey, salty like the sea air, it was unlike anything I had ever experienced before.              Alexa’s body trembled under my touch — urging me to keep going.

“Fuckkkk…” She huffed, her head tossing back as her back arched. “A-are you sure this is your first time?”

I giggled. In my dreams, I had eaten out hundreds of girls, but reality was soooo much better. The taste of her sweet grool was intoxicating, and her pussy was even soften than I imagined.

The walls of her pinkness gripped my tongue as I rode it up and down her slit, each pass burying deeper than the last as the sticky grool coated my mouth.
“G-good girl… Why don’t we try adding a finger?” She huffed, pupils trembling and toes curling as she clamped her thighs around my face — suffocating me with her pillow-soft legs.

I whimpered, nodding as my hand unwrapped around her thigh. My trembling fingers pressed against the base of her slit as I lashed my tongue against the clit.

“Oh yes!” Alexa huffed, her back arching and slamming down on the mattress as the pleasure filled her. My own pussy was gnawing at the fabric of my pink panties. Grool ran down my thigh as my entire body filled with pleasure.

My middle finger pressed against the base of Alexa’s tight pussy. Her labia lips gripped my fingertip, pulling it inside her as the blonde let out a deep moan. “OHHHHH!”

She gasped body shaking as my finger pushed deeper inside of her wetness.

My tongue moved around her clitoris, each lap sending waves of pleasure that spread throughout her body. Her tight walls clenched around my finger as she came close to orgasm. Her moans were animalistic as my tongue lashed her clit like a whip.

Alexa groaned and trembled in pleasure, as I felt the sensation of my finger slipping deeper into her pussy each time it moved in and out.

I could feel every inch of her pleasure as I sucked on her clit, licking and exploring every part of her sweet love cave. My tongue danced around inside of her — tasting every drop of the sweet nectar that oozed from within. It was almost too much to take — but I couldn't get enough.

My tongue danced around her eager clit as I slipped another finger into her slit, thrusting gently in and out of her sopping wetness.

“Ohhh Melody! Fuck~” She squealed — grool oozing down my knuckles onto the sheets.

My mind raced. Her moans of pleasure were like music to my ears — and I needed an encore.

I lifted to my knees, holding my two fingers knuckle deep inside of her. My eyes were wide with lust as grool and saliva dripped down my chin and throat. “Fuck… You taste so amazing.” I whimpered, my fingers wiggling inside her. Alexa squirmed, gripping her tits as the pleasure flooded her.

I leaned forward, my fingers thrusting like a jackhammer. Grool spewed all over her legs as Alexa whimpered and slammed her back against the moist sheets.

My lips locked against hers as my tongue shoved into her panting mouth. “Mmmmh~” She moaned, tasting herself as our tongues danced. Her lips were even tastier than her slit — the softness of her tongue and the residual taste of berry chapstick mixed with the sweet grool which created an unbelievably delicious nectar in my mouth.

My mind melted as my tongues danced, my fingers held all the way inside of her body as her back went rigid.

“M-Melody~” She whimpered as I sucked her lip. “I-I’m going to cum…” She huffed.

Her hot and eager breaths landed on my face. I pressed my thumb against her throbbing clit as she let out a yelp.

“Cum for me. I need it.” I panted, licking her lips.

She moaned, her eyes rolling back and my fingers swirled inside of her wetness.

I reached down, grabbing her tit. The flesh was so soft as I gripped it — Alexa's perky pink nipple brushed against my fingers as my free hand groped her chest.

“Mmmh, Ohhh~” She gasped, my fingers leaving bruises on her round tits.

I grinned devilishly. Watching the beautiful, older woman squirm at my touch was enough for my own clit to erupt. “Mmmmh, cum for me!”

Her teeth grit as her body shook with pure pleasure.

She screamed my name as her orgasm took over, her walls tightening around my fingers and pulsing with pleasure. “MELODY~” She yelled, her body quivering against the bed as I continued to thrust my fingers in and out of her tightness.

Her pussy pulsated around my fingers as wetness spewed out.

Exhausted, Alexa collapsed on the sheets — now soaked with sweat and grool.

I panted, pulling my fingers out — long strands of sticky grool and wetness rolled down like webbing as I grinned. I couldn’t help it as I opened my mouth, pushing my fingers inside.

“Mmmmh…” I whimpered, my fingers licking the filth off my fingers as my body shook in delight. The sweet grool filled my cheeks as Alexa reached up and ran her trembling hand up and down my thigh.

“Th-that was amazing…” She huffed.

I giggled, “it was. Thanks for being such a great teacher.”

“Thank you for being such a great student. I’m sure you’ll ace your next quiz.”

“I think I will. Though… Our next section is about the History of the Middle East… Perhaps you can tutor me on that as well?” I said with a wink.

Alexa laughed, “I’d be more than happy to do that.”
 

______________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________

Story 3: Seducing the Security

As I sit in the sterile, cold security holding room of the airport, my heart races with anxiety. I clutch my arms around myself, shivering in my light grey sweatpants and crop top, cursing my decision to wear such a revealing outfit. My nipples are stiff from the chill, straining against the thin fabric, making me feel exposed and vulnerable. I can't help but worry about missing my flight back home to Korea, where I'm supposed to visit my family after my first semester at university.

The door swings open and in walks Officer Leslie Barton, a tall, slender woman with dirty blonde hair tied into a tight ponytail. She's carrying my carry-on bag, and her stern expression makes me even more nervous.

"Jenny," she says, her piercing blue eyes studying me intently. "I apologize for the inconvenience, but something in your bag triggered an additional security check."

"Wh-what?" I stutter, my anxiety spiking. "What could it be? I didn't pack anything dangerous or illegal."

Officer Leslie frowns, her confusion evident. "We're not sure yet. We'll have to go through your belongings to figure it out."

My cheeks flush with embarrassment as I imagine this authoritative woman rifling through my personal items – my underwear, my toiletries, even my journal.

"Please, hurry," I beg her, playing with my fingers nervously. "My flight is going to board any minute."

"I'll do my best," she replies, her tone softened by a hint of sympathy. "But we need to be thorough."

My heart pounds in my chest as I watch Officer Leslie's hands delve into the depths of my bag. The cold air in the room makes me shiver, and I can't help but wrap my arms around myself in a futile attempt to stay warm.

"Ah, here we go," Leslie says, her voice laced with intrigue. She pulls out a large, black vibrator, holding it up for both of us to see. My face instantly turns beet red, and I can feel the heat radiating off my cheeks. "This…toy must have set off the alarm."

"Um, I...I didn't even know that was in there," I stammer, struggling to find the right words. "My friends...they got it for me as a joke for Christmas. I swear, I've never used it."

Leslie chuckles, clearly amused by my embarrassment. "Really? Such a shame, a pretty little thing like you could have a lot of fun with something like this." She presses the power button on the base, making the toy buzz to life. The sound is surprisingly loud, filling the small room with its hum.

My stupid friends thought it was funny to get an innocent girl like me a big, black vibrator. I laughed it off and tossed the toy in my bag, meaning to throw it in the trash when I got home. In the hustle of packing, it must have evaded my mind.

"Officer, please..." I plead, desperate for her to stop playing with the vibrator. Her teasing only adds to my humiliation, and I can feel my face getting even hotter.

"Relax, Jenny," she says, smirking at my discomfort. "There's nothing wrong with having a toy like this. In fact, I have one just like it at home." As she speaks, she lightly runs a finger along the length of the shaft, demonstrating a familiarity with the device.

She grinned, eyeing me up and down as my coward in a pool of pure embarrassment.

"Really?" I ask, my incredulity momentarily eclipsing my shame. It's hard for me to imagine someone as poised and professional as Officer Leslie owning – let alone using – such a thing.

"Absolutely," she replies, her grin widening. "And I can tell you from experience, it's quite a treat." The casual way she talks about it makes my stomach flip with a mixture of embarrassment and curiosity.

"Officer Leslie," I say softly, attempting to regain some semblance of control over the situation. "Can we please just...finish up here? My flight..."

"Alright, alright," she says, setting the vibrator down on the table beside her. "Let's get you out of here. There's some paperwork that needs to be filled out before I can clear you for your flight."

I whimper, my anxiety peaking. "But my flight is going to board any minute! Please, can't we just skip the paperwork?"

Leslie shakes her head, a hint of sympathy in her eyes as she replies, "I'm sorry, Jenny, but it's procedure. We have no choice." Her gaze drifts down to my chest, lingering on my nipples which are now visibly poking out from my crop top due to the cold air and my mounting blood pressure.

My cheeks flush with heat as I realize what she's looking at, and I can see the eager lust in her eyes. The look was undeniable – I’d seen it in the eyes of countless boys before they came over to hit on me.

She wanted me. My eyes darted to the clock on the wall, ticking away as the seconds slipped through my trembling fingers. Perhaps it was the anxiety causing the rational thoughts to slip out of my head — or perhaps it was the fact that a gorgeous, tall blonde was eyeing me like fresh meat.

My clit throbbed to life, as I knew what I had to do — and what I wanted to do.

My arms squeezed my chest, causing my tits to press out as I leaned forward. “I’ll do anything, Officer… Anything at all to get out of here.”
The words hang in the air between us, heavy with implications. My heart pounds as I bite my lip, tentatively raising a hand to my breast. I trace the outline of my hardened nipple through the thin fabric, unable to tear my eyes from Leslie's as I do so.

"Is that so?" Leslie murmurs, her voice low and husky. She leans against the table, her posture casual yet predatory. "Well, I suppose there might be a way for us to speed things up..."

My breathing quickens, anticipation and excitement mingling within me. I know I shouldn't be doing this, but the thought of missing my flight and disappointing my family is too much to bear. And besides, there's something undeniably exciting about the illicit nature of our interaction.

"Wh-what do you want me to do?" I ask, my voice trembling as I continue to toy with my nipple, my fingertips teasing the sensitive bud.

She glanced to the window, the hallway outside was empty — for now.

"First," Leslie instructs, her eyes never leaving mine, "I want you to take your top off. Slowly."

My heart hitched. I couldn’t believe it. She was actually going through with it — even an older professional like Officer Leslie couldn’t resist my tight, innocent body.

My heart races as I follow her command. Standing up, I lifted the hem of my crop top and peeled it off my body. As I stand before her, bare from the waist up, I can feel her gaze roaming over my exposed flesh, lingering on my perky breasts and stiff nipples.

I whimpered, biting my lips as she eyed my light brown nipples like candy. I brushed my black hair behind my ears, arching my back and pushing my chest forward – eager to earn her praise.

"Good girl," she purrs, her satisfaction evident in her voice. "Now, touch yourself. Show me how much you want this, Jenny."

“Y-yes, ma’am.” I whimpered.

My heart was racing like a horse as my hand rode down my trembling stomach. The tip of my fingers slipped down past the waistband of my grey sweats. “Mmmh…” I moaned, unable to hold back my excitement as my hand fell down into my pants, running past my thong.

“Ohhh…” My fingers pressed against the hood of my clit as I gently played with myself.

Leslie bit her lip, eyeing me up and down as my hand slipped fully inside my sweats.

“Good girl, just like that…” She moaned, standing to her feet. Her own blue officer’s uniform was tight, accentuating her tight figure as she walked around the table towards me — my thick vibrator in her hand.

My fingers swirled around my clit as the officer walked behind me. The scent of her perfume filled my nose as I bit my lip to suppress another whimper.

“Such a good girl. It’s a shame that you haven’t used this toy yet…” She placed her hand on the nape of my neck, pushing me face down into the table.

“Ohhh!” I moaned, my hand slipping out of my pants as I pressed my palms against the metal table. The cold table stung against my nipples as my body stuck to it.

Leslie grinned, holding me down as my ass wiggled in the air.

My hot and eager breath left condensation on the metal table as I glanced back over my shoulder.

Leslie looked down at me with pure lust in her eyes. She placed the vibrator on the table next to my face as her grip around the nape of my neck tightened. My heart pounded like a war drum as her free hand rode down the side of my body, sending tingles up my spine.

I couldn’t believe this was happening, but I didn’t want it to stop. The fear of missing my flight evaporated like a puff of smoke as she grabbed the waistband of my sweats.

“Ready, slut?” She whispered.

That word sent my mind into a spiral. Slut.

I had always been the perfectly innocent girl. When my roommates would bring back boys from the bar, I would be studying, listening to their hot moans through the thin walls. I was jealous — there was no denying it.

In my heart of hearts — I always wanted to be a slut. It just took a woman like Officer Leslie to make me one.

My lips curled into a smile as my cheek pressed against the metal. Leslie pulled the sweatpants down past my ass, revealing my tight, round ass. My black thong was buried into my cheeks as my weight shifted from one foot to the other.

“Fuck…” The woman moaned, slapping my ass.

“Ohh!” I yelped, the entire table rocking underneath.

“You like that, slut?”

“Y-yes!” I whimpered, panting like a dog in heat.

She pulled the rest of my sweatpants down to the floor. I stepped out of them, spreading my legs as the woman pushed her pelvis up against my ass. An eager breath escaped my lips as the edge of the table pressed up against my pelvis

“Look at you spreading your legs without even being told.” Leslie laughed, running her hand from my nape down my back. “A real slut indeed. I’m sure that vibrator of yours will be easy to take.”

I bit my lip, I wasn’t a virgin, but my last boyfriend had a small dick, and even that was enough to make me moan. This vibrator was something else entirely. My eyes fixated on the thick, black shaft — realistic veins ran up and down the silicone shaft to the bulbous head as Leslie grabbed my thong.

“Let’s see what you’re hiding under there.” She moaned, pulling the thong down my trembling legs.

I bit my lips as the cold air hit my wet, eager pussy.

The woman pulled the thin fabric off my feet as she knelt down behind me, her face inches from my ass. “Fucking perfect.”

Her hands spread my ass cheeks, revealing my two, tight holes. My asshole was puckered, and my pussy mound was perfectly tight. My lips were tinged with brown, as thin, soft pubic hair crowned just above my clit.

A drop of grool ran down my thigh as her hot, eager breath landed on my wetness.

“We have to be quick. Good thing you’re already wet.” She laughed.

The woman gave my round ass one more slap — eliciting another moan from me as she stood. Leslie leaned over me, grabbing the vibrator as she wrapped one hand around the back of my knee.

“Even if you are a slut, your pussy is so tight. We’ll need to spread you out…”

She lifted my leg onto the cold table. I whimpered as my leg spread on the cold steel — the other foot planted on the ground.

My pussy spread, but the mound was still tight and shut.

“Mmmh… Fuck…” I whimpered as she grabbed my ass, spreading it and running the tip of the vibrator up against the base of my mound.

“You like that, slut? You love this vibrator up against your cunt, don’t you?” Leslie whispered in my ears.

I nodded, my mind racing as my nails clawed at the table, which was heating up as my body trembled. “Y-yes, fuck… I love it…”

“Good slut.” She moaned, leaning over my body and pressing me against the table. Her lips locked against the back of my neck, causing my clit to throb. “Ohhhh~” I whimpered as the woman suckled my soft skin.

She held the vibrator against the base of my pussy as I pressed my ass back, begging to be filled. I needed it. I needed her.

Leslie teasingly pulled the vibrator away as I tried pushing against it. “Ah-ah. Patience, my slut.” She laughed, running the head of the shaft up against my clit, causing me to moan out and jerk back.

The sensation was far too much to bear, I wanted her to fill me — I wanted her to satisfy my deep craving for pleasure.

“P-please!” I gasped, the tip pressing against my clit. “I need to be filled!”

“Can you tight little pussy take it?” Leslie laughed.

“It can! I pinky promise~” My breath was short and eager. I couldn’t hold it back any longer. “Please, Mommy!”

Leslie grinned. She put the tip of the vibrator between my soaking wet lips and gently pushed it in further with each passing second. My hips bucked at the feeling, pushing back against the thick shaft as Leslie worked it in deeper and deeper.

“Ohhhhhh~” I panted, tossing my head up as my toes curled. My tight, pink slit gripped the vibrator like a glove, the pleasure filling me as my entire body shivered in ecstasy.

“You like that? Well, then you’re gonna love this…” The woman smirked.

Holding the vibrator halfway inside me, she turned it on. The vibrator shook, vibrating wildly inside my tight, wet cunt.

“OH~” I yelped, startled. The pleasure was indescribable. Pure ecstasy filled me as my pussy held the vibrating toy for dear life — unable to break free.

“Ahhhh~”

The table rattled beneath me, but the woman would show no mercy. “Take it all, slut. Just like you asked.”

Slowly, she pressed the vibrating cock inside of my tight slit. All thoughts had disappeared from my head in a puff of smoke — leaving only pure ecstasy.

The vibrator was pressed deeper and deeper inside me, sending rippling waves of pleasure throughout my body. Each thrust sent me closer and closer to the brink of orgasm — a raging storm in which I yearned to get lost in.

“Good slut, how does that feel?”

I couldn’t answer, the pleasure caused my entire body to tense up. My body lifted off the table as the pleasure surged. My back arched enough to nearly snap as Leslie continued her relentless assault on my innocent pussy.

“Oh oh oh oh~”

My eyes rolled back as Leslie thrust the vibrator in and out of me, telling me to take it like a good slut. The feeling was too much for me to comprehend — my body quivered with each shockwave of pleasure that erupted within me. Every touch felt like a million fingers caressing my skin, every thrust felt like lightning striking through my clit.

Her experience with vibrators was evident, she worked it masterfully inside of me as my clit was on the verge of erupting.

I wanted her to never stop — I wanted it all; I wanted to be filled and satisfied by the pleasure she was filling me with. She masterfully maneuvered her way around my tight walls, teasing and tantalizing every inch of them until they were slick with blissful pleasure.

“Ohhhh fuck~” I whimpered through grit teeth.

Leslie held the vibrator all the way inside me, my body trembling as it vibrated.

She reached around with her other hand, grabbing my tit and pinching my nipple as our bodies pressed together.

“Cum for me, slut. Cum for mommy.” She whispered in my ear.

My jaw fell as my clit erupted.

Pleasure gushed through me as my body convoluted, unable to comprehend the mind-numbing orgasm.

Leslie held me up to her, her hand grabbing my tit as I melted against her.

“Good slut,” She whispered.

My orgasm flooded my head, locking the breath in my throat as a groan of pure ecstasy filled me from head to toe.

“Ohhhhhhh fu-fuckkkkkkkkk…”

I whimpered, collapsing on the table. The cold sting felt amazing against my hot, sweaty skin.

Leslie laughed, pulling out the vibrator and letting it fall to the ground. Grool oozed out of my slit as the pressure alleviated from my pelvis.

“Such a good girl. I didn’t think your tight cunt could take it.”

Leslie planted a soft kiss on my sweaty back as I giggled, biting my lip. “That… Was fucking amazing.”

“Get dressed, slut. Your flight is waiting. Oh, and I think I’ll let you take the vibrator with you. Perhaps you can use it when you land.”

I giggled, nodding. “I’m going to use it all the time, now.”

“Good slut. Remember me when you do.”

“I will… Mommy…”

___________________________________________________________

Story 4: Babysitter’s Surprise

The sound of my own breathing filled the silence as I sat on Ms Holt's plush, cream-colored couch, reading a book that I'd brought with me. The kids were fast asleep in their rooms, and I was just killing time until Ms Holt returned from her dinner party. My eyes flicked over the words, but my mind started to wander. I suddenly remembered that the last time I babysat for her, I'd forgotten my jacket. Ms Holt had mentioned it was in one of the closets.

I glanced around the spacious living room, feeling a bit overwhelmed by the sheer size of the house. It wasn't every day that a twenty-year-old like myself got to be in such an opulent place. But where could my jacket be? There were so many closets in this mansion-like home, and I hadn't thought to ask Ms Holt which one she meant.

I began my search by the main doors, opening closets and peering in. My jacket was nowhere to be found. Instead, I was surprised by the sheer amount of clothes that the woman had. Everything from fur winter jackets to skin-tight dresses, her wealth was clear.

With a deep breath, I decided to continue my search at the bottom level of the house – the basement. I slowly made my way down the dimly lit staircase, my heart pounding with each step. As I reached the bottom, I spotted a door slightly ajar. Maybe my jacket was in there?

The door was unlike the others. This one had two sets of locks on the frame, and the wood was heavy. Curiosity got the better of me as I pushed against the heavy wood. “Come on…” I muttered, my petite body barely enough to make the thing budge. I blew away a strand of wavy brown hair that fell in front of my face — and with a final shove, the door opened.

Instead of a closet, I was met with a sight that left me stunned and speechless. The walls of the room were lined with an array of BDSM toys and various other kinky accessories.

My cheeks flushed as I gazed upon the assortment of whips, handcuffs, and ropes that adorned the walls. The air in the room seemed to grow heavier, filling with the scent of leather and the unspoken promises of pleasure and pain. I felt my body responding to the sights before me; my nipples tightened beneath my shirt, and a warmth spread between my thighs.

“What in the world…” I muttered, walking along the furry carpet. The lighting in the room was dim and soft, creating the perfect sensual ambiance.

I hesitated for a moment, still reeling from the shock of finding myself in Ms Holt's secret dungeon. But curiosity got the better of me as I took a tentative step further into the room, my eyes darting from one toy to another. The dim lighting cast eerie shadows on the walls, making it all feel even more surreal.

In the center of the room was a leather chair with stir-ups, and I could only imagine the acts that had taken place there. My mind raced, conjuring images of bound bodies writhing in pleasure and pain, and I couldn't help but feel a stirring deep within me. As I moved closer, my attention was drawn to a ball gag and paddle hanging nearby. The thought of someone being silenced and disciplined sent a thrill down my spine.

"Ms Holt always seemed so... innocent," I whispered to myself, my voice barely audible. How could this woman, who appeared so mature and put-together, harbor such a dark and kinky side?

"May?" her voice suddenly filled the room, and I yelped in surprise, my chest tightening as I spun around.

There she stood, leaning against the doorway, wearing a tight red dress that hugged her curves like a second skin. She looked every bit the seductive dominatrix, and my heart hammered in my chest. 
“I didn’t expect to find you in here.” She said, her lips curling into a grin as she tucked her long blonde hair behind her ears.
"Ms Holt, I... I'm so sorry," I stammered, desperate to find the right words. "I shouldn't have snooped. I didn't mean to intrude."
She chuckled softly, the sound sending shivers down my spine. "It’s fine. I don’t mind.”

I turned to leave, my cheeks burning with embarrassment, but Ms Holt's voice stopped me in my tracks.

"May, wait," she called out, her tone both curious and teasing. "Have you ever had any experience with these toys?"

My cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of red as I shook my head. It was a personal question, but I had just peered into her dark psyche. "No, Ms Holt," I admitted quietly, suddenly feeling like a little girl confessing to a teacher. "My boyfriend is... well, he's very vanilla. We never really experimented with anything."

She sighed softly, a mixture of sympathy and mischief dancing in her eyes. "That's a shame," she said, her voice sultry and enticing. "You don't know what you're missing."

Then, with a devilish smirk, she added, "But since you were snooping around my private space, maybe you need to be punished for your curiosity."

My breath hitched in my throat, my heart pounding as I tried to process what she was saying. Was she serious? What kind of punishment did she have in mind? A part of me was terrified, but another part—a part I didn't even know existed—was strangely excited by the prospect.

"Hands and knees, May," Ms Holt commanded, her voice firm and authoritative. "Crawl towards me."

“Wh-what?” I replied, my mind racing. I could feel my body shaking underneath my jeans and shirt as my heart raced into overdrive.

“You heard me, girl. Get on your hands and knees. And crawl…” She said, setting her jaw. Her piercing dark eyes shook me to my core.

My body reacted before my mind could even process the command, moving into position with surprising ease. Shocked and surprised at my own submission, I found myself crawling across the cold floor towards Ms Holt. The way she looked down at me, her blue eyes filled with power and desire, sent shivers down my spine, and I couldn't help but feel an unfamiliar thrill building within me.

"Good girl," she praised as I reached her feet, her words igniting a warmth in my chest that quickly spread throughout my body. "Now, I've always been curious about how beautiful you'd look naked. Strip for me, May."

“Y-yes, ma’am.” I had no idea what was coming over me, but it felt like her words had my body in a trance — one that I couldn’t break.

My heart raced at her command, but I didn't hesitate, my hands shaking as I reached for the hem of my shirt, pulling it over my head and exposing my trembling body to her hungry gaze.

I couldn’t believe what was coming over me, but I knew one thing — I loved it.

My heart and pussy throbbed as I tossed my shift to the side. My petite, perky tits bounced as slipped my fingers past the waist of my jeans.

“Fuck…” Ms Holt breathed, her eyes fixated on my perky pink nipples. I blushed. I was used to being gawked at by college boys — but an older woman?

With a deep breath, I slowly unbutton my jeans, my fingers trembling as I pull down the zipper. I slide the denim over my hips, allowing it to pool at my feet. Standing before Ms Holt in my pink panties adorned with an innocent little bunny on the crotch, I feel vulnerable and exposed.

"Aw, how sweet," she coos, her blue eyes sparkling with amusement. "Your panties are so innocent and playful." Her words make me blush, embarrassed by the childish nature of my underwear. She takes a step closer, her full figure casting a shadow over me. "Don't be ashamed, darling. They're quite cute."

As if to prove her point, Ms Holt reaches out and strokes the soft fabric covering my mound, causing me to shiver with anticipation. The contrast of our age difference - me being a young college girl, and her a 45-year-old experienced woman - only adds to the excitement I'm feeling.

"Come with me," Ms Holt says, her voice low and seductive as she takes my hand. Her fingers intertwine with mine, and the scent of her perfume is intoxicating. My heart races as she leads me towards the back wall of her sex dungeon, a place filled with thrilling and forbidden pleasures.

My panties grow damp as we approach a chain dangling from the ceiling. Her grip on my hand tightens, her nails digging into my skin just enough to remind me who's in control. "Raise your hands," she commands, her voice leaving no room for doubt.

I whimper, nodding as I follow her orders without question. Lifting my hands above my head, I watch as Ms Holt expertly wraps the chains around my wrists. The cold metal bites into my soft, tender flesh, sending a mixture of pain and pleasure through my body. I can't believe what I am doing – submitting to this older, dominant woman – but the thrill of being her plaything fills me with an indescribable pleasure.

"Good girl," she purrs, admiring her handiwork. My body trembles with anticipation, my mind racing with thoughts of what she has planned for me. As I stand there, bound and at her mercy, I know that I am completely under her control – and that's exactly where I want to be.

My weight shifted from one foot to the other. I wasn’t a prude in any sense of the word, but the college boys I usually hooked up with never had desires as… dirty as this. I loved it.

Ms Holt walked back, her slender fingers running across the walls as her eyes darted from one toy to the next. My heart raced as I eagerly anticipated the choice of weapon. Would it be the leather whip or the ball gags? My nipple throbbed at the mere sight of her black nipple clamps.

“Ahhh… This will do.” She said, her lips curling to a grin.

The woman reached up, pulling a black vibrator off the wall. My clit throbbed. The vibrator was small, but it was still enough to make my entire body shiver with anticipation. The chains around my wrists rattled as I tried to compose my breathing.

Ms Holt’s hips swayed as she walked back towards me — her smirk growing as a seductive fire burned in her eyes.

I feel the heat of Ms Holt's presence before I see her. Her sultry scent fills the air as she stands in front of me, her long blonde hair cascading down her back. She's the embodiment of dominance and power, and in this moment, I am entirely at her mercy.

"Are you ready, my dear?" she purrs, holding up a sleek, black vibrator in her hand. The anticipation alone sends shivers down my spine, making me squirm in my restraints.

"Y-yes," I stutter, my voice barely above a whisper. My hands are held high above my head by the cold metal chains, leaving me vulnerable and exposed to her every whim.

"Good," Ms Holt smiles wickedly, stepping closer to me. With deliberate slowness, she presses the vibrator against my already hardened nipple. A small whimper escapes my lips, my body shaking involuntarily. The chains rattle loudly, echoing through the room, and I let out a soft moan.

"Ah, don't be shy now," she teases, her blue eyes gleaming with mischief. "The fun is only just beginning."

With a flick of her wrist, Ms Holt turns on the vibrator, and it comes to life with a low hum. The sensation against my nipple is electrifying, making me moan even louder. It feels like a thousand tiny sparks racing up my spine, igniting a wildfire within me. I whimper and shake, my mind a whirlwind of pleasure and desire.

"Such a beautiful sight," Ms Holt murmurs, her gaze locked onto mine. She runs the vibrator slowly down my body, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. As the buzzing device reaches my clit, she grins devilishly, knowing full well the effect it will have on me.

"Please, Ms Holt… I need it," I begged, my voice hoarse with desperation. She chuckles softly, savoring the sound of my submission.

The woman smirked, slowly pulling my panties down to reveal my tight, bald, wet mound. The innocent panties pool at my feet as I whimper and beg.

"Very well," she concedes, pressing the vibrator firmly against the hood of my clit. My back arches violently in response, a strangled moan tearing itself from my throat as the pleasure washes over me like a tidal wave. The room spins around me, and all I can think about is Ms Holt's touch, her control over me, and how desperately I crave more.

“Ohhh fuck~” I cry out, tossing my head back. My hands tug at the chains, but they are securely fastened to the ceiling. I squirm like a fish on a hook as the buzzing shoots up my entire body.

Ms Holt grins, leaning in as her lips suck against the flesh on my throat.

My mind melts, the softness of her lips suckling on my neck — and the rough vibrators of the toy pressed up against my slit created a cocktail of pleasure in my body.

I bit my lip, panting like a dog as I tried to suppress my moans of pleasure — though to no avail.

“Ohhh! M-Mommy~”

She looked up at me, lust in her eyes. “Such a cute little slut. You like it when Mommy ties you up and plays with your pussy?”

I nodded emphatically, stray hairs sticking to my sweaty face as I panted.

“Good slut.”

She ran the tip of the vibrator down my blooming slit. The wetness splattered out, coating my inner thighs as my horny eagerness couldn’t be hidden.

Ms Holt’s lip lashed against my skin. “Ready, dear?” She whispered.

I whimpered, nodding, “Y-yes, M-mommy… I need it.”

She lifted her face, eyes meeting mine. “Good…”

Slowly, she pushed the vibrator inside my tight slit. “Mmmmh~” I grimaced, teeth clenched as the tremors filled me.

The fire in my pelvis was burning as the toy buried snug inside my slit. “Ohhh~ Mommy!” I cried out, unable to hide my lust.

“Take it, slut.” She sneered. The woman pushed the last inches of the vibrator inside of my cunt, causing my back to arch as the pleasure filled me. The vibrating shaft pushed up against my peering clit as the pink walls of my pussy gripped the toy like a glove — holding on for dear life.

My jaw dropped and my eyes rolled back. The pleasure was euphoric, and my petite body couldn’t last any longer.

“O-oh! Mommy!” I whimpered, tears streaking down my face as my body squirmed. “I-I’m going to cum!”

“Cum for Mommy, dear.” She whispered, biting my earlobe.

Her perfume filled my head as my eyes fluttered close. The bubbling volcano of pleasure in my body was about to erupt, and there was no stopping it now.

As my pussy gripped the vibrator, I let out a gasp — my body lurching as the chains rattled. “Oh oh oh!”

She began to thrust the toy in and out of my spilling wetness, my grool coating her fingers as she held her body close to mine. “Cum for Mommy. Do it, little slut”

Her words echoed in my head like a command.

As she pressed the vibrator inside of my slit, my clit erupted. The pleasure surged through me like lava — as each neuron in my head exploded.

“OHHHHH YESSSS!” I squealed, my voice bouncing off the walls. “OH FUCK YES!”

My back arched as I slammed against the stone.

The sticky, wet vibrator fell out of her grasp, landing on the tile as the buzzing echoed.

Ms Holt smiled, stepping back. My wetness fell like filthy rain from her fingers as she wiped it off onto her dress. “Such a good girl.”

Her eyes scanned my tired, panting body as the entire room swirled around me. “You’ve been so good for Mommy.”

“Th-thank you, Mommy.” I panted.

My knees gave way as my legs arched. The chains held me up, pulling at my wrists to keep me from collapsing on the cold tile. The pleasure filled me, as I panted for breath — trying desperately to fill my lungs.

“I think I’ll go and take a shower,” she said with a devious smirk. “You’ll be fine here until I’m back and ready to play again, won’t you?”

I whimpered. “Y-yes, Mommy.”

“Good girl. Stay put now.”

Story 5: The Pop Star

I'm trembling as I stand outside Shae's dressing room, my heart racing in anticipation. My sweaty palms clutch the soft fabric of the tour shirt I just bought. I can't believe I'm actually here, about to meet her in person. Shae has been my idol for years, and ever since she announced her first tour would make a stop in my city, I've been on cloud nine.

"Elaine?" The deep voice of the security guard snaps me back to reality. "Shae is ready for you now."

My heart skips a beat, and I can hardly contain my excitement. As the guard steps aside, I take a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. My hands tuck the stray black hairs behind my ears as I press my thighs together, brushing my plaid skirt.

With a final deep breath, I step into the dimly lit dressing room, my eyes scanning the space filled with luxurious furniture and countless bouquets of fresh flowers.

"Hi Elaine," Shae purrs, her sultry voice sending shivers down my spine. I drink in the sight of her; she's even more stunning up close.

Her long, brunette locks cascade over her shoulders, framing her flawless face. She stands confidently, her tall figure accentuated by her tight leather outfit that hugs every curve of her gorgeous body. My mouth goes dry, and I can feel a flush creeping up my cheeks.

The door clicks shut behind me, leaving Shae and me alone in the dimly lit dressing room. My heart hammers in my chest as I watch her rise gracefully from the plush seat at her dressing table. Her taut body is encased in a skin-tight, shimmering outfit that accentuates every curve and leaves little to the imagination. As she turns to face me, our eyes lock, and I feel heat rush to my cheeks.

"Wow," I breathe, unable to form a coherent sentence. Shae giggles at my reaction, her sultry voice resonating through the room like a caress.

"Aw, you look like you’ve seen a ghost," she teases, her green eyes twinkling with mischief. "Come, sit with me."

I nod dumbly and hurry over to the luxurious couch where she's already settled in, her long legs crossed seductively. My pulse races as I take a seat next to her, feeling the warmth of her body even though we aren't actually touching.

"Elaine, I'm really happy to meet you," she purrs, leaning in closer so that our faces are only inches apart. Her breath is warm and sweet, smelling faintly of mint and vanilla. I can't help but glance down at her full lips, wondering how they'd taste.

"Thank you, Shae. I... I've been a fan for so long, and I just can't believe I'm here with you right now," I stammer, feeling foolish but unable to stop myself. She grins at my words, clearly enjoying my flustered state.

I take a deep breath, trying to contain my excitement. "Shae, I've been a fan of yours since I first heard your debut single online," I begin, my words tumbling out in a rush. "I've bought every song and album you've ever released, and even collected all the merch!"

"Wow, that's impressive," Shae says, her eyes sparkling with genuine appreciation.

"Thank you," I reply, feeling more at ease now. "And I have to say, you're even prettier in person." The moment the words leave my mouth, I feel my face heat up with embarrassment. Did I really just say that?

Shae giggles, clearly amused by my reaction. "You're rather pretty yourself, Elaine," she says, her voice soft and sultry, making me shiver with anticipation. I can feel the tension building between us, like an invisible thread drawing us closer together.

"Uh, would you mind signing my new shirt?" I ask, desperate to break the silence that has fallen over us. I hand her the shirt, my cheeks still burning red with embarrassment.

"Of course!" Shae laughs, taking the shirt from me. As she begins to sign it, I lean back on the couch, trying to regain my composure.

She was so perfect. Not a wavy strand of brown hair was out of place, and her leather outfit showed off her perfect curves. I could feel the heat in my pelvis as my thighs pressed together. I couldn’t hide it. I was in love with her.

My foot anxiously tapped against the floor as she signed my shirt. The scent of her sweat and flowery perfume filled the air — even after a concert, she was elegant.

I leaned back against the armrest, taking in the sight of my idol sitting inches beside me.

My hands slipped into the cushions as I felt my heart beating in my chest. Suddenly, my fingers brushed against something rough tucked away into the cushions.

Instinctively, I reached in and pulled out what was a thick, black rope.

My eyebrows furrowed, what was this—

“Eeek!” Shae squealed, dropping her marker and grabbing the rope bundle from my hands.

Her cheeks were blistering red as she tucked the rope behind her back. The tight leather across her chest fluttered with the beating of her chest.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t be pulling things out of your couch. Is…Is something wrong?” I muttered. I mean, it was just rope.

Shae whimpered, suppressing her embarrassed smile. “It’s nothing. I uhh… Just forgot that I had that in there.”

As the blush seared in her cheeks, my eyes grew.

Oh.
Now it made sense.

My cheeks matched her intensity—the leather outfit, the lyrics about being bound and submissive, and now the rope.

My lips pursed together as the fire grew in my pelvis.

Shae giggled, breaking the silence. “Sorry, I should have kept these things locked up when I knew a kid was coming over.”

“A kid?” I said, raising an eyebrow. “I’m nineteen.”

“Still, rather young and inexperienced.”

I frowned. Truth was, while ropes and leather were a bit out of my cue zone, I had blossomed like a sexual butterfly since coming to college.

I stuck my hand out. “Let me see it.”

She handed me my shirt.

“Not that!” I said tossing the shirt to the side. “The rope.”

Shae hesitated, but the fire in my eyes made her hand the rope over to me.

I had been acting like a giddy, shy child. But now that the nerves of meeting my idol had subsided, I was intent on proving that I wasn’t some ditzy kid.

I took the rope from her hands, feeling the rough strands against my delicate palm. I shuddered to think what Shae had done with it — what dark and dirty desires lay behind those autumn eyes.

“What do you think?” She asked, her lips curling into a grin.
Truth was, I didn’t know what to think. All I knew was that the fire in my pelvis was growing, and needed to be satiated.

“You look like a tomato with all that blush in your cheeks.” Shae giggled.

My lips pursed together as I presented her with my wrists. “Tie me.”

“What?”

“Tie me up.” I said, firmly. My eyes blazing with lust.

The woman paused for a moment, but I could see the lust in her eyes as well. She bit her lip, her eyes trailing down my body, from my tight white top to my plaid skirt.

“If you insist.”She took the rope from my hands.

She inched closer, taking the rope and pressing it up against my skin. Her eyes met mine, as she waited for me to tell her to stop. But I never did.

My heart was racing like a stallion. I couldn’t believe what we were doing. But it felt so good.

I grinned, urging her to continue as I leaned forward. My wrists pressed together as she wrapped the rough rope against my skin.

“How does that feel?” She asked, her breath hardly louder than a whisper.

“It feels…So good.” I whimpered.

The bindings wrapped around my wrists as she tied a knot — locking me in her grasp.

My breath stuttered as my hands tugged, but the knot wouldn’t budge. I was in her control.

Shae smirked, leaning forward she brushed my hair from my blushing face.

"Elaine, bend over."

Shae's sultry voice commanded me, her tone ringing with authority. My heart raced as her words echoed in my head like a command I had no choice but to obey. As my body responded to her demand, the anticipation and arousal surged through my veins, making me feel dizzy yet alive.

"Like this, Shae?" I asked breathlessly, my face pressed up against the plush couch cushion, the soft fabric brushing tenderly against my cheek. My ass perked into the air, the frill of my skirt lifting up, teasing the underside of my cheeks and revealing my white, lace panties.

"Perfect," she purred, her satisfaction evident in her voice. I could feel her eyes on me, scrutinizing every curve and contour of my exposed vulnerability. It was deliciously unnerving, and I loved it. My hands were bound against my chest, as my face pressed against the cushions. I eagerly waited for her next command, my heart and clit racing.

"Stay still," she ordered, and I heard her move behind me. The soft rustle of fabric accompanied her motion as she reached down, grabbing another black rope from behind the couch. I felt the cool rope brush against my skin as she began to bind my ankles together. The sensation sent shivers up my spine, drawing a whimper from my lips as she tied my feet together, leaving me even more helpless.

"Are you sure you’re ready for this? I’ll warn you… I’m a rough girl." Shae's concern broke through the haze of lust clouding my thoughts. I nodded, my face still pressed against the couch, and my ass in the air. The realization that my feet and hands were now tied together caught up with me, and the feeling of being completely at her mercy intensified my arousal tenfold.

"Yes, Shae," I managed, my voice muffled by the fabric of the cushion. "I'm all yours." I felt a thrill at saying those words, handing over my control willingly and trusting her implicitly.

"Good girl," she murmured approvingly, her fingertips lightly grazing my bound ankles, sending shivers up my legs. I knew that whatever happened next would be entirely up to her. I felt a thrill of excitement and desire course through me, and my heart pounded in my chest.

The silence stretched on for just a moment, the anticipation building, before she spoke again, this time with a hint of a smile in her voice. "Don't worry, Elaine. I'm going to take very good care of you."

Her words both soothed me, and made my body quiver.

Slowly, she lifted the frill of my skirt, revealing my tight underside. Her warm breath on my panties made me quiver. I was already so wet. The lips of my slit gnawed at the fabric of my panties as my jaw fell.

“So nice. What an ass you have.” She giggled.

I bit my lip, my ass wiggling in the air as I arched my back. My toes curled as the thick rope bound my ankles together. I was like a pig ready to be roasted.

I could feel Shae’s presence as she rose to her knees, her delicate hands running up and down my sides. Shivers shot through my spine as my ass pressed against her pelvis.

I can feel my heart pounding in my chest as the anticipation builds. Shae, my idol, towers over me with her piercing eyes and mischievous smile. She slowly reaches for the waistband of my panties, her strong fingers teasingly hooking under the fabric.

"Such a wet little kitten you are," she purrs seductively, her voice sultrier than any song she's ever sung. I whimper, feeling exposed and vulnerable, but also more alive than I've ever felt before.

As Shae tugs my panties down, I can't help but arch my back, which strains to its limit as if it might snap. With each breath I take, both of my tight holes pucker, betraying my arousal even without Shae's commentary. As my panties reach my ankles, a bead of grool runs down my thighs, evidence of my body's desire for this woman.

"Look at that beautiful ass," she exclaims softly, using her hands to spread my cheeks apart. "Mmm, you're so deliciously wet." I can feel her warm breath on my most intimate parts, making my entire body squirm in response. My hands and feet rub against the rope that binds them, a constant reminder of Shae's control over me – a power I willingly gave her.

"Please," I moan, desperate for her touch, for her to taste me. My pulse races as I feel her open her mouth, her tongue finally making contact with my trembling flesh. The sensation sends electric jolts through my body, and I cry out in pleasure.

"Ah!" I gasp as Shae licks both of my holes, swirling her tongue around each one before switching to the other. I moan loudly, panting like an animal in heat as her wet tongue rides up and down my slit. It's almost too much to bear, the intensity of the pleasure, the forbidden thrill of letting this older woman, my idol, dominate me like this.

"Shae, please," I beg between pants and moans, my body quivering under her expert touch. "Don't stop."

"Such a greedy little girl," Shae whispers against my trembling flesh, her breath causing my body to tremble with anticipation. I hear the smile in her voice as she continues, "I've only just begun."

As she holds my ass spread, I feel her warm face bury itself between my legs, her tongue relentlessly exploring my intimate depths. It's almost surreal, having my idol, this talented and beautiful older woman, take such control over me. The room is filled with the sounds of our moans and whimpers as we both revel in the pleasure we're giving and receiving.

"Shae..." I gasp, my chest heaving with each panting breath. My fingers clench instinctively, the rope binding them digging into my skin, intensifying the heady combination of pain and pleasure coursing through my veins.

"Does that feel good, Elaine?" she asks, her words muffled by her mouthful of my wetness. Her tongue flicks against my clit, sending shockwaves of ecstasy radiating through me.

"Fuck, yes!" I exclaim, pushing my ass back onto her face, eager for more. Every sensation feels magnified, the ropes biting into my wrists and ankles only heightening my arousal. As Shae's tongue delves deeper, I can't help but be entranced by the sounds she makes – every moan and whimper she releases sends my heart fluttering, filling me with a sense of pride and satisfaction knowing I'm pleasing her as well.

"Please, Shae... make me come," I beg, my voice desperate and needy. In return, I feel her hum against me, the vibrations from her throat adding another layer to the symphony of pleasure flooding my senses.

"Ask nicely," she orders, never pausing in her expert ministrations. I hear the smirk in her voice, confident in her ability to have me begging for release.

"Please, Mistress Shae," I plead, my body quivering with the effort of holding back my climax, "please let me come. Let me come all over your beautiful face."

"Good girl," she purrs, and I know she's pleased by my submission. Her tongue works even harder, faster, driving me closer and closer to the edge until finally, I can't take it anymore. My orgasm crashes over me, wave after wave of ecstasy, my screams of pleasure echoing throughout the room. Through it all, Shae continues to drink up every drop, her moans and whimpers signaling her own satisfaction as well.

The girl moans as she lifted her face, wiping her chin with her hand. The grool and saliva dripped onto her sweaty, leather top as she ran her hands up and down my back. “Such a good girl.”

I glanced back at her, love in my eyes. “Th-thank you…”

My breath was tired, and my body was sore. The ropes dug into my soft skin, biting as I collapsed onto the couch.

Shae crawled on top of me, kissing my back and the nape of my neck as her weight pushed me into the sweaty cushions. “I think I’ll keep you here for the night… You can leave in the morning. That is, if I don’t decide to take you with me on the rest of my tour.”

I grinned. “Whatever you want, Mommy. I’m yours.”

Story 6: Arrested

The cold air nips at my skin as I lean back against the hood of my car, my breath visible in the chilly night. My tight black top hugs my chest, providing little warmth, and my black jeans cling to my legs like a second skin. The shiver that runs up my spine has nothing to do with the temperature; it's all about the situation I've found myself in.

Officer Courtney approaches me, her muscular frame steady and imposing. Her short blonde hair is swept back, highlighting her strong jawline. She gives me a stern look, her ice-blue eyes piercing through me.

"Your license is probably going to be suspended," she informs me, "you need to call a parent to pick you up."

"Are you serious?" I exclaim, shock creeping into my voice. "I wasn't even speeding that much, and the curb...it just appeared out of nowhere!"

I roll my eyes dramatically, recalling the previous times I'd been pulled over. Each time, I had managed to flirt or cry my way out of a ticket. But Officer Courtney is different. Something about her hardass demeanor tells me that my usual tactics won't work on her.

"Please, can't we talk about this? I'm a good driver, really," I plead, attempting to soften her up with my doe-eyed innocence.

As Courtney scribbles on her notepad, I size her up, trying to figure out if there's some way I can work this situation in my favor. Her short blonde hair and muscular build scream ‘butch’ to me. Fuck it, it was worth a shot. A wicked idea forms in my mind, and I decide to give it a shot.

"Officer," I purr, leaning forward just enough to let my cleavage make an appearance, "is there anything I can do to avoid this ticket? Anything at all…?”

I smirk, pressing my arms together to enhance the view even further. But Courtney doesn't seem fazed by my display. Instead, she looks up from her notepad and fixes me with a cold stare that sends shivers down my spine.

"Step back, please," she says firmly, her voice thick with authority.

"Ugh, this is such a waste of time," I groan loudly, my frustration boiling over. "You're just bullying a petite college girl because you can."

"Watch your mouth," she warns, not missing a beat as she continues writing out the ticket.

But her warning only fuels my defiance, and I can't help but push her further. "What are you going to do about it, huh? Arrest me for having a big mouth?"

That seems to be the last straw for Officer Courtney. She snaps her notepad shut, her jaw set with determination. "Put your hands behind your back," she orders, her voice steady and dangerous.

"Wait, what?" I stammered, shocked by her sudden change in tone.

"You're being arrested for reckless driving," she explains, her expression steely. "And for being a stuck-up princess who thinks she can get away with anything."

My jaw drops, and before I knew it, the officer had her hand on the nape of my neck pinning me down onto the stinging cold hood of my car. “Hey! Watch it!” I sneered, squirming as she pinned me down.

The cold steel pressed through my thin top, biting my nipples.

I wiggled like a fish out of water, but the officer’s imposing body kept me pinned down. Her hands grabbed my wrists, holding them together as she unclipped the cuffs from her belt.

My breath stuttered as the cold steel bit at my wrists.

Her pelvis pressed against my ass, pushing me against the edge of the hood.

I sneered, glancing over my shoulder at her as the wind blew my black hair against my face.               The smug grin on her lips only made me even more angry. “Nice power trip, I bet you love bullying around college kids.”

She laughed, “Only the snobby ones. Back of my car. Now.”

I rolled my eyes as the brute led me to her police car. Opening the back door, she tossed me in.

I landed on my back in a huff, one foot draped to the floor, and the other up against the headrest.

As she was about to close the door, I noticed it. A glimmer in her eyes. Her blue pupils lingered on my exposed midriff, my bare stomach made her cold, pale cheeks tinge with blush.

Gotcha.

I bit my lips, squirming with my hands pinned and cuffed behind my back. “Wait… Are you sure there is nothing I can do… To change your mind?”

My dark eyes winked at her as I squirmed down on the seat, lifting my shirt just beneath my tits.

The woman wavered. Her breath stuttered, and I could see the struggle in her eyes. My grin grew. In truth, I wanted her. The officer was just my type, a dominant alpha. Getting out of a ticket was just the cherry on top.

"Please, I meant it when I said I'd do anything," I whimpered, my voice drowning with arousal. Officer Courtney hesitated, her eyes flicking between my face and the handcuffs that bound my delicate wrists.

"It wouldn't be right," she murmured, her voice stern yet filled with an undertone of desire that she couldn't quite hide.

"Come on, why not?" I giggled, feeling both nervous and excited at the prospect of what could happen next. "I can tell you want me just as much as I want you." Her jaw clenched, her piercing blue eyes never leaving mine.

"I don't take bribes," she replied firmly, her tone emphasizing her authority.

"Who said anything about a bribe?" I countered, my heart pounding in my chest. "I just want you to fuck me, Officer. You don't even have to let me go afterward."

She hesitated for a moment, her eyes betraying her longing. I bit my lip, trying to encourage her further. "I'm so eager, Officer. Just take down my pants and see how wet I am for you."

The tension in the air was palpable as she stared at me, seemingly torn between her duty and her desires. Finally, her resolve seemed to waver.

Taking a deep breath, Officer Courtney crawled into the back of the cruiser, her muscular arms and powerful thighs on full display as she moved with the precision of a predator. The door clicked shut, enclosing us in the tight space together. My heart raced in anticipation, my body tingling with excitement.

"Alright, Maddy," she growled, her voice low and husky. "Let's see just how eager you are."

I arched my back, lifting my hips as she deftly unbuttoned my jeans, her fingers brushing against my skin as she pulled them down, revealing my soaked black panties. As her eyes locked onto the wet fabric, I couldn't help but tease her.

"Ever fucked a college student before, Officer?" I asked, reveling in the power I held over this strong, dominant woman.

"Never one quite like you," she sneered, her cold, rugged hands running up and down my waist, leaving goosebumps in their wake. Her eyes never left my panties, hunger burning in their depths.

"Touch me," I urged, desperate for the contact. "Please, Officer, I need your hands on me."

Her fingers traced the edge of my panties, teasing along the damp fabric, sending shivers through me. She smirked at my reaction, clearly enjoying the control she had over my pleasure. Slowly, deliberately, she slid one hand underneath my panties, her touch finally connecting with my moist folds.

"Fuck," I gasped, my body trembling under her skilled fingertips. "You feel so good, Officer."

"Of course I do," she purred, her touch becoming more insistent, exploring every inch of my wetness. "I know exactly what I'm doing, girl. And I'm going to make you beg for it."

My mind raced with the possibilities, the depravity we were about to indulge in. I wanted her to take control, to dominate me completely. And as she pressed her fingers deeper into my core, curling them just right, I knew there was no going back.

"Please," I whimpered, my breath hitching. "Please, Officer Courtney, fuck me like only you can."

Her grin turned wicked as she leaned in closer, her breath hot against my neck. "Begging already, Maddy?" she whispered, her other hand pinching my nipple through my shirt. "We're just getting started."

The windows of the parked patrol car begin to fog up, mirroring the heat that builds within me. My breaths come in excited pants as Officer Courtney, a dominant woman with short blonde hair and a muscular build, kneels between my trembling legs. The car rocks ever so slightly beneath us, a testament to her powerful presence.

"Please," I whimper, feeling the cold metal cuffs biting into my wrists pinned behind my back. Courtney's eyes flash with determination as she pulls down my panties, revealing my tight, glistening pussy.

"Such a tight little thing, aren't you?" She smirks, her voice oozing authority. I blush furiously under her gaze, my arousal causing my nipples to press insistently against the fabric of my top.

"Y-yes, Officer," I stammer, unable to tear my eyes away from her piercing blue stare.

"Let's see what else we've got here," she says, her fingers gripping the hem of my top and pulling it up to my collarbone. My perky, round breasts bounce free, and my pink gumdrop nipples stand erect, begging for her attention.

"Beautiful," Courtney murmurs appreciatively, her eyes drinking in every detail of my exposed body. As she leans down, I feel her warm breath against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. Her lips lock onto one of my nipples, sucking gently at first, before increasing the intensity. Her tongue lashes against the sensitive nub, causing me to moan softly.

"Ah...that feels amazing, Officer," I gasp, the forbidden nature of this encounter only fueling my desire. With her free hand, Courtney slips her fingers between my slick folds, teasing the entrance to my wet slit.

"God, Officer...you're so good at this," I moan, my voice thick with lust as her rough fingertips continue to explore the depths of my wet slit. Her tongue swirls around my sensitive nipple, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me.

"Is that what you like, slut?" she asks between licks, her voice husky and filled with desire. "You want me to play with your tight little pussy?"

"Y-yes," I stammer, barely able to form words as ecstasy floods my senses. It's a dizzying mix of pure pleasure and a sense of vulnerability, heightened by the cuffs binding my wrists. The feeling of being pinned beneath her strong body, helpless and completely exposed, sends shivers down my spine.

"Tell me how much you need it," Courtney demands, her fingers pausing their exploration. My hips instinctively buck upwards, searching for contact.

"Please, don't stop. I need you inside me, Officer," I beg, my eyes pleading with her for more. She smirks devilishly, clearly enjoying my submission.

"Such a desperate little slut, aren't you?" she teases, her fingers resuming their dance within me. My body squirms in response, trying to find purchase on the slippery leather seat beneath us. "You love being controlled by an older woman, don't you?"

I whimpered, my hips buckling against her hand as she worked her fingers like paintbrushes inside of my wetness.

"Say it again," she commands, her voice firm yet dripping with sensuality.

"I love being controlled by you, Officer," I repeat, my voice cracking under the weight of the pleasure coursing through my veins.

"Good girl. Now let's see if you can handle this," she murmurs, her fingers curling and stroking my inner walls with a newfound intensity.

"Ah...oh God!" I cry out as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me. The room seems to spin as the world narrows down to the exquisite sensations flooding my body. My eyes squeeze shut, overcome by the sheer intensity of it all.

“Oh yes yes yes!”

My clit vibrated, sending pure euphoria surging through my spine. It was intoxicating.

He body pinned me down, as the cold cuffs bit my back and wrists.

Each thrust of her fingers seemed to push deeper into my pussy as my walls gripped her hand like gloves, milking them as my body squirmed.

The pleasure was about to release, I couldn’t hold it back any longer. “Oh! I’m cumming!”

“Cum for me, slut.” She sneered into my ear, her body pressing against mine.

My jaw fell as my eyes rolled back, the neurons in my head were exploding like fireworks as my foot pressed up against the window.

The entire cop cruiser rattled beneath us as the filthy, heavy air refused to fill my lungs. “Ohhhhhh! Fuck!!!!!!”

I squealed like a pig as the officer’s fingers rattled inside of me. The orgasm hit me like a storm, causing my entire body to lurch as my hips buckled against her hand. “Ohhhhhh!”

“Good slut. Cum for me!” She sneered, sucking on my sweaty tits.

I panted, my lungs barely able to fill with air as my entire head swirled. “Ohhhh god…”

“Such a good slut.” Officer Courtney said, lifting to her knees. She pulled her fingers out of my cunt, the filth rolling off them like filthy rain onto my body. She grinned as she licked the filth from her fingers, moaning at my taste. “So sweet…”

I grinned, my lips quivering. “Th-thank you… Officer…”

“I think I’ll let you off with a warning this time… Don’t let me catch you again. Or else.”

She winked at me, causing my heart to skip a beat. “If you say so…”

“Your next punishment will be much dirtier…”

___________________________________________________________

Story 7: The Spicy Photos

I stepped off the bus, my sneakers crunching on the gravel. A chill of anticipation snaked up my spine as I gazed at the towering mansion before me. It loomed, grand and slightly intimidating, a testament to a world so far removed from my own. Clutching the straps of my backpack for dear life, I couldn't help but marvel at how fast things were moving. My photos, just simple snapshots of nature's everyday beauty, had somehow captured the eye of Kaye Harpe—Kaye Harpe! The world-famous actress wanted me to take photos of her.

"Okay," I whispered to myself, trying to squash the doubts that bubbled up like unwelcome guests. "You've got this, Natalie."

Drawing in a deep breath, I shuffled towards the ornate gate, feeling out of place in my jeans and plain tee amidst such opulence. When the gates groaned open, I half-expected them to slam shut again, as if realizing their mistake in admitting someone so ordinary. But they didn't. They welcomed me into her world.

"Get it together," I scolded myself silently. "This is your shot."

I walked up the paved driveway, my nerves uncontrollable as I felt my knees go weak.

Finally, I stood before her door, imposing and glossy, a barrier between the unknown and me. I raised my hand, hesitating for just a moment before rapping sharply on the wood.

"Be cool," I muttered under my breath. "Just pictures. You can do pictures."

The door swung open, and there she was. Kaye Harpe in the flesh, swathed in a pink fur robe that seemed to glow with its own inner light. Her hair cascaded around her shoulders, a sun-kissed waterfall that made my breath catch.

"You must be Natalie." Her voice, honey-smooth, filled the space between us.

"Uh-huh," I managed, forcing the nervous lump down my throat as I reached out to shake her hand. It was soft, her grip confident and lingering just a moment longer than necessary. "Nice to meet you."

"Come in, darling." She stepped aside, her perfume—a blend of jasmine and something muskier—wrapping around me.

I shuffled inside, my eyes darting around the palatial foyer. The chandelier above sparkled like a constellation, each crystal a star hanging within reach. My tiny apartment could fit in here ten times over.

"Your place is... wow," I said, more to myself than to her.

"Thank you." She tossed a playful look over her shoulder as we ascended the grand staircase.

“I’m happy you came, Natalie.” She said. “As you may know, I’ve been acting for quite a while, but it’s time for a change.”
“A…A change?” I muttered. “What kind of change?”

"Something more... intimate." Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. "I want to sell pictures. Lewd ones."

My cheeks flamed. "Why?"

"What can I say? Acting has jaded me.," she turned, her eyes locking onto mine, "I crave something real. And frankly, I enjoy being the center of a very different kind of attention." She winked, a devilish gleam in her eye. "I suppose I'm a bit of a slut."

I looked away quickly, feeling my pulse throb. My lip caught between my teeth. This was way beyond the sunsets and trees that I was used to taking pictures of.

The scent of roses and jasmine hits me the moment we step into her bedroom, a stark contrast to the city's smog I've grown accustomed to. The room is drowned in shades of baby pink; the sheets, the pillows, and even the drapes seem to blush with an innocent hue.

"Wow," I murmur, eyes scanning the softness that envelopes the space.

Kaye giggled, a sound as light as the bubbles in champagne, and hopped onto the bed. It bounces under her weight, the springs singing a playful tune. "So, Natalie, what do you think? What kind of sexy, tasteful shots can we create?" Her eyes twinkle with challenge and mischief.

"Um..." My words fumble out, tripping over my uncertainty. "I don't usually do... these types." Taking pictures of someone like Kaye? In her bedroom? This isn't just some candid snapshot at a park. This is intimate, and revealing.

"That's okay." She waves off my hesitation with a manicured hand. "I want your raw style. Something less polished, more... amateur."

Amateur. The word resonates within me, stirring something primal. I finger the camera hanging from my neck, a lifeline in this sea of silk and sensuality.

"Alright." My voice steadies, bolstered by the confidence in her gaze. "We can start simple. Maybe just lying there... casual."

"Like this?" She sprawls across the bed, one leg bent, a sultry smile playing on her lips. Her thigh peered out of the robe, revealing her perfectly toned leg. I whimpered, pressing my thighs together as I shook my head. Focus…

"Exactly." I snap a picture. Click. The sound slices through the perfumed air.

"Good," she purrs. "Now come closer. I want the lens to catch every detail."

Heat rushes to my cheeks as I adjust the focus, her form becoming crystal clear through the viewfinder. Closer. Every curve, every line of her body is a story begging to be told.

The snapping of my camera filled the silent air. As I snapped the pictures, all nerves seemed to have dissipated from within me. This was my element. Capturing the woman’s essence was easy — she was the spitting image of lust and allure.

“Shall we spice things up a bit?” She asked with a giggle. Her fingers untied her robe, letting the fabric slouch off her body. The heat in my cheeks was enough to heat up an orphanage as I stared at her wide-eyed.

Her giggle turned into a full laugh, “It’s okay dear. I have lingerie on.” She flashed me a wink as she shrugged her shoulders.

The robe slipped off her body, revealing the most enticing figure I had ever seen. My jaw dropped as I let out a huff. Her pink bralette was silk and thin, revealing her perfectly round tits. Her matching panties were snug to her privates, leaving nothing up to the imagination.

“Woah…” I muttered.

She flashed me another wink, “Let's get some spicy ones this time.”
Kaye sat up, tucking her blonde hair behind her ears.

I smirked, kneeling in front of her as she spread her legs. My camera zoomed in as her fingers rode up and down her silk panties, the lips underneath peered out past the thin fabric as she bit her lip. “I-is this too much?” She asked.

I shook my head. “I think it’s perfect…”

My camera continued to snap, but my mind was preoccupied. I needed a closer look.

“If you want… Perhaps we can take some of you…touching yourself?” I said in a voice barely louder than a whisper.

Kaye blushed, “You don’t think that’s a bit much?”
“You did say you want to be slutty, don’t you?”
She laughed, “I supposed I do… Alright then.”
I held my eager breath as she pulled down her panties, letting the fabric dangle off her toes as she lifted one foot onto the edge of the bed.

Her pussy was immaculate. It was nice and spread, with a small patch of blondish pubes adorned on the crest like a crown.

Kaye whimpered as her hand rode up and down her lips — which bloomed like a flower. Her soft whimpers filled the air as I inched closer, filling the lens of my camera with her beautiful womanhood. “I hope you are gonna charge a lot for these pictures…” I said, “Your body is amazing.”

She smiled, “Thanks… I can’t believe I’m actually doing it…”

“You look amazing…” I huffed.

As I aimed the camera for another action shot of her blooming pussy — my lips pursed together.

“Wh-what is it?” She asked.

“I…uhh… Think it would look more realistic if you were a bit… wetter.” I replied.

The blush in her cheeks seared, “Is that so…”

“May I?” I asked, timid raising my hand.

She nodded, lips curling into a smirk. I hesitated for a moment, unsure if I was crossing a line, but the desire to capture every inch of her in its purest form overpowered any reservations. Slowly, I leaned in close, my fingers trembling with anticipation. Gently, I traced the delicate folds of her womanhood, feeling the warmth and wetness against my fingertips.

“Is this okay?” I asked, my fingers pressing against the hood of her clit.

She panted, nodding emphatically as her toes gripped the edge of her bed. “F-fucking amazing…”

I giggled, putting the camera down as I nestled between her sculpted thighs. “If you are nice and wet, I’m sure your viewers would like that…”

My hands curled around her thighs. The woman draped her legs over my shoulders as I held her up like stirrups.

This was so naughty, I couldn’t believe it — but I was willing to go the extra mile for my art.

Her wetness was slick as my fingers rode up and down her slit, her labia tugging at my fingers, trying to pull them into her depths.

Kaye reached down, stroking my hair as her ankles locked behind me. “Y-you are good at this…”

I smiled back, flashing a dirty wink. “I know how to please a pussy.”

She massaged my scalp, her hot moans and whimpers fueling my resolves as my other hand dug into her thigh.

My mouth watered as I leaned forward, drawing in the scent of her wetness. The racing thoughts in my head disappeared like a puff of smoke as my tongue hit her entrance.

Kaye arched her back, gripping my roots as she let out a tattered moan. “O-ohh!”

I whimpered, nuzzling my face between her thighs that clamped around my face.

My nose pressed against the hairs on her pelvis as I lashed my tongue inside of her haphazardly. In truth, I didn’t know how to eat pussy — but given her moans of pleasure, I figured that I was doing something right.

Each lap of my tongue rode up and down her wetness, causing her back to arch and slam on the bed. “Oh yes yes yes!” She cried out.

I suffocated between her thighs as she held me down there. Each breath I took only filled me with her scent and aroma as my fuzzy mind melted.

My hands dug into her thighs, deep enough to leave marks as she grit her teeth. “Fuck… K-keep going!”

I didn’t intend to stop. All rational thoughts had dissipated from my head — leaving only primal urges.

Her sticky grool coated my tongue as saliva filled my cheeks. She was delicious.

As I was enjoying my meal, Kaye pulled me up by the arm. I gasped as air rushed to fill my lungs, filth streaming down my chin and ruining my white top.

“Get up here.” She sneered.

Her legs wrapped around my pelvis as she pulled me on top of her. My body pinned her down as out lips locked.

Her tongue darted into my mouth — desperate for a taste of her own sweetness. Kaye let out a deep and full moan as our tongues danced — my body grinding against her.

I sucked her lip, my pussy throbbing, begging to be let free of the constraints of my jeans — but right now, I was focused on her pleasure.

My hands trailed down her body as I broke the kiss. Kaye tossed her head back, her eyes fluttering as her black hair fanned out. My touch seemed to elicit something primal in her.

I grabbed her perky tit, squeezing it gently as my fingers pressed into her skin. All she could do was moan and squirm as legs locked around my waist. I smiled, continuing to ride my hand down her body as my fingers brushed her sensitive clit.

“I think I know just the way to get you nice and wet…” I whispered into her ear.

She moaned, “P-please…”

I couldn’t help but smile. Such a successful and powerful woman — turned to mush by my mere touch.

My fingers slowly circled around her clit, “You like that?” I whispered into her ear.

My nipples pressed up against my top — now covered in sweat and spit.

She nodded emphatically, clawing at my back. “Fuck~”

“You’re so wet… I think our pictures are going to turn out wonderfully.”

“Fuck the pictures.” She gasped breathlessly, “I need to cum.”
She locked her lips against mine. This time, it was my tongue slipping into her panting mouth.

As my fingers played with her clit, I sucked on her bottom lip. Kaye’s entire body was frozen as her mind flooded with euphoria.

My lips sucked on her tongue as I smirked. Slowly, my fingers curled down, slipping into her pussy.

“OH~” She gasped, her nails digging into my back. “Oh fuck!”

“Are you going to cum on my fingers?” I whispered.

My two fingers curled inside of her tight, wet slit. The pink walls gripped them, milking my fingers as I swirled them around inside of her.

Kaye nodded, black hairs sticking to her face as she tossed her hands over her head. Sweat covered her as I rose onto my knees. Her feet slipped off my shoulders, falling to either side of my body as I slowly thrusted my fingers in and out of her cunt.

Grool oozed out, ruining her pretty pink sheets as Kaye arched her back and slammed it down on the sheets.

The pleasure surged through her, and I wanted to push her to the brink.

My thrusting picked up. Her tight pussy took my fingers all the way down to the knuckles as I rammed them into her wetness. The sloshing sound made my heart flutter as I watched the grool ooze out of her panting slit. “So fucking wet…” I sneered.

“I-I can’t hold it in any longer~” She moaned, squirming like a worm on the end of a hook. “I’m going to cum!”

“Then cum for me, mommy. Cum all over my fingers.” I whispered.

The bed rocked beneath us — and my smile turned into a devilish grin. She was holding onto her orgasm well — but I knew how to draw it from her.

My fingers rapidly thrusted in and out of her like a jackhammer. Kaye wailed, her feet kicking the air as I leaned overtop of her, holding her down by the pelvis.

“AH! Oh oh oh, YES!” She screamed, her voice bouncing off the walls. She grabbed my arm but didn’t try to push me away. Her nails dug into my skin as her wall pulsated around my fingers. “FUCK!”

Her entire body jerked up, her back arched before slamming back down onto the sheets. She gasped for air as her pussy milked my fingers.

With a sly smile, I pulled my fingers out of her body, a bridge of grool connecting my fingertip to her slit.

“Fuck… I think we got you nice and wet.” I laughed.

I stuck my fingers into my mouth, my tongue licking them clean as the taste of her salty and sweet wetness filled my mouth.

Kaye panted like a dog, “I…Fuck…”

I laughed, leaning down and planting another kiss on her collar. “Shall we get back to work? I think we can get some dirty pictures now.”

Kaye’s eyes fluttered open, “I think we should… Take whatever pictures you want of me. I’m yours.”

“Good,” I replied, stumbling to my feet. “I’m sure people will go crazy for these pics.”

I eyed her slit. Each breath caused more grool to bubble out down onto her ass.

Perhaps I could get used to taking steamy pictures like this, especially for women as hot as Kaye.

___________________________________________________________

Story 8: A Dirty Lesson

I exploded into motion, my leg slicing through the air with a grunt of exertion that escaped from deep within my lungs. My foot connected with Ms. Smith's padded legs, the impact reverberating up my thigh. "Good form, Shelby," she praised, her voice thick with enthusiasm as we wound down the kickboxing session.

"Thanks, Ms. Smith," I panted, feeling the heat radiating off my body. Sweat clung to my sports bra, saturating the fabric until it clung to my skin like a second layer. Stray strands of dirty blonde hair, which had once been neatly braided, now plastered themselves against my flushed cheeks.

"Every week, you're getting stronger, faster," Ms. Smith said, her hands deftly unwrapping the boxing gloves strapped to her wrists. I watched the muscles in her forearms flex with each tug, a silent testament to her own strength.

A grin spread across my face, and I reached for my water bottle, tilting my head back to let the cool liquid cascade down my throat. The sensation was refreshing, a stark contrast to the burning intensity of the workout. "I've always wanted to do kickboxing," I confessed between gulps. "My parents were too overprotective. But here at college, I'm free to try anything."

The cool rush of water soothed my parched throat, and I caught Ms. Smith's gaze on me—intense, unwavering—as I swallowed the last drops. My cheeks warmed under her scrutiny. "What?" I teased, wiping a bead of moisture from my chin. "You've never seen a girl drink water before?"

She shook her head, a curtain of black hair swaying with the motion. "It's nothing," she said, but there was a twinkle in her eye that told me it was something.

"Come on, out with it." I pressed, leaning against the wall, feeling a playful assertiveness bubble up within me.

Ms. Smith chuckled, the low sound sending a shiver down my spine. "Alright," she conceded, her voice a melodic tease. "It's not just your kickboxing skills that are improving, Shelby. Your body... it's responding beautifully to the training."

I furrowed my eyebrows, turning towards the full-length mirror on the wall. The reflection that stared back bore little resemblance to the girl who had timidly stepped into this gym months ago. Sweat hugged the contours of my toned stomach, flat and fit, a hint of abs beginning to etch themselves across my skin. My legs were sculpted from relentless drills, and my arms, once delicate, now showcased a slender strength I hadn't known I possessed.

A laugh bubbled from my lips, genuine and light. "I guess you're right, the boys will love my new body, I’m sure" I admitted, my gaze traveling over the new lines and curves of my body. "Thanks, Ms. Smith. Couldn't have done it without your help."

My cheeks flamed a deeper shade of rose as Ms. Smith's gaze lingered on the sheen of sweat adorning my athletic form.

"Shelby," Ms. Smith's voice was low, a velvet purr that made my nipples press insistently against the damp fabric of my sports bra. "How about another free lesson? On the house."

I tilted my head, curiosity piqued by the rush of adrenaline still coursing through my veins from the previous kickboxing lesson. "What kind of lesson?" I asked, unable to mask the hint of eagerness in my query.

A slow, knowing smirk curled the corners of her lips. "Wrestling," she said.

The mere prospect of tangling with Ms. Smith, feeling the strength of her muscular body pressed against mine, sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core. I was tired, yes, and slick with the effort of our past hour, but the idea of wrestling with her... it was exhilarating.

"Okay," I heard myself say, the word barely a whisper as desire coiled tightly within me. "I'm in."

"Good." Her smile grew wider, and her fingers deftly tugged at the hem of her shorts, drawing my attention downward for a split second. "Let's see what you've got, Shelby."

We squared off, the air between us practically crackling with tension. She eyed me like a panther appraising its prey, and my heart pounded a frenetic rhythm against my ribs. My fatigue melted away, replaced by a budding anticipation that thrummed through my veins.

With a burst of adrenaline fueling my limbs, I charged toward Ms. Smith, intent on taking her down with all the strength my newfound kickboxing prowess afforded me. My hands reached out, fingers splayed to grasp her solid hips and twist her frame onto the mat. But as I collided with her, feeling the undeniable softness of her ample breasts against my cheek, I realized I'd underestimated her.

"Gotcha," she murmured, her voice low and laced with victory.

In a swift, calculated move, her hands clasped around my waist, and with a deft kick, she sent one of my feet skidding out from under me. The world tilted dangerously before I hit the ground with a resounding thud that knocked the wind out of me. Flat on my back, I gazed up at the fluorescent lights of the gym, blinking against the harsh glare.

She lept on me like a lioness that had caught its prey.

With her straddling my hips, her weight oppressive yet thrilling, I squirmed beneath her, my muscles flexing in a futile attempt to dislodge her. Her thighs clamped around me, an unyielding vise that both trapped and excited me.

"Damn it," I cursed under my breath, thrashing on the mat, my heels drumming against the firm surface.

"Easy now," she chuckled, her voice tinged with amusement. "Don't hurt yourself."

I ceased my struggling, chest heaving as I surrendered to the reality of my predicament. "I think... I'll stick to kickboxing," I panted, trying to sound defeated but my words were thick with arousal.

"Good try, though." Ms. Smith's laughter was warm, wrapping around me like a caress. She remained perched atop me, and I could feel every contour of her body pressing into mine.

My eyes flicked up involuntarily, catching sight of my own nipples jutting out prominently against the sweat-soaked fabric of my sports bra. A whimper escaped me as a wave of desire pulsed through my core, magnified by the scent of her perfume—a heady mix of musk and something floral—that filled my nostrils.

"Looks like someone enjoyed our little match," she teased, her gaze following mine to the tense peaks of my breasts.

The heat of her pelvis bore down on mine, the thin barrier of our shorts doing nothing to conceal the mutual heat radiating between us. Our sexes pushed together in a silent duel, sending electric shocks skittering across my skin. I couldn't stop my eyes from drifting downward, landing on the pronounced outline of her arousal straining against the tight fabric of her shorts.

"Ms. Smith..." My voice cracked as I spoke, choked with raw need. I felt exposed, laid bare by her discerning eyes as much as by our physical entanglement.

“What’s wrong, dear? Didn’t like my lesson?”

She was wrong. I enjoyed it… A bit too much.

Her fingers gripped my wrists like the fangs of a snake, digging into my soft skin as her weight sat squarely on my pinned pelvis.

"Enjoying the view?" she teased, circling her hips in a slow, tantalizing grind that had my breath catching in my throat. The weight of her body pinning me to the mat made resistance seem futile and undesirable.

"Maybe," I managed to whisper, my voice betraying the arousal coursing through me.

Leaning down, her long black hair cascaded over my face like a silken curtain, tickling my cheeks. Her hands captured mine, pinning them effortlessly above my head. "I have one more lesson for you," she whispered, her warm breath dancing over my skin, sending shivers down my spine and igniting a fire within me that centered at my clit.

"Wh-what kind of lesson?" I stammered, my heart pounding so hard I was certain she could feel it beneath her.

"Let's call it... a demonstration, actually.." Her voice was husky, dripping with promise and seduction.

Releasing my wrists, Ms. Smith's hands began their descent, tracing the contours of my body with a featherlight touch that had me writhing underneath her. Each stroke felt like a spark along my nerve endings, each caress a step closer to combustion.

She sat up, her eyes—dark as night—locking onto mine. There was a question in her gaze, a silent seeking of permission. I swallowed hard, knowing this was crossing lines, smashing boundaries into oblivion. But the heat of her gaze melted any doubts, and I nodded, giving myself over to the moment, to her.

With a wicked grin, she seized the hem of my sports bra. "Ready?" she asked, her voice low and laced with something primal.

"Y-yes," I breathed out.

In one swift movement, the fabric was yanked upwards, freeing my breasts from their confinement. My nipples puckered immediately against the cool air of the gym, standing erect as if saluting her dominance. Her eyes darkened further as they swept over my exposed flesh, her lust palpable, a mirror to my own.

"Beautiful," she murmured, and I could feel the word as much as hear it, vibrating through my body, a sensual echo that resonated deep within me.

My skin tingled where her gaze lingered, each second stretching into an eternity of anticipation. The room around us faded away until there was nothing but the heat of her stare and the aching need that pulsed through me, begging for release, begging for her.

My chest heaves, the cool gym air lapping at my bare skin, making me feel both vulnerable and alive. "They look even better naked," Ms Smith muses with a husky tone, her words wrapping around me like silk. Her hand extends—a sculpted symbol of tantalizing authority—and clasps onto my tender flesh with such gentle possession that I can't help but arch into her touch.

"You look so eager, Shelby," she teases, a chuckle vibrating from her throat. Her amusement only serves to stoke the flames within me. I'm putty, malleable and yearning under her expert hands. The hand that had been teasing my breast begins its descent, tracing a path down my trembling abdomen. My breath hitches as her fingertips dip below the elastic band of my shorts, flirting with the space where I am most desperate for her touch.

"Ms Smith," I manage to gasp out, my voice drenched in need, "please..."

"Do you want me to go further?" she asks, her voice a low purr, her smile devilish. Her eyes lock onto mine, holding me captive in their depths. "Do you need me to?"

"Y-yes!" The word is a plea, a confession, a prayer all at once. "I need you."

"Good girl." The praise washes over me, filling me with a warmth that rivals the burning between my thighs. She repositions herself, the muscles in her arms flexing as she moves with predatory grace. She kneels, now stationed between my spread legs, and I feel the heat of her breath through the damp fabric of my shorts, a prelude to the promised heaven.

"Please, take them off," I pant, my hands clenching and unclenching at my sides as I resist the urge to touch myself. I'm awash in the anticipation of her next move, each second an exquisite agony.

With a knowing smirk, she takes hold of my shorts. Slowly—excruciatingly so—she peels the fabric down my legs, baring me inch by inch. The sound of the material sliding over my skin is drowned out by the pounding of my heart, a relentless drumbeat of desire.

The fabric of my shorts fell to my feet as I kicked them off. There I was, laying on the mat in just my pink panties which stuck to my body like a second skin. The thin, pink fabric was snug against my mound, already moist with anticipation.

“My, my…” She said with a purr, her face nestling between my thighs, “Already so wet, are we?”

I giggled, biting my lips as I squeezed my own tits, trying to relieve the pent-up anticipation coursing through me.

Ms Smith planted a soft kiss on my inner thigh, making me whimper and squirm. She smiled, her soft kisses moving further up my thigh as she wrapped her hands underneath them. Her fingers dug into my subtle skin as she hovered over my mound. The woman’s ass wiggled in the air behind her as she arched her back.

I reached down, my fingers slipping through her hair as I palmed the back of her head. “P-please~” I moaned.

“Please what?” She asked with a coy smile.

“Please eat my pussy!” I cried out, my cheeks flushing red. I didn’t care how embarrassing it was, I needed her to pleasure me. My clit was vibrating, sending pulsating waves throughout my entire spine as my toes curled. “I need it!”

“Good girl.” She whispered, planting a kiss on the hood of my clit. Even through the panties it was enough to make me moan.

“Ohhh~”

She reached up, her finger fishing the panties out from my mound and holding them to the side. Her warm breath landed on my bare slit, making me quiver. Each breath caused more wetness to coat my eager lips as my breathing became shallow and rapid. “Oh yes~”

“Mmmh, you look so tight.” She smirked.

Ms Smith ran her slender finger up and down my slit, only her tip slipped past my lips. I gasped for breath, my body squirming as my tight pussy gripped the tip of her finger. “Tight indeed.” She said with a smile.

“I-I can take it.” I whimpered, glancing down at her as my hand gripped the roots of her hair.

“Perhaps, let’s see, shall we?”

She grabbed my panties, and in a single tug ripped them off of my body. I yelped as the waistband snapped, and the dirty panties fluttered to the floor. “Don’t worry, I’ll get you a new pair.” She giggled, gripping my thighs.

I didn’t care about the panties at all. My thighs clamped around her face like a vice as I pushed down on her head. Her kisses were so soft and delicate, and my pussy needed them.

Her eyes stayed locked on mine as she opened her mouth — draping her big, wet tongue out of her mouth as she flashed me a wink. My heart skipped a beat as I bit my lip.

As soon as her tongue hit the base of my slit, I yelped. My thoughts disappeared in a puff of smoke and my back arched before slamming into the mat. It felt like a bolt of lightning had struck me.

The woman dug her fingers into my thigh as she ran her tongue up my slit, a hot and heavy moan escaping her lungs as her tongue rode my slick wetness.

“Oh~” I yelped, my jaw dropping and eyes rolling back.

The woman was an artist. Each lap of her tongue buried deeper and deeper inside of my wetness. She worked her tongue like a painter works their paintbrush, and my pussy was her canvass. “Mmmmh~”

I couldn’t even muster any words, each lash of her tongue ripped the thoughts from my head, leaving only a puddle of pure pleasure.

“Fuck…” She whispered, pulling her face out from my pussy. “You taste so good…”

“K-Keep going.” I managed to wheeze, trying to keep myself from drowning in pleasure.

“Oh, I will.”

She pushed her tongue deeper, making me yelp. “Ahh!”

My fingers tugged at her roots and my thighs clamped around her face, pinning her into me.

I swayed my hips, trying to get her tongue even deeper as I suffocated her between my thighs. Her moans and hums vibrated through me as she continued to eat me out like a starving animal.

Her tongue lashed against my slit as she gently sucked on my sensitive clit. I tried to fight it, but the waves of euphoria crashing against me were too much — I was drowning.

“Oh oh oh! Oh fuckkkkk!”

“Are you close?” She whispered into my pussy.

I nodded emphatically. More strands of hair broke from my braid and stuck to my sweaty and flushed face.

“Good girl.”

Ms Smith pushed her tongue flat against my clit, riding it up and down as my teeth clenched.

“Oh fuck! I-I’m going to cum!”
Ms Smith kept licking. She groaned like an animal as my grool lathered her face. Saliva and filth rolled down her chin as she slipped a finger into my pussy. I yelped as my pinkness gripped her finger like a glove.

“Cum for me, babe.” She whispered, panting for air. Her cheeks were red and her pupils wide as she licked her lips. Her finger pressed in and out of my body as I reached my climax.

The storm brewing inside of me finally gave way, as my clit erupted like a volcano of pure pleasure.

My feet kicked the air as my back arched. My entire body went rigid, spare the shaking. “OHHH FUCK!” I cried out, each neuron in my head firing off.

“Oh yes yes yes!”

“Give it to me, slut.” Ms Smith gasped, sucking on my throbbing clit as her tongue lashed against it.

“OHHH!”

The orgasm roared through me like a tidal wave, all I could do was bear it all — and let it flood my mind with pure pleasure.

As the storm subsided, I collapsed on the mat, exhausted and panting. Sweat covered every inch of me as the room spun over my head. “H-holy…”

Ms Smirk laughed, going up to her knees. She licked all the filth from her lips. “Not bad, girl. I hope my demonstration was helpful.”

“I-it was…” I huffed, still unable to process the pleasure that I had just experienced.

“Good, because that was only the first of many lessons.”

______________________________________________________________________

Story 9: Roommate Bliss

I huffed as I cleaned up my dorm room, rolling my eyes at the mess Amy made while I visited my family for the weekend. Her clothes were everywhere - strewn across the floor, draped over chairs, even on my bed. In a fit of annoyance, I grab her clothes and toss them into her closet.

"Unbelievable," I mutter under my breath.

Amy and I have been roommates for about two months now, and we couldn't be more different. She's blonde, outgoing, and a total party girl. Me? I'm just trying to get through college with the best grades possible.

As I tidy up, I can't help but feel a twinge of envy. Amy spent four years after high school traveling the world and experiencing life to the fullest before coming to college. My strict Asian upbringing didn't allow me such luxuries. Straight to college after high school, no exceptions.

‘Hey, Kiko! You should totally come to this party with me tonight!’ Amy would often say, her blue eyes sparkling with excitement. But I always declined. If my grades slipped even slightly, my parents would be furious.

‘Maybe next time,’ I'd reply, knowing full well that "next time" would never come.

The scent of perfume hangs in the air as I continue cleaning, a reminder of Amy's carefree lifestyle. It's an intoxicating aroma, one that makes me question my own choices.

Is it really so bad to let loose once in a while? I wonder to myself. After all, what's the point of working so hard if there's no time to enjoy life?

But then reality kicks in. The weight of expectations from my family weighs heavy on my shoulders. As much as I want to embrace the wild side of college life like Amy does, I know I can't. At least not yet.

"Focus, Kiko," I tell myself, shaking off the envy and returning to my task at hand. For now, all I can do is clean up the remnants of Amy's fun-filled life and dream about the day when I might be free to enjoy those same experiences.

I grab the last of Amy's clothes - her booty shorts - off my chair and open a drawer to stuff them inside. That's when I see it: a black leather box with three red X's on the lid, hidden beneath a pile of Amy's flashy party outfits. My heart races as curiosity gets the better of me.

Should I even look? I think, my hands trembling. But the temptation is too strong to resist. I gently lift the box out of the drawer, feeling its weight in my hands. Just a quick peek can't hurt, right?

With bated breath, I slowly open the box, revealing a big black vibrator nestled among other naughty items. My eyes widen as I gasp, dropping the box in shock. The vibrator rolls out into the sunlight, casting an ominous shadow on the floor.

It…It was huge! The vibrator was silicon and molded to resemble a real dick — veins and all. My lips purse as I scramble onto the floor, grabbing the toy. Just wrapping my hands around the realistic cock makes my body shiver. I had never seen a real-life penis before, they can’t all be this big, can they?

I try to shove the toy back into its box, but my finger slips, pressing a button on the base and making the toy vibrate to life.

“Eek!” I yelp, dropping the toy once again. It shakes furiously against the floor, the noise filling the air.

As I stare at the vibrating toy, my body reacts in ways I never thought possible. My clit begins to throb and my entire being shivers with anticipation. I had only kissed one boy before in my entire life, and that was it. I never even played with myself, just the thought of using that toy made my pale cheeks flush red.

Reaching down, I grab the toy and flick it off. My hand runs over the silicone shaft, feeling the realistic curves and veins. My thumb rubs beneath the tip, sending a jolt of electricity through my core. My thighs press together, as I bite my lip.

"Wow," I breathe out, my voice barely audible.

I can't help but stare at the toy with lust. Sometimes my eyes would linger on cute boys in class, and I would imagine what their naked bodies would look like, but I never imagined a cock this big. The forbidden thoughts race through my mind, making me feel even more daring.

As I continue to stare at the toy, my heart pounding in my chest, the front door suddenly swings open. Amy comes barging in, her tank top and short shorts clinging to her sweaty body after a workout. She flashes me a smile, but her eyes quickly drop to the vibrator in my hand, and my face burns with embarrassment.

"Kiko, what are you doing with my toy?" she asks, amusement dancing in her eyes.

"Uh... I-I..." I stutter, unable to come up with any coherent explanation. My mind races, but the words just won't come out. She laughs, making me feel even more humiliated.

"Relax," she says, her laughter subsiding. "I'm not mad or anything."

I hurriedly shove the toy behind my back, too embarrassed to let her see it in my hands any longer. Amy walks further into the room, closing the door behind her and tucking her blonde hair behind her ear. Her top and shorts leave little to the imagination, revealing her perky nipples and the outline of her tight mound.

I couldn't imagine wearing something so revealing in public, despite having friends compliment me on my figure. I simply didn't have the confidence that Amy exuded.

"Seriously, Kiko, don't be so shy about it," she says, grinning. "Everyone has their needs. Even you."

"Y-yeah, I guess" I admit, still feeling the heat in my cheeks.

"Have you ever used one before?" Amy asks, her tone lighthearted yet curious.

"N-no," I confess, looking down at my feet, the toy still hidden from sight. "I've never done anything like that."

"Hey, it's okay," she reassures me, placing a hand gently on my shoulder. "If you want some advice or help, I'd be more than willing to show you the ropes."

"W-what?” I whimpered. “N-no! I would never.”

Amy laughed louder, leaning back against the door. “You poor thing. It’s just a sex toy, no need to be so scared.”

I pursed my lips. “I’m not scared… It’s just… I’m not really comfortable with that kinda thing.”
“What? Masturbating?”
The blush in my cheeks intensified. Even talking about it made me searing red.

Amy walked forward, a glimmer in her blue eyes. She presented her open palm with a devious smile. I winced, placing the toy into her hand.

She gripped it with familiarity, grabbing the base with one hand, and stroking the shaft with her other hand.

My eyes quivered as she slapped the shaft against her palm. “You know… I haven’t had some alone fun in quite some time. Perhaps I’ll use Black Borris here.”

“B-black Borris?”

“That’s what I named him.” Amy giggled, placing a soft kiss on the tip.

My clit quivered, sending tingles up my spine.

“I…I think I’m just going to go to the library and study… Have fun I guess.” I said, trying to repress the bubbling excitement.

As I tried to walk past her, Amy’s delicate hand shot forward, gripping my wrist. “My offer stands. I’d be more than happy to show you how to use Borris, if you want.”

Her fingers wrapped around my slender wrist. I should say no… But I couldn’t. Every fiber of my being wanted to say yes.

I’d be the perfect daughter, the perfect student for so long. All my urges and desires had been shoved to the side.

I hated it.

“O-okay.” I said, surprising myself.

Her smile grew. “Really?”
I bit my lip, my breath quivering.

My head nodded, stray black hairs falling in front of my face.

"Good girl," Amy coos, leading me onto my bed. My heart races as I sit down, my back pressed against the wall. I can't believe I'm doing this. But deep down, a part of me is ready to give in to my desires for once.

Amy sits beside me, her infectious giggle filling the room. Her fingers gently run up and down my leg, sending tingles up my spine, and making me shiver with anticipation. "Are you sure about this?" she asks, her blue eyes searching mine.

I nod eagerly, all seeds of doubt disappearing from my head. This was it. This was the moment I'd been waiting for.

"Alright then." She grins, handing me the vibrator. "Just stroke it, play with it in your hands so you get used to it."

As I hesitantly follow her instructions, Amy kneels beside me. Her skillful fingers make quick work of unbuttoning my jeans and slowly pulling them down my legs. I whimper as I kick them off, feeling exposed and vulnerable. The warm air on my moist panties makes me squirm, and I can't help but blush.

"Look at you," Amy laughs, her voice sultry. "You're already so wet."

Amy gently takes the vibrator from my hand, her eyes never leaving mine as she slowly pushes it against my panties. I can't help but whimper, moaning softly as my toes curl in response to the sensation. Even through the thin fabric, I can feel the hard head of the toy pressing against my clit, making me shiver with anticipation.

"How does that feel?" Amy asks, leaning forward and watching me squirm under her touch. Her voice is a mix of curiosity and seduction.

"Nice," I pant, nodding my head quickly. Every nerve in my body feels electrified, and I know I'm already hooked on this newfound pleasure.

"You haven't felt anything yet," she teases, her fingers deftly hooking into the waistband of my panties.

With a swift motion, she pulls them down, coaxing me to wiggle my ass to help them slide down my trembling legs. My face burns with embarrassment as I realize this is the first time anyone has seen my most intimate area exposed like this. Amy's eyes glimmer with lust as she gazes upon my pussy, her gaze only intensifying my feelings of vulnerability.

"Beautiful," she murmurs, admiring the way my labia part slightly with each eager breath I take. The short pubes that adorn my pelvis draw her attention, and for a moment, I imagine her fingers tracing patterns through them.

Taking the toy, Amy switches on the vibration, causing a shiver to shoot up my spine as the sound fills the air. She begins running the shaft up and down my thigh, teasing me mercilessly. My entire body tingles as I grip the sheets, struggling to maintain control of my emotions.

"Please, Amy," I beg, my voice barely more than a whisper. "I need more."

“Do you, now?”

I nod emphatically, the vibrations against my soft skin make me gasp. “P-please!”

She giggles, taking my leg and spreading it as she crawls between my thighs. Her tits bounce inches from my face as I grab onto her waist. My fingers dig into her skin as feel the heat in my pelvis build.

“Fuck, Kiko. I never expected you to be such an eager slut.”

She pressed the vibrator against my nipple. I yelped, squirming as I held onto her body for dear life. Even through my shirt, the vibrations made me go crazy.

Amy's lips hover just inches from mine, her blue eyes gazing into my soul. I can feel the warmth of her breath mingling with mine as anticipation coils in the pit of my stomach. The gentle hum of the vibrator fills the room, the vibrations sending shivers down my spine.

"Ready?" Amy grins, her voice sultry and filled with mischief.

"Y-yes," I stutter, my heart pounding against my chest as she leans forward.

Amy kisses me deeply, her skilled tongue slipping past my parted lips. I whimper into her mouth as she presses the buzzing vibrator against my sensitive nipple. My body trembles under her touch, desperate for more.

"God, you're amazing," I moan, unable to contain myself any longer.

Amy just chuckles, her warm breath fanning across my face as she trails the vibrator down my trembling body. She's done this before – that much is clear – but never with someone like me. Someone who's been secretly longing for her touch, her kiss.

"Kiko... I've always wanted to kiss you," she confesses, pulling back slightly. Her eyes are filled with desire, making my pulse race even faster.

"Really?" I gasp, my hands instinctively reaching up to caress her soft curves. As my fingers curl around her full breasts, I marvel at their supple weight. Squeezing gently, I'm rewarded with a throaty moan from Amy.

"Always," she whispers, shifting on her knees and hovering the vibrator just above my clit. "And now... I want to make you moan. Are you ready, Kiko?" Amy asks with a seductive smile, her voice dripping with anticipation. "Ready to experience the pleasure of a lifetime?"

I can't help but giggle nervously, excitement bubbling inside me as I nod my head. "Yes, Amy... I'm finally ready. Ready to give into my desires."

"Good girl," she purrs, her eyes filled with lust and excitement. Slowly, tantalizingly, Amy presses the tip of the vibrator against my swollen, aching pussy. The sensation is electric, sending shockwaves through my body.

"Ah!" I yelp, my back arching off the bed before collapsing back against the soft sheets. My moans grow louder, more desperate as the toy vibrates wildly against my exposed clit.

"God, Amy, it feels so good..." I gasp, gripping her breasts firmly in my hands, my fingers digging into their softness. The intoxicating sensations coursing through me are almost too much to bear.

"Tell me how much you want it, Kiko," Amy demands, her voice breathy and urgent. "Tell me what you need."

"Please, Amy... I need more," I beg, my voice trembling with arousal. "I need you to make me come."

She smiled devilishly. “Don’t worry. I’m a master at that…”

Amy pulled the vibrator away, making me gasp for air. I panted like a dog in heat, the room spinning as my pussy ached. She lowered her head, nestling her face between my thighs. Her warm breath against my quivering clit made me moan with delight as I ran my fingers through her luscious blonde hair.

Her blue eyes my quivering brown ones as she planted a kiss on my clit.

“Ahhh~” I moaned, gripping her roots and arching my back. My thighs clamped around her face as her tongue circled around my clit. “Oh F-fuck! Amy!”

The air is thick with desire as Amy's warm breath fans across my clit, the feeling sending shivers up my spine. Her blonde hair falls in soft waves around her face, framing her mischievous smile.

"God, Amy," I moan, my body trembling under her skilled touch. She circles my clit with her tongue, her blue eyes never leaving mine, as if daring me to look away.

"Like that?" she giggles, pausing just long enough to plant a gentle kiss on my thigh. I whimper and nod, unable to form words as I watch her reach for the vibrator.

"Fuck..." I gasp, gripping her hair as she slowly pushes the toy deeper inside me. The pleasure surges through me like a bolt of lightning, causing my legs to shake uncontrollably.

"Ohhh, Amy, I'm gonna cum," I cry out, my voice breaking with desperation. My mind races with thoughts, but I can’t focus on a single one of them.

My head slams against the wall, my body trembling uncontrollably. The vibrations from the toy buried inside me and Amy's relentless tongue on my clit push me over the edge. I grit my teeth to stifle a scream, but it's no use. A guttural moan escapes my lips as pleasure explodes throughout my entire body.

"Yesss... fuck, Amy," I gasp, unable to hold back any longer. My orgasm hits me like a freight train, leaving me breathless and euphoric. My entire body shivers as the orgasm surges through me. “Ahhhh~” I gasp, my mind melting as I grip her hair. The room around me melts away, leaving me in a cloud of bliss as each and every neuron in my brain fires off.

Amy, satisfied with her work, pulls the vibrator out of me, flicking it off. I collapse onto the bed, panting for air, while she watches me with a predatory glint in her eyes. She licks the tip of the vibrator seductively, moaning softly.

"God, you taste so sweet," she purrs, smirking at me.

I manage a weak smile and reply, "I want a taste too." As I wrap my arms around her neck, I pull her in for a deep, passionate kiss. Our tongues dance together, and I savor the intoxicating blend of my own arousal and her unique flavor.

"Did you enjoy that?" Amy teases, her voice sultry and confident.

"Enjoy doesn't even begin to describe it," I admit, feeling a renewed surge of desire course through me. "You're incredible, Amy."

"Good," she grins wickedly, "because we're just getting started." Her words send shivers down my spine, and anticipation fills every fiber of my being.

I smiled. I was no longer the innocent college girl that only cared about grades. The pleasure I had just felt was unmatched, unrivaled. And I needed more.

“How about next time, you push the toy all the way inside of me?” I whispered with a seductive smile

“Are you sure you can take it?”

I nodded. “I can take it. Promise.”

“Good girl.”

________________________________________________________

Story 10: Welcome to College

Kelly's hand was warm and firm as she grabbed mine, pulling me into a dimly lit bedroom. I glanced around nervously, taking in the sight of the girls lounging on the floor. Their legs were crossed or tucked beneath them, their gazes curious and expectant. My shyness threatened to overwhelm me, but I reminded myself that Kelly had brought me to this party specifically to push my boundaries. She had promised it would be low-key, with no alcohol – just some fun amongst friends.

As we settled into the circle of girls, I couldn't help but compare my attire to theirs. They all looked stunning in their short dresses and revealing tops, while I felt plain and unremarkable in my jeans and oversized sweater. I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest, and managed to squeak out an introduction.

"Hi, I'm Hannah," I said, forcing a small smile onto my lips. The girls returned my smile. One of them, a blonde with a perky grin, announced they were about to start a game of truth or dare. My stomach churned at the thought, but I nodded along, determined not to back out now.

"Alright, Jessica," the blonde girl said, pointing to a brunette sitting across from her. "Truth or dare?"

"Truth," Jessica replied confidently, flipping her hair over her shoulder.

"Since coming to college, how many guys have you fucked?" the blonde asked without missing a beat. Jessica laughed, her cheeks turning a rosy pink.

"Only three," she admitted, causing the circle to erupt in laughter. As they giggled and chatted, I felt my face heat up in embarrassment. I hadn't even kissed a boy yet, let alone slept with one.

"Alright, your turn," Jessica said to Kelly once the laughter had died down.

“I’ll also pick truth,” Kelly said.

“When did you last have sex,” Jessica said with a smirk. All the girls stared intently as Kelly pursed her lips and pondered. “I think… it was three days ago? No, two actually. He and I fucked the morning after as well.”

The laughter broke out again.

Kelly's dark eyes sparkled with mischief as she turned to face me, a wicked grin playing on her lips.

"Truth or dare, Hannah?" she asked, her voice sultry and teasing, causing my heart to race.

"Um...truth," I replied hesitantly, shifting in my seat and fiddling with the hem of my oversized sweater.

"Have you ever kissed a girl?" she inquired, her grin widening as my cheeks flushed a deep shade of red.

"Um, no, I haven't," I stammered out, feeling a mixture of embarrassment and curiosity at the question.

"Would you like to?" Kelly pressed on, the glimmer in her eye intensifying as if she knew the very thought was sending shivers down my spine.

"Hey, that's two questions!" one of the other girls chimed in, playfully scolding Kelly and giving me a momentary reprieve from the intense scrutiny of her gaze.

"Fine, fine," Kelly conceded, her grin never faltering as she looked away, allowing the game to move on to the next person. But even as the other girls continued with their questions and dares, I couldn't help but notice Kelly's occasional glances in my direction, her expression a mix of intrigue and anticipation that both thrilled and terrified me.

As the game progressed and the questions became more daring, I found myself becoming increasingly aware of the heated gazes and lingering touches among the girls in the circle.

"Truth or dare, Kelly?" one of the girls asked, her eyes dancing with mischief. The atmosphere in the dorm room was electric as my heart raced in anticipation.

"Definitely dare," Kelly replied, her sultry voice dripping with confidence. She sat cross-legged on the floor, her dark hair cascading down her back and framing her full-figured body. She exuded sex appeal and I couldn't help but be drawn to her.

"Take off your shirt," the girl demanded, grinning wickedly. Kelly laughed, clearly unfazed by the challenge. "I'm more than happy to," she said, her voice sending shivers down my spine.

As Kelly tossed her shirt over her head, I couldn't suppress a whimper. My eyes were glued to her chest, her bra embracing her round, big tits perfectly. Her cleavage seemed to call out to me, and I realized that I was practically salivating at the sight. Kelly caught me staring, and her lips curled into a knowing grin.

"Alright, ladies," Kelly announced, rising to her knees. "It's my turn to ask a question." The other girls fell silent, their attention turning to her as she scanned the room. Eventually, her gaze settled on me and my heart skipped a beat.

"Truth... or dare?" she asked, emphasizing the last word with a seductive lilt. I bit my lip, torn between fear and desire. She wanted me to pick dare, and deep down, I wanted it too.

"Dare," I finally whispered, my voice shaky.

Kelly paused for a moment, a devilish glint in her eyes. "I dare you to squeeze my tits," she said, smirking at my obvious discomfort. The other girls giggled and gasped, their eyes wide with shock.

My cheeks flamed with embarrassment, but I couldn't resist the pull of her dare. My hand seemed to rise on its own, drawn to the warmth and softness of her skin. Taking a deep breath, I reached out and grabbed her breast over her bra, giving it a gentle squeeze. The sensation was intoxicating, overwhelming my senses with pure lust.

Kelly let out a small whimper, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment. Laughter erupted from the other girls and heat spread across my face.

My thighs pressed together as my heart began to race like a stallion. My hand lingered on her chest — but neither of us seemed to mind. A flash of intensity filled my eyes as I glared at her.

As my hand attached to her chest, I could feel my clit throbbing with a fire unlike any other. The fire burned out the seeds of anxiety and nervousness in my head — leaving only lustful thoughts.

“My turn.” I say with a level of confidence that I didn’t know I possessed. All the girls turned to face me, but my eyes were fixed on Kelly. “Truth or dare, Kelly?”
She pursed her lips together, a stray strand of black hair falling in front of her face. “I chose dare.”

I paused for a moment, my mind racing. “I dare you… to come with me to the bathroom.”

All the coos and caws from the other girls drowned out in my head as I fixated on Kelly, my mind racing. She was my one and only friend in College, and now we were about to cross a line that we could never take back.

Her breath stuttered as her big black eyes quivered. “O-okay…”

I grinned as she grabbed my hand, and we rushed out of the room. The scent of her perfume trailed behind as my fingers intertwined with hers. I could feel her pulse racing — as was mine.

I slammed the bathroom door closed behind me as she pulled me in. 
“Holy shit… I can’t believe we are doing this.” She whimpered, her fingers slipped past the waistband of her pants.

I bit my lip as I leaned back against the door, my eyes scanning her curves. “I… I was being serious back there. I’ve never even kissed a boy, let alone a girl.”

She stepped forward, placing her hand on the door beside my face as she leaned in. “Are you ready to?” Her warm breath landed on my flushed face.

My mind raced with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a single one of them. All I could muster was an eager and whimpered nod.

“Good girl,” she muttered.

Kelly pressed her face forward, her lips locking against mine as I let out a whimper. My lips parted as Kelly’s tongue slipped into my mouth. My entire mind went blank as my hands wrapped around her body — pulling Kelly closer.

Her tongue danced with mine as I let out a moan. My trembling fingers found the strap of her bra as they unclipped it. The black bra fluttered to the floor, letting Kelly’s big round tits bounce free.

“Fuck…” I muttered, breaking our kiss as I stared down at her with lust.

Kelly giggled, grabbing her tits and giving them a nice squeeze. Her brownish nipples poked out past her fingers as she bit her lip and batted her eyes. “What do you think?”

“I think I’m in love…” I whimpered, feeling my mouth water.

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” Kelly whispered in my ear.

The girl stepped back, turning around and slipping her fingers into the waistband of her pants as her ass perked in the air. My breath whimpered as I squeezed my thighs together, feeling my clit pulsate as she wiggled her ass towards me.

“Take it off…” I pant, feeling the small bathroom walls closing around me. My heart was racing and I couldn’t keep my clit from pulsating throughout my entire body.

I had spent my entire life under my restrictive parents, and now was the time to break free.

Kelly glanced over her shoulder, her black hair draped in front of her face. “I never knew you had it in you, Hannah.”

“Me neither…”

She bit her lip as she pulled her pants down. Her round, bubbly ass poked out, hugged beautifully by her pink lace panties.

My jaw dropped as the pants pooled by her feet. “Fuck…”

“Like what you see?”

“I do…”

I stepped forward, my hands trailing down her curvy waist as my fingers dug into the underside of her ass.

Her skin was perfect, and the scent of her perfume sent my mind into a frenzy.

Kelly moaned, arching her back as she leaned over the bathroom counter.

Her voice was soft, barely a whisper. “H-hannah, I want you. I want you to touch me. I want you to make me feel so good.”

I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing as my hands trembled. I had never done anything like this before – never even kissed a girl. But there was something about Kelly that pulled me in, something that made me feel alive.

Carefully, I moved my hands to her hips, sliding my fingers under the waistband of her panties. She moaned again, louder this time, her body trembling as I pulled them down.

Kelly let out a soft groan as my hot breath landed on her exposed holes. Her puckered asshole and tight pussy glistened with wetness as she stepped out of her panties — spreading her legs.

My eye glimmered. Her pussy was nice and soft, with her brown-tinged lips blooming like the pedals of a flower. She looked flawless.

My thumbs curled underneath her round ass, I spread her cheeks as Kelly leaned over the counter, the edge digging into her waist as I admired her underside.

Growing up playing sports, I’d often steal glances at my teammates in the changing room — but never this intimately.

“W-why don’t you have a lick?” She giggled.

My lips pursed. I couldn’t, could I? Not only was Kelly my only friend in College, but she was a girl…

Despite that, I couldn’t deny my body’s lust for her. My nipples pressed up against the fabric of my sweater, and I could feel the wetness between my thighs.

Perhaps one lick couldn’t hurt.

My mouth waters at the sight, and I feel a whimper escape my lips as I lean forward, my tongue instinctively stretching out to taste her.

As soon as my tongue makes contact with Kelly's wetness, I let go of any remaining inhibitions I had. The taste is intoxicating, sending shivers down my spine as I eagerly lap up her slick arousal. Kelly moans loudly, throwing her head back and grasping at the sheets beneath her.

"God, Hannah...that feels amazing," she whispers breathlessly, her hips bucking slightly to meet my eager tongue.

I can't help but smile against her, my hunger growing even more insatiable with each flick and swirl of my tongue. Her scent fills my nostrils, consuming me entirely as my hands dig into her soft flesh, holding her spread just as she desires.

"Please, don't stop," Kelly begs, her eyes locking onto mine, filled with a pleading intensity that only stokes the fire within me.

I had no intention to. My moans are muffled by her wet folds, and I dive deeper, exploring her most intimate parts with fervor.

My tongue delves deeper into Kelly's wetness, the taste of her grool intoxicating me. I can't get enough of it. My fingers dig into her ass cheeks as if trying to pull her closer – a needless motion, since she eagerly pushes back, desperate for more.

"God, yes... just like that," Kelly moans, her voice sending shivers down my spine. Her pleasure only adds fuel to the fire within me.

I continue to eat her out, her wet grool lathering my tongue as I bury my tongue deeper inside of her with each pass. Her moans ring in my head, fueling my resolve. My fingers claw at her ass cheeks as Kelly pushes her body back, trying to push my face deeper between her cheeks.

"Ah, fuck!" she cries out, her legs trembling as saliva and grool mix together, running down her thighs. Her body convulses, hands gripping my hair, guiding me as I navigate this uncharted territory.

My licks have no rhythm or reason, but my animalistic and primal needs take over, my tongue lashing against her wetness. I'm driven by pure lust, my mind blank except for the desire to make her scream with pleasure. What I lack in experience, I make up for with enthusiasm and determination.

"Shit, Hannah, don't stop! Don't you dare stop!" The urgency in her voice only spurs me on, and I redouble my efforts.

Our bodies move together, sweat glistening under the dim light as we both lose ourselves in this carnal dance. A thought crosses my mind – I can't believe I'm doing this; I can't believe how much I'm enjoying it.

"Keep going... You're so good," she gasps, her breath coming in ragged pants. I can feel her getting closer – her body tense, her muscles tightening.

I gasp for air as I pull my face away from Kelly's luscious ass, my chin slick with the intoxicating mix of grool and saliva. My mind swims in a delirious haze of euphoria, every nerve ending buzzing with pleasure.

"Wow," Kelly giggles, her dark hair framing her sultry eyes. She grabs my arm, yanking me up with a sudden strength that surprises me. Our lips crash together, her leg coiling around my pelvis like a passionate python. This isn't some tender, tentative kiss – it's raw, wild, and utterly consuming.

"Damn," she pants, breaking away for a moment to catch her breath. Her eyes flick down to my sweater, now stained with our shared excitement. "You really shouldn't get all filthy with this on."

With a devilish smirk, she grips the hem of my sweater and lifts it over my head, tossing it carelessly to the side. My petite body is now fully exposed, damp with sweat and desire. My pink nipples stand at attention, begging for her touch.

"Look at you," she purrs, her fingers finding their way to one of my small breasts. A shiver races through me as she squeezes, her nails digging in just enough to make me bite my lip. "So fucking sexy."

"Kelly," I moan, lost in the sensations she's stirring within me. She knows exactly how to push my buttons, and I can't help but surrender myself to her skillful touch.

My fingers slip down her panting stomach towards her slick cunt.

The short hairs adorning her clit were covered in filth. As soon as my trembling fingers pressed against her button, Kelly arched her back.

“OH!” She yelped, digging her fingers into my waist as she rested her head against mine. Her hot, eager breath landed on my face, making me whimper as I circled her exposed clit. “Hannah~ I’m going to cum!”

“Cum for me, Kelly. I need it!” I kissed her softly, my fingers working magic on her cunt as she squirmed.

Her breaths were shallow and eager, and our hot and sweaty tits smushed together as she held onto me.

I moaned, inhaling her scent as her soft skin rubbed against mine. My tongue was still coated in the taste of her wetness, making my mind go crazy.

Her moans and soft whimpers rang off the walls as my free hand reached back and squeezed her ass. My fingers dug into her soft cheek, causing her to melt into my embrace.

“Ahhh! Hannah~”

Her body arched and went rigid as her clit erupted. I stared down at her panting, shaking face as her eyes rolled back. Pure euphoria surged through her spine as I sucked on her lip, feeling her body shaking.

Finally, with a gasp, her rigid body collapsed into my arms.

I giggled, holding her close as she panted for breath. The air in the bathroom was moist and heavy, filled with the scent of lovemaking as her eyes drifted back to mine. “That was amazing.”

I giggled, “It was. Thank you.”

I licked my lips, her salty and sweet grool lingering as she stepped back. “I think we should clean up. The others are probably wondering where we are.”

“Let them wonder,” I say, grabbing her arm and pulling her back into my body. “I want to stay in here with you.”

“Well, in that case…. Let’s have some fun.”


Story 11: Roommate Initiation

I huffed, looking at Alexis skeptically. "Is playing truth or dare really the best way to get to know each other?" I asked.

Alexis laughed, her dirty blonde hair bouncing as she did. "Come on, Kacey, it'll be fun! It'll remind us of our high school days."

I pursed my lips together, feeling uneasy. I had never been to any parties in high school, and I didn't have any spicy truths to tell. But as I looked into Alexis's bright blue eyes, I couldn't help but give in. She was so outgoing and flirty, and always invited me to hang out — though my shyness usually held me back.

"Alright," I relented, sitting down on the floor with Alexis. Across from us, our other roommate, Morgan, opened up a Truth or Dare app on her phone and placed it in the middle of the floor.

The app started, and I could feel my heart racing. Both Alexis and Morgan had been such party girls. Alexis was from the big city and loved going out and partying. Even Morgan, a country girl with long brown hair, had told me all about the wild barn parties she'd attended back home. I felt out of place, having lived in a quiet suburb and barely ever leaving my room.

College was supposed to help me break out of my shell, but instead, I found myself feeling even more introverted than ever. I tried to shove those thoughts aside as I focused on the game.

"Alright, ladies, let's see what this app has in store for us," Morgan said, her voice tinged with excitement. She tapped the screen, setting the app in motion.

"Alright, let's see who's up first," Morgan announced, tapping the screen. My eyes were glued to the phone as it selected Alexis. She laughed and confidently pressed the Truth button.

I waited intently, staring at the screen as it picked out a question for Alexis.

"Player 1, how many people have you kissed?" The app asked her. Alexis pondered for a moment, counting on her fingers with a sly grin.

Seriously? I couldn't believe she needed to count. I hadn't even kissed one person before.

"Let's see...around twenty guys and ten girls," she finally answered, confirming my suspicions. My heart fluttered. “Y-you’ve kissed girls before?” I muttered, blush rushing to my cheeks.

"Girls kiss better than boys, in my experience," Alexis added with a wink. I felt heat rushing to my cheeks.

"Your turn, Morgan," Alexis said, redirecting the attention. Morgan chose Dare without hesitation. The app took a moment to load before instructing her to remove two articles of clothing.

"Wh-what?" I muttered under my breath, blushing furiously.

"Come on, Kacey, live a little!" Alexis nudged me playfully. "It's all in good fun."

"Fine, but why not just take off your socks?" I suggested nervously, still trying to maintain some semblance of control over the situation.

"No way! That'd be boring," Morgan laughed. Slowly, she unbuttoned her plaid top. As the fabric fell away from her body, her bra came into view, cradling her ample breasts. My mouth went dry; she had been hiding such a treasure beneath those baggy clothes.

Morgan was the typical country girl. A nice curvy body with bouncy brown hair. She was stunning.

"Wow..." I couldn't help but admire her figure. My gaze followed her hands as she slipped out of her jeans, revealing sculpted legs that were the product of years of hard farm work. Her mismatched bra and panties didn't seem to bother her as she stood there, confidently presenting her curvaceous body.

"Your turn, Kacey," Morgan grinned, snapping me back to reality. I hesitated for a moment, knowing that whatever came next would push me even further out of my comfort zone. But something inside me was awakening. I pursed my lips together, staring at Morgan.

“U-uhh, right.”

My finger trembles as I reach up on the app, hesitating between Truth and Dare. Anxiety churns in my stomach, but knowing that my lack of wild experiences wouldn't make for an interesting truth, I tap Dare instead.

The app blinks for a moment before revealing my dare: to kiss one of the other players. My cheeks flush crimson and I stammer, looking around at my friends. Alexis raises her hand with a mischievous grin, “Ooh! Pick me, pick me!” I glance to the floor, my heart racing like a jackrabbit.

"Hey, what's wrong?" Morgan asks, concern showing in her eyes. "It's just a playful kiss."

I whimper softly, feeling embarrassed yet needing to admit it. "I... I've never kissed anyone before."

"Really?" Alexis exclaims, shocked. But Morgan places a comforting hand on my shoulder. "It's okay, Kacey. It's never too late to have a first kiss."

I swallow hard, trying to quell the butterflies in my stomach. Smiling nervously, I nod. "Alright. I'm ready." My gaze turns to Alexis.

"Perfect," Alexis giggles, her excitement evident. "I'm honored to be your first." She leans closer and cups my face gently with her warm hands, her blue eyes locked onto mine. I can feel her breath on my skin, intoxicating me.

Our lips finally meet, and a soft whimper escapes my throat as my racing mind goes blank. Her lips are so soft, parting slightly to invite me in. Her tongue slips into my mouth, dancing with my own. It's a sensual tango I'd never experienced before, and I find myself lost in her confident movements.

"God, you taste amazing," Alexis murmurs against my lips, causing my chest to tighten with pleasure.

"Is this okay?" Alexis asks in a sultry tone, her warm breath brushing against my lips as our kissing slowly intensifies.

"Y-yes," I stammer, my heart pounding in my chest. The softness of her lips is a sensation I never knew I craved so badly.

"Good," she whispers before capturing my lips again, this time with more fervor. Her hands grip my waist, guiding me down onto my back as she straddles me. My body obeys willingly, feeling the heat rising in my pelvis at her touch.

"Alexis," I moan quietly, wrapping my arms around her toned body. As my legs spread to accommodate her, I feel a cool breeze hit my damp panties. The realization that Morgan has a front-row view beneath my skirt should have embarrassed me, but it only adds fuel to my growing arousal.

"God, Kacey... You're driving me crazy," Alexis murmurs between kisses, her hands roaming up and down my sides, igniting electricity under my skin.

"Please, don't stop," I beg, my mind too far gone to care about anything other than the pleasure she's giving me.

"Wouldn't dream of it," she replies with a devilish grin, her fingers slipping under the hem of my shirt. The anticipation makes me shiver despite the warmth radiating from our bodies.

"Kiss me harder," I plead, pulling her down by the nape of her neck. Our mouths collide again, tongues tangling in a dance of lustful need.

"Fuck, Kacey," Alexis pants, breaking the kiss for a moment to catch her breath. "You taste so fucking good."

"Then keep tasting me," I whisper, entwining my fingers in her soft hair. She obliges eagerly, her lips crashing against mine once more, as if she couldn't get enough.

"Kacey, can I...?" Alexis hesitates, her hand hovering above my breast.

"Y-yes," I gasp, giving her the permission she needs. Her touch sends shivers down my spine as she gently squeezes me, making me arch my back in pleasure.

"Damn, you're so sensitive," Alexis grins, clearly enjoying my reactions. She leans in to capture my lips again, our bodies pressed tightly together as we lose ourselves in each other's embrace.

“Hey now ladies.” Morgan laughs. “Let’s keep it to the game, shall we?”

Alexis laughs, giving my tit one last squeeze before crawling off me. I pant, staring at the spinning ceiling as my thoughts rush back.

Did I just do that? Did I just make out with a girl?

Slowly, I sit back up, closing my thighs together as Morgan smirks. The front of her panties is damp, with soft brownish pubes curling out past the fabric. I bit my lip, feeling my clit throbbing.

My body felt like I had just run a marathon my heart pounding like a wardrum.

Alexis turned to me, her own face blushing. “How was your first kiss?”

“G-good.” I whimper, trying to hide the ecstasy coursing through my veins.

She giggled, before turning her attention back to the app.

“My turn again!”

Alexis tucked her long hair behind her ears as she pressed Dare. The app buzzed, before displaying another message. All three of us perked forward, reading the spicy dare.

‘Lick someone from toe to head.’

I gasped, “What kind of an app is this?”

Morgan laughed, “Welcome to college.”

Alexis pursed her lips, her seductive eyes darting between us. “Morgan, I think I’ll pick you. I already had a taste of Kacey.”

Morgan smirked, the freckles on her cheeks accentuating as she leaned back, stretching her legs. “Be my guest.”

I watched in shock and amazement as Alexis crawled towards the country girl. Alexis’ ass wiggling in the air as she arched her back. Her long, talented tongue slipped out of her mouth as she pulled off Morgan’s sock, freeing her soft and delicate foot.

I bit my lip as Alexis ran her tongue up Morgan’s sole, the brunette cowgirl whimpering as she squirmed. “Fuck…”

I watched in awe as Alexis let out a whimper, running her tongue up Morgan’s sculpted calves. The brunette tossed her head back with a moan as Alexis’ soft tongue curved around her calves — towards her inner thighs.

Morgan spread her legs as she leaned back on her elbows, her panties had a moist spot right at the crotch, her soft pubes peering out teasingly.

Alexis nestled her face between her thighs. “Well… The dare did say to lick all of you…”

Alexis’ ass perked in the air as she reached up, fishing Morgan’s panties from her pussy.

Morgan whimpered, her nipples poking up against her bra.

I stretched my head for a better look as Alexis held Morgan’s panties to the side. Her flowery slit was already moist, the lips were tinged brown as they bloomed. Alexis giggled. “Woah, your slit looks amazing.”

The dirty blonde ran her tongue up the entirety of Morgan’s slit.

“Ohhh!” Morgan yelped, her toes curling as Alexis lashed her tongue against the wet cunt.

I whimpered, feeling my own pussy quiver as if I were the one being licked. This… Was so dirty, but it made me feel so alive.

Alexis gave the crest of Morgan’s pussy a sensitive kiss before her tongue continued up Morgan’s pelvis.

The brunette leaned back, feeling Alexis’ wet tongue glide across her panting stomach.

My eyes locked with Morgan’s — both of us grinning at our shared appreciation of Alexis’ tongue.

Alexis reached up, grabbing Morgan’s bra and pulling it up. Morgan yelped as her big, round tits bounced free. The nipples were already hard against her tanned skin as Alexis crawled up her body.

“Fuck, Alexis… You’re taking this dare seriously.” Morgan moaned, her eyes

fluttering.

Alexis winked, “What can I say? I love truth or dare.”

Before Morgan could respond, Alexis locked her lips around Morgan’s perky nipple.

“Ohhh!” Morgan moaned, squirming as Alexis moaned, her tongue lashing against Morgan’s nipple.

The squeals were music to my ears. I could only imagine the pleasure that she was feeling. My body was tingling, feeling the breath lodge in my lungs as I panted. My thighs pressed together as I inched forward — eager for a better look.

As if on its own, my hand inched forward. My trembling fingers grabbed Morgan’s free tit, squeezing gently. Morgan yelped, her eyes fluttering as she grinned. “Oh, Kacey. Feeling left out?”

Alexis glanced towards me, her mouth still sucking on Morgan’s tits as the corners of her lips curled into a smile.

My fingertips continue to explore Morgan's silky skin, gently caressing her full breast as it yields beneath my touch. Alexis, the vivacious dirty blonde who never shies away from pushing boundaries, teases Morgan's erect nipple with a playful tug. I watch intently as she slowly crawls up Morgan's body, trailing her tongue along the tender flesh of her neck. The sensation elicits a soft whimper from Morgan, whose hazel eyes flutter closed, surrendering to the waves of pleasure washing over her.

"God, this is so incredibly hot," I moan to myself, the sight before me igniting a fire deep within that I struggle to comprehend.

As if sensing my thoughts, Alexis lifts her gaze and locks eyes with me for a moment, a devilish grin dancing across her lips. She knows exactly what she's doing, and I can't help but be drawn in by her magnetic charm. With a final, sultry glance at me, Alexis leans in and captures Morgan's lips in a passionate embrace.

Their mouths meld together, tongues exploring each other's depths in a heated dance of desire. My hand slips from Morgan's breast, my own breath hitching as I witness their fervent make-out session. Morgan's toned legs, a testament to her tomboyish countryside upbringing, wrap around Alexis' athletic body, pulling her closer still.

Their moans harmonize, creating an erotic symphony which amps up the intensity in the room even more. I can feel the heat radiating off them, setting my heart racing and my pulse throbbing.

I bite my lip, my body quivering as I fall back onto my ass, the soft carpet of our dorm room cushioning my descent. My eyes never leave the entwined forms of Alexis and Morgan, their passionate embrace sending shivers down my spine. My knees spread apart instinctively, the frill of my skirt lifting onto my lap, exposing my damp silk panties.

"God, I can't help it," I whisper, heat rising to my cheeks as I let the sensation take control. With trembling fingers, I trace a line down my stomach, feeling the flutter of my breath against my skin. My mind races, thoughts blurring together in a whirlwind of lust and desire. The sight of the two sexy girls kissing ignites something deep within me – a craving I never knew I had.

"Kacey, you like what you see?" Alexis purrs between kisses, her voice husky and inviting. She must sense my intense gaze upon them, even though I don't know how she manages to focus on anything other than the electric connection she shares with Morgan.

"Y-yes," I stammer, unable to tear my eyes away from their steamy display. Their moans fill my ears, drowning out the sound of my own shallow breathing.

As if drawn by an invisible force, my fingers slip past the waistband of my panties, finally making contact with the sensitive flesh hidden beneath. A gasp escapes my lips as I press against the hood of my clit, my body responding instantly to the pleasurable touch.

"Ah..." I moan, my eyes rolling back as I rub myself in time with their amorous movements. The sensation is like nothing I've ever experienced, my innocence crumbling away with each electrifying stroke.

"Touch yourself, Kacey," Morgan encourages, her usually tomboyish demeanor replaced by a sultry confidence that leaves me weak. "Let us see how much you want us."

"Please, don't stop," I beg, my voice barely audible as I continue to pleasure myself, the dampness between my legs growing with every second. My fingers move faster, driven by the overwhelming desire that courses through my veins.

"Good girl," Alexis praises, her eyes locked onto mine as her tongue traces a tantalizing path along Morgan's jawline. The sight sends a fresh wave of arousal crashing over me, and I whimper in response.

Alexis slides her hand down, slipping past Morgan’s moist panties.

Morgan let out a moan of pleasure as her body squirmed — pinned to the floor beneath Alexis.

Alexis, the sexy blonde bit her lip, her fingers dancing around Morgan’s wetness.

I couldn’t pull my eyes away — not that I’d want to. My fingers mimicked Alexis’ — trying to replicate her talents.

“Just like that, Kacey.” Alexis moaned, her soft eyes fixated on my squirming body. “Cum for us…”

I whimpered, my mind spinning as the pleasure of my own fingers surged through me. My delicate fingers slipped inside of my wetness, thrusting gently as Alexis’ and Morgan’s moans rang in my ears like music.

I tossed my head back, my dirty blonde hair swaying as my hips buckled. “Ahh… I-I’m going to cum~”

“You hear that Morgan? Kacey is going to cum.” Alexis giggled. “You want to cum with her?”

Morgan panted, nodding her head. “F-fuck yes!”

“You two will cum together, okay? Let me count you two down…”

I bit my lip, thighs clamping around my hand as I furiously fingered myself.

“Five…” Alexis whispered, her lips grinning devilishly.

“Four… Three…”

My mind surged, each neuron on my head erupted as my clit was jolted.

“Two…”

Alexis paused, leaving the two of us into squirming messes. “P-please!” I yelped, unable to hold back any longer.

Alexis giggled. “Andddd. One! Cum, sluts.”

“AHHHH~” Morgan and I wailed, our bodies erupting with pure, shared pleasure.

My vision blurred as fireworks erupted in my head.

A tidal wave of euphoric energy filled me as my clit gave way. My pussy lips gripped my knuckles as wetness spilled out.

I gasped, pulling my hand out as I spread on the floor. My lungs inhaled air as my mind reeled.

“F-fuck!” I gasped.

Alexis laughed, sitting up on Morgan’s waist. Morgan was also flushed, smiling and panting as she held onto Alexis’ waist.

“That was amazing.” Alexis grinned. “Thank you, Ladies.”

“No, thank you,” Morgan said, brown hair sticking to her flushed face. “We loved it, didn’t we, Kacey?”

I couldn’t reply, my breath still short as I gasped. I nodded emphatically — squirming on the floor.

“I love this game. I think we should play Truth or Dare more often. Next time, let's try to make at least two rounds before fucking.”

Morgan laughed, and even I couldn’t help but smile.

This game was supposed to help bring me out of my shell — but it did so much more.

I felt like a woman reborn, and my relationship with Alexis and Morgan had changed forever, but for the better.

Story 12: The Game

I plopped down on the couch, eyeing Tori skeptically. "Are you sure this is how you want to settle who gets to date Jake?" I asked.

Jake was the star quarterback at our college and had expressed interest in both Tori and me. But since we were best friends, we agreed that only one of us could pursue him. Tori nodded, her short blonde hair reflecting the dim light of the room.

"Playing Truth or Dare is the perfect way to figure it out," she insisted, adjusting her big round glasses. "Whenever one of us refuses to answer a truth, or balks on a dare, they lose, then the winner gets to ask Jake out on a date."

I huffed, knowing full well that Tori loved computer games and programming, and tended to approach things strategically. "It'd be easier to flip a coin," I muttered, but I couldn't help but agree to her terms.

We each sat at opposite ends of the couch, legs tucked beneath us. I let Tori go first, watching as she bit her lip in concentration. "Truth or Dare?" she asked, her voice soft but determined.

"Truth," I replied, trying to keep my cool.

"Have you ever had a crush on one of my boyfriends?" Tori asked, her blue eyes searching mine for any hint of deception.

I shook my head without hesitation. "Nope, never," I said confidently. "All your boyfriends have been too nerdy for me." I tried to suppress a grin, thinking about how different Jake was from the guys Tori usually dated.

Tori glared at me, her gaze penetrating. "It's against the rules to lie, you know," she warned.

"I'm not lying," I reassured her, meeting her intense stare. "Honestly, Jake is the only guy that we've both ever fancied." I could feel my cheeks warming up, but I knew Tori couldn't argue with that.

"Alright, your turn," I said, smirking at Tori. "Truth or Dare?"

"Dare," she replied, pushing her glasses up on her nose.

I paused, thinking of something that would challenge her. "Show me the last sexy picture you took of yourself," I dared.

Tori rolled her eyes. "I don't usually take nudes, you know." She pulled out her phone and scrolled through her gallery. Eventually, she found a mirror shot of herself wearing pink lingerie, her toned stomach on display. My breath hitched slightly as I admired her body in the photo.

"Damn, Tori, you look hot. Your stomach is so slim!" I complimented, unable to hide my appreciation.

She laughed, brushing off my comment. "Your turn again – Truth or Dare?"

"Dare," I said, feeling a bit more adventurous.

"Alright then," Tori said, grinning mischievously. "Lick your foot."

"Really?" I groaned, rolling my eyes. "You're so childish." But as I yanked off my sock, I stared her down, determined to prove that I was up for the challenge. Running my tongue along the arch of my foot, I couldn't help but think about Jake and how far I'd go for him.

"Wow," Tori exclaimed, clearly impressed. "You must really want Jake."

"Your turn," I said, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "Truth or Dare?"

"Truth," she answered hesitantly, her face flushed.

"Have you ever wanted to sleep with a girl?" I asked, eager to trip her up.

Tori's cheeks turned an even deeper shade of red, and she glanced at the floor. I grinned, sensing her discomfort. "Remember, lying is against the rules."

"Fine," she admitted, taking a shaky breath. "Maybe a few girls."

I stared at her intently, nodding my head. I'd always suspected that Tori had a thing for other girls. As childhood friends, I often caught her stealing glances at them in the locker room or on the beach. But now that the truth was out, I couldn't help but wonder if she'd ever looked at me that way too.

The blush lingered on Tori's cheeks, a testament to the intensity of our game. I knew we had crossed some invisible boundary, but I wasn't ready to back down just yet. Tori's voice was soft but determined as she asked me, "Truth or Dare?"

I hesitated for a moment before finally replying, "Dare."

She paused, her breathing deepening as she considered her next move. Her eyes locked onto mine as she dared me to kiss her. I stared at her in disbelief, questioning if she was serious. Tori nodded and challenged me, "Are you giving up?"

Taking a deep breath, my resolve strengthened. "No," I said, shaking my head. I leaned forward, keeping my gaze fixed on hers in case she decided to pull away. She didn't.

As our lips touched, I whimpered. The taste of cherries filled my mouth, making my heart race. Tori let out a soft moan, the sound vibrating through me and making my clit quiver with desire. Reluctantly, I pulled back, trying and failing to hide the arousal painting my cheeks pink.

Tori giggled, brushing her short blonde hair behind her ears. She took a deep breath, her big round glasses sliding down her nose slightly, and announced that it was my turn. Trying to regain control over my thoughts, I asked her, "Truth or Dare?"

"Dare," she replied confidently.

I paused for a moment, my heart pounding in my chest. Thoughts of Jake vanished from my mind, replaced by the image of Tori sitting before me.

“I dare you to show me your pussy…” The words escaped my lips in a whisper.

"Really?" Tori repeated softly, her eyes glimmering with anticipation as she caught sight of my flushed cheeks and nod of affirmation. My heart raced, the giddy feelings escalating as I watched her respond to my dare.

Tori whimpered, leaning back on her hands as her fingers dipped into the waistband of her shorts. Her hips wiggled seductively, drawing my attention to the slow descent of her shorts down her slender legs. As she kicked them aside, a playful smirk graced her lips while she teasingly tugged at the waistband of her pink panties.

"Like what you see?" she taunted, her voice barely above a whisper. The outline of her mound was visible through the thin fabric, igniting a heat within me that made my clit pulse with desire

Slowly, Tori reached down, holding her moistening panties to the side. Her pussy was perfect. Thin and tight, with soft lips blooming like the petals of a flower.

"God, yes," I admitted, my breath hitching as I took in the erotic sight before me. I couldn't help but imagine how she'd feel against my tongue, my fingers, my skin.

"Your turn," Tori said, her voice sultry and inviting. I chose "Dare" without hesitation, eager for whatever she had in store for me next.

"Touch yourself. Right here, right now," she instructed, her eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that sent shivers down my spine.

I hesitated for a moment, considering just how far we were willing to take this game. But the arousal coursing through my veins overrode any doubts, and I slowly slid my hand down my body, my fingers disappearing beneath the hem of my skirt.

"Fuck," I breathed out as my fingertips grazed my wetness. The sensation of my own touch coupled with Tori's rapt gaze on me was intoxicating. I bit my lip, stifling a moan as I circled my clit, the pleasure building inside me.

"Keep going," Tori urged, her voice barely audible but laced with lust. I complied, the tempo of my fingers increasing as I succumbed to the fiery ache between my legs.

My heart raced as I looked at Tori, the shy blonde with short hair and big round glasses. She was so innocent, engrossed in her computer games and programming. But tonight, we were playing a different kind of game.

"Truth or dare?" I asked, my voice dripping with anticipation. Tori's cheeks flushed, betraying her excitement, but she hesitated. "Dare," she finally whispered. I smirked, my lips parting to deliver the challenge.

"I dare you to come and lick my pussy." I swung both feet onto the couch, spreading my knees apart as my skirt folded around my waist. My white panties were slick with wetness, and my fingers furiously rubbed my clit underneath.

Tori whimpered, eyeing my pussy like fresh meat. "Deal," she agreed, her voice barely audible. She crawled forward, and I pulled my hand out of my panties as I leaned back, watching her nestle between my thighs.

Her hands trembled as she grabbed my panties, yanking them down my legs while I giggled. I kicked the panties aside and lifted one leg over the backrest of the couch, spreading myself open for her. My pussy was tight and wet, a few pubes adorning the moist crest.

Tori licked her lips, glancing up at me with those curious blue eyes behind her glasses. I smiled, reaching down to remove her glasses and place them on the side table. "Are you sure you want me to eat you out?" she asked, her voice wavering with uncertainty.

"Absolutely," I said, nodding emphatically. Stray hairs stuck to my face as I looked down at her, waiting for her to fulfill my dare.

Tori's smile is infectious as she opens her mouth, her tongue draping out like a promise. I can't help but squirm on the couch when her warm breath teases my eager clit. My nipples press against my top, and my toes curl in anticipation.

"Please, Tori...lick me," I beg, my voice trembling with need. My clit throbs, desperate for attention.

She giggles, her eyes glimmering with mischief. Her lips brush against my inner thigh, planting a soft kiss that sends shivers up my spine. My back arches involuntarily, and I reach down to grip her short, blonde hair.

"Fuck, you're so wet, Nat," she moans, the sound vibrating through her lips and making me even wetter.

"Please, just lick me already," I plead, unable to hold back my urges any longer.

Tori smirks before flashing me a saucy wink. Her wet tongue finally makes contact, running up my cunt and leaving a trail of pleasure in its wake. I yelp, my back arching sharply before slamming back down onto the couch. The amazing sensation shoots up my spine, electrifying every nerve ending.

My thighs clamp around her face, holding her down as I pant heavily. Tori's eyes flutter closed, her hands wrapping around my thighs while she grips my legs for balance. Her tongue lashes against my wetness like a whip, each stroke sending me closer to the edge.

"God, yes!" I gasp, my mind focused solely on the delicious sensations coursing through my body.

Is this really happening? My shy, nerdy friend devouring me like a pro? My thoughts race, a mix of disbelief and intense arousal. It’s strange how something so dirty can feel so damn good.

"Right there, Tori...don't stop," I urge her, my voice barely a whisper.

My climax is building, and I know it won't be long before I'm lost in ecstasy. Tori's talented tongue and her eager exploration of my wetness are driving me wild. All I can do is hold on for the ride.

My feet wrap around her neck, pinning the petite blonde down against my wetness as her tongue continues to lash. I whimper, squirming as the pleasure surges through my entire body. “Ohhh… Tori…”

The pink walls of my slit grip her tongue as she shoves it deep, her nose pressing against the crown of pubes adorning my slit.

Her eyes flutter open as she stares up at me. I can’t help but giggle — she looked so beautiful down on my pussy.

Tori tossed her head up, my feet still locked around her back. “Oh yes!” She gasped, her fingers reaching up to hold my lips spread. “You taste so fucking good!” She panted, eyes glazed with lust as she licked her lips. Saliva and grool lathered her chin as her warm pants landed on my slit.

“I dare you to cum all over my face.” She giggled, biting her lip.

I smile, nodding. “Fuck. Deal.”

I gripped her roots tightly, pushing her head back down as her mouth locked around my cunt. “Ohhh!” I yelped, feeling my orgasm building like a volcano about to erupt.

“Mmmh~ Cum for me.” Tori moaned into my pussy. Grool and saliva dripped onto the couch as I squirmed like a fish out of water. My mind raced with a million different thoughts but I couldn’t focus on a single one of them.

“Ahhh Tori!” her tongue lashed against my clit – which peered out of its hood. I moaned as the petite blonde made out with my clit. I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“I-I’m cumming! Fuck~” My back arched as the pleasure shot through me like a bolt of lightning.

I felt the entire room shake as my hips buckled and my breath stuttered. “Ohhh~”

Exhausted, I collapsed on the couch, my lungs gasping for air.

Tori snickered, lifting to her knees. Her nipples poked out of her top as she licked the glistening filth from her chin. “That was amazing.”

Her eyes scanned me up and down as her nipples poked out of her top. Her own pussy was soaking through the fabric of her panties — just staring at her mound was enough to make my clit throb back to life.

“Shall we continue our game?” She asked.

“Our… Game…?” I whimpered, my reeling.

“Oh right, for… Jake was it? Fuck it. I don’t care about him. I want you instead.” I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her in. Tori yelped, giggling as she fell on top of me, our hot and sticky bodies sticking together like glue.

“Good. That way we both can win.” Tori murmured, before locking her lips to mine.

Once again, the thoughts in my head melted away as I sucked the sweet grool off her lips, My arms and legs wrapped around her body as I succumbed to the bliss of my best friend.

______________________________________________________________

Story 13: Secretary

I sat at my desk, the moonlight casting a pale glow throughout the empty law office. Another late night - just what I needed. My job as a secretary to Ms James has been soul-sucking, to say the least. When I graduated college, I had big dreams of making a name for myself as a hotshot lawyer. But instead, here I am, four months into working at this firm and still just a lowly secretary.

Running a hand through my wavy brown hair, I huff in frustration. Ms James doesn't make life any easier. She works me like a dog, keeping me in the office until near midnight most nights. The job itself isn't too bad, but it's those long hours that really get to me.

Rubbing my tired eyes, I glance over at Ms James' office. Through the glass window, I can see her scanning documents, her icy blue eyes never missing a beat. She's like a machine – cold and heartless, but never fatigued. Is that what it takes to be a lawyer? If so, maybe I'm not cut out for this after all.

As if sensing my gaze, Ms James suddenly looks up from her work, and our eyes lock. I yelp, heat flooding my cheeks as I quickly avert my eyes back to the mess of paperwork on my own desk. I can feel her gaze lingering on me for a moment. Her gaze was cold as ice. The woman hadn’t failed to make more than a few people in the firm run out crying.

The sound of Ms James' door opening is like a gunshot in the silent office. "Brianna, come in here," she commands, her voice icy and sharp. I curse under my breath as I rise from my chair, every muscle in my body aching from the long day.

"Always more work," I mutter, smoothing down my black shirt as I make my way through the empty office. My heart races as I stand at the doorway, taking a deep breath before entering the lion's den.

As soon as I step inside, the scent of lavender envelops me – a surprising softness amidst the otherwise cold environment. I glance to the side, spotting incense burning on a coffee table next to the couch. Who knew Ms James had a taste for relaxation?

"Ms James, how can I help?" I ask, trying to keep my voice steady despite my fatigue.

She pushes a stack of papers toward me without a hint of warmth in her eyes. "Parse through these. Mark where the client needs to sign. It must be done by morning."

She leaned back in her chair, her black hair tied up into a bun — not a single strand out of place as she glared at me with her icy blue eyes.             

I huff, already feeling the weight of another sleepless night settling on my shoulders. But there's no saying no to Ms James, so I walk over to her desk and prepare to dive into yet another tedious task.

As I reach for the documents, my eyes catch something unexpected — Ms James' computer screen, showing what appears to be a book. I feel my cheeks flush as I read a few lines: 'Anabella rode her fingers down Sarah's slick cunt, feeling the woman's wetness leak out onto the mattress.'

I soft gasp escapes my lips. Is she really reading lesbian smut at work? I huff, forcing myself to concentrate on the papers in front of me, but my mind keeps wandering back to those words. My body starts to tingle, an unfamiliar warmth pooling between my legs.

"Is there a problem, Brianna?" Ms. James asks, her voice icy.

"Uh, no, ma'am," I stutter, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks again. Her gaze pierces through me, she must not have seen my brown eyes glancing towards her screen. “I’ll get this done…”

"Good, be off then," she orders, turning back to her computer screen. But as she does, I notice her fingers linger on the mouse, almost hesitating before clicking away from the explicit text.

My mind raced. I had just caught her boss reading lesbian smut — normally, I’d brush it off… But perhaps I could use this to my advantage.

I had been a star track athlete in my college days, and thanks to that, my body was toned and fit.

Occasionally, I’d catch Ms James stealing a glance at my thighs peering out of my shirt, or my bust as it pressed up against my blouse,. I had always shrugged those instances off as wandering eyes. Though now, I was beginning to think that Ms James wanted something more from me… Something dirtier.

My heart was racing as I gripped the stack of papers, which represented hours and hours of my night that I’d never get back. The logical part of my mind told me to just deal with the paperwork… but a dirty seed had been planted.

I bit my lip, I had to do it. I had to take the risk.

“You know ma’am…” I began, a dirty smirk on my lips. “You’ve been working so hard all week.”

Ms James lifted an eyebrow, her red lips pursing into a curious line. “So? I work hard every week.”

“I know, it’s inspirational, although…” I said, arching my back to let my bust press up against my top. “Even a woman like yourself should rest and relax every so often.”

Mr James looked at me with suspicious intrigue. I smirked, I had worked my womanly charm on college boys all the time — though never a woman, let alone one as cold and robotic as Ms James.

“...Relax how?” She asked, her voice displaying the tiniest hint of excitement.
“I’ve been told that I give the best massages.” I giggled, circling towards her.

She pursed her lips, back straight as her guards were up.

“It’s okay… Just let me help.” I said softly. I stood behind her chair. Ms James stared over her shoulder, her breathing slow and heavy. Her face tried not to betray any emotion, but I could see the glimmer of lust in her eyes.

My hands rode up her arms towards her shoulders. She shuddered at my soft touch through the fabric of her top. “Just relax…” I whispered, leaning in so she could get a whiff of my flowery perfume.

My thumbs rubbed beneath her shoulder blades as my finger latched onto her. Ms James let out a deep moan as I worked my magic. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, this was so wrong… But felt so right. She had worked me to the bone, and this was my chance to prove to her that I could be so much more than a mule to throw her paperwork to.

“How does that feel?” I whispered.

“G-good…” She replied, though given by her heavy breathing, I could tell that it was more than just good. My massages were fine, sure, but I could tell that Ms James was enjoying my hands on her body.

My eyes peered down as she breathed deeply, each breath caused her chest to push forward. Her cleavage was tantalizing. I never realized how big her tits were until now…

I could feel the heat in my pelvis as I pushed my thighs together. Was… Was I enjoying this as well?

I couldn’t help it, my clit was throbbing as my gaze fixated on her chest, fluttering up and down with each breath she took.

“Perhaps…” I began, feeling my mouth water. “A full body massage would help even more?”               “I think it would.” Ms James said, euphoria in her words.

I leaned forward, my hands trailing down her trembling body. Before long, my fingers found her chest. I whimpered, squeezing them gently. Ms James huffs, letting out a moan. “Fuck…”

“Is this okay?” I ask, my heart beating in my throat. I had just crossed an invisible line in our relationship — and there was no going back.

She paused for a moment. “This is amazing.” The woman purred, her eyes fluttering.

I giggled. “Good.”

I gave her tits a squeeze, my fingers digging into her subtle, perky chest. “Ohhh~” She moaned as I groped her chest.

My breath stuttered. I could feel her nipples press up, begging to be freed through her top and thin bra. My own nipples pressed up against my blouse as my clit throbbed like a drum.

My hands began to unbutton her top. My entire body was trembling, I couldn’t believe what I was doing — What she was allowing me to do, but I could tell from her eager breaths that she wanted this as much as I did.

“You know…” I began, breathing deeply, “I think your shoulders are nice and loose now… Perhaps I should move to the rest of your body.”

My trembling fingers undid her top few buttons, letting her bra and tits press out as the fabric slouched off her body.

“I think you are right. Shall we move to the couch?” She asked, her usually cold and sharp voice surprisingly calm and warming.

I nodded emphatically.

She stood, the scent of her lavender perfume filled my nose, making my eyelashes flutter. I had never noticed her soft scent or the glimmer in her icy blue eyes. Ms James chuckled at my whimpering state. “You cute little thing… I’ve been waiting for this.”

“Y-you have?” I replied.

Her hand took mine, our fingers intertwining. “Indeed, there is a reason I keep you so close.”

The grizzled woman took me to the small couch nestled into the corner of her office. Her hips swayed with each step she took as the sound of her heels against the tile echoed in my head.

The woman moaned as she sat on the edge of the couch. “Here, let me take this off…” She said with a wink. Blood rushed to my cheeks as I watched her slowly take off her top. As each button came undone, the white fabric slouched off her body.

With the last button undone, Ms James shrugged her shoulders and let her shirt flutter to the cushion.

She sat up tall, flashing me a wink as her bra held her big, round tits to her body.

My lip whimpered, she looked amazing. Despite her age, Ms James’ body was tight and fit, she even had a belly button ring which I never expected.

“Woah…”

She laughed, “like what you see?”

I nodded, “Very much…”

Ms James laid down on her back, tossing her hands over her head as she squirmed on the cushions. “My thighs and legs are particularly sore… How about you start there?” She said with a giddy smile.

I bit my lip, “Y-yes, ma’am.”

My knees trembled as I walked forward. With a huff, I crawled onto the couch between her legs. Ms James stared down at me, pure lust tingling in her eyes as I began to massage her calves.

“Fuck…” She huffed, eyes fluttering. “You have such a nice touch.”

I swallowed as my hands curled around her calf, my thumbs pressing into her skin as her soft and eager moans filled my ears.

As I began to massage her legs, I couldn’t believe what I was doing. This was Ms James who had worked me to the bone every night, yet here I was, giving her a sensual massage.

Even through her pant leg, I could tell how soft her skin was.

I moved up her thighs, feeling the heat of her skin against my hands. It's as if she'd been waiting for this moment. My cheeks flushed at this realization, and my own desire grew stronger by the second. The sound of her heavy breathing filled the room as I reached her inner thighs. Each stroke sent ripples across her skin - along with ripples of delight through my body.

"Mmmm," she purred as I worked my way up to her hips, "that feels so good." Her voice sounded softer than usual, almost husky like a purring cat in heat.

As my thumbs curled around her thighs — mere inches from her pussy, I felt my heart about to erupt. I paused, waiting for her to push me off, or tell me that we’ve gone too far — but that never came.

“I think this would be better if I take my pants off, don’t you think?” She said.

I couldn’t suppress my giddy smirk. “I agree…”

She laughed, reaching down her body. Her thumbs slipped past the waistband of her pants as she wiggled her hips. Slowly, her pants fell to her thighs, then her knees, I grabbed the fabric, helping them off, as she lifted her feet in the air. With a final, confident tug, I pulled her pants off and tossed them onto the floor.

“Much better.” She said with a coy smile.

She tossed her hands up over her head as she lifted a foot onto the backrest of the couch. Her other foot planted on the ground, letting her thighs spread.

My jaw dropped, her black lace panties hugged her thighs perfectly. The panties matched her bra, and I could see her labia peering out past the moist fabric.

My clit throbbed as my lip quivered. I froze like a deer in headlights, staring at her pussy peering through the thin fabric of her panties.

“Go ahead, girl… Continue…” Ms James said, biting her lip.

“Y-yes, ma’am.”

My hands rode her silky smooth skin, I could feel her goosebumps rise as my slender hands groped her thigh — though my gaze was fixated on her pussy.

I glanced up her body as our eyes met. The corner of her lips curled into a smirk as she nodded her head.              

She knew what I wanted, and she wanted it just as much.

Holding my breath, my finger inched forward, carefully slipping underneath her panties. She let out a moan as I gently hooked the fabric, holding it off to the side.

My jaw dropped and my held breath pushed out in a gasp. My pupils dilated as I stared at her wet, blooming pussy. “Holy shit…” I huffed, feeling my own slit quiver.

Her slit was amazing. The lips were flowering out like pink petals after a spring rain.

Ms James smiled as I gawked at her slit, “It tastes better than it looks, dear.”

“Is that so?” I whispered as I leaned in closer. The scent of her sweet grool and womanly scent made my mind go numb. All the racing thoughts in my head disappeared in a puff of smoke as my face nestled between her thighs.

My ass wiggled in the air as I licked my lips. Her pussy was so tantalizing… A lick couldn’t hurt?

I opened my mouth, my wet tongue draping out as I leaned in.

Ms James pursed her lips together as she reached down, her fingers curling through my hair as she urged my head forward. “Go ahead, have a taste.”

My tongue hit the base of her slit, making Ms James whimper. Slowly, my tongue rode up her wetness as her grool lathered my mouth.

She tasted delicious, just as sweet as I imagined. My tongue darted out, swirling around her clit while my fingers played with her other lip. A soft moan escaped Ms James's mouth as she arched into me.

“Mmmh, fuck~” I purred into her slit.

“Ohhh yes!” Ms James whimpered, her fingers gripping my roots as her back squirmed on the couch,

The woman clamped her thighs around my face, pinning me down between her legs as she let out a deep gasp. “Keep going!”

I didn’t intend on stopping.

As my tongue lashed like a whip, she purred, her hips undulating with each stroke of my tongue. I couldn't believe how she tasted, how good she felt in my hands. The smell of her pussy was intoxicating, a mix of her perfume and womanly musk that made me lightheaded with need.

I licked and suckled on her clit while my fingers probed deeper, teasing at her entrance. Her juices coated my hand as I slid one finger inside, feeling the heat of her insides grasp at me. I moaned around her clit, loving the feel and taste of her wetness.

Ms James's breath hitched, nails digging into the leather couch as she threw her head back in pleasure. "Fuck," she breathed out between gritted teeth. "You've got skills."

I smiled against her pussy, loving the sound of those words from such a normally cold woman. “Thank you, ma’am~”

My tongue darted out again to flick against her clit as another finger slid inside of her. She was tight but oh so warm and welcoming.

Each pass of my tongue rode deeper and deeper inside of her pussy as Ms James squirmed like a fish out of water. One had gripped the roots of my hair, holding me down against her pelvis as her other hand clawed at the leather couch. “Ohhh fuck~” She squealed.

My heart fluttered, watching the hardened woman squirming and whimpering like a dog in heat was amazing. I had broken down her walls and left her a horny mess.

Slowly, I pushed another finger inside of her slick wetness. Ms James yelped as my pointer and middle fingers slid inside of her wet pussy.

Her pulsating walls gripped my fingers, gripping them like a glove as her breath whimpered.

My tongue continued to ride up and down her cunt, each pass was wetter than the last as her slick grool coated my mouth. It tasted so sweet and salty, and I was addicted.

I ate her out like a wild animal. I’d never eaten out a woman before, but from Ms James’ hot and heavy moans — I was doing something right.

“F-fuck! Brianna! I’m going to cum~” Ms James whimpered, her voice ringing in my ears.

“Mmmh~ Cum for me…” I gasped, panting against her sopping wet pussy as the taste of her sweet grool coated every inch of my mouth.

Gently, I sucked on her throbbing clit, my tongue wrapping around her pink button as my nose pressed against the trimmed hairs on her pelvis.

My fingers continued to thrust rhythmically in and out of her slit as she gasped.

“Ohhhhh yes~”

Suddenly, I felt her pussy lips grip my fingers, pulling them deep inside of her body as Ms James let out a whimpered moan. “Ahhh~” Her back arched before slamming back down. The entire couch rattled as her sopping wet pussy squirted all over my face. I gasped, feeling the sticky filth lather my skin. “Ohhh yes!” I moaned, licking up the filth as I pulled my fingers out.

The grool dripped from my slender fingers like dirty rain as Ms James collapsed on the couch, panting and sweaty. Loose hairs broke from her bun and stuck to her flushed face as her cheeks were red as a beacon.

I smiled, licking my fingers.

I rose onto my knees, savouring the taste of her filth as I panted. My clothes were covered in sweat and all manners of filth. Saliva and grool coated my throat and face as I let out a giggle. “That was amazing… Thank you, ma’am.”

She huffed, her trembling pupils riding down to meet mine. “N-no… Thank you.”

With a whimper, I wiped the filth off my chin with the back of my head. My heart was still racing, and the lingering taste of her grool, and the scent of her slit made my entire body feel like I was on a cloud.

“I suppose I should get back to work,” I said, eyeing the stack of papers that sat on the edge of her desk.

Ms James chuckled, lifting herself up. Her hands gripped the collar of my shirt as she held her face inches from mine. “Fuck that. I’ll get someone else to do it. You have a new job now… As my personal fuck toy.”

I grinned, biting my lip. “Y-yes ma’am. I’d be more than happy to be your fuck toy.”

“Good girl.” She whispered in a tired breath.

Ms James pulled my face into hers, our lips locking as her tongue shoved into my panting mouth. Her tongue lashed against mine, and the woman let out a hardy moan as she tasted her own filth upon my lips.

My eyes fluttered close as I gave into the rushing sea of euphoria that threatened to drown my every thought. As she pulled me down onto her body, I couldn’t help but whimper. I hated being her secretary… but being Ms James’ personal fuck toy? I could get used to that.

Story 14: A ‘Very’ Personal Assistant

I huff, dragging in Ms Morgan's giant suitcase into our hotel room. The weight of it strains my arms, sweat dripping down my face as I wrestle it to the center of the room. I whimper, tossing the suitcase onto the floor and falling back onto the bed. The plush mattress does little to ease my aching muscles, and my blonde hair clings to my flushed cheeks like a second skin.

"Ugggh… My arms…" I whimper to myself, struggling to catch my breath. We'd spent all day traveling, and, as usual, Ms Morgan couldn't be bothered to even carry her own handbag. I wipe my brow, sitting up with a groan, feeling every inch of my body screaming for rest.

The door opens, and in strides Ms Morgan, her long fur coat trailing behind her like a queen's cape. She doesn't even glance my way, as if I were nothing more than part of the furniture. "This is a rather... quaint hotel room," she says, looking around with a hint of distaste.

‘Quaint?’ I think, trying not to let my irritation show. The hotel room was enormous, complete with two luxurious beds and a breathtaking view overlooking the ocean. It was easily twice the size of my cramped little apartment, but to Ms Morgan, it might as well have been a broom closet.

The woman is never satisfied. I nod, biting back any comments. I know better than to voice my thoughts; after all, I needed this job to pay my bills.

Ms Morgan finally acknowledges me, her eyes sweeping over my sweat-soaked form. "Claire, be a doll and get the bath running. It's been a long day." Her tone leaves no room for argument. I can feel my blood boiling. I was the one who dragged her giant luggage from the airport to the taxi and to our hotel room. She didn’t even lift a finger to help.

"Yes ma'am," I say through gritted teeth, forcing myself to my feet.

"Good girl," she smirks, sauntering towards the oceanfront windows as if she owned the place. And with every arrogant step she takes, my blood boils hotter, leaving me torn between the urge to fight and the need to submit.

I exhale, calming my raging heart. Ms Morgan wasn’t mean, she was just… Out of touch. Besides, she pays me well enough for me to endure being nothing more than a slave to her.

Walking into the bathroom, the fluorescent lights shine off the white tile, even the bathroom was huge. The bathtub was large enough to fit at least four people, it even came with a jacuzzi feature. I pursed my lips, perhaps after she was done, I would be able to enjoy a bath myself. Back home, I only had a standing shower that was so small that I couldn’t even share with my boyfriend.

I turn on the water, watching as it fills the tub with an oceanic hue. I can't help but want to dip in myself, but of course, Ms Morgan would be the first to enjoy this luxury. At least I'd finally get some time alone while she bathes. My eyes wander to the row of bath salts, bath bombs, and lotions lining the walls - this hotel truly was the epitome of extravagance.

As the water rises, I squeeze a generous amount of bubble bath into the mix. Instantly, bubbles form and multiply, capturing the overhead light like little prisms. The scent of vanilla fills the room, intoxicating my senses. I inhale deeply, my eyes fluttering closed for a moment. This bath would be magical, but I couldn't help thinking that someone like Ms Morgan wouldn't be able to fully appreciate it.

"Let's not overdo it with the bubbles, dear," Ms Morgan's voice comes from behind me, startling me back to reality. I hadn't even noticed her entering the bathroom.

I glance over my shoulder to see her already stripped out of her business clothes, the power suit replaced by a plush robe she brought from home. It looks impossibly soft, hugging her hourglass figure perfectly. She reaches up and undoes her ponytail, allowing her curly brown hair to cascade down her shoulders like a waterfall. The sight makes me shiver, and I feel a sudden heat rising within me.

"Is the bath ready?" she asks, her voice stern yet seductive.

"Y-yes, Ms Morgan," I stutter, my eyes fixed on the way her body moves beneath the fabric of the robe. Her legs were so sculpted, as if from marble — and I could see her cleavage peer out from the rob as she walked

"Good," she says, stepping into the tub. "You are dismissed, Claire."

I nod silently, feeling a pang of disappointment at being dismissed. As I rise from my kneeling position, I feel the soreness in my knees reminding me of my place. As I walk away, I can’t help but glance back at her as she disrobes. My eyes widen as the pillow-soft robe falls to the floor, revealing her perfect naked body.

“Ohh~” I whimper. Ms Morgan glanced towards me, but I quickly dashed out of the bathroom, closing the door behind me.

My cheeks were red hot. I took a deep breath, shaking the dirty thoughts from my head as I walked to the bed.

Perhaps I’d have enough time to call my boyfriend, or even take a quick nap.

Though, as soon as my head hit the pillow, Ms Morgan’s shrill voice echoed throughout the room. My hairs stood on edge as her voice rang in my head. “Oh Claire! Come here for a moment, dear!”

I cursed under my breath. Agreeing to come on this business trip with her was a terrible decision.

Taking a deep breath and mustering my courage, I pushed open the bathroom door.

“Yes, ma’am?” I asked, peering in. In the short time I had been out, the entire bathroom was filled with misty air coming from the bath. Ms Morgan rested her head on the edge of the tub, with her feet up on the other ridge.

She glanced my way, a smile on her lips. “Be a doll and pour some of those pink bath salts into the water, won’t you?”

She lifted her hand, water dripping off her fingers as she pointed towards the row of bath accessories.

I nodded, wading into the misty bathroom. As I walked, I could feel her eyes fixated on me, like a lioness stalking its prey.

I grabbed the bath salts, the glass bottle moist with misty dew.

As I walked over, I couldn’t help but glance at Ms Morgan’s leg as she rested her heel on the edge of the tub. The water glistened against her tanned skin.

Her smile grew as I stood beside her and unscrewed the cap of the bottle.

I tried not to stare, but I couldn’t stop my eyes from glancing down at her body. The bubbles had mostly dissipated by this point, letting my gaze peer through the rippling surface of the water to her naked body.

I pursed my lips together, blushing in my cheeks as I caught a glimpse of her bare pelvis, leaning back against the tub with her round tits floating in the water.

Ms Morgan let out a laugh as I darted my quivering eyes back to the bath salts. “It’s okay dear, we’re just women. You can look.”

The blush in my cheeks accentuated, “S-sorry ma’am.”

“Don’t be.”

The misty air stuck to my pale skin as I poured a few of the bath salts into the water. Ms Morgan let out a moan, leaning her head back and letting her wavy hair drape over the edge of the pool. “Thank you, dear.”

“Of course…” I whimpered, shaking the dirty thoughts from my head.

As I was about to leave, Ms Morgan called out once again. “I’ll only be a second longer. You are more than welcome to take a bath once I’m done.”

“Thank you ma’am. Perhaps I will.”

“You should…” She said with a yawn, her eyes drifting close as she let the water sway around her body.

My eyes lingered for a second longer before leaving the bathroom. As I closed the door behind me, I huffed, shaking my head.

What was wrong with me? Why was I so entranced by her body? It was as if I were a horny college boy who had just seen his first pair of tits.

I took a heavy sigh, it had just been a long day of traveling. Perhaps I would take Ms Morgan up on her offer. A bath sounded marvelous right about now.

Her gentle humming escaped the bathroom, filling the entire hotel room as I stripped out of my traveling clothes.

With a huff, I tossed all of my clothes into my backpack and threw on the complimentary robe that the hotel offers. It wasn’t as thick or luscious as Ms Morgan’s — but it was plenty fine for me. The rob kissed my kiss tenderly as I curled up in the bed, desperate for a moments rest.

I must have dozed off, because the sound of the bathroom door opening jerked my head off the pillow. I rubbed my eyes, pushing the long blonde hair away from my face as I let out a whimper.

Ms Morgan walked out, her long hair tied up with her robe around her body.

She smirked, staring down at me. “Getting comfy, are we?”

“Just resting for a bit.” I whimpered, getting up and sitting on the edge of the bed.

I pulled at my robe as the fabric slouched down my arm. Ms Morgan stood a mischievous grin on her lips. “Feel free to take your nap in the bathtub.”

“Thank you, I think I will.”

I stood, holding the robe across my chest. As I walked forward, I gasped— freezing in place. Ms Morgan had her eyes fixated on my cleavage, peering tantalizingly out of my robe.

Her brown eyes darted up, “What? It’s not fair that you got a peek and I can’t, is it?”

“M-ma’am…” I whimper.

“How about you let that robe loose, and we call it even?” She whispered, her eyes glimmering with lust.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My entire body was shaking as she eyed me like fresh meat. The heat in my pelvis was growing as her grip around her own robe loosened. I couldn’t keep myself from staring as her pillowy soft fabric slouched off her body.

With an evil grin, Ms Morgan let go of her robe completely, letting it pool to the ground around her feet.

My jaw dropped. “H-holy…”

Her body was exquisite. Her tits were nice and round, with perky brown nipples that matched the hair on her head, and the shorts hairs that surrounded her blooming pussy.

I squeezed my thighs together, my clit pulsating as I eyed her blooming slit, the labia spreading out like spring flowers.

The moisture of her body lingered on her skin, as did the scent of the vanilla bubble bath.

Ms Morgan giggled, clearly amused by the awe in my eyes. “There, now you have a much better view.”

She spun around on her heels, letting me catch a look at her perfectly round and tight ass.

I bit my lip. I had no idea what was coming over me… All the time that I had worked so closely with the woman, I never expected anything like this. Though, watching her lounge in the bath like a goddess must have awoken something in me. My body reacted, as if with a mind of its own. My cheeks blushed searing red, and my clit pulsated — sending waves throughout my entire body.

My grip around the robe loosened. “I… I suppose it’s only fair…” I whispered, more to myself than to her.

With a deep breath, I let go of my robe, slouching my shoulders to let the soft fabric fall to the floor.

I held my breath, my naked body on display for the woman.

Her face betrayed nothing at all. Her eyes slipped down my beating chest, as her gaze lingered on my hard, pink nipples. I followed her gaze as it fell down my fit stomach to my bald, innie pussy.

Just her stare was enough to make me wet. I whimpered. She had always been so critical of my work — would she judge my body with the same harshness?

“Fucking amazing…” She said, her smile growing.

I pursed my lips together, feeling my heart fluttering. Rarely did I ever hear a compliment from her, but fuck, did it feel good.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

Her eyes lingered on my pussy, which was growing wetter each second. Ms Morgan licked her lips, walking forward.

“How about you rest back on the bed for a moment, I think I need to thank you for all your hard work.”

“Th-thank me?” I asked, timidly.

She giggled, gently pressing her hand against my chest and pushing me on the bed. I huffed, falling back on my elbows. The bed was soft as a cloud as Ms Morgan leaned over, holding her face inches above mine. Her hands pressed into the mattress on either side of my face — hovering her body above mine. “I appreciate you, Claire. Consider this my way of showing it.”

Ms. Morgan's lips press against mine, and all the thoughts from my head vanish in an instant. I whimper, our tongues dancing together as the intoxicating scent of vanilla invades my senses. My nails dig into her back, desperate for more. I can't believe this is happening, but I don't want it to stop.

"God, I've wanted to do that for so long," she whispers, pulling her face away from mine but keeping her piercing gaze locked on me. She smirks, knowing full well the power she has over me.

"Don't stop," I whimper, my voice barely audible.

She laughs – a sultry sound that sends shivers down my spine. "You're going to enjoy what comes next even more." Ms. Morgan lowers her head, kissing my neck while her tongue swirls against my skin. I toss my head back, a flood of euphoria coursing through my body.

I squirm on the bed as she continues to kiss down my body. Her soft lips suck on my skin while her hands grip my waist, fingers digging in just enough to remind me who's in control. It's as if every part of her being knows exactly how to dominate, even her delicate touch.

"How does this feel?" she asks, her voice dripping with seduction.

"S-so good," I manage to whimper. I can't believe what we're doing, but it feels incredible. Ms. Morgan's lips and hands are so gentle, yet so commanding. I find it hard to breathe as she sucks on my nipples, making them ache with desire.

"Ah!" I moan, gripping her curly brown hair. Her tongue wraps around my aching nipple before moving to the other, eliciting another whimper from her. I watch with eagerness as she moves down to my stomach, inching closer and closer to my throbbing pussy.

"Please," I beg, needing her touch.

She glances up at me, her dark eyes piercing. She smiles, mouth inches from my pussy mound as her warm breath on my clit makes me whimper.

“Do you want me to taste you?” She whispered in my slit.
I nod emphatically, grabbing my own breasts and squeezing them gently. “P-please! I need it!”

“Good girl…”

Her mouth opens as her tongue drapes out, I watch in pure bliss as she presses her tongue against my mound. “Ohhh yes!” I gasp, feeling my clit throbbing.

She whimps and looks up at me with a smirk, her eyes holding mine captive before she plunges her tongue inside.

"Ahh!" My hips buck off the bed as the heat explodes through me. I throw my head back against the pillows, unable to believe how good this feels. Her tongue flicks and swirls inside me, tasting my arousal.

“Mmmh, so tasty~” She moans.

I bite my lip to stifle moans as she teases my sensitive spots, making me whimper from the pleasure coursing through my body

"Mmmm," she hums around my pussy, "you taste amazing."

"M-more!" I plead, grabbing handfuls of the sheets.

The woman worked her tongue like an artist works a paintbrush — and my pussy was the canvass.

She lashed it against my slit, slipping it in and wiggling it around my delicate pussy as she masterfully pleasured every inch of me. All I could do was moan out in pure, euphoric pleasure. “Yesss!”

Her tongue buried deeper with each pass as Ms Morgan wrapped her hands under my thighs, holding my pelvis up to her mouth as she devoured me.

My back arched before slamming back down on the bed, the pleasure brewing inside me like a storm.

One of my hands dropped from my tit as I grabbed the back of her head, pinning her down as my thighs clamped around her head like a vice.

Each lash of her tongue caused my back to slam down against the bed, causing it to shake underneath us. Ms Morgan’s bare ass wiggled in the air air. Glancing past her, I could see our reflection in the mirror.

I bit my lip, staring at her pussy and ass in the mirror as her back arched.

She moaned deeply, devouring my slit as her tongue dug deep.

“Fuckkk… So good.” She whimpered. “Does your boyfriend eat you out like this?” She asked with a chuckle, pulling her tongue out as she kissed my inner thigh.

I shook my head, “N-never… He’s nowhere near as talented as you are.”

“That’s because I know what a woman needs.” She moaned.

Her lips locked around my clit, her tongue carefully rubbing against it.

“Ahhh!” I yelped, a bolt of pleasure surging through my spine.

As she sucked my clit, her hand slipped off my thigh, slithering towards my panting pussy like a viper about to strike.

As soon as her slender finger hit the base of my sopping wet pussy, I let out a moan of pure pleasure. “Ohhhhh~!”

Ms. Morgan's tongue danced around my clit, sending shivers down my spine. Her fingers dipped inside me, sliding in and out of my sopping wetness. She growled, delighting in the juices coating her fingertips as she teased my entrance, circling it with her index finger before pushing deeper inside me.

“I…I’m going to cum~” I moaned, feeling my clit about to erupt. The volcano inside of me couldn’t be suffocated any longer. The brewing storm hit me like a monsoon, and all I could do was relent to it.

“Cum for me, baby.” Ms Morgan moaned into my slit, her finger stirring inside of me.

Her lips pressed against my pussy as her fingers continued to work their magic inside me, curling and uncurling in perfect rhythm. It was as if she knew exactly what I needed to have an orgasm.

My hips tried to push forward, begging for more of her touch.

“Almost there…” She giggled, as though she could feel my clit about to erupt as she suckled on it.

“Oh oh OHHH!” I cried out.

Ms Morgan shoved her finger inside me, my walls gripping it like a glove as the final lash of her tongue pushed me over the edge.

“Ohhh yes!” I screamed, my voice booming off the walls as my back arched. My body went rigid as the orgasm flooded my senses.

My body shook, eyes rolling back as my racing thoughts melted into a puddle of pure pleasure. Each neuron in my head exploded like fireworks as my jaw trembled.

The pleasure was unlike anything I had ever experienced.

My eyes fluttered close as I succumbed to the storm of pleasure that drowned my thoughts. Ms Morgan’s tongue continued to lash, licking up my spilling wetness as she moaned like a starving animal.

As my exhausted body collapsed on the bed. Ms Morgan tossed her head up. “Fuck…” She licked her lips, filth coating her chin as she brushed the brown hairs from her face.

“Th-that was amazing” I whimpered, barely able to breathe.

She laughed, “It was, wasn’t it.” Her eyes scanned my tired, sweating body. “I think you earned that bath of yours.”

She wiped her chin, “Looks like I’m all filth now. Perhaps I should join you.”

My clit and heart fluttered back to life. “P-please do.” I said, grinning as I tried to fill my lungs with air. “There is more than enough room for both of us.”

“In that case, let’s go draw some water… Extra bubbles this time”

Story 15: Method Acting

My heart races as I stand in front of the mirror, trying to steady my breath. This is it, my first real acting gig after going through countless auditions. My shot at stardom is finally here, and I'm determined not to mess it up. Despite knowing there's a make-up team waiting for me, I can't help but want to look perfect on my own terms. As I untangle my brown hair and check my make-up one last time, I feel a surge of excitement mixed with anxiety.

In the midst of applying a fresh layer of lipstick, a sudden knock on my trailer door startles me, causing the tube to slip from my fingers and clatter onto the floor. I hesitate for a moment before I timidly approach the door and open it, revealing none other than Serenity herself. My heart leaps into my throat as she tilts down her sunglasses and flashes me a wink that sends shivers down my spine.

"How are ya feeling, hotshot?" she asks, her voice dripping with seductive confidence. I purse my lips together, trying to sound more collected than I feel. "I'm good," I say, though my voice wavers slightly.

"Are you nervous?" Serenity teases, raising an eyebrow. I quickly shake my head, but she only laughs in response. "Of course you're nervous. You look like a deer in headlights."

The woman saunters into my trailer, I can't help but be star-struck by her presence. Serenity is a famous director who has won countless awards, and I had grown up idolizing her work. Now, not only am I going to star in one of her films, but she's here, in my trailer, talking to me. I close the door behind her, watching as she takes in her surroundings.

"Your trailer is so clean," she comments, her eyes lingering on every detail. "You must be quite meticulous." I can't help but blush as I thank her, watching as she takes a seat on my couch and crosses her long, shapely legs.

She takes off her sunglasses, putting them down by her side as she smiles at me. Her gaze is penetrating. Her pupils were just as black as her hair, and her aura of confidence oozing out.

"Shall we cut to the chase?" Serenity asks, her lips curling into a seductive smile. I lift an eyebrow, unsure of what she means. Her giggle sends shivers down my spine. "Your sex scene with Annabelle is going to be filmed today. Are you worried?"

I purse my lips together, trying to hide my anxiety. I'd never done a sex scene before – hell, I'd never even had sex before, let alone with a woman. She'd already seen through my first lie, and I couldn't feign confidence anymore.

"A bit…" I whisper, feeling vulnerable under her piercing gaze. She nods knowingly, acknowledging the challenge ahead.

My fingers nervously twiddle as I glance down, my mind racing with thoughts of the impending scene. My character was supposed to be in love with another woman, and in the movie, I was supposed to eat her pussy. The mere thought of it makes my heart race and heat rise to my cheeks.

“You know…” She began, “We could have a stunt double do it if you’re uncomfortable. I’m sure I can work some camera and editing magic.”

I shake my head, “No! It’s a really important scene to the movie, I want to make sure it’s perfect. Thank you, though.”

She nods, leaning back on my couch, her jeans hugging her legs perfectly.

“It’s just…” I continued, “I’ve never… Done that to another girl before. Hell, I’ve never had that done on me. I’ve watched some…uh…videos on the internet, but I’m worried I may not do it right.”

Serenity laughed, tossing her head back. “Oh dear, you innocent little thing. You know… Perhaps we could practice.”

The woman lifted her head, brushing a strand of raven-black hair behind her ears. I furrowed my eyebrows, “Practice how?”

Serenity giggled, her knees parting slightly. My eyes fell to her crotch, hugged by her tight jeans like a second skin.

Immediately, blush filled my cheeks and my eyes widened. “O-oh!”

“Haha! Don’t be so nervous, girl. I’m afraid you’ll pass out during filming.”

Her eyes scanned my body, a glimmer of lust shimmered in her dark pupils. “It’s just an offer, if you don’t want to then that’s fine.”

I bit my lip. Was she really offering me what I think she is? I couldn’t tear my gaze from her pelvis. Her shirt was lifted just enough to tease her fit midriff, and it felt like I could see her pussy lips gnawing at her jeans.

“W-well.. I mean… Perhaps a bit of practice couldn’t hurt.” I said, surprising even myself.

Her smirk grew. “Good girl. This will be good for the both of us.”

She curled her finger, beckoning me closer.

I couldn’t help it — my legs moved me closer to her. This couldn’t actually be happening, could it? Surely this was a joke.

However, as Serenity’s hand reached down her body and undid the button of her jeans — I knew she was serious. My breath stuttered as I caught a glimpse of her pink panties, peering out from under her jeans.

"Come on," Serenity coaxes, her voice sultry and encouraging. "I'll guide you through it."

I nod, finding myself falling to my knees. My mind was racing with a million thoughts — but I couldn’t focus on a single one of them. My hands rode up and down her thighs, as I inched between her knees.

“In the scene, you’ll be taking off Anabelle’s jeans. So let’s practice. Slow and steady, make sure to savour it…” Serenity said, her voice barely louder than a whisper as she rested back on her elbows.

I nodded, biting my lip as my fingers curled past her waistband. My heart was beating like a drum, as was my clit.

Slowly, I pulled down her jeans, peeling them off her body as I revealed more of her pink panties.

My breath whimpered as I pulled the jeans down to her ankles. Her panties hugged her pelvis perfectly.

She giggled, kicking her jeans off and spreading her legs. “Perfect, make sure you have that same look on your face in the scene.” Serenity laughed.

I whimpered, biting my lip as my hands rode her silky soft skin. My thumbs curled around her thighs, inches from her mound. “C-can I take them off?” I asked, waiting for her to laugh this off as a joke.

Instead, Serenity nodded, her heart racing. “Go ahead…”

My trembling fingers reached up, pinching the waistband of her panties. I could see her soft pussy through the thin, moist fabric.

With a deep breath, I yanked her panties down, a strand of grool fell onto the couch as the panties fell to her feet. “O-oh…” I whimpered, my pupils dilating as I leaned into her pelvis.

The scent of her pussy was amazing, like fermented honey. It was sweet and salty at the same time, making my hairs stand on edge.

Serenity chuckles, “You like it so far?”

I nodded, “Y-yes, ma’am…”

My thumbs dug into the skin on either side of her puffy, wet mound. Short blackish hairs adorned the crest where her clit peered out. The entire pussy was glistening with wetness as she spread her legs.

My thumbs pulled her pussy lips apart, revealing the delicate, soft pinkness inside. My hot breath hit her wetness, causing Serenity to whimper.

“M-may I have a taste?” I whimper, feeling my mouth water.

She nodded, biting her lip as her head reached down — her fingers running through my hair. “Go ahead, girl.”

I lean in, planting a soft kiss on the crest of her pussy — right on her clitoral hood.

“Ohhh~” Serenity moaned, her body shaking. “Just like that… Use your entire tongue," she instructs gently, watching me intently. "Start at the bottom and work your way up."

Taking a deep breath, I do as she says, tentatively flicking my tongue along her wet slit. The taste is intoxicating, and I find myself growing bolder, exploring her folds more eagerly.

"Good girl," she praises, her voice laced with pleasure. "Now focus on my clit."

Her guidance helps me navigate this unfamiliar territory, and soon, I'm savoring every moan and gasp that escapes her lips. It's thrilling, empowering even, knowing that I'm the one bringing her such pleasure.

"Keep going, just like that," she encourages, her breathing heavy and ragged. “O-oh!”

Her moans are like music to my ears. I continue, my confidence growing with each stroke of my tongue. My own arousal builds, the pulsing between my legs intensifying until I can barely contain myself.

Serenity's moans crescendo into a scream of release, her body shaking with ecstasy. As her orgasm subsides, she looks down at me, her eyes filled with lust and satisfaction. "You're a natural," she purrs, her lips curling into a tantalizing smile.

“Th-thank you.” I whispered, licking my lips. The sweet and salty concoction is euphoric. My entire body tingles as her filth coats every inch of my mouth.

I leaned in for another taste — I was intoxicated by her slit.

My tongue ran laps, up and down her wetness. Each pass buried deeper than the last as my nose pressed up against her pelvis.

“Mmmmh~” She purred, gripping my roots as her hips grinded against my face.

My eyes rolled back as I melted into the sensation of her wet pussy rubbing against my face. My tongue lashed haphazardly — there was no rhyme or reason to the movement, only pure, animalistic lust. Though, given by Serenity’s moans of pleasure — I reckon that I was doing a good job.

“O-ohhh fuck. You're a natural at this.”

As I tasted her sweet nectar, I couldn't help but feel empowered. My tongue darted in and out of her soft folds, flicking her swollen clit, while my fingers curled around her thighs, holding myself up to her. Every moan from her fueled me, every whimper drove me deeper. The smell of her arousal filled my nostrils, making me lightheaded with desire.

The warmth of her pussy against my face sent shivers down my spine. I savored the taste of honey, licking up every drop that escaped her. My heart raced as she gripped my hair tightly, pulling me closer to her center.

Her juices coated my tongue, dribbling down to my chin as I lapped at her sensitive bud.

She tasted like heaven and hell all at once - an addictive cocktail of pleasure and submission. With each passing moment, my own arousal grew unbearable. My breath came in short gasps as I buried my face deeper into her wet heat, unable to resist the urge to taste more of this forbidden fruit.

"Oh god!" Serenity cried out, arching her back against the couch cushions. Her hips bucked wildly against my face as she approached her climax.

“A-are you going to cum?” I panted, licking my lips. Her swollen, pink clit was fully out of it’s hood. It throbbed as my warm, eager breath landed on it. The filth stained my tongue and face — but I didn’t care.

Serenity nodded, her black hair plastered to her sweaty face. “S-so close!”

I giggled, gripping her thighs as my tongue gently caressed her clit. Just that was enough to make her squirm like a fish out of water.

The vice of her thighs clamped on my face as each breath I took filled my body with her taste and sweet scent. Her moans of sheer joy rang in my ears as Serenity burst into an uncontrollable orgasm.

“Oh! Oh fuck yes!” She cried out, tugging at my roots.

Her pussy flooded, filling my mouth with her delicious filth. My eyes rolled back as I gleefully licked it all up.

Serenity panted, her thighs released my head from the vice grip as she panted, melting into the couch.

“Ohhh~” I gasped, falling back onto my ass. The grool and spit rolled down my chin, ruining my top as I panted for air. The entire trailer was filled with the scent of lovemaking as we both gasped — desperate to fill our lungs.

I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face as I eyed her wet, panting slit. Each breath that Serenity took caused more sticky filth to spill out of her body.

“F-fuck… That was amazing.” She whimpered, wiping the sweat from her brow.

I nodded, biting my lip. “I don’t think I’ll be nervous anymore.” I giggled.

She smirked, “You shouldn’t be… Just try not to make your partner cum on camera.”

I smirked, flashing her a wink. “I’ll try.”

___________________________________________________________________

Story 16: Cold Feet

I stare at my reflection, taking in every detail of my wedding dress as it clings to my body. My heart pounds in my chest, the anticipation and nerves building with each passing second. My perfectly curled hair frames my face, and I had spent hours in the make-up chair. "So... How do I look?" I ask Bryn, smiling nervously.

She laughs, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "You look fucking gorgeous, Kelsey" Her voice is confident, making me blush. Bryn looks amazing too, her long black hair cascading down her back, tattoos peeking out from under her sleeve.

"Come here," she says, stepping closer. As her hands brush my dress, smoothing it over my hips, my breath catches in my throat. The warmth of her touch sends shivers down my spine, and her nearness only amplifies my nerves.

"Don't worry," Bryn whispers, her breath tickling my ear. "You'll be fine."

Her words are meant to comfort me, but they don't quite reach the pit of uncertainty that's been growing inside me all day. I try to shake off the feeling, focusing on the excitement of marrying Kurt — but something is bubbling deep down in the pits of my stomach. Something telling me to tear my dress off and run for the hills.

"Thank you," I murmur, my gaze lingering on her as I shake the doubts from my head. Bryn smiles and tucks a strand of her raven black hair behind her ear. She looks stunning in her dark violet dress that hugs her body like a second skin, making all her curves pop. Her breasts press up against the fabric, her cleavage on full display. I know she'd never wear such a revealing, girly dress under normal circumstances, but she did it for me. She'd do anything for me.

Bryn's eyes narrow as if she can sense the tension and nerves surging through me. She chuckles, her hands finding my shoulders and gently massaging them. "Kurt is a lucky guy," she whispers, her thumbs rubbing soothing circles around my shoulder blades.

I whimper at her touch, so soft and delicate. She knows exactly how to make me relax. My eyelids flutter, and I stare at myself in the mirror. I had wanted to be married since I could remember... But something doesn't feel right.

"Hey, Kelsey, talk to me," Bryn encourages, her voice laced with concern.

I sigh, trying to find the words. "I don't know, Bryn. I love Kurt, but... I just can't shake this feeling."

"Maybe it's just pre-wedding jitters?" she suggests, her fingers continuing their gentle massage.

"Maybe..." I reply, unconvinced. The sensation of her hands on my skin sends shivers down my spine, only adding to my confusion. As if sensing my unease, Bryn moves closer, her breath warm on my neck.

Bryn's chin rests on my shoulder, her warm breath tickling my neck. "You look like a deer in headlights," she says, her voice sultry and teasing. The scent of her lavender perfume fills my nose, making my heart skip a beat.

I can't deny it anymore. My hand reaches up, grabbing hers. "Wh-what if this is the wrong decision..." I mutter, tears swelling in my eyes. “I love Kurt... but something about the wedding feels wrong.” I feel Bryn's body pressing up against mine, her soft curves fitting perfectly with my own. Her eyelashes bat as she gazes into my eyes, her breath slowing down.

Bryn’s lips curl up into a grin. “Hey, remember when we were sitting in our dorm room, the day before your first date with Kurt?”

“How could I forget?” I said with a giggle. My mind rushed back to our college dorm — the floor covered in clothes as I sat crossed-legged on my bed, Bryn brushing my hair behind me. How I longed to go back to those simpler times.

“You were so nervous to go on your date with him… You remember the advice I gave you, don’t you?” She said, a devious flicker in her eyes.

Red blush filled my cheeks. “I… I do.”

Bryn’s advice on how to get my nerves out was… unconventional.

“Something tells me that masturbating isn’t going to calm me down this time,” I said, scoffing.

“Why not?” She asked.

I chuckled, but the girl had a stone face.

“You can’t be serious? Bryn, the ceremony is in an hour.”

She smirked, “More than enough time.”

I stared at her, expecting her to break out into laughter — but instead, the devious smirk on her lips grew. “It’s my job to make sure that you are ready for the wedding, Kels…” She said, her hands massaging even deeper into my shoulder.

I let out a whimper as she dug her thumbs into my shoulder blades. Fuck, did it feel good.

Slowly, Bryn’s hands slipped off my shoulders. Her fingers trailed down the sides of my body as her hand curled around to my stomach. “Perhaps… I can help you out.”

My heart skipped a beat. Her delicate hand pressed against my flat stomach — her fingers inches from my waistline.

“Bryn…” My voice slipped out in a huff. “Are you serious?”

She shrugged, “I did say that I’d do anything for you, didn’t I?”

My nipples hardened, pushing up against the silky white fabric of my bust as her breath landed on the nape of my neck.

I pressed my thighs together as my cheeks flushed. Bryn let out a giggle, “I always knew how to get a reaction out of you.”

Her hands curled down as her palm pressed against my pussy. I whimpered, arching my butt against her pelvis. “O-oh, Bryn~”

Through the thin fabric of my wedding dress, and my delicate panties underneath I could feel her soft hand cupping my slit.

During our college days, Bryn and I had always been close — but never this close. She had always been the flirty type, even with me, but I never expected this.

Yet… Something awoke within me. Something fierce.

“You aren’t married yet… And I’ve always wanted to do this.” She whispered before planting a soft kiss on my neck.

“Ohh~” I moaned, tilting my head to the side, exposing my neck to her soft lips. My blonde hair cascaded down like sunkissed waves as my mind raced. My wedding was an hour away — all my friends, family, and my betrothed were just downstairs, waiting for me to commit to my fiance for life.

And yet. None of that mattered. All that mattered was Bryn and I — right now — in this room.

Bryn’s hand trailed down to the slit of the dress, running down from my thighs. I shifted, spreading my legs as her hand slipped in the slit. Her soft touch against my bare skin was intoxicating. “Oh Bryn!” I whimpered. All the racing thoughts in my head disappeared into a puff of smoke as her slender fingers pressed against my white panties.              “Why don’t you lay back on the bed, and let me get the jitters out…” Bryn whispered, sucking on my earlobe. Shivers shot down my spine as my eyes fluttered close, I nodded emphatically as she guided me to the luscious bed of the bridal suite.

My hair and makeup had taken hours, but at this point, I didn’t care. My clit was doing all the thinking — and it needed her.

I fell back into the cloud soft mattress with a huff, my dress clung to my body like a second skin.

Bryn giggled as she crawled onto the bed, her ass wiggling in the air as she crawled forward. “What kind of a maid of honor would I be if I didn’t take care of you, love?” She whispered.

Her hands gently grabbed my dress, pulling it up my body. I whimpered, squirming as she lifted the dress around my waist.

My trembling thighs peered out as I held the dress to my pelvis. My panties were hugging my tight, bald mound. The fabric was delicate and lacey, Kurt loved silk panties — but Bryn would be the first one to enjoy them.

She smirked, arching her back as she planted a soft kiss on my inner thigh. “Oh!” I whimpered, a shiver shooting up my spine.

“Bryn~ Th-this is so wrong.” I moaned, the pleasure surging through me like a storm.

“Then tell me to stop.” She replied, her mouth hovering over my moist panties.

I panted, “D-don’t stop….”

She grinned. “Good girl.”

My heart races as Bryn's warm breath tickles my thigh, and she leans in closer. Her fingers fumble with the delicate silk ribbon at the waist of my panties, her mouth watering eyes locked onto mine. I gasped softly when the cool fabric slid down my legs, revealing me to her greedy gaze.

She tilts her head slightly, taking in every inch of my bare pussy as if it's a rare gem she's never seen before. It feels both familiar and foreign at the same time, like a secret we're sharing in this intimate moment.

My tight, bald mound was glistening with wetness. My slit was tight and shut — and yet at the same time, it begged her to come and pleasure it.

"You're so beautiful," she whispers, her voice hoarse with desire. Her fingers glide gently over my outer lips. “Kurt is so fucking lucky.”

Her slender finger teased up and down my slit, only her tip parting past my eager lips. “Oh! F-fuck!” I moaned. My pussy bloomed, begging her finger to push in.

My hips buck against her touch, begging for more as Bryn runs her fingers from the tip of my slit down to the base.

The girl draped her tongue out — her dark eyes peering into my quivering blue ones. The corners of her lips curled into a dark smile as her mouth lowered.

As soon as her tongue hit the hood of my clit, my back arched and slammed back down into the mattress. “Oh yes!” I gasped.

Her warm breath landed on my pulsating cunt as her finger slowly pushed inside my sopping wetness.

“Mmmh~” She moaned, her eyes fluttered as her tongue circled my clit, which began to peer past the hood.

“Oh fuck, Bryn!” I gasped, the air shooting from my lungs.

Bryn whimpered, her smile growing as her eyes fluttered close. The girl wiggled her ass in the air as her finger pushed deeper and deeper inside of my tight, wet cunt.

My breath panted, shallow and eager as I felt the walls of my slit gripping her finger like a glove. Her tongue gently circled my clit as she sucked on my slit.

She was so much more talented than Kurt. Bryn knew what she was doing, and she knew exactly how to please me.

My jaw dropped as my mind drowned in a sea of pleasure. I reached down, my fingers slipping through her hair as I gripped her roots. The scent of her shampoo filled the air as I squirmed on the bed.

Her long, slender fingers curved perfectly against my G-spot and massaged it gently, sending shivers of pleasure coursing through my body. Her breath on my sensitive bud was driving me wild. I gripped the sheets with one hand — my other hand tugging on her roots, unable to hold back any longer. My body began to tremble as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me. “Fuck fuck fuck~” I squealed.

“You taste so good," she murmured before thrusting her finger in and out of me in a slow, steady rhythm. My heart raced in my chest, my nipples hardened underneath the lace of my dress. The fabric was growing damp with sweat, sticking to my skin as the room spun around us.

My hips bucked against her hand, begging for more as she continued to tease me mercilessly. The scent of our arousal filled the air around us; it was intoxicating and addictive.

Bryn moved her tongue from my clit down to my sopping wet slit. As her finger pressed in and out of my cunt like a piston — her tongue lashed against my slit.

Each tongue lash hit me like a whip, causing me to squirm.

“Oh yessss!” I growled. My trembling thighs clamped around her face like a vice. My head swirled with pure euphoria as my clit throbbed — sending shockwaves throughout my spine.

Just as I began to melt to her, a knock on the bedroom door rang out. I gasped, jerking my head up from the pillow.

“Y-yes?” I cried out, my pupils quivering. Bryn didn't stop, the girl gripped my thigh with her free hand as she devoured my slit.

“Kelsey? Bryn?” A voice called out from the other side of the door. It sounded like Megan, one of my other bridesmaids. “You two ready in there?”

I bit my lip, shivering as I tried to compose myself. “Y-yeah, just, f-finishing up… Oh!” I whimpered. “Dress is a bit tight.” I gasped.

“Oh, okay.” Meghan said. “Let me know if you need a hand.”

“Okay!” I cried out, trying my hardest to keep the euphoria out of my voice as my head slammed back down on the pillow.

My hair fanned out on the pearl-white sheets. The room spun overhead as the sounds of Bryn’s deep moans rang in my ears.

The wetness ran down my ass onto the sheets, ruining them as I squirmed and moaned.

I glanced down at the raven-haired beauty as she devoured me. Her eyes fluttered open as she glanced up at me.

She smiled at me knowingly as she pulled her finger out of my tight cunt, her tongue licking the juices away. I let out a soft whimper and then a heavy sigh, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath.

The girl giggled as she rose to her knees. Filth ran down her chin as she pulled her finger from my cunt.

I gasped, feeling my pussy whimper — begging to be filled again.

“I can’t keep myself off you…” She moaned, pulling her dress up to her pelvis. I tossed my hands over my head, my eyes fixated on her legs as the frill of her violet skirt rode up.

She smirked devilishly as she held the dress up to her hips. She wasn’t wearing any panties.

“You naughty thing.” I whimpered, staring at her naked cunt. Her lips bloomed like a flower after a spring rain, and her black pubes were nice and trimmed.

Bryn giggled, crawling over me. My legs wrapped around her waist as she crawled over me. “I couldn’t help it. Just looking at you in such a tight wedding dress gets me so wet. I didn’t want to ruin any panties.

Her body pressed against mine as my ankles locked around her waist. Bryn moaned as she pinned me down to the sheets, our pussies rubbed against one another as her black hair draped over my face. I stared up longingly at her face as I whimpered.

“I want us to cum together, baby…” She whispered before pushing her face against mine.

I whimpered as our faces smushed. Her tongue danced with mine, and I could taste myself on her lips. It was an intoxicating mix of sweetness and mysterious flavor that made me want more.

Slowly, Bryn began to sway her hips. Her pussy making out with mine as our lips did the same.

My hands ran through her hair again, this time gripping it tightly as she ground against me, grinding our hips together in perfect synchrony. The feeling of her warmth against me was addictive.

Her short pubes tickled my wet inner thigh, and our clits pressed together. Pleasure surged through me as I felt my orgasm about to bubble over.

Bryn sucked on my tongue, moaning deeply as her body shivered.

The scent of our arousal filled the room now, making it hard to resist any longer.

“I-I’m cumming, Kels.” She whimpered, her breath stuttering.

“Me too, fuck~”

The pleasure boiled over as my clit throbbed. “Oh~”

“C-cum with me!” She begged, nestling her face into my collar. My arms and legs wrapped around her. Her thin dress did little to hide the softness of her skin as she swayed her hips.

“Oh, oh, oh!” I panted. “Oh fuck!”

My shrill voice boomed through the room as my orgasm exploded. At the same time, Bryn’s body shivered, going rigid as she gasped. “Ahhh yessssss!”

I could feel her pussy squirt against mine, our bodies rubbing together as we succumbed to our shared bliss. My toes curled behind her back as my mind melted. The orgasm slammed into me like a storm — drowning me in pleasure as I gasped for air.

“Ohhhhhhh!”

With a final, deep gasp, my arms and legs collapsed. I starfished on the filthy sheets, my entire body spinning as I whimpered.

Bryn huffed, rolling off me as she brushed the hair from her face. “Holy fuck… That was amazing.”

My body shivered. The grool and cum pooled around my pelvis, and the sweat on my body seeped into my dress, making the fabric nearly transparent. “H-holy…”

My head was still spinning, I could barely hold onto a single coherent thought. The residual pleasure still in my veins.

Bryn lifted herself on her elbows. “Fuck… We are filthy.” She looked down, her eyes inspecting the messy damage on our pussies.

I giggled, still reeling in a euphoric high. “We are… Fuck it, I don’t care.”

By this point, everyone would have been gathered downstairs — eagerly awaiting my arrival.

I didn’t care at all. Bryn had shown me pleasure that I had never experienced before.

I rolled over, grabbing her and pulling her body into mine. “Let’s stay up here forever.”

She giggled, planting a soft kiss on my lips. The residual sweetness of my grool lingered on her lips, making my clit throb back to life. “Sounds good to me…”

Story 17: The Fitting Room

I pushed my way into the fitting room. Brooke stared up at me with her bright blue eyes as she sat on the bench in her silky lingerie. “I don’t think we’ll find my dress here…”

She said, defeated.

I scoffed, hanging up half a dozen wedding dresses I found on the rack. “Nonsense, your dream dress is here somewhere. I know it.”

She huffed, glancing at the hanging dresses. “These are all princess style… I think I want something tighter. Ya know, something to show off my curves.” She said with a giggle.

I rolled my eyes. “Just try on the dress, will you?”

She sighed, standing to her feet. The blonde girl spun, inspecting herself in the mirror as I chose the first dress for her to try on. “You know…” Brooke began, “Perhaps I should just get married like this. In silky white panties, leggings, and a bralette. My diet has really been paying off.”

“That would be quite the treat for all your guests.” I scoffed. In truth, I wouldn’t mind one bit.

Brooke had been my roommate since college, and ever since I laid eyes on her — I knew I was in love.

Her beautiful smile and wonderful personality had drawn me into her like a moth to a flame, and ever since she had gotten engaged — Brooke had been on a rigorous diet and workout regiment. And fuck, was it paying off.

Her body was toned and slim, her ass was nice and bubbly, eating up the white fabric of her snug panties. While she had lost weight, her tits were still nice and round, seemingly even more so with her flat stomach.

“Here, step into this,” I said, kneeling down beside her and opening the princess-style wedding dress.

Brook held onto my shoulders as she stepped into the big, white dress. The whiff of her vanilla perfume was enough to make my eyes flutter as I pursed my lips together — suppressing my whimper.

I lifted the dress up, my eyes admiring every inch of her soft, flawless body as I did.

Brooke huffed, holding the dress against her bust as I zipped up the back. Her shoulders were so shapely, I was mesmerized.

“Hmm… I don’t think so, Sara. It’s tight around my chest, but the stomach is too loose.”

Brooke sighed, falling back on the bench. “This is a waste of time.”

Her lips pursed together as she reached out and took me by the hand. “Thanks for helping, Sara”

I smiled back at her as our palms pressed together, I could feel my heart racing. “Come one, let’s get you back into your regular clothes. There is a nice boutique down the street. We can try that.”

Brooke nodded, “and perhaps get some ice cream after? I need a cheat day.”

I laughed, “Sure. Sounds good.”

She stood again, her blonde hair cascading down her back. I undid the zipper of her dress and grabbing the fabric by her hips, I yanked the dress down to her feet.

“Eek!” Brooke yelped.

My cheeks flushed red. When I grabbed her dress, my fingers must have grabbed the waistband of her panties as well!

The panties rode down her thighs, pooling by her bare feet.

Brook’s cheeks rushed with red, her hands reached down, clamping over her pussy — but I was at eye level with it, and had seen everything.

My jaw dropped. “F-fuck…” I muttered, the embarrassment mixing with pure pleasure as Brook squeezed her thighs together. Her arms squeezed against her tits as she tried to cover herself, just making them pop out even more.

My hand clamped over my mouth as I watched her trembling, cheeks red as a beacon.

She tried to sit back on the bench, but her feet tangled with the dress around her ankles. With a loud yelp, Brooke went tumbling to the floor. Her hands tossed into the air and her feet spread — revealing all of her to me. “EEEK!”

She whimpered as she laid on the floor, rubbing the back of her head. I should have helped her up — but I was fixated on her tight slit.

Fuck. It looked amazing. Her lips were nice and puffy and completely bald. Her pinkness inside peered out, just enough to tease her wetness.

Brooke whimpered as she rose onto her elbows. Her eyes fixated on me, but I couldn’t break my gaze from her tight slit.

“S-Sara…?” Brooke whimpered. The blonde slowly closed her thighs — breaking me from my dirty thoughts.

“O-oh… Sorry. I was just…” My mind was racing, desperate to explain the mesmerized stare I just gave her cunt.

Instead of being creeped out, Brooke laughed. “You look like Marcus did the first time he saw me naked.”

“Well, Marcus is a lucky guy,” I said, feeling the envy grow in my heart.

Brooke pursed her lips together as she squirmed on the carpeted floor. “You know, Sara… You’re actually the second person to ever have seen my pussy…” She whispered.

My eyes popped, “R-really?”

“Beside Marcus… and my gynecologist, I guess, but she doesn’t count,” Brooke said with an innocent giggle. “It kinda feels good to know that he isn’t the only one anymore.”

I smiled, “Well, I did only get a quick glance.”

Her eyes met mine. Something twinkled in her sapphire pupils — something dirty. 
“Well, how about a longer look?” She asked, her voice hardly louder than a breath.

“R-really?” I stuttered. Now it was my cheeks that were bright as a beacon.

Brooke nodded her head, a single strand of long blonde hair falling in front of her face.

She nodded with a wide smile. “I’m not sure why… But I think I’d feel better if you saw it as well. I don’t want Marcus to be the only one who gets to enjoy it…”

“S-sure…” I said, still unsure how serious she was.

“Good…” Brooke replied. The girl leaned back against the fitting room wall as her thighs slowly parted.

I couldn't believe it. Brooke was actually offering me to see her pussy, up close and personal. My heart raced in anticipation as I crawled closer, my breath hitching in my throat.

Her lips were glistening with sweat and wetness, the pinkness inside as bright as bubblegum.

“Fuck… It looks so… Innocent.” I muttered. My face leaned in closer between her thighs. The scent of her sweet grool mixed with her vanilla perfume, making my clit throb underneath my pants.

“Thank you~” Brooke giggled, her hands rode down her fit stomach. Using her index and middle fingers — she slowly spread herself, revealing her soft inner slit. “Marcus always says I taste like candy. What do you think?” She asked, biting her soft pink lip.

“I suppose I can try…” I muttered.

My tongue darted out to taste the soft skin of her inner thigh, causing her to let out a soft moan. Brooke's legs trembled slightly as I traced the outline of her bald pussy lips with my wet tongue, feeling the heat emanating from her core.

“Mmh, Sara.” Brooke gasped, tossing her head back.

The gentle lapping sound filled the air as I carefully kissed my way up towards her clit, tasting every inch of her sensitive folds. She smelled like heaven and tasted even better –- sweet and slightly salty from arousal.

She tasted even better than candy. “Fuckkk~” I moaned into her pelvis as my tongue began to lash against her slit.

Her juices coated my tongue as I teased her with light flicks of my tongue, sending shivers down her spine.

I looked up at her, watching as she bit her lip in pleasure.

She looked so sexy with her eyes half-closed and lips parted, exposing those plump, glossy lips that begged for more attention. "Is this what you want?" I asked quietly, voice cracking slightly from nerves and anticipation.

Brooke nodded slowly, "Mmmhm." Her hips began to rock subtly against my face, encouraging me to continue.

Her thighs clamped around my flushed face as my tongue ran strokes up and down her cunt. Brooke tried to stifle her moans but the innocent whimpers slipped past her lips with each lash of my tongue.

Her moans were like music to my ears. As roommates, I had often heard her and Marcus having sex late at night. Sometimes I would even touch myself, imagining it was me making her moan with delight — well now, it actually was me.

With renewed confidence, I slipped two fingers into her tight entrance and began to probe gently, finding how wet she was already. Brooke let out a gasp at the unexpected touch but didn't push me away. Instead, her hands gripped my brown hair, holding me down between her thighs as my tongue lashed and my fingers pushed deeper.

Her tight, pink cunt gripped my two fingers like a glove. She was so wet, yet so tight.

Even my fingers had trouble pushing all the way in — I could only imagine how tight it was for Marcus’ cock.

My fingers slowly pushed in and out, her lips gripping them like a glove as the exacerbated gasps escaped Brooke’s lips. Her body was trembling, and her nipples poked out from underneath her bra.

As I licked her, my free hand rode up her body, taking her big, round tit in my grip. “M-mhh~” Brooke’s breath stuttered as I dug my fingers into her chest — feeling her erect nipple push against my palm.

“Does that feel good?” I whispered into her pelvis.

She nodded her head with a groan, eyes closed and lips parted in bliss.

My fingers continued to thrust in and out of her pussy, hitting that perfect spot that made her moan, the walls of her channel squeezing around them tightly. My tongue lapped at her clit, teasing it gently at first then more insistently as she grew more desperate for contact. The taste of her was addictive, a sweet nectar that made my mouth water for more. Her scent filled my senses as I delved deeper, my tongue flicking over and around her sensitive bud while my fingers plunged in and out of her wet heat.

The slick sound filled the air as if it echoed the wet noises emanating from our frenzied motions. "Mmhh!" she cried out, arching her back and throwing her head back against the wall behind her. Hearing the pleasure in her voice sent shivers down my spine; I couldn't believe I was making Brooke sound like this.

Her hips bucked up off the floor as if pulled by an invisible force, thrusting against my face. "Aahh! Oh God!" She cried out, fingers clenching in my hair now, holding me tight against her dripping slit. Her musky scent mixed with vanilla filled my nostrils as I looked up at her quivering body. She looked so beautiful.

Brooke gasped for air. “Oooh Sara! Fuck, y-you’re so good at this~” she moaned.

I giggled, thinking back to all the times Brooke had complained to me about the bad sex between her and Marcus, about how the man never worshipped her body like she deserved.

I intended to right his wrongs.

With my fingers knuckle deep inside of her wetness, my tongue rode up and down her slit. Each lap of my tongue buried deeper than the last until Brooke was left gasping for air. Our fitting room was tucked away in the corner of the bridal boutique, but still, her voice carried in the air.

I didn’t care who might have heard. I just knew that I needed to make her cum.

The sound of her pleasure made my toes curl as I lapped eagerly at her tight slit, my tongue exploring every inch of her inner walls. My fingers thrust deeper inside of her, finding her G-spot and rubbing it vigorously as she gasped and moaned. Her juices flowed freely now, coating my face with a mixture of sweat and arousal.

Brooke gasped, squirming like a fish out of water as the woman locked her ankles around my back, her pillow-soft thighs locking my head in place like a vice. “Fuck fuck fuck!” She yelped as she tugged my hair.

 I sucked on her clit harder, feeling her hips buck up off the floor as she cried out again. "Oh god! Sara! That feels so fucking good!" she groaned, losing herself to the sensations coursing through her body.

“Does it?’ I panted between strokes of my tongue. My own mind was buzzing with pleasure as saliva and grool dripped off my chin. “Are you going to cum for me?”

She arched into my touch with a moan that vibrated against my lips. "Yes... yes, right there," she whimpered, her voice desperate.

Her pussy squeezed around my fingers and tongue in time with each thrust and lick, showing me just how much she enjoyed this forbidden pleasure. Her walls contracted tightly around my digits as they plunged in and out of her wet heat, making me yearn for more of her softness. The wet sounds filled the room now; it was clear that Brooke couldn't hold back

“I-I’m going to cum! Oh fuck! I can’t hold it any longer!” She whimpered her voice on the verge of breaking. “Oh god!”

My body shivered. Her clit throbbed in my lips, matching my own clitoral quakes.

My eyes rolled back as the pleasure surged through both of us like a storm — despite me being the one eating her out — I felt the same pleasure as she did.

“Oh fuckkkkkk~” Brooke gasped, her back arching off the moist, sweat covered carpet before falling back in a huff.

The blonde gasped, stray strands of hair on her sweaty face as her tired legs slipped off my back. Her thigh vice around my face let free — allowing me to toss my head back.

“Fuck…” I panted, the grool and spit rolling down my chin and covering my top.

Her soft skin, her taste, her whimpers, and her scent still dominated my senses as I stared down at her in pure lust.

Brooke wiped her brow — her lungs sucking in air as her trembling blue eyes met mine.

We both burst into laughter as I crawled up beside her on the soft carpet.

“Fuck… I can’t believe we just did that.” She panted.

I smiled, staring lovingly into her eyes. “You have no idea how long I wanted to do that.”

The wetness from my own pussy seeped past my panties. I squeezed my thighs together, feeling the wetness slosh.

She huffed, stroking my face before leaning in for a kiss. Our lips met delicately, unlike the wild love making we just had.

My tongue danced with her’s, as she moaned into my mouth — tasting her own sweetness.

“I… I need you again.” The beautiful bride-to-be moaned. “Marcus… He can’t please me like you just did. Fuck… I didn’t know I could cum like that.” She broke the kiss, staring down at the spilling pool of filth from her slit.

I laughed, my hand running down her panting stomach. “Don’t worry. We will. I’m addicted to your cunt.”

My fingers pressed against her excited, stimulated clit.

“Oh~!” Brooke gasped, clinging onto my arm as she squirmed. My fingers circled the crest of her pussies as I lost myself in her gaze.

My beautiful best friend had now turned into my lover. Just like I had always dreamed.

Story 18: Naughty Gift

I rushed to the front door as the doorbell rang throughout the empty house. My bathrobe fluttered behind me like a cape.

I peered through the peephole, my curly red hair still wet from the shower.

On the front step, Stacy swayed back and forth, a neatly wrapped present in her arms.

The door flew open.

“Stacy!” I cried in glee, grabbing the petite brunette and pulling her in for a hug. It had been months since I’d seen her!

“Hey, Madi!” She said, balancing the present in one palm while the other rubbed up and down my back.

I pulled the bathing gown across my chest, stepping to the side and allowing her in.

“I’m so sorry I missed the Bridal party last night. I thought I could make it into town, but the weather was brutal.” She said, huffing.

“Not a problem at all. Thanks so much for trying. At least you’ll be here for the wedding!”

“I wouldn’t miss that for the world.” She said with a wide smile. “Here’s my bridal party gift. I’m sure you’ll love it.” Stacy said with a cheeky wink.

“You shouldn’t have,” I replied. I tied the cord of my bathing gown around my waist, taking the present as I led her to the living room.

Stacy and I had been so close back in college. We were Sorority sisters and got into heaps of mischief. Even now, years after graduating, a night out on the town with her was always wild!

Stacy huffed as she sat on the couch, her arms spread along the backrest. She draped one leg over the other as if she owned the place. “Open your gift. I want to see your reaction.” She said a wide smile on her face.

I sat down next to her, tucking my hair behind my ears as I placed the present on my lap. The box was wrapped so neatly, with a frill pink bow on the top.

Slowly, I began to unwrap the present, the box wasn’t particularly heavy — but Stacy couldn’t keep the giddy smirk off her lips.

As the wrapping paper fell to the floor, I held the brown cardboard box, shaking it gently as I heard a thumping inside. “Hmmm, I wonder what it could be.”

“Let’s just say, it’s something that ALL married women need,” Stacy said with a coy chuckle.

My fingers pulled back the tap holding the flaps down, the box opened, and I pushed aside the wrapping paper…

“What the?!” I yelped, eyes widening and blush rushing to my cheeks.

Stacy let out a loud laugh, tossing her head back as she rubbed my shoulders. “You’re welcome.”

I whimpered, reaching in my hands wrapped around the biggest dildo I had ever seen in my life. The thing was nearly as long and thick as my forearm — hell, my fingers couldn’t even fully warp around the realistic silicone shaft.

Blood filled my cheeks. “Stace… Are you out of your mind?”

“Oh come now,” She scoffed, grabbing the toy from my trembling hand. She held the dildo up to her face, “This is a woman’s best friend. Especially a married woman.”

The thing was sculpted to resemble a real cock — but I had never seen one this before.

Fake veins rode up the shaft towards the thick, bulbous tip. Stacy ran her hand up and down the shaft as she whimpered. “I have one just like it. Trust me, you’ll thank me after your first ride with it.”
“R-ride?” I stuttered. Just imagining that gigantic thing inside my body made me queasy.

I should have figured Stacy would have gotten me something so crass. For my 21st birthday, she had hired a male stripper to raid my party.

She rolled her doe brown eyes. “Don’t tell me you’ve never played with yourself before.”

“I have a man who I’m about to marry. Need I remind you?”

She scoffed. “Brandon? Look me in the eyes and tell me he has a cock anywhere near as big as this.”

“Of course he doesn’t! That isn’t natural.” I said, gesturing to the toy which weighed as much as a newborn.
“That’s the best part!”

I scoffed, standing to my feet, “I appreciate the sentiment — but I think you’ll enjoy the toy a lot more than I will.”

Stacy pursed her lips, a stray strand of brown hair dangling in front of her face. The corners of her lips curled into a sly smirk as she gripped the toy, her other hand gently running up and down the shaft.

“If you want me to show you how to use it… I’d be happy to.”

Stacy flashed me a wink, sending shivers up my spine. My body trembled, causing the gown to loosen around my waist. “I… I don’t think so!” I stuttered.

“Oh come on, don’t you remember when I showed you how to please a man back in college? Before you went on your first-ever date?” She replied.

My body trembled. Stacy had always been more sexually experienced than me — and had given me some useful lessons back in the day — but this was too far.

Even still, my eyes lingered on the dildo. Heat pooled in my pelvis as I watched Stacy’s hand gently stroke it up and down — her fingers seemed so familiar with the thing.

Just imagining such a big toy inside her tiny body was enough to make me shudder.

The girl giggled, leaning forward, her hand grabbed the fabric of my bathing gown. “Come lay down on the couch. Let me show you, just once. If you don’t like it, I’ll take the dildo home with me — no questions asked.”

My lips pursed together. She had always been persistent — But deep down, a part of me was morbidly curious. If her petite and delicate body could take it… Could mine as well?

“F-fine…” I muttered. “Just this once…”

“Good girl.” Stacy muttered, giggling.

She patted the seat next to her, beckoning me to sit down. My body trembled, but I couldn’t deny the eager anticipation rushing through my spine.

Stacy turned to face me, one hand on the dildo, the other running up and down my thigh. My breath hitched as she grabbed the soft fabric of my gown — riding it higher and higher up my trembling leg.

She bit her lip, gaze fixated on my body as she pulled the fabric apart. The waist-tie slowly came undone — letting the soft gown slouch off my body.

I took a deep breath — she had seen me naked before, but something about this time felt different.

Still, I couldn’t resist her.

Shrugging my shoulders, I let the bathing gown fall to the cushion — revealing my naked body.

“Damn…” She huffed. “Still as tight as I remember.”

I blushed, a strand of ginger hair falling out of place as I glanced at her. My body wasn’t the same as my college days, back when I was a star cheerleader, but I still made an effort to keep active. My finance never noticed — but Stacy did.

She curled her fingers around my thigh, gently spreading my legs. I whimpered, leaning back on the couch as my nipples hardened. My bouncing tits swayed as I squirmed on the couch.

Stacy’s eyes flickered as she eyed my slit. The labia lips bloomed like the petals of a rose, and the ginger pubes were already glistening. Whether it was from the shower — or my own excitement, I wasn’t sure.

The brunette leaned in, and her warm breath landed on my skin — sending a shiver up my spine.

Our eyes met, I couldn’t hide it any longer — I needed her.

“Stace…” I moaned, my voice barely louder than a whisper. “I missed you…”

“So did I, Madi.”

She bit her lip, taking the dildo and running the head up my stomach. I whimpered, feeling the hard silicon press against my flushed skin. As soon as she pressed it against my nipple, I let out a whimper. “Ohhh~”

Stacy giggled, inching closer to me. “This isn’t even the best part.” She whispered.

Suddenly, her finger pressed a button on the base of the toy — making it vibrate to life.

“Eek!” I yelped, the vibrations were soft, but against my sensitive, hard nipple, it sent tremors through my spine. “Ohh fuck!”

I moaned, melting back in the cushion as the pleasure surged through me.

With a mischievous grin, Stacy slowly lowered the giant dildo toward my wet folds. It felt so hot and inviting. The weight of it dragged across my skin, teasing me as she brought it closer to my entrance. "Just think of this as training for when Marcus can never satisfy you anymore," she whispered with a wink. As she pressed the toy against the entrance, it opened up wider.

I squirmed like a fish out of water, feeling my moist lips grip the tip of the vibrating toy. The racing thoughts in my head swept up into a typhoon as my clit tingled. “Ohhhhh~” I moaned, my body tensing.

I gasped at the intrusion, feeling the smooth silicon slide inside my warmth. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before. Stacy's free hand held onto mine, squeezing tight as she pushed in more of the dildo. “Just relax… It’s big, but your pussy can take it. Trust me.”

"You're so tight," she purred, continuing to push it deeper until resistance gave way to the bulbous tip pressing at my cervix. "I bet Marcus’ cock is nothing compared to this?"

"N-no," I panted, eyes rolling back as every nerve ending lit up like fireworks in my core. I didn’t know if my body could handle it, but couldn't bring myself to tell her to stop as she thrusted the fake cock in and out of my pussy with an easy motion that made my hips jerk off the couch in response.

My walls clenched around the foreign object in my body — each thrust making me gasp and moan at the heavenly sensations filling me up like none other.

My jaw dropped and my eyes rolled back. Stacy only had half of the dildo inside of me, and the vibration was set to the lowest setting — and yet, even that was enough to make my entire being melt.

She giggled, leaning in and holding her face inches from mine. I could barely focus my eyes on hers, as she rose to her knees. “Doesn’t it feel amazing?”

All I could do was muster a weak nod, my breathing was shallow and my entire being was fixated on handling the cock inside of me.

Stacy snickered at the distress on my face. “Aww, poor Mads. Does it hurt? Want me to stop?”

“F-fuck no!” I managed to wheeze. Despite the pain and pressure, the vibrating shaft against my clit was euphoric.

My pussy spilled wet grool as I panted, biting my lip to keep from screaming in pleasure.

She smirked, leaning down and kissing me. Her lips locked against mine, her tongue slipping out and filling my mouth as I let out a moan. “Mmmmmh~”

Her lips tasted like cherries as Stacy held her mouth against mine. In college, we had kissed in bars to get free drinks from horny bartenders, but something about this kiss was different. This was pure passion.

My tongue embraced hers as Stacy slowly pushed the dildo deeper inside of me. My jaw dropped once again as I panted against her flushed face. Stacy let out a deep moan as she sucked on my tongue, her free hand gripping my waist as she slide the toy deeper.

The walls of my cunt stretched and clenched around the intruder, but they couldn't resist the pleasure it brought. My moans grew louder, echoing around the room as I felt her delightful assault. The dildo hit every spot inside me, making me shudder and buck my hips.

“Ohhhh yesssss!” I cried out in pleasure.

Fireworks burst in my head as my lips gripped the shaft. Wetness dripped down my ass, ruining the couch cushion as I squirmed like a fish out of water. My nails clawed at her back as I held Stacy up to me.

The girl giggled kissing my neck as she panted, “Take it, babe.” She whispered. The grool spilling out of my slit coated her slender fingers as she held the toy all the way inside of me.

My cunt was gaping — but it felt so good. The pain and pleasure mixed like a cocktail, intoxicating me.

Her other hand rode up my thigh, and squeezed my breast, pinching the nipple hard before taking it between her fingers and rolling it. "Oh God!" I cried out, arching my back as she continued to fuck me with the dildo.

“Such a good girl. Back in college, you were such a slut, good to see that you haven’t changed much.” Stacy giggled.

“F-fuck me, Stace…” I moaned, my eyes fluttering as I drowned in the euphoria. My legs spread as much as they could to accommodate the sheer size of the dildo — but even that wasn’t enough. I could feel the shaft press up against my stomach — the gentle vibrations coursing through me like an earthquake.

She purred before leaning down and engulfing one of my hardened nipples between her lips. Suckling and nibbling on it while thrusting the toy deeper inside of me, stretching my tight pussy even more.

The pain and pressure from the dildo — mixed with the softness of her mouth suckling on my tits was too much to bare. I could feel my orgasm building — about to erupt like a dormant volcano.

The dildo had freed me from the shackles of a stale sex life. My insides clenched around it like a vice, desperately holding onto it as if it were the real thing. Every time she pulled out, I felt a stab of pain, but every thrust was a tidal wave of ecstasy that washed over me.

“S-Stace… Oh fuck, I’m going to cum~” I moaned, barely able to even breathe.

Her tongue lashed against my hard, pink nipple as she let out a moan. “C-cum for me.” She whimpered, her hot breath tingling against my sensitive nipple.

My legs rose in the air, toes curling as I squirmed on the couch. I couldn’t fight the orgasm anymore.

The vibrations against my clit, mixed with Stacy’s soft kisses were too much to handle. My orgasm boiled, flooding my entire body and mind in a tidal wave.

“OHHH FUCK!” I squealed, my back arching and going rigid as my eyes rolled back.

A bolt of lightning shot throughout my entire spine as fireworks went off in my brain. Each neuron fired, flooding me with pure ecstasy.

I whimpered, drowning in the sensation before my body collapsed – exhausted on the couch.

Stacy giggled, pulling the dildo out of me.

“Oh~” I whimpered, feeling the pressure relieved from my pelvis. The wetness spilled out, pooling around my ass as the room spun.

The girl pulled herself off from my chest, planting one more kiss on my panting lips as she stared into my eyes.

My mind was still reeling, but I couldn’t look away from her. “S-Stace… That was incredible…”

“It was, wasn’t it…” She gripped the toy, turning it off. The silicone shaft was lathered with my sticky grool — dripping onto the floor. “So… Do you want to keep the toy.”

I giggled, reaching up and snatching it from her hand. “Fuck yes. I’m never leaving home without this.”

I planted a delicate kiss on the bulbous tip, the taste of my own sweet grool made my spine tingle as Stacy laughed, holding herself up to my body.

“Good… If you ever want a hand using it… Let me know.”

I looked at her, the smile on our lips growing.

“Something tells me I’m going to need a lot of help using this thing,” I replied.

“Good… I’ll be a phone call away.”

______________________________________________________________________

Story 19: Teacher’s Naughty Lesson

“What is it, Shae?” I asked, not lifting my eyes off the essays piled on my desk.

The freshman walked into my office, wearing the same outfit she came to class in — though, ‘outfit’ was a bit of a stretch. What she wore would more likely constitute as lingerie. The sheer lace corset showed her pale skin underneath the thin black fibers, and her skirt was short enough to flash her ass with each step.

Shae was a nice enough girl, but she was a huge distraction to all the boys in class — even I couldn’t help but glance at her body while trying to give my lecture.

She smiled, brushing her matching black skirt down as she sat across my desk, her wavy black hair framed her face as her eyes fell towards the essay I was marking.

“So, how was your day?” She asked.

I put my pen down, staring at her. “My day…?” I adjusted the glasses on my face, leaning back and crossing my arms across my chest. “Why don’t we cut to the chase? What do you want, Shae?”

She pursed her lips, her big brown eyes glancing to the side. “Wellll… It’s just, I didn’t do very well on the last midterm, did I?”

I shook my head. “You failed, so no, I wouldn’t say that you did.”

Shae drew her lips into a line, clenching the seat of her chair. She arched her back slightly, presenting her chest to me. Through the thin fabric of her top, I could see a glimpse of her soft brown nipples.

I averted my gaze. Perhaps flirty tactics like that would work with a male teacher, but I wasn’t one to get so easily swayed — even if I did like girls.

The 19-year-old girl swayed forward and back in her chair, her arms pressing against her bust, accentuating them even more — it took my entire willpower not to stare down at her cleavage.

“The thing is,” She began, her eyes meeting mine. “I really need to pass this class. My parents pay for my tuition and rent, and they won’t be too happy if I fail this class.”

I scoffed, “Then you better start paying attention in class. Flirting with that football boy sitting next to you all class isn’t going to cut it.”

Shae giggled, “I suppose you’re right, though you can’t blame me. Tyson is SOOO hot. I’m sure you flirted with your fair share of boys back in your day, didn’t you Ms Paige?”

I shook my head. “Nope.”

She arched a perfectly shaped eyebrow. “Really?”

“I prefer women, actually,” I said with a huff. It was really none of her business, however.

Shae tossed her head back, shocked, yet her lips curled into a smirk. “Is that so…?”

The girl draped one leg over the other as she leaned back in the plastic chair, the frill of her skirt rode up her sculpted, soft thigh — hovering just inches below her waistline. I kept my composure, staring at her face — though, it took everything I had not to steal a glance at her legs.

Shae giggled, tucking a strand of black hair behind her ears. “You know, I’ve always wanted to try dating girls. I feel like they would be so much easier than dumb boys.”

I rolled my eyes, “Well I’m sure a girl like you will have no trouble finding any suitors.” I picked up my pen, diverting my attention back to the essay laid on my desk. “Have a good day, Shae.”

She smirked, her eyes narrowing. “Are you calling me pretty?” She asked in a voice hardly louder than a whisper.

My eyes opened wide, I suppose I did imply that…

“No, I didn’t. Er– yes, you are pretty. For a College student, I suppose. Uhh…” I muttered, my mind tripping over itself.

Shae tossed her head back, laughing loudly. “Gosh, you are rattled!”

I shook my head. “If you don’t mind,” Blush rushed into my cheeks. “I would like to get back to marking these essays. Which you failed to hand in, might I add?”

Shae shrugged, “I suppose its slipped my mind…Still, you didn’t solve my problem. I can’t fail this course, Ms Paige…”

“Shae. There is nothing I can do.” I asserted.

Her smile curled into something a little more devious. A single strand of wavy black hair fell down the middle of her face. “Is that so…?”

The raven-haired girl shifted in her seat, her skirt riding higher and higher up her thigh. I couldn’t help it. My eyes glanced down, just quickly enough to see the silk thong nestled between her soft pussy lips.

“Oh~” I whimpered, immediately biting my lip.

Shae giggled as the heat seared my face. “It’s okay. If I didn’t want people to look, then I’d wear something longer…”

The girl lifted her leg off the other, spreading her thighs as she bit her lip, her eyes paralyzing me.

I couldn’t help it, as my stolen glance turned into a longer stare as I looked down at her delectable pussy. The thin string of her black thong was buried between her puffy lips. The wetness coated her inner thighs, catching the fluorescent lighting.

I could feel the heat pool in my pelvis, my own thighs slammed shut — though that didn’t help satiate or stifle the throbs coursing through my body.

Shae laughed again, clearly amused at how infatuated I was. I knew it was wrong. Although she was an adult, she was still a College student, and I was around twice her age. Still, it had been so long since I’d been with someone…

“How about a deal?” She said, running her finger up and down her tight slit. “If you change my midterm grade to an A+, then I return the favor with my tongue.” She flashed me a wink, sticking her tongue out.

I whimpered, obviously, I should say no, and yet, my body seemed unable to speak the words.

She stood, brushing her skirt down as the girl circled around my desk. I whimpered, leaning back in my chair. What was going on with me? All my life, I had lived a straight-edge life. Lived life by the rules to become a professor at such a prestigious school — was I really willing to risk all that for her?

Though, as the gorgeous girl slipped to her knees in front of me, I knew that my answer was yes.

“Fuck… Fine.” I huffed, unable to resist the urges flooding over me.

She smiled, running her hands up and down my thighs. Even through my pant legs, I could feel her delicate touch against my skin. “Good. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure it’s worth it for you…”

Her fingers moved up to my waist, slowly unbuttoning my pants.

I whimpered, pupils quivering as I sat back. As the first few buttons came undone, my black panties peered out past my pants.

Shae’s eyes lit up, “Black silk, huh? Didn’t expect that out of you.” She giggled, slowly tugging my pants down.

I lifted my butt off the seat, letting the pants ride down my legs. The cool air of the room hit my moist panties, sending tingles through my spine. I was even wetter than I imagined.

She tugged the pants off my legs, tossing them to the side. Her dark eyes fixated on my panties as she ran her hands up and down my trembling thighs.

“You know…” Shae began, her soft, slender fingers curling around my thighs. “All the boys in class keep talking about how hot you are, and how badly they want to fuck you.”

I blushed, “D-do they now?”

Shae nodded, “I’m happy that I got to you first.” She winked, planting a soft kiss over the top of my panties.

I whimpered, feeling her tender lips hit the hood of my clit. Fuck, it had been so long since I’d been kissed like that.

“Though, I’ve never eaten out a girl before. You’ll have to teach me, make sure that I’m doing a good job, okay?” She said with a smirk, her fingers gripping the waistband of my panties.

My breath stammered, my lungs barely able to take in any air. “Y-yes, of course.” I muttered, wiggling my ass as she playfully tugged the panties down.

Shae’s gaze fixated on my soft, curly pubes as they peered out, her jaw dropped and the girl licked her lips as my wet pussy came into view.

The panties fell to my feet, before I kicked them across the room.

Leaning back into my chair, I spread my legs as much as I could. My pussy was already blooming, the lips were nice and spread, with brown tinges along the rim. My curly brown pubes were glistening with grool as I panted like a dog in heat.

“W-well?” I muttered, curious about what she thought.

Shae bit her lip, her hands curling under my thighs. “Fucking beautiful.” She giggled, her eyes glowing with pure lust. “I’ve never seen such a nice womanly pussy before.”

I huffed, my hands running through her hair. At this point, my clit was doing all the thinking. The fear and doubt of what we were doing had all but dissipated from my head — leaving only lust and sinful thoughts. “I taste even better. Go ahead, girl. Earn your A+.”

“Y-yes, ma’am…” Shae moaned, nestling her face between my thighs.

As soon as Shae's tongue hits my cunt, I whimper, my fingers gripping her soft hair. Shae lashes her tongue like a whip, causing me to yelp. I moan, "S-slow down. Nice and long strokes..." I whimper.

"Sorry, Ms. Paige," she murmurs, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. She's so eager to please, it's almost intoxicating.

Shae moans, her eyes fluttering close but she listens to me. The girl slowly runs her tongue up and down my pussy, her nose pressing against the hood of my clit as she lets out a moan. "Ohhh yesss!" I gasp, "Just like that."

"Am I doing it right?" she asks between licks, her eyes wide and innocent.

"Perfectly," I reply, my body trembling with pleasure.

"Keep going, Shae... just like that," I manage to gasp out, the sensations nearly overwhelming me.

My heart races and my breath catches as Shae's eager mouth finds a new rhythm, her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony. I open my eyes for a moment, only to see her looking up at me with those stunning dark eyes, full of confidence and desire.

"Focus on my clit, dear," I instruct, my voice barely more than a moan. I thread my fingers through her soft, raven-black hair, massaging her scalp gently.

"Nice slow circles." My thighs tighten around her head like a vice, the scent of our shared arousal filling the air. Shae's moans send a shiver down my spine, adding to the intoxicating mixture of sensations coursing through my body.

"Y-yes ma'am..." she whimpers, her hot breath against my sensitive skin making me whimper in return. Her eyes remain locked on mine, her pupils dilated with lust and anticipation.

Her tongue glides over my clit, swirling around it in long, languid strokes that make me gasp. The sensation is electrifying, and I can feel the warmth building deep within me. "Oh, Shae, you're so good at this," I groan, unable to contain my praise.

"Thank you, Ms. Paige," she murmurs between licks, her words sending vibrations through my core. "I want to make you feel amazing."

Each lash of her tongue hits me like a whip, causing the racing thoughts in my head to melt away. My toes curl around her back. I hold the girl between my thighs, the sound of her licking and the scent of my pussy filled the air, causing us both to melt in pleasure.

“O-okay, now use your fingers as well.” I panted, licking my lips. Her tongue flicked my eager pink button, each lash sending waves of pleasure through me. “Thrust a finger or two in while you lick…”

She whimpers, her hand pulling from my thigh. Her deep grip left marks on my thigh, a brand of our dirty affair.

As soon as her delicate finger hit the base of my cunt, I tossed my head back in ecstasy. “Ohhhh!”

Shae giggled into my pussy. “You are so sensitive. You must be loving this.”

“You have no fucking idea~” I purred, tugging at her hair and holding her down.

My hips grinded against her face, covering the pretty girl in grool and spit — though she never wavered.

Slowly, Shae began to push her fingers inside of my pussy. I tossed my head back, my hair dangling behind me as my nipples pressed up against my bra. I whimpered, hips swaying like a boat on the waves as I felt her fingers press into my tight cunt.

“Fuck~ Ms Paige, you are so fucking tight.” She moaned into my cunt.

“I-it’s been so long since I’ve been fucked.” I moaned, biting my teeth.

The sensation is intoxicating, and I can feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge. My hands grip tighter in her hair, pulling her mouth deeper against my aching sex. I buck my hips up towards her face, grinding against her lips and tongue desperately. It feels amazing—even better than anything I've ever experienced with a man or a woman my age.

"Oh God, yes," I whisper, closing my eyes and giving in to the pleasure.

Her other hand finds its way between us, rubbing my clit in time with her tongue and fingers. The combination sends me spiraling out of control. I try to hold on but it's no use; Shae may not have been a great student, but she was taking my lessons in stride today.

Her tongue moved nice and slowly, engulfing my entire pussy as her fingers pressed in and out of my body.

“I-I’m going to cum! Fuck!” I cried out.

I felt the wetness and heat build, my clit sending tremors throughout my spine.

I yelled loud, the entire room shaking as I gave into the waves of pleasure slamming against me. My head spun as Shae continued to devour my cunt, the girl liking and sucking like a starving animal.

Her own breath whimpered as my filth filled her cheeks.

“Oh, oh, YESSS!” I scream out, the intense orgasm shaking my body. My mind went blank as each neuron in my head erupted like fireworks.

As I cum on Shae's face, I hear the sucking slurps as she laps up every drop. She grins up at me, eyes shining with satisfaction. "That was amazing," she whispers, her voice hoarse from ecstasy. Her fingers pull out of my pussy and she wipes them on my pants, leaving a wet trail as she stumbles back to her feet. Her skirt is up to her waist, and her panties are nice and damp. "You taste so good," she adds with a moan, licking her lips.

I groan, gripping the desk to steady myself. It's hard to believe I just had an orgasm in front of a student—a student!—but damn if it doesn't feel incredible. Shae watches me, hungry gaze drinking in every inch of my flushed skin and sweaty hair. "You are unbelievably gorgeous,"

I toss my hands over my head, my top was moist with sweat — and the entire room was still spinning around me. “H-holy fuck… I haven’t cum that hard in so fucking long~” I purred.

Shae giggled, crawling onto my lap. The beautiful girl straddled my lap, wrapping her arms around my head. “That really was amazing. I think I like pussy more than dick.”

She said with a wink, running her wet tongue along her lips.

I couldn’t help but lean in, my hands on her waist as my lips locked with hers.

She purred into my mouth, grinding her hips on my lap as I tasted my own salty and sweet grool on her mouth.

She had earned her A+, fuck, she earned much more than that.

“How about this…” I whispered, pulling my face off hers as I licked my lips. “You get an A+ for the entire class, not just the midterm… And in return, you come to my office every week for some more fun.”

Shae giggled, her perfume filling my nose as she sat square on my lap — her grool oozing past her thin thong. “Deal!”

“Good girl.” I moaned, leaning back in. My hands dug into her waist as my tongue did the same into her mouth.

Her moans filled my mouth as we kissed wet and passionately.

My hands explored her entire body — this semester had taken quite a turn… and I loved it.

Story 20: Girl’s Night

I lounged back in the bathtub, the scent of my cinnamon bathbomb filled the air as I tossed my head back. My long, brown hair flowed off the edge of the porcelain tub as my bare feet rested on the opposite rim.

When my husband, Jacob, told me that he had to leave this weekend for work — I pretended to be sad, but the truth was that I couldn’t wait for him to be out the door. It had been ages since I had a weekend to myself. After my bath, I was going to order some sushi and lay in bed watching Rom-com movies until I passed out. I was truly living the dream.

The warm water caressed my naked body. My New Year's resolution was to go to the gym more often, and the results were finally starting to show. My stomach was toned and flat, yet my tits were still nice and round. Not to mention how perky and bubbly my ass had gotten.

All that hard work was starting to pay off — but tonight… Tonight I was going to lay back and relax.

My eyes fluttered close and my mind began to drift into a somber lull — until the sharp ring of the doorbell echoed through the empty house.

My head jerked up, my brown eyes wide. Jacob wasn’t supposed to be home until tomorrow, and I wasn’t expecting company.

The doorbell rang again.

I cursed under my breath as I picked myself up from the bath. The water stuck to my skin as I haphazardly tossed on my robe. The soft fabric hugged my curves as I wiped off the excess moisture.

I dashed out to the front door, “I’m coming, I’m coming…” I muttered, more annoyed than anything.

Tossing the door open, Hannah, the neighbor's college daughter, smiled at me. “Evening, Mrs Lana, I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”

I pursed my lips together. She was indeed interrupting my evening, but the girl was kind enough. “Not at all, dear. How may I help you?”

I held the bathrobe up against my body as I leaned against the doorframe. A gust of wind blew through Hannah's short blonde hair as she tucked the strands behind her ears.

“I just wanted to let you know that I’m going to have a few friends over tonight… I don’t plan on this getting very loud, but if we are a bit nosy, please don’t hesitate to give me a call!”

I huffed. Great. A college party was just what I needed. So much for my relaxing evening in.

Still, I couldn’t be angry. It was kind of Hannah to give me a heads-up, and besides, I did quite a bit of partying during my college days as well.

“Oh course, dear. Have fun, and thank you for the notice.”

“Sounds good! Thanks, Mrs…” Hannah’s voice trailed down. Red blush surged into her cheeks as her pupils glanced down my body. I frowned, clenching my bathrobe — what could she be…

As I glanced down, I froze. The wind had caused the waistband to loosen around my body. The fabric of the robe loosened, and the wind lifted the robe just enough to flash the college girl my pussy.

“Eeek!” My hands frantically covered my bare pelvis, yanking the waist tie across my body.

Hannah laughed, the red blush still lingering on her cheeks. “Well… That was something.”

I whimpered, barely able to look the girl in the eyes. “I am SO sorry…”

Hannah tossed her head back, laughing loudly. “Don't worry, ma’am. I’ve seen my fair share of privates in my first year of College.”

The heat in my cheeks could power up a city.

She smirks at me, biting her lip playfully before asking, "I couldn't help but notice that you had a bit of hair down there. Does your husband mind? I know boys my age prefer girls to be hairless."

My body shivers. This was hardly an appropriate conversation to have with my twenty-one-year-old neighbor, but I guess at her age I also had plenty of questions like this.

"It's perfectly natural to have some hair down there, dear," I respond, trying to maintain an air of maturity. "Just keep it nice and trimmed. Boys that care too much are foolish."

"Thanks, Mrs Lana." She smiles, still biting her lip, clearly hesitant to ask another question. "Out with it, girl," I tease, curious about what she's thinking.

"It's just... I don't think I could pull it off as confidently as you can. I still can't help but freeze up whenever a boy looks at me naked," she admits, blushing slightly.

The vulnerability in her voice brings back memories of my own self-doubt at her age. I smile warmly and step aside, inviting her in. "Come in, Hannah."

She hesitates for only a moment before stepping into my home, her curiosity evident in her wide blue eyes. I close the door behind her and guide her to the couch, eager to address her concerns and perhaps share some wisdom from my own experiences.

"M-Mrs Lana?" Her voice wavers, uncertainty lacing her words. "What is it?"

I chuckle softly, feeling a mischievous spark ignite within me. My heart races as I sit on the edge of the couch, draping one leg over the other.

"Go ahead and show me," I say, my voice low and commanding.

"S-show you what?" she stammers, her cheeks turning a deep shade of pink. She knows exactly what I mean, but it's clear she needs some encouragement.

"You say that you freeze up whenever someone sees your pussy... How about we get those jitters out?" I suggest, my eyes flickering with excitement.

Hannah's lips purse together, and I can see her nipples hardening beneath her tight top. The poor girl is so nervous, as was I back when I was in college. I wish I had an older woman to teach me.

"I assume you have some boys coming over to your party tonight?" I ask, trying to keep my tone casual.

She nods, biting her lower lip ever so slightly. "Yeah, there'll be a few there."

"Then let's make sure you're ready for them. You don’t want to freeze up when you invite your crush up to your room, do you?" I say with a playful giggle.

"How did you know my crush was going to be there?" Hannah asks, her light blue eyes wide with curiosity. I can't help but chuckle at her innocence.

"Sweetheart, I've been in your shoes before," I confess. "I've hosted parties when I was your age as well. I always invited my crush. I’m sure you want to make your first time with him… Special, don’t you?"

Hannah nods her head, “Y-you’re right…”

I pat the couch next to me, inviting her to join me. She hesitates for a moment, taking a deep breath to calm her nerves, and then walks over. Her vulnerability is both endearing and arousing, fueling my desire to help her overcome her fears.

"Alright, let's start with something simple," I suggest, noticing her hands clasped together tightly. "Just take off your shirt, nice and slow."

Hannah's fingers tremble as she unbuttons her blouse, revealing her creamy skin inch by inch. The sight of her full breasts, barely contained by her lacy bra, makes my pulse race. I can feel my own arousal building, but I focus on guiding her through this experience.

"See? That wasn't so bad, was it?" I praise her with a gentle smile. She smiles softly, her cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and excitement.

My grip around my bathing robe loosens. “Now… Let me show you some real confidence.”

I stood, facing her as Hannah leaned back on the couch, her silk bra hugged her tits — making my clit throb.

I untied the waistband of the robe, shrugging my shoulders. The soft fabric pooled around my feet.

Just like the robe, Hannah’s jaw dropped. “W-woah…” She muttered, her pupils dilating and her thighs trembling.

I giggled, the moisture of my bath lingering on my skin. My round, saggy tits swayed as I arched my back — my brownish nipples erect and sensitive as the cool air of the house sent a shiver up my spine.

“What do you think?” I asked with a sly smile.

Hannah’s trembling eyes fell down to my pelvis, her gaze fixated on my pussy — which was blooming like a flower. My soft, curly brown pubes were moist with water and grool, and the lips were spreading ever so gently.

Hannah bit her lip. “Y-you look amazing.”

I stepped forward, “Thank you, but you look even better. Such a nice and tight body. Trust me, the boys will go crazy for you.”

I stretched out my hand, Hannah whimpered as she took it. I could feel her jitters as I pulled the girl up to her feet.

“Your turn. Pretend I’m one of the boys you like.”

She whimpered, crossing her arms over her shoulders. I giggled, stepping forward. The scent of my cinnamon bath soap filled the air as I tilted her head up towards mine. “It’s okay dear. We’re just two girls, after all.”

She smiled, nodding her head. “You’re right.”

With a deep breath, Hannah slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her pants. She pulled them down in a single confident motion. The pants fell to her ankles, revealing her pink panties which matched the silk bra.

I laughed, “Matching bra and panties? I suppose you were looking to get lucky at your party.”

Hannah winked at me. I could see the confidence building in her eyes. Her fingers played at the string of her panties, pulling them up and down her sides. The soft, delicate fabric hugged her tight, bald mound.

I could feel her gaze on my own naked pussy. This was so wrong, but fuck, it felt so right.

“So, are you woman enough to show me the rest?” I teased.

Hannah smiled from ear to ear, “Oh? I’ll show you…”. Slowly, she pulled her panties down to her feet. My breath stuttered. Fuck. Her pussy was amazing.

The tight, bald slit was delicate and thin as a strand of hair. Her mound was puffy and fitted her petite figure perfectly.

“So?” She asked, biting her lip.

“You are…Fucking gorgeous.” I whimpered. “You have no reason to be shy.”

Hannah laughed. “Thank you for this. I’m not nearly as shy as I thought I would be.”

“Just looking at you is sure to get any boy rock hard.” I began, feeling the heat in my pelvis. “Though, if you really want them to get hot and bothered, you can tease them.”

“Tease them?” She asked, her short blonde bob swayed as she tilted her head. “Tease them how?”

I smirked, circling around her. The couch shifted as I plopped myself down, my tits swaying.

My eyes stayed fixed on her tight, round butt. “Like this…” I whispered, lifting one foot on the edge of the couch.

I spread my thighs, letting my wet flower bloom.

I moaned as my hand rode down my stomach. My slender fingers pressed against the hood of my clit, slowly running circles of my button. My body squirmed as the pleasure began to course through me.

Hannah huffed, her body shaking as she watched me playing with myself. “Woah… That is hot.” She moaned.

Hannah crawled onto the couch beside me, her hands stroking my thigh. “M-make sure to moan as well,” I said, letting my own hot and heavy moan slip past my lips. It was partly for show, but I also couldn’t deny the pleasure that I was feeling.

Hannah whimpered, biting her lips. “Fuck…”

Her own hand rode down her fit stomach. She eyed my slit as her slender fingers mimicked mine. “L-like this…?” She asked, her breathing shallow.

“Just like that…”

I licked my lips, watching her pink clip peer out from its bald hood. Hannah whimpered, her lips blooming with each moan. “Fuck~”

“Does it feel good?” I asked, already knowing her answer.

Hannah nodded, the pink on her cheeks evidence of her pleasure. “S-so fucking good.”

Her body squirmed on the couch, and her moans were like music to my ears.

“When you are warmed up, you can also slip in a few fingers. I’m sure your crush will enjoy that.”

Hannah’s blue eyes fluttered. She nodded as she leaned back. Her other hand rode down towards the base of her slit. She pushed a finger against the base of her thin slit — pushing it in forcefully. “O-oh!” She yelped.

“Slowly, honey,” I said, leaning forward. “Like this.”

I moved her hand away, my own fingers trailing up and down her slick slit. Hannah moan, holding onto my wrist as her other hand furiously rubbed her excited clit. Her back squirmed like a fish on a hook as my fingertip rode up and down her tight, wet cunt.

“How does that feel?” I whispered.

Hannah grit her teeth, her pupils dilated and quivering. “S-so nice!” She yelped.

She let go of my wrist, her hand shooting forward and grabbing my dangling tit. I giggled as she dug her fingers into my soft skin.

Her head tossed back as the pleasure filled her. My finger slowly and gently pressed against the base of her cunt, which spread eagerly for my digit.

“Mmmh, so tight…” I moaned, feeling her wetness grip my finger like a glove.

“Ohhhh!” Hannah cried out, her girly voice bounced off the walls, ringing in my ears. It had been so long since I’d played with another girl, let alone a college girl like her. It felt so good. My mind rushed back to all the slutty college adventures I had.

Her fingers pinched my nipple as I let out a deep groan. “Mmmh, good girl. Ready for more?”

She nodded emphatically, stray blonde hairs sticking to her flushed face.

I grinned deviously, slipping another finger into her wetness. “Ahhh~” Hannah moaned, her body squirming. The scent of her flowery perfume penetrated my nose as I did the same to her slit. Her pussy was so tight, I couldn’t image a thick cock inside of her. Even my two fingers seemed to barely fit.

Her wet grool seeped out onto the couch, and my own clit was throbbing. Watching the delicate college girl squirm and whimper was almost too much to bear.

I shifted on the couch, pulling my fingers out of her slit. Hannah yelped, jerking her head down as she panted.

My hands curled underneath her ass, holding her legs up in the air like stirrups as I knelt, my face between her pillow-soft thighs.

“Wh-when a boy eats you out, you have to make sure to be extra loud, okay?” I whimper, my face inches from her slick cunt. The scent of her pussy filled my nostrils, melting the racing thoughts.

Hannah moaned, leaning back against the armrest of the couch as she ran her fingers through my hair. “O-okay. Can I practice with you?”

I nodded, my brown eyes meeting her soft blue ones as my tongue draped out. As soon as my hot, eager breath hit her clit, Hannah began to whimper like a dog in heat.

My tongue pushed against her slit, “OOOH!” She moaned, gripping my roots.

My eyes fluttered close as my tongue stroked up and down — her sticky grool coated my tastebuds. The sweet and salty concoction was intoxicating.

I gave out a deep and hearty moan as I devoured her. Her thighs clamped around my face — suffocating me.

 Her sweet nectar coated my taste buds, making me shiver with delight. The tight walls of her pussy pulsated around my tongue, sending tingles down my spine. Her juices were intoxicating and addictive. Every time she cried out or groaned or hissed, I felt those waves of sensation shoot up to my head, making me moan even louder and more desperately.

She tasted so fucking good, like a mixture of innocence and desire, cinnamon and arousal. My fingers curled around her thighs tightly as I focused on pleasuring her, sucking on her clit with determination. She was squirming underneath me, grinding against my face as if asking for more. And I was more than happy to oblige.

"Mrs Lana...," she groaned, her voice barely audible over the sounds of our passionate exchange. "I-I didn't know it could feel this good..."

"Oh yes," I purred between licks. "You're so fucking tight, Hannah. You're going to drive them all wild tonight."

My tongue buried deep inside of her lips as my nose pressed against her clit. I inhaled her sweet scent as she squirmed, grinding her hips against my face. Grool and saliva dripped off my chin as I ate her out like a starving animal.

“Fuck fuck fuck~” She squealed, her back arching and slamming down on the couch. “I…I’m going to cum!”

She cried out, her hand on the back of my head and her thighs around my face held me in place — not as if I was going anywhere.

I could feel her tight cunt milk my tongue, her moans were like music to my ears.

Hannah's cries of pleasure echoed throughout the room as she surrendered to the intense pleasure I was giving her. Her body shook with each wave of her climax, her inner walls pulsing around my tongue like a living thing. The taste of her juices filled my mouth, and I couldn't help but let out a deep moan of satisfaction. She tasted incredible, a perfect blend of innocence and desire, like warm honey from the hive.

“FUCKKK!” She yelled, her entire body shaking as her eyes rolled back.

I groaned sucking deeply as her pussy squirted grool into my mouth, coating each tastebud.

As she rode out her orgasm, I continued to lap at her pulsating clit, drawing out every last drop of her sweet essence. When she finally came down from her high, her breathing was ragged and heavy, and she looked at me with eyes that reflected both confusion and desire.

"I can't believe how good that felt," she whispered, still catching her breath.

I gasped tossing my head back as I whimpered. My tits swayed as I brushed the hair from my face. Saliva and grool ran down my throat as I stared down at her with a grin. “Fuck… How was that?”

She whimpered, barely able to breathe — though a grin crossed her lips. “A…Amazing.”

“Something tells me that those boys you are going to invite are in for the night of their lives.” I laughed, tasting her sweetness on my lips.

She stared at me, reaching up and wrapping her arms around my neck. “Fuck them… I want to stay here.” She moaned.

Hannah locked her lips against mine, her soft mouth parting as our tongues embraced. She moaned at the taste of her own sweetness. I grabbed her delicate hips as our tongues danced.

“Sounds good to me…” I panted, breaking our kiss. “I have a lot still to teach you.”

Story 21: The Maid

I huff at my desk, feeling the weight of the day's work bearing down on me. My head spins as I stare at the blank email, my fingers hovering above the keyboard but refusing to type. I've been pushing myself all day, moving from one virtual meeting to another, with a never-ending stream of messages in between. It's overwhelming.

Yawning, I feel my bust strain against the confines of my button-up top. My long black hair shifts and tangles around my face, adding to the disarray of my thoughts. Thank God it's Saturday – or was that yesterday? Either way, I'm sure I'll be working through the weekend again.

A knock on the home office door pulls me from my self-pity. Glancing up, I see Jenny's face peering through the glass frame. Her smile is infectious, brightening the room like a ray of sunlight. I can't help but return the grin, beckoning her inside.

"Sorry, Ms Baker," she whispers, stepping gingerly into the room. "Just cleaning up. Don't mind me." The snug fit of her maid outfit accentuates every curve of her body, drawing my eyes to places they shouldn't wander.

"Don't worry, Jenny," I reply, trying to keep my tone light. "I'm not getting much work done anyways."

She laughs – a beautiful sound that makes my heart race. "Long day, I assume?"

I nod as she skips in, the frill of her skirt fluttering as the bubbly blonde hums to herself.

Jenny's soft hands grasp the feather duster, her lithe body swaying gracefully as she starts to clean the bookshelf. I watch in admiration as she stretches up on her toes, reaching for the highest shelves. Her stockings cling tightly to her shapely calves, and her short black skirt teases a glimpse of her creamy thighs.

I shake the dirty thoughts from my head, forcing my attention back to the email awaiting completion.

As I began to type, just the presence of Jenny cleaning behind me was strangely comforting. I had spent my entire life working and building my career, leaving no room for relationships or even friends — since I hired Jenny as my housekeeper, she’s been a shining beacon in my otherwise dull and monotonous life.

She only worked a few days a week. College kept her busy most of the time, but the days she did show up were always good ones.

Jenny's playful hums put me at ease as the clicking of my keyboard resonated in the room. Behind me, she took her time making sure each shelf of my bookshelf was nice and free of dust.

She grunted, standing on her toes as she reached for the very top of the shelf. “Careful now, dear.” I said without glancing over, “don’t want you to sprain yourself.”

“I-it’s fine, ma’am.” She grunted. “Just gotta move this shoe box.”

…Shoebox?

My eyes widened. “No! Not that, dear. Just leave—”

Before I could finish, Jenny’s outstretched fingers pushed the box off the top of the shelf. It came tumbling down onto the floor, the lid shot open, with my pink toy rolling onto the floor.

Blush seared my cheeks. Jenny tilted her head, staring at the small, pink remote-like device. “What’s this?” She asked, reaching for the toy.

My hand shot forward, snatching the clit vibrator off the carpet and hiding it behind my back. ‘I-it’s nothing, dear. Don’t worry about it…”

Jenny raised an eyebrow, her face scrunched up. “Okayyy… Well in that case, I’ll just put it back up on the shelf.”

She stepped forward, her petite hand stretched out.

“No need, I’ll do it,” I said, feeling my heart race. The office felt like a furnace as my knees trembled. I stood, brushing my skirt down with my free hand as I held the toy up to the small of my back.

Though Jenny was in college, and definitely old enough to know about sex toys, it still felt dirty to admit that I used them.

I bent over, picking the box up from the floor.

Jenny’s lips curled into a smirk as she stepped behind me, her hand shot forward like a viper, yanking the toy from my grasp. “Hey!” I stammered.

The girl stepped back, inspecting the small, pocket vibrator. “This tiny thing is what got you so hot and bothered?” She said, twirling it in her fingers. “What does it even do—”

As she spoke, her thumb pressed the button on the base of the toy. It came vibrating to life. Jenny yelped dropping the toy on the carpet. The vibrating was soft, but sounded like a fire alarm in my head.

I grabbed the toy and turned it off, slouching to my knees.

Now Jenny was the one blushing. “Ohh… I think I get it now…”

“Yeah… Sorry, you weren’t supposed to have found that. I should have left it under my bed.”

The blonde giggled. “No, I’m the sorry one. I shouldn’t pry. Though… I never expected something like that from you.” Jenny said with a grin.

The hot blush in her cheeks gave way to a soft pink hue, though I could still feel the red on mine. “Yeah… I don’t go on many dates anymore if you can believe it.”

I shoved the toy back in its box as I reached for the lid.

“Me neither,” Jenny said with a huff.

I raised an eyebrow, “Really? That is surprising.” Jenny was a gorgeous and petite blonde girl. Surely she’d have rows of boys lining up to woo her.

She pursed her soft lips into a line. “Yeah… I don’t know, I’m not really interested in college boys. They’re icky.”

I laughed, she had a point.

“Perhaps you should get yourself a toy then, it helps with the loneliness.”

“Does it? I don’t know how to use one.” She said, her hands behind her back.

“It’s really easy, and they feel great.”

“...Can you show me?” She said, her eyes fixated on mine.

“Wh-what?” I muttered. Had the long work day really gotten to me? Did I just hear what I think I did?

The corners of Jenny’s lips curled into a soft smirk. “Can you show me? I tried to use my fingers to play with myself, it just… didn’t feel right.”

She swayed on her heels, the black skirt fluttering up as she looked at me with lust in her light blue eyes. “I wouldn’t know what to do with a toy like that.”

I gulped nervously, freezing like a deer in headlights. Of course, her proposal was wrong. I shouldn’t… And yet… It would be rude of me to deprive this college girl of the pleasure that a vibrator could bring…

I took a deep breath, my mind racing as I lost myself in her blue eyes.

“Come with me,” I said, tucking the box under my arms. My hand grabbed hers, her soft skin sent shivers up my spine. It had been so long since I’d even held hands with someone…

I led her up to my bedroom, my heart racing like a drum with each step.

She giggled as I pulled her into the room, slamming the door shut behind her. “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked.

She nodded, biting her lip. “Yes, please.”

I smirked. “Good girl.”

I guided her to my bed. “Lay back,” I said, my voice a bit harsher than I intended.

She nodded, climbing onto the soft mattress. Her legs dangled off the edge as she rested back on her elbows.

My eyes fixated on her thighs, peering out past the delicate black skirt. Her black stockings hugged the curves of her legs, and her white top was tight against her body. She smiled at me as I placed the box down beside her head.

My fingers trembled as I reached in and grabbed my familiar pink vibrator. This toy had gotten me through many lonely nights.

Jenny bit her lip as she eyed the toy with intrigue. I was much more nervous than she was, despite being the one holding the toy.

I took a deep breath. The heat in my pelvis rushed as I ran the toy down her chest.

Her top fluttered as Jenny’s heart raced. “W-woah… This is exciting.” She giggled.

I smiled at her coy innocence. “Indeed. Trust me, you’ll love it.”

My free hand grabbed her skirt, slowly lifting it up to her waist. Her white panties were snug to her body. I could see the outline of her thin, pink pussy underneath the dainty fabrics.

My own clit throbbed, sending waves of pleasure through my spine. “The key is to take it slow. You have to tease yourself.”

“Tease?” She asked, spreading her legs slowly. The puffy lips of her pussy peered out past the fabric of her panties as they moistened.

I nodded, “Like this…”

Gently, I pressed the pink vibrator against the hood of her clit. Jenny yelped, biting her lips as she squirmed.

A smile crossed my lips as I leaned in, black hairs falling in front of my face. Even without removing her panties, or even turning the toy on, I was making her whimper as squirm.

My free hand rode up and down her thigh, feeling the pillow-soft skin against my fingers.

“Th-that feels nice…” She groaned, her hands massaging her tits as she glanced down at the vibrator circling her pussy.

“You haven’t felt anything yet,” I said with a giggle.

My heart races as I watch Jenny's beautiful body lay sprawled on my bed, her dirty blonde hair cascading around her flushed face. As I press the vibrator against her pussy, her soft whimpers fuel my resolve. I bite my lips, my fingers curling around her soft thigh. The scent of her sweet arousal makes me quiver.

"Ms. Baker, please..." she moans, her blue eyes pleading with me. I can't resist any longer.

My fingers slip underneath the fabric of her lacy panties, fish hooking them to the side. I gasp, her pussy is so nice and wet, the pink lips bloom out like a flower petal. She pants, each breath causing her pussy to bloom even more. Jenny spreads her legs wider, offering herself to me completely.

"God, you're so beautiful," I murmur, my voice thick with desire.

"Please, touch me," Jenny begs, her smaller frame trembling with anticipation.

I stare at her with a naughty smile. "Ready?" I ask.

She nods emphatically, stray blonde hairs breaking free from her ponytail and sticking to her sweat-slicked face. "S-so fucking ready..." She pants.

"Good girl," I praise her, leaning down and planting a delicate kiss on her trembling thigh.

As I press the vibrator against her clit hood, I can see the pink bulb peer out from underneath. Jenny moans, her back arching off the bed.

"Ms. Baker... it feels so good..." she whimpers, her hands gripping the sheets tightly.

"Such a dirty girl," I chuckle, loving the way her face flushes with embarrassment but also with desire. "Begging for it like that."

With a deep smirk, I turn the vibrator on. The sound fills the room as I press the toy against her clit.

“OH!” Jenny yelps, her back arching and slamming down on the mattress. The entire bed rattle beneath us as her feet kicked the air. “Oh fuck!”

I lick my lips. The vibrator is filling her with pure pleasure. The innocent girl can’t help but moan like a whore.

Slowly, I run the vibrator down her thin slit. Her pussy lips grip the toy as it shakes her pelvis, running up and down her delicate wetness.

Jenny pants like a dog, her fingers gripping her soft tits through her top — which was now covered in sweat.

“Ohhhh~”

“You like that?” I ask, whispering in my ear. My face nestles between her thighs as the aroma or her sweet grool floods my mind.

Jenny can’t even answer, all she can muster are soft and delicate whimpers.

My own clit throbs wildly as the blonde girl squirms under my control. I pull the vibrator off her slit, turning it off. The wetness glistens off the pink toy.

I can’t help but stick it in my mouth for a taste.

“Mmmmh~” I moan, tasting the sweet wetness coating my tongue.

Jenny whimpered, tears in her eyes as she reached up with her trembling hand. Her fingers curled around my breast, massaging them delicately. “P-please don’t stop.” She begs, her fingers digging into my chest. “I need to cum~”

A naughty grin crosses my lips. “Is that so? Have you been a good girl?”

She nodded emphatically, whimpering.

“I suppose you have, haven't you… Fine. I guess you deserve to cum.”

“Th-thank you~” She gasps, her legs spread wide as her pussy pulsates with each gasp.

“Now is when you introduce your fingers,” I said, my ass wiggling in the air as I nestle my face above her cunt.

I turned the toy back on, pressing it against her clit — which was now out of its hood.

“Eeek!” Jenny yelped, slamming her back into the bed. Her tight pussy lips spread, begging to be fucked.

I gave my pointer and middle finger a lick as I pressed the toy hard against her clit, circling gently. My free hand aimed at her cunt, and as soon as my tips hit her soft lips, Jenny let out a loud and eager moan.

“Ohhhh fuck! P-please fuck me!” She cried, her feet kicking the air.

I laughed, she was such an innocent thing. It had been so long since I’d been as horny as she was. I intended to make this a moment she’d never forget.

Slowly, my fingers pressed into her cunt. The tight, pink walls gripped my fingers like a glove as Jenny’s jaw dropped. A moan of pure, animalistic pleasure escaped her as her blue eyes rolled into her head. “OHHHHHHH~”

Her eyes closed tightly, her body twitching from the sensation of both the vibrator and my fingers inside her. Jenny's wetness coats my fingertips, making them slick with her arousal. Her gasps and moans fill the room.

She's nothing short of exquisite as she squirms beneath me, every inch of her body begging for more pleasure.

“Oh god!” She cried out, barely able to process the pleasure surging through her.

Her pussy sopped with sticky grool as my fingers pushed all the way inside. She was so fucking tight, despite all of her wetness.

I grit my teeth. The toy vibrates against her clit mercilessly while my fingers thrust in and out, filling her to the brim.

Each thrust caused her to yelp with ecstasy as her hands gripped the sheets beneath her. The once innocent, soft-spoken blonde college girl had turned into a dirty, moaning slut, merely by my touch… and my toy of course.

I could sense that she was close, her pussy walls pulsated around my fingers as my vibrator attacked her eager clit. Jenny’s breathing was short and stammered, and her face writhed with pleasure.

“Cum for me, girl.” I whispered into her pussy. Her scent was so strong, and the taste of her grool still lingered on my lips.

She moaned, her hands gripped my arms as she pulled me close. “Oh fuck! I — I can’t take it!” She squealed.

“Just let go.” I urged, “Give into the pleasure.

Jenny’s back arched as it went rigid, a bolt of pleasure surged through her spine as her clit exploded like a gusher — filling her with pure ecstasy.

“OOOOOOH~” She cried, her body spasming before collapsing on the bed.

I pulled my fingers out of her tired, used slit. Strands of grool oozed out of her.

With a giggle, I turned the vibrator off and tossed it to the side. Her wetness coated my fingers, and I couldn’t help but go in for another taste.

Her wetness was like candy, I moaned as I sucked my fingers dry.

Jenny’s quivering gaze fell to me, her breathing was heavy as the air in the bedroom smelled like lust and lovemaking. “Th-that was amazing.” She said, holding onto my arm. “I never knew I could feel that good.”

I leaned down, planting a kiss on her lips. She moaned, her mouth opening as my tongue slipped in. She clawed at my back, her tongue exploring my mouth as the taste of her own grool coated her tastebuds.

Her soft delicate moans made my hairs stand on end as my tongue embraced her. With a giggle, I pulled off her mouth.

I stared into her soft, blue eyes as she held my hand. “If you think that was good, I have so much more to teach you.”

She smiled, “Please do. I have lots to learn.”
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