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Book 1 | Story 1: Chores

​“I can’t believe this…” I grunted, tugging at another weed.

The sun beat down on me, but that was nothing compared to the searing hot gaze of Ms. Booker.

The woman stood on her porch, arms crossed as she set her jaw. “Make sure to get every last weed, girl.”

​I looked back at her, my face marred with sweat and dirt. I bit my tongue, holding back my insults.

​My best friend, Ashley, and I were out for a late night drive. While singing in my car, we accidentally hit Ms. Booker’s mailbox.

It was an accident and we were apologetic — but the woman wouldn’t have it. She demanded that we work off the debt of her ‘rare and one of a kind mailbox’.

​I was stuck pulling weeds and tending her garden, while Ashley was out grabbing her groceries and running errands.

​Ms. Booker was a bitch. Her husband left her a decade ago, and now she was the grumpy lady on the block.

I thought when I moved out to college that I was finally rid of her — but now that I was back for summer vacation, it was clear that she hadn’t changed one bit.

​I yanked hard on a particularly stubborn weed, my muscles straining. Suddenly, the roots gave way and I tumbled backward, landing hard on my ass in the dirt. My shirt rode up, exposing my midriff as I lay there dazed.

​Ms. Booker's shrill laughter rang out from the porch. "Oh my, what a sight! Look at you, all filthy and sweaty, sprawled out in the mud like a pig." Her eyes raked over my body. "Your parents must be so proud."

​I couldn't hold back any longer. "You miserable old hag!" I spat, glaring at her from where I lay in the mud. "You get off on humiliating people, don't you? Does it make you feel powerful, seeing me filthy and on my ass while you sit up there all high and mighty?"

​Ms. Booker's eyes flashed with anger. She uncrossed her arms and gripped the porch railing, knuckles turning white. "Watch your mouth, you spoiled little brat," she hissed through clenched teeth. "You think you're soooo superior, prancing around without a care in the world. Well, welcome to the real world, princess. It's about time you learned what actual work feels like."

​She descended the steps slowly, each footfall deliberate. Her sundress fluttered with the wind as the fabric held snug to her waist. I scrambled to my feet, trying to wipe off the clinging mud and dirt from my clothes and skin. Ms. Booker stalked closer until she was right in front of me, her face just inches from mine. I could smell her perfume, feel her hot breath on my cheek.

"You college girls are all the same," she sneered, eyes roaming over my disheveled appearance with disdain. "Thinking you're untouchable, that you can skate through life on your looks and charm. Well, let me tell you something, missy..."

​She grabbed my chin roughly, forcing me to meet her intense stare. "Life has a way of knocking you on your ass when you least expect it. You're not special. You're just another airheaded bimbo who's never had to lift a finger. But I'll teach you the value of hard work yet."

​I winced, smacking her hand away as I brushed the dirt off my leggings and top.

“Whatever…”

There was no use arguing. Ms. Booker was just some old hag — when I go away for college again next semester, I’d be rid of her.

I turned to finish the weeding, but the woman stayed right behind me,

​“Pfft~” She scowled down at me. “So filthy. I bet a pretty girl like you isn’t used to hard work. You just bat your eyelashes and I bet all the horny college boys come running to you, don’t they?”

​I looked back at her, my blue eyes ice cold. “I can tell you're jealous. I bet a boy hasn’t even looked your way since your husband left, huh?”
I braced for her to explode on me. Instead, the corners of Ms. Booker’s pink lips curled into a smirk. She ran her slender fingers through her black hair as she chuckled softly. “So fiesty…”

​Her gaze fell back down to me — but instead of hate — there was something else flickering in her dark pupils.

​Ms. Booker's eyes lingered on me, her smirk deepening as she took in my mud-caked clothes and flushed, sweaty skin. "My my, look at the state of you," she purred, her voice suddenly dripping with condescension. "You're absolutely filthy, girl. Covered in grime from head to toe. I can't have you tracking all that muck through my pristine yard."

​She clicked her tongue disapprovingly. "Why don't you come inside and get cleaned up, hmm? Can't send you back to mommy and daddy looking like a ragamuffin now, can we?" Her tone was sickeningly sweet, almost mocking.

​I narrowed my eyes at her, trying to decipher her sudden change in demeanor. What was her game? First she works me to the bone, humiliates me, and now she's playing nice? I didn't trust it. Not one bit.

But the relentless sun was taking its toll, my clothes plastered to my skin with sweat. The thought of cool water and shade was tempting, even if it meant following the wicked witch into her lair.

​"Fine," I bit out, rising unsteadily to my feet. Ms. Booker's smirk only widened at my obedience.

​"Good girl," she cooed. "Follow me." With that, she turned on her heel and sauntered towards the house, hips swaying.

​I couldn't help but stare as I trudged behind her. The thin sundress clung to her curves, the sheer fabric hinting at the lithe figure beneath. For a woman of her age, Ms. Booker was surprisingly fit. The swell of her ass, the narrowness of her waist, the pert breasts straining against the floral print...

​I caught myself and tore my gaze away, disgusted. What the hell was I thinking? This was Ms. Booker, the bane of my existence. The bitchy neighbor who had tormented me since childhood. I shouldn't be ogling her like some desperate teenage boy.

​Even still — I was eager to get into the shade.

I rushed inside, tucking my messy blonde hair behind my ears as the porch door closed behind me.

​I looked around.

Damn…

Ms. Booker’s house was actually really cute…

I stepped inside and blinked as my eyes adjusted to the dimmer light. Ms. Booker's home was surprisingly cozy and inviting. Plush rugs in warm earth tones covered the hardwood floors. Lush green plants filled every corner - ferns, spider plants, and some exotic-looking varieties I couldn't name. The walls were adorned with beautiful paintings, mostly landscapes and floral scenes in soft, soothing colors.

​Two fluffy cats lounged on the windowsill, basking in a patch of sunlight. One was a rotund orange tabby, the other a sleek black cat with piercing green eyes. They both turned to regard me with casual feline disinterest before returning to their naps.

​The air smelled faintly of lavender and vanilla. It was cool and refreshing after the sweltering heat outside. Despite myself, I felt some of the tension leave my shoulders as I took in the peaceful atmosphere.

​"Well, don't just stand there gawking," Ms. Booker's sharp voice cut through my reverie. "Shoes off. I won't have you tracking mud all over my clean floors."

​I hastily toed off my muddy sneakers, leaving them by the door. Ms. Booker beckoned me deeper into the house, towards what I assumed was the bathroom. As I followed her, I couldn't help but notice how at odds this warm, inviting space was with the cold, cruel woman who inhabited it.

​Ms. Booker pushed her bathroom door open, stepping to the side revealing a nice, clean, porcelain bathroom — freshly cleaned with a petite tub overlooking a misty window.

“Clean yourself, quick.” She snapped. “Then I’ll have a few more… chores, for you to work on.”

​Before I could respond, she closed the door, leaving me alone.

Was this just some other humiliation ritual? Something else for her to pester me with?

I stole a glance of myself in the mirror… Jeez, I was filthy. My blonde hair was tangled and knotted — and my pale skin was lined with dirt. That wasn’t even considering the horrendous state of my clothing.

​I sighed, realizing I'd need to strip down completely to get properly clean. Peeling off my dirt-covered tank top and shorts, I tossed them in a heap on the floor. My pink bra and panties were the only clean part of me — well, besides all the sweat.

As I reached to unhook my bra, I froze. There wasn't a towel anywhere in sight. Great.

​I started opening cabinets, searching for a towel while still in my underwear. The first cabinet just had cleaning supplies. The second had extra toilet paper and soap.

​I opened the third cabinet and gasped as I stumbled back, nearly tripping over my dirty clothes.

There, right at eye level, was a large purple dildo. My eyes went wide as I stared at it, shocked to find such a thing in prudish Ms. Booker's bathroom. Almost without thinking, I reached out to touch it, curious despite myself.

My trembling fingers barely wrapped around the dildo.

Yup… There was no doubt about it — it was a dildo. Fucking huge as well. The sheer thought of Ms. Booker using it to pleasure herself was nauseating. I winced, reaching out to put the toy back.

​Just then, the bathroom door flung open.

​I froze like a deer in headlights as Ms. Booker stepped in.

“Here are some towels…”

​She froze in place. Her eyes wide and trembling as I stood there with the toy in hand. My mind raced with a million thoughts — but I couldn’t focus on a single one of them.

​“Wh-what the fuck are you doing with that…” She whimpered, her voice more embarrassed than angry.

​“I… was looking for a towel,” I said, sheepishly — bracing for the woman to erupt on me.

Her cheeks seared red — hot enough to put the sun to shame.

Ms. Booker's face contorted with rage and embarrassment. She dropped the towels and lunged forward, snatching the dildo from my grasp.

​"You little snooping slut!" she hissed, her eyes flashing dangerously. "How dare you go through my things!"

I curled my fists at my sides, trembling with anger. I'd had enough of her insults and cruel behavior.

​"Oh please," I spat back. "It makes perfect sense you need a toy that big. No real guy would ever want to fuck a miserable bitch like you!"

Ms. Booker's nostrils flared as she glared at me, her chest heaving. For a moment, neither of us moved. The air crackled with tension. Then suddenly, Ms. Booker's lips curled into a sinister smile.

​"Is that so?" she purred, her voice low and dangerous. She took a step closer, invading my personal space. I could feel the heat radiating off her body. "And I suppose all the boys are just lining up to get a taste of you, hmm?"

​I stood my ground, staring up at her as the scent of her perfume filled my nose. “Wh-what if they are?”
​She scoffed, eyes raking over my body — barely covered by my pink underwear. “You think I’m wound up because I don’t get any real boys? My dear, you couldn’t be more wrong. In fact, once I dumped my pathetic husband and upgraded to sex toys — I couldn’t be more relaxed.”

​I was taken aback. She left her husband? I always thought her husband left her.

She chuckled, taking the plastic dildo and slapping it against her palm as she continued to stare at me hungrily. “Real boys can’t perform anywhere near as well as these toys… Even something as simple as a plastic dildo.”

​The woman winked at me, causing my cheeks to flush pink. W-was she serious? Sure… I didn’t cum often when with college boys my age — but there was no way a toy could get me there.

​…Right?

She swayed on her feet, her hand slowly stroking the realistic dildo. My pussy quivered as the air rushed from my lungs. W-was it getting hot in here…?

​Ms. Booker's eyes glinted mischievously as she twirled the dildo in her hand. "What's the matter, sweetheart? Cat got your tongue?" she purred. "Or are you just imagining what this big boy could do to that tight little pussy of yours?"

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "I-I don't... that's not..." I stammered, unable to form a coherent thought.

​She chuckled darkly. "Oh honey, your body's betraying you. Look how flushed you are." Her gaze dropped lower. "And I can see your nipples hardening through that flimsy little bra."

I crossed my arms over my chest, mortified. But I couldn't deny the heat pooling between my legs.

​"Tell you what," Ms. Booker said, her voice silky smooth. "Why don't you try it out? See what you've been missing with those fumbling college boys?"

​My eyes went wide. "W-what? No, I couldn't possibly..."

​She laughed, a rich, throaty sound that sent shivers down my spine. "Oh, don't play coy with me, little girl. I can see how curious you are." She stepped closer, her breath hot on my ear. "Strip. Now. Let's see what you're hiding under those cute pink panties."

​My hands trembled as I reached for my bra clasp. What was I doing? This was insane. But I couldn't stop myself...

​The bra latch snapped — letting the pink fabric flutter to the floor by my feet. I blushed, my gumdrop nipples hardening as she glared at them.

“Good girl…” Ms. Booker praised, licking her lips as she gripped the dildo harder. “Now those little panties.”

​I pursed my lips, my hands moving down my hips with a mind of themselves.

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my pink panties, pausing for just a moment before slowly sliding them down my thighs. The fabric clung to my skin, damp with arousal. As they fell to my ankles, I stepped out of them, now completely nude before Ms. Booker's hungry gaze.

​A deep blush spread across my cheeks and chest as I stood there exposed. I could feel how wet I was, my inner thighs slick with desire. Ms. Booker's eyes roamed over my body, lingering on the neat strip of blonde hair above my pussy.

​"My my, what a pretty little flower you have," she purred, licking her lips. "So pink and delicate. And look how wet you are already. Your pussy is practically glistening."

​I squirmed under her intense scrutiny, fighting the urge to cover myself. Ms. Booker circled me slowly, drinking in every inch of my naked form.

​"Such perky breasts," she murmured, her fingers ghosting over my hardened nipples. "And that tight, toned little body. You really are a beauty… Despite your rotten attitude.”

​Her praise sent a thrill through me, making my pussy clench with need. I bit my lip, trembling as she continued to admire me.

"Turn around, let me see that cute little ass," Ms. Booker commanded. I obeyed, presenting my backside to her. She let out a low whistle of appreciation.

"Absolutely perfect," she said, her hand coming down in a sharp smack on my ass cheek. I yelped in surprise, the sting quickly fading to a pleasurable warmth.

​She laughed as the blush filled my cheeks — the sting of her hand on my perky ass cheek.

My clit throbbed, sending waves of pleasure up my tingling spine.

“Now…” She continued, sitting on the edge of the bathtub. “Come and lay down.”

​I paused for a moment, heart racing. But my body moved of its own accord, drawn to Ms. Booker like a magnet. I climbed into the tub, lying back against the cool porcelain. Goosebumps erupted across my skin as I settled in, nipples hardening further in the chilly air.

​Ms. Booker's eyes blazed with lust as she gazed down at me. Slowly, deliberately, she reached for my ankle. Her fingers wrapped around it, her grip firm but not painful. With a gentle tug, she draped my leg over the edge of the tub, spreading me open before her hungry gaze.

​I squirmed, feeling utterly exposed. My pussy lips parted, glistening with arousal. I could feel Ms. Booker's eyes roaming over my most intimate areas, drinking in every detail.

​"Such a pretty little cunt," she murmured, her free hand trailing up my inner thigh. "So pink and swollen. I bet you're aching to be filled, aren't you?"

​I whimpered, unable to form words. My hips rocked involuntarily, seeking more of her touch. Ms. Booker chuckled, clearly enjoying my desperation.

I couldn’t believe it — Ms. Booker… The bain of my existence — was turning me on? I glanced down at my pussy, my lips blooming like a flower after spring rain. I couldn’t remember the last time I was this turned on, lord knows those dumb college boys never get me this wet.

​"Don't worry, sweetie. I'm going to take good care of you," she purred. She lifted the dildo, running it teasingly along my slit. "Are you ready to see what a real fuck feels like?"

​“Y-yes… Mommy~” I purred, losing myself to the pleasure as my pussy spread for her dildo.

​Ms. Booker laughed. “Mommy? I like that…”
Slowly, she pushed the tip of the dildo inside of me. “Oh! ~” I gasped, jaw dropping as my head hit back against the tub. “F-fuck!”

​“That’s it, baby.” She praised. “Let Mommy take care of you.”
Ms. Booker pushed the dildo deeper, inch by delicious inch stretching me open. I gasped and squirmed, gripping the edge of the tub as waves of pleasure washed over me.

​“Ahhh f-fuck! Mommy!” I squealed, unable to hold back my moans of pleasure as my mind swirled and my clit throbbed.

​"That's it, take it all," she purred, working the thick shaft in and out with slow, deliberate strokes. "My goodness, you're tight. Those college boys clearly weren't man enough to fuck you properly."

I moaned, my hips rocking to meet her thrusts. The dildo filled me completely, hitting spots I didn't even know existed. My pussy clenched around it, hungry for more.

​“Oh fuck! Yes, yes! Right there!” I purred like a slut — my voice booming off the cramped bathroom walls as my toes curled.

"Touch yourself," Ms. Booker commanded. "I want to see you play with that pretty little clit while I fuck you."

​Trembling, I slid my hand down my body. My fingers found my swollen bud, already slick with arousal. I began to rub quick, frantic circles, chasing my release.

​"Slower," Ms. Booker admonished, easing the pace of her thrusts to match. "Savor it, darling. There's no need to rush."

I whimpered but obeyed, forcing myself to slow down. The change in tempo was maddening, pleasure building in exquisite increments. My entire body tingled, every nerve ending alight with sensation.

​The corners of my lips curled into a smile as my eyes fluttered. I could barely breathe — my lungs unable to hold in air as the orgasm bubbled over.

Ms. Booker fucked me rhythmically, the dildo sliding in and out of me as grool ran down my trembling ass.

​The woman laughed. “There we go… Your voice is a lot cuter when you’re moaning and not bitching.”

​“Ah!” I gasped, feeling her push the dildo even deeper. My tight cunt gripped the silicon shaft like a glove as my fingers rubbed gentle circles around my clit. Grool leaked down onto the tub as the scent of my sweat mixed with her perfume — creating an intoxicating aroma.

​My back arched. I couldn’t hold back any longer.

​“That’s it.” Ms. Booker purred, “Cum for me, baby. Cum for Mommy.”

That was all it took.

​My racing thoughts turned to smoke as I tossed my head back in sheer ecstasy. “OH FUCK!”

​My entire body shook — tremors of pleasure and euphoria flooding me as my clit erupted in pleasure. “OH MOMMY! FUCK YES YES YES!”

My orgasm slammed against me like a wave until a soft gasp escaped my lips. I collapsed in the tub — sweating and panting even more than when I was working in the garden. “Oh my god…”

​Ms. Booker chuckled, pulling the dildo from my cunt. I whimpered, feeling the stretching relief as the grool-coated shaft dropped into the tub.

“Good girl…” She praised, licking her lips as the scent of my wetness filled the air between us. “I’ll be honest. I always thought you were a little brat… Well, I still kind of do believe that. But perhaps a few more orgasms like that can turn you around, don’t you think?”

​The entire room spun around me as I squirmed in the tub, my nerves on fire as the lingering orgasm stuck in my head. “Y-yes… Mommy.”

​I couldn’t believe what I had just done. I was a straight girl — and Ms. Booker was my enemy.

But at this moment none of that mattered. At this moment — I just needed more.

Book 1 | Story 2: Redemption

​I stepped out of the bath, my feet wringing on the plush mat as I grabbed the towel off the counter and dried myself off.

The mirror was misty, but I caught a glimpse of myself in the glass. My cheeks were still flushed, a lingering effect of the intense orgasm that Ms. Booker drew out of me.

​Fuck. My clit still was throbbing even after a long bath.

I was used to a few thrusts from horny college boys — but after what Ms. Booker showed me… I don’t think I could ever go back.

​The towel hugged me like a soft cloud. I had scrubbed my delicate body furiously — getting every streak of dirt and sweat off my skin.

As I opened the bathroom door, my wet, blonde hair dangled over my face. I looked out of the hallway.

​Empty.

Where was she?

Never could I have imagined actually wanting to see Ms. Booker, but I walked out of the bathroom in search of the older woman.

​Holding the towel around my body I crept towards her bedroom at the end of the hall.

I padded down the hallway, my bare feet silent on the plush carpet. My heart raced as I approached Ms. Booker's bedroom door. Taking a deep breath, I raised my hand and knocked softly.

​"Come in," her sultry voice called from inside.

​My fingers trembled as I turned the doorknob. I stepped into the sun-drenched room, blinking as my eyes adjusted to the bright light streaming through the large windows.

​Ms. Booker stood by her king-sized bed, folding laundry. She wore a silky robe that clung to her curves, the fabric shimmering as she moved. Her dark hair was tousled, framing her face in soft waves. Without her usual scowl, she looked years younger.

​As I watched her methodically folding clothes, I saw Ms. Booker in a new light. The afternoon sun cast a golden glow on her olive skin. Her movements were graceful, almost hypnotic. I found myself admiring the elegant line of her neck, the swell of her breasts beneath her sundress, the curve of her hips.

My breath caught in my throat. How had I never noticed how attractive she was? The realization sent a jolt of electricity through my body, awakening feelings I didn't know I had.

Ms. Booker looked up, her dark eyes meeting mine. A knowing smile played at her lips. "I hope you enjoyed your bath, sweetheart." She purred.

​I clutched my towel tighter, suddenly very aware of my near-nakedness. "I... I just wanted to thank you," I stammered. "For letting me use your bath."

​She set down the shirt she was folding and sauntered towards me. "Is that all you wanted to thank me for?" she asked, her voice low and teasing.

​I swallowed hard as she drew closer. The scent of her perfume enveloped me - lavender and vanilla, with an undercurrent of something darker, more primal. My skin tingled with each step she took.

​"N-no," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "For... for everything."

​Ms. Booker stopped inches from me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body. She reached out, tucking a damp strand of hair behind my ear. Her touch sent shivers down my spine.

​“Don’t worry dear. Once I realized that I didn’t need men, my entire world changed for the better.” She chuckled. “I just wish I learned that lesson when I was your age.”

She went back to the bed, her sundress hugging her hips and ass deliciously.

​My mouth and pussy watered. Ms. Booker had shown me a taste — but I needed more.

Ms. Booker was always a bitch, but perhaps that was because she was always in a bad marriage? If she divorced her husband, perhaps she had changed… Besides, I was hardly the best neighbor either.

​I gulped nervously, taking another step inside. “Th-there’s something else…” I said weakly, feeling my heart beating in my throat.

She glanced over her shoulder, a single strand of black hair dangling over her face. “Yes, dear?”
​I took a deep breath, mustering every ounce of courage I had left.

“I…I…” Another breath. “I NEED YOU TO SHOW ME MORE! PLEASE!”

​I whimpered – shaking at my outburst. But not embarrassed.

Ms. Booker had opened my eyes to a whole new world of pleasure, one that I was eager to explore. But I needed her to guide me.

​The corners of her lips cracked into a devilish grin. “Oh you poor thing. I can see that those dumb college boys never gave you the pleasure you needed.”

I pursed my lips together. She was so right.

​The woman sat on the edge of her bed, patting the mattress beside her. I scurried up to the bed, almost tripping over my feet as I sat on the lush bed. The mattress was so soft that I nearly melted into it.

The scent of her perfume mixed with my body wash, creating a delicious scent as my feet brushed against hers. Even that minimal contact was enough to cause sparks to fly up my spine.

​Ms. Booker placed her hand on my shoulder, gently guiding me to lie back on the bed. My damp hair fanned out on the crisp white sheets as I sank into the plush mattress. My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of nervous anticipation and burning desire.

​"Oh, sweetheart," Ms. Booker purred, her eyes roaming over my towel-clad form. "You have no idea the pleasures that await you. I'm going to show you sensations you never knew existed."

​Her fingers trailed along my collarbone, leaving goosebumps in their wake. With agonizing slowness, she grasped the edge of my towel. I held my breath as she unwrapped me like a present, the soft terrycloth sliding across my sensitized skin.

​Cool air kissed my naked flesh as the towel fell away. I fought the urge to cover myself, instead forcing my arms to remain at my sides. Ms. Booker's gaze was hungry as she drank in the sight of my nude body.

​"Exquisite," she breathed. "You truly are a vision, my dear. Such soft, creamy skin. Those perky breasts, begging to be touched." Her hand hovered just above my breast, not quite making contact. "And look how wet you are already. Your pretty little pussy is glistening."

I glanced down, shocked to see how aroused I was. My inner thighs were slick with desire, my lower lips swollen and flushed. A whimper escaped me as Ms. Booker's fingers finally made contact, trailing along the curve of my breast.

​“Oh, mommy~” I purred, squirming like a fish out of water.

The woman laughed, her fingers pushing against my hard nipple like a button.

“Ah~” I moaned, already the pleasure was surging through me.

​“So sensitive… I love that.” She purred, leaning over my body as she black hair dangled inches from my face.

My own hand grabbed her thigh, squeezing her soft skin as my lips trembled.

“That’s it, baby.” She urged, playing with my nipple as I panted like a dog in heat. “Let the pleasure fill you.”

​As she spoke, her other hand trailed down between my thighs. My legs draped over the edge of the bed, spreading as her hand cupped my quivering pussy.

​Ms. Booker's fingers danced along my inner thighs, tracing feather-light patterns on my sensitive skin. I shivered, my hips shifting restlessly as she teased me. Her touch was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through my body with each caress.

​"Patience, darling," she murmured, her breath hot against my ear. "Good things come to those who wait."

​Her fingers ghosted over my outer lips, barely grazing my aching center. I whimpered, arching my back in a silent plea for more. But Ms. Booker was determined to take her time, to drive me wild with need before granting me release. “Let Mommy take care of you…”

​She leaned down, trailing kisses along my neck and collarbone. Her lips were soft, her tongue darting out to taste my skin. I tangled my fingers in her silky hair, holding her close as she lavished attention on my breasts.

​"Oh god," I gasped as she took a nipple into her mouth, sucking gently. Her fingers still teased my outer lips, never quite giving me the pressure I craved.

I gripped her hair as I struggled to breathe through the waves of crashing pleasure. “Ohh fuck~”

The scent of my sweet pussy cut through the air. Ms. Book lifted her face off my chest, inhaling the dirty scent with a wide grin. “Perfect… Nice and ready.”

​With that, her fingers gently pushed inside my cunt.

“Ah!” I squealed, my jaw dropping as she slipped two fingers deep inside of my wetness. The pleasure was unbearable. I have had bigger — but the anticipation and build-up made the pleasure feel so intense.

​“Mmh, so fucking wet and tight.” Ms. Booker groaned, her teeth grit as she kissed my neck.

​“O-oh, Mommy!” I gasped, squealing as she pushed her fingers down to the knuckles. “Oh fuck yes~!”

​My cunt gripped her fingers like a glove, milking them as she slowly pumped them in and out, stretching my slit deliciously.

​“You have such a good little pussy.” She smirked, down at me as my hot, eager breaths landed on her face. My mind raced and the room spun around me. Already the pleasure was boiling over — and we had just gotten started!

​My trembling hand slipped under her sundress, reaching up the skirt until my hand latched onto her ass. The woman groaned as I squeezed her plump cheek, my fingers melting into the skin.

​“That’s it baby, let yourself go, let your body do whatever it needs to…”

​“Ah~ M-Mommy!”

​“Mommy’s here, baby. She’ll take care of you.”

The woman latched her mouth onto mine. I gasped as her tongue plunged in and out of my mouth.

​“Mmmh~” I moaned, our tongue dancing as my hand slipped it’s way under her panties. I played around her her pussy, which was just as wet as mine.

​“That’s it,” She gasped, rolling her hips as my fingers timidly probed at her cunt. “Feel mommy’s pussy. See how wet she is for you?”
​“Oh!” I moaned, sucking her lip as she pressed down on me. The woman rose onto her knees, spreading her legs as her sundress rode up to her lap.

Ms. Booker's fingers plunged deeper, curling inside me as she found that perfect spot. I cried out, overwhelmed by the intense pleasure radiating through my body. Her expert touch had me writhing beneath her, desperate for more.

​"That's it baby, let go for Mommy," she purred, her voice husky with desire.

​I slipped my fingers into her dripping pussy, marveling at how hot and silky she felt inside. Ms. Booker groaned, grinding down onto my hand.

​"Yes, just like that," she encouraged. "Touch me like I touch you."

​I tried to match her rhythm, pumping my fingers in and out of her tight slit as she did the same to me. Our bodies moved together in a sensual dance, building towards mutual bliss.

​Ms. Booker's thumb found my clit, circling the sensitive bud. Stars exploded behind my eyes as waves of ecstasy washed over me. My hips bucked wildly as I chased my release.

​"Oh god, oh fuck, Mommy!" I babbled incoherently. "Please, don't stop!"

​She purred, kissing my face, neck, and tits. The pleasure was so intense, all I could do was moan and wail like a complete whore.

"That's it baby, cum for me," she commanded. "Let me feel that tight little pussy squeeze my fingers."

​“I…I…Oh fuck!” I gasped, feeling the familiar tingle fill me from head to toe. “I’m going to cum!”

​“Mmmh~” Ms. Booker purred, her pussy pulsating around my fingers as I held them knuckle deep. She tugged at my nipple with her mouth, causing me to yelp.

“That’s it… Cum for Mommy~” She urged. Her eyes fixating on mine. “Scream for me.”

​My body trembled. Oh god! I couldn’t hold back any longer. The waves of pleasure turned into a forceful hurricane. One that I couldn’t escape.

“OH FUCK FUCK FUCK!” I screamed, not caring as to who might hear. Each neuron in my head erupted like fireworks, flooding me with euphoria as my pussy pulsated and gushed around her fingers.

​My feet kicked in the air as my back arched and slammed down onto the sheets.

​Ms. Booker laughed, “Mmmh, fuck. That’s right. Cum hard for mommy.”

That I did.

With a final gasp, I collapsed on the bed, whimpering as she pulled her fingers out of my used slit — strings of grool rolling off her fingers.

My own hand pulled back from under her sundress. Her wet stickiness lathered my fingers as I panted.

​Ms. Booker smiled down at me, her eyes glinting with desire as she brought her glistening fingers to my lips. "Open up, baby," she purred. "Taste yourself on Mommy's fingers."

​I parted my lips obediently, my tongue darting out to meet her digits. The moment her fingers slipped into my mouth, I moaned at the taste - a heady mix of sweet and salty that made my head spin. I sucked eagerly, swirling my tongue around her fingers to lap up every drop of my own essence.

​"Mmm, that's it," Ms. Booker cooed, her free hand stroking my hair. "Such a good girl, cleaning Mommy's fingers so well."

​“Mmh, Mommy~” I purred around her fingers, my eyes fluttering closed as I savored the intimate act. The tang of my arousal mingled with the faint taste of her skin, creating an intoxicating flavor that had me craving more. I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks as I tried to draw out every last trace.

​"Oh, you like that, don't you?" Ms. Booker chuckled, her voice warm with affection. "My dirty little girl, so eager to taste her own pussy juice." She pushed her fingers deeper, making me gag slightly before I adjusted. "That's it, take it all. Show Mommy how well you can suck."

​I whimpered, my tongue working frantically as I tried to please her. The praise sent tingles through my body, stoking the embers of my arousal once more. I opened my eyes, gazing up at Ms. Booker adoringly as I continued to suckle at her fingers.

​"Beautiful," she murmured, her eyes dark with lust. "You're doing so well, baby. Mommy's so proud of you."

She pulled her fingers out of my mouth as I gasped, spit rolling down my chin as I whimpered. My eyes fluttered as the taste of my own wetness coated my tongue.

It was sickly delicious.

​“Fuck… Th-that was…”

​“Amazing?” She finished, laughing as her hand gently trailed up and down my stomach.

I nodded, blushing filling my body as I stared at her own wetness on my fingers.

​“You know…” I began, smiling wide. “You’ve been so good to me… But I think I need to return the favour.”

​She raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Is that so?”

I giggled, nodding again. “Indeed. I was such a brat, I can see that now. I think an apology is in order… And a thank you, for showing me real pleasure.”

​Her eyes glimmered. “Well dear, if you insist.”

With a whimper, I sat up back on the edge of the bed, the fire still burning in my clit as grabbed her sundress and slowly inched it up her thighs — revealing more and more of her sexy legs.

​Just then, the front door of the house opened. “Hello? Ms. Booker? Sara?”

Fuck… Ashely had returned.

Book 1 | Story 3: The Forbidden Threesome

​I jumped off the bed, grabbing my towel and wrapping it around my body as I brushed the hair from my face.

Ashley must have been back early from her chores. She hated Ms. Booker just as much as I did — how could I possibly even begin to explain this?

​No… There was no explanation. I had to hide it.

From the looks of things, Ms. Booker was on the same page. She stood, brushing down her sundress as she calmed her face like an actor. I, on the other hand was still blushing and flustered — my knees were rattling, and I was panting as if I had just run a marathon.

​I followed Ms. Booker as we exited the room, doing everything I could to try and compose myself.

We both rushed down the hall towards the front door. Ashley had her hair up in a messy brown bob as she kicked off her shoes, groceries in hand.

​“Finally,” Ms. Booker scoffed — falling perfectly back into character. “You took so long that Sara finished her gardening.” The woman said, motioning back at me, standing nervously in the halls as I clenched the towel around my body. “She was a filthy mess.”

​Ashley raised an eyebrow, her doe brown eyes scanning me up and down. “So she took a bath?”

I whimpered, squeezing my thighs together as a bead of grool ran down my thigh. “Y-yeah… I was dirty…”

​My lips slammed shut at the unimpressive excuse.

Ashley glanced between me and Ms. Booker before she shrugged. “Whatever… We’re done for the day then.”

The girl turned back towards the door. “Come on, Sara. Let’s get out of here.”

​I stood frozen, my mind racing and reaching for any excuse possible. I didn’t want to leave. Ever.

“I umm… N-need to get changed.” I whimpered, my trembling eyes darting between the two women.

​“Perhaps you should leave.” Ms. Booker added, “Sara still has plenty of penance to make.”

​Ashley scoffed, walking over to me as she grabbed my wrist. “No way. I’m not leaving her with a hag like you for even a second longer.”

​I whimpered, trying to pull my hand away, but her grip was too strong.

“Sara? What are you…” Ashley paused, gasping as a strand of wavy brown hair fell over her face.

Slowly, she lifted my hand up to her face.

​… Ms. Booker’s slick grool lingering on my fingers like webbing.

I gasped — unable to formulate a single thought, let alone an excuse. Even Ms. Booker was beet red, shaking in her sundress as Ashley’s jaw dropped.

​“Sara…” She began, her voice shaking. “Is this…?”

The scent of arousal on the grool gave it all away.

​Suddenly, Ashley’s face flooded pink as she let go of my hand, stepping back as her back hit the wall. “What the fuck?!”

​Ms. Booker stormed forward. “Listen, girl. It isn’t what you think!”

​Ashley snapped at her. “You probably put her under some sort of sick spell, you witch!”

Both women took a step towards one another, ready to trade blows by the looks of things.

I yelped, jumping between them as the thoughts spun in my head.

​“WAIT!” I shouted, silencing the rushing thoughts in my head.

The towel slouched on my body, revealing the swell of my tits as both girls stared at me with shock.

​I took a deep breath, steadying myself as I faced Ashley. Her eyes were wide with shock, darting between me and Ms. Booker.

​"Ash, listen... it's not what you think. Well, maybe it is, but..." I trailed off, struggling to find the right words. "Ms. Booker, she... she showed me something incredible. A whole new world of pleasure I never knew existed."

​Ashley's jaw dropped, her cheeks flushing pink. "What are you talking about, Sara?"

​I noticed her gaze flicking down to my chest, where my towel had slipped to reveal more cleavage. A familiar spark of attraction flickered in her eyes — we'd always had a flirtatious friendship, dancing on the edge of something more.

​"Those college boys, they don't know the first thing about making a woman feel good," I continued, my voice growing stronger. "But Ms. Booker... god, Ash, she made me feel things I never imagined. She touched me in ways that set my whole body on fire."

​“B-but…” Ashley whimpered, glaring at the older woman with confusion. “We hate her… Don’t we?”

I chuckled softly. “I thought we did… But maybe…” I looked over my shoulder — seeing her in a whole new light. “Maybe we just needed something to bridge our differences.”

​A sly smile crossed Ms. Booker’s eyes as she stared at me for a moment, making my heart race before she looked over at Ashley. “It didn’t take long for Sara to realize what she was missing… Perhaps you could be the same?”

​Ashley gulped nervously, her body shaking. I could see that she wasn’t quite sold yet. I couldn’t blame her, but as she stole another glance at my chest, my smile grew. I grabbed the fabric of my towel, my smile turning devious. “Perhaps a peak will help sway ya?”

​The soft blush on Ashley’s cheeks turned a bright red as she couldn’t tear her gaze away from my cleavage — peering out even moreso from the top of the towel.

With a gulp and a deep breath, she looked up at me, lust in her eyes. “Yeah… That’d do the trick.”

​That was all I needed.

I took a deep breath, my fingers trembling as they grasped the edge of the towel. With a coy smile, I slowly unwrapped it, letting the soft fabric fall away from my body. The towel pooled around my feet as I stood there completely nude.

​Ashley's eyes went wide, her jaw dropping open as she took in the sight of my naked form. Her gaze roamed over my curves hungrily - from my perky breasts with their hardened pink nipples, down my flat stomach to the neat strip of blonde hair between my thighs.

​I giggled softly at her stunned expression, a blush spreading across my cheeks. Behind me, I felt Ms. Booker press against my back, her hands coming to rest on my hips. She nuzzled into my neck, planting soft kisses along my sensitive skin.

​"Isn't she beautiful?" Ms. Booker purred, her fingers trailing up to cup my breasts. I gasped as she gently pinched and rolled my nipples.

​Ashley nodded mutely, unable to tear her eyes away as Ms. Booker's hands roamed over my body. The older woman's touch sent shivers of pleasure through me. I leaned back against her, reveling in the feeling of her soft curves pressed against me.

"Why don't you come closer, dear?" Ms. Booker beckoned to Ashley. "I'm sure Sara would love for you to touch her too."

​I bit my lip and nodded eagerly, holding out my hand to my friend. Ashley paused for just a moment before stepping forward, her fingers intertwining with mine. I pulled her closer until she was right in front of me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body.

​"It's okay," I whispered, guiding her hand to my breast. "Touch me."

​Ashley's fingers trembled as they made contact with my soft skin. She cupped my breast gently, her thumb brushing over my hardened nipple. I moaned softly at the dual sensations of Ashley's tentative explorations and Ms. Booker's more confident touches.

​"That's it," Ms. Booker encouraged. "Doesn't she feel amazing? So soft and responsive."

​I could see the last of Ashley's confusion melting away, replaced by burning desire. Her other hand came up to join the first, kneading and caressing my breasts as she leaned in closer.

"Sara," she breathed, her lips just inches from mine. "I've wanted this for so long."

​With a soft whimper, I closed the distance between us, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss. Ashley moaned into my mouth, her body pressing flush against mine as Ms. Booker continued to touch and tease us both from behind.

​I pulled away from Ashley, both of us giggling as the inhibitions melted away. I took both girls by the hands, guiding them towards the bedroom. My bare butt swayed with each step — I could feel both of their eyes burning into my perky ass.

​My hips pushed the bedroom door open as I giggled, strutting in — my heart pounding like a war drum.

Ms. Booker laughed, “I now have two sexy little pupils to teach.” She turned her gaze towards me. “Sara, perhaps we can practice on Ashley. That way she can feel what it’s like being with a girl while you master what I taught you?”

​I bit my lip. “That sounds great, Mommy~” I turned to Ashely. “What do you think?”

The brunette nodded, biting her lip from grinning. “S-sure~”

​“Good girl.”

Ashley lay back on the plush bed with me kneeling on the mattress beside her. Her brown eyes wide with anticipation as she gazed up at me. I moved towards her eagerly, my hands already reaching for the hem of her shirt.

​"Slow down, darling," Ms. Booker's sultry voice cautioned from behind me. "Remember, patience is key. Savor every moment."

​I took a deep breath, forcing myself to slow my movements. With deliberate care, I grasped Ashley's shirt, slowly inching it up her torso. Inch by inch, her smooth skin was revealed — first her toned stomach, then the swell of her breasts covered by a lacy pink bra.

​Ashley lifted her arms, allowing me to pull the shirt over her head. Her chestnut hair fell in soft waves around her flushed face. I tossed the shirt aside, drinking in the sight of her partial nudity.

​She giggled. “F-fuck, Sara…”

​“I know, babe~” I purred, licking my lips as my nipples hardened. “You’ll love this.”

My fingers trailed down to the waistband of her shorts, unbuttoning them with trembling hands. Ashley lifted her hips, letting me slide the denim down her shapely legs. Her matching pink panties were already damp with arousal.

​"That's it," Ms. Booker purred encouragingly. "Nice and slow."

Even from here, I could see how wet she was. Soft, brown pubes curled out from her pantie line as she spread her legs, breathing shakily.

​I unhooked Ashley's bra, my breath catching as her perky breasts spilled free. Her nipples were hard brown buds, begging to be touched. Unable to resist, I leaned down and took one in my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak. Ashley gasped, her back arching off the bed.

​“O-oh~” She gasped as I sucked her like a babe. My tongue circled her perky nipple as my other hand groped her free tit. Ashley gasped and panted — biting the back of her hand as she squirmed on the bed like a fish out of water. The scent of her clean skin and vanilla perfume filled my nostrils as I let out a whimper. “A-ah fuck… Sara~”

​Finally, I hooked my fingers into her panties, drawing them down her legs at an agonizingly slow pace. Ashley squirmed beneath me, whimpering with need.

At last, she lay completely bare before me. I sat back on my heels, drinking in the sight of her naked form. Ashley's body was a work of art - petite yet curvy in all the right places. Her breasts were small but perfectly shaped, topped with perky nipples. A small strip of neatly trimmed brown hair led down to her glistening pussy lips.

​“Mmmh~” Ms. Booker purred, reaching over to spread Ashley’s legs. The brunette whimpered as we both drank in the sight of her sexy little cunt.

“She how wet she is? This pussy is begging to be licked.”

​I nodded, mouth watering as I crawled between Ashley’s legs — the bed creaking beneath us as Ms. Booker gave my ass a spank. “Go ahead girl, eat her out.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

​I leaned down, my heart racing as I planted soft kisses along Ashley's inner thigh. Her skin was like silk beneath my lips, warm and inviting. I trailed my tongue up her leg, tasting the salt of her sweat mixed with the sweetness of her arousal.

​Ashley whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed as I got closer to her center. I paused just shy of her glistening folds, my hot breath ghosting over her sensitive flesh. She squirmed, desperate for more contact.

​"Please, Sara," she begged. "Don't tease me."

​I glanced up, meeting her lust-filled gaze. "Patience, babe," I purred, echoing Ms. Booker's earlier words. "Good things come to those who wait."

​With agonizing slowness, I dragged my tongue along her outer lips. Ashley gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair. I took my time exploring every inch of her, savoring her unique flavor. My tongue dipped shallowly into her entrance, gathering her wetness before trailing up to circle her clit.

​Above us, Ms. Booker lavished attention on Ashley's breasts. She kneaded the soft flesh, pinching and rolling her nipples between skilled fingers. Ashley arched into her touch, caught between the dual sensations of pleasure.

​"That's it, darling," Ms. Booker encouraged. "Show her how good it feels to be touched by a woman."

​Spurred on by her praise, I redoubled my efforts. I sealed my lips around Ashley's clit, sucking gently as I flicked my tongue over the sensitive bud. Ashley cried out, her thighs trembling on either side of my head as she clamped them around my face like a vice.

​"Oh fuck, oh god," she babbled, grinding against my face. "Sara, that feels so good. Don't stop, please don't stop!"

​I had no intention of stopping. I lapped at her hungrily, drinking in her essence like the sweetest nectar. My hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as I devoured her. Above us, Ms. Booker's sultry voice guided me.

​"That's it, nice and slow. Tease her, build her up gradually. Make her beg for release."

Ms. Booker purred, tugging at Ashley’s nipple as the brunette gripped my head, tugging at my hair as she panted.

​I followed her instructions, alternating between long, slow licks and quick flicks of my tongue. Ashley writhed beneath me, her moans growing louder and more desperate with each passing moment. Her pussy clenched around nothing, silently begging to be filled.

​God~ She tasted so fucking good. Her wet, sticky grool lathered my tongue as I devoured her like a starving animal. My tongue pushed deeper and lashed like a whip inside of Ashley’s tight cunt.

​The girl’s moans and pants rang in my ears like choir bells — fueling my resolve.

“Oooh fuck!” She squealed.

​I purred, staring up her body as my mouth latched onto her pussy, tongue lashing as she gripped my face like a vice.

“Oh oh oh~” Ashley panted.

​“That’s it, baby. See how soft and delicate she is?” Ms. Booker purred, her hands stroking Ashley’s stomach as the brunette nuzzled her face into the older woman’s chest.

“Sara has learned so much in such a short time, it seems.”

​I smirked at the comment, pulling my face out from Ashley’s thighs as I panted, spit dripping down my chin as the taste of her sweet grool coated my mouth.

​“Fuck, Ash~” I whimpered, my hand curling between her thighs. “Your cunt is so tight…”

​“Ah!” She squealed, feeling my finger probe at her slit. Her labia lips spread gently as my finger pushed deeper. Just my fingertip was enough to make her squirm. I chuckled, slipping another finger inside as the brunette gasped, gripping the sheets as her back arched and slammed back down onto the mattress.

“She so wet, Mommy~” I said to Ms. Booker.
​“That’s what happens when we tease and take our time. Those dumb college boys would never understand… Now, let’s finish her off.”

I nodded in agreement.

​I lowered my face back between Ashley's trembling thighs, my fingers still buried deep inside her tight slit — pulsating around my digits. Her scent was intoxicating, drawing me in like a magnet. I flattened my tongue against her swollen clit, giving it a long, slow lick as I curled my fingers inside her.

​Ashley's back arched off the bed, a strangled cry escaping her lips. "Oh fuck, Sara! Right there!"

​I smiled against her flesh, repeating the motion as I established a steady rhythm with my fingers. In and out, in and out, curling to hit that special spot inside her with each thrust. My tongue danced over her clit, alternating between broad strokes and quick flicks.

​Ms. Booker's sultry voice floated down to me. "That's it, darling. Focus on her clit. Suck it gently, use the tip of your tongue to tease it."

​Following her instructions, I sealed my lips around Ashley's sensitive bud, sucking it into my mouth as I flicked my tongue rapidly over the tip. The effect was immediate - Ashley's hips bucked wildly against my face, her thighs clamping around my head as she ground against me.

​"Oh god, oh fuck!" Ashley babbled, her words dissolving into incoherent moans. Her fingers tangled in my hair, holding me firmly in place as I felt her clit throb — her orgasm about to boil over.

​I could feel her inner walls starting to flutter around my fingers. She was close, teetering on the edge of ecstasy. I redoubled my efforts, pumping my fingers faster as I lavished attention on her clit.

"She's almost there," Ms. Booker purred. "Don't stop now. Make her cum, Sara. Show her what she's been missing."

​Determined to push Ashley over the edge, I curled my fingers more firmly against her g-spot, rubbing it in tight circles as I sucked hard on her clit. The combination of sensations proved too much for her to handle.

​“Mmmh! C-cum for me~” I whimpered into her cunt, my tongue lashing against the clit as tremors shot up her spine.

​“Ah! AHHHHH!”

Ashley wailed, her body going rigid as her clit erupted with sheer ecstasy. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my fingers, gushing with arousal as I continued to lap at her sensitive flesh.

​I gentled my movements, helping her ride out the aftershocks of her orgasm. Only when her trembling subsided did I slowly withdraw my fingers, placing one last soft kiss on her clit before sitting back on my heels.

​Ashley lay panting on the bed, her skin flushed and glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. Her eyes were glazed over with pleasure as she looked up at me in awe.

​"Holy shit," she breathed. "That was... incredible."

​I grinned, licking my lips as the filth rolled down my cheeks.I breathed deep, air filling my lungs instead of her musty scent as my own clit throbbed.

​“Such a good girl.” Ms. Booker praised. “Mommy is proud of you. I think you both learned a lot, didn’t you?”
​I stared down at Ashley, the pretty brunette panting as her eyelashes fluttered — the grin stapled to her face.

“We sure did!” I said with a laugh, “But I think we’re ready for a lot more lessons, isn’t that right, Ash?”

​Ashley moaned, nodding her head as stray brown hairs stuck to her flushed face. “F-fuck yes~ Oh my god… I need more.”

​“Don’t worry girls.” Ms. Booker smirked. “Mommy has plenty more lessons to teach you two.”

______________________________________________________________
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​“I don’t get it?” I said, draping one leg over the other as I leaned back in the plastic chair. My cheerleading skirt rode up my legs, showing more of my toned thighs. “I didn’t even do anything wrong.”

​Professor Bales pursed her lips, her red lipstick shining like a beacon as the fluorescent light glimmered on the lens of her glasses. “Amy… You haven’t shown up to any class this entire week.”

I scoffed, “Yeah because the football season starts on Friday. I’m the cheerleading captain, I need to practice.”

​The woman huffed, resting back in her chair. “You missed the presentation yesterday.”

​I rolled my ears, tucking my wavy blonde hair behind my ears as I adjusted my tube top. “So? My partner was there, I’m sure she did great on her own.”

Professor Bales glared at me, shifting her jaw.

​She was right that I rarely ever did come to class — and when I did I just sat in the back row next to Jesse, the star quarterback. But why did she care? This English class was dumb anyway, and my entire scholarship rested on my ability to perform on the cheerleading team.

​Besides, I could easily trick some nerd into writing my essays for me, assuring me at least a passing grade.

I smirked. As much as a hard ass Professor Bales was, she didn’t have anything on me.

​The woman glared at me, a single strand of hair breaking from her top bun, which was WAY too tight.

The corners of her bright red lips curled into a devious grin.

​What was she thinking…?

The woman shrugged, “This may be an English class, but I didn’t expect to need to teach you how to read as well.”

​“What?” I asked, watching as she reached into her desk, pulling out a single sheet of paper.

​“This is the class syllabus, you know, the contract of our class. The one you were supposed to read before the end of the first week of class.”

Professor Bales slid the paper my way. I raised an eyebrow, reaching over as I grabbed it. “Okay…?”

​I had, in fact, read over the syllabus. Once again, I scanned the sheet. Just as I remembered it. Most of our grade was in our final essay, with a few presentations as well. Participation made up only 5% of our final grade.

I looked up at her, my blue eyes glimmering. “Okay…?”

​“Read the last sentence, girl.” The woman spat, disdain in her voice.

I glanced down.

​‘The instructor has full authority to change any grading scheme.’

My heart skipped a beat. “Wh-what does this mean?”
​She laughed. An evil laugh that made my spine shiver and my hairs stand on edge. “It means that now, all of our attendance is going to be worth 30% of your final grade.”

​“WHAT?” I yelped, jumping up to my feet. My miniskirt fluttered and my tits bounced — barely covered by the flimsy white tube top around my chest. “Y-you can’t do that?”

​“I thought you could read?” The woman said. “I can change the grading scheme as I so choose… and I have made my choice.”

My heart was beating in my throat. “I can’t possibly come to every fucking class!”
​She shrugged, leaning back. “You don’t have to. I’m counting all your prior absences as well. There is no chance you can pass my class any longer, so don’t bother showing up.”

​The entire room spun. If I so much as failed a single class, my entire cheerleading scholarship could be in jeopardy. There was no way this bitch could retroactively make me fail… Right?

​“Th-this is crazy. Just wait until the Dean hears about this!” I shouted, not caring to keep my voice down as I slammed my hands on the wooden table.

​“Oh, you think the Dean will take your side? That man would love nothing more than to see brats like you be punished. Hell, he might even suspend you himself.”

My heart raced as panic set in. I couldn't lose my scholarship. Cheerleading was everything to me.

​"Please, Professor Bales," I begged, my voice cracking. "You don't understand. Cheerleading is my whole life. I've worked so hard for this. If I lose my scholarship, my dad will absolutely kill me."

​My heart was racing, and at this point I didn’t care one bit to keep my cool. My world was crumbling around me.

Professor Bales leaned back, a cruel smile playing on her lips. She seemed to be enjoying my desperation.

​"Oh Amy," she purred. "Watching you beg is quite amusing. But spoiled little brats like you deserve to be punished. You've gotten away with far too much for far too long."

​Her eyes raked over my body, lingering on my exposed thighs and barely covered chest. I squirmed under her gaze.

Professor Bales was sick. She looked like she was getting off punishing me.

​It didn’t take long for my panic to boil over into pure anger.

​“Y-you… You hag!” I shouted, losing all sense of control.

Professor Bales scratched her face, her dark pupils glaring at me as I leaned over her desk. I didn’t care anymore — she was threatening my scholarship and my life.

“Just because you are old and jealous doesn’t mean that you can take it out on me!”

​“You slut.” She sneered. Professor Bales stood, towering over me as she looked down at me with disdain. I tried to keep my composure, but the woman was intimidating.

“You made it this far by batting your eyelashes and flashing your cleavage — well, that’s not going to work anymore. Welcome to the real world.”

​The words spat out of her mouth as she snarled. 
My heart was racing, body trembling. She was just jealous of me, of course she was. Even still — she was my professor, and my fate was in her hands.

​I took a deep breath. That was bad — I shouldn’t have shouted like that.

“O-okay, listen…” I whimpered, voice trembling. “I’m sorry… I’ll show up to every class from now on, and I’ll sit right at the front. I can’t risk being—”

​“Oh shut it.” The woman sneered, making me yelp. “You don’t get to negotiate after disrespecting me in my own office!”

The woman circled around her desk, her shadow dwarfing me as I struggled to stand tall. “Little brats need to be punished — and it’s time you got yours.”

​“P-please~” I whimpered, on the verge of begging. “There has to be another way.”

The woman paused, her eyes fixated on mine before drifting down towards my cleavage. I whimpered, feeling my nipples harden and strain against the thin tube top.

​“God… Such a slutty outfit.” She sneered.

There was hate in her voice… but something else as well.

The woman pondered for a moment. “Perhaps there is another punishment we can work out…”

​“Wh-what? Really?” I whimpered, letting out a breath. “I’ll do it, anything!”

She laughed, “Don’t get all excited now, girl. You may not like it.”

She stepped forward, leaving less than an inch between us — her deep perfume filled my nostrils, making my heart quiver as I looked up at her.
​Professor Bales leaned in close, her hot breath tickling my ear. "The punishment should fit the crime, little brat. If you're going to act like a slut, then you should be punished like one."

​I shivered, unsure of what she was alluding to. My heart raced as I weighed my options. I couldn't risk losing my scholarship. With trembling lips, I whispered, "O-okay. Whatever you say."

​A wicked grin spread across her face. "Good. Now bend over my desk."

​My eyes widened but I obeyed, turning to face the desk. I paused for a moment before slowly bending forward, my hands gripping the edge. The wood felt cool against my flushed skin. My skirt rode up, barely covering my ass as the edge of the desk pushed into my hips.

​I heard Professor Bales move behind me. My body tensed as I felt her hand on my lower back, pushing me further down onto the desk. My breasts pressed against the hard surface.

​“Ah~” I whimpered, my nails clawing at the wood. My heart was beating like a wardrum. What was she doing… and why did it make my clit throb so much?

"Such a naughty little cheerleader," she murmured. Her hand trailed down, fingers grazing the back of my thigh. I bit my lip to stifle a gasp.

​Slowly, she lifted the frill of my miniskirt, placing it on my lower back.

I whimpered, feeling my white thong barely hugging my delicate mound. My lips gnawed at the fabric as I felt her intense gaze on my underside.

“Mmmh, not bad. I see now why all the boys are feral for you.” She purred.

​“I… I…” I whimpered, unsure of what I could possibly say. This was so wrong — but fuck, it felt so right.

​“How about instead of a suspension, I give you a punishment fitting a slut such as yourself?” Professor Bales chuckled, “A few hard spanks should set you right.”

​I gasped. Was she serious? I couldn’t possibly do that! Not only was she a girl, but she was like three times my age!
Despite that, my clit throbbed — overtaking the rational side of my mind.

​“D-deal,” I whimpered, surprising even myself.

​“Good girl.”

A sharp crack echoed through the office as Professor Bales' hand connected with my ass. I yelped, the sting radiating across my skin. “Ah!”

​Professor Bales laughed, “Fuck, that felt good. Be a good slut and count my spanks.”

​I whimpered, mind spinning as the hot handprint lingered on my ass like a brand.

"One," I whimpered, my voice shaky.

​She laughed, clearly amused by my reaction. "Count them out loud, slut. I want to hear you."

​Another smack landed, harder this time. I gasped. "Two!"

The pain bloomed across my backside, but something else was happening too. With each spank, a jolt of electricity seemed to shoot straight to my clit. My body was betraying me, responding in ways I never expected.

​"Three! Four! Five!" I counted out, my voice growing breathier with each spank.

My mind was reeling. This was so wrong, but why did it feel so...good? The line between pain and pleasure was blurring with each strike of her hand. My hips involuntarily pressed back, seeking more contact.

​"Look at you, desperate little whore," Professor Bales taunted. "You're enjoying this, aren't you?"

The woman grabbed my asscheek, spreading it as the fabric of my thong was nice and moist.

​I couldn't deny it. My thighs were trembling, wetness gathering between them. The throbbing in my clit was becoming unbearable. “K-keep going~” I whimpered, unable to contain myself.

​She chuckled, “since you asked so nicely.”

Her hand came down again.

"S-six! Seven!" I moaned out as my foot kicked back with each slap. The sounds escaping my throat didn't even sound like me anymore.

​Confusion and arousal warred in my head. I shouldn't want this. I shouldn't be getting off on my professor spanking me. But god help me, I never wanted it to stop.

The desk scratched against tile floor with each spank, by number ten, my ass was searing and my mind had turned to mush.

​“O-oh god~” I whimpered, painting like a bitch as my face pressed against the wood.

Professor Bales purred, her hands stroking up and down my sweaty back. “Not bad, slut. You took your punishment well… Perhaps a reward is in order?”

​“R-reward?” I whimpered, eyes fluttering.

I glanced back, the woman smirked as she caressed my back. For a woman as hard as she was, her touch was surprisingly soft. “Yes… You’re still in trouble, but I think we can mix in a reward here or there. Would you like that?”

​As she spoke, her hand trailed down my back. I gasped as her fingers curled between my thighs. My knees shook as she traced her fingers up and down my moist thong. I spread my legs panting as the pleasure surged through my spine.

​“Y-yes! More! Please!” I gasped shamelessly.

​“I knew a slut like you couldn’t resist.”
I shivered as Professor Bales slowly peeled my damp thong down my trembling thighs. Cool air kissed my heated flesh, making me gasp. Her fingers trailed up the backs of my legs, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

​"My my, you're absolutely dripping," she purred, spreading my swollen pussy lips. I whimpered as she exposed my hair strand thin cunt. "Such a needy little slut."

I arched my back, presenting myself shamelessly. "Please," I begged, grinding my hips back. "I need more."

​"Listen to you beg," she taunted. "Is this what you do for all the football players? Spread your legs and beg like a whore?"

​I blushed. Sure, I liked the attention of boys — but now I only needed her.

Her fingertips ghosted over my aching clit, making me cry out. "You want this bad, don't you slut?"

​"Yes! God yes!" I was beyond shame now, desperate for her touch. All the racing thoughts in my head turned to mush — leaving me as a panting slut.

Slowly, she pushed her finger tip up against my tight slit. I whimpered, feeling my pussy lips blooming like a flower as I tossed my head back. “O-oh yes!”

​“Mmmh, so fucking tight.” The woman groaned, her delicate finger pushing deeper.

​The pleasure was unbearable as my pussy gripped her like a glove.

I had been with bigger men, but fuck, something about her was different. Professor Bales knew my body better than any guy — or even I did.

​“That’s it.” She purred, leaning against my body as her finger pushed deeper. “Take it like a good slut.”

Professor Bales' finger sank deeper, curling inside me as she found that perfect spot. I cried out, my hips bucking against her hand. She added a second finger, stretching me deliciously as she pumped in and out.

​"Look at you, taking my fingers so well," she purred. "Such a greedy little cunt."

​I moaned shamelessly, lost in the sensations. Her fingers moved faster, hitting that spot over and over. My legs trembled as pleasure built low in my belly.

"Up," she commanded, tapping my thigh.

​Panting, I lifted my leg, planting my foot on the edge of the desk. The new angle let her fingers slide even deeper. “Mmh, flexible…” She commented, “I’m sure all the boys love that.”

​"Oh fuck!" I cried out as she hammered into me. I didn’t care about any stupid boy — I cared about her.

Her thumb found my clit, rubbing tight circles as her fingers pumped relentlessly. I was a writhing, moaning mess on her desk.

​Grool ran down my trembling leg as the desk shook beneath me. Each thrust of her fingers pushed deeper and deeper inside of me. She curled them, rubbing my throbbing Gspot as the pleasure flooded me like a tidal wave.

​“AHHH~” I cried out, losing all senses as my voice rang throughout the cramped office.

​"That's it, take it like the slut you are," she growled. "You love being fucked by your professor, don't you?"

​"Yes! Oh god, yes!" I wailed, beyond shame.

Her fingers moved impossibly faster as she leaned over me, her breath hot on my ear. "Come for me, you dirty little whore. Show me how much you love it."

​The combination of her filthy words, pounding fingers, and furious clit rubbing sent me over the edge. My orgasm crashed over me in waves as I screamed in ecstasy, my pussy clenching rhythmically around her fingers.

​“OH YES YES YES!” I chanted, my eyes rolling back as I drowned to the waves of ecstasy.

My hips bucked, body shaking as each neuron on my head erupted like fireworks. My cunt pulsated around her fingers, milking them as she wiggled them inside me — beckoning my orgasm.

​“That’s it, baby… Such a good slut.” The woman purred.

Slowly, she pulled her fingers out of my pussy.

​“Ah~” I whimpered, my pussy dripping as I gasped for breath. “Th-that was…”

​“So good.” She chuckled.

Professor Bales leaned over, her weight pinning me to the desk as I gasped, my lungs refusing to fill with air.

​She tucked a strand of hair behind my ear as I panted on the desk, eyes still fluttering as the lingering euphoria filled my brain.

“Such a good slut… But your punishment has only just begun. If you really want to stay in my class — I’m going to put this sexy little body of yours through quite a bit. Think you can handle it?”

​My lip trembling. What did she have in mind? This was already so dirty, so wrong. But god, I needed more.

​“Anything~” I said breathlessly, “I’m yours.”
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​I laughed as Jesse leaned in, telling me about how he got some nerd in his Chemistry class to do all his homework for him.

I didn’t blame him, Jesse was the starting quarterback of the football team. His focus should be on the field — and as a cheerleader, so should mine.

​“Class dismissed.” Professor Bales’ voice rang up through the rafters.

She peered over her glasses, her eyes fixated on me. “Amy… A word after class.”

​I gulped. Fuck. I had already been in trouble with her, and after my naughty punishment, I promised her I would be better. I was attending class, but hardly paying attention. Though, it’s not my fault that Jessie was chatting away all lecture.

​Still, I took a deep breath and walked down the steps as the rest of the class filed out.

Her gaze lingered on me with each step, making my heart race in my throat. It was so hot in here… I was sweating underneath my baggy sweater, and my tight leggings hugged my thighs and calves like a second skin.

​“Y-yes, professor?” I whimpered, clenching my shoulder bag as I stood in front of her.

Professor Bales' eyes narrowed as she looked me up and down. "I see you've managed to drag yourself to class, but it seems you still can't be bothered to pay attention."

​I shifted uncomfortably under her intense gaze. "I-I'm sorry, Professor. I was just—"

​"Save your excuses," she cut me off sharply. "I watched you giggling and whispering with that airhead quarterback the entire lecture. Did you think I wouldn't notice?"

​My cheeks flushed hot with embarrassment. "It won't happen again, I promise."

​Professor Bales raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed by my half-hearted apology. She leaned in close, her perfume filling my senses and making my head spin. "Perhaps you need another lesson in discipline? You seemed to respond well to punishment last time."

​My breath caught in my throat as memories of her spanking me over her desk flooded back. The sting of her hand, the overwhelming pleasure... I squirmed, feeling a familiar heat building between my legs.

​"N-no, that won't be necessary," I stammered, even as my body betrayed me. My nipples hardened beneath my sweater and I clenched my thighs together, trying to quell the growing ache.

​Professor Bales smirked, seeing right through me. "Are you sure about that? Your body seems to be saying otherwise." Her hand brushed my hip as she circled around me, making me shiver. "I think you need a reminder of who's in charge here."

​I whimpered softly as she circled me like a shark. It was so wrong — but I couldn’t deny how much I wanted her.

“Though…” She continued, “You clearly didn’t learn from my last punishment. I’m not sure another one would work.”

​I gulped, despite it just being the two of us — the classroom felt heavy and crowded.

“I…I need you~” I whimpered, unable to deny it any longer.

​She laughed, “I know you do. But if my punishments won’t work…” Her lips curled into a devious grin. “How about we try some positive reinforcement?”

I raised an eyebrow, “Wh-what?”

​She stood in front of me, tilting my chin up to meet her gaze. “You showed up today, and while I wish you paid attention, it’s still an improvement.”

Her hand grabbed my sweater, slowly inching it up my body. “And improvement is cause for a reward.”

​I whimpered, my cheeks red. We were alone in here, but the hallway outside the doors were full of college students. This was wrong — but I didn’t want it to stop.

Professor Bales slowly lifted my sweater, exposing my midriff. I trembled as cool air kissed my skin. She pulled it over my head, leaving me in just a thin tank top.

​"My my, someone's excited," she purred, eyeing my chest. My nipples strained against the flimsy fabric, hard little points betraying my arousal.

​I whimpered as she traced a finger along the swell of my breast. "Such perky tits. I bet all the boys love to stare at these bouncing during your little cheerleading routines."

Without warning, she pinched my nipple through my top. I gasped, a jolt of pleasure shooting straight to my core.

​"Ah! Professor..." I moaned softly.

​She chuckled darkly. "Listen to you, already moaning like a little slut." Her fingers kneaded my breasts roughly, making me squirm.

​"Please," I whimpered, not sure if I was begging her to stop or keep going.

​She groped me harder, rolling my sensitive nipples between her fingers. I bit my lip to stifle my moans, all too aware of the students just outside the door.

​"That's it," Professor Bales murmured. "Let me hear those pretty little sounds."

​“O-oh fuck~” I whimpered, pushing forward as she played with my chest. Her fingers masterfully tugged at my perky nipples as my mind reeled.

My knees rattled as the crotch of my leggings turned damp — my pussy quivering.

​The professor laughed. “I think positive reinforcement will work much, much better than punishment.”

My cheeks flushed red as my hands held her waist — pulling the woman into my body. Even through her blazer, I could feel how soft and curvy she was.

​Her smirk made my lip tremble. “Let’s get you nice and naked now…”

Professor Bales grasped the hem of my tank top, slowly peeling it up my torso. I raised my arms, allowing her to pull it over my head. Cool air kissed my bare skin as my breasts bounced free.

​"Mmm, even better than I imagined," she purred, eyes raking over my exposed chest. Her fingers traced the curve of my breasts, making me shiver. "Such perky little tits."

I whimpered as she pinched my nipples, rolling the hard buds between her fingers. Pleasure shot straight to my core. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking friction.

​"Please," I gasped, not sure what I was begging for.

​She chuckled darkly. "So needy already. Let's get these off too."

​Her hands slid down to my waist, hooking into the waistband of my leggings. Slowly, torturously, she peeled them down my legs. I stepped out of them, now clad in only a tiny pink thong.

​My asscheeks gnawed at the moist thong, and the small pink triangle barely covered my pussy as the puffy mound lips peered out.

Professor Bales circled me slowly, drinking in every inch of my nearly naked body. "My my, what a figure," she murmured appreciatively. "No wonder all the boys drool over you."

​Her hand smacked my ass playfully, making me yelp. "Turn around, let me see that perky little behind."

​I obeyed, trembling as I felt her gaze on my backside. My thong was already soaked through, a damp patch visible on the pink fabric.

"Such a tight, toned body," she praised, running her hands over my curves. "I bet you drive all the football players wild in your little cheerleading uniform."

​I moaned as she grabbed my hips. “Lay down on the desk, baby. Let me take care of you.”

I bit my lip, nodded as she guided me up onto the cold, hard desk. The cold wood bit my ass as I squirmed.

​Her hand on my chest pushed me down, laying down on the desk as my hair fanned out.

“Perfect.” The woman praised before pulling my ass up to the edge.

​I gasped, looking down as she knelt down on the floor — her face nestled between my legs as she wrapped her hands around my thighs.

I panted, the room swirling as the scent of my pussy filled the air. The soft, honey-sweet scent lingered as Professor Bales inhaled deeply. “Fuck… So wet.” She purred, licking her lips.

​“I bet a slut like you loves to be eaten out, don’t you?” She asked, her hot breath on my moist panties making me whimper.

​“I… I do.”

​She chuckled, “Poor girl, you haven’t seen anything yet. These dumb college jocks don’t know how to pleasure a woman. Let me show you what you’ve been missing.”

​My hips lifted off the edge of the desk as she grabbed the waistband of my thong, inching it down my trembling legs.

​I tossed my head back, squirming on the desk like a fish out of water as the dirty thong dangled from my toes.

Professor Bales smirked, eyeing my tight, blooming pussy. “Fuck, what a tight little cunt you have.” The woman purred.

​I could barely breathe, let alone speak — but my heavy and eager moans told the professor exactly what I needed.

“I’m going to show this pussy a whole new meaning of the word pleasure.” She purred.

​The professor planted a soft kiss against my inner thigh, causing a moan to escape my lip. “Ohhh~”

​“That’s it, baby.” She smirked, “Enjoy it.”

Professor Bales teased me mercilessly, planting feather-light kisses along my inner thighs. Her hot breath ghosted over my aching center, making me squirm with need. I whimpered, my hands finding their way to my breasts. I kneaded them roughly, pinching and twisting my nipples as waves of pleasure washed over me.

​"Please," I begged shamelessly, my hips bucking upwards. "I need more."

​She chuckled darkly, her tongue darting out to trace lazy circles around my outer lips. "Patience, little slut. The build-up is part of the fun."

​I groaned in frustration, my fingers working my nipples furiously as Professor Bales continued her torturous teasing. She licked and sucked at every inch of skin around my pussy, deliberately avoiding where I needed her most.

​"O-oh my god~!"

Even without her touching it, my pussy was dripping with sticky filth. The pleasure was building, my clit peering past the hood as it sought any time of attention at all.

​The professor smirked, planting a final kiss between my thigh and slit. “There we go, your pussy is nice and ready.”

​Before I could respond, she planted a kiss right on my clit.

“AHH!” I yelped, my back arching before slamming down on the wooden desk. “Oh fuck y-yes!”

​Professor Bales' tongue slid up my dripping slit, parting my folds as she lapped at my aching pussy. I cried out, my back arching off the desk as pleasure surged through me. Her masterful tongue danced along my pussy, alternating between broad strokes and teasing flicks.

​"Oh god, yes!" I moaned, my hands flying to her head to tangle in her hair.

She chuckled against me, the vibrations sending shockwaves of bliss through my core. Her tongue zeroed in on my clit, circling the sensitive bud before sucking it between her lips. Stars exploded behind my eyes as she worked my most sensitive spot.

​"F-fuck, don't stop!" I begged shamelessly, grinding my hips against her face.

My short, shallow panting filled the classroom, echoing out. I didn’t care who heard — all I cared about was getting off on the professor’s face.

​“Mmmh, you’re so fucking delicious. Your pussy is so sweet, just like honey.” The professor leaned forward, her tongue burying into my slit as her nose rubbed against my clit.

​I gasped. The woman used her tongue like an artist’s paintbrush — my pussy her canvass.

My back arched with each lash of her tongue as the waves of pleasure hit me like a rocky shore. I couldn’t breathe — all I could do was close my eyes and drown in the euphoria.

​Professor Bales' tongue danced over my clit as she slipped a finger inside me. I gasped at the dual sensations, my hips bucking off the desk.

​"Oh god!" I cried out as she curled her finger, finding that perfect spot inside me.

She pumped her finger in and out slowly, building a steady rhythm as her tongue flicked rapidly over my swollen bud. Waves of pleasure radiated through my body with each stroke.

​My hands gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles turning white as the pressure built low in my belly. Professor Bales added a second finger, stretching me deliciously as she fucked me with her hand.

​"That's it, take it like a good girl," she purred against my flesh before diving back in.

​Her fingers moved faster, hitting my g-spot with every thrust as her tongue worked magic on my clit. I was a writhing, moaning mess on her desk, completely lost to the sensations.

​"I'm so close," I whimpered, my thighs trembling.

​She redoubled her efforts, sucking hard on my clit as her fingers pumped furiously. The coil of pleasure wound tighter and tighter, ready to snap.

​The entire world closed in around me as I tossed my head back — my body going rigid as if a bolt of lightning just hit me. “OHHHH FUCK!”

The orgasm crashed into me as my pussy clamped and pulsated around her finger. My clit erupted and the pleasure flooded my entire being.

​The woman moaned, her eyes fluttering as she tenderly sucked my clit, her finger itching my pussy.

“Mmmmh~ That’s it, slut. Take it, you dirty girl.”

​My entire body went boneless as I collapsed on the desk — now coated in my sweat and pussy grool.

My eyes rolled as I let out a tired whimper, “F-fuck…”

​Professor Bales sat back on her heel, grool and spit dripping from her chin as she eyed my trembling body. “There… Your reward for coming to class this week. Perhaps you’ll get even more hot and juicy rewards if you start paying attention.”

​I looked down at her, panting like a dog. “Y-yes! I will! I’ll pay attention, I promise~!”

She flashed me a wink, licking her lips. Each breath I took caused more sticky grool to dribble from my blooming cunt. “Good slut. I’ll see you bright and early tomorrow, in that case. Don’t be late.”
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​I smirked as Professor Bales handed me my essay.

An A+.

​Fuck… I never even imagined myself capable of getting an A+.

The professor gave me a wink as she walked over to the next student. Ever since she made me squirm and cum all over her desk — I had a newfound vigor to study hard. Each class that I was attentive and sat in the front row, was another reward from Professor Bales.

​By now she knew my pussy like the back of her hand.

​I was going to pass the semester with flying colors at this rate — and it was all because of her.

I watched Professor Bales walking down the row, handing back papers. Her pants hugged her thighs, leaving no curve to the imagination.

​All semester she was the one rewarding me — now I think it was time to return the favor.

​“Class dismissed. See you all after the weekend… Oh, and go Bulldogs.” The professor said.

Jesse cheered from the back row. “Hell ya! Make sure y’all come to the game tonight.”

​I winced. The boy really was cringeworthy.

I adjusted the thin tube top of my cheerleading outfit. We had one last practice right before the game — but I had enough time to see the Professor.

​I shouldered past a group of boys, their eyes fixated on my ass as the frill of my miniskirt fluttered with each step. I didn’t care — all I cared about was her.

“H-hey, Professor,” I said, blush already filling my cheeks as I clenched my notebooks up against my chest, hiding my perky nipples.

​She smiled, pushing up her glasses. “Hello, Amy. Well done on the essay.”

​“Th-thank you.” I took a deep breath, steadying my racing thoughts. “Can I speak to you in your office?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Sure. Is everything okay?”

​I nodded, brushing the hair from my face. “Absolutely…”

She gave a brisk nod as we walked out of the room, my skin flushed as she eyed me up and down. “I still can’t believe how slutty those cheerleading outfits are.”

​I giggled. “I know… I don’t mind though.”

She smiled, “If I had a body like yours, then I wouldn’t either.”
​I bit my lip at the compliment. I had a nice body, sure, but the Professor…

She was sexy in a different way. Her body was curvy and full — yet slender all at once. Her face was sharp and erotic, not soft and innocent like mine.

​As soon as we entered her cramped office, I slammed the door shut, my breath shaking.

“What’s this all ab—”
​Before the professor could finish, I grabbed her blazer, pulling her in for a deep kiss.

The woman muttered, shocked for a moment before melting into the kiss.

​Our tongues danced as the woman moaned into my mouth. I whimpered, hands holding her hips as the pleasure began to throb in my clit.

I pulled back slowly, my lips tingling from the intensity of our kiss. My chest heaved as I struggled to catch my breath, our faces mere inches apart. Professor Bales' eyes were wide with surprise, her red lipstick smudged from our passionate embrace.

​"What was that for?" she whispered, her voice husky with desire.

​I gazed up at her through my lashes, a coy smile playing on my lips. "It's a thank you," I murmured. "For showing me that I can be more than just a ditzy cheerleader. You made me believe I could actually be a good student."

​Professor Bales chuckled softly, her hands coming to rest on my hips. "It was my pleasure, Amy. You've shown remarkable improvement this semester."

​I giggled, pressing my body flush against hers. "Oh, Professor," I purred, my fingers toying with the buttons of her blouse. "Your pleasure is only just beginning."

​Her breath hitched as I slowly popped open the first button, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. "Amy," she warned, but there was no real admonishment in her tone. “Fuck…”

​"Shh," I hushed her, my hands moving down to the next button. "Let me thank you properly."

​I trailed kisses along her jaw, reveling in the soft gasp that escaped her lips. My hands roamed her curves, squeezing and kneading as I worked my way down her neck. Professor Bales' head fell back, granting me better access as I nipped and sucked at her pulse point.

​"Oh god," she moaned softly as I pushed her blazer off her shoulders. It fell to the floor with a soft thump.

​My fingers made quick work of the remaining buttons on her blouse. I peeled it open, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her ample breasts. My mouth watered at the sight.

​"You're so beautiful," I breathed, cupping her breasts through the delicate fabric. Her nipples hardened beneath my touch, straining against the lace.

​Professor Bales pulled me in for another searing kiss, her tongue dancing with mine as her hands roamed my body. She squeezed my ass, grinding our hips together as desire pooled between my thighs.

​"Such a naughty little cheerleader," she purred against my lips. "What am I going to do with you?"

​I grinned wickedly, dropping to my knees before her. My hands slid up her thighs. "I have a few ideas," I teased, looking up at her with innocent eyes.

My eyes darted to the office chair nestled in the corner of her room.

​The woman purred, kneading my ass like bread.

I eyed her round, full tights as my own hands slipped around her back.

With a smirk, I unclipped the bra, letting it flutter to the floor.

​“Fuck~” I whimpered.

Her tits bounced free. The brown nipples already hard as arched her back. “Like what you see?”

​“Fuck yes~”

I leaned in, taking one of her nipples into my mouth. Professor Bales gasped as I swirled my tongue around the sensitive bud. I sucked gently at first, then with more intensity as she moaned above me. My hand cupped her other breast, kneading the soft flesh as I lavished attention on her nipple.

​Her words were like a delicate whisper, tinged with desire and pleasure. Her fingers became tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as if she couldn't get enough of the sensations coursing through her body. As I continued to lavish attention on her breast, my own sense of desire grew, fueled by her gasps and moans.

​They were so soft, my hands melted into her round tit as the hard nipple pushed up against my palm.

"Oh god, Amy," she breathed, her fingers tangling in my hair.

​I switched to her other breast, trailing kisses across her chest before capturing the neglected nipple between my lips. My tongue flicked rapidly over the hardened peak as I sucked. Professor Bales' back arched, pressing her chest further into my eager mouth.

​“Mmmh~ Fuck~” As I worshipped her breasts, my hands slid down to the waistband of her slacks. I deftly unbuttoned them, slowly lowering the zipper. Professor Bales' breath hitched as I slipped my hand inside, my fingers grazing over the damp fabric of her panties.

​"You're so wet already," I murmured against her skin, nipping gently at the underside of her breast.

​My fingers traced lazy circles over her clothed mound, teasing her through the thin barrier. I could feel the heat radiating from her cunt as I explored. Professor Bales' hips rocked against my hand, seeking more friction.

​The woman shook her hips as I grabbed her pants, yanking them to her ankles.

I took my mouth off her nipple, a bridge of saliva connecting my trembling lip to her brown bud.

​“Mmmh, fuck.” I purred, eyeing her lacy black panties.

The fabric hugged her curves, her labia lips peering past the fabric that was nearly transparent with how wet she was.

​The woman whimpered, her cheeks flaring with blush as she played with the waistband of her panties. “I need you…” She breathed.

I smirked. Professor Bales was an older, hardened professor — and I was nothing more than a college cheerleader. Despite that, she was trembling and begging for more.

​The scent of her wet, salty pussy filled the air. I inhaled deeply, her womanly musk making my entire body shiver.

​I nodded to the chair in the corner. “Have a seat, professor. I’ll take care of you.”
She gulped nervously, walking towards the chair.

I eyed her ass hungrily, her big, round cheeks devouring the flimsy panties string.

​She fell back into the chair, leaning back as she shimmied to the edge.

I stalked forward, eyes fixated on her crotch as she spread her legs for me.

​“F-fuck… Amy~” She purred, her hands rubbing over the top of the panties.

I giggled, kneeling between her legs as I crawled forward — ass perked in the air as I nestled between her thighs.

​“Mmmh~” I moaned, inhaling deeply. Fuck… Her aroma incredible.

The grool was salty, and yet smelt as sweet as honey.

I leaned in close, my breath hot against her inner thighs. Slowly, teasingly, I ran my fingers over the damp fabric of her panties. Professor Bales shuddered, her hips twitching at my touch.

​"Oh god," she whimpered as I traced the outline of her pussy lips through the thin lace.

​Her panties were absolutely soaked, a dark wet patch spreading across the delicate fabric. I could see the shape of her swollen labia peeking through, begging to be touched.

​"You're so wet for me," I purred, applying gentle pressure with my fingertips. Professor Bales squirmed in the chair, desperate for more friction.

​“Oh my god, Amy~” She moaned, tossing her hands over her head as her lungs struggled to fill with air. “I need you so fucking bad!”
My fingers danced over her clothed mound, teasing and exploring. I circled her clit through the fabric, reveling in the way her body tensed and trembled. Her hips rocked against my hand, seeking more contact.

​"You've taught me so much," I murmured, placing soft kisses along her inner thighs. "About literature, about myself..." I nipped gently at the sensitive skin, making her gasp. "And especially about how to pleasure a woman."

​Professor Bales moaned as I increased the pressure of my touches, rubbing firmly over her clit. "Oh fuck, Amy..."

​I grinned wickedly. "I'm going to show you just how well I've learned those lessons."

My hands grabbed her panties as I slowly peeled them down her legs.

​“Holy fuck… Professor.” I whimpered, crumpling the moist panties and tossing them to the floor.

The woman blushed, spreading herself fully for me.

​Fuck…

Her pussy was magnificent.

Her labia lips bloomed like flower petals, neat brown hairs circled her mound as each labored breath she took caused the pinkness inside to peer out.

​I moaned again, my heart fluttering as each breath I took filled my lungs with her scent.

My hands pushed against her mound, pulling her lips apart as the Professor bucked her hips. “Oh my god… Amy. Please!”

​She was begging, and I wanted to give her exactly what she wanted.

“Don’t worry, Professor. I’ll put all your lessons to use.”

​My bright eyes fixated on her as I leaned forward.

I leaned in, my tongue darting out to trace along her glistening folds. Professor Bales gasped, her hips bucking at the first touch of my eager mouth. She tasted divine - tangy and sweet, with a hint of musk that made my head spin. I lapped at her slowly, savoring every drop of her arousal as it coated my tongue.

​"Yessss! Good girl!," she moaned, her fingers tangling in my hair.

​I explored every inch of her pussy with incredible attention, memorizing each fold and crevice. My tongue dipped into her slit, gathering more of her delicious nectar. The scent of her arousal filled my senses - a heady mix of salt and sweetness that made my own pussy throb with need.

​“Mmmh~” I purred as she panted. Her sticky wetness coated every inch of my mouth as I devoured her.

Gradually, I worked my way up to her clit. It peeked out from beneath its hood, swollen and desperate for attention. I circled it with the tip of my tongue, teasing her mercilessly as her thighs began to tremble.

​"Please," Professor Bales whimpered. "I need more."

​I obliged, wrapping my lips around her sensitive bud and sucking gently. She cried out, her back arching as pleasure coursed through her. I alternated between quick flicks of my tongue and long, slow strokes, building her pleasure steadily higher — just like she taught me.

​“F-fuck! Oh my god!” The woman cried out, tossing her head back as her voice filled the air.

My hands gripped her thighs, spreading her wider as I devoured her pussy. I moaned against her flesh, the vibrations making her gasp and writhe. Her taste grew stronger, more intoxicating with each passing moment. I couldn't get enough.

​I released her clit with a soft pop, trailing my tongue back down to her entrance. Slowly, teasingly, I pushed inside her tight channel. Professor Bales groaned, her inner walls clenching around my probing tongue. I fucked her slowly with my mouth, relishing the way she pulsed and quivered around me.

​"Oh fuck, just like that," she panted, grinding her hips against my face.

​I brought my hand up, teasing her clit with my thumb as I continued to thrust my tongue inside her. The dual sensations had her trembling, soft cries of pleasure echoing through the office. I could feel her getting close, her pussy fluttering around my tongue as her arousal coated my chin.

​The spit and grool rolled down my throat as I ate her like a starving hyena. The wet sounds of my tongue lashing against her sopping cunt rang in the air — mixing with her moans to create a filthy symphony of dirty pleasure.

​“Oh oh ohhh~” She chanted, her thighs clamping around my face as her back arched. “I’m going to cum! Oh g-god! Amy!”

​I doubled my efforts. My tongue lashing against her slit, pushing deep as her moist lips gripped it. My nose rubbed against her hairy pelvis, the scent of her wetness filling my lungs and pushing out all oxygen.

​I was a mess, spit and grool all over my face — but I wasn’t about to stop.

My tongue lashed like a whip as her thighs gripped my head.

“AHHHHH!” The woman cried.

​I shoved my tongue deep as she came all over my face.

The sticky grool spewed, flooding my mouth as I devoured it all. Her pelvis rubbed against my face as she slammed her hand over her mouth to muffle her cries of pleasure. “MMMMMPH~”

​I purred, pulling my face back as her body went limp. Her feet fell to the floor as she was left a squirming, writhing mess on the chair.

“O-oh my fucking god…” She gasped, face and body flushed red.

​I fell back on my ass, my skirt wrapped around my hips as my own thong was soaking wet.

​“P-professor~” I gasped.

The spit rolled down my throat — coating my chest and ruining my already thin tube top. The fabric was sopping wet and transparent as I gasped for breath.

​She smirked, eyes fluttering as she eyed my dirty body. “You were amazing… My god, I really did teach you how to pleasure a woman.”

​I nodded, smiling as I watched her pussy quiver.

She was such an older, talented woman — and I had turned her into a wet, messy slut.

“I think there is still plenty more for me to learn…” I said with a cheeky wink.

​My hand rode down between my thighs, pressing against my slick thong.

She purred, watching me rubbing my clit as her own clit peered out once again from its hood. “Oh, don’t worry slut. I have plenty more lessons for you.”

______________________________________________________________________
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​I groaned, shoving my head under my pillow.

It was useless — I could still hear the moans of my roommate, Lacy, and the girl she brought home. The banging of her bedframe against the wall only added to the insult of it all.

​It was only my first month living with Lacy, and I could already tell that it was going to be hell.

She was a nice girl, for sure. She was quite a bit older than me in her early 30s, but she seemed like a mature woman — little did I know that she would bring a new girl home every other day.

​I didn’t even know there were this many lesbians in the city. Where did Lacy keep finding them?

​“Ooh yes yes yes~” The stranger moaned.

I grit my teeth, throwing my blanket over my head.

​“Take it, baby. Good girl…” Lacy’s voice chuckled — slipping through the paper-thin doors.

My spine shivered.

​My eyes fluttered — it was an exhausting day at college. I was a nursing major and this was the last thing I needed.

Before I knew it, I had tossed and turned my way through the entire night. The sun broke through my blinds — flooding my tiny bedroom as I groaned.

​It may be a Sunday, but I had to spend all day studying at the library — lord knows if I stayed here I would go insane listening to Lacy and her girl toy giggling and fucking in the next room.

​I groaned rolling out of bed, My wavy blonde hair was in disarray and my tank top and booty shorts were snug to my body.

With a yawn, I walked to the door, peering my head out to make sure that Lacy or her hook-up weren’t in the hallways.

​With the coast clear, I rushed to the bathroom — slamming the door behind me.

I took a deep breath as I stared at my disheveled reflection in the mirror. There was no way that today was going to be a productive day of studying. Lacy was kind, but she had no respect for me at all. Her job as a DJ allowed her to sleep in all day, but she knew that I had to get a good night’s rest.

​All I had time for was to brush my teeth and clean my face — I was already running late. Whatever… I’d just throw on a sweater and hide in the corner of the library.

The water splashed on my face, rolling down my arms and getting my pink tank top soaked and transparent.

​Cursing under my breath, I yanked the bathroom door open — I couldn’t miss the bus or else…

​“Eeek!” I yelped, taking a step outside and running right into a tall, gorgeous redhead.

​“Oh! Sorry babe.” She laughed.

The blush in my cheeks could put the sun to shame. My hands shot up to cover my chest — hiding my nipples pushing up against the moist fabric of my tank top.

​“I…I…” I stuttered, my mind reeling. It was the first thing in the morning, but despite that, this woman looked heavenly. Her hair was long and soft as the ginger silk cascaded down her back. She wore a baggy band shirt, but I could tell that she was hiding a gorgeous body underneath.

​Fuck… even her legs were like sculpted from stone.

She laughed again, her green eyes glimmering. “Awww, you must be Alexa. Lacy’s roommate, right?”

​I whimpered, lip trembling as I nodded.

“It’s good to meet you… I hope we weren’t too loud last night.” The woman said with a wink.

I nearly passed out.

​I was a pretty girl — but compared to this goddess I might as well be a toad.

She apologized again before leaving, and I stood there, frozen in place, admiring her as she walked away. Her hips swayed with every step, and it was all I could do to tear my eyes off her. It wasn't until the front door slammed shut that I realized I was still in the hallway, my pink shirt clinging to my body in the most revealing way possible

​“Haha, she’s hot, isn’t she?”

I whimpered, shaking myself from my trace as I glanced towards Lacy. The girl leaned back against her doorframe, a wide smile on her face as she brushed back her short, black hair.

​I pursed my lips, still frustrated with her. “Whatever…”

Lacy laughed again, her baggy shirt went down to her knees. “Sorry Alexa, I told her to keep her voice down, but damn, Serenity is a wild, wild girl.”

​My cheeks flushed again. Now that I had a look at her, Serenity’s moans were much hotter than annoying.

In fact, I may have even been a bit jealous of Lacy. I wouldn’t consider myself a lesbian at all… but fuck, some of the girls that she brings back were bombshells.

​My hands still covered my breasts, my hard nipples poking my palms through the thin fabric.

I scoffed, walking back to my room. “It’s fine… I gotta go study.”

​Lacy tossed her head back and laughed, his tits jiggling under her top, “Oh you’re such a good girl. Studying on a weekend?” Her eyes scanned me up and down as her lips curled into a devious grin. “What about that boy you were talking to, Tyson, I think was his name?”
​My face scrunched up. “I dumped him… I need to focus on school.”

As I tried to walk past her to my bedroom, Lacy’s hand shot out like the fangs of a viper, digging into my arm.

I gasped as she stopped me in my tracks.

​“Tsk, tsk…” She scolded. “You are 19 years old, and in your first of college. Have some fun and relax.”

I pouted, “With all due respect, I don’t intend to end up living with a college girl, bringing back strangers every night when I turn 30.”

​As I spoke, I slammed my mouth shut. Fuck… perhaps that was too rude.

“Okay… Sorry, that was—”

​Lacy laughed even harder, “Damn, you got me there. But trust me, I’m living my life to the fullest.”

Her dark brown eyes glimmered, “Trust me — life is more fun when you let yourself enjoy it.”

​She winked.

My heart was racing. I’d have my fun eventually — but I needed to graduate and get a good job first, maybe then I’d lay off the pedal.

​Lacy’s hand lingered on my arm, not letting me move as I tried to break free from her grasp. The thoughts ran wild behind her bright, brown eyes as she scanned me up and down.

I whimpered, thighs pressing together as I felt like a piece of meat under her gaze.

​“You know…” She continued, “I used to be just like you. A shy, shut-in who cared more about pleasing my parents than living life. It wasn’t until I experienced my first taste of freedom before I really started to live.”

​My cheeks were still flushed, my lungs refusing to fill with air as her fingers left marks on my arm.

​“Wh-what do you mean? What taste of freedom?” I whimpered.

I should have just broken free from her grip and gotten changed, but something laced her voice — something alluring.

​She winked, making my heart skip a beat. Slowly, Lacy stepped back, letting go of my hand as she walked backward into her room. “Come and find out… if you want.”

​I gulped nervously, my mind racing as she entered her lair.

I was already late… I should get going.

​My legs shook, taking a single step. Though, instead of walking to my room, I crossed the barrier into hers.

My legs moved with a mind of their own, my heart was beating like a war drum.

​Lacy’s room was dark and messy, with the scent of sweet sweat and perfume lingering in the air

Lacy smirked, her baggy shirt fluttering with each step as she sat on the edge of her tattered bed. She patted the spot next to her.

​I gulped, my mind racing with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a signal one.

I paused, my heart pounding as I took small steps towards Lacy's bed. My legs felt like jelly as I lowered myself onto the soft mattress next to her. The sheets were still rumpled from her night with Serenity.

​Lacy's hand came to rest on my bare thigh, her fingers warm against my skin. I let out a small whimper at the contact, my body tensing.

​"Shh, it's okay," Lacy soothed. Her thumb stroked my thigh gently. "I was just like you once. So focused on school, on being the perfect student. But then..." She paused, her eyes taking on a faraway look. "I met Sarah. She was 35, a professor at my college."

​My eyes widened in shock. "You... with a professor?" I squeaked out.

​Lacy nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. "She opened my eyes to a whole new world of pleasure. Taught me things I never knew about my own body." Her hand inched higher on my thigh. "That was my awakening. My first time with a woman –- an older, experienced woman."

​I squirmed, unsure how to process this information. Part of me was scandalized, but another part was undeniably curious. My skin tingled where Lacy touched me.

​Lacy was such a wild, free lesbian — though I guess it made sense that even she would have to have a first time…

I watched her hand slowly snake up my thigh, the room melting away around me as her fingertips teased the fabric of my booty shorts.

​“How about I teach you a lesson as well?” She asked with a giggle.

I gasped, my baby blue eyes widening. “Y-you can’t be serious…”

​She shrugged, “Why not? I was your age when I learned.”

​“I…I’m straight.” I said, failing to keep the blush off my cheeks.

​“So was I…”

The girl bit her lip, her hand curling around my thigh.

​“Mmmh~” I whimpered, slamming my lips shut.

Lacy laughed, “See? Your body is telling you what you really want.” Her eyes darted down to my crotch.

​I followed her gaze, whimpering at the wet spot forming where the fabric pressed up against my soft mound.

She was right… It was wrong, but my body didn’t seem to care.

All my life I had been the the perfect student, the perfect daughter. It was exhausting.

​Perhaps Lacy was just what I needed now that I was in college…

Gently she parted my thighs, my pussy gnawed at my pink booty shorts as she moaned.

​“Mmmh, so wet…” He hand rode up and down my mound.

I gasped, tossing my head back as my shorts did little to hide her soft touch.

Lacy's eyes flicked up to my chest, a hungry grin spreading across her face. "Mmm, look at those perky little tits. Your nipples are so hard, baby."

​I whimpered, feeling exposed as she stared at my breasts straining against the thin fabric. But she was right, my tits were about to burst from the thin top.

​"You know," Lacy purred, "This would be so much better if you were naked. Why don't you be a good girl and take that top off for me?"

​I paused, biting my lip nervously. This was all happening so fast. But the throbbing between my legs and the heat of Lacy's gaze was overwhelming. With trembling fingers, I grasped the hem of my tank top and slowly pulled it up over my head.

My petite yet perky breasts bounced free, soft pink nipples hardened in the cool air. Lacy's eyes darkened with lust as she drank in the sight of my bare chest.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous," she breathed. Her hands came off my mount to cup my breasts, thumbs brushing over my sensitive nipples. I gasped at the jolt of pleasure that shot through me.

​“Ohh, f-fuck~” I moaned, unable to hold back as I squirmed on her bed.

This may be wrong — but fuck, it felt so right.

​She rolled my nipple between her slender fingers, making me whimper.

​“So reactive… I love that…” She purred, giving my perky tit a squeeze before trailing her fingers down my stomach.

I panted like a dog in heat as her fingers ghosted my stomach, trailing along the waistband of my shorts.

​Lacy smirked, slipping off the bed onto the floor. She positioned herself between my thighs, her eyes rolling back as she inhaled deep.

“Fuck… Your wetness smells so fucking sweet.”

​I bit my lip, my hands massaging my tits as I glanced down at her, nestled between my thighs. The small wet spot grew and grew, my pussy mound nearly completely visible underneath the transparent fabric.

​I panted, groping my chest as her fingers slipped under my waistband. My clit was throbbing — begging to be played with.

“Don’t worry babe…” She purred, “Let me take care of you…”

​With agonizing slowness, Lacy hooked her fingers under the waistband of my shorts. She peeled them down, revealing my smooth, creamy thighs inch by inch. My breath caught as the cool air hit my exposed pussy.

​"Fuck," Lacy breathed, eyes fixed on my glistening mound. "You're so fucking wet."

​She pulled my shorts all the way off, tossing them aside. Her hands gripped my thighs, spreading them wider as she hungrily eyed my bald, innocent pussy. My clit throbbed and peered out of it’s hood, begging for attention.

​"God, you have such a pretty little cunt," Lacy purred. She gripped my hips, pulling my ass to the edge of the bed. "I can't wait to taste you."

My hair fanned out on the bed as I panted, my chest heavily as I looked up at the ceiling. She hadn’t even touched my pussy yet — but I felt more turned on than I had ever been with a boy.

​Lacy leaned forward, planting a soft kiss on my inner thigh.

​“Mmh!” I gasped, the breath shooting from my lungs.

Lacy giggled, leaving a trail of kisses closer and closer to my mound.

The scent of my honey-sweet grool filled the air as my mind swirled. “P-please~” I moaned, biting the back of my hand to keep my voice down. “I need you~”

​“I know baby… Just let me take care of you,” She moaned, holding her mouth less than an inch from my cunt. Her hot breath on my slit was enough to make my entire body turn to jelly.

​Her arms wrapped around my thighs, holding them up like stirrups.

My lip trembled as her dark gaze met mine. I watched as she draped out her tong, wet tongue.

​“AH!” I gasped, back arching as she pushed her tongue against my exposed clit. “OH FUCK!”

​I bit down hard against the back of my hand to keep my moans down as she ran her tongue down my thin slit — spreading my lips as she moaned.

​Lacy's moan vibrated against my soft mound as she devoured my dripping slit. Her skilled tongue danced along my pussy lips, teasing and exploring every inch. I gasped and squirmed as she flicked her tongue rapidly over my swollen clit before plunging inside me.

​"Oh god, oh fuck!" I cried out, unable to stay quiet. Her mouth worked magic on my inexperienced pussy.

​“Mmmh, fuck!~” She purred, “Your pussy is so fucking sweet. It’s like eating a peach.”

She alternated between broad, flat licks up my slit and pointed probes into my entrance. Her lips sealed around my clit, sucking gently as her tongue fluttered against the sensitive bud. Waves of pleasure coursed through me.

​Lacy clearly knew exactly what she was doing. Her movements were confident and precise, building my arousal steadily higher. She read my body's reactions perfectly, focusing on the spots that made me gasp and moan the loudest.

​Fuck — it was like she knew my pussy even better than I did.

My hips bucked against her face like a ship on rocky waters as she tongue-fucked me deeply. Her nose pressed against my clit as she buried her face in my cunt. I could feel her hot breath and soft moans against my sensitive flesh.

​I bit down on the back of my hand, but it did no good. My moans slipped out as my back repeatedly slammed against the bed.

Each whip of her tongue sent shockwaves of pleasure throughout my spine.

​“Ahhhh~! L-Lacy!” I wailed, not caring about how much of a slut I sounded.

​“Shh, it’s okay.” She purred. “Cum for me baby — I know you want to.”

Her tongue caressed my clit as she slipped her hand off my thigh. I was seeing stars, and my clit about to erupt like a volcano.

​She purred, sucking on my clit as her slender fingers pushed against the entrance of my cunt. I moaned again, gripping her fingers like a glove.

The pleasure was indescribable. The boys that I had been with before were bigger, but Lacy worked her fingers and tongue like a paintbrush, and my pussy was her canvass.

​She pushed her fingers knuckle deep, making me cry out as she curled them upwards — scratching that intimate itch as I gasped.

​“O-oh god! I’m going to cum! Oh fuck!” I cried out, on the verge of tears as the sensation was too much.

She purred, spit all over her face as she lashed at my clit — her fingers slowly pumping in and out. “That’s it, baby. Cum all over me like a good girl.”

​I couldn't hold back any longer. My entire body tensed as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My back arched off the bed and my thighs clamped around Lacy's head as I came hard.

​“AHHHH!” My voice rang off the walls as my clit exploded.

Each neuron in my head fired off in pure ecstasy.

​My pussy clenched rhythmically around Lacy's fingers as she continued to pump them in and out. Her tongue never left my clit, lashing it relentlessly as I shuddered and convulsed.

​"That's it baby, let it all out," Lacy purred against my pulsing cunt.

​My hips bucked wildly as the orgasm tore through me. I could feel my juices gushing out, coating Lacy's hand and chin. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful, radiating out from my core in electric waves.

​I gripped the sheets tightly, my knuckles turning white as I rode out the intense orgasm. My toes curled and my legs shook uncontrollably. Sparks danced behind my closed eyelids as I threw my head back.

​"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" I chanted as the orgasm seemed to go on forever.

​Finally, the waves of pleasure began to subside. I collapsed back onto the bed, panting heavily as little aftershocks of pleasure rippled through me. My entire body felt boneless and tingly.

​Lacy giggled between my thighs, lifting up on her knees as she pulled away. Spit and grool rolled down her thighs as she panted for breath — the scent of my pussy and wetness filled the air as we both whimpered.

“So fucking good. Fuck, Alexa, you have such a perfect little pussy.”

​“Th-thank you,” I said, the blush on my cheeks flared.

​“I could tell you were wound up with stress — that orgasm was so fucking dirty. I loved it.”

Her hands soothed my thighs, exploring every curve and inch of my flushed, naked, and panting body.

I couldn’t believe it… Not only was Lacy my older roommate — but she was also a girl!
​Her experience was clear — Lacy knew my body better than I did — she knew exactly what to do to me to make me melt.

​She had given me a taste of pleasure unlike any I had ever experienced before — and I was addicted.
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I turned the key to our apartment, heart racing as the door creaked open. I peered in to complete silence.

​The sun had set, but it wasn’t that late. Where could Lacy be?

As I walked in, the sound of her humming from the bathroom gave me my answer. The steam bellowed out from underneath the door — she must have just finished up her bath.

I gulped, standing in front of the bathroom door as I held my clenched fists by my sides.

After our scandalous affair, I had gone to the library to study — but fuck, I couldn’t so much as read a single sentence without my mind racing back to her.

​My heart was pounding so hard that my sweater was fluttering over my chest — I couldn’t help it, the older woman showed me a taste of what pleasure was like — and I needed more. For too long had I restrained myself, focusing on school instead of my own needs.

​No more…

I stood anxiously in front of the door as she continued to hum, just her voice was enough to make my lip and pussy quiver.

​My nails scratched at my leggings as I shifted my weight from one foot to the other — I was one second away from busting the door down.

​Fortunately, the doorhandle turned as my breath lodged in my throat. I stepped back, my wavy blonde hair fluttering as the door opened.

​The steam billowed out as Lacy emerged, her black hair wet and clinging to her neck. A fluffy white towel was wrapped tightly around her body, barely covering her curves. Droplets of water glistened on her bare shoulders and collarbones.

​Her eyes widened in surprise as she saw me standing there. "Oh! Alexa, you startled me," she laughed, clutching the towel to her chest.

​I swallowed hard, my eyes roaming over her damp skin. The towel barely reached mid-thigh, revealing her long, toned legs. My gaze lingered on the swell of her breasts peeking out above the towel.

​"I...I'm sorry," I stammered, feeling my cheeks flush hot. "I just got home and heard you in here..."

​Lacy's lips curled into a knowing smirk. "How was studying?" she purred, leaning against the doorframe. The movement caused the towel to ride up slightly, exposing more of her thigh.

​I gulped nervously. “Bad… I couldn’t focus.”

​She laughed, her dark eyes glimmering. “Oh? Why would that be?”

The blush on my cheeks intensified as I struggled to look her in the eyes — her fiery passion burning into me.

“Perhaps… You finally realize what you were missing?” She asked.

​I nodded, unable to deny it any longer. “I… I need more.”

I was breathless already, sweating like a furnace under my sweater.

​She smirked, her eyes falling to my crotch. My pussy quivered underneath my leggings, just her gaze was enough to make me moan.

She flashed me a wink as her hands gripped the towel around her body. “I gave you a taste, but I think you need the full course meal…”
​Slowly, she began to pull her towel apart, the fabric slouching off her figure.

I watched, transfixed, as Lacy slowly unwrapped the towel. It fell away, pooling at her feet to reveal her stunning body.

​My jaw hit the floor as did her towel.

My eyes widened, drinking in every curve and contour. Her breasts were full and perky, with dusky pink nipples standing at attention. Droplets of water traced tantalizing paths down her cleavage. Her stomach was toned and flat, leading to gently flaring hips.

​Between her thighs, a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair covered her mound. Her long legs seemed to go on forever, toned and shapely. Every inch of her olive skin glowed with a post-bath sheen.

​The scent of her body wash nearly knocked me out. She was so fucking gorgeous. She had the body of a real woman, slender and curvy in all the right places.

My eyes fixated on her pussy, her soft pubes and blooming lips parted with each breath.

​“Holy fuck…” I whimpered, breathlessly.

She brushed her hands through her hair, well aware of how fucking stunning she was.

My hand reached up with a mind of its own as I stepped forward, another whiff of her sweet body wash making me whimper.

​Lacy arched forward, allowing my hand to latch onto her round, perky tits.

​“Mmmh~” She purred as I groped her chest.

Fuck… They were so soft — like firm pillows. Her nipples were hard, yet so soft at the same time. I gave them a tug as she moaned again.

“That’s it… Not bad,” She purred.

​My mouth watered as she grabbed my other hand, guiding it down her body. “Explore me…”

​I whimpered as Lacy guided my hand down her body. My fingers trailed over her flat stomach, feeling the subtle definition of her abs. She spread her stance wider, inviting me to explore further.

​As my hand dipped between her thighs, I gasped at the incredible softness I found there. Her outer lips were plump and silky smooth, already slick with grool. I traced along her slit, marveling at how warm and wet she felt.

​“Fuck…” Lacy moaned softly as I parted her lips, revealing the glistening pink flesh within. Her inner lips were delicate and intricate, like flower petals after a spring rain. At the top, her clit peeked out from it’s hairy hood.

​I circled my fingers around her slit, coating them in her slippery grool. Her pussy clenched and fluttered at my touch, practically begging me to slip inside.

The smell of her grool mixed with her body wash — creating an intoxicating scent.

​Her other hand lifted my chin, "Kiss me," Lacy purred, pulling me close.

​I didn’t need to be told twice.

Our lips met in a passionate kiss as I cupped her mound.

​“Mmmh~” I moaned, her tongue slipping into my mouth.

Our tongues danced in my mouth. She bit my lip, making me groan with pleasure as I ran my middle finger down her parting slip.

​Her pussy lips gripped my fingertip, urging me deeper inside.

​“Deeper… don’t be afraid.” She moaned into my mouth, her hands gripping my hips.

I whimpered, pushing my finger inside her tight, wet, warm cunt. Her pussy was so fucking tight, even my slender finger seemed to have trouble pushing all the way in.

​“Ohhh yesss~” She gasped, her eyes fluttering as I slowly began to pump my finger in and out of her pulsating cunt.

“That’s it baby… add another finger.”

​She bit her lip, her breath shaking.

I moaned, god she was so fucking tight.

​Her grool ran down my knuckles as I pumped in and out, faster and faster as her moans urged me on.

“Take it~” I panted, my own pussy tingling as I played with hers.

​I sucked on her bottom lip as her jaw dropped. The woman tossed her head back in pleasure.

​“Fuck… That’s it, get on the floor.” She moaned.

​I whimpered — her words echoing in my mind like a command that I dare not refuse.

My fingers slipped out of her cunt. Her sticky wetness dripped off my fingertips like raindrops.

​I sat back on the carpet, laying on my back as my blonde hair fanned on the floor.

I looked up at her, panting as a bead of wetness rolled down her thighs.

She giggled devilishly as she knelt over my face, her knees on either side of my head as I stared up at her pussy.

​Each breath I took caused her wetness to fill my lungs — I craved her cunt like a starving animal.

The woman straddled my face, lowering herself until her pussy was an inch or two from my mouth.

​“Please!” I panted, stretching my face up to try and get a taste. “I need you~”

​She looked down at me, her tits bouncing as her lips curled into a smirk. “I know, baby. You want a taste, don’t you?”

​“So fucking badly!”

​“Then open wide.”

I panted like a bitch in heat, my mouth wide open as my wet tongue draped out.

​She lowered herself onto my waiting mouth, her wet folds enveloping my face. I moaned as her pussy lips made contact with my tongue, her sweet nectar coating my taste buds.

​“Fuckkk! That’s it! Good girl!” She panted, tossing her head back.

Lacy's thighs squeezed around my head as she ground herself against my mouth. Her weight pressed down, nearly suffocating me, but I didn't care. All I could focus on was the intoxicating taste and scent of her dripping cunt.

​I lapped eagerly at her slit, my tongue exploring every fold and crevice. Her clit swelled under my ministrations as I swirled around the sensitive bud. Above me, Lacy let out breathy moans of pleasure.

"That's it, baby. Eat my pussy," she purred, tangling her fingers in my hair.

​Her hips swayed like boats riding a wave, the spit and grool rode down my entire face, making me nice and filthy.

I couldn’t breathe as she sat on my face, each gasp only filled my lungs with her womanly essence instead.

​I redoubled my efforts, alternating between broad strokes up her slit and pointed probes into her entrance. My nose pressed against her clit as I pushed my tongue as deep inside her as I could reach.

​Lacy's hips began to rock, grinding her pussy against my face. Her juices flowed freely, coating my chin and cheeks. I struggled to breathe, gasping for air whenever I could, but I didn't dare stop my eager licking.

​My own pussy was drenched, ruining the fabric of my leggings.

Lacy giggled, reaching back and giving my mound a few taps.

​“Dirty girl.”
I whimpered, squirming as she tapped my cunt through my leggings.

​“Mmmh!” I moaned into her pussy, my tastebuds coated in her filthy grool.

​Lacy’s hot moans fueled my resolve — I couldn’t breathe, but fuck it, I didn’t care.

I devoured her like a starving animal, my own clit throbbed — begging to be pleasured. But this was about making her cum.

​I doubled down, lashing my tongue against her clit as she ground her hips harder against my face. Her thighs trembled around my head as I sucked and licked with renewed vigor.

​Her wet, coarse pubes scratched my face — but I was past caring about that.

“Cum for me, please~” I moaned into her sopping cunt, my tongue burying deeper than ever.

​"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Lacy cried out, her voice rising in pitch. "Don't stop, I'm so close!"

​I could feel her pussy clenching and fluttering against my mouth. Her clit swelled even larger under my tongue as her orgasm approached. I sealed my lips around the sensitive bud, sucking gently as I flicked my tongue rapidly back and forth.

​Lacy's back arched and her fingers tightened in my hair, holding my face firmly against her dripping cunt. "Yes! Yes! Fuck, I'm cumming!" she wailed.

​Her entire body tensed as the orgasm crashed over her. Her thighs clamped around my head, muffling her cries of ecstasy. I felt a gush of wetness flood my mouth and chin as she came hard.

​The sticky, sweet wetness flooded my mouth as I gasped, devouring the goodness as her muffled moans rang out like choir bells.

Exhausted, Lacy rolled off my face, letting me gasp and fill my lungs with fresh air.

​“Oh fuck!” I gasped, panting.

Lacy whimpered, squirming on the carpet beside me.

“H-holy shit, Alexa… You’re a natural.”

​Her face was red and panting, her entire body squirming and her blooming cunt dripping with sweet wetness.

​I giggled, the pleasure tingling up my spine. “I learned from the best.”

I rolled onto my side, my breath smelling like her honey-sweet grool as I couldn’t keep the smile off my lips.

​She wiped the sweat from her brow, “I was supposed to be the one to pleasure you, not the other way around. Sorry girl, I couldn’t help myself.”

​I laughed, “Don’t be, I loved it~”

I bit my lips, eyeing her like a piece of candy as she squirmed on the carpet. “Good… Oh, I forgot to mention, Serenity is coming back tonight… Perhaps you would like to join us? She does think you are really cute.”

​My heart skipped a beat. “R-really? Join you?”
I was having the time of my life, but was I ready to have a stranger join? Especially someone as hot and intimidating as Serenity…

​Still, the thought of having my hands all over her body was too much to refuse.

“I’d love to~”

​“Good girl.” Lacy smiled, “I’ll warn you — she’s rather rough. I hope you can handle it.”

Book 3 | Story 3: Shared and Dominated

​I squirmed on the edge of Lacy’s bed, my heart racing.

“Don’t worry,” she laughed, brushing her short black hair. Serenity is ecstatic that you’re joining us.”

My lips pursed, I was so inexperienced — my mind went blank and my natural instincts took over when I was with just Lacy — but could that happen again with Serenity?
​A knock on our apartment door made me yelp, nearly bouncing right off the bed.

Lacy chuckled as she stood, her sweatpants and tight tank snug to her body as she went to the door.

​I watched down the hall as she opened the door. Serenity stepped in — the Goddess in the flesh.

My jaw dropped. Her red hair was like fire, and her green eyes practically shone against her porcelain skin.

​The girls shared a soft kiss, a shiver shooting up my spine.

Hand in hand, they came back into the bedroom.

​“Well, well…” Serenity said, her voice was angelic. “I didn’t think you were the type of girl to want to do something this… naughty.”

She flashed me a wink, nearly knocking me out.

​Lacy nodded, “She wasn’t… until this morning. I suppose your moaning all night made her jealous.”

​Serenity blushed, “Yeah… sorry about that, Alexa. I couldn’t help it though, Lacy is just sooooo good.”

Lacy smirked, her hand reaching around and groping Serenity’s ass. The ginger moaned, pushing her hips back as Lacy dug her fingers through her gym shorts.

Serenity’s nipples hardened underneath her tank top, threatening to tear right through the soft, pink fabric.

​My leggings were still moist from my wetness from earlier — my pussy lips gnawing — begging to be let free.

Serenity let out a soft moan as Lacy's fingers kneaded her ass through her shorts. Serenity couldn’t hold back any longer as she grabbed Lacy’s shirt and pulled her in. Their lips met in a passionate kiss, tongues dancing as they pressed their bodies together. I leaned back on the bed, my eyes glued to them kissing passionately.

​Lacy's hands roamed over Serenity's curves, sliding under her tank top to caress her bare skin. Serenity arched into the touch, her breasts straining against the thin fabric. Their kisses grew more heated, punctuated by little gasps and whimpers of pleasure.

​Almost unconsciously, my hand drifted down to my crotch. I pressed my palm against my mound, feeling the heat radiating through my leggings. My hips rocked slightly, grinding against my hand as I watched the two women make out.

​“Oh fuck~” Serenity moaned as Lacy bit her lip.

I moaned, watching their kissing turn from passionate to animalistic.

​My hand furiously rubbed my mound overtop of my leggings, I was so fucking wet, but I couldn’t help it.

​Serenity's eyes fluttered open, drifting my way as the corners of her lips curled into a smile.

​“Oh!” She moaned, tossing her head back as Lacy sucked her neck. “Fuck, L-Lacy! Our little friend is getting so wet…”

Lacy purred, pulling off Serenity’s neck as she looked at me.

​My cheeks flushed red as the entire crotch of my pants were drenched in my wetness.

Lacy laughed, “Poor girl… Why don’t you go ahead and get naked, babe? I’m sure Serenity wants a better look.”

​Serenity nodded, brushing her hair from her freckled face as she stalked forward, her hips swaying as she knelt on the floor between my knees.

​“Oh~” I whimpered as she slipped her hands beneath the waistband of my leggings.

​“May I?” She asked, inching them down just a bit.

I nodded, unable to breathe, let alone speak.

​I panted eagerly, lifting my hips to help as Serenity slowly peeled my leggings down. The fabric clung to my skin, damp with sticky grool. She pulled them off completely, tossing them aside as her eyes locked onto my exposed pussy.

​"Oh my," Serenity purred, her gaze roaming over my glistening mound. "You're absolutely soaked, sweetheart."

​I spread my legs as she leaned in, the scent of my wetness filling the air as she inhaled my essence.

The woman purred, eyeing my peering clit. Fuck… Just her looking at my clit made it throb.

"Such a pretty little pussy," Serenity murmured appreciatively. She ran her hands up my inner thighs, spreading them wider. "So pink and perfect. And look how wet you are for us already."

​Her fingers ghosted along my slit, barely touching as she explored. I shivered at the feather-light contact, my hips lifting unconsciously, seeking more pressure.

​“Isn’t she a beauty?” Lacy purred behind Serenity.

Lacy began to strip, taking off her clothes as she watched Serenity exploring my delicate mound.

​My eyes darted between the two of them. Serenity’s fingers delicately probing at my slit, her finger tracing up and down my blooming opening as Lacy got completely naked behind her — her body a work of art in its own right.

​I bit my lip — my mind was racing, this was like a dream. I took a deep breath, silencing the storm of thoughts in my mind.

“Mmmh~” I purred, tossing my hands over my head as I leaned back on the mattress.

​Lacy crawled onto the bed beside me, her hands tugging at my sweater. “Let’s get you nice and comfy.”

I arched my back, letting Lacy take my sweater and shirt off in one go.

​Both girls eyed me hungrily as Lacy tossed my clothes to the side. I sprawled on the bed, my legs draped over the edge as Serenity nestled her face between my thighs.

​My hard nipples pointed up into the air as Lacy cupped my breast, massaging it delicately.

​“God, she is so soaked.” Serenity moaned against my cunt, letting my wet scent fill her lungs as her hands stroked my thighs.

I bit my lip, panting like a bitch in heat.

​Lacy laughed, “Don’t leave the poor girl waiting any longer.” She pinched my nipple, making me yelp.

​Serenity nodded, “You’re right, poor thing is so pent up.”

Serenity smiled up at me before lowering her mouth to my dripping pussy. I gasped as her warm breath ghosted over my sensitive clit. She started with a long, slow lick from my entrance all the way up to my clit, making me shudder.

​"Ohh fuck," I moaned, my hips lifting off the bed.

Serenity's tongue was incredibly skilled, alternating between broad strokes and pointed flicks. She traced intricate patterns along my slit, dipping inside to taste my wetness before swirling around my swollen clit. Each movement sent sparks of pleasure shooting through me.

​Her lips sealed around my clit as she sucked gently, her tongue fluttering rapidly against the sensitive bud. I cried out, my thighs trembling as she built the pressure. Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, she would back off, trailing kisses along my inner thighs before diving back in.

​The pleasure was indescribable. All I could do was pant and squirm.

The duality of Serenity’s soft tongue around my clit and Lacy’s hand tugging at my nipple and groping my chest.

​I couldn’t help it, I needed more.
I reached down, pulling Serenity up by her arm.

“N-naked~” I panted, pulling her onto the bed. “Get naked!”
​Serenity and Lacy shared a laugh. “Fuck, not so shy anymore, are you?” Serenity purred.

​All shame disappeared — I didn’t care one bit about how desperate I sounded — I just needed to see her completely naked.

​The bed creaked as I rolled onto my knees, grabbing Serenity’s tank top and tugging it up and over her head.

Her perky, round tits bounced free, my jaw dropping. Fuck… They were so much bigger than I thought.

​She smirked, biting her pink lip as she fondled her chest — her pink gumdrop nipple peering through her fingers. “Like what you see?”

​All I could do was nod.

I leaned forward, drawn to Serenity's perfect breasts like a magnet. My lips parted as I took her nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first. The soft flesh pebbled against my tongue as I swirled it around the sensitive bud.

​Serenity let out a breathy moan, her hand coming up to tangle in my hair. "That's it, baby," she purred. "Suck my tits."

​Encouraged, I sucked harder, flicking my tongue rapidly over her nipple. My hand came up to cup her other breast, kneading the soft flesh as I teased the nipple with my thumb.

​I gently pushed Serenity back onto the bed, my mouth never leaving her breast as she reclined. Her red hair fanned out on the sheets, framing her flushed face.

“Mmmmh~ Baby~” She moaned, holding me up to her chest as I lay on top of her. Her vanilla perfume filled my lungs, and her moans were music to my ears.

​My hands trailed down her toned stomach to the waistband of her gym shorts. I hooked my fingers under the elastic, slowly peeling them down her long legs. Serenity lifted her hips to help, kicking the shorts off completely.

​I sat on my knees between her legs as she spread on the mattress. Her pink labia lips bloomed like a flower, soft ginger pubes curled around her mound as the scent of her sweet grool mixed with her perfume.

​She smirked, reaching down and pulling back the hood of her clit — allowing the soft bud to peer out.

“Go ahead, baby… I need you.” She moaned, her freckles shining against her blushing cheeks.

​I didn’t need to be told twice.

My ass perked into the air — wiggling enticingly as I lowered my face between her pillow-soft thighs.

​I lowered my face between Serenity's soft thighs, inhaling her intoxicating scent. My tongue darted out, tracing along her silky folds. She tasted sweet and musky, like honey and earth. I lapped gently at first, exploring every delicate fold and crevice.

​Serenity's fingers tangled in my hair, massaging my scalp as she guided me. Her skin was impossibly soft against my cheeks, like warm silk. I nuzzled deeper, my nose bumping her swollen clit as I pushed my tongue inside her.

​"Ohh yes, just like that," Serenity moaned, her back arching slightly.

I sealed my lips around her clit, sucking softly as I flicked my tongue back and forth. Her thighs trembled around my head, squeezing gently. I could feel the heat radiating from her core as I devoured her dripping pussy.

​My hands roamed up her body, caressing the soft plane of her stomach before cupping her full breasts. I kneaded the pliant flesh, rolling her hardened nipples between my fingers as I continued to lap at her cunt.

​“Ohh fuck! N-not bad for a rookie~” She purred, holding my hands against her chest as she clamped her thighs against my face like a vice.

I moaned, using the same techniques that Lacy taught me.

​From behind, Lacy ran her hand down my spine, my back arched and my ass perked up in the air as Serenity held me down between her legs.

Lacy purred, her fingers scissoring my mound apart — allowing a bead of grool to run down my thighs.

​She held my lips apart, revealing the bubblegum pink walls of my cunt. I whimpered into Serenity’s body, pushing my hips back as Lacy teased my opening.

​My fingers dug into Serenity’s tits as she locked her heels around my back. I squirmed, but there was nowhere for me to go…
My mind raced as I felt Lacy spread my pussy even more, her other finger running up and down my slit.

​I whimpered, both my holes puckering as I pushed back, arching my back so much that it might snap.

Though, I couldn’t focus on her — I had Serenity to take care of.

​I redoubled my efforts on Serenity's dripping pussy, determined to drive her wild with pleasure. My tongue lashed at her swollen clit as I sucked her delicate folds into my mouth. I alternated between broad strokes up her slit and pointed probes into her entrance, savoring her sweet nectar.

​Her grool oozed into my mouth — it was so thick, so sticky — and oh so fucking delicious.

My nose nestled into her soft pubes, filling my lungs with her sweet scent.

​Serenity's hips began to rock against my face as her panting hastened. Her thighs trembled around my head, her heels digging into my back as she ground herself against my eager mouth. I could feel her pussy clenching and fluttering against my tongue as her arousal built.

​“Oh oh ohhhh~” She panted like a dog. My hands methodically groped and squeezed her tits, making sure to give some attention to her perky nipples. “Oh my fucking god! A-Alexa! Just like that baby!”

​Her moans were music to my ears — I needed to hear her cry out in pleasure.

My tongue lashed like a whip against her clit. I couldn’t breathe – but I didn’t care at all.

​“Mmmh~” I moaned, feeling Lacy’s fingers slowly slip into my thin slit.

​Lacy's fingers glide easily into my sopping wet cunt, curling upwards to stroke that sensitive spot deep inside me. She starts with a slow, teasing rhythm, pushing in to the knuckle before almost withdrawing completely. Each thrust sends sparks of pleasure radiating through my core.

​“Mmmh, so fucking tight.” Lacy groaned.

Her other hand comes down on my ass with a sharp smack, the sting blooming across my skin. I yelp, pushing my hips back instinctively. Lacy chuckles, rubbing the reddened flesh before spanking me again.

​Serenity’s moans were muffled as I gasped into her cunt. My own pussy was on fire, Lacy’s slender fingers curled up, stroking my Gspot as my tongue lashed wildly against Serenity.

​I had no rhythm or reason, but my tongue lashed wildly.

​Lacy gripped my ass, holding it spread as she thrusted her fingers in and out of me. I panted, feet kicking the mattress as my back lurched.

Serenity giggled, tightening her ankle lock around my back as my face suffocated against her cunt.

​“So cute… She’s going to cum~”

Lacy nodded, “I can feel her cunt gripping my fingers so tight. She sopping wet.”

​I moaned, panting and licking wildly.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

​The air in my lungs was replaced with Serenity’s soft, hot scent — and Lacy’s fingers knew my pussy even better than I did. She thrusted with the perfect rhythm, her fingers curling to scratch the perfect itch — I was in heaven.

​“Mmmhm! MMMHHH!”

My mind went blank — pure euphoria shot into my brain as my body went rigid. All I could do was pant, my tongue barely able to keep lashing.

​“That’s it, cum for me baby!” Lacy moaned, my cunt gripping and pulsating around her fingers as grool ran down her knuckles. “Cum for us like a dirty slut.”

​I panted, eyes rolling back.

As waves of ecstasy crashed over me, I felt Serenity's body tense beneath me. Her thighs clamped around my head as her back arched off the bed.

​"Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm cumming!" she cried out, her voice rising to a fevered pitch.

​Her pussy pulsed against my mouth as her orgasm hit. A flood of sweet nectar gushed onto my tongue as her body shook — her cunt gripping my tongue as I stroked up and down. I lapped eagerly, drinking down her release as best I could while still lost in my own climax.

​Serenity's hips bucked wildly, grinding her cunt against my face as she rode out the intense pleasure. Her fingers tangled in my hair, holding me firmly in place as she writhed beneath me. I could feel her abs clenching under my palms as waves of euphoria wracked her body.

​All I could do was moan as her wet pussy rubbed all over my filthy face — the scent, sticky substance, and taste were too much.

My clit throbbed wildly — sending shockwaves up my spine as my fingers left bruises on the ginger’s tits.

​“AHHHH YESSSS!” Serenity cried out.

​She took a sharp gasp, before her body went limp on the sweaty, filthy mattress.

​I moaned, pulling my head back as I gasped for breath. “O-oh fuck!”

From behind, Lacy giggled, pulling her fingers from my slit. I yelped, my pressure lifting from my pelvis as my head collapsed on Serenity’s stomach.

​Both girls laughed as I was left a dirty, panting mess.

“Holy shit… Are you sure that today was your first times with a girl?” Serenity asked, stroking my sweaty hair. “You knew exactly what to do.”

​Lacy kissed my lower back, making me squirm as her lips trailed up my spine. I was sandwiched between both sexy babes as their hands explored my exhausted, sweaty body.

​“I know, right? She’s a natural lesbian.” Lacy added.

I bit my lip. I was straight… but then, why was this the best experience I ever had? Their hot, soft bodies pressed against mine made my racing heart calm as I nestled into Serenity’s embrace, both girls purring like kittens as the scent of sweat and love-making overtook the air.

​All month, I had thought that Lacy was crazy for spending all her time fucking girls — now I know why.

She was right — this was the life. My eyes had been open, and I wasn’t about to go back any time soon.

______________________________________________________________________

Book 4 | Story 1: A Helping Hand

​“Was everything okay?” I asked, holding the serving tray against my body.

Ms. Harriet sat up in her bed, groaning as she put her bowl of oatmeal on the bedside table.

​“No dear, this will be all. Again, thank you so much for all your help. You’re free to go home early tonight — I know a pretty college girl like you surely has plenty of plans on a Friday evening.” She said, leaning back into her pillows.

​I smiled, “Not at all, I don’t mind one bit! Besides, I’d like to get some dusting done today before the weekend.”

I looked around, the bedroom could use some tidying. Ms. Harriet was a lovely lady and an even better neighbor. When I heard that she broke her leg and bruised her hips from a fall, I was more than happy to lend a hand.

​She wasn’t that old, probably in her early 50s, but since she lived alone, I was uncomfortable having her home alone while recovering.

Besides, as a nursing student, taking care of her would be great practice!

​I hummed to myself as I put her oatmeal and juice on the tray. “I’ll be back in a moment!”

I rushed downstairs, the tray clutched tightly in my hands. The wooden steps creaked softly under my feet as I made my way to the kitchen. Sunlight streamed through the lace curtains, casting dappled shadows across the worn linoleum floor.

​I placed the dishes in the sink, running hot water over them. The scent of lemon dish soap filled my nostrils as I scrubbed away the remnants of oatmeal. My mind wandered as I worked, thinking about Ms. Harriet upstairs.

​After drying my hands, I reached back and tightened my blonde ponytail, feeling a few loose strands brush against my neck. I smoothed down my black shirt, the fabric clinging to my curves. My jeans hugged my hips and thighs snugly.

​In truth, I did have a date planned that night. Robert was a cute guy who had been begging to take me out for weeks, I had finally given in, but honestly, I’d rather stay here with Ms. Harriet.

She was recovering well, and was more than capable of taking care of herself, but still…

​I took a deep breath before rushing back upstairs.

​“Perhaps I can get dinner started.” I began, pushing my shoulder into the bedroom door, “Maybe even pour some wine if you—”

As the door opened, I gasped.

​Ms. Harriet was sitting on the edge of her bed, her nightgown snug to her hourglass body as she stretched her casted leg.

“Ma’am? What are you doing? You should be resting!” I said, rushing over.

​Ms. Harriet laughed, her silver and black hair fluttering as she squirmed. She waved off my concern with a dismissive hand. "Oh honey, I'm just getting antsy. I need some exercise, to move around a bit. I can't stand being cooped up in this bed any longer."

​I pursed my lips together, while it was surely frustrating to be cooped up in bed all day, the doctors did say that she needed to take it easy.

Still, with a racing heart, I watched as she struggled to her feet. It took everything in me to keep from helping her, but I could see it in her raven eyes — she needed to do this herself.

​She stood for a moment, a triumphant smile on her face. "See? I'm not bedridden yet," Ms. Harriet declared proudly. But as the words left her lips, she suddenly wavered. Her good leg trembled and she began to lose her balance.

​I yelped in alarm, lunging forward with outstretched arms to catch her. But I was too slow. Ms. Harriet stumbled backwards, falling onto the mattress with a soft thud.

​"Oh no! Are you alright?" I asked frantically, rushing to her side. My heart was pounding in my chest.

​She grunted, a look of frustration crossing her face. "I'm fine, dear. Just a bit embarrassed. Perhaps I do need to take things slow after all."

​I nodded in agreement, relieved she wasn't hurt. That's when I noticed her nightgown had ridden up around her waist in the fall. My eyes widened as I caught sight of her white cotton panties, snug against her curves.

I quickly averted my gaze, feeling heat rush to my cheeks. But I couldn't help stealing another glance. The fabric hugged her hips enticingly, a hint of lace peeking out along the edges. I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry.

​I shook my head, my thoughts racing. My cheeks turned red, hot enough to put the sun to shame.

Ms. Harriet chuckled, tugging down her gown to hide her panties. “Sorry dear… How embarrassing.”

​She huffed as I laid her back down. “Though, honestly it had been so long since someone had seen me in my undergarments — I’m a bit glad.”

Ms. Harriet chuckled at her joke, and even I couldn’t help but grin, trying to shake the blush from my cheeks.

​“R-really?” I muttered. “I figured all the men in town would be lined around the block for you.”

That was surprising. Despite being in her 50s, Ms. Harriet was still hot. She had a body that was curvy in all the right places, and her face was sharp enough to cut glass.

​She sighed, staring out the bedroom window. “Since my divorce, I never really cared much about finding another man. The mere thought of dating men was nauseating, besides, I had my career to worry about.”

Her lips pursed as she took a deep breath. “I don’t regret anything… but it has been lonely.”

​I whimpered. How terribly sad. She was so kind, any man would be so lucky to be with her. The thought of her walking around her home all alone was heartbreaking.

​She glanced over at me, tucking a strand of peppered hair behind her ear, “It has been wonderful having you here, Ashley. Thank you.”

I nodded, smiling wide. “Of course, ma’am. If there is anything you ever need — anything at all — please let me know.”

​Her eyes locked onto mine, the gaze holding on for seconds which felt like hours. “... anything?” She asked, her voice barely louder than a whisper.

I nodded, “Of course, anything at all.”

​She took a deep breath, something lingering in her eyes. Something dark and mysterious as a question lodged in her throat.

The woman looked away, “Nevermind, I shouldn’t have–”

​My hand rested on her thigh as I leaned forward. “No, please! Tell me.”

I bit my lip. Ms. Harriet rarely asked anything of me, if I could make her day a little better, even the slightest bit, I’d be ecstatic to help.

​She took a deep breath, her eyes struggling to meet mine. Was she flustered? Embarrassed maybe? It was so strange, she was always so confident…

“Well…” She began, the blush painting her face. “It has been so long since I’ve been with a man… and frankly, my dear, I can’t seem to satisfy my needs alone…”

​I raised an eyebrow. “Your needs?”

She blushed, staring down at her crotch. I followed her gaze, noticing her slowly spread her thighs. Her nightgown rode up her thighs, revealing her white panties again. A wet spot formed where the fabric pressed against her wetness.

​I gasped, averting my eyes. “O-oh~”

She chuckled softly. “I know… Sorry dear, too much information.”

​I couldn’t help but smile, tucking my hair behind my ear as I glanced at her. The poor woman was so embarrassed. Not only that, but she must really be pent-up to ask me of all people for some help.             

“H-how would you like me to help?” I asked, steadying my racing heart. “I can help you make a dating app profile?”

​She pursed her lips, taking another deep breath. “I don’t think that is what I need…”

Ms. Harriet squirmed on the bed, I could see that her mind was racing — fighting with itself as she struggled to open up to me.

​I sat silently on the edge of the bed, my hand still on her upper thigh as I gave her the space she needed to get her words out.

“Back in college… I had one night with a girl.” She admitted.

​I gasped, “O-oh… Really?”

Well, that was surprising.

She nodded, “Her name was Morgan. She was… Fuck… She was perfect. It was just one night together, but I still think of it to this day. Honestly dear, no man has come close to Morgan.”

​I bit my lip. “Wow… Ms. Harriet… I never could have guessed.”
That was shocking indeed. Not only had she experimented with a girl, but to this day, more than 30 years later she still remembered?

​Her eyes locked on mine making me yelp. The embarrassment faded away from her eyes, replaced with something else…

“I know it’s wrong of me to ask… but would you, maybe be interested in trying to allow me to relive that passion?”
​I whimpered, was she really asking what I thought she was?

Of course I should say no, that was so wrong!

But as my eyes traced down her curvy, sexy figure, I locked eyes once again with her moist panties. The woman laughed, spreading her thighs to reveal more of her panties. “We can stop whenever you want… but I think I can show you the same magic that Morgan showed me.”

​My mind was racing with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a single one. “Okay~” I whimpered, surprising even myself.

“Good girl. Thank you, Ashley… I think we are both going to enjoy this very, very much.”

She sat up slowly, wincing slightly as she moved her injured leg. I reached out instinctively to steady her. As her nightgown slipped off her shoulders, I caught glimpses of soft, pale skin. My fingers trembled as I helped her pull the fabric over her head.

​The thoughts in my head melted away. I knew this was wrong, but as I lifted the gown off her body, I didn’t care one bit.

As I lifted the gown, more of her sexy body peered out. Her figure was perfect, her thighs were nice and thick, and her hips flared out but were slender all at the same time.

​The nightgown fell away, revealing her full breasts. They were larger than I expected, with rosy nipples standing at attention. I couldn't help but stare, my mouth going dry.

​Ms. Harriet chuckled softly. "Like what you see, dear?" she asked, a hint of amusement in her voice. She took the gown from my hands, tossing it onto the floor as she laid back on the mattress, clad only in her moist panties.

​Oh my fucking god.

My own pussy quivered under my jeans as I soaked in her sight. She was perfect.

​Hesitantly, I brought my hand to her breast. The skin was incredibly soft under my palm. I gave a gentle squeeze, marveling at the weight and fullness. Ms. Harriet let out a quiet moan that sent shivers down my spine.

​My other hand found her other breast, kneading and exploring. Her nipples hardened further under my touch. I was mesmerized, rolling them gently between my fingers.

"That's it," Ms. Harriet encouraged. "You're doing wonderfully. Oh fuck, I already feel so good…”

​Her praise made me feel bold. I leaned in, taking a nipple into my mouth. The taste of her skin and the feeling of her nipple on my tongue was intoxicating. I sucked gently, swirling my tongue.

​Ms. Harriet's fingers tangled in my hair, holding me close. "Oh yes," she breathed. "Just like that."

I alternated between her breasts, lavishing attention on each nipple. My own body was on fire, arousal building between my legs. I shifted, trying to relieve some of the ache.

​Her thighs spread more as I knelt on the mattress beside her. The scent of her grool coating the panties filled the air.

I took a deep breath, the sweet and salty wetness making my eyes roll back. “Mmmh~” I moaned, biting my lip.

​The woman laughed as I squeezed her tits. “That’s it baby, take your time… Let your body take the lead.”

I leaned down, drawn to her like a magnet. My lips found her breast again, sucking softly at first, then more eagerly. Ms. Harriet cradled my head, holding me against her chest. I breathed in deeply, inhaling her scent –- a mix of lavender soap and something uniquely her.

​My hand slid down her body, tracing the curves of her waist and hip. I paused for just a moment before cupping her mound through her panties. The fabric was soaked, clinging to her flesh. I rubbed gently, feeling the heat radiating from her pussy.

​"Mmm, more," Ms. Harriet moaned, her hips rocking against my hand. "Please, don't stop."

​I didn’t intend to. “Mmmh~” I moaned, my tongue playing with her nipple as my body moved with a mind of its own. The scent of her grool filled the air… It was so fucking sweet, and I needed a taste.

​I knew what she needed. My fingers hooked under the elastic of her panties, slowly peeling them down her thighs. I sat back, drinking in the sight of her bare pussy, glistening with arousal. Without thinking, I bent and pressed a kiss to her inner thigh.

​"Please," Ms. Harriet whimpered. "I need your mouth on me."

I didn’t need to be told twice. My mouth watered, my nipple strained against my bra as I leaned down.

​Ms. Harriet purred, lifting her legs around me as I nestled my face between her thighs. “Mmmh, fuck~” I purred, the scent of her filling my lungs. My ass wiggled in the air as she kicked away her panties.

​Her pussy was pulsating, her lips blooming like flower petals. Her black pubes were moist with wetness, the grool spilling out with each breath.

The woman stared down at me, her eyes glazed with lust. “P-please, dear~ I need you…”

​I took a deep breath, inhaling her intoxicating scent, before leaning in and running my tongue along her slit. The taste was unlike anything I'd experienced –- tangy and sweet. I moaned softly as I explored her folds with my tongue, lapping up her wetness.

​"Oh god, yes," Ms. Harriet gasped, her hips bucking slightly.

Encouraged by her reaction, I grew bolder. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue before sucking it gently between my lips. Ms. Harriet cried out, her thighs clamping around my head. The pressure only spurred me on.

​I licked and sucked with growing enthusiasm, driven by pure instinct. My inexperience didn't seem to matter as Ms. Harriet writhed beneath me, panting and moaning. Her fingers tangled in my hair, holding me against her.

​"More, please more," she begged breathlessly. “Use the flat part of your tongue as you lick, just like an ice cream cone~”

Her thighs clamped around my face like a vice, my nose pressed against the soft bush of wet pubes as I moaned. My mind buzzed as I inhaled her sexy fumes — her aroma filling my lungs instead of oxygen as I whimpered.

​My tongue lashed with no rhythm or reason, but her moans rang in my ears like choir bells. Though I tried my best to listen to her directions.

“Just like that, girl. Oh fuck~” She moaned, grinding against my face as her breathing hastened. “I… I’m going to cum!”
​I gripped her thighs firmly, holding them apart as I plunged my tongue deep inside her. Her inner walls clenched around me as I explored her depths, lapping up her sweet nectar. The taste was intoxicating, driving me wild with desire.

​Ms. Harriet's body tensed, her back arching off the bed. "Oh god, oh god," she chanted, her voice growing louder. Her thighs trembled against my cheeks as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

​I moaned into her pussy, the vibrations intensifying her pleasure. My nose rubbed against her clit as I fucked her with my tongue, drinking in every drop of her arousal. Her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me firmly in place.

​“Ahh! Oh god yes yes yes!”

​Suddenly, she cried out, her thighs clamping around my head like a vice. Her hips bucked wildly as she came hard, flooding my mouth with her release. I lapped eagerly, not wanting to waste a single drop. “MMMHMHHH~”

​“Ohhhh~” Her moans were muffled through her thighs, but I could feel the intensity of her orgasm. Her entire body shook with pleasure, muscles clenching and unclenching rhythmically. I held on tight, riding out her climax with her.

​As the tremors subsided, Ms. Harriet's grip on my hair loosened. Her thighs fell open, releasing me from their embrace. I looked up to see her flushed and panting, a look of utter bliss on her face.

“H-holy shit… Ashley… That was…” She panted for breath, her lip quivering as her eyes glazed over.

​I panted, lifting onto my knees. My face was coated in grool and spit, the taste of her lingered and did her hot scent. “Oh fuck… Ma’am…” I moaned, eyeing her squirming body. Her pussy pushed out filthy juices as she purred.

​“That was amazing… Thank you so much, dear… Holy shit… I needed that~”

​I bit my lip, smiling from ear to ear.

It was wrong, not only was she my older neighbor, but she was another woman. Even still, that was incredible. Ms. Harriet was so sexy, so mature, and I could tell she was in need of a hot release.

​“It’s my job to take care of you…” I whimpered, stroking her thigh.

​“You sure did… God… that was amazing. I haven’t cum like that in so fucking long.”

I giggled, the fact that I made an older woman like her cum was amazing — now that I had a taste of her — I was afraid that I’d never be able to go back.

Book 4 | Story 2: A lesson in Pleasure

I laid in bed, my fuzzy pink pajamas clung to my body as I stared at Ms. Harriet’s house across the street. Her blinds were down, but her bedroom lights were still on.

​I bit my lip, my pussy still quivering.

Of course, I had to cancel my date tonight. After my time with Ms. Harriet, we cuddled in her bed. I could tell that she had missed the intimacy of it all — and honestly, so did I.

​It had been so long since I had been held like that… No boy had ever shown me the tenderness that she did.

​I needed more.

Slowly, I sat on the edge of my bed — my tight pajamas hugging every inch of my body like a second skin as I stood.

​I licked my lips — the taste of her sweet grool still lingering on my tongue. Ms. Harriet asked me to come back in the morning, but fuck… I couldn’t wait.

​I grabbed the spare key Ms. Harriet had given me and crept downstairs. My heart raced as I slipped out the front door into the chilly night air. The cold wind nipped at my skin through the thin fabric of my pajamas, but I barely noticed. My mind was focused on one thing only –- getting back to Ms. Harriet.

​I hurried across the street, my sandals slapping softly against the pavement. The neighborhood was quiet, most houses dark. A dog barked in the distance. I glanced around nervously, worried a neighbor might spot me sneaking over in my pajamas. But the streets were empty.

​At Ms. Harriet's front door, I paused for just a moment. Was I really going to do this? Show up unannounced in the middle of the night? But the memory of her soft skin and intoxicating scent spurred me on. I couldn't wait until morning.

​Slowly, carefully, I slid the key into the lock and turned it. The door opened with a faint creak. I winced at the sound, hoping it wouldn’t startle her. I slipped inside, easing the door closed behind me.

​The house was dark and still. I tiptoed up the stairs, my heart pounding. What if she was angry I came back? What if she regretted what we'd done earlier? But as I neared her bedroom, I heard soft moans drifting through the partially open door. My pussy clenched in response.

​I pushed the door open wider, revealing Ms. Harriet sprawled on the bed, nightgown hiked up around her waist. Her fingers worked furiously between her legs as she pleasured herself. The sight made me weak in the knees.

​"Ashley," she gasped when she saw me. "I was just thinking about you."

​I bit my lip, blushing as she covered herself. “I… I’m sorry. I don’t know why I came over — but I couldn’t help it.”

She laughed, sitting up in her bed as the scent of her grool lingered in the air. “Don’t be sorry, baby. I’m glad you’re back. I was afraid that I had scared you off for good.”

​I walked towards the bed, my knees shaking as if I were a newborn deer. My nipples hardened, pressing up against my pajama top as she glared at my exposed midriff.

“Mmh, looks like you’re just as turned on as I am.” She chuckled.

​I glanced down to follow her gaze. The crotch of my pajama bottoms were wet, the scent of my own wet pussy cutting into the air.

I yelped, covering the moist spot as I trembled.

​Instead of scolding me, the woman laughed louder. “Oh, come here dear. Don’t you dare cover yourself from me.”

As I stood at the side of her bed, she reached over and moved my hand. I whimpered as she rubbed my cunt through my pajamas, my pussy lips gnawing at the wet fabric as I tossed my head back.

​“Ohhh~”

​“That’s it dear. You were so good to me today, I need to return the favour.”

​“A-are you sure?” I whimpered, buckling my hips into her touch as her hands slid between my thighs. “You’re still hurt…”

​She nodded, looking up at me from her bed. “Oh, I am indeed. Don’t worry about my leg — as long as my fingers and tongue work, I’m sure I can give you what you need.”

She winked, knocking the air from my lungs.

​My body was betraying my true feelings. My cunt was dripping, nipples pressing up against my top, and cheeks were flaring red.

Ms. Harriet pulled back her hand from my thighs, making me whimper. She patted the bed next to her. “Come and lay down, baby. Let Mommy take care of you~”

​I didn’t need to be told twice, nearly leaping onto the mattress.

My heart was racing as I laid down, hyper-aware of her warm body next to mine. She turned towards me, propping herself up on one elbow.

"Relax, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice low and soothing. Her hand came to rest on my stomach, fingers tracing lazy circles over the thin fabric of my pajama top.

​I shivered at her touch, goosebumps rising on my skin. Slowly, teasingly, her hand inched upwards. When she reached the swell of my breast, I gasped softly.

​"Is this okay?" Ms. Harriet asked, pausing her movements.

​I nodded eagerly. "Yes," I breathed. "Please don't stop."

​She smiled, cupping my breast through my top. Her thumb brushed over my nipple, making me arch into her touch. "So responsive," she purred.

Her hand slipped under my shirt, pushing the fabric up to expose my stomach. I trembled as her fingers danced across my bare skin, exploring every curve and dip. Her hand slithered up like a snake as I whimpered.

​“Ohh~ Mommy~” I purred as she grabbed my petite, yet perky tit.

The woman laughed. “Such a good girl for Mommy… Does this feel good?” She asked as her fingers pinched and pulled at mine.

​I bit my lip, barely able to breathe, let alone speak. I nodded, hairs plastered on my flushed face.

“Good girl. If you like that, then you’ll love this…”

​Her hand pulled away from my tits as she slithered her fingers down to the waistband of my bottoms.

I whimpered, arching my back. “T-touch me,” I begged shamelessly. “I need you.”

​Ms. Harriet smirked, licking her lips. My own hand grabbed her nightgown, lifting it up to her pelvis as I stroked her thigh.

​She giggled, her fingers slipping past my waistband as I lifted my hips.

“Oh!” I gasped, feeling her hand cupping my mound.

​“Mmh, like that, baby?” She purred.

My lip trembled as her pointer and ring finger spread my bald mound. Her middle finger gently stroked up and down my tight slit as the heel of her palm pressed against my clit.

The sensation was so intense, all I could do was pant and moan as I bucked into her touch.

​My own hand trembled, yanking down her panties enough to expose her own wet cunt.

​“That’s it baby, touch Mommy like she touches you.” Ms. Harriet purred into my ear.

I nodded stroking her own slit — though I wasn’t nearly as confident or composed as she was. My hand trembled, finger probing at her entrance as I gasped for breath.

​She laughed, biting my neck as her finger pushed deeper into my slit with each pass. “That’s it, baby.” She praised. “Just like that.

​“Ohh fuck~” I gasped, my other hand grabbed my pajama bottoms — yanking them down to the middle of my thigh. The cool air hit my dripping cunt as I stared down with trembling pupils. God… I was fucking soaked.

​Two fingers held my mound spread, as she pushed deep with her middle one. “Mmmh, so fucking tight. God… I love college teen pussy.”

​“M-Mommy~ Oh fuck!” I gasped, trying to mimic her movements with my own hand as her juices coated my fingers.

I panted in short and shallow breaths as the pleasure overwhelmed me. Even her delicate, slender finger was enough to bring me such euphoria — how was that even possible?

​I gasped loudly as she pushed her finger deeper inside of my tight slit. My pussy walls gripped her finger like a glove, pulsating around the digit as her palm pressed harder against the hood of my clit.

​Ms. Harriet leaned in close, her warm breath tickling my ear. "You're doing so well, baby girl," she purred. Her lips brushed against my neck, trailing soft kisses along my jaw.

​I turned my head, desperate to taste her. Our lips met in a passionate kiss, tongues tangling as we explored each other's mouths. She tasted sweet, honed. I moaned into the kiss as her finger curled inside me, stroking that perfect spot.

​“Ah!” I panted, jaw dropping as she sucked my lip.

"Such a good girl," she murmured against my lips. "So wet for Mommy."

​Her thumb circled my clit as her finger pumped in and out of my dripping pussy. Waves of pleasure radiated through my body with each thrust. My hips rocked against her hand, chasing more of that delicious friction.

"Oh god, oh fuck," I panted, breaking the kiss. My head fell back against the pillow as the sensations overwhelmed me.

My hand fell from her cunt, I couldn’t finger her any longer — my own pleasure was boiling over like a volcano about to blow. “Ahhhh~”

​Ms. Harriet's lips found my throat, sucking and nipping at the sensitive skin. "That's it, let go for me," she encouraged. "Show Mommy how good you feel."

​A second finger joined the first, stretching me in the most delicious way. Her fingers fucked me faster, deeper, the heel of her hand grinding against my clit. I cried out, my body trembling on the edge of release.

​"M-Mommy, I'm gonna cum," I whimpered.

​"Yes baby, cum for me. Let me feel that tight little pussy squeeze my fingers."

​Her words pushed me over the edge. My back arched off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I clenched rhythmically around her fingers, coating them with my release as I cried out in ecstasy. “AHHH FUCK! M-MOMMY!”

​My pussy squirted around her knuckles, the juices spewing out and ruining the sheets beneath us as I flopped like a fish out of water.

My clit erupted, shooting euphoria though my veins like hot magma. “AHHH!” I screamed, back arching and slamming on the sheets.

​Ms. Harriet purred, nestling into my neck as she continued to pump her fingers in and out of me.

​“That’s it… such a good girl, cumming so hard for mommy.”

Ms. Harriet worked me through my orgasm, her fingers slowing as the aftershocks subsided. She peppered my face with soft kisses, murmuring praise. "Such a good girl. You came so beautifully for me."

I collapsed back onto the bed, panting heavily. My body felt boneless, utterly sated. Ms. Harriet's fingers slipped from my sensitive pussy, making me whimper at the loss.

She brought her fingers to her mouth, sucking them clean with a moan. "Mmm, you taste divine, sweetheart."

I reached up with her with trembling arms, locking my hands around her head as I pulled her in for a deep kiss.

“Mmmh~” I moaned, tasting my own sweet grool on her lips. Our tongues danced, the world melting around us as her weight pinned me into the sheet.

“God… You are such a good college slut, aren’t you?” She giggled, pulling away. “Reminds me of myself at your age.”

I bit my lip, pulling back from the kiss as a strand of saliva connected our lips like a bridge. “Y-you are incredible… Oh god.” I panted like a bitch in heat. “I didn’t know that an orgasm can feel that good.”

“Oh, my dear.” She smirked devilishly. “We are just getting started.”

Book 4 | Story 3: Putting it all to the Test

​I walked to Ms. Harriet’s door, flowers in hand as a gust of wind made my sundress flutter.

She had just gotten out of her cast, and congratulations were definitely in order. She had taught me so much about myself over the last month…

​I would be leaving back to college in a few days, and I needed to thank her one last time.

The older woman had shown me pleasure unlike anything I had ever seen. All this time I had been wasting my time with clumsy, loser college boys. What I really needed was an older woman to show me the true meaning of pleasure.

​My pussy quivered just thinking about it.

With a deep breath, I knocked on the door, my heart racing.

​No answer.

​I pursed my lips, my blonde hair blowing in the wind — perhaps she was out? Enjoying her newfound freedom most likely.

I reached into my purse, grabbing her keys. I’d just leave the flowers on her table then and be on my way.

​I slipped the key into the lock, turning it quietly. The door creaked open and I stepped inside, inhaling the familiar scent of lavender and vanilla that always lingered in Ms. Harriet's home. Sunlight streamed through the lace curtains, casting dappled shadows across the hardwood floors.

​I made my way to the dining room, my sandals clicking softly with each step. The polished oak table gleamed in the afternoon light. I placed the bouquet of pink and white lilies in the center, arranging them carefully in the crystal vase.

​As I turned to leave, a faint sound caught my attention. Humming. The melody drifted down from upstairs, soft and sweet. My heart skipped a beat as I realized Ms. Harriet was home after all.

​I hesitated, torn between slipping out unnoticed and going to say hello. The humming grew louder as I crept up the stairs, drawn like a magnet. Steam billowed from under the bathroom door, carrying the scent of jasmine bath oil.

​I paused in front of her bathroom door, her humming like music to my ears. I couldn’t help it…

My hand gripped the doorknob as I slowly opened the door.

​Ms. Harriet laid back in her bathtub, flower petals on the bubbly water surface as she draped her hair over the edge, falling like a grey and black waterfall.

“Oh!” She gasped, noticing me in the doorway. “Ashley… What a surprise.”

​She lifted herself just slightly, enough for her shoulder and collarbone to peer out past the water. The air was hot and smelt divine as I whimpered. “H-hello… I just wanted to drop off some flowers.”

​She giggled, eyeing me like candy. “How sweet of you.” Her eyes gazed up and down — my nipples hardened under her sight — pushing up against the cup of my slender, delicate sundress.

She lifted herself up onto her butt, her arms resting on the edge of the tub. Her tits bounced free, nipples riding the surface of the water as my mouth went dry.

​Oh god… I really was addicted to her, wasn’t I?

Ms. Harriet's eyes sparkled mischievously as she gazed at me. "Why don't you join me, dear? The water's divine." She lifted a sudsy hand, beckoning me closer. "Show me what you've learned these past weeks."

​I bit my lip, pausing for just a moment before giving in to temptation. My fingers found the thin straps of my sundress, slowly sliding them off my shoulders. The light fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me in just my lacy white panties.

​Ms. Harriet laughed softly, her eyes roaming appreciatively over my body. "Those too, sweetheart. No need to be shy now."

​“Y-yes, Mommy~”

With trembling fingers, I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my panties and shimmied them down my legs. I stepped out of them, now completely bare before her hungry gaze.

​"Beautiful," she purred. "Now come here and let me feel that soft skin against mine."

​My heart was racing like a stallion as I lifted one foot, dipping it into the water. “Mmh~” I whimpered, fuck, it was hot.

​“Careful dear, don’t hurt yourself now…” She purred.

I carefully stepped into the large clawfoot tub, the hot water enveloping my legs. Flower petals clung to my calves as I lowered myself into the fragrant bathwater. Ms. Harriet's arms encircled me, pulling me close against her slippery body.

​Her breasts pressed against my back as she nuzzled my neck. "Mmm, I've missed this," she murmured, her hands roaming over my stomach and thighs.

​I leaned back into her embrace with a contented sigh. "Me too," I admitted. Her fingers danced along my skin, leaving trails of tingling heat in their wake.

​"Show me what you've learned, my eager little college girl," Ms. Harriet purred in my ear. Her teeth grazed my earlobe, making me shiver despite the steamy water.

​I turned in her arms, straddling her lap as bathwater sloshed around us. My hands cupped her face as I leaned in for a deep, passionate kiss. Our lips moved together hungrily, tongues tangling as we tasted each other.

​My hips rocked against her, our slick bodies sliding together deliciously. I trailed kisses along her jaw and down her neck, nipping and sucking at her pulse point. Ms. Harriet moaned softly, her head falling back to give me better access.

​"That's it, baby," she encouraged breathlessly. "Show me everything..."

​I moaned, the water splashing out onto the tile floor as I sucked her soft, delicate skin. Her moans filled the steamy air as my pussy quivered. The wetness of my grool floated on the bubbles as my arousal was boiling over. As I straddled her, my hand snaked down her wet, hot body.

​“Mmmh, that’s it, baby.” She moaned as I tugged on her perky nipple. Her moans made my heart race — I needed to hear her cry out in pleasure.

My hand continued as I kissed her, my tongue dancing with hers as my hand slipped down to cup her mound.

She moaned again as I stroked her pussy, her pubes moist with more than bath water.

​“That’s it, Mommy. Enjoy it.” I moaned into her mouth as I slipped a finger inside of her. “Mmmh, so tight.”

​“O-oh fuck! Ashley!” Ms. Harriet cried out, clawing at my back. “I… I need you!”

I smirked, eyes meeting hers. “Get out of the tub. I need to devour your cunt.”

​She didn’t need to be told twice. Water splashed out onto the floor as she stood. The woman was so turned on that she couldn’t even make it back to the bedroom. Ms. Harriet leapt onto the bathroom countertop — lifting one leg up on to the porcelain countertop.

​Water dripped off her trembling body as the air fogged up. She leaned back against the glass as she panted.

I stepped out of the tub, water cascading down my body as I moved towards Ms. Harriet. Droplets clung to my skin, glistening in the soft bathroom light. My wet feet left damp footprints on the tile as I approached her perched on the counter.

​“Mmmh, so eager, aren’t you?” I laughed.

​“Y-yes!” She begged, “I need more!”

I knelt before her, my knees pressing against the cool floor. Steam still rose from my heated skin as I gazed up at her spread legs. Her pussy was on full display, glistening with arousal and bathwater. The scent of her desire mingled with the floral bath oils, intoxicating me.

​I leaned in slowly, my breath ghosting over her inner thighs. My lips brushed feather-light kisses along her soft skin, teasing her with gentle touches. I traced intricate patterns with the tip of my tongue, swirling closer to her center before retreating again.

​Her skin was so hot and wet, it was hard to breathe in the steamy air but I didn’t care one bit.

Ms. Harriet squirmed on the counter, her fingers gripping the edge tightly. "Please," she whimpered, her hips inching forward slightly.

​I smiled against her thigh, continuing my teasing exploration. My hands slid up her calves, massaging the toned muscles as I kissed and nipped at her sensitive skin. I could feel the heat radiating from her cunt, drawing me in like a moth to flame.

​My tongue darted out, tracing along the crease where thigh met hip. Ms. Harriet gasped, her leg twitching slightly. I repeated the motion on the other side, relishing in her quiet moans of pleasure.

​"Ashley, please," she begged breathlessly. "I need your mouth on me."

​“Haha, so fucking eager. How the tables have turned…”

Finally, I gave in to her pleas. My tongue flattened against her slit, licking a long, slow stroke from her entrance to her clit. Ms. Harriet cried out, her back arching as pleasure coursed through her body.

​“OHH GOD YES!”

The woman gripped my hair, holding me between her wet thighs as she gasped.

I moaned at the taste of her - clean and sweet from the bath, with an underlying tang of arousal. Her pubic hair was soft against my nose, carrying the floral scent of her bath oils. I breathed deeply, inhaling her intoxicating aroma.

​My tongue explored every fold and crevice of her pussy, alternating between broad strokes and teasing flicks. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue before sucking it gently between my lips. Ms. Harriet's thighs trembled on either side of my head as she gasped and moaned above me.

​"Oh god, yes!" she cried out. "Just like that, baby."

​I took my tongue stroking nice and slowly and with rhythm — unlike the wild first time that I devoured her slit.

​I moaned into her cunt, wiggling my face as my nose pressed up against her clit.

“Ah ahahahahhhh!” She cried out, bucking on the counter.

I smiled, reaching up to play with her soft, bouncing tits as I lashed my tongue up and down against her sensitive slit.

​I slipped my finger inside her dripping slit, curling it upwards to stroke her inner walls. Ms. Harriet wailed in pleasure, her hips bucking against my face. I matched the rhythm of my finger to the strokes of my tongue, building her pleasure steadily higher.

"Oh god, Ashley! Yes, just like that!" she cried out.

Her fingers tangled in my damp hair, holding me firmly against her center. I moaned into her pussy, the vibrations making her shudder. My tongue flicked rapidly over her swollen clit as I pumped my finger in and out of her tight slit. Her tight cunt gripping me like a glove.

I added a second finger, stretching her deliciously. Ms. Harriet's back arched, her head thrown back in ecstasy. Bathwater dripped down her trembling body as she writhed on the counter.

​"More, please! I'm so close!" she begged breathlessly.

My mind raced, the sounds of her moaning and shallow breathing were the only thing keeping me grounded as the heavy air failed to fill my lungs. Each breath I took filled my lungs with her musty grool instead of oxygen.

​I curled my fingers inside her, seeking out that perfect spot. When I found it, I stroked it firmly in time with my licks to her clit. Ms. Harriet's thighs clamped around my head, her cries of pleasure echoing off the tiled walls.

​Her inner walls fluttered around my fingers as she neared her peak. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it rapidly with my tongue as I finger-fucked her faster.

​“Mmmh, cum for me~” I moaned into her cunt. Her body went rigid as she cried out.

​“OHHH FUCK! YES YES YES!”

With a final wail of ecstasy, Ms. Harriet came hard. Her back arched off the counter as waves of pleasure crashed over her. I lapped eagerly at her pulsing center, drawing out every last tremor of her orgasm.

​“Mmmmh,” I purred, sucking on her quivering clit.

Finally, her body went limp, resting back against the fogged mirror as sweat rode down her curves with the bathwater.

​‘O-oh my god… Ashley…” She panted, barely able to speak. “That was amazing. I haven’t came like that in decades… Thank you”

​I panted, falling back on the wet tile. The taste of her salty and creamy cum coated my mouth as I gasped deeply. “N-no… Thank you… I’ve been wasting so much time with dumb body — I never realized that girls were so much better.”

​My clit throbbed, pussy dripping as her taste and scent overtook my senses.

​“Good girl… I hope you learned a lot of lessons to take back to College. I’m sure those college sluts will love it.”

​I smiled deviously. She was right — now that I had a taste of women, I couldn’t go back — and I was ready to show all my girlfriends what I had learned from Ms. Harriet.

______________________________________________________________________

Book 5 | Story 1: The Blizzard

​“I don’t think we are getting out,” Melina said, hands on her waist as she stared out of the glass doors.

The wind was howling — a blizzard blowing like the scene of an apocalypse movie.

​“Fuck…” I grunted, leaning against the counter. “Just great…”

Melina frowned, turning to face me as a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. “Sorry, Bailey. I know you had plans this weekend.” She turned back towards the windows. “Perhaps it’ll calm down soon?”

​Unlikely… This storm was on our radar all month. I had hoped that I’d be able to finish up our shift at the ice cream parlor and rush home before it hit — but now that it was here, it’d be a miracle if we’d make it out before Monday.

​I looked around, “well… at least we have a lot of ice cream.”

Melina laughed, “We sure do. So much for my diet.”

​I smirked, my eyes scanning up and down the petite blonde’s body. “You could use a bit more ice-cream and a bit less kale.”

​She blushed. “Whatever…”

The door to the back opened as Ms. Carriage walked in with a huff. The older woman tucked back her frazzled brown hair as she crossed her arms over her chest. “Bad news girls, all of our cars are buried in the parking lot.” She sighed, rubbing her temples. “I knew it was a bad idea to open today. Why would people want ice cream right before a storm?”

​Melina and I laughed. It was rather silly.

I took another sigh, as much as I would have loved a weekend alone with my boyfriend — there were worse people to be locked into a tiny ice cream store than Melina and Ms. Carriage.

​"Well, no use moping about it," Ms. Carriage said, her tone shifting to something more practical. "Bailey, Melina, why don't you two head to the back and check what food we have besides ice cream? We might be here a while."

​Melina giggled.

​I nodded, pushing myself off the counter. "Sure thing, Ms. C."

​Melina followed me as we made our way to the back storage room. The fluorescent lights flickered slightly as we entered, casting an unnatural glow over the shelves of supplies and the large freezer.

"Let's see what we've got," I said, pulling open the freezer door. A blast of cold air hit us as we peered inside.

​I whimpered, my nipples poking up against my tight grey top as a shiver shot through me.

"God, it's cold," Melina muttered, wrapping her arms around herself.

​I rummaged through the boxes stacked on the frosted shelves. I could see my breath as the blood filled my cheeks.

Fuck… this was brutal.

​“We have LOTS of ice cream…” Melina whimpered. “But that’s about it…”

I sighed, “Whatever… we just need to get through the next day or two. Monday should be good enough to make it back into town.”

​As we continued searching, Melina glanced over at me. "So... you mentioned weekend plans with your boyfriend. That must suck to miss out on."

​I shrugged, digging through a box of supplies. "Yeah, his roommate is away, and we were supposed to spend some time together, just the two of us.”

​"How long have you guys been together?" she asked, organizing the food items we'd found.

​"Almost a year now. Met him in Psych 101. He's nice enough."

​"Nice enough?" Melina raised an eyebrow. "Doesn't sound very exciting."

I pursed my lips together. That was rude of me… Kevin was a good boyfriend. He worked at his dad’s auto shop and was a pretty smart finance student.

​But he was missing something… something I couldn’t put my finger on.

I laughed. "He's fine. Just... predictable, I guess. But stable." We continued sorting through supplies in comfortable silence for a moment.

​"What about you?" I asked, glancing over at her. "Got a boyfriend waiting for you somewhere?"

​Melina went quiet, her hands pausing over the boxes she was arranging. She didn't look up at me.

​"Melina?" I prompted.

​Melina sat on her heels on the cold cement, her head tilted down as her blonde hair fluttered.

​“Umm…” She began, taking a big breath. “N-no. No boyfriend.”

I frowned, tilting my head. “That’s surprising. You’re stunning. I bet all the guys are all over you.”

She laughed, clearly a forced one. “Yeah. I guess I just haven’t found the right boy.”
The girl cleared her throat before shuffling through the boxes again.

​Slowly, I walked over, kneeling beside the girl as her face turned beat red — despite the cold.

"Hey," I said softly, putting my hand on her shoulder. "It's okay. You'll find the right boy, eventually. No rush, right? We’re only in college.”

​Melina stopped shuffling through the boxes, her hands going still. She took a deep breath, then turned to face me. Her blue eyes met mine, and I could see something there—fear, maybe, but also determination.

​"That's just it, Bailey," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I don't want a boy."

I blinked, not sure I'd heard her correctly. The freezer hummed in the background as I tried to process what she meant.

​“Well… That’s okay too.” I said, “Being single is pretty cool…”

​She smiled, a genuine, pitiful one. “I don’t want to be single either, though…”

​"What do you mean?" I asked, my hand still on her shoulder.

​The seconds of silence felt like hours. My heart was racing as her eyes stared into mine — paralyzing me.

Instead of answering with words, Melina leaned forward. Before I could react, her soft lips were on mine. The kiss was gentle, hesitant, like she was afraid I'd push her away. But I didn't. I sat there, frozen in shock as her warm lips pressed against mine.

​When she pulled back, her eyes were wide, searching my face for a reaction.

​"Oh my god," she whispered, covering her mouth with her hand. "I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have—"

​"You kissed me," I said dumbly, my fingertips touching my lips where hers had just been.

​"I'm sorry," she repeated, scrambling to stand up. "I just—I've wanted to do that for so long, and being stuck here with you, and you asking about boyfriends... I just couldn't keep pretending."

​My head was spinning. Melina, my friend who I'd worked with for months, had just kissed me. And the weird thing was... I didn't hate it.

​"How long?" I managed to ask.

​"Since you started working here," she admitted, wrapping her arms around herself. "I know you have a boyfriend, and you're straight, and I've totally ruined everything now. I’m so sorry, Bailey, I shouldn’t have —-”

​I grabbed her face, pulling her in for another kiss. Melina whimpered, her body freezing for a second before her ocean blue eyes fluttered close. The girl melted into our kiss.

​My mind was racing as our tongues danced — pushing between her mouth and mine.

Oh god… What was I doing?

​It was wrong… but fuck — it felt so right. I had kissed Kevin dozens of times, and not even our first kiss felt this… passionate.

​The girl whimpered into my mouth, as her hands locked around my neck — holding my face up to hers.

“Mmmh~” she whimpered.

​Our passionate kiss turned into something dirtier. Something animalistic.

My hands slid up her sides, reaching beneath her pink uniform shirt. Her skin felt like silk under my fingertips, warm despite the freezing storage room. I traced along her ribs, feeling her shiver against me as my thumbs brushed the underwire of her bra.

​"Mmmh~" she whimpered again, her breath hot against my mouth.

​We lifted on our knees, pressing our face harder against one another as my fingers traveled higher, cupping her small breast through her bra. Her nipple hardened instantly against my palm.

​Suddenly, she pulled away, breaking our kiss with a gasp. Her cheeks were flushed, lips swollen, eyes wide.

​"Are you okay?" I asked, my voice husky and unfamiliar to my own ears. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat.

Melina looked at me, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "Is this... is this okay?" she whispered. "You have a boyfriend, Bailey."

​The mention of Kevin was like cold water splashing over me. What was I doing? I had a boyfriend. A good one. And here I was, making out with my coworker in a freezing storage room during a storm.

​But something about this felt different. Right. Like I'd been sleeping my whole life and was finally waking up.

​"I don't know," I admitted, running a hand through my hair. "I've never... I've never done this before."

​"Been with a girl?" she asked quietly.

​I nodded. "Yeah. And cheated on someone."

​Melina bit her lip, looking down. "We can stop. We should stop. I shouldn't have started this."

But I didn't want to stop. That was the problem. Kevin's face flashed in my mind, but it was distant, like a photo of someone I used to know.

“...Right? We should stop…” Melina asked again to break the silence.

​Instead of answering, I leaned forward again, capturing her lips with mine. This time, there was no hesitation from either of us. My hands returned to her warm skin, sliding higher under her shirt.

​“Oh god~” Melina moaned as I gently grabbed at her tits, the bra did little to hide how soft she was.

​I smirked as she panted into my mouth. The coldness of the storage freezer melted away at the heat of our passion. Sweat beaded on both of us as we lost ourselves to the sensation.

​Melina purred, her face flushed as she smiled. The girl arched her back, pushing her chest into my chest as she giggled. “Wow… It’s really hot in here.”

​I laughed, “Surprisingly. Care to get a little more comfy?”
She nodded, eyes fluttering as I slowly lifted the tight T off her slender body.

Fuck, her stomach was so fit and flat — Melina was perfect.

​My clit throbbed as I pulled the top off her body, crumpling it up and tossing it away. Her smaller, perky tits bounced in her pink bra. The girl blushed furiously — heating up the room enough to melt all the ice cream.

​I bit my lip, shivers shooting through me as I eyed her up and down.

​Flawless…

​Melina laughed at my flustered reaction as she pulled me in for a kiss.

I was completely lost in the moment, my mind foggy with desire as Melina's soft lips pressed against mine. The storage room felt like our own little world, cut off from reality by the howling storm outside.

​She broke our kiss, her eyes half-lidded as she gazed up at me. Without saying a word, she reached for my hand. My breath caught in my throat as she guided it down her body, over the curve of her stomach, and to the waistband of her work pants.

​"Is this okay?" she whispered, her voice trembling slightly.

I nodded, unable to form words as she slowly guided my hand beneath the elastic of her pants. She slipped my fingers past the barrier, my heart pounding in my ears.

​Melina was always such a shy, innocent girl — but the devious grin on her lips showed me that there was much more to the bubbly than meets the eye.

"Oh my god," I gasped, feeling the dampness through the thin fabric of her underwear. The heat radiating from her core was intense, making my own body respond in kind.

​Melina bit her lip, her eyes locked on mine as she guided my fingers in small circles over her covered cunt. Her breathing quickened, becoming shallow and uneven.

"I've wanted this for so long," she confessed, her voice barely audible over the hum of the freezer as she cupped my face. "Thought about it every time we worked together."

​“F-fuck~” My fingers pressed harder against the damp fabric, causing her to gasp and arch her back slightly. The thin barrier of her panties was driving me crazy –- I wanted to feel her directly, to explore this new territory without anything between us.

​Melina whimpered, arching her back as she reached down to unbutton her pants, zipping them down enough for her pink panties to peer out.

I moaned, running my fingers up and down her silky panties. The lips of her mound peered out past the fabric. Fuck… They look so fucking soft.

​Melina flashed me a wink as she turned around, leaning into my lap.

“Fuck, Melina~” I purred, one hand cupping her tit through her bra as the other hand rubbed up and down her barely clothed pussy. She leaned back against my body, pinning me to the shelves as my face nuzzled into the back of her head. The scent of her soft, flowery shampoo filled my lungs.

​"Bailey," Melina breathed, her voice a desperate whisper. "Please... I need more."

​"More?" I asked, my lips against her ear, continuing to tease her through the thin fabric.

​She turned her head, her lips brushing against my cheek as she spoke. "I need to feel you inside me. Please... finger me."

​My heart skipped a beat at her words. I had never done this before—never touched another woman like this. But the way Melina was responding to my touch, the way she trembled against me, made me feel powerful in a way I'd never experienced with Kevin.

​"I... I've never done this before," I admitted softly, my fingers still tracing circles over her covered pussy.

​Melina reached back, her hand finding my wrist. "Just do what feels good to you," she whispered. "I'll guide you."

With her encouragement, I slipped my fingers beneath the elastic of her panties. The moment my fingertips made contact with her bare pussy, we both gasped. She was so wet, so slick that my fingers glided effortlessly through her folds.

​"Oh my god," I breathed, amazed at how soft and warm she felt. So different from touching myself, yet somehow familiar.

​"Just like that," Melina encouraged, her hips rocking against my hand. "Rub my clit... please."

​I explored her with curious fingers, finding the small, hard nub at the top of her slit. When I circled it gently, Melina's whole body jerked.

​"Yes!" she cried out, her head falling back against my shoulder. "Right there!"

​I continued rubbing her clit, experimenting with pressure and speed, watching her reactions carefully. When I moved too fast, her breath would hitch; when I pressed too lightly, she would push her hips forward, seeking more.

​I had no idea what I was doing… my hand was moving with a mind of its own as the delicate blonde writhed with pleasure on my lap. My own clit was begging for attention, but all my focus was on her.

​I was inexperienced — unsure of how to pleasure a woman — but god, this felt so right.

​“Mmmh~ Mmmh!” Melina moaned — her soft voice bouncing off the walls.

She squirmed in my lap as my free hand pressed her against me. I rubbed her clit, unsure if the pressure was right as I breathed into her ear.

​My movements were wild and erratic — but from all the grool oozing out of her slit — I was doing a good job.

​“Fuck… You like that?” I moaned into her ear.

​“Oh god~” She cried out, tossing her head back into my shoulder. “Y-yes! I’m… I’m cumming~!”

​Her breathing was short and shallow — her moans animalistic as I pushed her to the edge of climax.

​But before I could push her into a sea of ecstasy — the freezer door opened.

​“What’s taking so long?” Ms. Carriage asked, stepping in.

Melina and I froze like deer in headlights. A soft whimper escaped Melina’s lips as Mr. Carriage’s eyes widened at the filthy scene before her.

​Fuck.

Book 5 | Story 2: Diane’s Lesson

A knock on the bathroom door pulled me from my racing, maladaptive thoughts.

​“Bailey?” Ms. Carriage’s voice called out. “Can you come out here? I’m not mad, I promise.”

​I whimpered, sitting in fetal position on the closed toilet.

This was a nightmare. Not only was being caught embarrassing… But I was with another girl, while I had a boyfriend.

​What the fuck was wrong with me?

Ms. Carriage knocked again, louder. “Bailey! Let me in!”

​I sighed, stumbling to my feet as I walked over and clicked the lock of the cramped bathroom open.

Ms. Carriage opened the door, poking her head in as her brown hair fell like a wavy waterfall.

She huffed, staring at my depressed face. “Oh my god, it’s not a big deal. Melina has barricaded herself in my office — both of you need to relax.”

​I pursed my lips, leaning against the back wall. “I… I’m just so confused.”

​She smiled softly, closing the door behind her as she leaned against the steel frame.

Ms. Carriage's expression softened as she looked at me. Her eyes weren't judgmental at all –- they were kind, understanding.

​"Bailey," she said, her voice gentle. "It's okay to be confused. Everyone gets confused sometimes, especially about this stuff."

​I wiped at my eyes, not even realizing I'd been crying. "But I have a boyfriend. And I'm straight. At least... I thought I was."

​“Maybe you still are straight. Maybe not — maybe you’re something in between.”

​"But I've never even looked at a girl that way before," I protested, though even as I said it, I wasn't sure if that was true. Had I just never acknowledged it?

​"Sometimes we surprise ourselves," she said, leaning against the sink. "When I was your age, I thought I had everything figured out too."

​I looked up at her, curious despite my embarrassment. "What do you mean?"

She giggled to herself, tucking a strand of brown hair behind her eyes as she blushed. “Let’s just say… I also had to overcome my confusion when it came to pretty girls.”

​The woman flashed me a wink, making me yelp. Blush seared in my cheeks as I looked towards the floor. “In fact, my first time was pretty similar to yours.”

​I guess it wasn’t just me…

That was nice to know, but it didn’t really help me in my predicament with Melina and Kevin…

​Ms. Carriage stepped closer, her perfume filling the cramped bathroom as she stood tall — her shadow dwarfing me. “Though, I wasn’t as sloppy my first time.” She said with a laugh.

​I frowned, staring up at her. “What?”

​Her smile was wide. “I saw how you were using your fingers. Poor Melina is probably in my office tending to the rope burn on her pussy lips from your pitiful rubbing.”

​I rolled my eyes as she laughed louder.

​“Yeah yeah, whatever.” I huffed, trying to keep the blush from my cheeks. “It was my first time.”

​She laughed again, closing the distance between us as I pushed back against the tile wall.

​“I could tell…” Her doe brown eyes pierced mine. “You know… if you wanted to learn how to do it properly, I could show you.”
​“What!” I gasped, “Are you serious?”
​She giggled, tucking my wavy hair behind my ears. “Why not? I mean, if you are going to experiment, might as well do it correctly.”

I was in shock. She must be joking, right?

​Not only was Ms. Carriage my manager, but she was like twice my age!

I bit my lips, my heart and clit throbbing. My experience with Melina had unlocked something inside of me… something dark.

​“You dipped your toe into the waters with Melina,” She began, her voice laced with lust. “Now let me guide you all the way in.”

​I gulped nervously. I should say no… I should just hunker down this weekend and run home to Kevin.

Instead, I found myself nodding. “O-okay~”

​She winked again, “Good girl.”

Before I could even process what was happening, her lips were on mine. Unlike Melina's hesitant, gentle kiss, Ms. Carriage kissed with authority and experience. Her lips claimed mine with a confidence that made my knees weak.

​"Mmph!" I gasped against her mouth, my hands instinctively gripping her shoulders for support.

​The shock of kissing my manager—a woman nearly twice my age—should have horrified me. Instead, it sent electricity racing through my body, igniting something primal inside me. Her lips were soft but demanding, guiding mine in a dance I hadn't known the steps to until now.

​Unlike my kiss with Melina, this was slow and sensual, her tongue guiding mine.

"Oh god," I moaned as she pressed me harder against the tile wall, her body flush against mine. The curves of her mature figure molded perfectly against my college-girl frame.

​My hands moved from her shoulders to her back, my nails digging into the fabric of her blouse as our tongues met. She tasted like mint and something darker, more intoxicating. I clawed at her back, pulling her closer as if I couldn't get enough.

​"That's it," she murmured against my lips. "Don't hold back."

Her tongue slid against mine, teasing and exploring in ways Kevin had never done. She knew exactly how to kiss, how to build tension with each stroke and retreat. I followed her lead, learning more in these moments than I had in a year with my boyfriend.

​Ms. Carriage broke the kiss, her lips trailing along my jawline toward my neck. I tilted my head back, giving her better access as she placed hot, open-mouthed kisses down my throat.

​"Fuck~" I whimpered, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

​Her teeth grazed the sensitive spot where my neck met my shoulder, and I shuddered violently. My nails dug deeper into her back as pleasure built inside me like a dormant volcano coming to life.

​"See," she whispered against my skin, "this is lesson one. Taking your time." Her tongue darted out, tracing circles on my pulse point. "Building anticipation."

​Each kiss down my neck felt like she was lighting a new fire under my skin. The bathroom was spinning, or maybe it was just my head. I couldn't tell anymore. All I knew was the feeling of her mouth on me, working magic that made me forget my name, forget Kevin, forget everything but this moment.

"Please," I heard myself beg, though I wasn't even sure what I was begging for.

​“Such a naughty girl,” She praised, “See, feels good, doesn’t it?”

​I nodded, panting like a dog in heat as she slowly lifted my shirt over my head. The cool air of the bathroom hit my stomach as another shiver rocked me. My clit was throbbing, begging for attention as she tossed my shirt onto the floor.

​I blushed, biting my lip as my nipple pressed up against the cup of my bra.

Ms. Carriage devoured me with her gaze, licking her lips like a lioness who had cornered its prey.

​“Amazing.” She purred. “Such a perfect body… Slender, tight, but full in all the right places.”

Her hand trailed up my sides, making me shiver as I squirmed against the tile. “Ohh fuck~”

​She slipped her hand under the cup of my bra, making my jaw drop. “Oh god!~” I panted, feeling the woman tenderly squeeze and grope my chest.

Her other hand trailed around my back, gently unclicking my bra as it fluttered onto the floor.

​Ms. Carriage's eyes widened as she took in the sight of my bare breasts, her lips parting slightly.

​"Beautiful," she whispered, her voice husky with desire. "Absolutely beautiful."

​My cheeks burned under her intense gaze, but I didn't cover myself. Instead, I stood taller, a newfound confidence surging through me as her eyes darkened with lust.

​"You have no idea how gorgeous you are, do you?" she murmured, stepping closer until I could feel the heat radiating from her body.

​She reached out, her fingertips just barely grazing the underside of my breast. The feather-light touch sent sparks shooting through me, making my nipples harden even more.

"Oh god," I gasped, my head falling back against the tile.

​Ms. Carriage smiled, clearly pleased with my reaction. She moved closer, her breath warm against my skin as she leaned down. Her lips brushed against the swell of my breast, not quite touching my nipple.

​"Please," I whimpered, arching my back, offering myself to her.

​"Patience," she whispered against my skin. "Lesson two — anticipation makes everything better."

​Her tongue darted out, tracing a slow, wet circle around my areola without touching the sensitive peak. I squirmed against the wall, my hands finding their way into her thick brown hair, trying to guide her mouth where I needed it most.

​"M-Ms. Carriage," I moaned, tugging gently at her hair.

She looked up at me, her lips still pressed against my breast. "Call me Diane," she said, her voice commanding despite its softness.

​"Diane," I repeated, the name feeling intimate and forbidden on my tongue.

​She rewarded me by finally taking my nipple into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive bud as she sucked gently. The sensation was electric, shooting straight between my legs.

​"Fuck!" I cried out, my fingers tightening in her hair as I held her face against my chest.

​Diane moaned against my skin, the vibration adding another layer to the pleasure building inside me. Her hand came up to cup my other breast, her thumb and forefinger rolling and pinching my nipple with expert precision.

Unlike my fumbling attempts with Melina, Diane knew exactly what she was doing. Each touch, each suck, each gentle bite was calculated to drive me wild. And it was working.

​My mind raced with conflicting thoughts—about Kevin, about Melina, about how wrong this should feel—but my body had no such confusion. Every cell in me was screaming for more, my hips unconsciously rocking forward, seeking friction.

​Diane switched to my other breast, giving it the same lavish attention while her hand continued to work the first. I was panting now, my chest heaving against her mouth.

"You taste so sweet," she murmured against my skin.

​I blushed, holding her body against mine. “Th-thank you~”

​Her eyes locked onto mine. “I bet your pussy is just as sweet.”

​I gasped — body shaking.

She laughed loudly at my reaction, pulling her face off my chest. I whimpered, a bridge of grool connecting her lip to my hard nipple.

“Only one way to find out…”

​Slowly, the woman fell onto the floor. She knelt before me, her fingertips slipping into the waistband of my pants.

I whimpered, bucking my hips forward. Fuck… Even through my pants and underwear, the sticky sweet scent of my wet grool filled the air.

​I panted like a bitch in heat as she pulled my pants down an inch — just enough for my lacy white panties to peer out.

​“Mmmh, slutty panties.” She purred, “I guess you did have naughty plans with your boyfriend.”

I blushed, looking away as she laughed.

“Don’t worry dear, we won’t put your lacy panties to waste.”

​She tugged my pants down with a smooth motion, dragging them over my hips and letting them pool around my ankles. I shivered, now standing in just my lacy white panties. The cool bathroom air raised goosebumps across my exposed skin.

​"My, my," Diane purred, her eyes fixed on the damp spot clearly visible on my underwear. "Someone's excited."

​I couldn't speak, couldn't think straight as she leaned forward, her warm breath ghosting over the fabric between my legs. My thighs trembled in anticipation.

​"Let's see just how wet you are," she whispered, her finger tracing the outline of my panties where they met my thigh.

​“O-oh~” I gasped as her fingertips brushed against the soaked fabric, applying just enough pressure to tease but not nearly enough to satisfy.

"Please," I whimpered, my hips jerking forward involuntarily.

​Diane chuckled, her eyes locked on mine as she slowly dragged a finger up and down the center of my panties. The fabric clung to my pussy lips, outlining them perfectly as she stroked me through the thin material.

​"Oh god," I moaned, my head falling back against the tile wall with a soft thud. The sensation was maddening – so close to what I needed but not quite enough.

​"You're soaked," she observed, her finger continuing its torturous up-and-down motion. "I can feel how hot you are even through these pretty little panties."

​Each stroke sent electric pulses through my body. My clit throbbed painfully, begging for direct contact as she deliberately avoided the sensitive bundle of nerves.

She laughed again, “See? You need slow, long, deliberate movements. You’re trying to pleasure a pussy, not start a fire.”

I blushed, this felt amazing — she knew what she was doing.

​The woman purred as she slowly pulled my panties down. I gasped, bucking my hips as the fabric pooled around my ankles.

​My pussy was drenched.

The lips were moist and blooming like a flower after spring rain with each laboured breath.

​Diana lifted my foot, planting it on the toilet seat as she nestled her face between my thighs.

She inhaled deeply, her eyes rolling back as her thumbs massaged my inner thighs.

​“Perfect~” She purred. “Such a perfect little cunt.”

​“Oh god~” I gasped, running my fingers through her hair. “L-lick me. Show me how it’s done.” I begged.

​She didn’t need to be told twice.

The first touch of Diane's lips on my inner thigh sent a jolt through my entire body. She started just above my knee, planting a soft, barely-there kiss that made me shiver.

​"Fuck~" I gasped, my fingers tightening in her hair.

​She smiled against my skin, her warm breath teasing me as she moved higher, placing another kiss a little further up my thigh. Each touch of her lips was deliberate, unhurried, as if she had all the time in the world to explore every inch of me.

​"M-more," I whimpered, trying to guide her head where I needed her most.

"Patience," she whispered, her tongue darting out to taste my skin. "This is lesson three – the journey is just as important as the destination."

​Her kisses grew wetter, more open-mouthed as she moved higher up my thigh. When she reached the crease where my thigh met my pussy, she paused, her hot breath tickling my sensitive skin.

​"Oh god~" I moaned, my leg trembling on the toilet seat. My pussy was throbbing, aching for her touch.

​Diane switched to my other thigh, starting the process all over again. I wanted to scream in frustration, but the pleasure of her mouth on my skin kept me silent except for my desperate moans.

Her tongue traced a wet path up my thigh, stopping just short of where I needed her. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking contact, but she pulled back with a teasing smile.

​“Mmmh~” I gasped, body writhing as she hovered her mouth over my mound. Her eyes locked up to mine as my lungs refused to fill with air. “P-please~”

​"Since you asked so nicely," she purred.

​Finally— finally —her tongue made contact with my pussy. One long, slow stroke from bottom to top, parting my lips and collecting my wetness. The sensation was so intense, so perfect, that my entire body jerked.

​"Oh my GOD!" I cried out, my fingers tightening in her hair.

​Diane moaned against me, the vibration adding to the pleasure as she repeated the motion. Each stroke was deliberate and firm, her tongue flat and wide as it glided through my folds. Unlike Kevin's frantic, jabbing tongue, Diane's movements were controlled and purposeful.

​"That's it," she murmured against my pussy, her words sending little puffs of air against my sensitive skin. "Feel how I'm doing this? Nice and slow..."

​Another long lick, this time ending with the lightest flick against my swollen clit. My legs trembled so hard I worried I might collapse.

​"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chanted, my head thrashing against the tile wall.

​She continued her slow, methodical strokes, each one ending with a little more attention to my clit. The pleasure built gradually, like waves growing larger as they approach the shore. My body was coiling tighter with each pass of her expert tongue.

​"Right there!" I gasped when she finally focused directly on my clit. "Oh god, right there!"

​Diane circled the sensitive bud with the tip of her tongue, applying just the right amount of pressure. Not too hard, not too soft—just perfect. My hips began to move in rhythm with her, grinding against her face as pleasure shot through me.

​"Mmm, you taste so good," she murmured, her lips closing around my clit and sucking gently.

​The new sensation made me cry out, a high-pitched sound I'd never heard myself make before. My leg on the toilet seat was shaking uncontrollably, and I had to brace myself against the wall to stay upright.

​"I'm gonna—I think I'm—" I couldn't even form complete sentences as the pressure built inside me.

​Diane didn't speed up or change her rhythm. She kept the same steady pace, her tongue making firm circles around my clit as one of her hands reached up to squeeze my breast. The dual sensation was overwhelming.

​"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK!" I screamed, not caring if Melina could hear me from the office.

​“Mmmh~” She purred, tongue circling my clit as she played with my nipple. “Cum for me, baby. Let it all go~”

​My racing thoughts turned to smoke as I cried out in sheer ecstasy.

“OHH YES~”

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, crashing over me with such force that my vision blurred. My entire body convulsed as pleasure radiated from my center out. “FUCK FUCK FUCK!”

​The pleasure was indescribable. Each neuron on my head fired off as pleasure flooded me.

All I could do was pant and moan breathlessly as my tired body went limp, sliding onto the floor.

​I huffed as my bare butt hit the cold tile.

Diane laughed, wiping her face as the grool and spit rolled down her chin. “Good girl… I can tell it’s been so long since you had an orgasm that strong.”

​The room spun around us. She was right…

Diane was a master of pleasure — she knew my body better than I did. Fuck… My pussy was still tingling.

The woman leaned forward, planting a soft, salty and sweet kiss on my lips as she stroked my panting face. “Now… let’s go see Melina.”

Book 5 | Story 3: My True Desires

​“Melina!” I shouted, knocking on the door. “Open up!”

The door barely budged.

Ms. Carriage huffed, crossing her arms over her chest. “I think she pushed the couch up to the door.”

I pursed my lips together, my body was still shaking from the orgasm that Ms. Carriage —- Diane —- gave me.

​Poor Melina was likely just as traumatized at being caught as I was.

​“Come on…” I pushed against the door with all my strength, managing to create just a small crack between the door and the frame. The couch on the other side scraped against the floor, but didn't move much.

​"Melina!" I called through the gap. "Please talk to me!"

​Through the narrow opening, I could make out a sliver of the office - papers scattered across the desk, the small window showing the still-raging storm outside, and a glimpse of blonde hair peeking out from behind the desk.

​"Go away!" Melina's voice was small, fragile. "I… I just wanna be alone all weekend.”

I pressed my face closer to the crack, trying to see her better. "Melina, you don't need to be embarrassed. It's okay, really!"

​"How can you say that?" she whimpered. I could hear the tears in her voice. "Ms. Carriage caught us... caught me... and I basically attacked you! You have a boyfriend!"

​Diane stood behind me, her hand resting supportively on my lower back. The touch sent tingles through me, a reminder of what we'd just done in the bathroom.

​"Melina," I said, my voice softer now. "I wanted it too. You didn't attack me. And about my boyfriend..." I paused, not sure what to say about Kevin. The truth was, I hadn't thought about him once during my time with Melina or Diane.

​Diane leaned forward. “Melina, my dear. You are both just confused. I think I can help.” She began, her eyes staring at me as she smirked.

“I think I helped Bailey quite a bit, and now we can help you.”
​I blushed. She helped me indeed.

Melina was silent. But the sound of the couch pulling away from the door caused me to sigh in relief.

​After a moment, the door opened just enough for me to see her face. Her eyes were red and puffy, her cheeks streaked with tears.

​“Oh, you poor thing.” I huffed.

​She looked past me to Diane, then back to me, her eyes narrowing slightly. "Your hair is messed up," she observed, her voice flat. "And your shirt is on inside out."

I felt my face flush hot. I'd been so eager to find Melina after my encounter with Diane that I hadn't even noticed.

​“I…I…” I whimpered, my heart racing. Fuck… how do I explain this.

Diane laughed, her arm wrapping around my waist as she pulled me in. “Let’s just say that you got Bailey all worked up — and I had to help her release that… tension.”

​The blush in my cheeks could put the sun to shame.

​“Wh-what?” Melina whimpered. “What do you mean?”

I bit my lip, taking Melina’s hands in mine. Fuck, her skin was so soft.

The taste of my own grool on my lips after my passionate kiss with Diane lingered on my tongue — and I couldn’t hide the flushed look in my eyes. There was no hiding it.

​“Ms. Carriage,” I glanced at the older woman. “I mean, Diane… she taught me things…”

I took a deep breath as I gripped Melina’s hands “She taught me things about myself… about my body. Melina… thank you.”

​“Th-thank me?” The girl whimpered, flustered.

​I nodded, “Thank you for freeing me. For freeing the tiny little part of me that was begging to be released.”

The girl whimpered, shaking like a newborn deer. I smiled softly.

​I couldn’t explain it… but perhaps I could show her.

​I leaned forward, gently cupping Melina's tear-stained face in my hands. Her blue eyes widened in surprise as I closed the distance between us, my heart racing in my chest. This time, I wasn't frozen or caught off guard. This time, I knew exactly what I wanted.

​My lips brushed against hers softly at first, a whisper of a kiss that made her gasp. I remembered how Diane had kissed me—with confidence and purpose—and I channeled that energy now. Slowly, I increased the pressure, my mouth moving against hers with deliberate intent.

​"Mmph?" Melina's surprised sound vibrated against my lips, her body stiff with shock.

​I didn't pull away. Instead, I slid one hand to the back of her neck, my fingers tangling in her soft blonde hair as I deepened the kiss. My other hand moved to her waist, holding her steady as I poured everything I was feeling into this moment.

​After a few seconds of surprise, I felt the change in her body. The tension melted away like ice under the summer sun, and she softened against me. Her hands, which had been hanging limply at her sides, came up to grip my shoulders, pulling me closer.

​"Mmm," she moaned softly as her lips parted, inviting me in.

​I took my time, just as Diane had taught me. No rushing, no frantic energy—just slow, deliberate movements that built anticipation with each passing second. My tongue traced the outline of her lower lip before slipping into her mouth, meeting hers in a dance that felt both new and somehow familiar.

​Unlike our frenzied kiss in the storage room, this was an exploration. I savored the sweet taste of her, the softness of her lips, the little sounds she made as our tongues met and retreated. My thumb stroked her cheek, wiping away the remnants of her tears as we kissed.

​Melina's fingers dug into my shoulders, her body pressing closer to mine as she melted completely into the kiss. I could feel her heartbeat racing against my chest, matching the rhythm of my own.

When I finally pulled back, just enough to look into her eyes, her cheeks were flushed for an entirely different reason than embarrassment. Her lips were swollen and glistening, her blue eyes dark with desire.

​"Wow," she whispered, her breath warm against my face. "That was... different."

​I smiled, stroking her cheek with my thumb. "I had a good teacher," I said, glancing back at Diane who was watching us with a satisfied smile.

​Melina looked between us, realization dawning in her eyes. "Oh," she said softly. "I see."

​“She’s a pro,” Diane said. “I’m sure that Bailey here is more than eager to show you all that she has learned, isn’t that right?”

​I lit up, nodding emphatically. “Oh, indeed.”

I looked back at Melina, who couldn’t keep the excitement off her pretty, pale face.

“So?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

​Melina giggled, pulling me into the office.

My heart was racing. This was like a dream — one that I never wanted to wake up from.

​Diane and I moved the couch back up against the wall. My hands grabbed Melina by her slender, delicate waist, and tossed her onto the black cushions.

​“OH!” She gasped, sprawling on the soft couch. Her shirt and pants were so tight to her figure — fuck, she was stunning.

​I knelt on the floor between Melina's thighs, my hands sliding up her legs as she trembled beneath my touch. The office was warm and quiet except for our breathing. Her blue eyes were wide with anticipation, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

​"Lift your hips," I instructed softly.

​She obeyed immediately, raising her hips off the couch as I slowly tugged her pants down. The fabric slid over her smooth thighs, revealing her pink panties – already darkened with a damp spot that made my mouth water.

​"Oh god," Melina moaned as the cool air hit her exposed skin.

​I continued pulling her pants down her legs, taking my time as I kissed each new inch of skin revealed. The soft flesh of her thighs quivered under my lips. I was no longer fumbling or uncertain – I knew exactly what I wanted to do.

​"You're so beautiful," I murmured against her skin, my lips tracing a path up her inner thigh.

Behind me, I could sense Diane watching us, her presence adding an extra layer of excitement to the moment. I glanced back to see her leaning against the desk, her eyes dark with desire as she observed my every move.

​"Just like I showed you," she encouraged, her voice low and sultry.

​I turned back to Melina, whose face was flushed with want. Her pants now around her ankles, I helped her kick them off completely. My hands slid back up her legs, savoring the silky smoothness of her skin as I moved higher.

​When I reached her panties, I didn't immediately remove them. Instead, I leaned down and pressed a gentle kiss right over the damp fabric covering her center.

​"Oh!" Melina gasped, her hips jerking upward.

​I placed my hands on her thighs, gently spreading them wider as I continued placing soft kisses over her covered pussy. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating, making my own clit throb with need.

The lips of her mound peered out past the fabric as the taste of her wetness coated my tastebuds.

​“Mmmh~” I purred, my tongue flicking against the moist panties. “You are so wet~”
​“S-sorry~” Melina whimpered, squirming.

I laughed, “Don’t be. God, I fucking love it.”
I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties, slowly – torturously slowly – pulling them down. Melina lifted her hips again, helping me as I revealed her bald, wet cunt.

​She whimpered as I lifted her legs onto my shoulders. The girl inched to the edge of the couch as her thighs clamped around my face.

​Her pussy was perfect. Her slit was thin as a strand of hair — and her mound was soft as a pillow.

Each whimpered breath caused her mound to part, just slightly enough to tease the bubblegum pink of her pussy walls.

​My hands curled around her thighs, my thumbs rubbing around her lips as she moaned, locking her ankles around my back.

“Oh fuck~” Melina gasped, her eyes trembling and her cheeks red. “I need you…”

​“I know.” I giggled. “But the build-up is part of the fun.”
I glanced over at Diane. The woman winked, licking her lips as she sat back in the office chair. She leaned back, her hand slipping into her pants as she watched the two college girls experiment in front of her very eyes.

​I intended to put on a good show for her.

I leaned in, my face hovering just inches from Melina's glistening pussy. Our eyes locked, blue meeting brown in a heated gaze that made my heart race. I wanted her to see everything—to watch as I worshipped her body with my mouth.

​"Keep looking at me," I whispered, my breath making her shiver as it tickled her sensitive skin.

​I started with a gentle kiss just above her mound, where her soft skin met the beginning of her slit. Her scent was intoxicating—sweet and musky, like honey and salt mixed together. I placed another kiss to the right of her center, then to the left, creating a teasing circle around where she wanted me most.

​"Bailey," she whimpered, her fingers digging into the couch cushions. "Please..."

​I smiled against her skin, maintaining our eye contact as I moved lower, trailing kisses along the crease where her thigh met her pussy. Each time my lips touched her, her body trembled slightly, her eyes growing darker with need.

"You smell amazing," I murmured, inhaling deeply “like honey.”. The scent of her arousal was making my own pussy throb with want.

​“F-fuck… Bailey~” She squirmed, panting wildly.

My hands slid up her sides, pushing her shirt higher as I continued my teasing kisses around her mound. The skin of her stomach was soft and warm under my palms. I could feel her muscles twitching beneath my touch, her body responding to every caress.

​As my hands moved higher, I dipped my tongue out, giving her outer lips the lightest of licks. The taste of her exploded on my tongue—tangy and sweet, better than any ice cream we served at the shop.

​"Oh god!" she gasped, her hips bucking slightly.

​I pulled back, smiling wickedly as I pushed her shirt up further, exposing her pink bra. Her chest was heaving, her nipples visibly hard beneath the thin fabric.

​“So pretty~” I purred against her pussy as I grinned.

​My hands found her breasts, cupping them through her bra as I continued to place soft, wet kisses along her outer lips, still maintaining that electric eye contact. Her nipples pressed against my palms, hard little points that begged for attention.

​"You're driving me crazy," Melina moaned, her voice cracking and shallow as her scent and moans filled the air.

​"Good," I replied, my confidence growing with each reaction I drew from her body. "That's exactly what I want to do."

​“Mmmh, fuck~” Melina moaned, eyes rolling back.

​The girl was melting in my hands.

​“Poor girl,” Diane said from the side. The older woman had one foot on the edge of her chair as her hand vanished under her pants — her face sweaty and panting. “Give her what she wants.”

​I giggled. Perhaps I was teasing her a bit too much.

I squeezed her breasts gently, feeling their perfect weight in my hands as I finally—finally—ran my tongue along her slit in one long, slow stroke from bottom to top.

​“Mmmmh~” The taste was even more intense now, coating my tongue completely as I moaned against her. Her thighs tightened around my head, her back arching off the couch.

​“AHHH!” She cried out, her pussy lips gripping my tongue as it rode up and down her slit. “F-fuck yessss!”

​Her thighs clamped around my face like a vice, my nose pressing against the hood of her clit as my tongue buried into her wet heat.

My lungs filled with her soft, sweet aroma as I whimpered. My mind blurred as her moans were muffled by her thighs.

​My hands slipped under her bra, gently squeezing her perky tits as I tugged on her nipples.

“Ohhh yessss~” She gasped, eyes rolling back as her back spasmed and slammed against the cushions.

​“Fuck, just like that.” Diane moaned, pleasuring herself at the filthy sight before her.

My tongue continues to lash against her clit as I grope her chest. Melina stared down at me, panting and messy as she grips my hair. Her fingers tangled in my locks, pulling just hard enough to send shivers down my spine as she guided my mouth exactly where she needed it.

​"Right there," she gasped, her voice broken and desperate. "Oh god, Bailey, right fucking there!"

​I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, remembering how Diane had done the same to me. The perfect pressure, the perfect speed—not too fast, not too slow. Melina's thighs trembled against my cheeks, her grip on my hair tightening each time I hit that special spot.

​Her nipples hardened between my fingers as I rolled and pinched them, drawing more breathless moans from her lips. Her skin was so soft, her breasts fitting perfectly in my palms as I kneaded them in rhythm with my tongue's movements.

​"You taste so fucking good," I murmured against her pussy, my words vibrating against her sensitive flesh. "Could eat you for hours."

​"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Melina chanted, her hips grinding against my face. Her wetness coated my chin, my cheeks, my nose—marking me with her scent. I'd never felt so powerful, so in control, watching this beautiful girl come moan and squirm because of me.

I glanced over at Diane, who was now openly touching herself, her pants unbuttoned and her hand working frantically between her legs. Her eyes were half-lidded but focused entirely on us, her lips parted as she panted.

​The sight of her watching us, pleasuring herself to our show, made me moan against Melina's clit. The vibration made Melina cry out, her back arching off the couch.

​"Inside," she begged, tugging at my hair. "Please, Bailey, I need you inside me!"

​Without breaking the rhythm of my tongue on her clit, I slid my hand down from her breast, trailing it slowly down her stomach until I reached her soaking cunt. I teased her opening with my fingertip, circling it slowly as she whimpered.

​“PLEASE!” The girl cried out, her innocent voice bouncing off the walls.

​I laughed, pulling my face off her pussy.

My mind was buzzing as I licked my lips. God, her taste was so fucking intoxicating.

​I lifted myself onto the couch as her legs fell off my shoulders. “So fucking naughty. You love this, don’t you?” I moaned, crawling up her body as I pinned Melina into the sheets.

​The girl wrapped her legs around me as I pulled my face up to hers. She was panting, nodding emphatically as her blonde hair plastered to her sweaty face. “Y-yes! Of god yes!”

​I smirked, locking my lips onto hers in a sticky kiss.

My fingers pushed into her cunt. The tight pussy walls gripping my digits like a glove as she cried out into my mouth.

​“Ahhhh!~” She wailed, tossing her head back as I sucked on her tongue.

I smirked, thrusting my finger in and out as my body kept her pinned to the sweaty couch.

“I…I~ Oh god!” She moaned, eyes rolling back as her lungs refused to fill with air.

​“Cum for me, baby~” I purred, kissing and sucking on her neck. “Cum for me right fucking now.”

Melina's body went rigid beneath me, her back arching off the couch as her pussy clenched around my fingers. I could feel her walls pulsing, gripping my digits in rhythmic waves as her orgasm tore through her.

​"BAILEY!" she screamed, her voice breaking into a high-pitched cry that echoed off the office walls. "OH MY GOD! FUCK!"

​Her nails dug into my back, clawing through my shirt as her body convulsed underneath me. Each spasm sent her hips bucking wildly against my hand, driving my fingers deeper inside her. The wetness increased tenfold, hot juices coating my palm and dripping down my wrist.

​I latched onto her neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark as she thrashed beneath me. The taste of her sweat-slicked skin mixed with the lingering flavor of her pussy on my tongue, creating an intoxicating blend that made my head spin.

​"That's it," I whispered against her throat, feeling her pulse racing under my lips. "Let it all out."

​Her legs locked around my waist, thighs squeezing me so tight I could barely breathe as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. Her blonde hair was splayed across the couch cushions, her face contorted in an expression of pure ecstasy – mouth open in a silent scream, eyes rolled back, cheeks flushed crimson.

​"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she chanted between gasping breaths, her chest heaving against mine.

​“Mmmh, that’s it” I giggled, “Cum all over me, baby.” I curled my fingers inside her, finding that special spot that made her entire body jerk. She cried out again, a primal sound that seemed to come from deep inside her as her orgasm intensified. Her nails raked down my back, leaving trails of fire in their wake that only added to my own arousal.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she babbled, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks as her body continued to spasm around my fingers.

From across the room, I heard Diane's own moan as she watched us, her eyes dark and hungry as she pleasured herself to the sight of Melina coming undone beneath me.

​Melina's body finally began to slow, her grip on my back loosening as her legs fell limply to the sides. But her pussy still pulsed around my fingers, little aftershocks of pleasure making her twitch and whimper. I gently slowed my movements, helping her ride out every last wave of her orgasm.

​I gasped, rolling off of her as a smile crossed my flushed face. My fingers pulled out of her sopping cunt — the sticky, hot juices rolling off onto the floor as I purred. “So fucking good.”

​All Melina could do was nod, her eyes still struggling to breathe. “S-so fucking good~”

​Diane laughed, biting her lip as she eyed Melina’s panting pussy and squirming body. “Both of you did so well…”

I smiled at the older woman. “You are a great teacher.”

​Diane winked, “Thank you. But there are lots more I need to show you about how to pleasure a woman.”

​“Thankfully we have all weekend. Isn’t that right, Melina?”

Melaina smiled, her trembling hand gripping my wrist. “Y-yes. Fuck… I can’t wait.”

​All three of us were breathing heavily — the scent of love and lust in the air as I eyed the two gorgeous women.

​There was always a seed buried deep inside of me. A dark, dirty seed that was begging to blossom.

​All it took was a little watering from Melina and Diane.

​Now — with my doubts pushed away — I intended to let that seed grow as big as it could.

​The blizzard outside was wild — but it was nothing compared to the storm brewing inside this tiny ice cream shop.

______________________________________________________________________

Book 6 | Story 1: The Sorority Babysitter

​“This is so stupid,” I grunted, crossing my arms as I leaned against the doorframe. “I’m not a child, and I don’t need a babysitter.”

Annie stood just outside my door, her smile was just as fake as the rest of her. “Sorry, Blaire. Us sorority sisters are supposed to take care of one another. And we can’t risk you failing this semester and jeopardizing your education.”

​I rolled my eyes. Annie nor the rest of the sorority didn’t give one shit about my education — they just didn’t want the bad optics of one of their newer members flunking and ruining their picture-perfect reputation.”

​Annie smiled wider, not a strand of hair loose from her blonde pony-tail, nor a single thread loose on her pink sweater.

​“Whatever…” I sighed, stepping aside.

Annie nodded, stepping into my dorm room. Her smile dropped like a ton of bricks.

​Her eyes widened as she took in the disaster zone that was my dorm room. Clothes were strewn everywhere – bras hanging off my desk lamp, panties littering the floor, and jeans piled on my chair. Empty ramen cups and pizza boxes created their own little city on my desk. My bed was buried under textbooks and more clothes, and the trash can had long ago overflowed.

​"Oh, goodness, Blaire," Annie said, her nose wrinkling. "When was the last time you cleaned in here? It looks… horrific."

I shrugged. "Two weeks ago? Maybe three? I've been busy."

​Annie picked up a pair of my underwear with just her fingertips before dropping it like it was on fire. "This is completely unacceptable. What if someone sees? Is this an appropriate way to conduct yourself as a member of Sigma Phi? We don't tolerate this kind of... slovenliness." She practically spat the word.

​I laughed, walking over to my bed and pushing all the crap off it with one sweep of my arm. Everything crashed to the floor, adding to the mess. I flopped down onto the mattress and put my hands behind my head.

​"You know what? I don't care. This whole sorority thing isn't what I thought it would be. I thought it would be fun – parties, making friends, having a good time. Instead, it's just rules and fake smiles and judging everyone for everything."

​Annie's face flushed red. "We're not just about partying. We're about sisterhood and—"

​"Yeah, yeah. Sisterhood and excellence and blah blah blah," I cut her off. "Look, if you want to babysit me, fine. But don't expect me to suddenly turn into Little Miss Perfect."

​Annie pursed her lips, clearly uncomfortable by my lack of grace. “F-fine. Whatever.”

She took in the disaster zone around. “I’ll help you clean… A tidy living space will do wonders for your attitude.”

​I didn’t move from the bed, but glanced down at her as she wandered around my room like it was a crime scene.

Annie winced as she reached down, pinking up some tattered clothes and putting them away in the laundry basket. She then moved over to a pizza box tucked under my bed — tossing away the lone stale slice before folding the box and placing it gently in the recycling.

​I smiled. Watching a pristine, fake girl like her picking through my trash and messy clothes was amusing.

She glanced over at me, a flash of anger in her baby-blue eyes. “I could use a hand… this is your mess afterall.”

​I shrugged, staring back up at the ceiling as my feet kicked off the edge of the mattress. “Nah. You’re the one who cares about the mess — so you can be the one to clean it up.”

​I could feel her glaring at me as I smiled, eyes fluttering close.

​Perhaps having Annie watching over me this semester wouldn’t be so bad. She can be like my personal butler.

​“EEEK!” Annie shrieked, causing me to sit up and yelp.

​The bubbly blonde girl picked up a pair of my lacy black panties. The lingerie bottoms were transparent and super slutty.

“Wh-what is this?”

​I raised an eyebrow. “...lingerie?”

​“Th-this is filthy. Have you no shame?”

I laughed, “You have to be kidding me… If you think that is bad, you should see some of my other lingerie.”

​I winked as Annie scoffed, throwing the lingerie in the closet, the anger causing blush to flood her pale cheeks.

“Slut…” The girl whispered under her breath.

​I shifted my jaw. Annie and the rest of the bitches in Sigma Phi all hated my lifestyle. I would rather chase boys and party than go to their lame networking events or girl-only slumber parties.

​“Prude.” I retorted.

Annie jerked her head towards me, a single strand of hair breaking from her ponytail as her fake smile fell off her face. “I can’t believe someone as messy and slutty as you was allowed into Sigma Phi!” The girl shouted, standing as her delicate hands curled into fists. “You are ruining our reputation.”

​All I could do was laugh. “Finally, the real Annie shows up. Must be hard being so fake all the time, eh?”

Annie groaned, rolling her eyes. “It’s called being respectful, you clearly know nothing about it.”

​I jumped to my feet, my eyes meeting hers as I mirrored her stance. “Sorry, I’m too busy going out and having fun. You clearly know nothing about that.”

Annie didn’t back down as I stepped forward, less than an inch between our faces. Her hot breath landed on my face, but I didn’t flinch.

​The silence was deafening.

Finally, Annie sighed. The girl whimpered as she fell on her butt onto my mattress. She put her head in her hands. “I can’t believe it… I can’t believe that I’m stuck babysitting you of all people.”

​I crossed my arms over my chest, huffing. She was acting like she had been sent to prison…

Annie sniffled into her hands as she squirmed on the edge of my bed.

​“Oh my god… are you crying?” I huffed. This was ridiculous.

Annie whimpered. “I do all I can to be a good sorority sister, and I get treated like shit. Then you come along and all the rest of the sisters are clamoring to get you to join us — just because you have a pretty face.”

​“Because I have a pretty face?” I asked, what was she going on about?

Annie looked up at me, an unamused sneer as she wiped away a tear. “Everyone cares about appearances, having a popular, athletic girl like you join would be a huge boom, apparently. Just like that, I was cast aside. Sigma Phi doesn’t need another normal boring girl like me when they have you.”

​I frowned. Was she being serious? I hardly cared about Sigma Phi, they just asked me to join first. Here Annie was acting like my joining was some big deal…

​Normally I would love to pick fun at her, especially for something this ridiculous. But the stupid girl looked devastated about this.

​I sighed, taking a seat beside her. The bed creaked as I inched closer to her.

“Listen…” I grumbled, rubbing my temple. “You may be boring, but you’re anything but normal.”

​She glared at me, her eyes red.

“What I meant was that you’re trying too hard to fit in. Of course you will melt into the rest of the crowd when you try to conform to their personalities.”

​“Wh-what do you mean?” She muttered.

​“I stand out, for better or for worse. That is why the rest of the girls are taking note of me. I can tell that this isn’t really you.” I said, gesturing up and down her body. “You are hiding something. Suppressing the real you. This goody-two-shoes shit is obviously so fake.”

​The unimaginable happened. Annie cracked a smile. Her nails dug into her thighs as she pursed her lips. “Perhaps…”

​I smiled, leaning forward. “Trust me. Stop trying to fit in. Let the real you out, and the rest of the sorority will realize that you are more than a background character.”

​Annie gulped, the internal struggle evident through her blue eyes.

She took a deep breath. “L-let the real me out?”

I nodded.

​Annie turned to me, the soft smile still on her lips. I actually felt a little bad for her — it couldn’t be easy to try and win the admiration of a sorority of girls who couldn’t care less about you.

​Annie’s eyes locked onto mine — the silence was loud as she pursed her lips.

Wait… what was she—

​Before I knew it, Annie leaned forward — her lips locked against mine.

I gasped, lips parting slightly as the thoughts in my head turned to smoke. Did she actually just…

​I didn’t kiss her back, but I didn’t pull away.

Annie whimpered, her lips gently sucking mine. Her strawberry chapstick rubbed against my mouth as Annie pulled away.

​The blush on my cheeks flared as I sat still — still processing the kiss. “Wh-what the hell.”

​My hand reached up to my mouth, my heart racing.

Annie stared at her feet. “S-sorry… I thought you wanted to let the real me out?”

​“Was that… the real you?” I shook my head, trying to muster my thoughts. “I thought you had a boyfriend? The guy you brought to the gala.”

​Annie giggled, “You mean Bryce? He’s my gay best friend…”

I scoffed. “Wow… So…you're…" I trailed off, still stunned by what just happened.

​Annie bit her lip, looking everywhere but at me. Her fingers twisted the hem of her pink sweater as the blush on her cheeks deepened.

​"I mean, that kiss was..." I touched my lips again, the taste of her strawberry chapstick still lingering. "Are you a lesbian?"

​Annie flinched at the word, her shoulders hunching up around her ears. She opened her mouth, then closed it, then opened it again. No words came out. She just kept staring at her perfectly manicured nails, picking at the pink polish on her thumb.

​"Hey," I said, my voice softer than I meant it to be. I reached out and put my hand on her knee. "It's okay."

She finally looked up at me, her blue eyes swimming with tears. "Is it?"

​I smiled, giving her knee a little squeeze. "Yeah, it is. I don't care who you like."

​Annie let out a long sigh, her whole body seeming to deflate. "You don't understand. The sorority... they wouldn't accept it. Not really." She wiped at her eyes. "God, can you imagine what Madison would say? Or Heather? They're always talking about which frat guys are hot. Always planning mixers and date parties."

​"So? That doesn't mean they'd hate you for being gay."

​Annie laughed, but there was no humor in it. "You said it yourself — Sigma Phi is all about image. The perfect sorority girl dates the perfect frat boy. That's why I brought Bryce to everything. That's why I go on those awful double dates with Madison. That's why I pretend to care when the girls talk about which guys have the best abs." She shook her head. "If they knew the truth..."

​Poor girl. Annie was a thorn in my side — but clearly she had her own hands full. I wasn’t sure how I could help — but I knew that the true Annie had been suffocated for far too long.

Maybe I couldn’t help with the sorority — but perhaps I could give her a moment that she would never forget. One moment where Annie can let her real self loose — if only for a moment.

​I leaned in, my body moving with a mind of its own.

The girl gasped as I cupped her face, turning her to face me. “B-Blaire?”

​“Shh,” I purred, my mouth inches from hers. “Enjoy this — for once.”

I pressed my lips against hers, this time taking the lead. Annie froze for a split second before melting into me, a small whimper escaping her throat. Her lips were soft, softer than any guy I'd ever kissed, and they moved against mine with a hesitant sweetness.

​"It's okay," I whispered against her mouth. "Let go."

​Something shifted in Annie then. Her hands, which had been gripping the bedsheets, slowly moved to my waist. Her fingers trembled as they settled on my hips, light as feathers at first, then gripping tighter as our kiss deepened.

​“Mmmh~” I whimpered. Fuck… this felt really good.

I ran my tongue along her bottom lip, and she opened for me with a gasp. The taste of strawberry chapstick mixed with something uniquely Annie filled my mouth. Our tongues danced together, slow and exploring at first, then more urgent as her confidence grew.

​"I've wanted this," she confessed breathlessly between kisses. "For so long."

My hands found their way into her hair, pulling out that perfect ponytail. Blonde waves cascaded down around her shoulders as I tangled my fingers in them, tugging gently. Annie moaned, the sound sending an unexpected jolt of heat between my legs.

​“Ooh fuck~” She panted. Finally, Annie could be her real self. Here, in this messy and cramped dorm — she could finally be who she really was.

Her hands began to wander, sliding up from my hips to my ribs, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts. I arched into her touch, encouraging her.

​"You can touch me," I murmured against her lips. "I want you to."

​Annie pulled back slightly, her eyes dark with desire but still questioning. "Are you sure?"

​Instead of answering, I grabbed her hands and placed them directly on my breasts. We both gasped at the contact. Through my thin t-shirt, I could feel the heat of her palms as they cupped me, squeezing experimentally.

​"God," she breathed, her thumbs brushing over my hardening nipples. "You're so beautiful."

​“Mmh~” I moaned as her tongue lashed against mine in a dirty dance. She was the lesbian — but I was enjoying this just as much.

The dumb, fumbling college boys had nothing on Annie’s delicate and soft touch.

​She slowly pulled away from the kiss. The smile plastered on her face as the girl licked her lips.

“C-can I go down on you?” She asked, her voice sweet as honey despite the dirty words.

​“R-really?” I whimpered, gulping. Now I was the nervous and flustered one.

She nodded, strands of hair stuck on her face. “It’s been so long since I’ve done it…”
​My pussy quivered under my pants.

I nodded, lungs barely able to breathe let alone speak.

​Annie giggled as she fell to the floor between my thighs. The cramped dorm was full of the sounds of our heavy breathing. I inched towards the edge of the bed.

​The thoughts raced in my head like a tornado as Annie rose on her knees, her hands stroking up my thighs before latching onto the waistband of my pants.

​She smiled, looking up at me and looking more confident than ever. I knew the fake smile Annie wore — and this wasn’t it. She was grinning, biting her lip as she inched my pants down an inch.

“F-fuck~” I panted, leaning back as I squirmed. I wasn’t a lesbian, or at least, I didn’t think I was. But I was so fucking turned on.

​“Don’t worry… it may have been a while — but I’m still a pro.” Annie said with a wink.

Annie giggled, slowly pulling my pants down my legs. The fabric slid over my thighs, revealing the black lace panties I'd thrown on this morning. I lifted my hips to help her, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst from my chest.

​“Mmh, you do love your sexy panties, don’t you?” She said with a laugh. I blushed, nodding.

I squirmed under her gaze, suddenly feeling more exposed than I had with any guy before. Something about the way she looked at me – like she was memorizing every inch – made me feel both vulnerable and incredibly turned on.

​"Can I take these off too?" she asked, her fingertips tracing the lace edge of my panties.

​I nodded, not trusting my voice. Annie hooked her fingers into the waistband and slowly, torturously pulled them down. I lifted my hips again, and soon my panties joined my pants somewhere on my messy floor.

​"Spread your legs for me," Annie whispered, her voice husky with desire.

I gulped, my legs spreading slowing. Annie purred, her hands wrapping under my thighs as she nestled her face between my thighs.

​“Fuck… perfect.” She said, her hot breath landing right on my mound.

I blushed furiously as she stared at my bare pussy. The bald mound was spreading and already so fucking wet. Each breath I took caused my lips to bloom just slightly.

​My legs rested on her shoulders as Annie wrapped her hands around my thighs, her thumbs gently spreading my mound.

​“Ohh~” I whimpered, my clit throbbing. I squirmed on the edge of the bed, her hot breath on my clit sending waves of pleasure through my spine.

​Annie leaned forward, her tongue darting out to take one long, slow lick up my slit. I gasped, my hands flying to grip the sheets beneath me.

​"Oh my god," I moaned as she did it again, this time stopping to circle my clit with the tip of her tongue.

​"Mmm," she hummed against me, the vibration sending shivers through my body. "You taste so good, Blaire."

My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more of her mouth. Annie responded by wrapping her lips around my clit and sucking gently. The sensation was overwhelming – so different from anything I'd felt before.

​"F-fuck, Annie!" I cried out, one hand moving to tangle in her blonde hair.

​She looked up at me from between my legs, her blue eyes dark with lust as she continued to lick and suck. The sight of perfect, pristine Annie with her face buried in my pussy was almost too much.

​“Mmmh fuck~!” She purred, I could feel the blonde smiling as she lashed my cunt with her tongue. “Blaire, you have such a sweet little slit.”

​My back arched before slamming back down, each neuron in my head firing off as I bit the back of my hand. “MMMMMH!”

​“That’s it, enjoy it~” Annie moaned, her tongue burying deeper with each pass of her tongue.

Her nails dug into my thigh as I felt my orgasm boiling over. She was so talented with her tongue, unlike the college boys I was used to. Not only that, but it was clear that it had been too long since Annie had eaten a pussy. She devoured my slit like a starving animal, spit rolling down her cheek as she buried her nose into my pelvis.

​“Ohh yes!” I cried out, my thighs clamping around her face like a vice.

I gripped her hair, tugging at the roots as her tongue lashed against my clit.

​“Cum for me~” She purred, sucking the wetness from my pussy. “Please~”

​“Oh oh oh~” I chanted, eyes rolling back.

Annie knew my body better than I did. Her tongue worked magic against my body, knowing exactly how to draw the orgasm from my clit.

​“AHHH FUCK!” I cried out, body shaking as my clit erupted with pleasure. Shockwaves shot up my spine as euphoria flooded my mind.

“AHH YES!”

​My back slammed against the sheets as my orgasm bubbled, the pleasure was so fucking intense.

​“That’s it, fuck yes!” She purred, the wetness gushing on her pretty face. “Blaire~”

​With a final gasp, my body went limp on the dirty sheets. “Ohhh~”

I whimpered. “Th-that was… holy shit, Annie…”

​She pulled back, my legs slipping off her shoulders as she sat on her heels. The blonde panted, licking her lips as she giggled. “Fuck… Thank you, Blaire. That was amazing~”

​I should be the one thanking her. I wanted to help let Annie be herself — and in return, she gave me the best orgasm I had ever had…

​She kissed my trembling thigh, her hand stroking my leg as I panted for breath.

One touch of her lips on my body was enough to make me melt. I was trying to bring out the real Annie — but it seemed like she brought out something deep inside of me. Something that was begging to be let free all along.
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​“This isn’t me,” I said, crossing my arms across my chest. I had gotten my hair cut, my nails manicured, and my make-up done — but this was too far.

​“Oh come on,” Annie huffed, “it’s so pretty!”
She held the skintight red dress up between us. “This will look great on you.”

​I pursed my lips together, tucking my wavy brown hair behind my ear. “I just… it’s so tight. Not to mention so girly.”

Annie rolled her eyes. “Can you at least try it on, please?”
​She pouted, her blue puppy-dog eyes were so hard to say no to. I took a deep breath.

“Fine,” I grunted, standing to my feet. “Only on the condition that we leave the Gala asap.”

​Annie nodded, “Happily. I’d rather sneak away back to your dorm than hang out with those fakes.”

​Annie had been ‘keeping tabs on me’ for the last few weeks. For the most part, that consisted of us having sex in my dorm. It was a win-win. She got to let her lesbian side loose all over me, and I got mind-numbing orgasms. On top of that, she would report back to the sorority that I had cleaned up my act and was ready to be the pristine, boring girl that they were trying to mold me into.

​All we had to do was go to the gala tonight, put on a smile, and then we should be good to continue our naughty affair to our heart's content.

​I took the red dress from her hands. The fabric was soft as silk, the dress was short enough to be a bit revealing, but not too slutty. The top was strapless and was rather low cut, though my chest wasn’t exactly something to write home about.

​A girly dress like this wasn’t me, but If Annie could put on a fake facade for a year, I could for an evening.

​I sighed, stepping into the changing room of the boutique. Annie had dragged me to this overpriced store to find the "perfect" outfit for tonight's gala. The walls were cream-colored with gold accents, trying too hard to look fancy.

​"Let me know if you need help," Annie called through the curtain.

​"Yeah, yeah," I mumbled, sliding the heavy curtain closed.

Inside the tiny changing room, I tossed the red dress onto the little bench and stared at my reflection in the full-length mirror. My brown hair was freshly styled with loose waves, something Annie had insisted on. My nails were a matching red to the dress, and my makeup was more perfect than I'd ever bothered to make it myself.

​"This is ridiculous," I muttered to myself, kicking off my sneakers.

​I peeled my t-shirt over my head and wiggled out of my jeans, tossing them into a heap on the floor. Standing there in just my black cotton panties, I caught my reflection again. Annie had seen every inch of me by now, but something about being nearly naked in this fancy store made me feel exposed.

​My petite pink nipples were hard and stood tall against my freckled chest as I heard Annie humming gently from the other side of the curtain.

I grabbed the red dress, stepping into it carefully. The fabric slid over my skin like water, cool and smooth. I pulled it up over my hips, wiggling to get it in place. The material clung to every curve, showing off more of my body than I was used to displaying.

​"Shit," I whispered as I tried to pull the sides together at the back. The zipper was one of those long ones that ran from my lower back all the way up to between my shoulder blades. I twisted my arms awkwardly behind me, trying to grab the zipper pull, but it was useless. The dress was so tight I couldn't even get the sides to meet.

​"Fuck this," I grunted, still struggling. I twisted and turned, trying every angle possible, but my arms just wouldn't bend that way. Sweat broke out on my forehead as I contorted myself into impossible positions.

​"Everything okay in there?" Annie's voice came through the curtain.

​I blew a strand of hair out of my face in frustration. "No, I can't get this stupid zipper up. The dress is too damn tight."

​"Do you want me to help?" she asked.

​I paused for a moment, staring at my reflection. The dress hugged my hips, but everything above my waist was completely exposed. This wouldn’t be the first time she saw me naked… and yet…

​I swallowed nervously. “S-sure… I could use a hand or two.”

Annie opened the curtains just enough to slip through before she pulled them close behind her. She stood with a smile across her face as she watched me squirming in the dress.

​“Wh-what?” I spat, blush filling my cheeks. “Are you just gonna stand there or are you gonna help?”

She laughed, “Hold the bust up, I’ll zip it.”

​I winced, holding the fabric up to my chest as she stood behind me. One hand grabbed the zipper, while the other hand tried to pull the fabric together.

​“Mmmh~” I whimpered, feeling the constricting dress grip my body like a python. “Is this dress meant for toddlers?”

​Annie huffed, tugging at the zipper. "Hold still, Blaire. This is definitely your size, but it's..." She grunted with effort, pulling harder. "It's just not... cooperating."

​I squirmed as she struggled, the fabric digging into my sides. "Ouch! Not so rough!"

​"Sorry," she whispered, her breath hot against my bare shoulder. Her fingers brushed against my skin as she tried again, making me shiver. "Maybe if I just..."

​Annie pressed her body against my back, trying to get leverage as she pulled the sides of the dress together. Her breasts pushed against me, and I could feel her heartbeat matching my own racing pulse.

"Fuck," she finally said, letting go of the zipper. "It's just not going up. This dress is ridiculous."

​I let out a frustrated sigh, still holding the front of the dress to my chest. "Told you. It's made for stick figures, not actual humans."

​Annie stepped back, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror. We stood there, staring at each other's reflection. My exposed back, her flushed cheeks, the tiny changing room suddenly feeling even smaller.

​"Take it off," she said, her voice lower than before. “We can find another dress.”

​"Okay," I replied, waiting for her to leave. "Can you...?" I nodded toward the curtain.

​Annie didn't move. Her eyes darkened as she crossed her arms over her chest. "I said, take it off."

​My heart skipped a beat. "You mean... right now? With you still in here?"

​A small smile played at the corner of her mouth. "Yes. Strip for me, Blaire."

The command in her voice sent a jolt of electricity down my spine. This was a new side of Annie – commanding, confident, dominant.

​"But someone might hear us," I whispered, even as I felt heat pooling between my legs.

​Annie shrugged, still not breaking eye contact in the mirror. "Then you'll have to be quiet, won't you?"

​I gulped, shaking as the blush filled my cheeks. It was wrong, but it felt oh-so right.

​My fingers trembled at the top of the dress. Slowly, I let go of the fabric, allowing it to fall away from my chest. My breasts were fully exposed now, nipples hardening under Annie's intense gaze.

​"Keep going," she instructed, her voice thick with lust.

​“O-okay~”

I pushed the dress down over my hips, wiggling slightly to get it past my thighs. The red fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me in just my black cotton panties.

​“Good girl.” Annie's eyes traveled down my body, taking in every inch of me. "Those too," she said, nodding at my underwear.

My heart pounded in my ears as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties. Slowly, I pulled them down, stepping out of them until I stood completely naked in the changing room.

​"Turn around," Annie commanded softly. "I want to see all of you.”

Her words echoed like a command that I dare not refuse. With a deep gulp, I turned to face her — completely naked.

​Annie’s blue eyes glimmered with lust as she eyed me up and down, her gaze made my nipples harden and my clit throb.

“Fuck… you’re prettier every time I look at you.” She said stepping forward. I couldn’t keep the smile off my lips as I bit them, glancing down to my feet.

​“That was cheesy… but thanks.”

Annie reached out, her fingers tracing the curve of my hip. "Cheesy, but true," she whispered, stepping closer until I could feel the fabric of her dress brushing against my naked skin. "You have no idea how hard it is to keep my hands off you when we're around the others."

​My breath caught in my throat as her hands moved up my sides, slowly, teasingly. When her palms finally cupped my breasts, I couldn't hold back a gasp.

​“Ohhhh~” I moaned, tossing my head back.

​"Shhh," Annie warned, her eyes flicking toward the curtain. "These curtains are thin, remember?"

I nodded frantically as her thumbs brushed over my nipples, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through my body. Her touch was gentle but confident, kneading and squeezing my small breasts in a way that made my knees weak.

​"Oh god," I whimpered as she pinched my nipples between her fingers, rolling the hardened buds.

Annie's eyes narrowed. "What did I say about being quiet?" Her voice was stern, commanding in a way I'd never heard before.

​I quickly clapped my hand over my mouth, nodding apologetically. Annie smiled, clearly pleased with my obedience.

"Good girl," she purred, continuing to play with my tits. Her fingers danced across my skin, alternating between soft caresses and firm squeezes that made me bite down on my palm to keep from moaning out loud.

​My eyes fluttered closed as waves of pleasure washed over me. Every touch sent tingles racing across my skin, making my pussy throb with need. I'd had my tits played with before, but never like this. Annie knew exactly how to touch me, exactly how much pressure to use, exactly when to be gentle and when to be rough.

​I squirmed, shifting my weight from foot to foot as her hands traced down my hips. She smiled, licking her lips as she eyed my pussy. My pink clit peered out from the hood, throbbing and begging for attention.

​“So wet.” She purred, her hand reaching down to cup my cunt.

​“Mmmh~” I moaned, pushing my back against the mirror as bolts of lightening shot up my spine. “F-fuck~”

​“Your pussy is begging to be fucked, isn’t it?” She whispered into my ear, her body pinning mine against the cold mirror.

​I nodded, my neat brown hair sticking to my sweaty face. “Please~”

​Annie's eyes gleamed with mischief as she traced a single finger along my slit, barely touching me. "Please what?" she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear.

​"Please touch me," I breathed, my voice so quiet I could barely hear it myself.

​"Like this?" she asked, running her finger up and down my wet folds, never quite slipping inside or touching my clit. The teasing was unbearable.

​"More," I begged, my hips bucking toward her hand. "Inside. Please."

​Annie smiled against my neck, planting soft kisses on my pulse point. "Since you asked so nicely..."

​She slid one finger inside me, making me gasp into my palm. The sensation of her finger curling inside me, pressing against my walls, had me seeing stars. I bit down harder on my hand, desperate to stay quiet as she began to move in and out with agonizing slowness.

​"God, you're so wet," she murmured, adding a second finger. "So tight and perfect."

​“Mmmh~” I purred, eyes rolling back as she sucked on my neck. The sounds of her soft kisses and the wet noises of her fingers fucking my wet cunt filled the cramped changing room as I squirmed against the mirror.

My legs trembled as she pumped her fingers deeper, her palm pressing against my clit with each thrust. The changing room was filled with the wet sounds of her fingers sliding in and out of me, and I prayed no one outside could hear.

​Annie smirked, reaching her free hand to the back of my knee. She guided one of my legs up, helping me place my foot on the small bench where the red dress now lay forgotten. The new position spread me wider, giving her better access as she continued to finger me.

​"Oh fuck," I whimpered against my hand as her fingers drove deeper, hitting spots inside me I didn't know existed.

​"That's it," Annie praised, her voice thick with desire. "Take my fingers like a good girl. You're doing so well."

​Her praise sent a fresh wave of wetness between my legs. I'd never been talked to like this during sex before, never been told how good I was being. It was intoxicating.

Annie's lips trailed down my neck, sucking and kissing as her fingers worked magic inside me. Her thumb found my clit, circling it with just the right pressure.

​“Oh yes!” I panted, the wetness spilling down my trembling leg as the smell of sex filled the air. “Annie~”

​"You're so beautiful like this," she whispered between kisses. "So perfect. So responsive."

​She took one of my nipples into her mouth — sucking gently as I gasped, lungs refusing to fill with air as I saw stars.

I could feel my orgasm building, pressure mounting low in my belly as her fingers curled against my g-spot. My thighs began to shake, my breath coming in short, desperate pants.

​"I can feel you getting close," Annie murmured, her fingers speeding up. "Your pussy's squeezing my fingers so tight."

​She was right. Despite how wet I was, my cunt was gripping her fingers like a glove.

Animalistic sounds escaped my mouth as my toes curled. The girl worked her fingers in my cunt like a master painter, and my pussy was the canvass.

​“You like when I play with you, slut?” She purred, her teeth giving my nipple a tender tug. “You like submitting for another girl?”

​“Y-yes~” I moaned, trying to keep my voice down. “So fucking much~”

​“I know you do.” She said, her thumb pressing my clit like a button.

Annie purred, scratching the deep itch inside of me. I couldn’t hold back. The pleasure was boiling over.

​My hand clamped around my mouth as the mirror fogged up behind me. “MMMHHHPH~” I cried out, my muffled cry filling the tiny changing room.

​My body convulsed against the mirror as the orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. Every muscle tensed, my back arching off the cool glass as Annie's fingers worked their magic deep inside me. My pussy clenched rhythmically around her fingers, pulsing with each wave of pleasure that shot through my spine.

​"That's it, baby," Annie purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction as she felt my walls spasming around her fingers. "Let it all out for me."

​“Ahhh~” I bit down harder on my palm, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes as the intense pleasure overwhelmed me. My legs shook violently, and if not for Annie's body pinning me against the mirror, I might have collapsed entirely.

​"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chanted in a barely audible whisper as my cum gushed around her fingers, coating her hand and dripping down my inner thighs. The wet, sticky sounds of my orgasm seemed deafening in the small changing room.

​Annie didn't stop, didn't even slow down. Her fingers continued their relentless assault on my g-spot as her thumb circled my oversensitive clit, drawing out my orgasm until I was a quivering, whimpering mess.

​"So fucking wet," she murmured appreciatively, watching as my juices coated her hand and wrist. "You're absolutely drenched."

​“Ahh, A-Annie!”

​My hips bucked involuntarily, grinding against her hand as the aftershocks rippled through me. Each tiny movement sent new sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine, making my toes curl and my breath hiccup.

​“Mmmh~” She purred, pulling her hand from my cunt.

I gasped as the fullness left me, strings of thick grool oozing down my thighs as I panted, leaning back against the mirror.

​Annie giggled innocently as she pulled her hand up between us. The sweet and dirty grool coating her hand like webbing. “So dirty,” she teased.

​The girl flashed me a wink as she put her hand up to my mouth. “Clean me up.”

My trembling lips parted as she slipped her fingers into my wet, waiting mouth.

​“Mmh~” I purred, eyes rolling back as my tongue lashed against her filthy fingers. The thick, sweet grool coated my entire mouth as I sucked her clean. My eyes fluttered as she smiled.

​“Good girl, take it all.”

I gagged on her hand, but I wasn’t a quitter. Annie pulled her fingers out of my mouth, letting me gasp as I licked my lips.

“See how good you taste,” She asked. “Sweet like honey.”

​I nodded, my mind still reeling. “I… I need more~” I whimpered.

My clit was still throbbed. The orgasm was intense, but I was addicted to her. My cunt was pulsating with each breath, desperate to be filled again.

​“Don’t worry, slut. I’ll take care of you.” She said with a soft kiss. “But let's find you another dress first. Something even sluttier than this one.”

My heart fluttered. Annie seemed like such a shy, innocent girl. Perhaps she was better at hiding her true nature than I gave her credit for.

But this was the real Annie — a naughty, dominant lesbian who knew exactly what she wanted — and how to get it.

Book 6 | Story 3: Coming out at the Gala

​I finished my glass of fruit punch, tossing the plastic cup into the trash as the music pounded in my ears. Fuck — this was more like a sober nightclub than a gala. The lighting was dark and the music was deafening.

I adjusted the bust of my sheer black dress as I scanned the crowds for Annie.

We showed up, said our hellos, and now it was time for us to scatter.

​There were so many people though… I squinted, my black dress fluttering as I tried to drown out all the music and shouting.

​Ah! There she was!

Annie’s golden hair stuck out like a beacon in the dark. She was talking with Madison, one of the seniors in the sorority.

​Though, from the looks of it, it was a rough conversation.

Madison had Annie backed up against a corner, and from the ditzy brunette's exaggerated hand movements, she was berating Annie about something stupid.

​I charged forward, shouldering past the crowd as I reached them. Annie’s eyes darted towards me, signaling me to turn around — but I wasn’t about to let her get bullied by that bitch.

​“...So get it together!” Madison squealed, her voice louder and more obnoxious than the blaring music.

Her hateful hazel eyes darted at me. “Oh great, it’s you.” She huffed, rolling her eyes. “Why don’t you get back to chasing boys, Blaire? There are plenty of frat boys here that would love to be flirted with, I’m sure. Annie and I are—”

​Before she could finish, I grabbed Annie by the wrist, her pink dress fluttered as I pulled her close.

“I love this song.” I said, dragging her towards the dance floor, “Let’s dance.”
​“Hey!” Madison squealed, “Get back here! I still—”

Eventually, her voice drowned out amongst the crowd.

​The music changes, the pounding bass suddenly fading into something softer, slower. The DJ's voice echoes through the speakers, announcing a slow dance for all the couples. Around us, people pair up, arms wrapping around waists, heads resting on shoulders.

​I stand there awkwardly with Annie, still holding her wrist. The colored lights sweep over her face, illuminating her flushed cheeks and wide eyes.

​"Um," I clear my throat, suddenly nervous. "You wanna dance? To this one?"

​Annie bites her lip, glancing around at all the people. "But... everyone will see us."

My heart pounds in my chest. She's right. The sorority sisters are scattered throughout the room. Madison is probably still watching us, fuming. What would they think, seeing us slow dance together?

But something in me doesn't care anymore.

​I took a deep breath. “So what?”

Annie hesitates, her blue eyes searching mine. I can see the battle happening behind them - her desire to be herself fighting against years of hiding who she really is.

​"Okay," she finally whispers, stepping closer to me. "Let's dance."

​I place my hands on her waist, feeling the silky fabric of her pink dress beneath my fingers. She's trembling slightly as she loops her arms around my neck, her touch feather-light, as if she's afraid someone will pull us apart.

​"Relax," I murmur, pulling her closer until our bodies are flush against each other. "Just focus on me."

​We start to sway to the music, awkwardly at first, both of us too stiff with nerves. But gradually, with each passing moment, Annie's body softens against mine. Her fingers play with the hair at the nape of my neck, sending shivers down my spine as her flowery perfume filled the air between us.

​I smiled. This was sappy…. But in a good way.

Annie pursed her lips together, letting me take the lead.

"This is nice," she whispers, her breath warm against my ear.

​"Yeah," I agree, my hands sliding to the small of her back. "It is."

​The room around us seems to fade away. The crowd, the judgmental stares, even the music became background noise. All I can focus on is the feel of Annie in my arms, the scent of her perfume, the way her body fits perfectly against mine.

​From the corner of my eyes, I could feel the judgemental stares burning into us. Our dance was anything but platonic — but I didn’t care. I needed her.

​The song swells, the music building to a crescendo that matches the beating of my heart. Annie's eyes meet mine, blue pools reflecting the dancing lights overhead. Her lips part slightly, a silent invitation that makes my breath catch in my throat.

​"Screw it," I whisper, my voice barely audible over the music.

​I cup her face with one hand, my thumb brushing across her cheekbone. Annie leans into my touch, her eyes fluttering closed. Time seems to slow as I lean forward, closing the distance between us.

​Our lips meet, soft and tentative at first, then with growing hunger. Annie sighs into my mouth, her fingers tightening in my hair as she pulls me closer. The taste of strawberry chapstick mingles with the sweetness of fruit punch on her tongue. My hands slide down to her waist, gripping the silky fabric of her dress as our bodies press together.

​“Mmmh~ Blaire~” She purred as our tongues danced.

​The kiss deepens, becoming something raw and real that makes my knees weak. Her tongue slides against mine, and I can feel her heart pounding against my chest. My fingers dig into her hips as she moans softly, the sound vibrating between us.

​Around us, I hear the gasps and whispers, the shocked murmurs spreading like wildfire through the crowd. Someone drops a glass, the shattering sound barely registering in my consciousness. All I can focus on is Annie – the softness of her lips, the warmth of her body, the little whimpers escaping her throat.

​"Oh my GOD!" Madison's shrill voice cuts through our bubble like a knife.

​Annie pulls back, her eyes wide and lips swollen from our kiss. Her chest rises and falls rapidly as she turns to face Madison, who's storming toward us, her face contorted with rage.

​"What the HELL do you two think you're doing?" Madison hisses, grabbing Annie's arm and yanking her away from me. "This is a Sigma Phi Gala, not some... some lesbian bar!"

Annie winces at her grip, and something protective and fierce rises in my chest.

​"Let go of her," I growl, stepping forward.

​Madison's eyes widen at my tone, but she doesn't release Annie. "You two are making a spectacle of yourselves! Do you have any idea what this looks like? What people will say about our sorority?"

​Around us, a crowd has formed, sorority sisters and frat boys alike watching the drama unfold with wide eyes and hushed whispers.

​"I don't give a fuck what it looks like," I say, my voice steady and clear. "Or what people say."

​"Blaire," Annie whispers, her voice trembling slightly. But when I look at her, I don't see fear in her eyes – I see determination, and something that looks a lot like pride.

​I smiled. Despite all that was going on around us, all I could focus on was her perfect body — hugged gently by her cute yet sexy pink dress.

​I took her by the hand — Madison’s shouting falling on deaf ears.

Annie smiled as I pulled her away from the circle.

​“Hey!” Madison cried out as we walked towards the exit. “Where do you two think you’re going? Get back here!”

I giggled, shoving my shoulder into the gymnasium door.

​“Holy shit.” Annie whimpered. “Th-that was intense.”

The door closed behind us as we scurried down the campus hallway — the music dying down.

​I glanced back at her, our dresses fluttering as I smiled. She was stunning. I couldn’t wait any longer.

“Eek!” Annie yelped as I shoved my shoulder into the bathroom door.

​I pulled the girl in, my heart racing as I locked the door behind us. “B-Blaire?”

​“Shh” I purred, slamming her back against the door. “I need you. Right this fucking second.”

Our lips crashed together, desperate and hungry. I pinned Annie against the bathroom door, my body pressing against hers as if I could somehow melt into her. Her mouth opened for me instantly, our tongues sliding together in a frantic dance that made me dizzy with need.

​“Mmmh~ Blaire, fuck!”

​"Fuck, I want you so bad," I panted against her lips, my hands sliding down her sides to grip her hips.

​Annie whimpered, her head falling back against the door with a soft thud as I trailed wet kisses down her neck. "I've been thinking about touching you all night," she confessed breathlessly. "I couldn’t keep my eyes off you.”

​My hands bunched up the silky fabric of her pink dress, slowly dragging it up her thighs. The material rustled softly between us as I revealed more and more of her smooth skin. Annie's breath hitched as my fingers traced the edge of her panties – a delicate pink thong that matched her dress perfectly.

​"Look at you," I murmured, pulling back just enough to see her exposed lower half. "So pretty and wet for me already."

​The thin strip of fabric between her legs was visibly damp, clinging to her folds. I ran my finger along the moistened material, making Annie gasp and squirm against the door.

​"Please," she begged, her blue eyes dark with desire. "I need you to touch me."

I smiled up at her as my hand stroked up and down her moist thong, feeling the soft mound underneath.

​My mouth watered as I turned to the washroom sink. “Sit on the edge of the counter. I need you right fucking now.”

​Annie whimpered, but she couldn’t resist. The bubbly blonde pressed her palms against the sink counter as she lifted herself onto the edge.

I knelt on the ground between her legs as her dress wrapped around her waist. The girl whimpered as she lifted her legs up.

​I grabbed her panties, slowly dragging them. Annie whimpered, her cheeks flushing red as she kicked the panties off onto the floor. The girl inched to the edge of the counter, her legs spreading as I nestled my face between her thighs. Her pussy was nice and wet, a small tuft of blonde hair right on the hood of her clit as her lips blossomed with each breath. The bubblegum pink walls inside and the scent of her sweet grool was intoxicating.

​“Mmmh,” I purred, my hands wrapping around her thighs and holding them up like stirrups.

Annie bit her lip, her eyes fluttering as she leaned back against the glass. “Fuck, Blaire…”

​I smiled, planting light kisses on her inner thighs, teasing her as I worked my way toward her center. Her skin was so soft, like silk against my lips. I could feel her trembling under my touch, her thighs quivering with anticipation as I inched closer to where she needed me most.

​"Blaire," she whimpered, her voice barely audible above the hum of the bathroom lights. "Th-that feels so good~”

Her sweet grool scent filled my lungs. God, she was perfect.

​I looked up at her from between her legs, her pink dress bunched around her waist, her blonde hair falling in messy waves around her flushed face. She looked desperate, vulnerable, and absolutely beautiful.

​“You taste amazing. Your cunt is begging to be played with.”

I kissed along the crease where her thigh met her pussy, inhaling her sweet, musky scent. My tongue darted out, tracing lazy patterns on her sensitive skin, deliberately avoiding her center. Annie's hips bucked slightly, trying to guide my mouth where she wanted it.

​"Mmmmh~" Annie moaned, her head falling back against the mirror. "Oh god, please..."

​Finally, I gave in to her pleas. I ran my tongue in one long, slow lick up her slit, tasting her for the first time. The flavor was sweet and tangy, like nothing I'd ever experienced before. It was intoxicating.

​"Fuuuck," Annie gasped, her hands flying to my hair, fingers tangling in my brown locks.

​Her voice bounced off the tiny bathroom walls — ringing in my ears like choir bells.

I moaned against her pussy, the vibrations making her squirm. Her taste was addictive – honey-sweet with a hint of something uniquely Annie. I lapped at her eagerly, my tongue exploring every fold, every crevice of her perfect pink pussy.

"You taste so fucking good," I murmured against her, before circling her clit with the tip of my tongue.

​Annie's thighs clamped around my head, her back arching off the counter. "Oh! Right there, yes!"

​My nose buried against her pelvis as he clamped her thighs like a vice against my face. Each breath I took filled my lungs with her soft, sweet grool.

​I focused on her clit, alternating between gentle flicks and firm circles. Her wetness coated my chin as I worked, her panting growing with each passing second. The bathroom filled with the sounds of her pleasure – soft moans and whimpers that echoed off the tile walls.

​Annie gripped the roots of my hair, her back arching as her nipples strained out against the top of her dress. I glanced up at her, my hand stroking up her dress before latching onto her breast.

​“Oh god!” She gasped, my hand groping and massaging her tit. Her hard nipple pushed through the thin dress and against my palm as she arched into my touch.

My tongue continued to lash against her slit, the grool and wetness dripping off my chin onto my lap.

​My mind was reeling. I couldn’t so much as think as my lungs filled with her aroma.

​With one hand still massaging her breast through the thin fabric, I reached up with my other hand, tugging down the top of her pink dress. Her tit spilled out, pale and perfect with a rosy nipple standing at attention. I captured it between my fingers, rolling and pinching the sensitive bud as my tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit.

​"Oh fuck, Blaire!" Annie cried out, her voice bouncing off the bathroom walls. “T-touch me!”

​Her breast fit perfectly in my palm, soft yet firm. I squeezed and kneaded it, watching as her nipple hardened further under my touch. My mouth never left her pussy, my tongue now delving deeper, pushing inside her tight entrance as my nose rubbed against her swollen clit.

​"Mmmh~" I moaned into her cunt, the vibrations making her shudder.

​Annie's back arched off the mirror, her hips grinding against my face as I tongue-fucked her. Her wetness gushed onto my tongue, sweet and tangy. I could feel her walls clenching around my tongue, trying to pull me deeper inside.

​"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she chanted, her words becoming breathier with each repetition.

​“Fuck!” I pulled my tongue out of her, replacing it with two fingers that slid easily into her soaked channel. My mouth latched onto her clit, sucking it between my lips as my fingers curled inside her, searching for that special spot that would make her see stars. Her cunt was so tight around my fingers, despite how sopping wet she was.

​"YES!" Annie screamed when I found it, her entire body jerking as if electrified.

I worked my fingers against her g-spot while continuing to suck and lick her clit. My other hand pinched and twisted her nipple, adding to the overwhelming sensations. Annie's thighs trembled around my head, her hips bucking wildly against my face.

​The air was heavy with her soft scent and moans, my mind was buzzing with euphoria as I lashed against her throbbing clit.

"I'm gonna cum," she gasped, her voice high and desperate. "Oh god, Blaire, I'm gonna cum so hard!"

​I doubled my efforts, my fingers pumping faster, my tongue flicking her clit with quick, firm strokes. I could feel her getting closer, her walls tightening around my fingers, her clit swelling under my tongue.

​"BLAIRE!" Annie screamed, her body convulsing as her orgasm crashed through her. “AHHH!”

​“Cum for me, baby~” I purred into her slit. “Cum all over me like a good girl.”

​Her pussy clamped down on my fingers like a vice, pulsating as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her. Her wetness gushed onto my hand and chin, soaking me as she came. I didn't stop, continuing to lick and suck as she rode out her climax, drawing it out until she was a quivering, whimpering mess above me.

​"Oh my god," she gasped, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. "That was... holy shit."

​I slowly pulled my fingers out of her, making her whimper at the loss. Her juices spilled down my fingers as I stumbled to my feet, my own wetness rolling down my thighs as I panted.

​Annie whimpered, squirming on the countertop. Her tits were already red from the assault by my hands, and her body shaking. “I… I fucking love you.” She moaned, breathlessly.

​I smiled, stepping between her thighs. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me close.

“I love you too. Fuck… you’re perfect.” I purred.

​I leaned down, locking my lips against hers. Annie moaned into my mouth, her tongue tasting her own wetness on my lips.

Her hands wrapped behind me, massaging my ass through my black dress as I giggled, pulling away from our kiss.

​“Let’s get back to my dorm… I had a taste, and now I’m addicted to your pussy.”

Annie blushed, biting her lip. “Good, it’s all yours.”

​My smile grew. “I don’t think Madison will allow us back into the sorority.”

​Annie shrugged. “Whatever, they’re all boring anyway. I’m having a lot more fun with you.”

______________________________________________________________________

Book 7 | Story 1: The Break-up

​“S-so, this is it?” Jack whimpered, on the verge of tears. I huffed, sitting on the edge of his bed with my arms crossed.

​“Yeah… Sorry.” I said, feigning sadness. “I just don’t see this working.”

I tried to hide my smile. Jack was fine, but I needed something more. After making out with the college quarterback, Axel, last weekend, I already knew that Jack wasn’t man enough for me.

​Tears streaked down his cheeks as he put his head in his hands, sobbing quietly.

I rolled my eyes. Talk about dramatic…

Jack wasn’t the first boy that I had broken up with — and he certainly wouldn’t be the last. What can I say? I get bored easily.

​“Well, anyways…” I said, jumping to my feet. My white miniskirt swayed and my tits bounced in my tube top. “I should get going.”
​Football practice started in an hour, and I intended to impress Axel with my slutty new outfit.

Jack sobbed in his hands as I slipped out of his bedroom, leaning back against the doorframe behind me as I took a deep breath. I didn’t like to make boys cry, but I couldn’t help it, I was in college now and deserved to have some fun. I had no intention of getting cuffed to one boy during my prime years.

​I nearly skipped down his stairs as I imagined Axel. His huge, bulging muscles and his manly demeanor. He was what I needed. A real man to treat me like the spicy girl that I was.

​As my hand reached for the front door, a voice called out behind me.

“Ah, Katy. Leaving already?”

​I gasped, spinning on my heels as blush filled my cheeks. “O-oh! Mrs. Booker!”

The older woman had an apron on as the sweet scent of her cinnamon pie filled the air. Flour coated her apron, and some even got in her chestnut hair.

“Y-yeah~” I muttered, “I was just leaving. Got a busy day ahead of me!”

​By now, Jack was full-on crying — his pathetic whimpers rang in the air.

Ms. Booker glanced up towards her son’s door. An unamused look on her face. She let out a sigh as she rubbed her temples. “Poor thing…”

​I pursed my lips into a line, unable to keep the blush off my cheeks as I tucked in my wavy blonde hair. “Y-yeah… sorry ma’am… it just wasn’t working out between us…”
​She glared at me, her usually bubbly demeanor dropping like rocks as her brown eyes made me tremble.

Her gaze tracked me up and down, lingering on my tube top and miniskirt. “It wasn’t working out, eh?” She said, chuckling. “I shouldn’t be surprised — a boy as… timid, as my son had no chance at holding down a girl like you.”

​“A girl like me?”

​“A slut.” Ms. Booker spat out the words

I gasped, the soft pink in my cheeks turning a fiery red. “I—I’m not a slut!” I squealed. “I’m just trying to enjoy my life!”
​Her lips curled into a smile. “Please, girl. I’ve been there before. Tell me, who is the next boy you are going to run off and fuck?”
My hands curled into fists as my heart raced. The sounds of Jack crying drowned as the blood pumped in my ears. “I…I…”

​The woman laughed, “Trust me. I was your age once.”

She huffed, staring back at her son’s door. “One day, you’ll wish you stayed with the boy that treated you right, instead of running around looking for the best dick.”

My lips pursed into a line. I was 20 and just wanted some fun. “Maybe,” I said, shifting my jaw. “When I’m old and wrinkled, then I’ll find a good guy. Right now I want to have some fun. Is there anything wrong with that?”

​She rolled her eyes. “When you’re old and wrinkled then all the good boys will be long gone.”

I furrowed my eyebrows. Jack was great, super kind and smart, and with a great future ahead of him — but I couldn’t help it, I was a woman with womanly needs.

Something flickered in her eyes. Something devious.

“You know… perhaps there is a way to keep the good boy, and have your fun.”

​“Go on…” I said, my interest piqued.

Ms. Booker smirked, turning around. “Follow me.”

​I purse my lips together. Her flowery perfume and the scent of cinnamon left a trail behind her. I couldn’t help but follow the woman.

Her hips swayed with each step, my eyes falling down to her ass. Ms. Booker’s yoga pants held snug to her figure — leaving nothing to the imagination. I bit my lip, she may be in her 40s, but she was still hot as fuck.

​The woman glanced back at me as she opened the back door towards the yard. “Come on, you’ll love this~”

Her voice was soft as butter, making my heart race. At this rate, I was going to be late for football practice — but for some reason, I didn’t seem to care much.

​We crossed the yard, the sun was shining, the birds were chirping, and the soft grass underneath my feet was like walking on a cloud. A gust of wind blew Ms. Booker’s chestnut hair, filling the space between us with her flowery perfume.

​The sun glimmered off the surface of the pool as she looked back at me, a sinister smile on her lips.

​At the back of the yard was a tiny storage shed. Nothing impressive, in fact, it was kind of ugly compared to the rest of the pristine yard.

The door creaked as Ms. Booker pressed her shoulder on the wooden frame — pushing it open.

​My face scrunched up as stale air broke me from my trance. “Wh-what are we doing back here?”

The woman didn’t answer, instead, she walked in, her bare feet on the dusty concrete as she pulled the cord of a flickering lightbulb in the middle of the shed. “Come in, Katy. I insist.”

​I should have turned heel and ran to my car — but my legs walked forward with a mind of their own.

My hands gripped my miniskirt as I walked in, the soft grass replaced with cracked, dusty concrete.

​The woman circled around me, pushing her palm against the door and slamming it shut.

“Oh~” I whimpered, the hairs on my neck standing on edge. “Wh-what are we doing here?”

​She laughed, the woman’s soft voice bouncing off the cramped, dingy walls.

“I couldn’t risk Jack hearing you.”

​“H-hearing me?” I whimpered, heart racing. “Hearing me do what?”

​“Scream.”

​My eyes widen. "Um, excuse me?"

Ms. Booker smiles at me, her lips tight. "Oh, don't look so scared, Katy. I'm not going to hurt you."

​She walks over to a workbench covered in tools. The light from a single dusty bulb hanging from the ceiling makes shadows dance across her face.

​"I just think you need to learn a lesson about how to treat people." She picks up a rope from the bench and runs it through her fingers. "Especially my son."

​My heart pounds in my chest. I back up toward the door, but she's blocking my way. "This is crazy, Mrs. Booker. I should go."

​"You know what your problem is, Katy?" she says, ignoring me. "You've never been properly disciplined. Never been shown your place."

​I gulp, my back hitting the wall. The shed suddenly feels smaller. "My place?"

​"Yes." She steps closer. "You think you can just use people and throw them away when you're bored. That's not how life works."

​"I didn't use Jack," I protest, but even I don't believe it.

​Mrs. Booker laughs. "Please. I saw how you looked at him versus how you look at those football players. Jack was just convenient until something better came along."

​She's so close now I can smell her perfume mixed with the scent of cinnamon.

“I don’t blame you. Like I said… I was your age once.” The woman bit her lip, tightening the rope around her wrists. My heart and clit throbbed. Wh-what in god’s name was going on here?

​“So I’ll offer you a choice.” She continued, licking her lips. “Let me give you the dirty pleasure that you’re missing, and in exchange, you stay dating Jack. Trust me, I’ll satisfy that dirty itch of yours more than any dumb football jock could. Or you can leave now, jump into the arms of whatever boy comes next…”

​I gulped nervously. Jack was great… and perhaps there was a future with him. If Mrs. Booker could help me in that regard, then I’d have the best of both worlds.

The blush filled my cheeks. “O-okay~ Deal.”

​Her smile grew, “Good girl.”

She took a step closer, the scent of cinnamon flooding my lungs as I gasp. I barely have time to think as her lips lock against mine.

​“Mmh!” I moan in shock. Her tongue lashes forward, parting my lips as we kiss.

The racing thoughts in my head turned to smoke. This was wrong… and yet…

​My eyes fluttered close as all my thoughts narrowed down to her tongue in my mouth.

“Mmh~” She purrs, sucking my lip as her tongue dances with mine. I was used to the hungry, messy kissing of boys — not something as soft and sensual as this.

​I whimpered as she took my hands, slowly guiding them behind my back. I didn’t even realize what she was doing until it was too late.

I gasp as she pulls the ropes tight, securing my wrists together. The rough fibers dig into my skin just enough to make me whimper. I squirmed, my trace breaking as the woman laughed and pulled away. She had tied my hands together!

​"Too tight?" Mrs. Booker whispers against my ear, her hot breath making me shiver.

​"N-no," I stammer, my legs feeling like jelly.

She steps back, admiring her handiwork. "You know, I've watched you parade around my house for months now. Teasing my son. Teasing me."

​"I wasn't—"

​"Shh," she presses a finger to my lips. "Don't lie. Girls like you are always aware of the effect they have."

​My breath catches as she circles me slowly, like a predator. The single bulb casts strange shadows across her face, making her look both beautiful and dangerous.

​"What are you going to do to me?" I ask, my voice barely audible.

​She smiles. "Whatever I want."

The woman had an evil look in her eyes. “Not too late to back out. Go ahead, run into the arms of your college quarterback, if you want.”

​I bit my lip. I should go — run and never look back.

​But God… I couldn’t. I squirmed in my rope binding — my pussy throbbed underneath my miniskirt. “I… I want you!” I gasped, a bit too eagerly.

​“Good girl.” Mrs. Booker reaches for the hem of my tube top and slowly pulls it down. My tits spill out, my nipples hardening instantly in the cool air of the shed.

​“Oh!” I gasp, my tits bouncing free as the tube top wrapped around my stomach.

"Look at you," she says, her eyes drinking me in. "So eager already."

​"I'm not—"

​"Your body doesn't lie, Katy," she interrupts, brushing her thumbs over my nipples. I can't help the moan that escapes my lips.

"That's it, slut.” The woman moaned hungrily.

​Her fingers masterfully stroked my nipple, sending bolts of electricity through my spine.

My hands pulled at the rope bindings, but they were too tight. I was completely at her mercy — and deep down, I was loving it.

​“Mmmh~” I moan, tossing my head back as I leaned forward into her touch. The woman caressed my chest, tenderly stroking my slender stomach as her fingers danced down my body.

​“Those dumb boys don’t know how to touch a woman like I do…” She chuckled.

​“O-ohh!” I gasped, my knees shaking. My pleasure was boiling up like a volcano, my heart racing and my clit throbbing as she gently lifted the frill of my miniskirt.

​Her fingers slipped under my miniskirt, teasing along my inner thighs. I gasped and squirmed against the ropes, unable to do anything but submit to her expert touch. Mrs. Booker's lips curled into a wicked smile as she traced circles higher and higher up my legs.

​"Such smooth, soft skin," she purred. "I bet all the boys love touching you here."

​"Y-yes," I whimpered, spreading my legs wider without even realizing it.

​Her fingertips brushed against my panties, already damp with arousal. "But none of them know how to touch you like this, do they?"

She pressed firmly against my clit through the thin fabric. A jolt of pleasure shot through me and I cried out, "Oh god!"

​Mrs. Booker chuckled. "That's right, let me hear those pretty sounds."

​I gasped for air, the cramped and dirty shed reverberated my moans as the world melted around us. "Please," I begged, not even sure what I was asking for.

​"Please what, slut?" she asked teasingly. "Use your words."

​"Please... touch me more," I panted.

​"Like this?" She slipped her fingers under my panties, sliding through my wet folds.

​“AHH YES!” I gasped, the pleasure erupted as her fingers maneuvered underneath the panties.

​“Mmh, so wet.” She chuckled, her free hand holding my back as she carefully explored my cunt. Her fingers probed and rubbed — but never entered.

I tossed my head back, blonde hair fluttered as I gasped. “OHHH!”

​"Mmh, such a dirty little slut," Mrs. Booker purred. Her fingers continued to tease and stroke my dripping pussy. "I bet you're close already, aren't you?"

I nodded frantically, my hips bucking against her hand. "Y-yes! Please don't stop!"

​Suddenly, she yanked her hand away. I whimpered at the loss of contact.

​"Not yet," she said with a wicked grin. "I'm not done playing with you."

​In one swift motion, she grabbed me and spun me around. She slams me on the woodshop table and lifts up my miniskirt, exposing my soaked panties. I gasped as the cold wood pressed against my bare skin.

​"Such a perfect little ass," Mrs. Booker murmured, running her hands over my curves. She hooked her fingers in my panties and slowly pulled them down my legs.

​The fabric pools around my ankles as I gasp, my nipples rubbing against the wood as the edge of the table dug into my waist.

My breathing was coming out in short, stammered pants. I couldn’t think or breathe — all I could do was whimper for more.

​Mrs. Booker laughed, one hand on my back pinning me on the table, while her other hand spread my cheeks — revealing my two, tight, puckered holes.

“Mmmh, so fucking tight. It’s been so long since I’ve had a naughty college slut bent over and begging like this.”

​“Ah!” I gasped, feeling her hand spank my bubbly cheek. “F-fuck!”

Mrs. Booker laughed. “So naughty. That’s what you get for acting like a slut around my house.”

​She spanked me again as I squirmed on the table like a fish out of water. “Ohh god yes!”

The rope dug into my wrists as I panted. Oh god, it hurt, but so fucking good.

​The woman grunted as she grabbed my cheek, squeezing it tight. I moaned, feeling her fingers digging into my skin.

​“Now, slut. Let’s show you what real pleasure feels like.”

Her hand pinned me against the table as her other hand slowly spread my mound. I whimpered, feeling the dingy, cool air hitting my wetness.

“Mmmh, filthy slut is dripping already.” She chucked, running her middle finger up and down my slit.

​“Ahh!” I gasped, just her fingertip was enough to make me squirm and yelp, the rope digging into my wrists and the air knocked from my lungs.

​"You dirty little whore," Mrs. Booker growled as she roughly shoved two fingers inside me. I cried out, my back arching as she penetrated me forcefully.

"Is this what you wanted? To be used like the dirty slut you are?" She pumped her fingers in and out rapidly, the wet sounds of my arousal filling the shed. “Well, you didn’t need a dumb jock to do that. Mommy will treat you like the bratty slut that you are.”

​"Y-yes!" I gasped, overwhelmed by the intense sensations. Her fingers were relentless, curling to hit my most sensitive spots. “Mommy!”

The word was so dirty, but I couldn’t help it. Each thrust of her fingers sent shockwaves up my spine.

I’ve had bigger men inside of me, of course, but something about the woman’s dominance — her power over me made this feel so much better.

​"Look at you, dripping all over my hand. Such a desperate little cunt," she taunted, spanking my ass hard with her free hand. The sting made me yelp and clench around her invading fingers.

Mrs. Booker leaned in close, her hot breath on my ear. "You’re a good slut for Mommy, aren’t you? You love being my little bitch, don’t you?"

​I whimpered in response, too lost in pleasure to form words. She added a third finger, stretching me further as she continued her brutal pace.

​"Answer me, slut!" She demanded, twisting her fingers inside me.

​“Y-yes! I’m yours, Mommy! I’m your dirty little slut!”

I cried out, my legs trembling as I got closer to the edge.

The woman laughed, her free hand grabbing my hair. I gasped as she gripped my roots, pulling my face off the dusty table as I panted. She purred, her fingers knuckled deep inside of my cunt as she curled them masterfully.

​“Such a naughty girl. I can tell that these dumb college boys have never given you the orgasm that you truly craved. Don’t worry… Mommy will help.”

Her body pushed against mine as she curled her fingers upwards.

​“Ahhh f-fuck!” I wailed, my body pinned between hers and the table. The woman was a master artist, working her fingers like a paintbrush, my cunt was her canvas.

​Mrs. Booker's fingers pumped faster and harder, hitting my g-spot with every thrust. My legs shook uncontrollably as the pressure built inside me. I was so close, teetering right on the edge of an explosive climax.

​"That's it, you filthy slut. Cum for Mommy," she growled in my ear.

​Her thumb found my clit, rubbing tight circles as her fingers curled inside me. The dual stimulation was too much. My whole body tensed as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

​"Oh god! Oh fuck! MOMMY!" I screamed, my pussy clenching rhythmically around her fingers.

​My hips bucked wildly as I came harder than I ever had before. Mrs. Booker held me down firmly, continuing to fuck me through my orgasm. Clear fluid gushed from my pussy, soaking her hand and splashing onto the floor.

​“AHHHHH!”

I writhed and moaned uncontrollably, completely overwhelmed by the intense sensations. Just when I thought it was over, another wave hit me. My eyes rolled back as I surrendered fully to the pleasure.

​After what felt like hours, the spasms finally subsided. I collapsed bonelessly onto the table, panting heavily. Mrs. Booker slowly withdrew her fingers, making me whimper at the loss.

​Mrs. Booker laughed, pulling her grool coated fingers out of my ruined slit. I gasped as the pressure in my pelvis relieved, the wetness rolling down my trembling thighs as I gasped for breath.

​“There we go…” She purred, holding her filthy fingers up to my mouth. “I can tell it’s been so long since you have a proper orgasm. Now, be a good girl and clean Mommy up.”

​I whimpered as she slipped her slick fingers into my mouth.

“Mmmh~” I moaned, my trembling lips clenching her fingers as I sucked them deeply, eyes rolling back as the taste of my own sweet grool coated my mouth.

​My mind was still a mushy puddle of pleasure. Holy shit… the pleasure was so intense. I had never experienced anything like that before.

Mrs. Booker knew my body better than I did, let alone any boy.

​I moaned around her fingers, my tongue licking them clean of my creamy mess.

Her free hand stroked my hair, sending tingles up my spine. “See baby. You can have the good boy, while having your naughty fun. So, what do you say?”

​I couldn’t breathe, let alone speak. But after this, there was no way I was ever going back to any boy.

​Mrs. Booker — Mommy, gave me all the pleasure I needed.

Book 7 | Story 2: Addicted to Mommy

​I took a deep breath, walking up to the door. My knees were shaking and my heart was racing. I had come over to Jack’s house for weeks at this point, but I never had this reaction.

​My hands clawed at the side of my jeans, my tight black shirt feeling uncomfortable against my skin as I stood before the door.

My pussy clenched around air at the mere thought of Mrs. Booker. The woman had convinced me to keep dating Jack — or at least, her fingers convinced me.

​I would get to keep the good guy with a good future, while satisfying my dirty needs. It seemed like a win-win.

​I knock on the door, my heart pounding. After a moment, Jack opens it with an elated look on his face.

​"Katy!" he says, pulling me into a tight hug. "Thank you so much for giving me another chance. I promise I'll do better."

I awkwardly pat his back, forcing a smile. "Of course, Jack. I... I missed you."

​As Jack embraces me, I glance over his shoulder into the house. My breath catches when I see Mrs. Booker standing in the hallway, watching us intently. Her eyes roam hungrily over my body, a knowing smirk on her lips.

​Her top was snug to her body, and her leggings left no curve to the imagination.

Heat rushes to my cheeks as memories of our encounter in the shed flood back. My skin tingles where she touched me. I can almost feel her fingers inside me again.

Mrs. Booker raises an eyebrow, her gaze challenging. I quickly look away, burying my face in Jack’s shoulder to hide my furious blush. But I can still feel her eyes on me, making my pussy throb.

​Jack pulled away from the hug, grinning from ear to ear. “Come on! Mom made dinner, let’s eat!”

​I nodded, tucking away a strand of blonde hair. “S-sure~”

A full dinner with Mrs. Booker? Fuck… I wasn’t sure how I’d be able to keep myself composed. I could feel myself melting just in her presence. Thankfully, Jack was pretty aloof to signals like that.

​He took me by the hands before hustling me to the diner room. I yelped as we passed Mrs. Booker, a naughty smile on her lips as our eyes locked. Her devilish grin grew as a strand of brown hair fell from her ponytail. I whimpered, the scent of her familiar flowery perfume made me shiver as Jack dragged me to the dinner table.

​The man pulled out a chair for me as I shook away the blush on my cheeks. I smiled and sat down as Jack pulled a chair up next to me.

Jack prattles on about his classes, oblivious to the tension crackling between his mother and me. I nod and smile at appropriate intervals, but my attention is fully on Mrs. Booker. She bends over to pull something from the oven, giving me a perfect view down her low-cut top. My nipples tighten against my bra.

​When she finally sits down across from me, I nearly whimper. Her foot brushes against my leg under the table as she gets settled. Was that an accident or intentional? Either way, it sends tingles up my spine. I take a big gulp of water, trying to calm my racing heart.

​"So Katy," Mrs. Booker says casually, "how are your classes going this semester?" Her tone is innocent, but her eyes smolder with hidden meaning. I struggle to form a coherent response as memories of her fingers inside me flash through my mind.

​“F-fine!~” I whimpered, clearing my throat.

She smirked, her foot rubbing against my thigh as I whimpered.

​“Katy? Everything okay?” Jack asked, taking my hand in his. I nodded, smiling.

​“Y-yeah. Just feeling a little lightheaded.”

​“Poor thing.” Mrs. Booker said with a pout, “Why don’t you go lie down,”

Jack stood, “Good idea, mom! Come on, Katy. You can lay down in my room.”

​His mother shook her head, “You need to go and pick up the pie from the bakery, remember?”

The man pulled his lips into a line. “Oh, right.”

​“Don’t worry, Katy can lie down on the couch. Your father won’t be back until much later anyways.”

Jack squeezed my hand as my heart pounded. “Sure. Just take it easy, babe.”

​I nodded, “O-of course. Thanks… babe.”
Jack rushed to grab his jacket, tossing it on as he grabbed his keys. “I’ll be back in a jiffy! Don’t start eating without me!”
​“We won’t dear.” Mrs. Booker said as her innocent facade fell, leaving way to her naughty grin. “Maybe I’ll have a quick snack, though.”

Jack rushed out the door, leaving us alone at the table.

​Mrs. Booker's eyes devoured me as she slowly rose from her chair, her tight top hugging every curve. "Well, well," she purred, circling the table. "Looks like we're all alone now."

​My breath caught in my throat as she approached, hips swaying hypnotically. The scent of her perfume enveloped me, making my head spin. She traced a finger along my jaw, tilting my face up to meet her intense gaze.

​"I've been thinking about you non-stop since our little... encounter," she murmured, her voice low and sultry. Her thumb brushed across my lower lip, sending shivers down my spine. "Have you been a good girl for Mommy?"

​I whimpered, unable to form words as heat pooled between my legs. Mrs. Booker smirked, clearly enjoying the effect she had on me. She leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear.

She chuckled at my flustered response. “Poor girl, look how excited you are.” Her eyes gazed at my hard nipples, straining against my bra and black top. The air filled with the scent of my pussy as the wetness sloshed between my thighs.

​“AH!” I gasped as she pulled me to my feet, our bodies rubbing together as she held me close.

“Let’s be quick, Jack will be back soon. I want my premeal snack.” She purred.

​Her strong arms wrapped around me as she lifted me off my feet.

“Oh fuck! Mommy!” I gasped, wrapping my legs around her waist as she carried me to the living room. My heart raced as she tossed me onto the couch, my back hitting the soft cushions.

​Mrs. Booker wasted no time, grabbing my jeans and yanking them down my legs along with my panties. I whimpered as the cool air hit my dripping pussy. She smirked, pushing my legs apart as she knelt between my thighs.

​"Such a pretty little cunt," she purred, running a finger through my wet folds. "Already so wet for Mommy."

​“Fuck~” I moaned, squirming on the couch as I inched towards the edge of the seat.

​“Did you miss Mommy?” She purred, her hand stroking up and down my inner thigh. A strand of hair broke from her ponytail as she licked her lips. Her thumbs curled around my mound, spreading my lips just enough to tease my bubblegum pink cunt.

​"Please," I begged, my hips bucking up towards her touch. "I need you!"

​She chuckled, leaning in to blow cool air across my sensitive flesh. I shuddered, gripping the couch cushions tightly. "What do you need, baby girl? Tell Mommy exactly what you want."

​"Your mouth!" I cried out desperately. "Please, I need your tongue on me!"

​“Dirty slut~” She sneered. “Begging for your boyfriend's mom to play with your cunt?”

I whimpered, blush searing my cheeks. This was so dirty — but god, Mrs. Booker made me feel ways I had never felt before.

​Her smile grew as she lowered her face between my thighs. My legs were up in the air in a ‘V’ as I panted.

“But since you asked so nicely…”

​Without warning, she dove in, her tongue lapping eagerly at my dripping pussy. I cried out in ecstasy, my back arching off the couch. Her expert mouth worked me over, alternating between broad strokes and focused flicks against my clit.

​"Oh god, yes! More, please more!" I begged shamelessly, grinding against her face.

​She moaned into my cunt, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. Her hands gripped my thighs tightly, holding me open as she devoured me. I writhed uncontrollably, completely at her mercy.

“Ah ah ahhhh~” I panted, back arching and slamming back down onto the couch.

​My mind went blank as each lash of her tongue caused another gasp to shoot from my lungs.

​Her tongue gently licked up and down my entrance before probing into my slit. She moaned, my pussy gripping her tongue as her nose pressed up against my clit hood.

“Mmmh~”

​Her moans rattled up my spine. Slowly, my thighs clamped around her head. I whimpered, gripping her head like a vice as my legs locked around her head.

​My hand reaches up my shirt as she devoured my slit. I panted, grabbing and groping my own tit. The pleasure was so fucking intense.

​Mrs. Booker worked her tongue masterfully. Her tongue was like a paintbrush as she explored each part of my pussy.

​She moaned as if she were enjoying the most delicious meal of all time, her mouth locked around my mound and her nose pressed against my pelvis. Her eyes fluttered as I took one hand off my tit and grabbed the back of her head — holding her in place.

​“Oh fuck! Mommy!” I wailed, my voice booming through the house. “YES YES YES!”

My fingers gripped my thighs hard enough to leave marks. As she devoured my cunt, her hands slowly slipped up my body, slithering like snakes under my tight black shirt.

​“Mmmh~” She purred, her hands finding my tits underneath the fabric.

​“Ahh fuck!” I gasped, feeling her hands massaging my chest. My hard nipples pushed up against her palms as she played with my chest.

Mrs. Booker opened her eyes, flashing me a wink as I whimpered, barely able to focus as the pleasure floods me.

​Her tongue lashed against my clit as her fingers twisted and pulled at my nipples. The dual sensations were overwhelming, pleasure radiating through my entire body. I could feel myself getting close, a familiar pressure building low in my belly.

​"Oh god, I'm gonna cum!" I cried out, my hips bucking wildly against her face. The cum and spit rolled down her chin as the scent of my wetness filled the air.

​“Mmmh, that’s it, baby~! Cum for Mommy~” Mrs. Booker’s tongue lashed wildly. The woman took my clit in her lips, sucking gently as she moaned.

Her moans send shockwaves through my spine, the sensation on my clit was so fucking overpowering. I couldn’t hold back any longer!
​“AHHHH!” My thighs clamped around her face as my back arched. I shook, eyes rolling back as each neuron in my head erupted like a volcano. “OHH GOD YES!”

​The pleasure flooded me — unlike anything I ever experienced.

Mrs. Booker moaned like a slut around my clit, her tongue massaging and pressing it down gently as my thighs suffocated her. “Mmmh~”

​With a final gasp, my body went limp as I collapsed on the couch. My entire body was blushing and sweaty as I panted for breath. “O-ohh~”

​My legs fell off her shoulders as Mrs. Booker sat on her heels — the sticky grool and spit rolling down her chin as she panted — hairs plastering her face. “You taste delicious, baby~”

​“Th-thank you, Mommy~” I moaned, squirming on the couch as my lungs still refused to fill with air. The pleasure lingered in my head, making me whimper.

​“Let’s go and get cleaned up before Jack arrives.” She purred, planting a soft kiss on my inner thigh.

I bit my lip as she kissed up my body, holding my shirt up to my collar. “Ohh, Mommy~”

​Her soft lips sucked my skin as she worked her way up my panting stomach.

She giggled, locking her wet lips around my nipple. “Ah~”

​My clit throbbed back to life. Oh god… it felt so fucking good!
I panted, my lungs unable to hold air as she pulled her face up, licking her lips. “M-Mommy~” I whimpered, wrapping my arms and legs around her as she pinned me down on the couch.

​“Don’t worry, baby.” She purred, the scent of my grool lifting from her lips. “Mommy will take care of you now.”

​She kissed me, her filthy tongue plunging into my mouth.

​“Mmmh~” I moaned, our kiss was wild and passionate as the taste of my sticky and sweet grool coated every inch of my mouth.

​My nails clawed at her back as my pussy quivered. I needed more, I needed her.

Mrs. Booker gave me a taste of real pleasure — and now I was addicted.

Book 7 | Story 3: Dominated & Punished

​I showed up late, as Mrs. Booker asked. My heart was racing. Jack and his father were off on a camping trip, and Mrs. Booker intended on punishing me.

Jack had seen me flirting with one of the football players the other night. As much as Mrs. Booker satisfied my needs — I couldn’t help it. I was a slut, and sluts like to flirt.

​Jack had cried that night, and clearly Mrs. Booker caught whiff of me being a bad girl.

​I parked my car as the moonlight shone, flooding the cul-de-sac. I whimpered, stepping out of the car and still in my slutty cheerleading outfit. A gust of wind caused my orange miniskirt to flutter, teasing my white thong underneath. The chill made my nipples harden against the thin white top, my heart racing as I walked up the driveway.

​I walked up to the front door, my heart pounding in my chest. With a trembling hand, I reached out and rang the doorbell. After a moment that felt like an eternity, the door swung open.

​Mrs. Booker stood there, leaning against the doorframe with one hand on her hip. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of her. She wore a sheer black lace corset top and lacy panties that left little to the imagination. The delicate fabric hugged her curves, accentuating her full breasts and toned stomach. Thigh-high stockings clung to her legs. Her chestnut hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders.

​Her eyes raked over my body, lingering on my exposed midriff and short skirt. A wicked smile played on her crimson lips.

​"Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in," she purred, her voice low and dangerous. "I heard about your little flirting session with that football player. Didn't I tell you to be a good girl?"

​I swallowed hard, averting my eyes. "I-I'm sorry, Mrs. Booker. I didn't mean to-"

​"That's Mommy to you," she snapped, grabbing my chin and forcing me to meet her gaze. "And I don't want to hear your excuses, you dirty little slut. You've been very, very naughty."

​“Y-yes, mommy~” I whimpered. The word made my clit throb.

​Her fingers dug into my skin as she pulled me inside, slamming the door behind us. "I think it's time Mommy taught you a lesson about what happens to bad girls who can't control themselves."

​My cheeks flared up as her fingers stroked through my high ponytail.

“I guess I have to teach you a real lesson.” She smirked, taking me by the hand.

​I whimpered as she guided me up the stairs to her bedroom. My clit throbbing and my pussy gnawing at the fabric of my tiny thong. I stared at her perfect ass, barely covered by the fabric of her lacy panties.

The woman left a trail of flowery perfume as she glanced back at me, an evil grin on her lips. “Don’t worry, Katy. This punishment is going to feel so fucking good.”

​I nodded, a strand of hair breaking from my ponytail as I whimpered. “Y-yes, Mommy~”

​Her hips hit the frame of her bedroom as she pulled me in.

“Mmh!~” I whimpered as she grabbed my hips, tossing me onto the plush, soft king’s mattress.

​The woman kept her eyes on me as I squirmed to the middle of the large bed. She walked to the foot of the mattress, reaching underneath the bedframe and pulling out a wooden chest.

"What's that?" I ask, my voice barely a whisper.

​"My special collection," she purrs, placing the wooden chest on the bed by my feet. Her fingers trace the ornate lock before she produces a small key from between her breasts. "I don't show this to just anyone."

​The lock clicks open and she lifts the lid slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. Inside, neatly arranged, is a collection of toys that makes my eyes widen.

​"You've been a very bad girl," she says, selecting a leather paddle. "And bad girls get punished."

​She sets the paddle aside and pulls out a pair of pink fuzzy handcuffs. "Hands above your head, slut."

I whimpered, her words echoing in my head like a command that I dared not refuse.

​My hands rose over my head as the woman crawled onto the mattress. She stalked me like a lioness who had cornered its prey.

“Good girl, just like that.”

​"Please," I whimper, not even sure what I'm begging for.

​"Please what?" she asks, trailing her fingernails down my exposed stomach. "Please punish me? Please make me sorry? Please fuck me until I can't remember my own name?"

​“Y-yes~” I whimpered, my lungs refusing to so much as fill with air.

She smirks talking my wrists as she secures them to the headboard. The soft fur tickles my skin, but the metal underneath is unyielding.

​I whimper, pulling at the cuffs. The chain rattles but the cuffs were tight around my wrists.

​“There… nice and secure.” Mrs. Booker laughs, tugging my cheerleading top up to expose my breasts. My nipples harden instantly in the cool air.

Her hands gives my tits a squeeze as I squirm on the bed. Her fingers trail down to my orange miniskirt, flipping it up to reveal my white thong. "Such a slutty little outfit. Were you trying to tease those college boys? Make them hard in their tight pants?"

​"N-no, Mommy," I lie, biting my lip.

​"Liar," she hisses, slapping my inner thigh hard enough to leave a pink handprint. "I heard all about your slutty cheerleading routine, flashing your ass and batting your eyes for the entire team.”

​She crawled back to the chest, reaching in as she pulled out a small, pink vibrator. I whimpered as she held it up to her face, smiling as she clicked it on.

The soft buzz filled the air, making me quiver. “Oh, this will be fun.” She laughed, turning it off and placing it by my feet.

​Her devious grin grew even more as she pulled out a blindfold, dangling it from her fingertip. “Ready to be punished, slut?”

My heart was beating like a drum. “Y-yes, Mommy! Punish me~!”

​Mrs. Booker moves toward me with the blindfold, the black silk dangling from her fingers. My heart pounds as she leans over me, her breasts nearly spilling from her corset.

​"Such pretty eyes," she whispers, trailing the silk across my cheek. "But I want you to feel everything without seeing what's coming next."

​She slides the blindfold over my eyes, plunging me into darkness. The silk is cool against my flushed skin, tight enough that I can't see anything but loose enough to be comfortable. I feel vulnerable, exposed, and incredibly turned on.

​I am at her mercy.

​"How does that feel, baby?" she purrs, her breath hot against my ear.

​"G-good, Mommy," I stammer, tugging at my restraints.

​With my sight gone, every other sense heightens. I can smell her perfume more intensely now, that intoxicating floral scent mixed with something darker, muskier. I can hear her breathing, the slight creak of the bed as she shifts her weight.

"Now you're completely at Mommy's mercy," she whispers. "Just how I like you."

Her lips suddenly press against mine, soft at first, then more demanding. I moan into her mouth as her tongue slips between my lips. The kiss is deep, hungry, possessive. Without my sight, I'm completely lost in the sensation of her mouth on mine.

​Her hands begin to roam my body, trailing fire everywhere they touch. She cups my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until they're painfully hard. I arch into her touch, desperate for more.

​"So responsive," she murmurs against my lips. "Such a good little slut for Mommy."

​Her mouth leaves mine, and I whimper at the loss. But then I feel her hot breath on my neck, followed by the wet heat of her tongue. She licks a path up to my ear, then bites down on my earlobe.

​"Ah!" I gasp, the slight pain sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

​"You like that, don't you?" she purrs. "You like a little pain with your pleasure."

​I pursed my lips together, panting as I nodded.

Her hands slide down my stomach, pushing my cheerleading skirt up around my waist. I feel exposed, spread out for her viewing pleasure, though I can see nothing.

​"Such a pretty little pussy," she says, her finger tracing the outline of my mound through my thong. "Already soaking through your panties. Dirty girl."

​I whimper, lifting my hips, seeking more pressure. But she pulls away, chuckling.

​I feel the bed shift as she moves away. For a moment, there's nothing –- no touch, no sound except my own ragged breathing. The anticipation is almost unbearable.

​Suddenly, the buzz of the vibrator filled the air — making me gasp.

Mrs. Booker laughed, watching me squirm on the sheets as my thighs spread.

​The woman leans down, her free hand slipped underneath the waistband of my thong. I whimpered, lifting my hips as she dragged the moist fabric down to the middle of my thighs. “Good slut.” She praises.

​I breathed deep, the scent of my wetness was already so strong as my entire body shook.

The blindfold was right around my head, but I felt the woman lower her face between my thighs, her free hand pulling back the hood of my clit.

​I bit my lip, panting as my swollen, pink clit peered out.

The buzzing of the vibrator rang louder as she pressed it right against my eager, quivering clit.

​“OH~” I jolt at the first contact, my hips bucking off the bed. The vibrations are intense, sending shockwaves through my entire body. I can't see her face, can't anticipate her movements. All I can do is feel.

​"AHHH!" I scream, my back arching as the vibrator buzzes against my most sensitive spot. "Oh god, Mommy!"

​"That's it, baby," she purrs, her free hand pressing down on my pelvis to hold me in place. "Let Mommy hear those pretty sounds."

The vibrations are relentless, perfectly targeted on my swollen clit. My thighs start to tremble uncontrollably as pleasure builds rapidly. I pull against the handcuffs, the metal biting into my wrists.

​“OH FUCK! M-MOMMY!” I scream, the vibrator against my bare clit was so fucking intense — and with the blindfold it felt that much stronger.

​She chuckles, easing the pressure slightly but not removing the vibrator. "Poor baby. Can't handle your punishment?"

Just when I think I might explode, she pulls the vibrator away. I whimper at the sudden loss, my hips chasing the sensation.

​"Not yet," she says firmly. "Bad girls don't get to cum so easily."

​I feel the bed shift as she moves. Then her fingers hook into the sides of my thong, pulling it completely off my legs. The cool air hits my dripping pussy, making me shiver.

"Look how wet you are," she says, her finger sliding through my folds. "Absolutely drenched. You love being punished, don't you, slut?"

​"Y-yes," I admit, blushing beneath the blindfold.

​Without warning, a sharp smack lands on my inner thigh. I yelp, more from surprise than pain.

​"Yes, what?" she demands, her voice stern.

​"Yes, Mommy!" I correct myself quickly.

​"Better," she purrs. "Now, spread those legs wider. Show Mommy what belongs to her."

I obey immediately, opening my legs as wide as possible. I feel completely exposed, vulnerable in my blindness. My heart pounds with excitement and fear.

She took the vibrator and ran it up and down my clit, just barely grazing my entrance. "Who does this tight little cunt belong to?"

​"You, Mommy," I gasp. "My cunt belongs to you!"

​"That's right," she says, sliding the vibrator inside me. "And don't you forget it."

She turns the vibrator on inside of me. The sudden sensation makes me cry out, my back arching off the bed. It's different from having it on my clit—deeper, more intense, filling me completely while buzzing against my walls.

​"OHHHH FUCK!" I scream, my legs shaking uncontrollably. The vibrations reach places I didn't even know could feel pleasure.

​"That's it, baby girl," Mrs. Booker purrs, slowly twisting the toy inside me. "Take your punishment like a good slut."

​“MOMMY! OH GOD, MOMMY!” I wail, the pleasure was so fucking intense I could breathe or think.

She pushes it deeper, angling it upward to hit my g-spot. Stars explode behind my blindfold as she finds that perfect spot inside me.

​“AHH!”

My back arched and slammed against the bed. The chains of my cuffs rattled as I flopped on the mattress like a fish out of water.

​The woman laughed, “That’s it, babe. Here, bit down on this.”

I whimpered as she took my panties and balled them up. The fabric of my dirty thong pressed into my mouth like a make-shift gag. “Mmmph~!”

My lips gripped the thong as the taste of my own sweat and sweet grool filled my mouth, causing my muffled whimpers to ring out.

​“Perfect.” Mrs. Booker purred. She held the vibrator inside my pussy as she grabbed the tube top of my outfits, yanking the fabric down.

​“Mph!” I gasped, my tits bouncing free.

​Mrs. Booker's hands found my exposed breasts, pinching and twisting my nipples as the vibrator hummed inside me. The dual sensations made my mind go blank, my body writhing against my restraints.

​"Such perfect little slut. No wonder all the boys go crazy for you." she purred, leaning down to take one nipple in her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the sensitive bud before she bit down gently.

"Mmmmph!" I screamed through my makeshift gag, my pussy clenching around the vibrator. The blindfold kept me in darkness, making every touch, and every sensation a surprise that hit me with full force.

​Mrs. Booker alternated between my breasts, sucking and biting while her free hand controlled the vibrator. She pushed it deeper, twisted it, pulled it almost all the way out before thrusting it back in. My hips bucked wildly, trying to match her rhythm.

​"You're so close, aren't you?" she whispered against my skin. "I can feel your pussy gripping this toy, desperate to cum."

I nodded frantically, moaning through my gag. I was right on the edge, teetering on the brink of what promised to be an earth-shattering orgasm.

​Suddenly, she pulled the vibrator out completely. I cried out in frustration, my hips lifting off the bed, chasing the lost sensation.

​"Not yet," she said firmly. "Bad girls don't get to cum until they've learned their lesson."

​I felt the bed shift as she moved. Then her weight was on top of me, straddling my stomach. She pulled the soaked thong from my mouth, replacing it with her lips in a hungry kiss.

​"Please, Mommy," I begged when she broke the kiss. "I've learned my lesson. I'll be good. Please let me cum!"

​"Will you?" she asked, her fingers trailing down my throat. "Will you stop flirting with those stupid boys? Will you remember who you belong to?"

​"Yes! Yes, Mommy! I'm yours! Only yours!"

She chuckled, a dark, satisfied sound that made my pussy clench around nothing. "We'll see about that."

​I felt her shift as her knees dug into the mattress beside my head. I panted, smelling her soaking wet pussy as she pulled her panties to the side. She lowered her hips, her pubes and cunt inches from my mouth as I opened wide, desperate for a taste.

​“M-Mommy!” I cried out, desperately. “I need you!”

The woman groaned as she lowered her cunt on my mouth. She sat square on my mouth, wiggling her hips as her soaking pussy rubbed all over me.

​“That’s it, baby. Be a good whore for Mommy~”

​“Mmmph!” I moaned, my tongue desperately lashing against her cunt. She tasted so fucking good, the salty grool flooded my tongue as my nose pressed into her hairy pelvis.

​Mrs. Booker rode my face as she moaned, reaching back as she pressed the vibrator back on my clit.

“Mmmph~” I gasped, hips arcing as I kicked the air.

​“Th-that’s it, baby~” She panted, her own pleasure building as she rode my face. “Cum for Mommy~”

​I could barely breathe. Each inhale flooded my mouth with her grool, and my nostrils of her intoxicating scent.

“Ahh~” She moaned — her panting voice rang in my ears like choir bells as our orgasms boiled together.

​Her thighs squeezed around my head as she pressed the vibrator hard against my clit. The world disappeared behind my blindfold as every nerve in my body caught fire. I sucked desperately at her clit, my tongue flicking rapidly as her juices flooded my mouth.

​"Oh fuck, baby!" Mrs. Booker cried out, grinding harder against my face. "I'm gonna cum all over this pretty little mouth!"

​My hips bucked wildly against the vibrator as pressure built inside me like a dam about to burst. Every muscle in my body tensed as I balanced on the edge of ecstasy. I couldn't hold back any longer.

​The orgasm hit us both at the same time. Her pussy clenched against my tongue as she screamed, her body shuddering above me. My own climax exploded through me like lightning, making me convulse beneath her.

​"FUCK! YES! CUMMING!" she wailed, her thighs locking around my head like a vice.

​“MMPH~”

I screamed into her pussy, the sound muffled as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through my body. My wrists pulled against the handcuffs, the bed frame creaking with the force of my thrashing. The vibrator kept buzzing against my clit, extending my orgasm until I thought I might pass out.

​Mrs. Booker collapsed forward, her hands bracing against the headboard as she panted heavily. Her pussy continued to twitch against my mouth as I lapped up every drop of her release, my own orgasm finally subsiding into pleasant aftershocks.

​"Such a good girl," she gasped, slowly lifting herself off my face. "You made Mommy cum so hard."

​She peeled the blindfold from my eyes, the dim bedroom light making me blink. Her face came into focus above me, flushed and beautiful, her hair wild around her shoulders. She smiled down at me, reaching to unlock the handcuffs.

​"Did you learn your lesson?" she asked, rubbing my wrists gently as she freed them.

​I nodded weakly, still catching my breath. "Yes, Mommy. I'm yours."

​“Good slut. No more flirting with college boys, right?”

I nodded, “Y-yes! I’m yours only. I promise!”

​She giggled, laying down next to me. I wrapped my arms and legs around her as she did the same — our sweaty bodies sticking together like glue. “Good girl. You belong to Mommy now. Don’t you forget it.”

​I smiled, my face nuzzling into her chest as I inhaled her scent. Her hands stroked my back and through my hair as each breath caused more grool to ooze from my dominated slit.

​I was hers. Mrs. Booker dominated me and used my body like her personal plaything. No college boy ever made me cum as hard as her — and I had no intention of going back.
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