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Story 1: The Remedy

I coughed, my lungs were on fire. “Fuck… This cold is the worst.” I snuggled into my sheets. My feet rubbed together underneath as I felt sweat linger on my skin.

“Here we go,” Alexa said, carefully walking into my room carrying a tray of steaming soup. The petite blonde walked as if she were on a tightrope. The tray of soup rattled unnervingly.

“Alexa… I can go to the kitchen. You’re gonna spill.” I muttered.

“Nonsense! You’re sick. You deserve some chicken noodle soup in bed.”

My lips pursed together. She meant well, but Alexa was… Clumsy, to say the least.

She had been my best friend since our first year of college, and now in our final year before graduating, we decided to room together.

She stood at the side of my bed, her baby-blue booty shorts were snug against her body, and the tray pushed up against her chest as she balanced it precariously. “O-okay, sit up and carefully take the soup.”

I groaned, my muscles ached as I forced myself to sit upright. “Thanks, Alexa.”

I replied, carefully taking the bowl of soup. The bowl was hot, but I’d be able to place it on the mountain of blankets on my body.

“No problem! Anytime, roomie!” As she spoke, the ditzy blonde yanked the tray away before I could grab it fully. My delicate fingers slipped on the bowl, and the piping hot soup fell all over my sheets.

“Ahhh!” I yelped, the broth stinging my hand.

“Fuck! Sorry, Mai!” She yelped. Thankfully, the blankets took the brunt of the damage, but so much for my relaxing lunch in bed.

“Fuck shit fuck!” She yelped, grabbing the blanket. “I’ll wash these right away! Don’t move.”

My eyes widened, “Wait!”

Too late. Alexa yanked the sheets off me like a magician revealing her latest trick. The blankets flew off me, revealing my butt-naked body.

“Eek!” She squealed, slamming her eyes shut and turning around. “Why are you naked!”

Searing red blush filled my cheeks. “I… I was sweaty!”

I quickly grabbed the blanket and covered myself back up. But the damage had been done, Alexa had seen me naked. An embarrassed chuckle escaped my lips. “You know… I can’t believe it took four years of friendship before one of us saw the other naked.”

I pulled the sheets up to my chin, the soup stain staining the white fabric. My heart was racing. I was embarrassed… but a part of me was rather… thrilled to have been seen by Alexa.

She laughed softly. “Yeah, I suppose it's rather strange, especially since we live together now. You have such a cute little body. If I looked like you, I’d always be walking around naked.” She turned back to face me, pink blush on her cheeks as a strand of blonde hair fell in front of her face.

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, yeah. Whatever.”

“I’m serious. You little tits are cute.” She said with a wink. The heat in my cheeks intensified — and this time I wasn’t sure it was because of the fever.

Her gaze fell to the soup stain. “But fuck… Sorry again about the soup. So much for making you feel better…”

I shrugged. “It’s okay. It’s the thought that counts.”

Alexa bit her soft pink lip. Her nipples began to poke out past her sports bra. “You know… Perhaps there is another way we can make you feel all better.”

I raised an eyebrow, “Oh? What do you have in mind?”

Her smirk grew into something a lot more devious, “I heard somewhere that… an orgasm is a good remedy.”

My eyes widened. “E-excuse me?”
Alexa giggled, “Oh come on, don’t be so prude. You’ve been sick for two days, it can’t hurt, can it?”


My mind raced, Alexa was the type to make a raunchy joke, but something about the glimmer in her blue eyes told me that she wasn’t joking about this one.

“I uh… Tyson is out of town this weekend.”

“Bummer, I’m sure your boyfriend would be able to help out with that one… But as your roomie… Maybe I should step up to the plate.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, biting her lip to stifle her eager smile. The girl pressed her thighs together as she leaned in, the scent of her strawberry shampoo nearly made my heart stop.

Was she serious? Back in our first year, we had shared a kiss at a party because some dumb frat boys dared us to, but…

Her hand brushed a strand of black hair from my face, making the racing thoughts in my mind disappear into a puff of smoke. “Let’s get this dirty blanket off you, shall we?” she asked, her voice barely louder than a whisper.

My heart was racing, and my mind couldn’t so much as muster a single thought. Still, I found myself nodding my head. “O-okay, sure…”

Alexa's fingers graze across my cheek as she smiles slightly. "Mmm, you're really cute when you blush like that." She says with a soft chuckle. Her hand trails down to the blanket, slowly pulling it down my body.

My heart is pounding in anticipation as she reveals my naked body.

The blanket pulled down past my chest, revealing my bare chest. My brown nipples were already hard, and the cool air in the room sent a shiver down my spine.

“Fuck…” She purred, her pupils dilating as she eyed my tits. “They look even better than I imagined…”

My bare stomach was next, and Alexa held the blanket against my pelvis. “Ready?” She asked.

I took a deep breath. I had no idea what had come over me — but I needed her.

“Y-yes…”

With a single tug, Alexa tossed the blanket off onto the floor, revealing my entire body. I whimpered, slamming my thighs together. My tan skin was covered in sweat and my heart raced like a stallion.

“W-woah~” Alexa muttered, her mouth watering as she stared at my naked pussy. The short black hairs that adorned my clit were already glistening. Whether it was sweat or grool, I wasn’t sure.

Alexa's eyes widen in awe at the sight of my bare body, her gaze slowly traveling up and down, taking in every inch. She licks her lips hungrily as she looks at my hard nipples, clearly enjoying the sight before her. "Mmm, you are so fucking sexy," she whispers, leaning forward to trace one of her fingers along my collarbone and down to my tit before giving it a soft pinch.

“O-oh!” I whimpered. Her touch was delicate, but my nipples were so sensitive.

Alexa chuckled, “Just relax… I’ll take it from here.”

My heart is thudding wildly against my chest as she continues to look at me with that hungry gaze.

Her hand slides lower, tracing every inch of skin until it reaches my pussy. Her fingers danced around my lips, which were now beginning to spread. I squirmed on the bed, my heart and clit racing as my thighs began to spread. “Eager, aren’t we?” She asked with smirk.

Her blonde hair dangled down inches above my face as I grabbed her thigh, my fingers digging in deeply.

All thoughts were gone from my mind — leaving only animalistic needs. “P-please~” I whimpered, her fingers traced my pussy lips but refused to do anything more.

Alexa purred, leaning down, her soft lips parted as she took my hard nipple into her mouth.

Pure pleasure surged through me as her lips locked against my soft tit. “Ohh yes~” I gasped, body squirming as her tongue masterfully danced around my nipple.

I arched my back as she continued to torture me with soft kisses and teasing touches, my hips grinding against her hand in desperation. "Fuck, you taste delicious," she mumbled around my nipple before releasing it with a pop and moving her hand lower to tease at my entrance. I mewled at the contact, my whole body tingling with need for more.

With slow precision, Alexa's fingers entered me—one after another—and I gasped at the sensation. Her nails raked lightly against my swollen clit as she pushed deeper, filling me up gradually with each thrust until she was knuckle-deep inside.

Her slender fingers pushed in and out of my wet slit. My pink walls gripped them like gloves as my clit throbbed. Alexa purred, her kisses moving up my chest to my neck. I tossed my head to the side, my black hair flowing on the pillow as I gave her more access to my neck.

Her fingers swirled masterfully inside of me, making my entire body squirm like a fish out of water. “Ohh fuck yes~” I gasped, eyes fluttering. “That feels so good~”


“I know it does, baby. Let yourself enjoy it.” She whispered, sucking gently on my neck.

My lip quivered as the room spun around us. Alexa didn’t care at all that I was sick — she just wanted to touch me — and I wanted that even more.

My body trembled violently from the sensation.

She let out a low growl of satisfaction, her breath hot against my skin as she nipped softly at my shoulder while she began to work her fingers in and out of me slowly, and relentlessly.

“God, you’re so tight,” Alexa said with a giggle. “Tyson is a lucky guy.”

I could barely breathe, let alone reply. My lungs refused to take in air, and my body shook. All my life, I had only been with one guy — and this was so wrong. Not only was Alexa my roommate, but also a girl!

My hips buckled against her hand as she curled her fingers inside of me, her pinky pushing against my asshole as grool seeped out of my wet slit.

“Ohhh~” I gasped.

“Good girl, take it, just like that.” She said.

My own hand curled around her thigh as she leaned over me. My fingers slipped up underneath her booty shorts as I grabbed her soft ass. I dug my fingers into her soft ass, massaging her cheek as she arched her back. “Mmmh, naughty girl~” She purred.

My clit throbbed against her wrist as she held herself inside of me. Each of her three fingers curled inside, scratching my naughtiest itch. I couldn’t help the animalistic moans of pleasure that escaped my lips. Alexa giggled, pulling her hand out of me. Grool coated her fingers as I gasped, the pressure relieving from my pelvis.

The blonde held her hand between us as the sunlight made the wetness on her slender fingers glisten.

With her eyes fluttering, Alexa slipped one of her fingers into her mouth.

“Mmmh~” She purred. “Fuck, Mai, you taste so yummy.”

I bit my lip, “C-can I have a taste?”

“Ohh, naughty little thing. But of course you can.”

She took her other two fingers slowly slipping them into my panting mouth. I moaned, my lips gripped her knuckle as my tongue licked my own sticky wetness from her slender digits. I purred as my grool coated my tastebuds — it was so filthy, but so fucking good.

My fingers gripped her ass hard enough to leave bruises.

Alexa lifted to her knees. “I think I need a better taste.”

Slowly, she circled down to my knees. My hand slipped out of her shorts as the beautiful blonde girl crawled between my thighs — her ass wiggling in the air behind her as if she were a lioness ready to pounce.

“Wow, your pussy smells magical.” Alexa giggled. The blonde planted a soft kiss on my moist inner thigh — even that was enough to make my entire body shiver.

“Ohh~”

My reaction only made her giggle louder, “Sensitive, are we?”

Pink blush filled my tan cheeks. I nodded, spreading my thighs which caused my pussy lips to spread.

Alexa licked her lips, eyeing my blooming cunt like fresh meat. My clit peered out past the hood, eager and ready to be pleasured.

Instead, Alex kissed around my pussy, her lips delicately pecking my inner thigh, but refusing to touch my slit.

“Ohhh, f-fuck!” I purred. “P-please!”

“Please what?” Alexa whispered teasingly.


“Please lick my pussy! Fuck!”

She laughed loudly, her blue eyes glimmering. “Since you asked so nicely…”

Her tongue draped out as she fixated her eyes on mine. I watched eagerly, my fingers massaging my own tits as my body shook.

Alexa leaned forward, her ass wiggling in the air behind her as her wet tongue draped out. With her eyes on mine, her tongue hit the base of my wet slit.

“Ahhh!” I yelped, my mind immediately flooding with pleasure.

As Alexa ran her tongue up my entire slit, the pleasure only intensified. “Fuck yes!” I cried out. My hand shot down, grabbing Alexa by the hair and holding her down against my pussy as my thighs clamped around her face like a vice.

Alexa moaned, her fingers gripping my thighs as the flat of her tongue paced up and down my pussy — digging deeper with each pass. Her hot breath on my quivering clit was intense, my entire body was squirming like a fish out of water as the euphoria filled every fiber of my body.

She is a natural at this, licking and sucking my clit while spreading my wetness all over her face. She moves her head back and forth, up and down, inch by inch, teasing me with the slow assault on my moist wetness. Tyson couldn’t hold a candle to Alexa.

Her fingers move around my thighs towards my swollen bud as her tongue laps at my entrance, tickling the underside of my clit. I feel like I'm about to explode with every soft caress of her tongue on that little nub. “Oh!” I yelped.

Alexa’s muffled giggles filled my cunt as my hips rocked like a boat against her face, slathering the pretty blonde in wetness.

My hips jerk up off the bed in response to the exquisite pain and pleasure that fills me.

Moans escape my lips as she continues to taste me, mapping out every inch of my inner folds with enthusiasm. Her hands find their way to cup my perfect ass cheeks, kneading them gently as she buries her face deeper into my warmth. The feeling sends shivers down my spine

“Ah ah ah~” I purred.

Alexa’s eyes fluttered open as her hands continued to massage my ass. “Are you going to cum for me, baby?” She whispered.

I nodded emphatically. “Y-yes! I can’t hold back!”

“Cum all over my face then! I fucking need it~” She said.

Alexa’s tongue picked up pace, lashing against my wetness like a whip. My free hand trailed off my tit as it trailed down my stomach like a snake. I pressed my trembling fingers against my clit — rubbing fast as I felt my orgasm building.

“Yes yes yes! Oh fuck yes!” I gasped, my back arching.

“Cum for me! Fuck cum all over my fucking face!” Alexa gasped, devouring my pussy. Her hands left bruises on my ass.

Like a tidal wave — my orgasm flooded each neuron in my head. Pure animalistic moans of sheer pleasure escaped my lips as my rigid body flopped into the sheets. Fireworks erupted throughout my entire body as pleasure I’ve never experienced before surged through me.

“Fuck!” I gasped, with a final whimper. My limp, tired body fell to the sweaty sheets as I gasped for air.

Alexa moaned, rising to her knees. Her face was coated in grool and spit, which stained her top. “Fuck, you’re delicious~” She purred.

My trembling eyes met hers. “Y-you’re amazing.”

“I hope you feel better.” She winked, her hands massaging my thighs.

“I feel so much better… Though, I think perhaps we should do that once more, just to be safe.”

I grinned, biting my lip. I had never experienced an orgasm like that before — and I needed more.

Alexa winked, “No problem. Anything for my roomie!”

“I just hope that I don’t make you sick.”

“Don’t worry. If you do, then I guess you’ll just have to make me feel better.” Alexa bit her lip. Her own pussy was seeping wetness throughout her booty shorts. My mouth watered. “I’d be happy to.”


Story 2: Confrontation

I slammed the fridge door shut. My blood was boiling. For the hundredth time, my roommate Nora drank all of my milk. She was the definition of a roommate from hell. We had only been living together for a few months, and I was already to break the lease and move back in with my parents.

Enough was enough, I stormed to her room ready to confront her. Nora would take all of my stuff, and then invite random boys back to our apartment during all hours of the night — if that wasn’t bad enough, I would have to hear her getting fucked through the paper-thin walls of our apartment. She was a screamer.

“Nora!” I shouted, slamming my fist against her door. My black hair was a frazzled mess, I still had yet to shower and get ready for the day, but I couldn’t hold back any longer.

The door creaked open, and Nora peered out, clearly still half asleep. Her brown hair stuck to her face as she rubbed her eyes. The blinds were drawn in her room, but that did little to hide the mess of clothes scattered all around.

“Wh-what? Jesus, Lani, it’s so early. What do you want?”

“It’s almost nine, for starters.” I sneered, “And secondly, didn’t I tell you to keep your hands off of my stuff?”

“What are you talking about? I didn’t touch a thing.” She said, stifling a yawn. Her oversized grey top fell down to her thighs, and the fabric was covered in all manners of stains. Nora was a fucking slob, how could I live an entire year with her?

“My milk?” I said through my clenched jaw. “You finished it. I was supposed to have it with my oatmeal this morning.”

“Ohh… That. Sorry. I guess I wasn’t thinking when I —”

I pushed the door open, causing the ditzy brunette to stumble back. “Woah! Lani, relax!” She said.

I was done trying to be diplomatic. “If you ever touch my things again, I’ll throw all your shit off the balcony. Try me.”

I was never the aggressive, confrontational type — but I was done being picked on and pushed around. Ever since graduating college, I decided that it was long past time to grow a spine. Unfortunately for Nora, she was the first person to mess with the new and improved Lani.

Nora scoffed, grabbing the doorframe. “Whatever. Perhaps if you got laid once in a while you would act like such a stuck-up bitch.”

She went to slam the door in my face, but my foot blocked it. “Excuse me for not wanting to bring home strange boys during the middle of the night, you slut!”

She just chuckled, “Jealous?” The girl leaned against the doorframe, her wavy brown hair dangling in front of her face as she crossed her arms against her chest.

My cheeks flared. During our first few days as roommates, back when I was still getting to know her, Nora and I went out for drinks. I had told her how envious I was that she could pick up boys so effortlessly, and now I was regretting those words.

“Just… Keep your hands on your own things!” I shouted, turning away to hide the blush on my cheeks.

Nora’s hand shot forward like a viper, grabbing my wrist. I spun, my black hair wavering as I turned back to her. “I’m serious. You are wound up from all the work you do. I think if you let yourself… Have some fun, it’ll be good for you.”

She winked, making my heart skip a beat. “Y-yeah… Whatever.” I muttered, pulling my arm free. “I just need the right guy to fall out of the sky or something.” I began walking back to the kitchen before Nora called out again.

“Or… You could take care of it yourself.”

I glanced over my shoulder. The girl was smirking devilishly as she leaned against the doorframe. Her nipples poked out past the fabric of her grey shirt, making my entire body tremble.

“Wh-what do you mean?”

She chuckled, “Here, let me show you.”

Nora walked back into her bedroom. I didn’t know what had come over me, but I found myself following her inside.


Her room was a mess, but it smelled surprisingly nice. Her cinnamon perfume and shampoo lingered in the air, and the open window allowed a gentle breeze to blow the blinds.

Nora bent down, reaching deep under her bed. Her shirt rode up, revealing her tight booty shorts. I could feel the heat in my eyes as I tried to avert my gaze, but fuck… watching the fabric ride up between her cheeks made it hard to look away.

“Here it is…” She said, pulling out an old shoe box.

Nora sat on the edge of her bed, placing the box on her lap. Curiously, I took the seat next to her. I could feel my heart racing — though I had no idea why.

Her slender fingers opened up the box as I leaned in.

“Oh!” I yelped, the heat in my cheeks turned into a full-fledged fire. All Nora could do was laugh as she reached in and pulled out her vibrator. It was only a few inches long and discreet, but even that was still enough to make my pussy quiver.

“Don’t act like you’ve never seen one of these before,” Nora said, tossing the empty box to the side.

“N-never in real life.” I whimpered.

“You poor thing.” She offered me the dirty toy, “Don’t worry. It’s clean. I’m sure a few days with this will turn your spirits around.”

My entire body froze. I couldn’t dare accept that. Even if it was clean, it was so wrong! Just the thought of using a… a sex toy of all things was unthinkable!

I had grown up in a household that demonized sex — perhaps that was why I had so much trouble talking to boys, even when they would throw themselves at me.

A soft glow emanated from the small, purple object in Nora's hand as she dangled it playfully in front of me. With a gentle smile and a mischievous glint in her eyes, she placed the vibrator on my lap.

"Go ahead, try it," she urged, “you won’t be disappointed.”

Reluctantly, I took the toy into my hand. Its soft silicone surface felt strangely comforting against my skin, and the curious shape seemed to invite exploration. I rolled it around between my fingers, trying to gauge its weight and texture, before looking back up at Nora with wide, uncertain eyes.

"Um, well, this is new for me," I admitted sheepishly, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. "I've never used something like this before, and I don't really know how."

She grinned mischievously, “Perhaps I can lend a hand.”

I gasped, causing the brunette to toss her head back in laughter. “Oh come on, don’t be such a prude. Here, let me…” She took the vibrator from my hand, turning her body to face me as I squirmed on the edge of her bed.

"Trust me, Lani," Nora whispers, her sultry voice sending shivers down my spine. She gently pushes me back down onto the bed, the cool sheets contrasting with the heat radiating from my flushed skin. Her fingertips dance along my pajama-clad body, leaving goosebumps in their wake. "It'll be amazing."

"Okay," I reply hesitantly, curiosity and desire overriding my nervousness.

With a flick of her wrist, Nora turns on the vibrator, its hum filling the room. She presses the toy against my chest, even through the fabric of my pajamas, a wave of pleasure courses through me. I can't help but whimper, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensation. “Oh~”

The buzzing against my nipple is intense — my entire body shakes as the buzzing overtakes my senses.

"See?" Nora laughs, her eyes sparkling with delight. "I told you it would feel good."

As she runs the vibrator down my body, every nerve ending comes alive, my breaths coming in short gasps. When the toy reaches the waistband of my pajama pants, Nora pauses, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

"Are you ready for more, Lani?" she teases, her fingers playing with the elastic.


"Y-yes," I stutter, unable to form coherent thoughts as anticipation builds within me.

"Good girl," Nora praises me, her voice dripping with seduction. She slowly slides the toy down, making its way towards my most sensitive area.

Her fingers hook into the waistband of my pajama bottoms and she pulls them down, inch by tantalizing inch. The familiar fabric slides over my bare skin. I wiggle my hips on the bed — allowing the waistband to glide down my thighs.

My heart hammers in my chest as I feel the cool air kiss my heated slit, sending shivers down my spine.

I lean back on the mattress, as Nora eyes my pussy like a lioness. “Woah… You look, so cute.”

She bit her lip, as blush filled my cheeks.

My pussy was nice and tight, with only a bit of black pubes trimmed down around the crest of my clit. My lips were already wet and panting as Nora turned to her knees, leaning down against my pelvis. She inhaled deeply, her eyes fluttering at the scent of my grool.

I gasp, arching up involuntarily as she drags the vibrator teasingly around my exposed mound, circling around my aching clit. Every nerve ending in my body tingles with anticipation—the sensation is electric, terrifying, and exhilarating all at once.

"N-Nora," I breathe her name on a moan, feeling a wave of pleasure wash over me. My lips began to spread as she teased me, circling my mound with the vibrating toy. My back arched as my clit peered out of the hood — ready to be played with.

With her dark eyes on mine, Nora smirked, pushing the vibrator against my clit.

“Ah!” I yelped, my back arching before slamming back down on her bed. A thong draped off the edge of the mattress fell as the entire bed rattled. “God!”

All Nora could do was laugh, “Doesn’t that feel good?”

The girl circled my clit with the toy, before slowly running it down my entire slit. I tossed my head back, my black hair draping behind me as my feet spread and kicked the air. My pussy lips bloomed as they gripped the tip of the toy, running laps up and down my entire slit.

The pleasure surged through my spine like a bolt of lightning. I had never experienced anything like it before — and I didn’t want it to stop.

"Oh god, yes, Nora!" I moan and call out, writhing beneath her touch. My body feels alive with every stroke of her finger, the vibration coursing through my very soul. I can feel the heat building within me, like a flame about to burst into an all-consuming fire. "More, please." My hips buck against her hand as she strokes me expertly with the toy, my juices dripping onto the bed between us.

Nora laughed. “Some nipple play also helps.”

Her free hand grabbed my top, slowly pulling it up my slender body. She winked at me as she yanked the top up to my collarbone. I whimpered, my tits bouncing free from the restraints. My pink nipples were already rock hard, ready to be played with.

Nora bit her lip, pressing the vibrator up against my clit. “Woah…” She moaned.

The brunette leaned over, her lips parting as she took one of my erect nipples into her mouth.

“Ahh~” I purred, my back squirming on the bed as I laid all the way back, my nails clawing at her back as Nora’s talented tongue circled my eager nipple — her face pushing against my perky tit.

I squirmed, feeling her weight pinning me down. While her tongue flicked my nipple, her vibrator continued to ride up and down my slit. My pussy gnawed at the toy — trying desperately to pull it deeper.

The combined sensation of her soft, wet mouth, and the hard, vibrating toy was too much to handle. My mind went blank as I succumbed to the pleasure.

My hands held Nora’s face up to my chest as my tits suffocated her. Her tongue and lips pulled at my nipple, making my entire body shake. God… This felt so good. I had never been with anyone else before, and when I tried to masturbate myself it never felt half as good as this.

To my dismay, Nora pulled herself off my chest — a bridge of saliva connected her lip and my nipple before snapping as she rose to her knees. The brunette whimpered, biting her lip as her own nipples poked out from her shirt. “I think your pussy is nice and ready to be fucked, don’t you?”


I nodded emphatically, my entire body feeling as though it were on a cloud. Nora pulled the toy from my clit — my grool lathered the shaft of it as she held it up to her face and turned off the vibrations. “Here, get this nice and wet for me.”

Before I could process, Nora pushed the filthy toy into my mouth. My entire body trembled as the silicon toy filled my mouth.

I whimpered, my tongue lashing against the shaft as the taste of my own sweet and salty grool coated my tastebuds.

“Mmmh~” I whimpered, my eyes rolling back as my spit coated the toy.

“Good girl,” Nora praised, pulling the toy back out. I whimpered as saliva dripped off my chin.

My thighs spread as the girl leaned back down. Her eyes locked onto mine, and she slowly pressed the toy inside of my tight, wet cunt.

“Ahhh~” I purred, tossing my head back. The toy wasn’t that big, but it was much bigger than my fingers.

My pussy parted as my pink walls gripped the slick toy. Nora hummed, biting her lip as she pushed it all the way down to the base.

“There we go.” She flashed me a wink before turning back on the vibrations.

“Ah!” I gasped, feeling the toy vibrate inside of my cunt. The tremors surged through my entire spine, making me squirm on the bed like a fish out of water.

Nora giggled, holding down my pelvis as she slowly thrust the toy in and out of my wet cunt. Grool spilled out onto the sheets as my mind melted into goo.

My cries of pleasure only encouraged her further, each one driving her on. The brunette's eyes flickered with an untamed passion that sent shivers down my spine.

Nora pulled out suddenly and leaned over me once again, her warm breath on my neck sending shivers down my spine. "I want you to cum for me," she whispered huskily before plunging the vibrator back into my soaking pussy with renewed vigor. The sensation was overwhelming, making my feet kick in the air as I felt the orgasm building inside of me like a volcano — dormant for years — and now ready to blow.

“Yes yes yes!” I cried out, my voice echoing off the walls. “Fuck yes! Oh godddd!”

Nora smirked, her hand vigorously shoving the dildo in and out of my pussy. “That’s it, cum for me, baby~” Her voice was eager, yet barely louder than a whisper. “I know you want to~”

My hips gyrated against the dildo as Nora shoved it all the way inside. My walls tried to grip the shaft, but the vibrations were too much. My feet kicked in the air wildly as I succumbed to the pleasure. “Ohhhh!”

My pussy squirted, and grool oozed out, ruining her sheets as my jaw opened and my eyes rolled back. I tried to cry out in sheer euphoria, but not a sound came out — not even a whimper.

Nora leaned down, kissing me as I came. She sucked on my trembling lip, her tongue slipping into my mouth as I moaned onto her flushed face. “That’s it, baby. Cum.”

I whimpered, letting myself drown in the pleasure as my body went limp. The vibrator slipped out of my. Nora’s fingers were coated in my grool and cum as the toy slipped onto the carpet.

The girl laughed, draping one leg over my waist as she straddled my lap. She leaned down, pinning my exhausted body down on the bed. “Wasn’t that amazing?” She winked.

All I could do was nod. My eyes trembled, and I could barely breathe. “Th-that was… so fucking amazing~”

“Sorry again about the milk, I hope I made it up to you.”

My hands reached up around the back of her head. I pulled Nora’s face down into mine as we kissed widely, my tongue fighting for space inside of her mouth. “Fuck the milk~” I purred as she sucked on my lip. My legs wrapped around her waist, “I need you again and again~”

“Don’t worry, I’ll be sure to lend a hand whenever you want~” The girl giggled before pushing her tongue back into my wet, panting mouth.

Perhaps I could get used to living with Nora after all…


Story 3: The Crush

The steam from the bathroom billows out like a gentle fog, and I watch as Stacy emerges, her silhouette framed by the soft light. She's wearing nothing but a towel that clings to every curve of her body, the damp fabric pressed tightly against her skin. Her blonde hair cascades down her back like a waterfall of gold, and her legs glisten, freshly shaven. I bite my lip, trying to suppress the desire that flares inside me as I sit on the couch, unable to tear my gaze away. I've been harboring a crush on her for years, a secret longing that only grows stronger each day.

"Hey, Anna," she says, flashing me a warm smile as she crosses the room. "What are you watching?"

"Just some sitcom reruns," I reply, forcing myself to sound casual. "Nothing special."

"Mind if I join?" She asks, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear.

"Of course not!" I say, perhaps too eagerly.

She settles onto the couch beside me, filling my nose with her strawberry shampoo. Her close proximity made my heart race. I can't help but steal glances at the way her towel hugs her frame, betraying the outline of her breasts. I've always known she identifies as straight, but there have been times when I've caught her sneaking peeks at me while I changed. Could there be a chance...?

My thoughts turn to a few months ago when I lost my job. Stacy had generously covered my share of the rent without hesitation and refused any repayment, saying that was what friends were for. I wanted to thank her somehow, and now I think I know the perfect way.

Stacy pulled her legs up to herself on the couch, letting the towel tease the soft underside of her ass. I squeezed my thighs together. Fuck, she looked perfect. Her soft green eyes fluttered as she watched the TV, not even aware of my longing glare towards her.

I had always been a rather rebellious, party girl, while Stacy was the goody-two-shoes. Despite that, we had become best friends through the years. Little did she know I wanted to be so much more.

“Hey Stac…” I said, feeling my heart racing.

She turned to me, her blue eyes made me freeze, but I shook my head and continued. “Yeah, Anna?”

“I just wanted to ask how you’ve been feeling. You know, since you and Jake broke up?”

Stacy sighed, “They’ve been okay. I’ve been on the dating apps, but the boys on there really aren’t my type.” Shy chuckled.

I pursed my lips together, “Bummer…”

“Yeah. I figured, that maybe I’d call Jake up again and see if he wanted to grab dinner or something.”

My eyes darted wide open, “What? I thought you hated your relationship with him. You always complained to me that he was selfish, and never took your needs into consideration.”

Stacy shrugged. “I know… But… Well, I’ve been feeling pretty lonely. He was kinda selfish, but… I don’t know, it’s better than being alone.”

My hand reached over as if with a mind of its own. “You aren’t alone…” I said, gently grabbing her calf. Fuck, her skin was soft as silk. “You have me.”

She smiled coyly. “I know I do. But, well, having a best friend isn’t quite the same as having a boyfriend.”

My lips curled into a smirk, “Isn’t it? If I recall correctly, you told me he never once made you cum.”

The pink hue painted across her cheeks turned into a searing red. “Oh gosh. I can’t believe I told you that.”

I laughed, my fingers massaging her leg as she pressed her foot up against my thigh.

"Stacy," I began, my voice soft with gratitude, "remember a few months ago, when you helped me pay for rent when I was short… Well, I really wanted to thank you."

She waved a hand dismissively, her green eyes warm and understanding. "Hey, that's what friends are for, right?" she said, offering me a reassuring smile. "You don't need to worry about it."

I bit my lip, feeling the weight of my appreciation threatening to spill over. "No, really, I want to repay you somehow. And I think I've found the perfect way, that might also help you get rid of those boy troubles.”

Her head tilted slightly to the side, like a curious bird, causing her blonde hair to cascade past her cheekbones. "Oh? How so?" Her voice held a mix of curiosity and amusement.

I took a deep breath. “Let me show you.”


My hand rode up her thigh as my fingers dug into the soft flesh of her thigh. “A-Anna!” She yelped, squirming. “What are you doing?”

“Thanking you… I know Jake never made you cum… but perhaps I can?”

Her eyes widened as my fingers gripped her upper thigh, just below her towel. “B-but we are both girls!”

“So?” I asked, tilting my head. My black bangs fluttered across my forehead. “I need a way to thank you for helping me with rent, and you need to get your mind off of boys. I consider this a win-win.”

I stared into her eyes. She wanted to say yes, but her goody-two-shoes persona made it hard. “You can tell me to stop whenever you want.”

Stacy whimpered, biting her lip. Her entire body tensed up as she held the towel tight across her chest. “O-okay…” She muttered, giving into her naughty desires.

I smirked. “Good girl.”

Gently, my hand grabbed the towel, parting it just slightly to reveal her naked pelvis. Anna spread her legs slightly, her body was eager for attention. If Jake wasn’t going to give it to her — then I would.

I stretched my neck — desperate for a peek at her pussy.

“Woah…” I muttered, my mouth watering. Her slit was amazing. It was thin as a pencil, and completely bald. Soft, pink labia lips bloomed out on either side like the petals of a flower. “You look so much sexier than I imagined”

Stacy blushed bashfully as her lips smirked. “Have you imagined my pussy a lot?”

“You have no idea…”

Stacy giggled. “I… I’ve thought about you before as well…”

My eyes met hers. “I figured as much,” I said with a cheeky wink. “Given by how you glance at me while I walk around in my booty shorts.”

She pouted, “I didn’t think you saw that…”

My hand curled around her thigh, my pinky inches from her nice, soft lips. “Are you sure this is okay?” I asked.

Stacy took a deep breath. “Y-yes… Fuck yes…”

My face lit up. “Good. You’ll love this, trust me.”

Slowly I slipped off the couch. My mind was racing, I couldn’t believe this was happening.

Stacy’s grip around her towel loosened as she let the soft fabric slouch off her skin. My jaw dropped as the towel did. She was perfect. Her body was petite but with curves in all the right places. Her tits were nice and plump, and her thighs were delectable.

The blonde planted her shaking feet on the carpet as I wrapped my arms around her thighs, pulling her to the edge of the cushion. “Oh~” She whimpered, her breath short and stuttering.

Her sweet grool coated her pussy. The scent of it was intoxicating as I nestled my face between her pillow-soft thighs.

“Ready?” I asked, staring up at her naked, flushed body.

“Y-yes… I’m so ready~” She purred, her hands massaging her own plump tits.

I grinned.

The anticipation was killing me as my lips hovered just above her entrance, gently grazing her soft, warm skin with each breath. I couldn't help but let out a low moan as I finally made contact, pressing a light kiss to her pussy lips. They were so soft and supple against my lips, like a pair of ripe, juicy peaches.

“Ahhh~” Stacy buckled beneath me, her fingers digging into her tits as she let out a shaky gasp. Her hips jerked forward, eager for more as I pressed another kiss to her slippery folds.


My tongue flicked out to taste her nectar, tracing the outline of her pussy lips. She tasted even better than I had imagined - like strawberries on a warm spring day. Her musky scent was intoxicating, making my head spin in delight as I teased her mound.

“Oh god yes! A-Anna!” Stacy purred, her body squirming on the cushion as the delicate blonde wrapped her legs around my head. I suffocated between her thighs, each breath I took filled my lungs with her soft — amazing scent.

Her pussy bloomed for me, the pinkness inside called for my tongue as my fingers kneaded her plump, soft ass.

My steady and eager eyes fixated on her hot quivering ones. With a knowing smirk, I pressed the flat of my tongue against the base of her cunt.

“Ahhhh!” Stacy moaned, her body arching as she tossed her head. My tongue rode up her tight slit as I let out a whimper.

Her inner walls quivered with each lick, each flick, each touch of my tongue. She tasted so damn good. Better than anything I could have ever imagined.

My tongue slowly rode up and down her slit, as my nose pressed against her pelvis. Her delicate body drowned all of my senses, making my mind haze with euphoria.

Slowly, I rose on my knees, my tongue riding up her sticky slit to the crest of her pussy. I watched her tremble as my tongue gently circled her clit, “Ah ah ah~” She panted, like music to my ears.

My hand curled around her thighs, and as my slender fingers pushed up against the base of her slit, Stacy let out another moan of sheer pleasure. Her fingers dug into her soft tits hard enough to leave bruises.

I panted against her clit as my fingers slowly pushed inside of her. Her pussy was so fucking tight, but so wet that my fingers buried inside of her walls without resistance.

God, she felt amazing. Soft and warm and inviting. Her walls clamped down on my fingers as I thrust in and out of her slowly, finding her sweet spot with ease.

"Anna..." She moaned my name like a prayer, her hips rocking in sync with the movements of my hand between her legs. "Fuck yes..."

“Mmh, how does this feel?” I asked, smirking as I already knew her answer.

“S-so fucking good! Don’t stop! Please!”

I had no intention to.

Stacy's pleading words echoed in my ear as I continued to lap at her swollen folds. My tongue danced across her clit, teasing it into a sensitive frenzy while my other hand gently kneaded her supple ass. She was so tight and so warm.

The musky scent of her arousal intoxicated me, making my head spin with desire. Every time she let out a moan or a gasp, it vibrated through my body like a shockwave of pleasure. Each time she buckled beneath me, I felt my heart race in anticipation of what was to come next.

I could feel the tension building within her walls as they clenched around my fingers, begging for release. I smiled against her soft skin and thrust deeper into her hot depths, feeling the satin-smooth folds squeeze tightly around my digit. Every time I pulled back slowly only to push forward again and make her entire body quiver with sheer delight.

I gasped, pulling my face back as my middle and index fingers plowed into her tight, wet cunt. “I bet Jake never made you feel like this.” I purred, licking the filth from my lips. I watched as her tight pussy took my fingers — her grool lacing them like webbing.

“Ohh god! N-never! You are amazing!”

I giggled, planting a soft kiss on her moist inner thigh. My own pussy was gnawing at my panties, I was wetter than ever — but now was time for Stacy’s pleasure.

I held my fingers deep inside her, while her puffy mound gripped my knuckles. My fingers curled inside of her slit, gently massaging her G-spot as a moan of pure animalistic pleasure escaped the innocent blonde’s lips.

“Uuuuuuuuh! Ohhhhhh!”

I watched as her eyes rolled back, her face contorted as the pleasure filled her. She was so close, but I wanted to make sure her orgasm was the best it could be — Stacy deserved it.

I broke free from the vice-grip of her thighs. My fingers slipped out of her pussy like a waterslide as her legs fell from my shoulders.

I fell back on my ass onto the carpet, panting like a dog. “R-ride my face.” I gasped, licking my lips.

She whimpered, “Y-yes! Fuck yes!”


She sprang to her feet, grool dripping down her trembling thighs. I bit my lip as I laid back on the soft carpet.

Stacy giggled as she straddled my face, her knees digging into the ground on either side of my head. Her pussy hovered inches above my mouth as I held her by the hips.

“Ready?” She muttered, her hands groping her tits.

I nodded, squirming on my back.

Slowly, the petite blonde lowered her ass onto my face. My mouth was wide open, and my tongue was draped out — giving her the perfect target to sit on.

“Ahhhhh~” She gasped, tossing her head back as she sat squarely on my face. My tongue lashed against her pussy wildly as Stacy’s hips rocked like a body — covering my entire face with grool.

I devoured her spilling wetness as my hands rode up the sides of her slender body until they reached her tits.

I grabbed them, her hard, pink nipples pressed up against my palms as I massaged her perky chest.

“Mmmh, you’re tongue is so fucking talented~” Stacy purred, riding my face. “I love it~”

I loved it even more. I dreamed of this moment for ages — and it was even better than I could have ever imagined.

Her slit tasted like strawberries, her scent was intoxicating, her skin was soft as silk, and her moans were like music to my ears.

My body writhed under her. Though most of her weight was on her knees — my nose and mouth pressed against her wetness — flooding my senses and making my mind melt away to pure pleasure.

 My tongue lapped at her folds greedily, sucking on her clit with fervor as she began to ride me harder, hips pistoning up and down in a rhythm that echoed the pulsing of my heartbeat. The groans and moans that fell from her lips were like choir music to my ears, making me want to devour her even more. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling gently as she ground herself against me, her small gasps of pleasure filling the room like tiny bursts of joy.

“I-I’m going to cum~” She purred, her eyes rolling back.

I continued to lash my tongue like a whip against her soft pinkess — I was intent on drawing her orgasm out — I needed it as much as she did.

My fingers pinched her nipples, playfully tugging them as her moans grew hotter and wilder.

Her hips bucked wildly against my face as she lost control. Within moments, her juices were flooding my mouth, her scent filling my nose as I drank in every drop of her nectar. Her thighs shuddered and trembled violently on mine, and I felt the first waves of her impending climax. Her pussy clenched around my tongue as she cried out, "Ahhhhhh!" A long, drawn-out moan that reverberated through the room. "Holy fuck!" She panted.

My eyes rolled back in euphoria as Stacy gasped, her body collapsing onto the floor as she fell off of my face.

I gasped, “O-oh~” Oxygen rushed into my lungs as I panted like a dog, spit and grool coated my mouth.

Stacy panted on the floor next to me, her entire body shaking as the intense orgasm shook through her like a thunderstorm. “Ohhhhhhh fuck! Th-that was….”

“Amazing.” I said, with a giggle.

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting mine. “Anna… I… Loved that.”

I crawled up to her, our bodies covered in filth. “Me too. You have no idea how long I wanted to do that.”

She smiled, reaching up, she cupped my face and pulled me down into a long, deep, and passionate kiss.

I moaned, despite how filthy my mouth was, her tongue filled it — dancing with mine.

My eyes fluttered closed as I laid down next to her, my mouth locked, and our fingers intertwined.

I never wanted to let go — and something told me, that she didn’t want to either.


Story 4: The Broken Bikini

“Uggh, I’m telling you Kat, this isn’t going to fit.” Macy groaned, trying desperately to wrap the baby blue bikini around her chest.

I sat back on the changing room bench with a smirk. “Careful, you’re gonna tear it.”

Macy huffed, her brown bangs wavering in front of her face as her matching doe eyes flared with determination. Macy nearly knocked over a little kid rushing to grab this bikini set — and to her demise, it didn’t look like it was going to fit after all.

Usually, Macy’s big, round tits were advantageous — boys gawked at them like prized pearls. I could hardly blame them — despite being on the larger size, they were still perky and fit her slender body.

She huffed, holding the soft blue fabric around her chest. The bikini bottoms fit her perfectly. They snugged her waist and buried it between her round cheeks — just the top part seemed a size too small.

“Damn it…” She said, “I really like this one… This shade of blue is just my color.”

I smirked, standing to my feet and placing her street clothes down on the bench. “Here, let me try.”

I tightened my blonde ponytail before circling around the girl. The changing room was cramped, and I could see the feet of all the other shoppers beneath the black curtain just outside.

Circling around Macy, her lavender perfume filled my nose, making my entire body shiver with delight. I grabbed the strings of the bikini top, managing to wrap them around her slender body. Macy whimpered as I pulled, pressing the bikini up against her chest. Her poor tits looked like they were going to explode around the thin blue fabric.

“Almost…There…” I said, trying to tie the bikini down. “Just about…”

As I spoke, the front of the bikini snapped. “Eek!’ Macy yelped, the blue fabric tearing off her body as her tits sprang free.

Blush immediately filled her cheeks as she desperately tried to cover her eraser-pink nipples. “S-sorry~” I whimpered, though I couldn’t keep the smirk off my lips. Fuck, Macy was gorgeous.

“Kat! You ripped it!”

“I think your tits did that, Macy…”

She glared at me over her shoulder. “Ugh. Dealing with these jugs has been hell.” She reached down to grab her bra from the bench.

I raised an eyebrow. “Is that so? It seems like all the boys flock to you.”

Macy scoffed, “Yeah, but shopping for bikinis and clothes in general is hell on earth. Sometimes I wish I had a smaller bust like you.”

Immediately, her brown eyes widened, “W-wait! I didn’t mean it like that!”

I laughed, “It’s fine. Jared actually likes my smaller tits. He’s more of an ass guy.”

Macy’s eyes trailed down the body-length mirror, her gaze fixating on my thighs. “Then he is eating good. Your ass is amazing~” She purred.

I rolled my eyes. “Come on, let’s get out of here. Get changed”

I found my gaze drawn to Macy as she slid her arms through the straps of a black silky bra, the fabric hugging her breasts perfectly. She caught me staring and smirked, a playful glint in her eyes.

"You know, if you want to touch them, you can," she joked, fastening the clasp behind her back.

I rolled my eyes, trying my best to sound nonchalant. "Yeah, I'll keep that offer in mind."

Macy leaned closer to the mirror. Her reflection glanced at me just as she asked, "Do you think they feel the same?"

"What?" I stammered, feeling my cheeks heat up.

"Our tits," she giggled, giving me a mischievous look. "I know it's all fat, but like... do you think they feel the same?"

I shifted my weight from one foot to the other, trying to come up with an answer that wouldn't betray my sudden nervousness. Why is she asking me this now? I thought, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Uh, I don't know. I guess they might," I replied hesitantly, hoping she'd drop the subject.

Macy paused, her hands falling to the side as she considered my response. Then, she shrugged, her attention returning to the mirror. "Just something I've always wondered about, I guess."

Normally, I'd shrug this off as one of Macy's dumb jokes. But her eyes fell on my chest, my perky nipples pushing up against the fabric of my white top. I could feel the heat searing across my body as Macy smirked, her eyes dilating at the mere sight of my chest.


“Can… Can we try?” She asked.

I stared at her dumbfounded, expecting her to break into a laugh and rag on me for getting so flustered, but as she glanced at me over her shoulder — her eyes glimmered.

"Come on, Kat," she teased, turning to face me. "We're best friends, right? It's not like it's a big deal."

Every movement she made caused more of her perfume to flutter into my nostrils. Fuck, she smelt so amazing.

"Fine," I muttered, trying to sound more confident than I felt. "But just for a second."

"Deal," she grinned, reaching out to squeeze my breast gently. I tensed up, as her steady hand crawled up my arm before curling around my chest.

A soft breath escaped my lips as her fingers massaged my tit. Even through my shirt, I could feel her soft touch. It was nothing like the rough, eager groping of boys.

Macy pulled her hand away, nodding thoughtfully. "You know," she said, her voice soft. "They do feel pretty similar."

"Really?" I asked, my curiosity piqued despite myself.

"Yep," she confirmed, her mouth curving into another mischievous smile. "But yours are definitely perkier."

I pursed my lips together as Macy cupped my chest, my back arched, subconsciously pushing myself into her touch. My hard, pink nipple pushed up against her palm as she played with me gently. Fuck, it felt so good~

“Your turn.” She said, her voice barely louder than a whisper.

My breath caught in my throat, but I found my trembling hand slowly reaching up. Was this really happening?

The sounds of the people just outside the fabric curtain all seemed to melt away. It was just me and Macy now.

As soon as my trembling fingers touched the soft flesh of her tit, Macy let out a whimper. The brunette bit her lip to suppress her smirk.

As my fingers brushed against Macy's supple breast, goosebumps rose on her skin in response. My touch was delicate and tentative, but she still let out a small moan, encouraging me to continue.

“T-take it out…” She encouraged.

I nodded, my hand reaching into the cup of her bra and pulling her perky, round tit out. Fuck… It looked even bigger than before.

 I traced my thumb over her hardened nipple, feeling it harden even more under my touch. Macy’s breath hitched as I circled it softly, teasing it with gentle flicks before gently rolling it between my thumb and forefinger.

Her nipple pebbled further under my touch, standing up even more as I pressed it harder. Macy closed her eyes tightly and let out a small whimper, leaning into my hand

I boldened, taking her entire tit into my hand, “Fuck~” She whimpered, pressing her thighs together. Her own hand sunk into my chest, leaving marks on my delicate skin.

My mind raced with a million thoughts as my fingers plunged into her soft tit. It felt… amazing.

Her nipple pressed up against my palm, and my entire body shook. As I squeezed her chest, she did the same to mine. We both stared — mesmerized by the other’s body.

My eyes glanced down. The blue bikini bottoms hugging her pelvis were moist with grool.

“You… You’re so wet.” I said with a giggle.

Macy huffed, as if breaking from a trance. She glanced down at her bottoms and yelped. “Eek!”

The girl slammed her thighs together — but the damage was done. I had already seen her pussy lips gnawing at the moist fabric.

I couldn’t help but toss my head back and laugh. Stray strands of blonde hair broke from my ponytail.

“I mean… If the top is torn… Might as well get rid of the rest, right?” I said with a cheeky wink.

Now Macy was the one blushing. My thighs pressed together through my jeans — I could feel my own clit pulsating as I stared at Macy. I always knew she was beautiful — but now it was like I was seeing her in an entirely new light.

She sheepishly nodded, her bangs draping over her eyes. “Why not?”


“Here, let me,” I said. A rush of confidence surged over me like a tidal wave as I fell to my knees on the tile. My face leaned in as I hooked my fingers past the waistband of her silk blue bikini bottoms.

Macy shifted from one foot to the other, staring down at me as she massaged her own chest. By now, both of her tits were out of the bra cup, as the black fabric draped around her stomach.

I smirked, slowly dragging the moist bottoms down her slender legs.

Her pussy peered out. Fuck, it was amazing. The labia lips blossomed like flower petals, with her wetness making them glistening in the changing room lighting.

“Fuck…” I muttered, letting go of the panties. They fell around Macy’s feet. My hands curled around her thighs, spreading them just enough for me to get a better look at her pink pussy.

Macy whimpered as my hot, eager breath landed on my slit. Her entire body flushed with red blush as she leaned back against the mirror. “G-god… Kat…”

“Shhh~” I said with a wink. “Let me take care of you…”

Macy lifted one foot up onto the bench, spreading her pelvis even more as I inched forward, my face nestling between her pillow-soft thighs.

My eyes stare up at her trembling body. Normally, Macy was so confident, but now she was blushing and trembling like a college virgin. Her sweaty back leaned against the mirror as she stood on one leg — the other one gripping the edge of the changing room bench.

I flashed her a wink as my tongue draped out.

I take a deep breath through my nose before leaning forward and brushing my lips against her pussy lips, feeling them part for me. Her juices coat the tender flesh as I stick out my tongue and flick over her opening, tasting for the first time the sweet nectar.

“Y-yes~” She purrs, feeling my tongue part the lips of her slit.

My hands curl around her thighs more firmly, holding them open as I give her a long lick from her entrance to her clit. Her hips jerk involuntarily as I lave my tongue over her sensitive bud, tasting the droplets of nectar that have gathered there. Macy's back arches and she throws her head back with a moan.

My entire body shakes, and I can feel my own grool seeping out past my panties and staining the front of my pants.

My face buried between her thighs, my nose pressed against the bald hood of her clit as my tongue runs laps up and down her blooming cunt.

“Mmmh~” I moan into her body, feeling her wetness coat every inch of my mouth. She was delicious.

I glance up at her through half-lidded eyes, taking in the way she leans into the mirror behind her like a cat in heat. Macy’s body writhes with every lash of my tongue, one palm pressed up against the glass — while the other grabbed her perky tit — massaging it gently.

Her lip trembled as she fought her eyes from rolling back into her head.

“Ah ah~” She whimpered, losing herself to her orgasm.

I smirked, planting a soft kiss on her inner thigh. The taste of her sweet grool lathered my tongue — and I was desperate for more.

My hands curled around her waist, digging into her soft ass as I held her waist up to my face. Macy gasped for air, her body writhing as my tongue lashed her clit like a whip. “God yes, K-Kat!” She begged for more her hips swaying up against my face — glazing me in spit and grool.

My mind exploded as the intoxicating taste of her body flooded my senses. The entire world outside of the changing room disappeared as I masterfully worked my tongue inside her slit.

“Ohhh~” Macy moaned, tossing her arm over her head.

I giggled, pulling my face out of her pussy. “Quiet babe. Someone might hear.” Glancing to the side, I noticed her wet bikini bottoms crumbled up onto the floor. I smirked, a dirty seed planting in my head.

I grabbed the blue bikini bottoms, the fabric was so thin, and her wetness coated the small triangle.

Stumbling to my feet, I held my body up against hers. Sweat coated my top as Macy moaned.

I leaned forward, planting a delicate kiss on the girl's trembling lips. She whimpered, her tongue slipping out like a snake to taste her own grool on my tongue.

Her body shivers with pleasure as I pull away, holding her gaze with mine. “We need to be quiet, we don’t want anyone walking in on our fun,” I said with a playful giggle. “Here, perhaps this will help.”

Without breaking eye contact, I slowly slide the damp bikini bottoms into her mouth and she bites down on them. Moaning around it, she feels the fabric squish between her teeth and press against the roof of her mouth, but she doesn't resist. Instead, she moans louder as it fills her mouth, savoring the taste of herself on the damp fabric.

The waistband dangles out of her mouth as her cheeks fill with the bikini and her spit.

“Good girl.” I praise.


My hands grab her waist, slowly turning her around. Macy whimpers, her brown eyes trembling with her hair sticking to her forehead. Macy plants her hands on the glass mirror — which has begun to fog up. Her face leans forward on the glass as I pull her hips back.

The girl arched her back like a true slut. Her feet are planted on the tile as a bead of grool runs down her trembling thigh.

“Good girl, just like that~” I whisper into her ears as I leaned forward, her ass pushing back against my pelvis.

My hand curled around her stomach, slipping down between her thighs.

I giggled, kissing the nape of her neck as Macy’s eyes filled with pure pleasure. She sucks on the dirty panties like a pacifier as my slender fingers tease her clit.

Her back writhes, begging to be pleasured as I hold her naked body up against mine.

With a giggle, my fingers slide down into her tight slit. Macy moans, tossing her head back as I push her up against the mirror, my hand wrapping around and slowly thrusting in and out of her sopping wet slit.

“Mmmh, you’re so fucking tight.” I moan, holding her. My other hand wraps around and grabs her tit, groping it gently as Macy struggles to stay on her feet. Her hand slips against the foggy, moist mirror as she gasps her air — her entire body shaking with pleasure.

Macy's body feels warm and soft against mine, her breathing heavy and ragged as my fingers continue to pump in and out of her slick pussy. “Mh, mh, mhhh~” She moans, her makeshift gag restricting the air in her lungs.

 Her clit throbs under my touch, tender and swollen from arousal. As I work my hand faster in time with the thrusts of my hips, she cries out louder, bucking her hips into my touch. Her hands grip the mirror tighter, leaving sweaty marks on the cool glass, leaving behind a trail of moisture from where she's pressed so hard.

“Good little slut, keep your voice down when you cum~” I say with a smile.

I kiss her nape. Her sweaty skin tastes amazing. Soft as cotton candy and just as sweet. Her tight, pink pussy walls grip my fingers like gloves. I can feel her entire cunt pulsate, ready to erupt as my fingers wiggle deep inside of her.

She whimpers around the panties, unable to form words but still managing to express her need for more.

Her breath comes in gasps as I pinch her hardened nipple between my fingers while continuing to finger-fuck her wet pussy.

“Cum for me, baby~” I purr into her ear. Her ass pushes back against my pelvis as her thighs clamp — locking my hand inside of her cunt. Her slick walls milk my fingers as her brown eyes roll back.

My other hand continues to grope her chest, massaging her tits so much and leaving behind red marks.

“G-god~ Kat… I’m…I’m going to cum~” Macy purred, the panties draping out of her mouth.

I giggled, “Good girl. Cum for me~”

I held her body up against mine as her palms slipped against the mirror. The brunette girl tossed her head back, leaning her face against her mind as she panted wildly. Her hips buckled against my hand as I furiously continued to wiggle my fingers inside of her wetness.

“Mmmmph~” She groaned, her teeth clenching the dirty panties. “Ahhh!”

I groaned, holding my fingers inside of her pussy as the walls pulsated around my digits. Macy’s entire body writhed as her clit erupted. “Ah!” She yelped, her jaw-dropping as the ruined bikini bottoms fluttered to the floor.

Her eyes rolled back as her body went rigid. I shivered, feeling her pussy walls clench my fingers.

The delicate blonde girl’s tits bounced as her body shook — the orgasm raging through her like a storm. “Yes yes yes~” She moaned, not caring as to who might hear.

I smirked, sucking the skin on her neck. “Good girl. Let go~”

With a final gasp of air, Macy’s body went limp, her legs gave out as she slipped to the tile. I giggled, my fingers pulling out of her slit — now dripping with grool.

“Fuck~” She purred, curing on the cold tile. Her body was flushed, sweating with grool oozing out of her. “That was fucking amazing~” She gasped, her eyes blinking rapidly as they tried to focus.

I laughed, the hot and steamy air of the changing room refusing to fill my lungs.

My own top was covered with sweat, with the front of my jeans moist with grool. I looked down at Macy, who had a smile crossing her lips.

“Shame we ruined that bikini. You really liked it.” I said with a grin.

Macy scoffed, her eyes still wide with lust. “Fuck it. Let’s buy some more bikinis for us to ruin.”

I nodded my head. My forehead was plastered with loose blonde hair. “Sounds good… Perhaps now it’ll be my turn to try on a pair?”

Macy flashed me a wink. “Let’s go pick out something extra slutty, shall we?”


Story 5: The Flirty Attendant

“This will look SO cute on you!” The bubbly store attendant said with a pep. She held the top up against my body. “Just your size too!”

I pursed my lips together. The top looked a size or two too small, not to mention way too revealing for me.

“Hm… I don’t know.” I said, taking the top from her. I inspected myself in the mirror. The top was thin, the fabric near see through, and my entire stomach would be on display wearing this thing.

“Oh, come on! It’s so cute! Plus, I can tell you have a rocking body!” She said with a giggle, “You need to show yourself off a bit more.”

The attendant was right. I had just graduated college and moved halfway across the country. If there was ever a time to reinvent myself, it was now. I was done being a nerdy, quiet shut-in.

Still… this seemed like too big of a step.

The bubbly blonde employee sensed my doubt like a bloodhound. She giggled, grabbing my hand. “Come on, you have to at least try it on.”

The girl dragged me to the back of the store towards the changing booths. “I…I really don’t think it’s my style.” I said with a whimper.

“I’ll be the judge of that.” Her wavy blonde hair flowed back as she marched confidently towards the secluded back of the store — leaving behind a scent trail of strawberry shampoo.

She unlocked one of the stalls, dragging me in and using her foot to close the door.

“Take your clothes off.” She said, leaning against the door with her arms crossed over her chest.

The blush in my cheeks would put lighthouses to shame. “E-excuse me?”

She giggled. “Oh, you poor little thing. We are just two girls. Come on.” Her lips curled into a smirk, and her ocean-blue eyes paralyzed me.

She looked like a college freshman, so I would have been a few years older than her — yet she held all the power here.

My trembling hands grabbed the bottom of my shirt, lifting it just high enough to tease my stomach.

The girl’s blue eyes darted down to my stomach, smirking. “My my… I never would have expected a belly button piercing.”

I whimpered. “Yeah… I was feeling… rebellious one day.”

She tossed her head back and laughed. “Well, I think it fits you. Plus, now you’ll get to show it off in this sexy little top.”

“Are… Are you going to watch?” I said, my fingers gripping the bottom of my shirt.

She shrugged, “Why not? Like I said, we’re just two girls, right?” She flashed me a wink.

“I just… I’ve never changed in front of a stranger before.”

“Okay. Hi, I’m Amy. Nice to meet you. There, we aren’t strangers anymore.” She said with a mischievous smirk.

I huffed. She was persistent. Slowly, I raised my shirt up to the bottom of my tits. Amy eyed my slender figure like candy. With a deep breath, I pulled the top over my long, dirty blonde hair.

Amy whistled. “Woah…”

I glanced to the side, the heat in my cheeks growing like wildfire. My white bra held up my chest, it wasn’t a particularly flattering bra, but Amy eyed my cleavage like a lioness ready to pounce. “Yeah… You have a fucking amazing body…”

“Th-thanks…” I muttered, my heart racing. As embarrassing as this was, there was something exhilarating about being seen by her. The fact that I could make a beautiful blonde college girl, who looked like a model herself, look at me with such lust was a good feeling.

I went to put on the shirt Amy picked out, but the girl stopped me. “What are you doing?”

“T-trying the shirt on?”


“Over your bra? You aren’t supposed to wear anything under this.”

“But…” I could feel my heart racing like a stallion — the air sucked out of the room. “It’s so thin… I might as well wear nothing at all…”

Amy giggled. “That's kinda the point…”

I pursed my lips together. It felt like a tornado was blowing all the frantic thoughts in my head up into a frenzy. “F-fine…”

I had no idea what had come over me, but the next thing I knew, my hand was reaching back towards the claps of my bra.

My eyes fell on hers, waiting for her to tell me to stop — but she never did. Instead, Amy licked her lips, her bright blue pupils dilating as my fingers pushed against the back of my bra.

With a deep breath, I unclipped it.

My bra fell to the floor with a soft plop, releasing my full breasts into the open air for the first time. Amy took a sharp intake of breath through her teeth, her face filled with a mix of surprise and desire. I stood there, naked from the waist up, slightly hunched over, feeling exposed and vulnerable but also strangely empowered.

“The shirt?” Amy said with a giggle. Now it was her cheeks that were filling with rose blush — the same shade as my nipples.

“O-oh, right.” I stammered, my mind racing. My fingers fumbled as I gripped the soft fabric, and the new shirt slipped from my grasp. As I reached down to retrieve it, I noticed Amy's hand reaching for it simultaneously. Our fingers met in a tentative brush, and I yelped in surprise, pulling my hand back as if I'd been burned.

Amy threw her head back with laughter, her curls bouncing against her shoulders. "You're so jittery!" she exclaimed, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

"I've just, uh, never exposed myself to another girl before," I mumbled, my face warming with embarrassment.

"Really?" Amy asked, her voice filled with playful curiosity. "And how does that feel?"

I hesitated, meeting her gaze as I searched for the right words. "It feels... nice. Liberating, actually."

Amy's sapphire eyes sparkled with interest, and she bit her lip, surveying me as if I were a decadent dessert. "Well," she said coyly, "I can make you feel even better."

"Really?" My curiosity piqued, and I couldn't help but ask, "How?"

Her giggle was like music as she stepped forward, her hands trailing along the curve of my hips, sending shivers up my spine. I found myself both nervous and excited by the unknown, my heart pounding in response to her touch.

“Do you really want to find out?” She asked. By now, she was close enough that her breath landed on my face. I whimpered, “Y-yes…”

She smirked, “Good girl.”

Slowly, her hands trailed down my bare thigh, my hard nipples tightened even more — they could cut glass at this point.

"Can I?" she whispers, her breath hot against my skin.

I give a small nod, overwhelmed by the intensity of her gaze. Our lips meet hesitantly at first, but soon the kiss deepens. I whimper into her mouth as her tongue slips past my lips, exploring and teasing. My entire body trembles when her hands start to work on unbuttoning my jeans, her fingers nimble and insistent.

"God, you're so beautiful," she murmurs against my lips, her voice filled with genuine admiration.

I moan in response, unable to find words. The fireworks of pleasure burst in my head, setting every nerve alight. My hands instinctively grip Amy's waist, feeling her soft skin through the thin fabric of her shirt. As she expertly zips down my jeans, I whimper again, the cool air rushing in against my moist panties.

"Are you okay?" she asks, her concern evident despite the passion we share.

"More than okay," I manage to gasp out, wanting to reassure her.

Amy giggles softly, pulling back from our heated lip lock. She licks her lips, the tip of her tongue lingering as if savoring our encounter. Her eyes lock onto mine, and I find myself getting lost in their depths. A twinkle dances within her blue irises, reflecting the flickering light.

"Ready?" she inquires, her voice sultry yet tender.

I nod emphatically, trusting her completely. She falls gracefully to her knees, her hands gently tugging at my jeans. She looks even cuter on her knees, but there's no denying the power she holds over me.


She bites her lips. My pink panties peer out past my jeans as she slowly pulls them down. The cool air rushes in, sending a shiver up my spine as the air hits my moist panties.

With one final, deep tug — Amy pulled my jeans down to my feet.

I whimpered, but the girl only salivated. “Fuck…” She moaned. Her hot and eager breath landed on my panties, making my body twitch.

Her hands curled around my thighs, her thumbs running down past either side of my lips, spreading my pussy gently. I whimpered, my puffy mound peered out past my panties.

The girl glanced up at me as I leaned back against the wall — my eyes trembling as my clit throbbed.

Her touch was so soft that I nearly melted. Amy leaned forward, planting a soft kiss on the crest of my clit.

“Oh~” I moaned, tossing my head back. Even through my panties, the tenderness of her kiss was intense.

Amy licked her lips, her breathing now short and eager as her hands gripped my panties.

“Can I take these off?” She asked, her voice sweet as honey.

I nodded emphatically, my hair sticking to my panting face. “P-please do!”

She giggled, drawing the panties down my legs.

I moaned. This was the first time since my one and only boyfriend that anyone has seen my pussy — the feeling was exhilarating.

“Woah~” She moaned. “Your pussy looks so soft.”

The girl’s gaze fixated on me as I stepped out of my panties, my entire body shaking. Amy kissed my moist inner thigh, making me wince. Her lips inched closer and closer to my wet slit, each kiss tantalizingly close to my wetness.

I moaned, my heart, clit, and mind racing with a mix of pleasure and excitement. My hands grabbed my naked tits, massaging them gently. “L-lick me, baby, ~” I purred.

Amy giggled. “I’d love to~”

She hovered her mouth over my pussy. The anticipation was killing me, I arched my back, feeling my mound spreading.

Amy kept her eyes on me as her wet tongue draped out. In a single, long lick, the beautiful blonde ran her tongue from the base of my slit up to the clit.

“Ahhh~!” I moaned, my voice quivering. “Fuck!”

My pleasure was immense. Fireworks erupted in my head as the girl gently rode her tongue up and down my wetness — each passing lap seemingly going deeper than the last.

My head tossed back as I let myself drown in the euphoria, this couldn’t have been the first time that Amy had done this. Her hands gripped my thighs as she suffocated herself between my thighs, gleefully drinking up my spilling nectar.

“God yes~” I purred.

Amy giggled, pulling her face back. Her chin was coated in grool and saliva, which ran down her throat. “You taste so sweet, just like honey.” She winked.

I bit my lip. “How about another taste.”

She giggled, “Sure~” the blonde moaned and stumbled to her feet. “But you have a taste first.”

Before I knew it, she had her arms around me, pulling my face into hers and her tongue into my wet mouth.

I moaned as our tongues lashed. This kiss wasn’t soft and passionate like the first one. This one was wet and fierce. We moaned into one another’s mouths — as my hands dug into her waist, hers clawed at my back.

The taste of my own wetness was intoxicating, and I made sure to lick up as much as I could.

She pulled back, her eyes fluttering as she panted. A string of saliva connected our lips.


“T-turn around.” She muttered.

Her words echoed in my head like a command that I could not refuse. “O-okay~”

I spun around, pushing my hands against the doorframe. Amy gave my ass a playful slap before falling back down to her knees. My feet spread as I arched my back, pushing my ass up against her face.

The girl purred as I watched her in the mirror. Her face was inches from my ass — so close that her breath landed on both of my wet holes.

Her hands gripped my cheeks — gently spreading them to reveal my ass and pussy. She licked her lips, panting as she squirmed on her knees.

Her tongue darted out, teasing the entrance to my pussy as her hands held onto my ass cheeks — holding them spread. I let out a gasp of pure pleasure at her intrusion, my body tensing and aching for more.

She pushed it further in, wanting more than just a taste this time. Her tongue circled my opening, working its way deeper into me while she indulged herself in the taste of my essence. I felt her warm breath on my opening, and I shivered with anticipation.

“God, yes!” I moaned, pushing my ass back against the girl's face. My bubbly round cheeks suffocated her as I swayed my hips — making sure her tongue enjoyed all of my wet cunt.

Her little nose pushed up against my asshole — each breath she took filled her lungs with my sweet scent as my cheeks clapped around her face.

I reached back, grabbing her blonde hair and holding her face up against my underside.

Her tongue continued to lash — wildly like an animal. I tossed my head back in pure euphoria as colors exploded in my head.

My hips swayed like a boat on the waves as I felt my clit vibrate. Each lash of her tongue dug deeper and brought me closer to the feeling of pure bliss.

“Y-yes. A-Amy, I’m so fucking close.”

The blonde moaned, her fingers digging into my cheeks as she ran her tongue up and down my pussy from behind. Her tongue flicked my asshole, making me wince as saliva and grool ran down my trembling thigh.

It was driving me wild. I couldn't help but throw my head back and moan into the wall as I lost myself to the sensations washing over me. "Amy!" I cried out. "Fuck!"

She growled in response, her tongue diving deeper now as her finger pumped in and out of my tight opening, hitting my inner walls just right. She gave a low purr of satisfaction as she tasted my juices, and it made me want to squirt all over the both of us. As she finger-fucked me from behind while licking me out, I felt myself breaking apart like a dam about to burst.              

My body surrendered to the pleasure that flooded through me, every nerve ending on fire.

Her other hand came up to cup my clit expertly, rubbing it softly at first before increasing the pressure until it rubbed in circles faster and faster. Every touch sent shockwaves through my core until finally...there it was...the sensation built up and exploded from somewhere deep within.

“Ahhh fuck!” I screamed, my entire body convulsing as my orgasm erupted. The dam broke, and my pussy shuddered as each neuron in my head went off like a firework.

“God yes yes yes!”

I drowned in the orgasm, my eyes fluttered and my mind went blank.

I came all over the blonde girl, her tongue licked up all it could — with the rest pouring down onto her clothes.

“Oh! Fuck!” She whimpered, pulling out from my ass. She fell onto her back, her blonde hair fanning on the floor as she gasped. Her tongue licked her lips as she whimpered. “Fuck! You taste so amazing!”

I heaved, my lungs desperate for breath as my knees gave way. I fell to the floor — a filthy, satisfied mess as I leaned against the doorframe. My body was tingling, and coated in sweat. “H-holy shit!”

“How was that.” Amy giggled, wiping her chin.

My eyes could barely focus. “So… So fucking amazing.”

“Good. I’m glad you enjoyed because I sure as fuck did.”

I glanced at her. “Perhaps… I’ll need to come back and try on some more clothes some other time.”

She flashed me a wink. “Of course, I’d be more than happy to lend a hand… Or perhaps, a tongue.”


Story 6: Sneaking In

“Fuck, you’re getting pretty good,” Shae said, swimming up towards me. The water glistened on her skin, and her black hair looked even more striking against the white tile and blue water.

I rolled my eyes, “Yeah, yeah, whatever.”

Shae laughed, “I’m serious, Rachel. You almost caught up to me this time.”

I huffed. Shae was the fastest swimmer at college — she was kind enough to help teach me — but there was no way in hell I’d be able to catch up.

As she pulled herself out of the water, I couldn’t help but admire the way her white bikini hugged her body. She was perfect. Shae probably played on half of the college sports teams — and it was clear by her body. Her arms, legs, and ass were toned, and her stomach was flat— which just made her perky tits look that much bigger.

I smirked as she took a seat next to me on the edge of the pool. My slender legs patted up against the water's surface. My own blue bikini wedged up between my ass — and my small tits were like mosquito bites compared to Shae’s.

“You know, a few more days at the pool and I think you have a shot at making the swim team next year.” She said, playfully rubbing my back. Her touch was soft enough to make me whimper.

“I hope so…” Next year was the final year before I graduated college — If I didn’t make the swim team next year, I never would.

She smiled, “Come on, we have to get out of here before the janitor finds us.”

I furrowed my eyebrows. “What? Why? I thought you said that you also come here to swim after hours.”

Shae giggled, “Yeah… I do, but that's just because they never locked the doors. We aren’t supposed to be here.”

My eyes widened. “Wh-what?”

Shae laughed again, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me up to my feet. “Quick, let's get to the lockers.”

I whimpered as I followed her. I had never been in trouble before, and I didn’t intend to have a blemish on my squeaky-clean record. Though, as we scurried to the locker rooms — I couldn’t help but stare at Shae’s round butt. Her cheeks munched on the fabric of her white bikini — leaving nothing to the imagination.

The locker room was nice and cool, the AC against the water on my bare skin sent shivers up my spine as we rushed to our lockers.

I reached in and grabbed my towel, wringing my wavy blonde hair out. “So… You just sneak in here whenever you want?’

Shae smirked, grabbing her own towel. The girl lifted one foot on the changing room bench, running the soft towel up and down her thighs. “Yeah, pretty much. I’ve been caught a few times, but it’s worth it.” She shrugged. “Nothing better than doing some laps in an empty pool.”

“Yeah, but —” As I spoke, the locker room door creaked open.

“Shit~” Shae gasped. “The janitor… come on!” She grabbed my hand again, pulling me into one of the changing room stalls. “In here!”

She pulled me and gently closed the door, locking it. “Shae, our feet.” I said, gesturing to the gap under the door.

Shae huffed, lifting herself up onto the bench bolted to the back wall. The wood creaked under her weight. “Get up here.” She said.

My eyes widened, there was barely enough room for her up there, let alone for the both of us. Still, the girl grabbed my arm and pulled me up. I whimpered, my body pressed up against hers as my feet barely balanced on the thin bench meant for leaving your clothes while you changed.

My moist skin pressed against hers, and I could feel us sticking together like glue — the heat radiated off her body making my heart skip a beat. “Shh~” She whispered. Her hands holding my waist.


I teetered on the bench as it gave out a low creak. Just outside the changing room doors, we could hear the footsteps of the janitor. My lips trembled and a whimper escaped my lips. Immediately, Shae’s hand clamped onto my mouth — silencing any other noises. Her other hand curled around my waist as she palmed my flat stomach, holding me up against her.

Shae's fingers inched closer to the waistband of my bikini bottoms, her body pressed against mine. My ass pushed back against her pelvis, a shared warmth pulsing between us. My own hands braced against the cool tiled wall, and I found myself balancing precariously on the bench beneath me.

"Shae, what are you doing?" I whispered, my voice wavering slightly as I watched the girl's pinky tease the waistband of my bikini bottoms.

She just giggled, “Shh~ the janitor might hear.”

As if on cue, footsteps echoed just outside the door, growing steadily closer. My heart raced and I bit down on my lip, trying to stifle any reaction to Shae's teasing touch. I could feel her breath on my neck, hot and intoxicating, making me quiver with anticipation.

"You have to be silent," she whispered into my ear, her lips curling into a knowing smirk. "No matter how much you want to moan."

Easy for you to say, I thought, but I nodded silently. The footsteps were getting closer. A part of me wanted to stop, to push Shae away and avoid the risk of being caught. But another part of me – the part that craved excitement and lived for these stolen moments – urged me to continue.

A bead of sweat trickled down my temple as Shae's pink nail trailed down to my bikini bottoms. My chest rose and fell rapidly, a mixture of nerves and excitement coursing through me.

My nipples pressed up against the bikini top as my knees jittered. Her pink was so close to my pussy. Less than an inch from the hood of my clit — which was now throbbing. I couldn’t believe what we were doing. Shae was always a bit of a flirt — but this… this was unthinkable — yet, it felt so fucking good.

“Want me to stop?” She asked with a smirk, already knowing my answer.

“N-no…Keep going…” I muttered, the pleasure filling me.

My eyes fluttered as I unconsciously spread my knees. The loud creak of the bench made us both freeze in place — but outside the doors, the janitor didn’t seem to notice. They kept cleaning.

Shae hummed gently, placing a kiss on my neck. Her lips felt softer than a cloud. I tilted my head to the side, my blonde hair flowing like a river to allow her more room. The girl's tongue lashed against my skin — the scent of chlorine filled the air as the pool water lingered on our bodies.

“Mmh~” I whimpered, before slamming my lips shut. Shae kept pressing her hand up against my mouth, but that did little to stifle the moans of pleasure escaping my lips.

My butt pushed back against her pelvis as Shae’s tongue circled around my neck, slowly her hand slipped down further past the moist fabric of my panties.

My breathing was erratic and my eyes fluttered as I felt her soft touch slip closer to my wetness. As my thighs rubbed together, the wetness between them was palpable. Whether it was from the pool or my slit, I wasn’t sure.

“Here we go~” Shae whispered with a mischievous giggle. It was as if she wanted to get caught.

Her hand pushed all the way in, “Mmh!” I gasped, tossing my head back. Her slender, delicate fingers cupped my pussy — running along the slit as my entire body shivered.

“Fuck! So wet~” She purred.

My nose filled with the scent of her shampoo and my mind went blank. Her middle finger ran up and down my slit — inching deeper with every pass.

Soft gasps were muffled against her palm as the sensation rippled through my body, her gentle thrusts setting a rhythm that had me arching into her touch.

I lifted one leg into the air, the footsteps just outside were louder than ever — but at this point, I didn’t care. I needed Shae.

My foot pressed up against the door, my thighs nice and spread and Shae continued to run her hand up and down my slit — her finger pushing inside a bit with every lap.


My entire body shook as I struggled to take in air. Her other hand clamped my mouth as her soft chest pushed against my back. God it felt… Incredible.

The tabooness of being with another girl, the risk of being caught, and the spontaneity of it all were too much. My wetness dribbled down my thighs as I let the waves of pleasure slam into my petite frame.

Shae’s fingers worked like a paintbrush on the canvass of my cunt, her fingers slipping into my every blossoming pussy as her palm pushed back against my clit. The sensation was so intense — she knew exactly how to please me.

Finally, the footsteps outside quieted, and the locker room door opened. We both waited a moment before the door closed again to make sure we were alone.

“Fuck~” I panted as Shae pulled her palm from my face. “Y-you’re crazy!”

She laughed, spinning me around. We both stumbled off the bench, but her hand stayed inside my bikini bottoms.

“What can I say? I wanted you.” Shae winked.

I couldn’t deny how much I wanted her as well.

I grabbed her waist, pulling her body up into mine. Our lips connected like magnets. My tongue shoved into my mouth as she shoved the rest of her hand into my bikini bottoms. Neither of us cared about being quiet anymore.

“God! God yes~” I moaned, as the girl sucked my tongue.

My entire body shivered as her two fingers plunged in and out of my sopping-wet cunt.

Her fingers slid over my clit, rubbing it gently before plunging back into my pussy. I felt her long, delicate fingers stretch me open, filling me up with a decadent fullness. She immediately began to thrust them in and out, setting up a quick pace that mirrored the rhythm of our kisses.

The taste of her vanilla milkshake still lingered on her breath, which only made me want her more.

The world around us faded away as I dug my nails into her waist and arched my back, meeting her thrusts as her fingers dug deeper into my wet, eager hole.

Her hot breath landed on my mouth as Shae’s free hand reached up and grabbed my bikini. I yelped as she yanked it down, letting my petite and delicate tits bounce free. My pink nipples were already rock hard, and as soon as she pinched them — my entire body squirmed like a fish on a hook. “Oh! Oh yes!” I moaned.

The mixture of sensations was too much. From her gently fingering, to her sensual kisses, to her rough nipple pinches. My delicate body could barely handle it all.

My hands curled up her body, my hands cupped her breasts — my fingers dug into her soft pillows effortlessly — fuck her tits were even softer than they looked.

I reached into her bikini top, pulling her tit out. Her brownish nipples were as hard as mine were.

I groped her chest like a wild animal — her nipple pressed up against my palm as I groped her, each squeeze eliciting a moan from her lips.

“Mmmh, fuck. Your pussy is so fucking wet.” Shae groaned.

I whimpered, my mind spinning. “I… I’m going to cum~”

“Are you, now?” Shae giggled, staring at me with her dark, sexy eyes. “Do it then, cum for me.”

“H-harder~” I begged, tossing my head back.

The girl giggled. Her fingers thrust wildly in and out of my sopping cunt. Grool splattered out, ruining my bikini bottoms.

“Ah ah ahhh!” I gasped, my jaw dropping. I felt my clit throbbing against her palm as her fingers masterfully painted my pussy. She held them deep inside me, my pink walls gripping her digits like gloves as she waggled them inside of my body.

My fingers dug into the soft, cloudlike flesh of her tits as my orgasm boiled over like a full pot. “S-Shae! Fuck!”

“Cum for me, baby~” She purred, her voice softer than silk.

I let out a groan of pure pleasure as each neuron in my brain fired off like fireworks. “Ahhh yesss!”

My voice boomed all throughout the empty locker room as my fingers dug into her tits so much they left marks.

My hips bucked wildly against her, meeting her thrusts as I tasted the sweetness of her lips. Her soft breaths fanned my flushed cheeks as she leaned in closer to nip at my neck, sucking gently on the soft flesh there. I moaned into her mouth, unable to contain myself any longer.

“Ohhhh!” My orgasm slammed into me like a tidal wave. I gasped for air, unable to fight it back any longer. My back spasmed as I collapsed into Shae’s arms. “Oh god!”

“Good girl, let go.” She whispered, holding me close. The thoughts in my head disappeared like a puff of smoke as my pussy pulsated around her fingers.

Slowly, she pulled them out of my slit. I gasped as the pressure was relieved from my waist.

“Oh~” I purred, biting my lips.

Shae gasped as I stumbled back out of her arms. My back slammed against the changing room door as I struggled to stay up on my feet.

I tossed my hands up in pure euphoria as my back slid against the doorframe. I could barely breathe. Each inhale I took only filled me with the scent of sweat, grool, and pool water.

Shae giggled, licking her dirty fingers. “Fuck, your pussy is so sweet.”

I smirked, “Can I have a taste?”

She whimpered, licking her fingers dry, “of course.”

The girl stepped forward, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me in for another kiss. Our tongues slipped out as she purred into my mouth, the taste of my own wetness coated her tongue as I melted in her arms.

“Perhaps you can come sneak into the pool with me some other time as well?” She said, gently biting my lip.

I nodded, my breath a whimper. “I’d like that~”

“I can teach you to swim, and in return, you give me that sweet pussy of yours.”

I couldn’t help but smile, “That sounds like a win-win for me.”

“For me as well, babe~”

I grabbed her and shoved my tongue into her mouth. I had no idea what had come over me — but now that I had a taste of Shae’s dirty side — I wanted so, so much more.


Story 7: The Failing Essay

“Oh come on, I didn’t do that bad, did I?” I asked, crossing my legs. My sundress skirt rode up my thigh, revealing my slender legs.

Mrs Beaker narrowed her eyes as she slid my essay to the side. “Harper… Your essay is terrible.”

“Wow, blunt.” I huffed, blowing a strand of blonde hair from my face.

The professor sighed, leaning back in her chair. The sunlight shimmered off the frame of her thick glasses, her black hair tied into a perfect bun — not a strand out of place. “Harper, I’m going to be honest. You don’t show up to any class, I’m surprised you even handed in an essay at all!”

I giggled, “Sorry, professor. It’s just now that I’m in college, I wanna have some fun.” I crossed my arms over my chest, my cleavage peering out from the top of my low-cut sundress.

“You’ll have plenty of time to have fun during the summer. Or, at least that’s what I would have said had you come to me with this issue a few weeks ago.” She said.

I raised an eyebrow, “What do you mean.”

Mrs Beaker rubbed her temple her white shirt snug to her body. “With an F on your essay, it’s impossible for you to pass this class — even if you ace everything moving forward.”

I nearly lept out of my chair. “Fail! What? How!” I leaned forward, sitting on the edge of the chair. “Professor, you can’t be serious!”

She just somberly nodded, “I am, Harper. You’ll have to retake this class during the summer.”

A million thoughts raced in my head. This couldn’t be happening. Not only had I planned on hanging out and traveling with my new college friends this summer, but my parents would kill me if I failed.

“P-professor…” I muttered, standing to my feet. My sundress skirt fluttered as I leaned forward, my palms pressing against the cold wood of the professor’s desk. “There has got to be another way. Please! I… I’ll attend every class and ace all the exams moving forward!”

She shook her head, “Sorry, Harper. The math doesn’t add up. There is no way you can finish the year with a passing grade.” She leaned back, her eyes fixated on mine. “I guess you’ll have to try harder during the summer.

Impossible.

It was true that with my newfound freedom, I had been skipping classes and hanging out with my new friends more than I should. I had never experienced freedom like this before — and now that I had a taste, the absolute last thing that I wanted was to flunk out and be forced back to my parent’s house. That wasn’t an option.

My mind was racing, there had to be a way out of this. Any way. As I pondered, I noticed Mrs Beaker’s gaze fall to my cleavage — peeking out of the top of my white sundress.

Blush rushed to my cheeks. Did… Did I just imagine that? No… Mrs Beaker definitely stole a glance at my chest. It was for less than a second, but I could see the lust glimmer in her dark pupils.

I was used to boys gawking over me… but this…

A dirty seed planted in my mind. Perhaps there was something that I could offer Mrs Beaker afterall — something that she couldn't refuse.

I stood straight up, a strange confidence bubbling inside of my stomach. This was a long shot, and the repercussions could be terrible. But as I arched my back and pushed my chest forward — Mrs Beaker stole another glance at my bust — a second longer this time.

There was no doubt in my head. She wanted me. And the dirtiest part of me wanted her as well.

"There has to be something I can do to change my essay grade..." I say with a naughty smirk, leaning against the edge of her desk with an air of feigned innocence. My fingers toyed with the spaghetti straps of my sundress, giving them a playful tug. "Anything?" I whisper, locking eyes with her.

I could see Mrs. Beaker gulping, her face flushing red as she fumbled with her glasses. She was usually so composed and confident in front of the class; it was intriguing to watch her unravel under the pressure of my proposition.

"Uh, well," she stuttered, her hands shaking ever so slightly as she attempted to regain her composure. "What exactly did you have in mind?"

It was clear that her heart was beating through her shirt, the thin fabric doing little to hide her anxiety. A bead of sweat trickled down her throat, glistening in the sunlight. Her chestnut eyes betrayed a mixture of curiosity and apprehension. At that moment, a strand of black hair broke free from her perfect bun, framing her face like a dark halo.

"Maybe extra credit or a re-write?" I suggested, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible. Inside, though, my heart raced. This could make or break my chances of passing her class.

"Extra credit, huh?" Mrs Beaker mused, her voice wavering. She seemed caught between wanting to uphold her professional integrity and wanting to escape the uncomfortable situation.


I bit my lip, slowly pulling the spaghetti strands down my slender arms. The fabric of my sundress slouched off my body, revealing more of my perky tits.

Mrs Beaker’s eyes grew, her pupils quivering as her longer stare fixated on my body. Her nails gripped the armrest of her chair as her breathing picked up. I couldn’t help but giggle. Mrs Beaker was a tenured professor and a master of her field — and here she was, flustered by a 19-year-old college girl.

“Perhaps a peek?” I said, holding the strands so that the front of my dress hovered just about my perky nipples.

“H-Harper…”

“It’s okay, professor. I want this — and I know you do as well.” I circled around her desk, the tapping of my shoes against the tile echoed throughout the spacious office. Mrs Beaker whimpered, leaning back in her chair. Her white shirt was moistened with sweat and her entire body shivered.

“So? What’ll it be?” I asked, my voice hardly louder than a whisper as I stood inches from her. My shadow engulfed her, and the scent of my citrus perfume filled the air.

“O-okay… Fine, perhaps we can work something out…”

I giggled, “Thank you, ma’am.”

If I was going to get her to change my grade — I had to bring my all.

I climbed onto her office chair, straddling the professor's lap as my knees buried into the cushion on either side of her hips.

The professor whimpered like a wounded pup as her hands gripped my waist — through the thin fabric of my sundress I could feel her soft, yet firm grip.

I leaned forward, my chest inches from her face as my blue eyes locked onto her brown ones. “Want to do the honors?” I said with a cheeky wink.

Mrs Beaker huffed, but as her hands curled up my waist — the lustful glimmer in her pupils strengthened. “I'd be happy too…”

Her fingers gripped the top of my sundress, and with a single tug, she yanked the fabric down to my lap.

I yelped, my perky tits bouncing free. “Oh!” I purred, slipping my arms out of the spaghetti strands.

Immediately her hands attacked my nipples. The professor’s breath quickened as she dug her fingers into the soft pillows on my chest. “Fuck… These feel even better than I imagined…”

I giggled, “You imagine my tits often?”

“You have no idea.”

The older, rugged professor rubbed my perky gum-drop nipples with her fingers, eliciting a moan from my lips. “Ohhh yes~”

She knew exactly how to touch me. I squirmed on her lap, feeling my body shake at her touch.

My chest heaved, and I leaned back against the office chair, every brush of her fingers an electric shock to my body. I was acutely aware of Professor Beaker’s accelerated breathing as she worked on my nipples with expert finesse. She alternated between rubbing and tweaking them, her eyes never leaving mine.

"Are you enjoying this, Harper?" her voice as shaky as the trembling hands that held my breasts.

I bit my lower lip suppressing the moan threatening to escape my throat. “Yes, professor...” The words barely left my lips before another wave of pleasure hit me.

“Good…that’s good…” The corners of her lips curled up into a mischievous grin as she continued her playful assault.

The intoxicating scent of her perfume filled my senses, a mix of musk and vanilla that made me feel warm all over. I reached out, brushing a stray strand of raven black hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear. Her eyes widened at the tender touch, the brown depths filled with surprise before softening.

Feeling bold, I moved my hands down to unbutton the top buttons of her shirt. She tensed but didn’t stop me. Her tan skin contrasted starkly with the white fabric of her dress shirt, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from me.

"Go ahead," she said quietly, encouraging me to continue. My heart pounded in my chest as I undid another button, feeling the cool air touch more of her exposed skin. Her breath hitched as I slipped a hand inside her shirt to cup one full breast.

I squeezed, even through her white bra I could feel how big and full her tits were. “Ohh… Professor…” I moaned, my breath hitching as the heat in my pelvis grew.


She smirked, pulling at my nipple and making me whimper. “You want a second chance at your essay?”

I nodded, “Y-yes~”

“Good girl. Show me how much you want it. Bend over my desk.”

I whimpered, my heart and clit throbbing as I crawled off her lap. My shaking knees nearly buckled as bent over her wooden desk, the edge digging into my waist as my ass perked up into the air.

Mrs Beaker chuckled, standing as her eyes fell to my round ass, barely covered by the skirt of my dress. “You have no idea how long I wanted to have you all to myself, slut.”

I bit my lip, my breathing erratic. “Show me… Show me how bad you want me.”

Her hands grabbed the sundress around my waist — slowly she pulled the fabric to the floor, aided by me wiggling my hips. “Ohhh~” I purred, feeling the cool office air hit my skin as the soft dress pooled around my feet.

Mrs Beaker stepped back, admiring my completely naked body. All I had on were my shoes and a pencil-thin thong that barely covered my asshole and pussy. My round, perky ass gnawed at the fabric as I glanced over my shoulder — flashing her a wink.

She smirked, taking off the rest of her shirt. Her delicate bra held up her big, juicy tits as more strands of black hair broke free and dangled over her face. “Your body belongs to me now…” She groaned. I nodded, my own hairs plastering my panting, sweaty face. “Y-yes, ma’am!”

Mrs Beaker's smile was equal parts predatory and triumphant as she moved towards me, her heels clicking against the office floor. Her pale freckled hands reached out for me, cupping my ass and kneading the soft flesh. Her touch sent a jolt of pleasure through me that made my legs wobble in their high heels.

"Such a pretty little thing," she murmured, her voice filled with raw desire. Her fingers traced over the fabric of my thong, making me gasp in anticipation.

I could only whimper in response as I felt her fingers unexpectedly reach down, tugging on the thin fabric that covered my slick pussy. My heart pounded maniacally as she removed it, tossing it carelessly to the floor.

She stepped back momentarily to take in the sight before her - the sight of me bent over her desk, exposed and panting desperately for her. She prowled around me like a cat with a mouse, dragging her nails lightly across my skin and making me squirm with need.

Her hands reached down as I arched my back, desperate for her touch. “Ohhh, fuck~” I whimpered, my hard nipples pressing against the cold, hard wood.

“Good slut… Just let go~”

Her slender fingers reached down and ran down my pussy. I tossed my head back, my neurons firing with sheer pleasure as my tight, bald mound spread for her fingers.

“Ahh! Fuck!”

I cried out, the pleasure radiating from between my thighs and spreading through my nerve endings like a blazing wildfire. I could feel her smirking behind me, taking delight in my helpless whimpers and cries.

Her fingers were gentle, yet firm, as they worked my slick folds. Every touch was precise, every flick of her wrist meant to bring me closer and closer to the edge.

“God… Professor Beaker…” My voice was desperate as I writhed beneath her touch, my hands clutching tightly at the edge of the desk for support.

I felt her other hand move, tracing feather-light touches over my body. Mapping out every curve, every inch of me that was laid bare to her lustful gaze.

As her hand teased my pussy, the other one wrapped around my waist as I lifted myself slightly off the desk — giving myself to her touch.

My nipples hardened instantly under her touch; her fingers pinched and rolled them before trailing lower. Across the flat plane of my stomach, along the subtle dips and curves of my waist…

"F-fuck! R-right there!" I moaned, my hips bucking uncontrollably against her touch. My body quivered under the onslaught, desperate for more - desperate for her.

The professor’s hand curled up from my tits, wrapping around to grab me by my silky blonde hair.  She smirked as she pulled at the roots of my hair making me gasp in surprise and pleasure - she tugged gently yet insistently, forcing me to arch ever further into her touch.

“Such a dirty little slut. Spending all your time partying instead of coming to class. Time to teach you some manners.”

“P-please!” I gasped, my lungs refusing to pull in air as the room spun around me. “Please punish me!”

Mrs Beaker tugged at my roots, making me yelp and my jaw clench. Fuck, this felt so fucking good.


"Fuck!" I cried out. Fireworks exploded behind my closed eyelids as she pushed her fingers deeper, stretching me open around her digits. A mixture of pain and pleasure washed over me, searing my senses and leaving me gasping for air.

Her other hand suddenly left my hair and slapped my ass intermittently with a rhythm that matched the thrusting of her fingers, each strike sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. My knees buckled under me. "Ahh!" I cried out again, my cries muffled against the desk as waves of pleasure coursed through me.

"That's it," Mrs Beaker murmured approvingly. "That's what a naughty girl like you deserves."

She continued to finger me at a relentless pace, each thrust sending me spiraling toward ecstasy. Heat pooled in my lower belly, an orgasm rippling through me that left me shaking and sputtering obscenities.

The woman worked her fingers like a master painter, and my pussy was her blank canvas.

“Ahhhh!” I gasped, my entire body shaking. This wasn’t the first time Mrs Beaker had fingered a girl, it couldn’t have been.

My tight cunt walls gripped her two slick fingers like a glove, milking them as she wiggled them deep inside me.

Sweat covered my entire body as grool ran down my shivering thigh. “Ohh, yes! God fuck!” I panted like a dog in heat.

Ms Beaker just chuckled, pushing her body against mine. “Take it, little slut. Cum for Mommy.”

“O-oh! Mommy~” The word felt like a sin on my lips, only fueling the fire of my pleasure.

My clit throbbed, on the verge of eruption as my blue eyes rolled back.

Mrs Beaker's fingers picked up their pace, relentlessly pushing into me as she leaned in to press soft kisses along my shoulder blade. Her lips felt like silk against my skin, cool and comforting amidst the surge of heat and pleasure coursing through me.

Another slap landed on my ass, stinging but also somehow adding to the torrent of pleasure. I screamed again, my body convulsing violently as I felt myself near my peak.

"Such a good college slut…" Mrs Beaker whispered huskily in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. She pulled her fingers free of me before pushing them back in again, harder and deeper than before.

I could hardly breathe; every inch of me was consumed by a burning desire that only Mrs Beaker could quench. I was hers now, completely and irrevocably.

My orgasm surged, hitting my entire body like a tidal wave as my jaw dropped and I tossed my head back. My clit erupted like a once dormant volcano — now spewing with life and lava.

“AHHH!” I cried out, not caring to keep my voice down. Grool spilled down my thighs like a river as she held her fingers knuckle deep inside of my silt. My pussy walls pulsated around her digits as my nerve endings friend. “God! Mommy~”

With a final pant, I laid on flat on the desk, gasping as the room shook around me.

Mrs Beaker laughed, pulling her fingers out of my slit. Grool dripped off her slender fingers like filthy rain as she laughed. The searing heat of her slaps on my ass mixed with the pleasure filling my cunt like a wave. “That was… Amazing…” I huffed, barely able to speak.

“It was, wasn’t it?” The woman moaned.

Her hands curled around my cheeks, holding my asscheeks spread as she fell to her knees. I whimpered as her hot breath landed on my soaked cunt, sending tingles up my spine.

“You were such a good girl for me, and took your punishment so well… I suppose I can give you another chance at writing your essay.”

My pink lips curled into a smirk. “Th-thank you, Mommy.”

“No, thank you, slut.” She purred before burying her face between my sore ass.

“Ahhh~” I gasped, eyes fluttering as her wet tongue rode up my slick, tired cunt. My lips parted for her tongue as she greedily licked up all the filth, my round cheeks suffocating her face as her nose pushed up against my innocent little asshole.

All I could do was moan like a whore as my finger scratched the surface of her desk. “Mmmh, Mommy… R-r-right there.” I whimpered, my mind drifting into second bliss.

Each pass of her tongue buried deeper than the last. I pushed my hips back and widened my stance, allowing her full access to my cunt.

She was amazing. Her muffled moans filled my ears and made my entire body shiver with pure, unadulterated delight.


Story 8: Afterschool Lesson

“She’s just a bully!” I said with a deep huff. I tugged at my sweatshirt — my curly brown hair falling behind the pink fabric like a waterfall.

Professor Alix laughed, “Molly is the captain of the cheer squad. Aren’t you going to try out for the college team?”

I rolled my eyes, “I was planning on it before I realized that bitch was the captain.”

Professor Alix sighed, pushing her papers to the edge of her desk. “What is it that you want from me, Meg?”

“I would like you to talk to her. This is a small college. I see Molly almost every day, and she constantly picks on me.” I said, my foot tapping against the floor.
A sly smirk crossed the Professor’s lips. “Perhaps she just wants to get close to you.”

I raised an eyebrow, “Get close to me? What do you mean.”

The Professor chuckled, “You know she likes girls, right?”

My doe brown eyes widened, “S-she does?”

“It’s no secret. She broke up with her ex-girlfriend just a few weeks ago.”

“Th-that’s around the same time she started picking on me… How do you know about the relationship status of students anyway?”

The professor shrugged, sitting back in her chair. “Like you said, it’s a small campus.” Her flowing black bangs draped over her sharp eyes. Professor Alix lifted one leg over the other, her black skirt carefully riding up her thighs as my eyes darted down to the silk leggings hugging her calves.

“W-well if she liked me… I wish she would just come out and say it…” I huffed, crossing my arms as I leaned back in my chair.

Professor Alix chuckled, making my lips curl into a smile. In my first semester of college, the professor had been such a wonderful mentor to me — I spent all of my lunches in her classroom, and her advice had been instrumental to me.

“I think you should make the first move.” The professor said, her eyes glaring into me.

“How?”
I wasn’t even sure that Molly liked me at all, and I certainly wasn’t the type of girl to make the first move on anyone, let alone the girl who had been my tormentor for weeks.

Professor Alix tucked her loose black hair behind her ears, “Something similar happened to me when I was in college. There was a girl who would pick on me relentlessly, for months on end until I did something about it.”

“What did you do?” I asked, inching to the edge of my seat.

A mischievous smirk crossed the older professor’s lips. “Well… It was simple. I just ate her pussy.”

My eyes widened and my heart skipped a beat. “P-professor!” I stammered, feeling the searing hot blush fill my cheeks.

Professor Alix tossed her head back as she laughed. “Oh come now, dear. We are all adults here.”

I gripped the edge of my chair as I glanced to the floor. As much as I wanted Molly to stop picking on me, this was way too far… Wasn’t it?

“You know… I could show you if you wanted.” Professor Alix said, a smirk crossing her lips. Her dark eyes fell to my thighs. My leggings hugged my thighs, leaving nothing to the imagination. A shiver shot through my spine. 
“I… I don’t think that’ll be necessary. I think I’ll just try to ignore her.” I said with a whimper.

Professor Alix was never the professional type of instructor, but even this was too dirty. But if that was the case, why was my heart pounding so fast?

She shrugged, “If you insist, dear. Just know that showing initiative changed the trajectory of my college career.”

Professor Alix flashed me a wink, causing the red blush in my cheeks to surge hotter than the sun.


“I… I don’t even know where I would start… I’ve never been with a woman.” I muttered, my heart racing.

“Like I said — I’d be more than happy to teach you.” She said, with a devilish grin.

My heart was racing so fast that my sweater fluttered over my chest.

“T-teach me? Like, show me a video?”

The professor shook her head, not a single strand of her raven black hair falling out of place. “What kind of teacher would I be, just sending you off with some video? I think a real-life demonstration would be the best way to impart my wisdom.”

She giggled, her knees spreading just slightly.

I couldn’t help but glance down. As she spread her knees, her skirt carefully rode up her thighs. Underneath the black skirt, I could see her moist, silken white panties peered out. Just enough to make my mouth water. “P-professor…” I muttered, my mind racing.

“Well? How about a lesson?” She said with a cheeky wink.

I knew it was wrong… But I couldn’t fight my body's wild desires. “O-okay…”

“Good girl. Now get on your knees.”

Her words echoed in my head like a command that I couldn’t resist — not that I would want to.

With a shaky exhale, I slowly rose from my seat, my legs trembling like a fawn taking its first steps. I paused for just a moment before sliding down to my knees on the cold classroom floor. The chill seeped through the thin fabric of my leggings, making me shiver.

Her beautiful, manicured hands rested on her own thighs, her fingers drumming a quick, anticipatory rhythm. "That's it," she encouraged with a soft smile. Professor Alix's dark eyes watched me intently, making my stomach flutter in nervous excitement.

As if guided by an external force, I found myself crawling forward until I was between her parted knees. Her body radiated a warmth that seemed to beckon me closer, and I couldn't help but let my eyes travel up her long, toned legs – envy and desire mingling within me.

The scent of her perfume filled the air – a heady mix of roses and vanilla that intoxicated my senses and set my pulse racing even faster. Like a moth drawn to a flame, I inched closer to her inviting warmth. Her skirt had ridden up even further now revealing more of her delicate white panties.

My heart pounded so hard in my chest; I felt like it was about to burst out. This was so wrong... and yet so incredibly exciting. A part of me screamed to stop, to stand up and run away from this madness. But another part... a growing part... was eager to explore the unknown – to give in to this forbidden temptation.

“Your first lesson.” The professor said, running her fingers through my silky brown hair. “Take off my panties, nice and slow.” She giggled.

I whimpered, “Y-yes, ma’am.” My hands rode up her soft thighs as she leaned back in her chair. Her skirt was around her waist at this point. I could see her well-kept, black pubes peering out of the fabric of her panties as I leaned in. The scent of her sweet perfume mixed with the salty scent lingering on her panties and inner thigh.

My trembling fingers curled underneath the waistband of her panties, and the wet spot right on the crotch grew with each breath she took.

“Good girl. Now peel them off…” Professor Alix said, biting her lip.

I glanced up her body as I squirmed on my knees. “Okay…”

With a deep breath, I slowly tugged the moist panties down her sculpted legs. Professor Alix lifted her feet into the air, letting me guide the fabric off her shoes.

My jaw dropped as I tossed the panties to the side. The professor’s feet fell to the side, nice and spread as she revealed her pussy to me. It was marvelous.

Her pussy was already wet and glistening, her lips like flower petals blooming in a secret garden. Drops of her arousal coated the soft fur of her mound, making it glisten in the fluorescent light of the classroom.

My breath hitched as I took in the sight before me - Professor Alix, with her legs spread wide and an expectant expression on her face. The scent of her arousal was headier than any perfume, filling my senses and dispelling any remaining doubts I might have had.

"Touch me," she commanded, her voice barely more than a whisper but loud enough to echo in my ears. Her dark eyes were glazed over with arousal, staring at me intensely as if willing me to follow her command. The way she bit her lip and squirmed in her chair only fueled my excitement.


With shaking hands, I reached out. My fingers brushed against the soft skin of her inner thighs, warm and inviting. My heart pounded in my chest as I moved my fingers upwards. Trepidation gave way to anticipation as I moved closer to her pussy.

“Mmmh, good girl.” She purred, making my body shiver.

Cautiously, I let my fingers gently trace along the edges of her swollen lips. A shiver ran through her body at my first touch and she let out a soft gasp that sent adrenaline pumping through my veins.

Her slick pussy made my fingers easily ride up and down her folds. Fuck, she was so soft.

I pressed my thighs together, trying desperately to satiate my own throbbing pussy. My mouth watered and my heart raced as I leaned in, intoxicated my the scent of her slit.

“Mmmh~” Professor Alix moaned, her hands massaging my scalp. “Good girl. Now, let’s trying introducing your tongue…”

I glanced up at her, “Y-yes, ma’am.” I purred.

I licked my lips as my eyes fluttered close.

With trembling anticipation, I leaned forward, my breath hitching in my throat as I dipped my head. I let out a soft breath against her wetness, the warmth from my exhale causing her to shudder visibly. Her hands tightened in my hair, urging me closer.

My tongue darted out tentatively, tasting the sweet moisture gathered there. The taste was intoxicating - a mix of sweet and musky that set my senses on fire and made me crave for more. A soft sigh slipped past my lips as I drank in the intimate taste of her, slowly trailing my tongue along her slit.

"Oh...yes..." Professor Alix let out a low moan, her hips grinding against my face as she sought more contact with my tongue.

I obeyed, pressing myself closer and lapping at her intently, exploring every inch of her slick folds with an eagerness that surprised even myself. The gentle hum of approval that rumbled from deep within her chest only spurred me on.

Her body was responsive to every lick and suck, every caress of my tongue against her throbbing clit. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably against my cheeks as I held her firm and unwavering.

"Fuck... yes... don't stop..." she breathed out, the desperation in her voice sending a chill down my spine. Driven by her plea, I delved deeper with renewed vigor.

“Y-you’re so good at this…” Professor Alix moaned, her thighs clamping around my face like a vice.

I moaned, feeling her pillow soft thighs suffocate me. “Slow down.” She muttered between whimpered breaths. “Nice long strokes, use the entire surface of your tongue.”

I gave a muffled response, changing my strokes from fast and furious to nice and long. The flat of my tongue rode up her entire slit. Her lips parted as my tongue rode up and down.

“Fuck! P-perfect!” Professor Alix groaned, her body squirming as my tongue rode laps up and down her parting slit.

I whimpered, my nose pushing against the moist, soft pubes at the crest of her pussy. My cheeks filled with her salty grool.

Each breath I took caused more filth to fill my lungs, causing my mind to squirm.

My fingers dug into her soft thighs as I squirmed, desperate to shove my tongue deeper and deeper with each pass.

“Now focus on my clit.” Professor Alix purred, tossing her head back. She gripped my roots, tugging my face up.

I explored further, my tongue tracing the contours of her swollen clit, teasing the sensitive bud with light flicks that had her gasping and bucking against my mouth. Then I pressed my tongue flat against it, applying just the right amount of pressure that summoned a raw moan from Professor Alix’s throat.

"D-don't stop," she pleaded again, her breathing ragged and heavy. Her arousal was more potent now, the taste stronger than before. It was intoxicating and empowering at the same time - to have her writhing beneath me, moaning because of me.

Her legs wrapped around me tighter as an involuntary squeal escaped from her lips; a sound of pure pleasure that drove me on.


"You're... Oh god... You're too good," she gasped out as my pace quickened again fueled by her encouraging words.

I purred, my hand wrapping around her inner thigh. As my tongue continued to play with her exposed clit, lashing against it like a whip — my finger pushed against the base of her cunt.

“Ohh! Yes!” She gasped, her feet kicking the air behind me. “That’s it, babe. Use your fingers as well.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. My head was spinning, each movement was fueled by pure lust as I pushed my two fingers against the base of her slit. Her pussy parted easily as the grool oozed out. My fingers pushed in, her pussy walls gripping them like a glove.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, throwing her head back. Her body squirmed under me, writhing in pleasure as I worked her with my mouth and fingers. She tasted sweet and salty, a combination that drove me heady with desire.

Her stomach muscles clenched as I curled my fingers upward, hitting that soft spot inside her that made her cry out. "Oh god," she moaned, rolling her hips against my hand and mouth. Her clit was hard and throbbing against my tongue, the swollen nub begging for more attention as I sucked on it gently.

She was shaking now, trembling with each flick of my tongue and thrust of my fingers. The soft cries escaping from her lips were like music to my ears, a symphony of pleasure that spurred me on.

“More,” she gasped out, pressing herself closer against me. Her hands were in my hair now, keeping my head where she needed it most.

I gladly obliged, increasing the speed of my strokes with both tongue and fingers. She screamed out then, a loud moan that echoed in the room as her body shuddered uncontrollably.

"Fuck… I'm close." Professor Alix's voice quivered from the intensity of the pleasure radiating through her body. It was a mesmerizing sight to behold – her flushed face sweaty and twisted in ecstasy; eyes squeezed shut while her teeth dug into the lower lip to suppress another scream threatening to slip out.

My fingers thrusted in and out of her pussy like a piston, her grool running down my hand coating the cuff of my sweater. I moaned, eagerly devouring her clit as I sucked on it like a babe. Her pussy walls pulsated around my fingers as I buried deep inside of her body.

Professor Alix’s back arched, slamming back into the chair as her moans echoed off the walls. “Ohhhh fuck! Y-yes!”
She squirmed like a worm on a hook as my fingers curled inside of her cunt, gently massaging her G-spot.

“I–I’m about to cum!” She yelped.

I whimpered, my tongue stroking against my clit as grool and saliva pooled on the seat underneath her. The professor gripped my hair, refusing to let me go as her orgasm flooded her.

My own pussy was soaking wet. The front of my leggings was drenched in grool, and the pleasure was surging throughout my entire body like a tidal wave of sheer joy.

Her climax took her with a sudden force that left her breathless. She screamed then, a long and drawn-out moan that echoed around us. It was a beautiful sound—filled with raw, unfiltered pleasure.

“Ahhhhh yesssss!” She cried out, not caring about who might hear.

Her body remained elevated above the chair, held in place by nothing more than the sheer force of her orgasm. Her legs wrapped around me like a vice, pinning me to her as she rode out the waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

Slowly, excruciatingly so, she began to come down from her high; her body relaxing as sporadic tremors of pleasure continued to roll through her. Her legs unwrapped themselves from around my waist allowing me to pull back slightly.

“Oh fuck… P-professor.” I groaned, the filth dripping off my thighs. My brown hair plastered my sweaty face as I gasped for air. Her sweet and salty taste coated every inch of my tongue.

“Fuck…” The professor moaned, collapsing in her chair. She panted, her body flustered and flushed as she eyed me with pure admiration. “You are a natural.”

I giggled, wiping the spilling filth from my mouth. “Thank you, professor~”
“I’m sure that with a tongue like that, Molly is sure to fall head over heels for you.”

My heart fluttered at the mere thought of licking Molly’s slit. One taste of Professor Alix was enough to get me addicted to pussy.

“I hope so~” I began, “Though, perhaps I may need more practice.”

She smirked, her soft hand caressing my cheek. “No problem at all. If you ever want to… Test your skills, you know where to find me.”

“Thank you… Ma’am.”


Story 9: The Secret Toy

The knock on my door jolted me from my daze.

“O-oh! Come in!” I said, startled.

“Hey, professor. Sorry, didn’t mean to ruin your nap.” Haley said with a giggle. Blush filled my cheeks. “I wasn’t napping! I was, uhh, lesson planning.”

Haley walked in, clenching notes across her chest. “Ah, I’m sure. Your last lesson had me feeling the same way.” The pretty blonde said with a giggle.

The soft blush in my cheeks turned a fiery red.

“Oh come on, I’m only kidding.” She said, giggling harder.

“W-whatever… How can I help you, Haley.”

I was surprised to see the freshman come to my office hours, she always sat at the back of class, flirting with the boys on the football team — I didn’t even think she knew where to find my office.

“I had some questions about the last topic that I would like to go over before the midterm if you don’t mind.” She said, taking the seat across from my desk.

“Oh. Sure, I’d be happy to help.”

Wow. Perhaps I was wrong about Haley. I always figured that she was a ditzy cheerleader who cared more about partying and boys.

She began to place her notes on my desk. They were all so well written, even better than what I could have done.

My eyes glanced up at her with surprise. She was a pretty girl, for sure, but I suppose she actually had some brains in there as well.

She glanced up at me, catching me staring. I yelped, averting my gaze, but she had caught me.

“It’s okay, you can look.” She said with a smirk. “I didn’t put on all this makeup for nothing.”

By now, the blush in my cheek could heat up a city — which only made her laugh even harder. “Alright, sorry. Sheesh, I didn’t think you’d be so bashful.”

“I-I’m not bashful.” I stammered, eager to change the subject “Let’s just get back to the topic at hand… I have my lesson plan in my bag around here somewhere…”

I glanced around the room, where had I put it…

Ah! There, hanging on the hook of my door.

“Here, I’ll get it,” Haley said, standing to her feet. Her white top fluttered as she got up, causing her midriff to peer out. Her pierced belly button made my lips quiver, and her pants were so tight that not a single curve was hidden.

I watched mesmerized by her swaying hips as she walked over and grabbed my purse off the hook. “In here?” She said, slowly unzipping it.

“W-wait! Don’t—”

It was too late. Haley opened the purse and peered in. Now it was her that was blushing like a beet.

“Oh!” She stammered, dropping my purse to the ground. The USB holding my class lectures spilled out onto the cold tile… As did my pocket vibrator.

I felt as though I were about to pass out. My eyes trembled and my body went rigid.


“Sorry!” Haley stammered, falling to her knees as she quickly scooped up my naughty toy and shoved it into my purse.

She let out a soft chuckle as she grabbed the USB and placed it on my desk. “I… I shouldn’t have looked, that was inappropriate. Sorry professor.” She said coyly, her cheeks a pretty shade of pink.

“I…I…” I stammered, a million thoughts running through my head — though I had trouble grabbing hold of a single one of them.

Haley just tossed her head back and laughed even louder. “Don’t worry, ma’am. We’ve all been there. I’m sure that little thing helps out quite a bit after a long day of lectures.” She flashed me a wink, her gorgeous blue eyes just making me whimper.

All I wanted to do was crawl into a hole — but Haley eyed me like a lioness who had just caught its prey. “You know…” She began, leaning forward. “Since I moved for college, I thought about getting a toy like that”

My eyebrows furrowed, “R-really? But I’ve seen you talking to all those football boys…” I said, immediately clamming my mouth shut. Thankfully, Haley didn’t take any offense to my question. She tossed her head back and laughed, her blonde hair fluttering. “Gosh, those boys are fun to flirt with, but I don’t think they have it in them to keep up with me… If you know what I mean.” She flashed me a wink, causing my entire body to seize up.

She placed my purse in her lap, her fingers teasing the entrance. “May I take a closer look?” She asked, her voice hardly louder than a whisper.

I whimpered my dirty blonde hair in disarray. I nodded, unable to force any words out of my throat.

Slowly, the cheerleader reached in, grabbing my little pink clit vibrator and pulling it out into the light.

"Like I said, I've thought about getting one for myself for a while now, you know," she mused quietly, turning the vibrator over in her hand. "But I think I'd probably need a bit of guidance..."

Her words hung thickly in the air between us before disappearing into the silence; they left behind a quiet buzz of anticipation that had me mentally tripping over my own responses.

I cleared my throat awkwardly, trying to regain some semblance of professional composure. "Well," I began hesitantly, "I suppose... I could advise you on it."

At this, Haley's brilliant blue eyes lit up even further. She stood up straighter and flashed me an approving grin. She twirled the toy gently between her fingers like she was testing its balance. “Yeah? Would that be okay?”

“Sure…sure Haley, if you want to, I...” I trailed off looking at her. Her bright eyes met mine and she nodded enthusiastically. “I’d appreciate it, professor,” she replied smoothly. The way she spoke sent shivers down my spine.

She turned the toy on, a low hum filling up the room. She held it near her ear as if listening for some secret whisper or hidden song. “So, this isn’t like… one of those fancy ones you see in those expensive catalogs, right? It seems rather… simple.” She said, her eyes flicking to me and then back at the toy she held.

I swallowed hard again, still surprised by how candid she was being about all of this. "Yes…yes, it's rather basic," I confirmed with a nod. "It's… been my companion on some lonely nights…" I blushed at my confession.

She brought the toy close to her face now, inspecting it in great detail. She frowned slightly and asked, “And how does it work exactly?”

“How about a demonstration?” I said, feeling the wetness build between my thighs. It had been so long since I’d been with another person — let alone a young beauty like Haley.

She smiled, nodding emphatically. “Please!”

“Good girl…” I muttered, the horny energy surging through me pushing away all the doubt and embarrassment. “Let’s start off by taking off those yoga pants of yours,” I muttered, eyeing the cameltoe gnawing at the fabric of her pants.

Haley nodded, placing the toy on my desk as her thumbs slipped underneath her waistband.

As if in slow motion, she rolled down the skin-tight yoga pants from her waist, revealing a tiny black thong underneath. Leaving the pants at her ankles for a moment, she took a step back and moved to unhook the stringy sides of her underwear, her hands trembling slightly with nervous anticipation. I watched as she pushed down the thin black thong as well — pooling along with her pants around her feet.

Her eyes never left mine as she carefully stepped out of her discarded clothes, kicking them to the side. The room seemed to shrink as she stood there, beautifully bare before me — a sight that would surely haunt my dreams for nights to come.

She was breathtaking; her skin smooth and unblemished under the fluorescent lights of my office — a perfect canvas for our mutual desires. Her legs were toned and strong from cheerleading practice, and they led up to a cute heart-shaped butt that was as firm as it looked in those tight yoga pants.

“Might as well take your top off as well…” I muttered, my mouth watering as my gaze fixated on her beautiful, bald pussy.

Haley giggled, “Might as well…” She grabbed her silky white top, slowly lifting it up and over her head. Her smaller, yet firm tits bounced free. Her pink nipples were already nice and hard, and her belly button piercing glimmered in the light.


I stood, circling the table as I grabbed my pink vibrator. “Good girl. Now sit back down and let me show you how this is done…” I muttered.

“Please…” She whimpered, falling back into her chair. Her knees spread, revealing her pink slit to me as Haley grabbed her tits — massaging them gently. Her pink nipples poked out between her fingers as her trembling eyes watched me fall to my knees.

The scent of her vanilla perfume filled my nose, making my entire body tremble.

“You have to start off nice and slow…” I muttered, turning on the toy. The vibration was soft, yet it filled the ambient air around us. Haley’s breathing picked up, and long and eager whimpers escaped her lips as she squirmed on the chair.

"Nice and slow…," I whispered, bringing the toy towards her tense stomach. Slowly, snaking it up her midriff. The muscles under her skin quivered as if in a primal dance of pleasure. I kept my movements slow and calculated, cherishing every gasp and whimper she let out.

Her fingers dug into the fabric of the chair as the vibrator reached the underside of her pert breasts. A shiver ran through Haley's body like an electric shock when I made contact with her hardened nipple. Leaning in close to her ear, my warm breath caressed her lobe as I murmured, "Good girl… Let the pleasure overtake you."

Her eyes fluttered shut at my praise; a soft whimper escaped from between clenched teeth as the vibrations from the toy coursed through her sensitive peak. My free hand idly flicked at the neglected nipple; she gasped from the twin sensations. “Ooooh! P-professor!”

Pulling back slightly, I admired my work - her chest was flushed an enticing shade of pink under the brilliant office lights, and arousal pooled between her parted legs. My gaze turned predatory as I switched off the toy momentarily.

"Do you want more?" I asked softly, knowing full well that there was only one answer she could give me.

Nodding eagerly, Haley parted her rosy lips to speak: "Yes... please..."

“Good girl.” I smirked, my hand cupping her round tit before I pinched her nipple.

“Oh!” She yelped, her body squirming in the chair as I rubbed her nipple between my fingers.

I pushed the toy up against her pussy, gently stroking it up and down her slit — yet refusing to push deeper or turn it on.

“P-please~” She whimpered, once again grabbing her tits and massaging them.

A sly smirk crossed my lips. “The anticipation is part of the fun…”

Gently, I pushed the tip of the small pink toy against the hood of her clit. “Ah!” She yelped, her back arching.

Her soft, eager moans made my entire body shiver with pure delight. “Good girl, does that feel good?”

She nodded emphatically, stray blonde hairs sticking to her face. “S-so good!”

“Then you are going to love this,” I said, biting my lip.

I turned the toy on, making the plastic shaft vibrate to life.

“Ahhh!” Haley yelped, her feet kicking the air as the vibrations surged through her spine.

I giggled, holding the thing up against her clit. “Good girl. Your moans are so fucking nice.”

“Oh oh ohhhh~” She purred, her finger digging into her tits as she spread her legs in the air — allowing me full access to her blooming cunt.

With delicate precision, I ran the vibrating length along the outer edges of her pussy, barely touching where she needed it most. Her pleas became more desperate as she rocked her hips in an attempt to push against the toy. “Oh god!” She squirmed. “P-please! Fill me~”

"Patience, my dear," I whispered into her ear but I could tell that my words were falling on deaf ears for all Haley seemed to care about was the growing need between her legs. “Beg for it.”


“Please! Please fuck me! Oh fuck! Please please please~” She whimpered on the verge of tears.

With a soft chuckle, I finally granted her wish and slipped the vibrator deeper into her tight folds. The gasp that escaped from Haley's lips was music to my ears. Her legs twitched apart as I explored deeper within her, using the vibrations to stimulate and tease.

“Ohhh yessss!” She cried out, her toes curling as her voice echoed throughout my cramped room. The scent of her sweet grool filled the air as the sticky filth oozed out of her slit with each labored breath.

My free hand grabbed her thigh, holding Haley nice and spread as I began thrusting the buzzing toy in and out of her depths. Every stroke sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body, causing her to clench her teeth and arch her back uncontrollably.

"Fuck! Oh fuck…" she moaned, her fingers digging into the soft flesh of her pale tits hard enough to leave bruises. Her other hand had taken one of her perked nipples in a vice-like grip, squeezing and pulling in time with my movements.

I increased the speed of my thrusts. Each push delving deeper than before. Her body was responding eagerly; hips grinding and thrusting in sync with each penetration. "Yes! Yes! Oh, fuck yes!" She chanted like a mantra.

Her entire body was trembling now; legs shaking, stomach tensing and untensing rapidly as she neared climax. I knew it wouldn't be long before she'd surrender to the overwhelming waves.

“Does that feel good, baby?” I leaned in, placing a soft kiss on her thigh.

Haley nodded, unable to form words as her eyes rolled back. “Ah ah ahhhh~” She moaned like a whore.

My own pussy was drenching. I could feel her tight walls grip the pink vibrator. Despite how sopping wet she was, pushing the toy deep inside her college teen cunt was difficult. “Take it, baby~” I moaned, sucking on her soft thigh.

Haley’s moans were pure animalistic pleasure. The grool pooled on the seat of her chair as each thrust caused more of the sticky filth to drip out of her cunt.

My thrust picked up pace as I leaned forward, my tongue began to lash her exposed, pink clit as the vibrator buried deep inside of her body — making every inch of her body tremble.

“I—I’m cumming!” Haley cried out, her body convoluted as my tongue lashed against her pink bulb.

The taste of her grool was intoxicating as I circled her little clit with my wet tongue. “Do it, cum for me,” I whispered into her slit.

I pushed the toy all the way inside of her body, watching her bald mound grip the toy as her feet kicked the air uncontrollably.

I turned the vibrator up to its highest setting, sending shockwaves of pleasure rippling through her entire body. The potent vibrations were too much for Haley as a powerful orgasm seized her. She erupted into a series of guttural moans and cries; her nude body writhed in ecstasy under my touch.

"Yessss!" she hissed, her voice barely above a whisper as she trembled uncontrollably. Her creamy thighs were slick with her juices and the smell of her arousal was intoxicating.

She came hard, her tight pussy clenching tightly around the buzzing toy, milking it for all it was worth. Her perky breasts rose and fell rapidly with each gasping breath she took, her chest heaving as waves of ecstasy pulsed through her lithe form.

Just when I thought she was done, another orgasm hit her, stronger than the first. Her back arched off the chair and she dug her nails into my arms. "Oh God...ohhh fuck!" she wailed out loudly as her body convulsed with pleasure.

“Good girl, enjoy it~” I purred, planting a delicate kiss on her pelvis.

My hand was laced with her grool — it coated my fingers like webbing. I pulled the toy out of her body, letting it tumble onto the tile floor as it splattered grool all over the place.

Haley wheezed for breath, her blue eyes fluttering as her body collapsed into the pool of filth in her seat. “Holy fuck… That… That was amazing.” She whimpered, barely able to breath.

I laughed, “Trust me, it never gets old.” I flashed her a wink, licking the filth from my fingers. Her sticky grool was as tasty as candy as my tongue scooped up all of it. “I hope you enjoyed my lesson, I’d be more than happy to teach you again.”

She whimpered, reaching over to take my hand into hers. “Please! Fuck, yes, please! I… I need more!” She panted.

I laughed harder. This gorgeous, popular blonde was like putty in my hands. “Don’t worry. I’m a good professor. I intend on teaching you all I know.”

“Good, because I intend on being the perfect little test subject… I mean… Student.”


Story 10: Lesson in Pleasure

“Oh, Miss Pecker, good morning,” I said, stumbling out of my car. The sun had barely broken over the horizon, and my older neighbor was already tending to her garden.

“Morning, Meg.” She said, tilting her big sunhat to shade her dark brown eyes. Her gaze scanned me up and down as I fumbled in my purse for my keys. I couldn’t help the blush searing from my cheeks.

My cocktail dress was snug to my body — leaving no curve to the imagination. I had been partying all night and had gone home with a boy afterward. I shouldn’t have felt embarrassed — I was an adult and on summer vacation — yet I couldn’t help the pink hue crossing my cheeks.

The woman just laughed as she tugged at her weeds. “Long night, I’m assuming.” She said with a playful wink.

“Uh, yeah… you could say that.” I said, pulling down the skirt of my red dress.

She laughed, “I hope the sex was good as well.” Her dark eyes flashed me a wink that made my entire body freeze.

“I…I…” The pink hue in my cheeks turned a searing red.

Miss Pecker tossed her head back and laughed, her raven black hair fluttering under her hat. “Relax dear, I was just playing. I was in college back in my day as well.”

I whimpered. The woman was beautiful, even in her 40s she was gorgeous. “I bet you had quite a few fun nights, huh?” I said with an uncomfortable giggle.

She winked again, “More than a few. Though it was the girls that I liked.” She tugged at another weed.

“R-really?” I never expected Miss Pecker to be attracted to women.

She nodded, a stray strand of hair falling over her face. “I liked boys as well, at first at least. Though, it wasn’t until my first time with a girl that I really understood the meaning of pleasure.”

My legs trembled. “Oh…woah.”

She looked back at me, her eyes meeting mine. “I was about your age, actually… So, I’ll ask again — how was the sex?”

“It…” I took a deep breath, “It was pretty bad…”

“You poor thing, trust me, men my age aren’t that much better.” Miss Pecker rose to her feet, wiping her hands on her pants. Her plaid shirt and denim jeans were covered in dirt, and while they weren’t the most flattering — they fit her body just right — hugging all of her curves.

“Perhaps, if you wanted, I could teach you a few lessons.” She said with a coy smirk. My eyes widened, “L-lessons?”

Miss Pecker laughed even louder. “I would be more than happy to pass along my secrets. When I was your age I learned quite a bit from older women.”

Her dirty proposal was wrong. I knew that. I… I liked boys… even if sometimes my eyes drifted and lingered on the bodies of my friends in locker rooms.

“Be honest, dear.” Miss Pecker began, crossing her hands over her chest. “When was the last time you…had an orgasm?”

I nearly fell back onto my ass. “Miss Pecker!”

She smirked, “Come now, we are just two women, aren’t we? Also, please, call me Annie.”

I gulped nervously. I should have excused myself from the dirty conversation — yet a part deep down inside me wanted to indulge her naughty questions. “Its… Been a couple of months.”

“Oh goodness,” She said, shaking her head. “That won’t do at all.” The woman extended her hand, nipped and dirty from the gardening. “Come with me. I’ll show you a brand new meaning to the word pleasure.”


I was frozen. This was so wrong, but then why was my trembling hand reaching up to take hers?

As soon as I touched her palm, she locked her fingers with mine and pulled me into her house. I whimpered, following her. Her touch was so soft — despite the dirt and scratches.

She kicked her door open, leading me into her warm abode. Her house smelt like cookies, and plants crowded every corner. Her cat sat on the windowsill, staring out to the rising sun as she pulled me into the living room.

“Shall we begin?” She said with a cheeky wink. Her grip tightened mine, making my heart race.

“O-okay.”

“Good girl… Let’s start with taking that dress off.”

"Are you sure, Miss Pecker?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. Anxiety mixed with excitement was an intoxicating cocktail, making my head spin and my heart pound in my chest.

She took another step forward, filling my nose with the scent of her flowery scent and her warm breath. “Yes. And remember, call me Annie.” Her free hand rode up my waist to my chin. She tilted my face up to meet hers. All I could do was whimper as she leaned down and kissed me.

My mind erupted. My body shook with sheer pleasure as even the most delicate kiss was enough to make the room spin.

She broke the kiss, stepping back.

Miss Pecker’s — Annie's gaze was as steady as a ship in calm waters. She gave me a small nod and a reassuring smile. "There's no need to be afraid," she said. A cool breeze whispered through the open window, rustling her wild hair that smelt of earth and sunshine. "It's just us here."

I swallowed hard and nodded in agreement. The room suddenly felt hotter, the air heavier. I could hear the ticking of the antique grandfather clock against the silence.

In the middle of this stormy anticipation, I found myself unzipping my tight red dress. My hands were shaking slightly as I shimmied out of it, bunching it on the floor at my feet, standing in just my white underwear and flushed cheeks.

"You are beautiful," she said softly, her words washing over me like a warm bath, "never let anyone make you think otherwise."

The woman stepped forward.

"May I?" she asked, her gaze falling to where her fingers had come to rest just below the swell of my breasts. I nodded with what little courage I gathered, holding back a shudder as she slid her hands up my chest. She delicately outlined the curve of my breasts, and ever so gently traced the lines of my bra through the fabric, leaving a trail of heat that made me gasp softly.

She looked at me then, her dark eyes filled with an intensity that took my breath away. Slowly, she undid the clasp at the back of my bra and slid the straps down my shoulders with a grace that made this intimate act feel almost artistic. Her touch was gentle yet confident as if she was playing a symphony on the canvas of my skin.

As the bra pooled around our feet, I felt a sudden rush of warmth spreading through me like fire. My body was tingling in anticipation as her hands came to cup my breasts. She gently pinched my hard pink nipples between her dirty yet skillful fingers sending electrifying jolts through me.

“Oh!” I whimpered, feeling her hands pinch at my gumdrop nipple. I tossed my head back, my dirty blonde hair cascading behind me as I leaned forward into her touch.

"Relax," she whispered into my ear, drifting lower until her lips hovered over my nipple. The warmth of her breath sent shivers down my spine as she flicked her tongue out against it.

Savoring the taste of my skin, she sucked gently at my nipple. Fireworks erupted within me, each one more vibrant than the last. I could feel every nerve within me stand on end as she flicked her tongue over it once more. The sensation was overwhelming in the most beautiful sense. It was something akin to drowning in an endless sea of pleasure.

“Ohhh god~” I purred, wrapping my shivering arms around her head as my back arched. I pushed the older woman’s face against my perky tits as her tongue circled my excited nipple.

Her other hand didn't remain idle either. It traced a zigzag path down my stomach, my skin twitching under her touch as if privy to some secret conversation. Leaving a trail of invisible fire, she reached down to the waistband of my underwear, slipping a finger underneath with careful deliberation.

Her dark eyes rolled up at me, meeting mine as her fingertips slipped an inch beneath the waistband of my panties.


I trembled, biting my lip as I gave her a reassuring nod. Her touch was so soft, so delicate — and my pussy was aching for it.

Slowly, her hand trailed down as I spread my stance, sweat rolling down my skin as each tug of her lips against my nipple made me whimper.

As soon as her long, slender fingers hit the hood of my clit, I threw my head back in sheer ecstasy. “Oh yes!” I cried out, not caring as to who might hear.”

Annie chuckled as she pulled her lips from my nipple, a bridge of saliva connecting her tongue to my quivering gumdrop. “You poor thing. Your knees are shaking like a newborn deer. Lay down on my couch, dear.”

She pulled her hand out of my pants, making me gasp. The woman put her fingers in her mouth, flashing me a wink as I stumbled back into her soft couch. I nearly sank in the couch, my ass hanging off the edge of the seat as my feet planted spread on the floor. The wet spot on my thin panties was already growing as I grabbed my tits — squeezing them tight.

“P-please~” I whimpered, walking her stalk forward like a lioness who caught its prey.

“Please what, dear?”

“Please make me cum!”

She laughed at me squirming on the couch, my light brown pupils dilating as she fell to her knees between my thighs. “Since you asked so nicely…” The woman tossed her hat off, leatting her dark hair flow wild.

Annie reached out, her fingers trailing over the contours of my damp underwear. Her touch was feather-light, a tease that sent a fresh wave of shivers coursing through me. “You’re so wet already. It really must have been some time since your last orgasm, huh?” she asked, her gaze locked onto mine as she traced the hem of my panties with the pad of her thumb.

A strangled moan left my lips as I nodded vehemently, my grip on the couch arm tightening. My breath stuttered in my chest as Annie's thumb found its way to the center of my wetness, running through my folds over the thin fabric. The soft pressure felt unbelievable, and I tensed up, grinding down against her hand.

“Ohh fuck! Please!”

She chuckled again, a smoky sound that sent another burst of heat radiating from between my legs. “Impatient little thing,” she cooed at me, her smirk widening when I whimpered in response.

Slowly then – torturously so – she began to peel off my panties, sliding them down over the curves of my thighs and legs until they pooled around my ankles where she swiftly kicked them away. I laid there bared to her gaze, feeling unbearably exposed yet thrillingly free all at once.

The woman smiled, leaning down between my thighs as she admired my college girl cunt. The mound was perfectly bald — and already glistening with grool. Each eager breath I took caused my lips to part just slightly enough to tease the bubblegum-pink walls inside.

It didn’t take long for the air to fill with the scent of grool.

A wicked glimmer lit up Annie’s eyes as she moved closer, her nose just a breath away from my slick mound. The faintest puff of her warm breath made me jolt. My fingers curled into the soft fabric of her carpet. “Oh, sweet girl,” she murmured, her voice barely audible. "Are you ready?"

I didn’t trust myself to speak, so I simply nodded, my eyes half-closed with anticipation. The room around us seemed to dissolve into nothingness; all that remained was the throb between my legs and the sight of Annie’s face so close to mine.

Annie's tongue flicked out, tracing a line from the bottom of my cunt and up over my clit. A gasp tore from my lips as electricity shot through me. My head tipped back against the couch cushions, and I bit down on my lower lip to keep back a moan.

“OHH YES!” I panted. “Mommy!”

"Easy now," Annie whispered. She slid two fingers down my wet slit, gathering up some of the dripping wetness and rubbing it gently onto my clit. I bucked into her touch, but she merely chuckled softly.

The woman then lowered her mouth again, settling her lips over my clit before beginning to suck gently while her fingers dove into the tight folds of my pussy. My hips rocked into her touch almost instinctively and I cried out, the noise echoing loudly in the otherwise silent room.

My tight pussy walls gripped her fingers like a glove. She pistoned her two fingers in and out of my tight, wet slit as I squirmed on the couch.

Each lash of her tongue against my clit made my back arch and slam back down on the couch. I lifted one foot up onto the edge of the cushion, spreading my thighs as much as I could so that she would have easy access.


The woman purred, her free hand reaching up — exploring each curve of my body as I melted to the pleasure.

Her fingers worked in unison with her mouth, dipping and curling inside me. The sensation of being filled and sucked simultaneously was overwhelming, sparking off fireworks behind my eyelids every time she moved.

“Mmm…” I moaned. “Annie… oh god… Mommy…”

Annie chuckled at my plea, the low rumble of her amusement vibrating against my hypersensitive clit. It sent jolts of pleasure zinging up my spine. She swirled her tongue around faster, lavishing attention onto my throbbing pearl until stars began to blink in the darkness behind my shut eyelids.

My legs trembled as they closed around Annie's head. I could feel the heat of her breath mixed with the wetness trickling down my thighs, and it only served to heighten my arousal. The knot in my belly grew tighter and tighter with each passing second; I knew I was teetering on the edge.

My thighs clamped around her face like a vice, and my hand gripped the back of her hair, suffocating the woman against my sopping wet cunt.

“Ah ah ah~” I moaned like a whore. Her tongue and fingers brought me more pleasure than any guy ever did. I felt like I was on a cloud — each neuron in my head ready to burst.

My tight, wet pussy gripped her fingers — milking them as she curled them inside my cunt — curling and scratching my most intimate itch.

Suddenly, her mouth left my clit, and my heart dropped. The unbearable emptiness was nearly enough to send me over the edge right then and there. But before I could protest, she replaced her mouth with her thumb, rubbing in tight circles around my clit while her fingers never stopped their relentless pace. “There you go. Fuck, you are so fucking tight and wet.” Annie said, panting.

Grool and saliva dripped off her chin as my body trembled under her talented touch.

My eyes rolled back into my head as each wave of pleasure washed over me. My breath hitched in my throat and my cunt contracted around Annie's fingers as the orgasm approached faster than a speeding train.

"Mommy," I gasped, "I'm gonna... I'm..."

My words trailed off into a series of high-pitched, panting moans as the furnace inside me threatened to explode.

“Cum for me,” she hissed against my skin, nibbling at the sensitive flesh of my inner thigh.

“Ahhh!” I whimpered, unable to hold back any longer. My back arched off the couch and my fingers dug into the soft flesh of my tits — hard enough to leave bruising.

Those words were all it took. With one last thrust of her fingers and a hard pinch to my clit, I exploded like a supernova.

“OH GOD!” I cried out in sheer ecstasy. Fireworks erupted in my head as my eyes rolled back into my head. “MOMMY!”

My pussy squirted grool and cum as she plunged me. Annie giggled, leaning forward her tongue scooped up as much wetness as she could.

She pulled her fingers out of my tired, battered cunt. I gasped, each breath causing more filth to ooze out of my body.

“That… That was amazing.” I purred like a cat.

She laughed, planting a soft kiss on my wet inner thigh. “It was, wasn’t it? So dear, how was your first time with a woman?”

“So amazing.” I reached down, grabbed her face, and pulled her up to me. Our lips locked again — this kiss was wild and passionate. My tongue lashed against hers as I wrapped my legs around her waist. The taste of my own grool on her mouth made my spine tingle.

She moaned, sucking on my lip as my tongue explored the cave of her wet mouth. “M-mommy~” I moaned, the pleasure too much to handle.

“Good girl. Just give in. You belong to me now…”

My heart and clit fluttered. This orgasm was so amazing — I couldn’t imagine going back to boys after this. She was mine — and I belonged to her.


Story 11: Punishment

“This is hell…” I muttered. No matter how much I raked, more leaves fell onto Ms. Lane’s yard.

“Keep raking girl, you still have to do the front yard after.” The woman chuckled from her outdoor pool.

My older neighbor watched me with disdain as I was forced to rake up each and every leaf from her yard. All I did was have one party that was a bit too loud — and the next thing I knew, Ms. Lane was complaining to my parents!

She claimed that some of the college kids from my party snuck over to her yard, which was a total lie — yet obviously my parents weren’t going to believe me over my older, divorced neighbor.

The woman eyed me like a hawk. I could feel her hot gaze searing into my back as sweat drenched my tank top and booty shorts. Fall had just begun, and I was eager to go out and enjoy the last few days of sun. Instead, I was slaving away on Ms. Lane’s lawn.

I huff, letting the rake fall to the overgrown grass. Lifting the bottom of my pink tank top, I wiped the sweat on my forehead, desperate for a break.

“I bet all the boys love that pierced belly button of yours, slut.” Ms. Lane scoffed, rolling her eyes as she swayed in the pool.

That’s it. It was one thing to rake her yard, but having to hear her constant yapping was too much.

“Don’t you have anything better to do than gawk at a 19-year-old girl?” I shouted back, my blonde hair in a frazzled disarray.

She shrugged, her one piece snug to her body. Her tits were so round and bulbous that I was afraid the shoulder straps would snap at every movement of her arms. “I enjoy watching you get what you deserve.”

“How do I deserve this? This is torture!”

“Your party, your punishment.” She smirked, her beady black eyes nearly sending me into a full-tilt rage. Her black hair was tied up into a bun. She leaned back against the edge of her pool, her bare feet kicking the water as she stared.

“Whatever, you just need to get laid. Maybe that’ll fix your attitude.” I scoffed. I reached down to grab the rake — expecting the woman in her late 30s to snap back at me. Instead, she stayed quiet. Perhaps I had hit a nerve. It had been close to 5 years since she had gotten a divorce — and I hadn’t seen her dating since.

“Are you offering?” She said, more curious than anything.

I furrowed my eyebrows, hands clenching the rake. “Excuse me?”

“Are you offering to fuck me?” Ms Lane repeated. She didn’t have her usual harsh or sarcastic tone. Instead, her eyes glimmered with something… dirty.

“I… I don’t.”

She cleared her throat. “You know, Lilli, let’s make a deal. How about you come over and…  use some of your slutty talents on me, and we can ignore the yard work?”

The heat surging through my body put the sun's rays to shame. “What… I don’t.”

I glanced down, noticing her nipples poking out through the delicate fabric of her top. Was… Was she actually being serious? I could believe that she was desperate to get laid — but she was straight… Plus she hated me.

“You can’t be serious…” I muttered. This had to be a joke, I’d be a fool to fall for it… So why was I getting so wet? I pushed my thighs together, trying to keep the blush off my cheeks as my gaze broke from her hardening nipples.


“Want me to prove it?” She said, slowly lifting out of the pool. The woman plopped her butt onto the tile edge of the water, her feet wading in.

I nodded, unsure what to expect.

Ms. Lane's hands moved with a slow and deliberate grace to the straps of her one-piece. Her fingers, tipped in vibrant red, began to pull them down. I watched, eyes wide and mouth dry, as the form-fitting fabric rolled down her body.

Revealing skin that was pale from concealment, her breasts fell free with a delightful bounce. They were even fuller than I had imagined, capped with erect dusky pink nipples that seemed to stare back at me with a challenge. The sight was so raw and unexpected that for a brief moment; I felt like time stood still.

My heart pounded in my chest as she tilted her head back and sent a wicked grin my way. There was no mockery or sarcasm in that smile now - just a pure unadulterated lasciviousness that made my pulse quicken.

"Is this proof enough?" She asked, her voice heavy and filled with an enticing promise, breaking the silence between us. Her hands cupped her own breasts, fingers subtly kneading the soft flesh as her thumbs brushed over her hardened nipples.

“I…” My heart was racing like a stallion. This was so dirty — but fuck, I could look away from her round, jug-like tits. “Okay.”

My answer surprised even me. My legs slowly walked forward, each step making me even more nervous than the last.

Ms. Lane smirked, her hands burying into her nice, big tits. “Good slut. Come and suck my tits, won’t you?”

My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, each one competing for dominance. But it was the thought of the soft, round breasts awaiting me that won out. "Yes," I whispered, my voice barely louder than the gentle lapping of the pool water against the tiles.

The walk over to her was a blur - I felt like a puppet drawn by invisible strings, each step taking me closer to my ultimate destination. Her smirk grew wider as I approached, her eyes gleaming with unabated desire. Her fingertips continued their seductive dance over her erect nipples, sending an electrifying thrill coursing through my veins.

"Good girl," she cooed, her voice melting away any remaining inhibitions I might have had. I reached out tentatively, my fingers grazing over the smooth skin of her breasts. They were as soft as they looked, and I could feel her heartbeat quicken beneath my touch.

“How does it feel?” She asked, her hands reaching up to my own hot and sweaty body.

I whimpered, “S-so soft…”

“I know.” As she spoke, her own hands grabbed at my smaller, perky tits.

“Mmmh~” I whimpered, squirming as I fell to my knees. Her hands assaulted my chest, digging deep enough to leave marks even through my top.

“You have a nice little chest as well, baby.” She moaned.

“M-mommy~” The word slipped out of my lips like a sin. My trembling, delicate fingers dug into her subtle chest, making us both moan. The birds chirped overhead — but it felt as though the world around us was melting away.

The woman tossed her head back, the pool water glistening on her curvy figure. “So, our deal.” She began, “You eat me out — and I’ll forgive your little party.”

“O-okay!” I said, a bit too eagerly. At this point, I didn’t even care about getting out of the chores — my clit was doing all my thinking for me.

The woman leaned back on the tile, her feet pulling out of the water. The blue pool water ran down her toes as she planted them on the ground. I whimpered, crawling between her thighs. Her one-piece was wrapped around her pelvis — the bottom part barely covered her pussy. I could see the outline of her lips gnawing at the wet fabric.

With a gentle tug, I pulled at the knot holding her swimsuit together. It loosened, the fabric sliding smoothly over her skin, eventually falling away to reveal her in all her naked glory. The sight was breathtaking; I was taken aback at the feast laid before my eager eyes.


The woman laughed, spreading her thighs as I leaned in. Her pussy was nice and big, with brown-tinged labia lips and short, curly black pubes all around. My mouth watered at the mere sight of her. The insides were nice and pink.

Wetness lathered her inner thigh — whether it was grool or pool water, I couldn’t be sure.

My hands wrapped around her round, plump thighs as she leaned back, her tits swaying as she admired me nestling between her thighs. The scent of her salty grool made my mind spin.

“Go ahead, have a taste.”

My body trembled. I always hated Ms. Lane. She had been a bitch ever since I was a child… but now… now she was the only person in the entire world that I wanted.

I nodded, my mouth inches away from her pulsating heat. My heart pounded in my chest like a war drum as I leaned in, my tongue tentatively darting out to taste her. She gasped, her manicured nails digging into the flesh of my arms.

"Mmmhm..." I moaned, leaning in to take another taste. Her grool was salty and sweet, the perfect blend that made me ache for more. The texture was creamy and velvety, coating my tongue in a thin layer of desire.

"Good girl." She cooed, massaging the nape of my neck. “Have you ever tasted another girl?”

“N-no…” I whimpered, feeling her thighs slowly clamp around my face.

“Don’t worry, I’ll teach you. Start off nice and slow, explore every part of my pussy.”

I whined in response, pressing my tongue deeper into her folds. The taste intensified, an explosion of flavor that had me whimpering for more. Her legs twitched in anticipation as I gently suckled on her clit, swirling my tongue around it before taking it into my warm mouth.

Her body convulsed in pleasure as she threw her head back, a low moan escaping past her parted lips. Her hands found purchase on my hair as I continued to lavish her with attention. My hands roamed up her body, squeezing her breasts gently as I doubled down on tasting every inch of her.

"Oh... Goodness..." She breathed out, panting heavily as she writhed beneath me.

My tongue lashed like a whip, making her body squirm. “S-slow down.” She panted. “Nice, slow, long strokes. Make sure your tongue gets all of my pussy.”

“Y-yes, Mommy~” I purred. I listened to her commands, the flat of my tongue slowly riding up and down her entire cunt. The grool lathered my mouth — coating each tastebud in the filthy, yet delicious liquid.

From where I was nested, I could hear her breathing deepen. Each exhale was a sigh; each inhale was laced with anticipation. She clutched my hair tighter, pulling me ever closer. I let the tip of my tongue glide from the bottom up, relishing the tremors of pleasure that it induced.

"Feel every nook, every cranny," she commanded, her voice soft and husky. Obediently, I let my tongue explore her folds more fervently. The taste of her became more profound — a heady mix of salt and sweetness that had me intoxicated. With each stroke of my tongue, I felt her body quake in response.

She moaned and sighed, urging me on with gentle pulls on my hair and soft whispers of encouragement. I took her cues to heart, adjusting my pace and pressure as per her reactions. I was a novice in this realm but under her tutelage, I began to understand the nuances.

My hands continued to play with her tits. Each pinch of her hard nipple made the woman moan. Her thighs completely clamped around my face — suffocating me with her body.

Her hips buckled and swayed to meet my mouth as my long licking picked up the pace. I couldn’t help it. Each pass of my tongue went deeper than the last — her pussy gripped my tongue like a glove as I devoured her like an animal.

“God yes! G-good girl! Oh fuck yes!” She moaned loudly — not caring as to who might hear.

Her words of praise echoed in my ears, igniting a flame of desire within me. I wanted to please her more, taste her deeper, and send her spiraling into a world of ecstasy she wouldn't soon forget. She tasted divine, the juices coating my tongue while my fingers tweaked and teased her nipples to stiff peaks.


"More… more..." She begged, her moans dissolving into gasps as I increased my pace. Her hand in my hair tightened further, guiding me to where she needed me most. Never had I been this obedient, this subservient, and yet it felt so right.

Beneath me, she continued to writhe and buck. Her legs wrapped even tighter around my head as she lost herself in the sensations coursing through her body. The scent of her arousal filled the air, a sweet and intoxicating fragrance that made my senses reel.

Her hands gripped the roots of my hair, suddenly pulling my face out of her wet pussy.

“Oh!” I yelped, grool and spit rolled down onto her shirt as I gasped for air.

“Y-you’ve been so good!” She moaned, pulling me up to her chest. My mouth immediately locked onto her big, round tits like a newborn baby.

“Mmmh~” I moaned, sucking her hard, dark nipple. Her tit pressed against my face as I nuzzled the woman’s chest.

“Now use your fingers to finish me off.” She moaned. “Just as if you were touching yourself.”

I glanced up at her, my face still locked to her nipple. The look of pure lust was filled in her eyes — she was so close.

My hand curled between her thighs. As soon as my fingers brushed her clit, the woman yelped, holding me even closer against her sweaty, flushed skin. I moaned, inhaling her scent as my tongue lashed against her nipple.

My fingers traced a teasing line down her slick folds, making her squirm and gasp beneath me. I revelled in the way her body moved, a wordless plea for more. More of my touch, more of my tongue, more of me. I was eager to oblige.

With a firm pressure, I began to rub small circles on her clit. Her hips jerked in response, a strangled moan escaping her lips. I continued my ministrations, watching as she arched beneath me, her chest heaving with every quick breath.

"Y-yes...just like that." She whimpered.

Her entire body shook as my finger danced with her clit. “C-cum for me, mommy~” I purred into her chest. My tongue continued to tease her rock-hard nipple as the woman tossed her head back and let out a moan of sheer delight.

“Ohhhh yesssss!” She screamed before falling back onto the moist tile. “Fuck!”

Her hair fanned out of the floor, and her body went limp as she panted for air.

I laughed, pulling myself off her. My spit covered her chest and each breath she took caused more filth to spill out of her cunt.

I pulled my fingers away, her grool coating them like webbing. I purred, licking my fingers clean one at a time. The taste made my eyes roll back as my own pussy grew wetter and wetter.

“How was that…Mommy?” I asked, watching the woman heave.

“Fucking…Amazing…God…” She whimpered between breaths.

“Good. I suppose I have been quite a naughty neighbor. Perhaps I should come over more often to… atone for my misbehaving?” I said with a cheeky giggle.

She smiled, reaching over to give my tits another squeeze, “Yes, I think you should. In fact, I think you need to come over every day for the next week, at least.”

I smiled, leaning down to give her thigh another peck. “Of course, Mommy.”
 


Story 12: Forgetting my Ex

“I hate him! I hate hate hate him!” I shouted. I didn’t care that I was being a bratty chile. I was seeing pure red.

Ashley, my manager just laughed. She was good at letting me vent. “I know you do, Kylie.”

“My boyfriend is the biggest dick I’ve ever met!”

Ashley laughed, leaning back at her desk. We had just closed shop. I couldn’t believe that I even made it through my shift — my boyfriend asked me to go on another ‘break’ last night.               I knew that he just wanted an excuse to sleep with his ex. Both of those rats were made for one another.

In my rage, I glanced over at Ashley. The older girl smirked, resting back in her chair as her red hair was tied up into a high ponytail. Her green eyes glimmered in the fluorescent light of her cramped office.

“What?” I asked, blowing a strand of my blonde hair out of my face.

“Nothing… You’re just cute when you’re angry. Like a little puppy.”

My mouth scrunched up, “Hey! I’m venting here!”

“I know, but I can’t help it. Look, even your cheeks are growing red like a tomato.” She said with a cheeky wink.

Curse my body for being so easily flustered.

“Oh!” I yelped, “I have an idea! Let’s go key his car! And his bitchy ex-girlfriend's car while we’re at it.”

Ashley rolled her eyes, “Why do you keep getting back with him? He is clearly an asshole, and he isn’t even that hot.”

I huffed, leaning back against her desk as I crossed my arms over my chest. “I…I uhh…” I began, feeling the heat growing in my cheeks. “Well… the truth is that he has been the only guy…who can make me cum.” I said with an embarrassed whimper.

“Is that so?” She asked, lifting an eyebrow.

I nodded sheepishly. “He may be a huge dick… but he also has one.”

Ashley laughed wildly. “Oh, you poor thing. If you need a big dick to cum, then you are probably too young to be having this conversation with.”

I scrunched my face. “I'm a college student. I have been through my fair share of boys thank you very much.”

“And you need the biggest dick to cum? You poor thing.” She huffed, a strand of ginger hair dangling between her sharp green eyes. “Have you ever…considered getting with a woman?”

My brown eyes widened. “E-excuse me?”

“Relax, it's not that serious of a question. I just wanted to know.”

“N-no…” I muttered, feeling the heat in my cheeks searing.

She puckered her lips, the corners smirking into a soft grin. “Perhaps you should. Who knows how to pleasure a girl better than another girl?” She flashed me a wink, making my heart skip a beat.

“I… I don’t think…” My racing mind tripped over my tongue.

“I’m what, ten years older than you? In my experience, I’ve found that women are the best lovers.” Her eyes scanned down my body as she rocked in her chair. “Do you want a demonstration?”

“Are you offering?” I said with a nervous chuckle.

“Yes.”

She spoke sharply. Ashley wasn’t one to joke around.

I felt the air suck from my lungs. “Wh-what…”

Ashley stood. The tall redheaded beauty had a predatory look in her eyes. “Come on, Kylie. Tell me honestly that your boyfriend was good at eating you out, or fingering you?”

I rubbed my arm as I glanced at the floor sheepishly. “Well… He never really did any of that.”

“Oh god. It’s worse than I thought. Are you telling me that he just rammed his big dick in and out of you, and you called that a good sexual experience?”

I didn’t answer, but that told Ashley all she needed to know.

“You poor thing. Okay. No more playing around. Bend over my desk.”

“Wh-what?”

“You heard me. Bend over my desk and spread your legs.”

I whimpered, this had to be a joke. I couldn’t go through with this. But then, why was my body listening to her commands?

My elbows dug into the wood of her desk as the edge pushed into my waist. My ass perked in the air as the woman circled around me.

The whiff of her perfume made my heart flutter as she positioned herself behind me. “Just relax… Let me show you what real pleasure means.” She whispered, her hand trailing down my body. Shivers shot through my body like bolts of lightning.

“Ohh~”

The whimper escaped my lips, I slammed my mouth shut but the damage was done.

Ashley laughed, “Good girl, just enjoy it.”

Her hand trailed down to my waist. I whimpered arching my back into the desk as I felt her fingers curl down past the waistband of my jeans.

Her fingers were cool against my overheated skin. I quivered under her touch, the sensation of her fingers wrapping around the button on my jeans was almost too much. I could smell her, a rich floral scent that filled my nostrils and made me dizzy.

A tug at my waistband and a delicate pull at the zipper was all it took for my jeans to loosen around my hips. The air hit my skin in a sudden rush, making me jump. Ashley chuckled from behind me, a soft sound that danced along my spine like electricity.

"See? The slow build-up is part of the fun." she mused, the word more husky than before. Her hand remained on my hip, a warm anchor in the storm that seemed to be brewing inside me. The denim scraped against my thighs as she began sliding them down slowly.

The world seemed to spin around me, Ashley's presence was the only thing keeping me grounded. She moved with ease and confidence, each movement carefully calculated to make me squirm - and squirm I did.

The jeans pooled around my feet, leaving me exposed to the older woman. Her eyes fixated on my bubbly ass, eating away at my pink panties. “Fuck…” She muttered, her hand gently groping and grabbing my underside.


“Ohh!” I moaned, my hips wiggling at her delicate touch. Her fingers curled around my inner thigh, her pointer finger inches from my wet pussy.

“I think I’m getting rather hot… Mind if I take off my clothes?” She said, stepping back.

“P-please do.” I urged, watching her intently.

She flashed me a wink, wiggling her hips like a dancer as she lifted her top up over her head. Her ponytail bounced as she tossed the shirt to the side. Her white bra held her tits up against her flat body.

She moved down to her pants, wiggling out of her leggings. Her body was pristine. She was fit and athletic, and her pale skin against her red hair was intense.

I bit my lip, peering at her white thong, which barely covered her mound. Soft ginger hairs peered out past the fabric, making my heart and clit throb.

“Your turn.” She said, stepping forward. Her slender fingers helped guide my shirt up and over my head. I quivered as the air hit the bare, sweaty skin of my back.

“No bra? You naughty little thing.” She said with a giggle.

The blush overtook my body. My tits were nice and small, and rather perky. I never had much of a need for a bra. My pink nipples were erect as she cupped them, pushing her pelvis into my ass. I whimpered, feeling the edge of the desk dig into my thighs as the woman’s hands explored my body.

“G-god… Ash…” I moaned, tossing my head back into her shoulders.

She leaned forward, her free hand slipping down my panting stomach towards the waistband of my panties.

“Good girl… Just relax.” Her hot breath on my neck made my entire body tingle. I pushed my ass back into her pelvis, feeling her peering pubes tickle my cheeks.

She attached her lips to my neck, nipping and sucking the sensitive skin. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties and tugged gently, the fabric curling against my skin as it moved downward. My heart pounded in my chest, a frenzied rhythm echoing through my ears.

Her other hand ventured towards my breasts again. Her palms were warm against the coolness of my flesh, kneading me gently as her thumb traced lazy circles around my nipple. The soft pinch made me gasp, borderline pain mixing with pleasure and inflaming my senses.

The panties finally pooled at my feet in an innocent heap. I was already so wet, the cool air of the room hit my wet slit, making my entire body squirm. “Ohh!” I moaned.

I stepped out of my jeans and panties, allowing me to spread my legs for her hand to reach down and circle my clit.

“Oh yess!” I moaned, shaking like a whore as her slender fingers danced around the hood of my bald clit.

“Good girl. So sensitive.” She giggled. Her other hand rubbed my nipple, sending waves of pleasure surging through me.

Suddenly, she let go of my tits and clit. Her hands gripped my waist, spinning me around.

“Oh!” I yelped, my hands holding onto her shoulder as she made me face her. My perky tits jiggled as my ass pushed back into the desk.

My hands curled around her shoulders, unfastening the clip of her bra as she continued to tease my clit. “Mmmh, fuck~” I moaned, watching her bra flutter to the floor. Her big, round tits swayed. The nipples were autumn brown and hard as diamonds.

“Have a taste,” She said with a wink. I couldn’t help myself. I leaned forward, holding her back as my mouth clamped onto her nipple.

“Oh yes!” She purred, arching her back as her fingers furiously rubbed my clit. Grool ran down my bare thigh as my tongue lashed like a whip against her nipple.

The pleasure surging through my spine was intense — unlike anything I had ever experienced before in my life.


"Ash...oh Ash," I whimpered, my voice barely audible as her fingers danced around my clit. I was bucking and squirming beneath her touch, completely under her control. She was the puppeteer and I was the marionette, hanging by a thread of ecstasy that only she could manipulate.

I lifted one foot in the air as my own hands reached down, rubbing over her thin thong. Her soft mound was so soft, with her peering ginger pubes nice and coarse. She was just as wet as I was. My hand slipped past the triangle fabric. The woman let out a whimper as my middle finger pushed into the base of her pussy, my palm pressing against her clit.

“God! Kylie, yes! Good girl!” She moaned, her own fingers swirling inside of me. I tried to mimic her movements, her walls were so tight that they clamped around my finger like a glove.

“Ah ah~” We both moaned, the sounds of our pleasure and the scent of our grool filled the air.

“I can’t take this anymore! I need a taste!” She yelped, falling to her knees.

I whimpered as her nipple slipped out of my mouth. The ginger goddess nestled between my thighs. I lifted one foot, draping it over her shoulder as she planted a line of kisses up my trembling thigh.

“Oh god!” I yelped in sheer ecstasy.

My hand grabbed her ponytail, wrapping it around my fist as I swayed my hips, buckling my cunt against her mouth.

Her tongue stroked up and down my pussy, each lap digging deep than the last. Her hands grabbed my waist, fingers digging into my ass as she worked her tongue like an artist worked their paintbrush — my pussy the canvas for her talents.

With each movement of her tongue, a new stroke on the canvas was laid and a fresh wave of pleasure washed over me. I could feel my body responding to her, every nerve ending brought to life in a way it never had before. A mantra began to form in my mind with each flicker of her tongue: faster, deeper, harder. Her movements were relentless, and she took my moans as gospel, following each whisper like a command of old.

I bit my lips, drowning in the sheer pleasure that her tongue brought me. Pleasure unlike any I had ever experienced in my entire life. Her tongue was better than even the biggest dick that I took. She knew exactly how to extract every drop of ecstasy from my clit.

As her tongue buried deeper and deeper into my body, her nose pushed against the hood of my clit, her hot breath on my sensitive wetness made my thoughts melt. “Ah yess! A-Ashely! I’m going to cum!”

She glanced up at me, her face buried between my thighs as my foot wrapped around her neck. I pushed her face down, gripping onto her ponytail for dear life.

“Cum for me, baby~” She purred between tongue strokes.

My body shuddered violently, every nerve from my toes to my head seemed to be on fire. A sound ripped from my throat, a primal and guttural groan of pleasure, echoing through the room. The pleasure was so intense that it swept me away, carrying me into an ocean of ecstasy. My mind went blank as pure satisfaction washed over me – her name was the only thought left in my mind.

“Ashley...” I moaned her name out in volumes that hinted at the immense pleasure she had just gifted me with. My body convulsed, pushing into her face as she drank up every last bit of me. Her tongue continued its masterful dance even after my orgasm had subsided, prolonging the aftershocks that sparked across my entire body.

“You taste so good, Kylie,” she purred against my lips.

I felt as though I was about to collapse, my knees weak as she lifted onto her feet. My leg fell from her shoulder as she held onto my waist — helping me stay on my feet.

Grool and spit glistened from her chin as she flashed me a wink. The filth rolled down over her big, baggy tits. “How was that?” She asked with a smirk.

“S-so…Amazing.” I moaned. My hands held onto her waist as well. The scent of our lovemaking was so intense, all my nerves were firing without rest. “That was the best orgasm of my life…”

“I know. See, you don’t need any silly boy.”

“You’re right… I just need you” I moaned. I leaned forward, once again taking her nipple into my mouth. The nipple was glazed with her spilling spit and my own grool. The sweet and sticky filth coated my mouth as she let out a loud groan.

“God! Kylie~” She moaned, wrapping her arms around my face — suffocating me against her soft, tender tits.

I whimpered, each breath filling my lungs with the scent of her body. My mind refused to hold a thought. Now that I had a taste of the lovemaking of a woman, especially one like Ashley. I could never go back — not that I would want to.


Story 13: Late Night Delivery

Finally. A weekend to myself. With my husband off to visit the in-laws for a few days, I had the house to myself.

I pulled my body out from the bubble bath, how long had I been in there? It must have been an hour — the sun had set outside. It didn’t matter. This was a weekend of relaxation — I hadn’t been alone for so long — this was well overdue.

I wrapped the cloud-soft bathrobe around my body, moisture lingering on each one of my curves. My curly brown hair fell to the small of my back as I opened the bathroom door. Steam flowed out like smoke as I walked over to the couch. This was going to be an evening full of romcoms and pizza.

As if on cue, the doorbell rang. I was startled at the sudden noise as it echoed around the empty house. It must be the pizza. I shuffled towards the entrance in my plush slippers, still snug in my bathrobe. The plush fabric caressing my skin sent a small jolt of electricity down my spine.

I opened the door to an unexpected sight: a young, blonde girl stood on my porch, a university logo plastered on her top. I blinked at her beauty. She was stunning, her eyes a dazzling shade of blue standing out against her flawless fair skin. Her lips held an unsure smile, and my heart fluttered.

“Oh! Umm, hello!” She said with an innocent voice and a nervous smile. The college girl scanned my body up and down — despite being hugged by the thick robe — all of my curves were on full display.

“Hello, dear.” I smiled, leaning against the doorframe. The waft of my strawberry bath soap filled the air as I invited her into the foyer of my house.

Her top was snug to her body as well — she was a petite girl, but her legs were nice and toned. I couldn’t help but steal a glance at her ass as she walked in.

“Sorry it took so long, traffic was intense.” She laughed.

I smiled, walking to my purse as I reached in to grab my wallet. From behind, I could feel the girl’s gaze fall to my ass. My bathrobe slid up my legs as I bent over, digging into my purse. My legs were on full display for her to gawk at.

I grabbed the cash and walked back to her. The girl tucked her blonde hair behind her ear, pink blush filling her cheek.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Come on dear, you are acting like you’ve never seen a woman in a bathrobe.”

She laughed nervously. “S-sorry~”

“Don’t be. I’m flattered.” I flashed her a wink, causing the pink in her cheeks to intensify.

I handed her the money, subtly allowing my robe to fall open slightly. I noticed with satisfaction, her eyes fell to my exposed cleavage. She looked surprised, a soft gasp escaping her lips as her gaze lingered over my breasts.

"Oh, I'm sorry," I cooed, feigning innocence as I covered myself up again. Her bright blue eyes widened further at my teasing tone, and her blush returned tenfold.

"N-no, it's no problem," She stammered, glancing away quickly. I smiled knowingly, watching as she fumbled with the money and nearly dropped it.

"Are you sure you're okay?" I asked her gently, touching her arm lightly with my fingers. She flinched under my touch but didn't move away. Instead, she nodded, biting her bottom lip in what seemed like an attempt to control herself.

"I'm okay," she whispered back, finally meeting my gaze again. This time though, there was a spark in her eyes that wasn't there before — a hint of curiosity mixed with desire that made me grin widely.

My husband was away. He was a fine man, but he was so boring in the bedroom. I had suggested that we bring another girl into the fold, but he gawked at the idea. Well… Now that he wasn’t here — perhaps I could let my desires run wild, at least a bit. Teasing the innocent delivery girl was so much fun — and given her dilating pupils — she was enjoying it as well.

“This is a beautiful house, ma’am.” The woman said, admiring the dangling chandelier — catching the moonlight through the window.

I smirked, “Thank you. My husband is away this weekend — so it’s a bit unnerving spending the evening alone.”
“... Is that so?” She asked, puckering her lips to keep the giddy smile off her face.


“What’s your name?” I smirked.

The girl batted her sapphire blue eyes. “C-Courtney…”

“Well, Courtney… Would you like to, perhaps…” My heart began to race like a stallion. “Share this big pizza with me?”

“Really?”

I nodded, licking my lips. “It looks so tasty, but silly me decided to order a large. I can’t possibly eat it all myself…”

“Well…” She muttered. “If you insist…”

“I do.”

Courtney’s smirk broke through — despite her biting her lip. “In that case…”

I took her by the hand as she kicked off her shoes. Her floral socks were so cute — just like the rest of her. Her hand was warm as our fingers interlocked. I guided the girl to the living room, placing the pizza on the side table. The fireplace roared as she joined me on the couch.

As I sat, I pulled my legs onto the cushion. The bathrobe ran up my thigh, revealing all of my sculpted legs. Courtney couldn’t keep her eyes off me.

“Oh! Silly me, I forgot to tip you. But my wallet is all the way in the foyer” I said softly.

Courtney giggled. “Actually… I think there is another tip you can give me.” She inched closer, the heat off her flushed body burned hotter than the fireplace. She leaned in, her eyes fluttering at the scent of the bath soap lingering on my skin.

My thighs began to spread, as if with a mind of their own. The bathrobe slouched off my pelvis, revealing my thighs and slit for her to admire.

Courtney reached over, brushing the robe to the side. The smirk on her lips grew into a full-grown smile as her eyes glimmered. “Woah…”

Her gaze fell squarely on my slit. I leaned back on the armrest, spreading my legs as she admired me.

My bush of tangled brown pubes glistened — moisture coating my inner thigh. Whether it was bath water or grool — I wasn’t sure.

Each breath I took caused my pussy to quiver as one foot fell to the floor, the other spreading on the couch as I watched the innocent college girl leaning in. Her hand reached forward, pushing my thigh spread. Her touch was so delicate — almost as delicate as she was.

Courtney whimpered, her eyes glimmering as I noticed her nipples pointing out against her delivery girl outfit. I giggled as her thumbs curled around my inner thighs — spreading my brown-tinged slit.

“Have you ever seen an older woman’s cunt before?” I asked, stroking her arm. Goosebumps grew on her pale skin as her eyes met mine, “N-Never.”

“Enjoy it.”

Courtney's hand moved up my thigh, inching closer to the heat radiating off my cunt. I exhaled a shaky breath as her fingers danced around my opening, teasing my slick folds. My clit throbbed with anticipation, begging for her touch.

Slowly, she brushed her fingers against my lower lips, sending ripples of pleasure throughout my body. My back arched off the couch, my moans bouncing off the walls. The smirk on Courtney’s face was replaced by an expression of pure curiosity and delight.


"C-Courtney," I breathed out, "I'm so wet." My fingers found their way to her hand, guiding her movements. Her fingers traced the outline of my pussy, exploring each fold and crevasse.

“I…I can tell. Fuck.” She whimpered, breathing deeply to inhale my scent.

When she finally touched my clit, I gasped. The sensation was overwhelming - waves of pleasure spreading from my clit to all corners of my body. She looked up at me with wide eyes, impressed by the effect she had on me.

“I bet that felt good.” She giggled.

“I-it does!” I whimpered, unable to hide my moans.

“Then you’re gonna love this.”

Courtney began rubbing slow circles around my clit while her other hand explored the rest of my pussy. Each stroke sent jolts of pleasure through me, building into an exquisite pressure at the base of my spine.

Her thumb pressed against my throbbing clit while her fingers slipped between my wet folds. My hips bucked against her hand as she plunged one finger inside me.

“Ohh god!” I yelped, my back arching. I squirmed like a fish, causing the white robe to fall off my body. My tits sprang free. Nice and big, with brown nipples already hard with lust.

I felt my pinkness grip her fingers like a glove. She swirled them inside me as if she wanted to scratch my deepest, dirtiest itch.

"Mmm…more," I groaned, pushing against her hand. Nodding, she thrust another finger into me. Her fingers pumped in and out slowly at first, but gradually picked up speed. The couch creaked under us as she finger-fucked me.

The sound of her fingers slowly thrusting in and out of my pussy was only rivaled by my moans of sheer pleasure. I tossed my head back, feeling every part of her finger explored my wet slit.

“OH OH OHHHH~”

“God, you are moaning so loud,” Courtney purred, leaning in closer. Her ass wiggled in the air as she arched her back, her face inches from my slit. She held her fingers deep inside me, curling and uncurling as her thumb continued to pleasure my clit.

“Y-you are so good at this~” I moaned, slipping my fingers through her soft blonde hair.

“Better than your husband?”

“So much better! He never touches me like this.”

“You poor thing.” She pouted. “Let me take care of you then… Mommy~”
The word sent shivers down my spine. Courtney was a college girl, likely half my age — and here she was, pushing me to the brink of sheer ecstasy.

“Can I lick it?” She whimpered, pulling her fingers out. Courtney used her two fingers to hold my pussy spread, revealing the bubblegum pink walls inside. I nodded emphatically, barely able to breathe.

“Y-yes! Please!”

I tugged at her hair, pulling her face closer against my sopping cunt.

The girl laughed as my thighs clamped around her head like vice-grips.

As soon as her tongue hit my slit, I let out a moan of ecstasy. “OHHH!” I yelled, not caring as to who might hear.

The delicate blonde’s nose pressed against my bush of pubes as she inhaled my scent, “Mmph~” She moaned, her eyes fluttering as her tongue rode up and down my pussy — burying deeper with each pass.

All I could do was clutch the couch and buckle my hips as Courtney’s warm mouth went to work on me. Her tongue was relentless, lapping at my wet folds, flicking my nub, then dipping inside my hole.

I gripped her head tighter, urging her on. "More… Courtney… more!" I begged, the words barely more than whimpers.

She responded by plunging her tongue deeper still before pulling back to graze her teeth against my hypersensitive clit. I cried out in pleasure, my back bowed off the couch as each new sensation sent waves of ecstasy rolling through me.

"Mommy likes that," she purred, her voice a sultry whisper that made my heart race. "You're so wet for me."

The way she said it made me blush, but I couldn't deny it. I was soaking the couch beneath us. "Yes… Please... I need you," I confessed, reaching down to guide her hand back between my legs.

Her fingers slipped easily inside me, joined by her tongue that continued to lap eagerly at my clit. My orgasm was coming closer and closer in giant waves, building up inside me until I thought I might explode.

“I—I’m about to fucking cum!” I squealed, my thick thighs suffocating her as my free hand tugged at my nipple. I held her down, her tongue lashing like a whip as the room spun around us.

“C-cum on my face!” She whimpered into my cunt. Her hot breath on my clit was euphoric.

“Oh oh ohhhh!” I moaned loudly. My entire body shook as if hit by lightning. The pleasure of my clit surged through me, and the mess of rushing thoughts in my head turned to sheer smoke as my eyes rolled back.

Courtney sucked deeply, my spilling juices and squirt coated her face and mouth. She whimpered like a slut, her cheeks filling with my filth as her tongue lapped up all of my juices.

With a gasp, my body went limp, allowing the dirty blonde to toss her head back and moan.

“Oh fuck!” She whimpered, licking her lips as stray hairs stuck to her face. “Th-that was amazing~”

“It was… Holy shit.” I moaned. I couldn’t help it. I reached up, tugging her arm until the girl fell on top of my body. She whimpered as I wrapped my arms and legs around her body. Our faces smushed as I shoved my tongue into her waiting mouth.

“Mmmh!” She moaned, our tongues lashing. The taste of my sweet and salty grool filled my own mouth as we kissed like passionate animals. My hands clawed at her back and squeezed her ass as she thrust between my legs.

“God~ You taste so good.” She moaned as I sucked her lip.

“I… I need you.” I panted, my mind still spilling.

“I need you too, Mommy~”

We broke the kiss. A bridge of spit and grool connected our faces as her hot breath landed on my cheeks. “M-my husband is gone all weekend…”

“Well… I suppose I shouldn’t leave you alone in this big, empty house.” She giggled, groping my baggy tits.

I moaned as her fingers dug into my flesh, my legs locked around her waist. “No, I don’t think you should…”


Story 14: Tied up

I knew that Brooke would love the pie that I baked. When we were roommates in college, she always begged me to bake for her, and even during her wedding — I was tasked with making the deserts. This new banana cream pie recipe that I tried was going to be delicious!

“Hey, Brooke! Open up!” I shouted as I knocked on her door, balancing the pie on my other hand. The wind picked up, blowing my black hair all over. “Hurry! Before the pie gets cold.”

No answer.

That was strange. Brooke and I were best friends, and I had her location settings on my phone. Her phone was at her house, and if I knew Brooke — she wouldn’t even go to the bathroom without her phone — let alone leave the house.

I pursed my lips. Perhaps something was wrong? Brooke’s husband, Trevor was usually working at this time — and Brooke doesn’t like leaving the house alone.

“Fuck it…” I muttered. I bend down, flipping over her welcome mat to reveal her spare key. I would check to make sure that she was okay, and if she wasn’t home I’d just leave the pie on her kitchen table and be on my way.

I unlocked the door, pushing my shoulder into the big frame. “Hey, Brooke!” I shouted into her empty house. No reply, but the kitchen table was lined with clean cutlery and a burning candle — odd…

I placed the pie on the table, noticing the chicken warming in the oven. Where could Brooke be?

I glanced up her stairs, towards her bedroom. The door was left ajar, allowing the flickering of candle lights to spill out onto the hallway. “B-Brooke?” I said, slowly making my way up the stairs. Still, no answer.

I placed my hand on the door, slowly pushing it open as I peered in. “Brooke are you — Oh god!”

I yelped as I saw my blonde best friend tied up on her bed. Her hands were handcuffed to the bedpost with a black rubbed ball gag shoved into her mouth.

“Mph!” She cried out, biting into the gag. She squirmed on the mattress, her tits bouncing around as her feet kicked the sheets.

All she had on was a pair of silky white panties — nothing else.

I glanced away, already feeling the blush in my cheeks. “Brooke! What the hell is going on here!”

“Mmmphph!” She whimpered, unable to speak.

I couldn’t help but laugh. This shouldn’t have been a surprise. Back in our college days, Brooke was rather… Slutty. Even if she hated to admit it.

Chuckling, I walked over, tossing a blanket over her body to cover her. Her blue eyes pierced into my black ones as I unfastened the gag from behind her blonde locks.

Brooke gasped, spit falling down her cheek as the leather ball gag fell to the pillow. “Ashley! What the hell are you doing here? Fuck, I thought you were Trevor!”

I rolled my eyes, “Lucky guy. I’m sure he would have loved to walk into this.”

She huffed, “Yeah, well I figured I’d try and… Spice up our sex life a little.”

Poor thing. Brooke wasn’t used to a boring sex life, but Trevor was the definition of vanilla. Hell, according to Brooke it took almost 3 months of dating for him to even attempt a sex position besides missionary.

“I just wanted to drop off a pie. I didn’t mean to ruin your surprise… How long have you been locked up here anyways?”

“Like an hour. Where the fuck is he? He should have been home by now.” She huffed, trying to blow a strand of hair that stuck to her flushed face.

I laughed, brushing the hair behind her ears as she tugged on the cuffs. “I’m sure he’ll love it. You look hot as fuck.” I chuckled.

“I did look hot until you came and covered me up with the blanket.”

I rolled my eyes even harder. “Okay, fine, here you go.”

I grabbed the blanket and tossed it aside, once again revealing her naked body. We had been friends for so long, that I had seen her naked numerous times — though it had been a while.

As I revealed her, I couldn’t help but stare at her big, round tits. Her pink nipples matched the hue in her cheeks — and her stomach was well toned.

“Damn, if you are looking at me like that — then Trevor is going to fucking love this.” Brooke chuckled.

“I bet he is. I can barely keep my hands off you.” I joked.

“Well… Nothing is stopping you.”


My heart skipped a beat. “Wh-what?”

Brooke giggled. “I’m all tied up.” She tugged at the metal handcuffs locking her arms over her head. “Not like I can stop you… Not that I would want to, anyhow…”

“You can’t be serious?”

I waited anxiously for her to laugh this off as another stupid joke — instead, her eyes glared at me with pure lust.

"Dead serious," Brooke replied, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Besides, I need to make sure my nipples are nice and hard for Trevor…”

My throat felt parched as I swallowed down my nervousness. Her naked form was delectable, all laid out before me like forbidden candy. Her firm breasts with those perky pink nipples called out to me. I hesitated for a moment, and she smirked.

"For someone who's seen me naked so many times, you sure seem shy now," she teased, tugging against the handcuffs again to draw my eyes back to her body.

I couldn't resist, taking a deep breath to steady myself. "Alright... alright." I finally conceded, moving closer to the bed.

It felt different this time. It wasn't just us changing clothes in the locker room or sunbathing on the beach. There was a palpable tension buzzing in the air between us as I reached out, letting my fingers trace her skin gently.

Her breath hitched as I lightly caressed her breasts, pinching her nipples till they hardened under my touch. The lingering 'mmm' that slipped past her lips had me drenched and more turned on than I ever thought possible.

"See," she moaned out between gasps of pleasure, "that's not so bad now is it?"

"Shut up," I retorted but couldn’t wipe the wide grin off my face. Her arousal was infectious; it was hard not to get caught up in her excitement.

The realization of what we were doing started sinking in then - me playing with Brooke's tits while she was tied up bare and completely at my mercy.

My fingers dug into her subtle pillows. Her nipples were nice and hard as I groped her. “Oh~” She purred, squirming on the bed. Her pussy gnawed at the fabric of her silky panties as her feet kicked the sheets underneath her.

“Does that feel that good?” I asked with a nervous chuckle. Brook was squirming as if she were approaching the best orgasm of her life.

“You have no idea… It’s been so long since… Since I’ve cum…” she whimpered between gasps.

“You poor thing…” I muttered. “Perhaps… I can get you warmed up for Trevor?”

I couldn’t keep the mischievous smirk off my lips.

Her eyes met mine, I already knew her answer. “Y-yes, please~”

“Good…” I mumbled, my hands wandering down to her trembling abdomen. The gasping breaths she took made her stomach ripple beneath my touch, sending an inexplicable thrill down my spine.

My fingers danced over the elastic band of her panties, and a moan escaped her lips in anticipation.

“So eager… I can see how wet your panties are already.” I giggled, the tip of my fingers dancing under her waistband.

“I…I need you~” Brooke moaned, her back arching against the sheets.

“I don’t want to ruin your panties… Poor Trevor is going to come home to a messy slut.”

“I don’t care! I need you!” She gasped, barely able to breathe.

“Good girl.”

I let my hands slide further down, toying with the edge of her panties before pulling them down agonizingly slow. Her wetness soaked through the fabric, and it both thrilled and terrified me.

Once her panties were discarded, I gazed at her exposed pussy, glistening and ready for me. Her scent wafted up to my nostrils, heavenly and absolutely arousing — like salty taffy.

“Ohh~” I purred.

I licked my lips. Her pussy lips began to spread with each gasp. Her pink lips bloomed like a flower, glistening after the spring rain. A small crown of blonde pubes adorned the hood of her clit — which was already peering out.

“God… You’re gorgeous.” I moaned, the air filling with the soft scent of her perfume and wet cunt.


"Fuck..." She groaned, her fingers curling into the chains of her cuffs. Every twitch and squirm of her body made me grin wider.

Slowly, my trembling fingers circled around the hood of her clit, making her moan even louder.

“Oh god! Y-yes!” she begged, her breaths short and stammered.

"Such a responsive little slut," I cooed, watching her tremble in anticipation. "Should I touch you here?"

With that, I flicked her clit lightly with my thumb, soaking in the sweet sound of her cries. A rush of power surged through me at every whimper and plea she let out.

"God... yes!" Brooke practically screamed, her hips bucking up to meet my touch. Her thighs quivered as I started circling her clit, each stroke making the blonde beauty gasp in pleasure.

"Look at you, so wet for me," I whispered into the silence, my voice heavy with lust. "Soon you'll be cumming so hard..."

The grool oozed from her tight little cunt, soaking into the sheets beneath her. “Ahhh~” Her moans echoed throughout the entire house.

“Fuck, you look so yummy.” I giggled as my free hand tugged at her hard nipple. “Y-you don’t mind if I go in for a taste, do you?”

“P-please! Fuck!” She whimpered.

“Thank you~” I purred.

I rose onto my knees. My black hair dangled as I gave her mouth a quick peck, tasting her strawberry lip balm before I nestled my face between her thighs.

Brooke spread nice and wide, her knees in the air as her toes gripped the sheets.

My nose was inches away from her soaked little cunt, the aroma of her arousal wafting up and making my mouth water in desire. "Mmmm," I moaned softly, teasing her by blowing lightly on her wet lips. She shivered from the sensation, desperately trying to push herself against my face.

I tore myself away from her just enough to allow my fingers a better position. The first touch of my finger against her entrance drew a sharp gasp from Brooke. My body thrummed with anticipation.

“God! Ash! I need you!” She gasped.

Sliding my finger in was like sinking into a warm, wet dream. "So tight," I murmured appreciatively, a devilish smirk playing on my lips as I began pumping slowly in and out of her clasping pussy.

“Ahhh yes!” She gasped, tossing her head back in sheer ecstasy.

Her mewls and whimpers increased with every thrust of my finger, her cunt clenching around me as she begged for more. The cuffs rattled as she squirmed like a fish out of water. Her thighs clamped around my face as I fingered her tight cunt.

I added another finger, stretching her a little more. Her cunt gripped my fingers like a glove as I itched her most intimate scratch. The grool oozed out, coating my fingers like webbing.

I couldn’t help but lean forward and have a taste.

I let my tongue glide over her swollen clit, savoring the sweet and tangy flavor that was distinctly Brooke. "God, you taste so fucking good," I mumbled against her, my words vibrating against her sensitive flesh. Her body convulsed beneath me, a strangled sound escaping her throat as she tried to catch her breath.

"Yes...Ash...don't stop!" she cried out, writhing and bucking beneath my skilled fingers and eager tongue. Her cunt was drenched, dripping with arousal that smeared across my chin and down my neck.

I laughed, low and throaty, relishing in her desperation. "Impatient, are we?" I teased, flicking her clit with my tongue in quick successions that had her gasping and keening.

"Fu-uck!" she stuttered out, arching off the bed as a wave of pleasure electrified her body. Her pussy clenched around my fingers, pulsating as I hit that sweet spot that made her see stars.

My fingers moved faster, working in rhythm with my tongue dancing over her clit. I could feel Brooke trembling beneath me, so close to the edge but not close enough.

"Just let go," I whispered against her folds. "Cum for me."

“I’m going to cum! Oh god, I’m going to cum!” She yelled like a true whore. Her puffy pussy lips gripped my fingers as I held them all the way inside of her. I scratched her G-spot, my tongue flicking her clit like a punching bag as my mouth filled with her sweet and tangy grool.

I licked it all up like a starving animal. Her moans rang in my ears making my entire body quiver.

“Take it, cum for me.” I moaned.

This was so wrong, yet so right. My free hand rode up her body, groping her chest and tugging at her nipple. Her body was so hot and sweaty, she had completely given in to the pleasure.


“Ash, Ash~” My name was a sin on her lips.

“I know you love this. I’m so much better at playing with your pussy than Trevor is, aren’t I?” I said with a mischievous tone.

“S-so much better! Fuck!”

“I know. And now you are gonna cum for me, aren’t you?”

She nodded emphatically, her hair sticking to her panting, flushed face. “Oh yes! I’m going to fucking cum!”

I smirked, glancing up at her squirming body as she gripped the chains of her cuffs that locked her to the bedpost. “Good slut~ Cum for me.”

Brooke couldn’t hold back her orgasm any longer.

With a raw, guttural cry, she exploded. Her body convulsed and thrashed beneath me, the muscles in her thighs tensing against my head. She was gushing, her arousal flooding out of her in a warm, wet wave that coated my hand and drenched the sheets beneath her.

"Oh fuck!" She shrieked, each word punctuated by a sharp gasp as her orgasm ripped through her.

“Ohhh yes!” I moaned, my eyes rolling back as I licked up all the wetness I could. Her pussy grool was so fucking sweet, it was like a wet oasis.

Her pussy pulsated around my fingers like a vice, clenching and unclenching as she rode the waves of pleasure. I kept my pace steady, not slowing down even as she writhed and squirmed beneath me. I watched with satisfaction as Brooke experienced the blissful agony of an orgasm that didn't seem to have an end.

Her clit throbbed beneath the firm press of my tongue, and applying just a bit more pressure sent another intense wave coursing through her body.

"Yes, Ash! Oh God yes!" Brooke's words were almost incomprehensible now, choked out between cries of pure ecstasy.

The sight of Brooke so vulnerable and receptive under me was intoxicating. I was drunk on her moans, her taste, her scent.

I could tell how long overdue this was. Her orgasm had built over God knows how long, and her release was seismic.

Her body finally began to relax, her panting slowing down gradually.

Slowly, I lifted to my knees, panting to fill my lungs with fresh air. “Fuck… Brooke. You… You taste so good.”

She gasped, her eyes fluttering. “Th-that was…” She couldn’t even finish her sentence.

I laughed, crawling over her. My body straddled her as I laid over her body, pushing her into the mattress.

Our lips locked as I kissed her. “Mmmh~” She moaned, shoving her tongue into my mouth as we kissed wildly.

“Oh yesss~” I whimpered, feeling the crotch of my own pants wet with grool.

She moaned like an animal as her tongue lashed into my mouth, exploring every inch as she tasted her own wetness.

My hands groped her chest as we kissed, my hips grinding against her own.

“I… I need you… Brooke.” I purred between kisses.

“I fucking need you too. Oh god.” She panted, pressing her forehead against mine. The spit and grool coated both of our faces, filling our lungs with filth. “I need you so bad. That was the best orgasm ever.”

“I know~” I giggled, slapping her tits. “How about I come over tomorrow… And walk into you tied up just like this again.”

She whimpered, “O-of course~”

“Good girl.”

Slowly I pulled her panties up to her legs as I crawled off her. The fabric was coated in wetness. The bed was a mess, as was Brooke. It would be quite the sight for Trevor.

“Enjoy your hubby,” I said with a wink as I wiped my chin, walking towards the door.

I glanced back at her, panting and filthy on the sheets.

I couldn’t help but laugh. What a slut my best friend was — I had always watched from the sidelines — but now, I was going to enjoy her as well.


Story 15: Deep Tissue Massage

“I’m going to warn you beforehand — I’m about to vent your ear off,” I said, stepping out of the changing room with a towel wrapped around my waist. “James has been a complete dick recently.”

Sabrina laughed, rubbing her hands with massage oil as I laid myself on her table. The soft towel was like a cloud hugging my skin, and the burning candles and incense made my eyes heavy as soon as my head hit the round face pillow.

“Go ahead girl, it’s my job to get all the stress out of your system. If that means listening to you rant about your husband, then that’s fine by me.”

She stepped closer, her floral perfume was subtle, but enough to make my spine tingle.

The talented woman started with my shoulders, her fingers working their magic to push out the knots that had been building for the last month.

“Ohh… That’s it.” I groaned, losing myself to the sensation. I had almost forgotten about James… Almost.

“So, let’s hear it,” Sabrina chuckled as she worked on my upper back and arms.

“Well, hear this.” I began, my mind torn between the burning rage towards my husband and the pleasure that Sabrina was bringing.

“He came home the other day, completely forgetting that it was our two-year anniversary. The asshole forgot about it last year as well!”

“Unbelievable…” Sabrina huffed, her hands gently pulling down the towel, revealing more of my back as the fabric loosened around my torso.

“Tell me about it. The guy doesn’t give two shits about me or our relationship. So long as I continue to make him dinner and suck his dick at night, that’s all he cares about.”

Sabrina sighed, “Sounds like he really takes you for granted.”

“He does. I don’t mind doing that stuff with him. In fact, I love pleasing him — I just wish he cared to return the favor. The other day, after I sucked him off, he didn’t so much as give my pussy a single rub. He just rolled over and went to bed.”

“Oh, you poor thing,” Sabrina said with a chuckle.

My cheeks flushed red. Sure, Sabrina let me vent about anything — but that was probably an inappropriate comment.

“Sorry, you probably don’t want to hear about my sex life… or lack thereof.”

“Don’t worry about it, girl.” She said with a giggle, her soft hands curling around my waist as she leaned in. “I’m here to help you let go of your stress, remember?”

I groaned, feeling her hands dig into my skin. “You’re doing a great job at that…”

Sabrina stepped around the table, giving my lower back the full attention of her skilled fingertips. "You're full of tension," she noted, an edge of sympathy in her voice. I moaned affirmatively, letting my eyelids flutter shut as her hands worked pure magic along my spine.

"Ah, my husband doesn't touch me half as well as you do…" I said, half in complaint and half in sheer bliss. Sabrina's touch was like a balm on my weary soul; it was so unlike my husband's clumsy, dismissive gestures. "All he knows is fumbling around with my breasts and then finishing off as quickly as possible."

My tits pressed against the massage bed. My nipples were hard, digging into my skin. Sabrina’s hands were just so talented. I turned my face away from her, hoping to hide the blush in my cheeks.

“Oh~” I moaned as her thumbs ran up either side of my spine. Immediately I slammed my mouth shut. “S-sorry~”
Sabrina laughed, her dirty blonde hair swaying. “Don’t be. Those moans are telling me that I’m doing a good job.”

“You sure are…”


She lifted her hands off my back and turned her attention to my legs. My toes curled as she rubbed more oil on my flushed skin, her hands working up and down my calves and thighs.

Each stroke of her fingers was like a shot of pure pleasure straight to my core. I could feel her hands on my flesh, strong, yet gentle, kneading and massaging me in ways I never knew existed. Every touch sent electric waves through me.

The burning incense and warm air in the room made me feel as though I were in a dream, and Sabrina’s hands only added to that cozy feeling.

"Your legs are so tense," she murmured, her voice soft and seductive in the quiet room. My eyes were closed but I could feel her gaze on me, heavy and warm. Her hands moved up my thighs, massaging the muscles there with a firm pressure that made me gasp.

Slowly, her hands rode up my thigh, dancing underneath the fabric of the towel — inches from my buttocks. “Is it okay if I take the towel off? Something tells me you need a much… deeper body massage.” She said, her voice barely louder than a whisper.

I whimpered, my eyes trembling. All the other times I came, she left the towel around my waist. I wore nothing underneath it — not even any panties.

“S-sure,” I muttered, surprising even myself.

“Good.” She hummed.

Gently, she unwrapped the towel from my waist. I lifted my butt an inch into the air, allowing Sabrina to grab the fabric and toss it to the side.

The heat of the room bore down on me as I squeezed my thighs together, my clit ached as I felt her gaze searing into my bare naked ass.

“Beautiful… James is a lucky guy — if only he knew how good he had it.” Sabrina murmured, a husky edge to her voice that sent a shiver down my spine. I felt her oily hand on the small of my back, steadying me, reminding me. This was real. This was happening. “Remember to breathe,” she whispered, her voice honeyed and soothing.

I gulped as I felt the heat from her hands transferred onto my skin as she started kneading my buttocks. The oil on her fingers made every touch slick and sensuous, sliding across my flesh like silk.

Another moan escaped my lips as I felt her fingers dig into my rear.

Sabrina gave a soft chuckle, her breath brushing against the nape of my neck causing goosebumps to erupt all over my body. "You like that?" she asked in a teasing tone.

"Yes..." I sighed, too lost in pleasure to feel embarrassed about it.

“You know,” She began, “I think your ass has a lot of stress in it. I’m gonna need to pay extra attention to it.”

“P-please do.” I whimpered. My mind raced as her fingers dug into my soft cheeks, spreading them just enough to tease my pussy and ass.

My cheeks were hotter than the candles burning on the tables around us. This… This was wrong. I was married, and Sabrina was a girl — but then why did it feel so right?

Another moan slipped out as her hands engulfed my cheeks — she squeezed so tight that I could feel the bruises left behind. “Ohhh~!”

Sabrina laughed, “There it is… Can you feel the stress melt away?”

“Yes… Oh god, yes~” I groaned, my mind spinning.

My pussy was spilling wetness as the talented masseuse kneaded my ass like a ball of dough.

Her breathing was rapid. Each time she spread my ass cheeks, I could feel her gaze lingering on my tight, bald pussy. I made sure to shave for James, that was how he liked my slit — and now Sabrina had a chance to enjoy it as well.

“Mmmh…” She whimpered.


My toes curled as I slightly arched my back, pushing my ass up and spreading my thighs as she held me open again. I knew this was wrong — I was a married woman. But at this point — I didn’t care one bit.

“You have so much stress, I don’t think a normal massage is going to help.” She said.

“Oh?”

“Nope. I think you need a much more… intimate type of touching.”

My heart skipped a beat. “G-go ahead…I’m yours.” I replied, my words barely more than a breath.

The racing thoughts in my head turned to smoke. It had been so long since I’d been touched — properly touched. I needed her.

Sabrina reached for more oil, her fingers glistening as she rubbed her hands together. The scent of lavender filled my nostrils and I sighed in anticipation. Her fingers traced delicately down my spine before venturing lower, grazing my aching pussy lips lightly.

"Oh God," I gasped, my body jerking in response. Even this light touch was electric, setting my nerve endings aflame.

"Perfect. This will help so much.” She laughed, her slender fingers exploring my folds. I whimpered, gripping the edge of the table as my back arched so much I was afraid it might snap.

“K-keep going~” I gasped, feeling her touch teasing my lips. “God~ I need you!”

Sabrina laughed. “You poor thing. How long has it been since you last came?”

“So fucking long!”

“I can tell, your pussy is blooming like a flower.”

Sabrina hummed as her fingers dipped into my wetness, exploring every inch. Her thumb circled my clit while two fingers slipped inside me, curling up against that sweet spot inside that made me whimper.

“Ahh~” I gasped, air shooting into my lungs.

My pussy walls gripped her oily fingers. She slid inside me so easily, like her fingers were the key to my lock. My eyes rolled back as she swirled them inside me, making my foot kick the air.

"Relax," she murmured against my ear, her breath making me shiver.

But relaxation was the last thing on my mind as I felt her rhythm build up. Slowly, she pumped her fingers in and out; each thrust sending waves of pleasure through me. Every exhale was a moan of delight, each quiver begging for more.

Her other hand kept kneading at the flesh of my ass, each squeeze sending a thrill through me. "You're so goddamn wet...” she whispered with a throaty laugh.

My mind was blurred with pleasure, too ensnared in the sensation to be embarrassed anymore. "More," I begged shamelessly.

“Don’t worry… Like I said, I’m going to get all the stress out of you.” She said, holding her two fingers deep inside my aching cunt. My lips gripped her fingers, trying to pull them deeper as she gently rubbed my G-spot.

I couldn’t help but moan like a true slit. Sabrina was so talented, she knew exactly how to please me. Nobody, especially not James was ever able to make me feel this pleasured. Her fingers were so talented. As she plunged them in and out, her other fingers gently stroked my clit, sending pulsating waves of sheer ecstasy throughout my entire body.

“Mmmh, you’re so tight, even with all the oil. How does your husband’s cock even fit.”


She laughed, slipping a third finger inside.

“Ahh!” I yelped with a mixture of pain and pressure. My tight cunt stretched as far as it could — it felt so fucking good.

My ass was completely arched at this point, my ass wiggling in the air as I reached over and grabbed her thighs. My fingers dug through her yoga pants — leaving marks on her skin as I held onto her for dear life.

"So tight… So wet," she cooed, her nails digging into the flesh of my ass as I clenched around her fingers. The mixture of pain and pleasure had me writhing beneath her touch. I could feel the heat pooling in my lower belly, my clit was throbbing like a war drum — signaling a nearby explosion of ecstasy.

Sabrina must've sensed it too because she only drove her fingers deeper, the rough pads of her tips rubbing against the knotted ball of nerves inside me. Her thumb circled my clit, flicking it with such precision that I nearly screamed.

"Are you going to cum for me?" She asked huskily, using her other hand to grip my hips and hold me in place. Sweat dripped from my forehead, pooling on the pillow beneath me.

"Fuck yes," I gasped as her fingers pinched my clit and twisted — a move so unexpected yet so perfect that I nearly lost my mind.

She laughed — a low chuckle that vibrated through me, adding another layer of pleasure to the mix. "Then cum for me," she ordered.

Her thumb pressed down on my clit, grinding in tight circles while her fingers kept up their ruthless pace. My breath hitched as every nerve ending sparked to life.

"I...I..." My words came out in broken gasps, hands clawing at her thighs as tremors ripped through me.

"Cum," she commanded again, pushing her fingers deeper and curling them just right. “Release all that stress~”

Just as she issued the command, my orgasm ripped through me like a wildfire. "Oh fuck!" I cried out, legs shaking and cunt clenching around her fingers.

She didn't stop, though, her fingers continued to pump in and out of me, keeping up with my spasms. Each wave of pleasure was coupled with an intense squeeze around her digits, my body milking every bit of sensation it could. "Sabrina!" I screamed her name as another orgasm hit me.

"Good girl," she praised between pants, her hand still buried deep inside me. My body convulsed beneath her, burning hot and turned on beyond belief. The room suddenly felt too close, too hot, my skin slick with sweat.

Sabrina’s hand finally stilled inside me but didn't leave. I could feel every movement of her fingers as they gently massaged the walls of my throbbing pussy. “Look how much you needed this,” she purred, pulling out her fingers and holding them up for me to see. Her digits were glistening with my release.

The sight sent a shiver up my spine as I watched her bring them up to her lips and sucked them clean. The sight was so sensually erotic, that I couldn't help the whimper that escaped my lips.

“Fuck~” She purred, her eyes rolling back as she licked her oily and grool glazed fingers clean.

I panted like a dog in heat. Wetness and sweat coated my body as I squirmed. My pussy was gripping with filth as I writhed on the table. “This… This was so amazing~”

She flashed me a wink. “Feeling nice and relaxed?”

That I was. All of a sudden, my husband's annoyances didn’t so much as phase me. All I could think about was the sheer pleasure Sabrina brought with her ever so talented fingers.

“Good girl.” She giggled rubbing my back, “You know, for a woman as stressed as you… I think you should start making appointments much more frequently… Perhaps, every week?” She winked, licking the filth from her lips.

I nodded emphatically. The orgasm I had just experienced was unlike any I had ever felt before in my life. No boy — especially not James — had ever made me feel that good. Sabrina was a goddess — she knew exactly how to please me.

“Fuck… How about every day?” I retorted.

Sabrina tossed her head back as she laughed. “That sounds good to me.”


Story 16: Truth or Dare?

“Is this really the only way we can decide who gets the Master bedroom?” I asked, rolling my eyes. Maya laughed, “Yup, a good old game of truth or dare. Last one standing, gets the big bedroom.”

She flashed me a wink, brushing her brown hair behind her ears.

I huffed, Maya was a rowdy, party girl — she had no shame at all — which made a game of truth or dare perfect for her.

Our third roommate, Kacy, got the app started. “Alright, here we go.” The blonde said, placing her phone in the middle of the room.

TRUTH OR DARE! A GAME OF NAUGHTY AND SPICY FUN!

The app read as Kacy selected three players.

I pursed my lips together. We had been looking for a new house to rent for our final year at university and finally found the perfect one. The issue was that one bedroom was much, much nicer than the others. I intended to get the master bedroom — no matter what.

“I’ll go first! I choose… Truth!” Maya said, a bit too eagerly. The brunette bit her lip, tapping the phone screen to roll her first question.

The phone paused for a moment before the first Truth showed up.

‘What was your dirtiest Sexual experience?’ the screen lit up.

It wasn’t even my question, but my cheeks turned red all the same.

Maya laughed, not at all embarrassed by the question. "Well, during freshman year, I had a threesome with two guys from the basketball team," she said, grinning widely.

Kacy burst out laughing, shaking her head. "You really are a slut, aren’t you?" she teased playfully.

My blush intensified at the mere thought of being with two guys, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks. Truth was... I was a virgin. I tried to laugh it off, but I couldn't help but feel envious of their experiences.

"Your turn, Kacy," Maya prompted, eager to hear her response.

"Fine, I'll choose dare," Kacy said confidently. The app loaded for a moment before spitting out a dare.

‘Strip down to your undies!’

Kacy huffed, “That’s a rough start.”

“Not too late to back out,” Maya said with a cheeky wink.

“You wish. That bedroom is mine!”

The blonde lifted on her knees, her hands gripping the base of her shirt as she slowly pulled it up over her head.

I couldn't keep my eyes off of her. She removed her shirt, exposing her full breasts encased in a lacy pink bra. Then she unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her long legs and leaving her standing in just her matching pink panties. My heart raced, and I could feel the wetness between my legs as I took in the sight of her near-naked body.

“Damn. Matching bra and panties?” Maya said, licking her lips as she stared down at Kacy’s pelvis. “Lucky us.”

Kacy rolled her eyes, “I was planning on meeting my boyfriend afterward.”

Her pink panties barely covered her bald mound. Kacy’s puffy pussy lips peered out past the thin fabric, making my entire body shiver.

Quickly, I adverted my gaze, trying to keep the blush off my cheeks.

"Alright, your turn," Kacy said, her eyes meeting mine with a knowing smirk. I swallowed hard as my trembling finger pressed the truth button.

‘What’s your body count?’

The app flashed. I swallowed nervously.


“Oooh good question!” Maya said with a laugh. “So, Jordan? How many guys have you fucked?”

Both girls smirked, staring at me. I felt as though the room was closing in around me. “N-none… I’m a virgin.”

Maya’s jaw dropped. “What? You can’t be serious. Jordan, you are absolutely stunning.”

I whimpered, pulling my knees up to my chest. “I don’t know… I just haven’t found the right guy, I guess…”

“No shame in that,” Kacy replied. Each subtle movement of her body caused her tits to sway — barely held together by her lacy pink bra. “I think it’s cute that she’s a virgin.”

Maya scoffed, “Sure…”

The look of pity was more than evident in her chestnut eyes. “Anyways, my turn. This time I’m gonna choose dare.”

Once again the app spun for a moment, before a dirty dare popped up.

‘Kiss someone in the room. Make it passionate.’

Maya giggled, “Ooh, a fun one!”

I gasped, my heart pounding in my chest as Maya's gaze wandered between us. She was going to have to kiss one of us. My mouth went dry at the thought.

She hesitated, biting her lip, and glanced at Kacy before stating, “Kacy, you’re irresistible in your lacy lingerie.”

Kacy blinked, clearly surprised by Maya’s choice but didn’t object as Maya slid over to her. The blonde’s eyes widened and her mouth parted slightly in anticipation. The brunette leaned in, their faces inches apart.

Time seemed to slow down as I watched Maya place a hand on Kacy’s cheek, guiding her toward her own. The room grew quiet, only the sound of our three beating hearts filled the room.

Maya pressed her lips against Kacy’s — a soft peck that lingered for a moment too long. It was gentle yet demanding. A wave of jealousy washed over me when I saw the smile on Kacy’s face. They pulled away slowly, their eyes still closed as if trying to savor the moment.

Kacy was blushing madly when she opened her eyes. “That was… different…”

“Different good?” Maya asked with a smirk. “Or different bad?”

“Different good…” Kacy whispered shyly.

“Good,” Maya said, planting another soft kiss on Kacy’s lips. The blonde moaned gently, making my hair stand on edge. I pressed my thighs together, my heart racing as I noticed a wet spot forming on the crotch of Kacy’s lace panties.

Maya’s hand rested on Kacy’s bare thigh, making both girls moan as their second kiss deepened.

I couldn’t help but whimper, my heart racing like a horse as I couldn't look away.

Their kiss broke, and a string of saliva connected their lips before snapping as Maya giggled, leaning back and stretching her legs.

“My turn…” Kacy huffed, her eyes wide with desire as she selected Dare on the app.

‘Lick someone’s privates.’

I gasped. “Th-that can’t be right!” My entire body was shaking. What kind of an app was this?

Both girls just tossed their heads back and laughed. “Poor Jordan,” Kacy giggled, “Wanna give up?”

“N-never,” I said, regaining my composure. I couldn’t give up the master bedroom.

“Is that so? Even if I pick you?” Kacy said with a dirty wink. The gorgeous blonde slowly inched closer to me. I could feel the heat off her skin and the scent of her perfume as her hand rubbed my thigh. I whimpered, feeling her delicate touch through my pants.

“G-go ahead,” I said, trying to appear calm and composed, but my shaking and bright red cheeks betrayed my true nervousness.

“Okay then… I choose you, Jordan.” Kacy said with a giggle.


“Lucky girls,” Maya whimpered, crossing her arms as she pouted.

Kacy flashed her a wink as she crawled towards me like a lioness. My heart skipped a beat as she gently pushed me back onto my elbows. She leaned down between my thighs, her ass wiggling in the air as her perky round cheeks ate at the fabric of her panties.

Kacy bit her soft pink lip as her hands curled to the waistband of my pants. Her blue eyes rose to meet mine. “Are you sure this is okay? Not too late to back out.”

My breath hitched. This was so dirty, but yet… I wanted it more than ever. “N-no… Go on.”

“Good girl.” She said, her lips curling into a smirk.

She pulls my pants down, her hands shaky with anticipation. I wiggle my hips to assist her, my heart pounding like a drum. My white panties were already damp with desire, the fabric clinging to my engorged pussy lips. “Damn, so wet already,” Kacy said, pulling my pants off my feet.

I whimpered as she tossed them to the side.

From behind, Maya couldn’t help but steal a glance as well. The brunette snuck up beside Kacy, her hands rubbing up and down Kacy’s back as the blonde gently spread my thighs, nestling her face between them.

Both girls eyed my wet panties like fresh meat — their pupils dilating as the air sucked from the room.

Kacy stared right at me as she leaned down, her mouth inches from my pussy — barely covered by my damp panties. “Ready?”

I nodded, barely able to breathe. I rested back on my elbows, my heart beating through my shirt as the adrenaline overtook my senses. “P-please~”

Maya giggled as she squeezed Kacy’s ass. “Look at her… Our little virgin is so wet.”

“I know she is,” Kacy replied, her hot breath landing on my wetness. “I shouldn’t keep her waiting any longer.”

I bit my lip as my toes curled. I watched as Kacy fished my thong out from my pussy, holding it to the side as she stared at my tight, wet cunt.

“Woah…” she huffed, inhaling the scent of my wetness. My short pubes were moist with grool as I spread my knees.

My hands grabbed at my own tits as the anticipation overtook me. “P-please… Lick me.” I gasped.

All seeds of doubt had been pushed away. Both girls stared at me like a painting on the walls of the Louver, their pupils dilating as my pussy spread with each breath I took.

“W-well?” I whimpered. Nobody had ever seen my pussy before besides my doctors. I was terrified.

Kacy and Maya exchanged a look, and their lips curled into giddy grins. “Holy fuck… Jordan.” Maya huffed, “your pussy is so fucking tight.”

“So pink as well. Your puffy lips are so cute~,” Kacy added, leaning in closer.

“You’re so lucky, Kace, that you get to be the one to lick her.” Maya said, running her hands through Kacy’s silky blonde hair, “How about you get started…”

Gently, Maya pushed Kacy down between my thighs. I whimpered as the girl opened her mouth, her tongue draping out.

“Eeek!” I yelped as soon as the thick, wet tongue hit my innocence.

My thighs clamped around her flushed face as she lashed her tongue against me like a whip.

The sensations were dizzying. Kacy's tongue was more skilled than anything I had ever experienced. I felt my walls clenching and unclenching as she pressed her pink, wet muscle against my aching clit.

"Yes... right there," I gasped, my fingers writhing into the sheets beneath me. Maya's sly grin only grew wider as she watched Kacy work between my trembling thighs.

Kacy took her time, hungrily licking up my juices as if they were the sweetest nectar she'd ever tasted.

Kacy’s eyes fluttered open as she glanced up at me, trembling and squirming under the talents of her tongue.

I could see her smirk as she flicked her tongue against my clit, causing my back to arch and slam down on the carpet. “Oh god!” I gasped, my eyes rolling back as the pleasure overtook me.

Maya laughed, holding Kacy’s head down between my thighs as I clamped around her face like a vice.


“So good, I can tell both of you are loving this.”

Maya’s free hand reached back, slipping past the fabric of Kacy’s panties. Kacy whimpered as Maya’s slender fingers ran up and down her sopping-wet slit. “I think you deserve some pleasure as well…” Maya whispered in Kacy’s ears.

Kacy whimpered, her tongue continuing to lash wildly against my cunt. The sound of sloshing wetness from both of our pussies filled the air, as did my hot and eager moans.

"O-oh... fuck." My eyes struggled to stay open as pleasure coursed through my veins.

Kacy didn't stop her marvelous tongue work, but glanced up at me, eyes twinkling with mischief. "You like that?" she asked, her hot breath causing me to moan.

"Yes," I gritted out through clenched teeth, "Don't stop."

Maya's lips curled into a satisfied smile as she sat back on her heels, watching the scene unfolding before her with darkened eyes full of lust.

"Mmmh, both of you are so hot. Are you two gonna cum?" she asked in a hoarse whisper, her fingers still exploring Kacy’s folds.

Kacy whimpered, blonde hair stuck to her face. She nodded her head, burying her tongue deep inside my wet cunt.

My mind reeled as all the thoughts disappeared like smoke.

"I'm... I'm gonna..." My words were lost in a breathy moan as Kacy's tongue twisted deeper, her movements growing more desperate.

Maya grinned, her hand speeding up between Kacy's legs as she kept talking to us both. "That's it, girls. Cum for me."

My head tilted back, my hands gripping the carpet beneath me for dear life. "Kacy... I... I..." The world seemed to blur around me as I neared the edge.

Kacy moaned against me, her own climax building as Maya fingered her relentlessly. Her tongue flicked wildly against my clit one last time, sending waves of pleasure skimming across my body.

"Oh god! Kacy!" I screamed out her name as my climax hit me. My body bucked and convulsed between them, tremors of ecstasy washing over me repeatedly. It was a maddening, delicious sensation that made my entire body shudder and jerk with uncontrollable spasms.

“Mmmmmph~” Kacy's muffled cry came from between my thighs, shaking against me as her own orgasm overtook her. Maya held onto her tightly, whispering words of encouragement into her ear as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

“Oh fuck yes~” Maya purred, holding her writhing fingers inside Kacy’s cunt as wetness spilled down her thighs.

My own orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. My back slammed up and down on the carpet as my jaw fell. “G-god!” I gasped, barely able to breathe.

Each neuron in my head fired off as the pleasure overtook my senses.

With a final gasp, I collapsed on the carpet, freeing Kacy from the vice of my thighs.

“God!” She gasped tossing her head back. Grool and spit dripped off her chin as her eyes rolled back. She panted like a dog in heat, her nipples hard enough to threaten to tear right through her bra.

Maya laughed, pulling her fingers from Kacy’s cunt. The grool rolled off her fingers like rain as she grabbed the blonde’s face — pulling her in for a passionate kiss.

I watched with a dirty smirk as the two girls made out. Maya’s tongue shoved inside Kacy’s mouth — desperate for a taste of my grool.

I whimpered, squirming on the carpet as the two girls moaned into one another’s mouths.

“Fuck… That was amazing.” I panted, each breath causing more wetness to spill out from my thighs.

Maya laughed, breaking from the kiss. Kacy continued to kiss Maya’s neck, sucking on the skin as the brunette eyed me. “You two were so amazing… I can’t wait for a lot more fun now that we all live together.”

Kacy smirked, pulling herself from Maya’s neck. “But who gets the master bedroom?”              “Who cares?” I huffed, squeezing my thighs together. “All three of us are gonna spend a lot of time in there, no matter who gets it.”

Maya tossed her head back and laughed, “True that! I guess all three of us are gonna share it now.”

I reached up, grabbed Maya and pulled her in for a kiss.

I had been a shy, innocent girl up until now, — but as my lips connected with hers, and my tongue tasted my own sweet grool in her mouth — I knew that my innocence was gone for good — and I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Story 17: Heartbreak

I pulled my blanket up to my face, my tears had stained my cheeks — but I didn’t care at all.

It had been almost two weeks since my boyfriend had broken up with me. Two weeks of barely leaving my room. Two weeks of constant crying and heartache.

I was just a college freshman. There were plenty of boys out there for me. I knew it was true — but I couldn’t imagine my life without Ryan. He and I had been lovebirds since we were kids. We had made plans and dreamed of getting married. And yet, the second we came to college — he found someone else.

I should have been angry, but I wasn’t. All I could feel was an overbearing sadness unlike any other.

“Hey! Amy! Open up!”

Alexis' voice shook me from my maladaptive thoughts. “L-leave me alone…” I huffed, trying to reply back — but my voice wasn’t any louder than a whisper.

“Amy!” Alexis cried out again, “Natalie and I have a present for you!”

I huffed. My roommates had been trying to lift my spirits ever since they heard about me and Ryan.

Of course, I was thankful for them. We had only been friends and roommates for less than a month — but they had been so kind.

“I’ll take your silence as approval!” Alexis said, opening the door and peering her head in.

“Jeez. You look terrible…”

“Thanks…” I huffed, snuggling up in my bed as Alexis entered, Natalie following behind her holding a neatly wrapped box.

Every morning the two of them go for a jog — they must have just gotten back since they were still in their booty shorts and sports bras.

Alexis sat on the foot of my bed, tugging at her dirty blonde ponytail. “You poor thing.” She said, rubbing my leg over my blanket.

Natalie pursed her lips together, sitting on the floor beside me. “Listen, Amy. We know you have been having a hard time with your breakup.” She began. The brunette glanced over at Alexis. “And I know we have been a bit… pushy… when it came to trying to get you out to meet boys. Perhaps this present will help you… ease your way back into society.”

Natalie stretched out her hands, presenting me with their gift.

Slowly, I rose up onto my elbow, taking the present from Natalie. “Thanks girls… I just… Need some time to —”

“Oh just open the present!” Alexis cried out. “No more mopping around! You’ve already wasted two weeks while your dickhead boyfriend is out enjoying college!”
Just the thought of Ryan with another girl was enough to make me spiral. I took a deep breath. My tears had run out — or so I thought. I wiped away the tears streaking down my cheeks as I sat up on the edge of my bed — the gift on my thighs.

Both girls bit their lips as they stared at me. “Go ahead!” Nat encouraged.

“You’ll fucking love this!” Alexis added.

I pursed my lips, my blonde hair a tattered mess as my trembling fingers began to unwrap the gift. There was nothing that they could have gotten me that would make me feel any better — but I appreciated the effort all the same.

Their anticipation was palpable as I peeled back the layers of wrapping paper, revealing a simple cardboard box. I shook it gently, my curiosity piqued by the weight of the object inside. Instantly, a fit of giggles erupted from both Alexis and Nat, making me raise an eyebrow in suspicion.

"Oh, come on!" Alexis squealed, practically bouncing on my bed. "Open it already!"

With one last look at both of them, I lifted the top off the box slowly.

I gasped.

My cheeks were bright enough to put a lighthouse to shame.

Inside was a sleek black vibrator, its curved design hinting at the pleasure it was crafted to give.

Both girls burst out laughing as I gawked at the contents. "Surprise!" Nat yelled, clapping her hands together in delight.


My body was shaking as my trembling fingers grabbed the toy, gently pulling it out of the box and into the light.

The cool silicone bit at my fingers. It… It was so big.

"Well..." Alexis drawled out, slinging an arm around me. "What do you think?"

“This… This is so dirty!” I yelped, ashamed to even be holding it.

Alexis huffed, “Tell me that this toy doesn’t put Ryan to shame.”

That it did. Fuck, the toy was probably 9 inches!

“Th-that doesn’t matter! I-I’ve never used anything like this!”

Natalie giggled, “Want us to show you?”

“No!” I gasped, feeling the heat in my cheeks. My heart was racing as I shoved the toy back into the box. “Thanks for the thought, I guess. But I think I’m going to pass.”

I handed the box back to Alexis, but the giddy blonde just shoved it back into my hands. “Listen, girl. Trust us… One night with this thing, and you won’t even think twice about… Rick? Ron?”

“Ryan…” I huffed.

“Right, Ryan,” Alexis said with a cheeky wink. “Trust us.”

Natalie giggled, lifting to her knees as she leaned in closer, her arms crossed on my mattress as she wiggled her hips. “Alexis is right… This thing is magic.”

“I… I don’t know.” I huffed.

In truth, when I was with Ryan, our sex life was mediocre at best. He wasn’t very big, and we were both our firsts — so there was little experience on how to please.

Alexis reached into the box, grabbing the toy. Her slender fingers gripped around the realistic silicone shaft with a natural ease. “Here, how about we help you get started.”

“Excuse me?” I replied, lifting an eyebrow as I brushed my tattered blonde hair behind my ears.

“Trust us, Amy.” Natalie said, her hand sneaking up my sheets. She grabbed my blanket, gently pulling it off my body — revealing my pink pajamas.

I whimpered, this… this couldn’t be happening.

“We both have a toy like, it really is amazing~” Nat purred, flashing me a wink. Her brown hair fluttered as she leaned closer.

Alexis slapped my calf with the head of the toy, stroking my leg with the thick shaft. “We’ll show you how to get started — then you can take it from there.” She winked.

I felt a lump in my throat. This… this was so wrong. Were they really willing to go this far to help me feel better?

“Well?” Natalie asked, her hand curling around my trembling thigh.

“O-okay…” I whimpered, surprising even myself.

I had no idea what had gotten a hold of me — but the dirty taboo of it only made my pussy quiver that much more.

I was used to boring, vanilla sex with the same guy. Perhaps… perhaps it was time to change things up a bit.

“Good girl.” Alexis said with a giggle, “Shall we help her out, Nat?”

Natalie nodded, biting her lip as her hands snuck forward to meet my hips.

With a nervous nod, I laid back against the pillows, my trembling hands clutching at the sheets. Natalie's fingers were gentle as they traced a path up my thighs, her touch sending sparks of anticipation coursing through me. Her eyes met mine as her grin made my heart skip a beat.


I felt my pink pajamas being tugged downwards and lifted my hips slightly to aid Natalie. She was so calm, so confident that it infected me too –- my nerves seemed to dissipate under her touch like fog under the morning sun. As she slid them past my knees, a faint rush of cool air hit my exposed skin sending a shiver down my spine.

My thighs were pressed together, but both girls eyed my tight slit as the pajamas rolled down my calves. Alexis helped pull the soft fabric off my feet, tossing them to the side as both girls smirked from ear to ear.

“Woah.” Natalie huffed, her hand curling around my thighs to spread them just gently.

I whimpered, my heart beating out of my chest as my thighs spread — revealing my tight, wet pussy.

Even I was surprised by how wet I had become. My puffy, bald lips were glistening with moisture and each eager breath I took caused my lips to part just slightly — teasing the pinkness inside.

Alexis gasped, her eyes wide as she took in the sight of my moist folds. "Oh, sweetheart, you're so wet already," she cooed, her fingers gliding to stroke the inside of my thigh. I whimpered under her touch, my breath hitching as Natalie reached over and traced a finger along the outside of my pussy, causing me to arch my back and bite my lip.

Their hands carefully explored my intimate slit and thighs. I whimpered, squirming like a worm on a hook as my mind raced.

Natalie then pulled away from me, leaving her hand resting on my quivering thigh. She gave Alexis a nod, signaling for her to take over. I swallowed hard, watching Alexis crawl up between my spread legs with that toy still in her hand.

"Ready?" Alexis asked in a gentle voice. She held the toy up for me to see, the black shaft made my heart race. The thing was modeled after a real cock — though it was bigger than anything I had ever used before — longer and thicker. The sight of it made my stomach flip with both anxiety and excitement.

Alexis knelt between my thighs, her hot breath on my clit made my entire body shiver.

“Ohhh~” I moaned, unable to contain my excitement as my fingers slipped through her hair, gripping her tight ponytail.

Natalie laughed, watching the dirty scene unfolding in front of her. “She’s sooo excited.” Nat giggled, “Stop teasing the poor girl.”

Alexis smirked, taking the toy and running the tip up and down my slit. I whimpered, feeling the hard, silicone tip pushing against my tight, wet cunt.

“P-please~” I gasped. My body was shaking, and my toes curled against my sheets. My hard nipples pushed up against my pink pajama tops as all seeds of doubt disappeared like a puff of smoke. I needed this — so fucking bad.

Alexis kept pushing, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she watched my expression of pure ecstasy.

“Oh yeah,” Alexis groaned, her eyes locked onto mine, hungry for more. “I know you needed this, baby. We are gonna make you feel so much better.”

“Fuck…” I whimpered, my walls clenching around the toy as its girth stretched me out. The sensation of being filled was intoxicating, I couldn't get enough.

“Good girl,” Alexis growled in approval as she started to thrust the toy in and out of me slowly. The movement was almost too much, each stroke of the toy sending jolts of pleasure coursing through my overstimulated body.

I gasped, squirming as Natalie reached out to tweak my nipple over my top. “Let the pleasure take over. Drown in it.” She moaned, her hands groping my nipple and tits.

I did just that. My mind raced as each thought focused on taking the thick, hard toy plunging in and out of my pussy. Each thrust made the shaft brush against my clit — sending bolts of lightning through my spine.

“G-god! Yes!” I gasped, tossing my head back.

The thick toy inside of my cunt, with Natalie’s hands exploring my chest was too much. The delicate brunette slipped her hands under my shirt, her soft, warm hands digging into my subtle tits.

“Mmmh~” Alexis moaned, her tongue slipping out to flick my exposed clit.

“Ah!” I yelped, my back arching and slamming down on the mattress as her tongue caressed my clit.

My body took more of the dildo — it was so deep — I didn’t know that my delicate little pussy could take it. My walls gripped it like a glove, pulsating around the makeshift cock. I groaned. The concoction of sensation was intense.

Natalie’s delicate hands played and groped my chest, Alexis’ tongue circling my eager clit, and the thick dildo plunging inside my tight, wet cunt. All of it was so intense — so amazing.

My jaw dropped as my eyes rolled back. A million thoughts raced in my head — but I couldn’t focus on a single one.

Natalie giggled, “Fuck. She is loving this!”


“So am I.” Alexis moaned into my clit.

Natalie leaned forward, her fingers tugging at my erect nipple as she locked her lips with mine. I whimpered, feeling her tongue slip into my panting mouth.

Our tongues danced together in a sloppy, wet kiss, my hand instinctively reaching up to grip her hair. The sensation of her tongue twirling with mine, coupled with the relentless thrusting inside me, had my brain in a whirl. I was drowning in pleasure.

Alexis responded by pushing deeper inside me with that sinful toy. It filled me to the brim, stroking my inner walls in all the right places. Each thrust was slow and deliciously torturous, making me writhe and squirm beneath them.

Natalie left my mouth with a wet pop and moved towards my neck, suckling on the sensitive skin there. The feel of her hot mouth on my skin only added to the raw pleasure coursing through me.

“Oh god! Yes yes yes~” I moaned like a true slut. My toes wiggled as each part of my body filled with a pleasure that I had never experienced. I felt my mind erupting — each neuron erupting like fireworks as the combination of the toy in my cunt, Alexis’ breath on my clit, and Natalie’s lips on my neck was too much to bear.

I could tell I was close, so dangerously close to the edge, but they didn’t relent. Natalie continued to shower my neck with searing kisses while her hands squeezed and fondled my chest.

The toy in my pussy moved faster, its pace relentless and unyielding. Alexis' tongue flicked across my clit, again and again, each time sending me spiraling further into ecstasy. Sweat dripped from my brow as I gasped and moaned, lost in a world of pure pleasure.

The air filled with the sounds of our moans and the scent of sex and wetness.

“More… more…” It was all I could manage, my body desperate for release. Natalie bit down gently on my neck and that was it — the final nail in the coffin.

The room spun as waves of intense orgasm crashed over me. My muscles clenched around the thick dildo still plunging into me and my back arched off the bed.

“Oh God! Oh fuck!” I cried out as my body shuddered and shook, the pleasure taking every ounce of control from me. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath.

“Cum for us~” Natalie moaned, her tongue stroking my neck. “Let go~”

My mind went blank as another wave hit me — this one even more powerful than the last. I felt like a rag doll being tossed around by an ocean of pleasure.

The wetness squirted out of my pussy as Alexis held the toy all the way inside me. All 9 inches, deep inside my tight cunt.

“AHHHHH!” I cried out in sheer bliss.

“Ohh fuck~” Alexis moaned, licking up all the spilling filth as the grool oozed out of my body.

With a final gasp, I collapsed on the filthy mattress, my head spinning.

Alexis laughed, pulling the filthy dildo out of my pussy. “Ohh~” I moaned, feeling the pressure relieved from my pelvis.

I whimpered. Each breath I took caused more filth to ooze out of my battered, ruined pussy.

Natalie’s mouth lingered on my neck and collar, she moaned, sucking my skin as Alexis rose to her knees, licking the grool on her lips. Her pretty face was plastered with stray hairs.

“Well? How was that?” She asked, stroking Natalie’s back as the brunette’s tongue lashed against my skin.

My eyes fluttered, “S-so amazing~”

“Good girl. I hope we helped you get over that dumb boy.”

“Wh-what boy?”

Alexis laughed, “Perfect. We did good, Nat.”

Natalie moaned, “I don’t wanna stop.”

“Please don’t.” I whimpered, wrapping my arms around her head, holding her face against my neck and collarbone.

These girls had shown me the light. Never did I ever imagine that sex could feel this good — now that I had a taste — I could never go back.


Story 18: Stripper’s Paradise

“Oh, I’m sorry. Is this the home of Jaime?” I said as the front door opened — revealing a woman in her mid 30s. The woman was tall and slender, with long wavy black hair.

The woman smiled, “Indeed.” Her dark, cat-like eyes scanned me up and down. A shiver shot through my spine. As a stripper, I was used to the gaze of others, but there was something about the sharp, careful scan of Jaime’s eyes that made me shudder. “You must be Alice.” She continued, her red lips curling into a smile. “You are even sexier than in the ad. Please, come in.”

I pursed my lips together, walking into the large house. My miniskirt fluttered as I kicked off my shoes, teasing my underside. Jaime’s eyes weren’t afraid to stare — her gaze fixated on my round ass — peering out from underneath the frill of my skirt.

“I must say,” I began, “I was expecting to see a man. I usually don’t strip for girls.”

The woman laughed, tucking her hair behind her ear. “I bet. A young, college stripper like you must have a long line of hungry men looking for your services.”

I blushed. She was right. I had only started stripping for a few months — but I had already paid off my tuition for the year. Sure, dealing with rowdy, perverted men wasn’t ideal — but it was well worth the money.

Jaime led me deeper into her cozy home. It looked so much smaller on the inside. Nice, quaint, and quiet.

“My wife, Emma’s birthday is today, and I was hoping you would put on a little show for her.”

“O-oh — a show? For a woman… Of course, though, I never really have done that before.” I admitted, brushing down my tight white shirt.

Jaime laughed, “Don’t worry about it, dear. You are so stunning that I’m sure she’ll love whatever you do.”

The blush on my cheeks flared up as I tucked my curly blonde hair behind my ears. Jaime’s hungry gaze was enough to make me feel like a giddy schoolgirl.

The sound of the door opening behind me broke me from my dirty thoughts.

“That must be her,” Jaime said with a wink.

On cue, a beautiful redhead woman walked in, a paper bag of groceries in her arms. My jaw dropped. Fuck… she was gorgeous.

“Afternoon, love. I grabbed us some… Oh, hello.” She said, a kind and innocent smile crossing her lips as her emerald green eyes met my ocean blue ones. “Who might you be?”

“H-hello… I’m Alice.”

“Hello, Alice.” She said, her eyes falling to my cleavage peering out from the V of my top. “You’re a little cutie, aren’t you?”

“Isn’t she?” Jaime said, taking the groceries from Emma’s hands and placing them on the table before leading her toward the living room. “Happy birthday, my love. Little Alice here is my present.”

“Is she now?” Emma said, taking a seat in a big, comfy reading chair.

I giggled, nodding. “I am… Your lovely wife here asked me to… entertain you.” I said, feeling the excitement boiling over.

I had been used to stripping for dirty old men for so long — actually getting a chance to give a stunning goddess like Emma a lapdance was making me wet.

Emma brushed down her yoga pants, leaning back into her chair. “Well, well… What an amazing gift.”

Jaime smirked, sitting on the armrest of the chair as she stroked her wife’s hair. “Happy birthday, dear… Now, let’s enjoy the show, shall we?”

That was my cue — and I was more than eager to begin.

I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in my chest as I stepped into the center of the room. The smell of lavender and vanilla wafted in the air, mingling with the spicy scent of arousal that lingered between me and the two older women. It was intoxicating.

I pushed the cotton fabric of my top up over my breasts, revealing a black lace bra underneath. Jaime's eyes widened as she let out a low whistle of approval. Emma let out a small gasp, her green eyes sparkling with lust. Swallowing hard, I tossed my hand over my head. My hips swirled in circles as the frill of my skirt lifted — teasing my round, soft ass.

The eager, hot breaths of the women fueled my resolve. I bit my lip. This was my element.

There was no music — no need for it. All that mattered was the three of us.

I stepped forward, gently crawling onto Emma’s lap. My smile was wide as I straddled her hips.

“Fuck…” She huffed, her delicate hands riding up and down my hips. My back arched as I grinded on her lap, my hands in my hair as I leaned forward, my perky tits swaying inches from her face as my bra threatened to snap.


“She’s so fucking hot.” Emma moaned, her fingers digging into my soft, slender waist.

“Isn’t she?” Jaime added, licking her lips as she leaned in closer.

I giggled, feeling my pussy damped underneath my miniskirt. “Wanna help take my bra off?” I said with a cheeky wink.

“More than ever.” Emma huffed, her hand curled around the small of my back as her fingers sought out the bra clip.

With a skilled twist, she unclipped my bra and freed my breasts from their lace cage. I leaned back giving them a better view. A gasp filled the room as my tits burst free, the cold air prickling across my nipples and making them stand on end.

"Heavenly," Emma breathed, her eyes wide with a lioness-like hunger.

I giggled, swaying my body. My tits jiggled as I gently bounced on her lap. I was a smaller girl — but my tits were nice and round.

Jaime whimpered, the woman couldn’t hold back. She leaned down, locking her lips with Emma’s. The two women made out passionately — which only fueled my horny desire.               I grabbed Emma’s hand, guiding it up my body to my tits. “You can touch me if you want.”

The woman broke the kiss, smirking as her slender fingers groped my chest. I whimpered, feeling my hard nipple press up against her palm as she massaged my tit.

“Fucking perfect.” Emma groaned.

My heart hammered in my chest as Jaime's hand traced up my thigh, her fingers lingering at the hem of my skirt.

I arched into both women’s touches, grinding down onto Emma's lap with eagerness which earned me a husky groan from under me. My hips moved rhythmically against her, and through the material of our clothes, I could feel the heat emanating from her core.

“How about we get this skirt off?” Jaime added, “I think we need to see your little cunt.”

I bit my lip, twirling my hair around my finger. “G-good idea.”

I lifted up onto my knees, my hips hovering over Emma’s pelvis as the woman continued her assault on my chest.

My thumbs slipped under my waistband, and I gave my hips a playful wiggle as I rode my skirt down.

The material slid against my soft skin as I rid myself of the confining garment, letting it pool around my knees before tugging it off my feet. Now, left in nothing but my black thong, I could feel the women's eyes hungrily taking in the sight of my scantily clad body. I giggled again, feeling a blush creep into my cheeks as they watched me.

"Damn," Emma murmured, her hands wandering back off my tits around to cup my bare ass. I bit my lip, lowering myself on her pelvis again as I swayed, circling my hips around her.

“Fuck~” I purred. My pussy was eager — hungrily gnawing away at the fabric of my moist thong.

"She's perfect," Jaime seconded, her eyes lit with lust as she traced a finger down the line of my thong.

I gasped as she hooked a finger into the string, tugging it up slightly so that it pressed against my sensitive clit.

“Don’t tease,” I whined, bucking against her finger. “I want you to touch me~”

With a smirk, Jaime slid a hand under the front of my thong. "Who said anything about teasing?" she retorted.

Her fingers slipped lower and found their way to my entrance. My breath hitched as she dipped a single digit inside me. Moaning in pleasure, I bucked against her touch.

Emma's lips attached themselves to one of my nipples while her other hand traveled down to join Jaime's between my legs. Their combined touches sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, causing me to moan loudly.

“Y-you’re making me so wet,” I stuttered, grinding down on their fingers. My body quivered with anticipation as Jaime added a second digit, stretching me wide.

While Jaime fingering my cunt, Emma sucked my nipple and groped my ass. The waves of pleasure surging through me was so intense. I wasn’t just a stripper for the older women — I was their plaything… And I loved it.

“Y-you know…” I said, sitting square on her lap. I leaned forward, pushing my tits up against Emma’s face. “Since it’s your birthday… Perhaps I can give you a little gift of my own…”

“Oh?” Emma smirked, her tongue circling my nipple. “What did you have in mind?”

I bit my lip, my pussy gripping Jaime’s fingers as she teased my clit. “Let me show you…”


I slipped off the woman’s lap, kneeling on the carpet between her thighs.

My hands rode up her jeans, noticing a wet spot on the material where my pussy was rubbing.             

Emma smirked as my hands began to unbutton her jeans. “My my, what a dirty little slut you got for me.” She said to Jaime.

Jaime huffed, her eyes wide with lust. “She’s fucking perfect.” Her eyes fixated on my ass, wiggling behind me as I unzipped Emma’s jeans, letting her pink panties peer out underneath — the fabric was already wet.

With a wicked grin, I dug my fingers under the waistband of Emma's jeans. She took in a sharp breath as I began to slide the fabric further down, revealing more of her pink lace panties. The sight of her arousal soaked panties made my heart pound in my chest.

"Oh yes," she breathed out, her eyes locked onto mine as I expertly worked her jeans off, leaving her bare from the waist down except for those drenched panties.

As soon as the jeans were discarded aside, I shifted my attention back to her. My gaze washed over her exposed lower half, drinking in every inch of her skin. The soft light in the room reflected off her lightly tanned thighs and highlighted the wet patch on her panties.

Jaime crawled off the armrest. Like a lioness, the woman circled around me, her hands gripping my waist as I squirmed between Emma’s thighs. “I bet you want a taste of my wife, don’t you?” Jaime whispered into my ears — making my hair stand on edge.

“Y-yes… So fucking badly.” I moaned, stroking Emma’s spreading thighs.

“Go ahead, I’m sure she won’t mind. Isn’t that right dear?”

“N-not at all.” Emma giggled, lifting her feet in the air. She hooked her moist panties, running them down her legs before kicking them off.

My breath skipped a beat as she spread her bare legs. Her pussy was fucking beautiful. Her labia lips were nice and pink, and her curly ginger pubes were moist and well-trimmed as she inched to the edge of the chair.

I licked my lips, leaning forward and wrapping my arms around her freckled thighs. I moaned, the scent of her salty and sweet aroma making my entire body shiver with sheer delight.

My ass pressed back against Jaime’s pelvis as the woman held my hair back. “Go ahead, have a taste of my wife’s sweet, strawberry cunt.”

Each breath that Emma took caused her pussy to spread gently, her thick, stringy grool spilling out on the cushion with each deep breath. My hot breath on her clit made her shiver with delight.

I smirked, my eyes meeting her as my wet tongue draped out. I had never gone this far with a client before — but I couldn’t help it. I needed her.

In one swift movement, I lapped at her wetness, tasting her essence on my tongue. The taste was intoxicating - a mix of sweetness and raw lust that had me moaning against her sensitive folds.

“Oh god! Y-yes!” Emma moaned, buckling her hips as her hands tossed over her head. Her top was drenched in sweat as her freckled face turned beat red.

I moaned as my lips pressed to her clit, and Emma's back arched off the couch. Her hands tangled in my hair as she gasped out in ecstasy. "F-fuck...yes," she stammered, pressing herself closer to my eager mouth.

From behind, Jaime giggled. “Perfect, Emma loves nice long strokes.”

I whimpered, my tongue scooping up as much grool as it could as I lapped it up and down — each lap burying deeper than the last.

My nose pressed up against her pubes, each breath filling my lungs with her hot, steamy scent.

My back arched as Emma clamped her thighs around my face, my moans drowning out as I suffocated against her wetness.

I let out a groan of sheer ecstasy — devouring her tight cunt as my fingers dug into her skin.

Jaime moaned, fishing my thong out from between my bubbly ass cheeks. As she held the ruined fabric to the side, grool oozed out of my tight cunt.

“I think I might have a taste myself.” She purred.

I couldn’t reply, but I wanted her to eat me from behind — no, I needed her to.

I arched my back so much that it nearly snapped — my ass pushing back, begging to be devoured.

Jaime didn't keep me waiting long. I gasped as I felt her warm tongue flick against my throbbing clit. She moaned, the vibrations sending shudders through my body.

"F-fuck... Right there," I stammered, the sensation overwhelming.


She giggled against my wetness, her fingers curling under and inside me, finding that sweet spot that had me seeing stars.

"Oh God!" I cried out, driving my tongue deeper into Emma's heat, drinking up her whimpers and moans like a starving slut.

My pussy gripped around Jaime’s fingers as her tongue lashed between my tight cunt and my asshole. She devoured me, moaning as her tongue lashed against me like a whip.

My bubbly, perky ass suffocated her face as I moaned, pushing back as Emma held my own face between her thighs. “Good little slut. Let us pleasure you while you pleasure me~” She giggled.

I whimpered, my eyes spinning as I glanced up to meet her gaze. Her hot, dirty smile only made me want her more.

My cheeks filled with wetness as I lashed my tongue like a whip — mimicking Jaime’s tongue. The raven-haired goddess was so talented with her tongue — I could learn a thing or two.

Whatever she was doing was working. My spine convulsed with sheer ecstasy as I groaned — devouring her spilling wetness.

“Mmmh” I moaned, barely able to think as each lash of Jaime’s tongue shot the thoughts from my head — all I could focus on was pleasuring Emma.

My legs shook, the pleasure mounting up as Jaime continued to devour me. Her tongue moved in relentless waves, each one more powerful than the last. I pressed my ass further into her face, whimpering with each flick of her tongue.

She twisted her fingers inside me, pulling a strangled moan from my throat. My pussy pulsed around her digits, dripping with need. "Oh God, Mommy," I mumbled into Emma's wet flesh. My tongue danced across her clit in time with Jaime's tongue lashings.

Emma's breath hitched and she tightened her grip on my hair, pulling me deeper into the heat of her sex. I moaned in response, the vibrations causing her to buck against my face. Behind me, Jaime let out a low moan and doubled her efforts. “God~ I’m going to cum!” Emma squealed, her thighs clamping around my face.

Jaime’s finger curled deep inside my pussy as she pulled her face out for a moment. “You hear that? You are going to make her cum.” She giggled, her hot breath landing on both of my sopping wet holes. “I can feel you about to cum yourself.”

My body writhed as my nails dug deep into Emma’s thighs — hard enough to leave bruises. She was right — I was so fucking close.

Jaime leaned back down, her face nuzzling between my cheeks as her tongue plunged deep into my cunt.

That was it. My clit erupted as my walls milked her tongue and finger. The sheer ecstasy of it all made my body erupt in euphoric pleasure.

I shuddered uncontrollably as the orgasm raced through me. But I didn't stop pleasuring Emma. My pussy gushed at each lash of Jaime's tongue and wiggle of her fingers inside me.

I shuddered uncontrollably as orgasm raced through me. But I didn't stop pleasuring Emma. My pussy gushed at each lash of Jaime's tongue and wiggle of her fingers inside me.

"Yes! Oh god yes!" Emma screamed as she came hard, squirting onto my face. I lapped it up greedily, savoring every drop.

The sweet, salty cocktail filled my mouth. My tongue lashed, devouring it all as I gasped.

The woman let go of my face, her thighs falling out of their clamp as Emma gasped for air.

I whimpered, tossing my head back as grool and spit rolled down my chin.

“God yes yes yes!” I squealed, my own pussy throbbing with desire.

Jaime giggled, lifting her face out of my ass. “God. So fucking delicious. I forgot how sweet college pussy is.”

Her eyes met Emma’s. “I hope her tongue was as good as her cunt was.”

Emma whimpered, her lips curling into a tired smirk as she panted, eyes fluttering. “Y-you have no fucking idea…”

I collapsed on the soft carpet, barely able to breathe as the room spun around me.

Jaime leaned over my body, planting a soft kiss on the nape of my neck. “You were such a good girl… Thanks for that. I hope you’ll be willing to work for us again. Emma and I would be more than happy to see you again.”

My trembling blue eyes glanced up to meet hers. “O-of course… I’d fucking love to.”

Both women laughed.

“Good,” Emma replied, “Because we have a lot to teach you.”


Story 19: Cheater

“Hey, professor,” I said timidly, poking my head into Professor Juniper’s office.

The grizzled woman glanced up at me, hate in her black pupils. “Mackenzie. Come in.” She said coldly.

My throat tightened. I already knew why I was called into her office in the middle of the night.

I nervously took a seat opposite her desk as she finished up an email. Her cold demeanor sent shivers up my spine as I squirmed in my seat.

Finally, with a huff, she leaned back into her chair. “You know why you’re here, I presume?”

“N-no, ma’am.” I lied. “What’s the matter?”

The red searing blush on my cheeks likely gave it away.

Professor Juniper rolled her eyes, not a single strand of her tied-up black hair was out of place as she reached into her desk and pulled out my essay. “This essay is remarkably similar to the one that Mr Markus handed in last semester. Typos and all.”

 I cursed under my breath. I knew that trusting Mark to write my essay for me was stupid. He promised me he would do a good job, and all I had to do was flash him my tits.

“What a coincidence…” I muttered, but I knew the jig was up.

The woman scooted forward, her arms resting on the great wooden table. She always hated me, I knew she did. Every day in class she would glare at me, a disapproving look on her face.

“Shall we cut the bullshit? At this point, I’m just contemplating your punishment.” She said, the corners of her red lips curling into a smirk.

I whimpered, sinking into my chair. “F-fine… I’m sorry.” I whimpered my blonde hair still in a messy bun.

“Perhaps failing the class would be a good lesson. Maybe even a suspension for a semester…”

I nearly lept out of the chair. “Excuse me???” I yelped, sitting up at the edge of the seat. “Suspension? Falling the entire class? Professor, that is way too far!”

She just shrugged. “Welcome to the real world. If you spent more time in class focusing instead of flirting with boys, then perhaps you wouldn’t have needed to cheat.”

My mind raced. My parents would kill me if I was suspended or failed the class. I was a freshman at this college, and maybe I did spend a little too much time at parties or hanging out with boys — but that was what College is about!

I tried desperately to think of a solution. Perhaps faking tears would garner some sympathy? No… Professor Juniper had been teaching for two decades — she’d be able to sniff out fake tears for sure.

As I thought, the professor’s eyes trailed down my top towards my nipples — poking out from my thin white shirt.

In my haste to get here, I only had time to put on a white top and yoga pants.

Her cheeks turned a rosy pink — it was subtle — but it was undeniable.

Was…was she checking me out?

I was used to being gawked at by dumb college boys, but this… this was something else.

Heat flooded my body as her gaze intensified — the woman wasn’t shy about her staring. Her beady dark eyes darted between my nipples and my cleavage.

Maybe… Just maybe — there was a way out of this after all. I had always been a slut — and maybe, I could use that to my advantage. My lips curled into a smirk as a glimmer of hope returned to my eyes.

“You’re right, professor.” I began, arching my back and pushing my perky tits up against my shirt. “I do deserve to be punished. But maybe, we can do things a little more… old school?”

She raised an eyebrow. “What do you have in mind?’


I could see her blazer fluttering, her heart racing underneath.

I took a deep breath, I was nervous, but I felt… A fire burning inside me.

“How about a spanking?” I said with a cheeky giggle.

Now she was the one with searing hot cheeks. “E-excuse me?”

“I think a few spanks will sort me out.” I leaned back in my chair, draping one leg over the other. My yoga pants were snug against my legs — leaving nothing to the imagination.

Professor Juniper couldn’t help but stare. Her eyes explored each curve of my sculpted legs and thighs.

I giggled, “I know you want to…”

Deep down — I wanted it too. Sure, I liked boys — but something about a dominant, older woman made me weak in the knees.

She took a deep breath — I could see the gears turning in her head. I had to stick the landing.

Slowly I stood, circling around the desk towards her. With my eyes locked on hers, I bent over her desk, the wood dug into my waist — but I didn’t mind one bit. My butt wiggled in the air as my arms spread on the desk. “Well?” I huffed.

Her eyes fell to my round ass, barely covered by my thin yoga pants. 
“F-fine… I suppose that may be a sufficient argument.”

I bit my lip. “Thank you, ma’am.”

My heart raced as she rose to her feet. Her aura was intimidating. Professor Juniper was one of the scariest, most tenured professors in the college — and that just made me want her more.

She stood behind me as I laid my face against the cold, hard, wood. Her hand trailed up and down my spine, making me whimper.

“Ready for your punishment, girl?” She huffed as her slender fingers teased the waistband of my yoga pants.

I whimpered, “Y-yes~”

“Good girl…”

Her hand gripped the waistband of my yoga pants. I gasped as she tugged it down, her knuckles brushing against my bare skin. With one swift motion, she yanked down my pants, revealing my pink thong. My heart pounded as I heard her sharp intake of breath.

“Oh~” I whimpered, the cool air of the office hitting my moist thong.

Her focus was now on the tiny piece of lace that was my thong, barely covering my ass. She ran a finger over it, making me gasp once more. "You're quite the naughty girl, aren't you?"

"Yes, Professor Juniper," I gulped out. God knows how long I'd fantasized about this moment — being dominated by an older woman.

She reached up, grabbing my hair and pulling my face from the desk. “Call me Mommy.” She whispered into my ear.

I whimpered, unable to hold back my eager moan. “Y-yes, Mommy~” The word was like a sin on my lips — and only fueled my desires.

Her other hand came down to grip my bottom cheek through the lace of my thong. I whimpered as her nails dug into my flesh, a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through me. "I'm going to make you regret your misbehavior," she promised in a husky voice.

She moved behind me again. I could feel the heat of her body against mine. Her presence was overpowering, sending jolts down my spine.

Suddenly, I felt a sudden sting on my butt cheek as she delivered the first spank, a loud smacking sound reverberating in the room. My body jerked forward from the impact but I managed to keep myself steady by gripping onto the desk.

“Ohhh~”

"That's for not doing your assignment," Professor Juniper said curtly.


Another spank landed on my other cheek making me wince slightly. "And that's for being late to class," she added.

“Y-yes, Mommy! I’m sorry, Mommy!” I gasped.

The pain was hot, but it was dwarfed by the heat of pleasure searing through me. My pussy lips gripped the fabric of my thong as my ass reddened — her handprint lingered, branding me as her own.

I whimpered as her fingers curled around my thong, her breath was eager as my nipples pressed up against the desk.

“Good girl. You took your punishment so well…”

My hips wiggled as she pulled my moist thong down my trembling legs. The air hit my bare cunt — making my entire body tingle as I gripped the edge of the desk. “Ohhh, Mommy~”

“You’re so fucking wet. You love this, don’t you?” She whispered, her pelvis pushing against my sore ass.

I nodded emphatically, my hair sticking to my panting face.

She laughed “You fucking slut.”

I was… I was a slut. My pussy ached, begging for release as I spread my feet.

Her hand curled between my thighs, her fingers dancing around my bald, puffy lips.

"You're so desperate for me, aren't you?" she murmured, brushing her fingers along my slit. Electricity surged through me, and I whimpered at the touch. I was aching. Throbbing for her.

“Please, Mommy…” The pleas spilled from my lips as she began tracing circles around my swollen clit. I jolted, nearly falling over from the sensation.

She chuckled, her voice filled with delight. “Begging already? My, my… You are quite the needy little slut.”

The tips of her fingers slipped in slightly, teasing my entrance as I squirmed under her touch. “Ohhhh~”

She reeled back with her other hand — slapping and groping my red ass as I whimpered, my feet kicking the air behind me as the pleasure surged.

“Ohhh~ Yes… Mommy,” My voice was shaky, barely above a whisper now as waves of pleasure washed over me.

“You like that?” Professor Juniper purred into my ear before biting down on the lobe, making me yelp in surprise. She laughed again — a sweet yet sadistic sound that echoed through the room.

Her body pinned me against the edge of the desk as her fingers swirled inside of my cunt. My tight walls clamped down on her digits — milking them as my mind rushed.

Her fingers picked up pace, thrusting in and out of my dripping cunt as I clenched around her digits. “So tight…” she breathed out.

My knuckles whitened from gripping the desk so hard as I felt an orgasm building inside me. Each thrust sends jolts of pleasure shooting through my body.

Suddenly she stopped - leaving me right on edge. “Mommy…”

“You’ll cum when I say you can.” The woman laughed. I panted, nodding emphatically. Being denied my orgasm was the worst punishment of them all. My clit throbbed, begging for release as moans escaped my lips.

With a sadistic grin, the woman shoved her grool-laden fingers into my mouth. I yelped, squirming on the desk as my lips locked around her knuckles.

My eyes rolled back as I sucked my own wetness off her fingers, my toes curling as she groped my bare cheek with her other hand.

“Filthy slut.” She sneered, laughing as I yelped — her fingers dug so hard into my ass that I could feel the bruises forming already. “I know you love this.”

I gagged on her fingers as she shoved them into my throat, saliva falling off my chin as I whimpered. The taste of my own sweet and salty wetness flooded my senses.


With a groan, she pulled her fingers out, grabbing my hair and pinning my face against the desk.

“I… I do! Fuck, Mommy!” I gasped, my lungs refusing to fill with air as the room spun around us. I felt her hips against me as I pushed my ass back, my grool dripping down my thighs as my nails dug into the wood. I needed to cum, so fucking bad.

“Good slut. You are going to cum for Mommy, aren’t you?”

I moaned, nodding. “Y-yes!”

“And you are going to be a good girl from now on, right?”

“Yes! I promise Mommy! I promise I’ll be a good girl!”

She chuckled, her fingers once against curling down towards my cunt. I arched my back, pushing against her pelvis.

Her fingers traced a slow, methodical path to my waiting pussy, teasing along the edges. I was thrumming with desire, every nerve ending electrically charged as if they were being fed with raw voltage. She savored my desperation, letting the anticipation build until it was nearly unbearable.

"Tell me you want it, slut."

"I...I want it, Mommy..." I breathed out.

"What do you want?" Her voice was hushed, her palm running in slow circles over my exposed clit.

"I want to cum!" I wailed.

She chuckled darkly, "Beg for it, slut."

Tears pricked at the corner of my eyes – not from pain. But from the desperation clawing at my insides. I needed to explode. Needed her to allow me that sweet release.

"Please, Mommy... please," I begged, thrusting my hips against her hand. “I’ll be a good girl from now on, I promise!”

Her cold laughter echoed through the office again. She filled me once more: one finger... two... three... A high-pitched whimper escaped my lips as she curled them inside me, hitting that spot that had me seeing stars behind my closed eyelids.

"Yes... just like that," she purred. The rhythm of her movements increased and I matched her pace instinctively — our bodies moving in a frantic dance of lust fueled by forbidden desires until all reasoning was lost within our carnal symphony.

I felt myself spiraling again; the familiar edge of bliss looming dangerously close. White-hot pleasure sparked inside me and this time when she denied me release, a pitiful whine echoed in the room.

“Ah ah ahhhhh~” I squealed like a pig. The pleasure surged through me as my clit erupted. Her fingers curled deep in me, massaging my G-spot as my walls pulsated around them.

“Oh god! I’m cumming!” I gasped, tossing my head back in sheer pleasure.

“Good girl. Cum for me.” She moaned.

I gasped, the pleasure filling every fiber of my body. My cunt spilled with wetness as I flailed on the desk like a fish out of water. “Ahhhhhhh!”

With a gasp, she pulled her fingers out. I nearly slid off the desk as my knees turned to jelly. The ecstasy lingered in my head — the pleasure too much to bear.

“Good girl.” She whispered, petting my spine. “You took your punishment so well.”

“Th-thank you… Mommy~” I purred, barely able to breathe.

“I hope you learned your lesson. Next time, the punishment will be even more brutal.”

I nodded, “I… I did… Thank you…”

My eyes drifted close as she sucked on my neck. I was done with the dumb boys in class. I needed her — and only her.


Story 20: Thief

“Are the cuffs really necessary?” I huffed, squirming in the back of the store.

The security guard was rifling through my bag as my hands locked behind me — the metal cuffs digging into my wrists.

“You ran.” She replied, tossing my lipstick to the side.

I rolled my eyes. Of course, the one time a security guard decides to check my bags, I’m wearing a skirt and high heels. I barely made it out to the parking lot before she grabbed me and pulled me to the back.

“Ah… there we are.” She said with disdain.

The woman grabbed a necklace out of my bag and placed it on the table. The tag was still attached and the gold chain glimmered under the fluorescent light.

“Fine, you caught me. Congrats.” I said sarcastically. “Keep the stupid necklace — now that I’m getting a close look at it, it’s pretty ugly.”

“I will keep it. And I’ll keep you back here until the cops come.”

My eyes widened. “Cops? You aren’t actually going to call the police because of some stupid necklace, are you?”

She huffed, “This stupid necklace was worth $700…”

I groaned, sinking back in my chair. This was ridiculous. “Well, excuse a poor college girl for trying to save her money for groceries.”

“Is that really your excuse?” She replied, standing tall as she continued to rifle in my bag. Her dirty blonde hair was up in a ponytail, with stray strands dangling down past her face.

The guard had a full figure. Nice, womanly tits and hips pressing up against her clothing.

I was a bit envious. I was on the petite side, and my tits barely filled the bust of my A-cup bra.

“You can quit digging around in there. It was only the necklace.” I whimpered.

The frill of my skirt rode up my thighs as I squirmed on the uncomfortable seat. My hands were locked behind the chair and the digging cuffs were starting to get irritating.

“I’m not going to take the word of a thief. I’ll have to check—”

She slammed her lips shut, pink blush surging through her cheeks.

“Wh-what?” I whimpered.

She cleared her throat, her hand timidly reaching inside my purse and pulling out my small, pink clit vibrator.

My cheeks seared red. “I…Fuck.” I had forgotten I had left that in my purse.

She placed the thing on the metal table between us. Now she was the one squirming.

“Well, didn’t expect to find that.” She chuckled.

My thighs pressed together as I stared at my feet. “That… uhh… that wasn’t supposed to be in there.”

“A bet a little slut like you can’t leave home without it.” She replied, a dirty smirk crossing her pink lips.

“Excuse me?” My head jerked up. Did she really call me that?

“You heard me. Look at that little miniskirt you’re wearing. You’re not fooling anyone.” The woman huffed.

I gulped nervously as she eyed me like fresh meat. The heat of the back office intensified as my heart raced.

“You know… Perhaps the cops don’t need to come after all…” she said, her eyes trailing down to my chest. My heart was fluttering, causing the thin fabric of my white top to ripple.


“O-oh?”

She nodded. “The truth is, I’ve wanted a toy like this for a while. My husband doesn’t really satisfy me anymore.” She began, taking the small pink vibrator between her fingers. “If you let me test this little toy out… I can let you off with a warning…”

My eyes shot open. Was she being serious? The mere thought of this older, beautiful blonde security guard playing with my petite pink toy was enough to make my own pussy wet.

“S-sure. Go ahead.” I huffed. Trying to contain myself.

I squirmed in my chair, my knees spreading just slightly — causing the frill of my skirt to ride further up my thighs.

“Good girl…” The woman said with a wink, her stray blonde hairs framing her face. “But I can’t risk ruining my uniform… So I’m going to need a test piggy.”

My heart skipped a beat as I stared into her misty blue eyes. She wasn’t really suggesting…

I clamped my thighs together, the heat in my pelvis was intense as my eyes darted between hers and the vibrator.

Behind me, the chains of my cuffs rattled against the seat of the chair.

“Y-you can test it on me~” I said with a whimper, surprising even myself.

“Oh? You wouldn’t mind?”

My breath lodged in my throat. “N-no… Please do.”

“Good girl.”

She stood, pushing her chair back. The screech of it against the tile floor made my body shiver.

Slowly, the security guard stepped around the table, her smile deepening as her eyes glimmered with lust.

I couldn’t believe this was happening — My mind was a jumbled mess, but my body wanted it so badly. I could feel my nipples harden, pushing against my bra as my pussy lips gnawed at the fabric of my thong.

She stepped towards me, towering down with the vibrator in hand. “Shall we get those cuffs off?”

I gulped, “L-leave them…”

She laughed deeply, “Such a dirty girl. I knew you were a slut.”

She was right. I was a slut — and deep down, I was loving this.

The woman knelt down on the cool metal floor, her vanilla perfume sending chills up my spine. Her fingers teased at the hem of my skirt, slowly nudging it up to reveal the wet patch on my white panties.

"Well, well... looks like our little slut is quite excited," she said, her voice low and seductive. The way she was looking at me, it was as if she were drinking me in.

Her hands started to dance on my thighs, their warmth seeping through my skin, tracing lazy circles as they ventured higher. The anticipation was unbearable; I was so desperate for her touch that it was making me dizzy.

I groaned, tossing my head back as I squirmed. My hands tugged at the cuffs holding me down as the pleasure of her touch began to build in my head — a storm brewing.

“Ready to be played with?” She asked, planting a delicate kiss on my inner thigh.

I whimpered, nodding my head. “Y-yes… Please!”

She giggled. “Okay, but you have to promise to be a good girl from now on, okay, slut?”

My mind raced as her warm breath landed on my wet panties. “Y-yes, Mommy. I promise!” I gasped.

She laughed louder, tossing her head back. “God, you are so fucking horny, aren’t you? Mommy loves that.” She purred.

Slowly, ever so torturously slow, she slid my panties aside. A gasp escaped from me as the air hit my dripping pussy. Then, she slipped the vibrator between my folds. The sensation left me weak and breathless.


“Mmmh yes~” I purred as I felt the silicon toy run up and down my bald, tight slit.

“So wet… So tight.” She groaned, tossing the skirt up onto my lap.

I bit my lip as I watched her exploring my tight cunt.

With a mischievous grin, she turned the little device on, its hum filling the silence of the room. It vibrated against her fingers initially before she pressed it against my clit. An involuntary moan slipped past my lips making her smirk widen.

“Fuck, look at you~” She purred.

I squirmed like a fish on a hook, my hands desperate to break free and flail in the air.

"Enjoying yourself?" She asked teasingly. I nodded hastily as waves of pleasure washed over me because of her actions.

“Good girl…” She murmured again, using her other hand to hold my legs apart further.

My head lolled back onto the chair as I let her control take over me completely. Each pulse sent a jolt of ecstasy coursing through me.

The vibrator was on its lowest setting, and the woman was only running the tip up and down my slit — but even that was enough to make me moan.

I was cuffed in the back of a mall — being played with and toyed with by a beautiful, older woman. It felt like I was dreaming, and I never wanted to wake up.

“How about we focus in on that little pink clit of yours?” She said with a smirk, “It looks like it has woken up.”

She was right. My pink bulb peered out past the bald hood of my pussy — eager to be played with.

“Let’s get these panties off so you can be nice and spread.” She said, pulling the vibrator from my slit. I huffed, my mind racing as she slowly pulled the white fabric from my legs.

My hips wiggled as she pulled them off my heels.

I leaned back in the chair, my legs nice and spread as each breath I took caused my puffy pussy to ooze out more grool.

She smirked, balling my panties up and putting them off to the side.

“I need you to be nice and quiet, can’t let anyone hear us back here.” She said, whispering into my cunt.

I whimpered, nodding my head. “Y-yes, Mommy. I’ll be quiet.” I gasped.

My entire body was shaking as she ran the vibrator up and down my inner thigh. Even that was enough to make me pant like a dog in heat.

"Good girl," she cooed, inches away from my throbbing clit. Her hot breath against my soaked inner thighs made me writhe in anticipation. She edged the vibrator closer to my core, letting the pulsing tip graze over my slick folds. That fleeting contact had me gasping for breath, a pool of desire seeping out of me onto the chair.

“Just enjoy it~” she moaned, teasing me. “Let the pleasure take over…”

My heart pounded against my ribs as I felt the humming toy make contact with my swollen clit. The vibration was titillating, causing my back to arch off the chair and a muffled moan of pleasure to escape past my lips. The intoxicating sensation made my eyes roll back into my head; all I could see was darkness and stars.

“Ahhh~ Oh god~” I gasped, my back arching and slamming back into the chair.

“Fuck, so eager…” She giggled.

I watched her through half-closed eyes as she pulled the vibrator away slightly and let it hover above me. A whimper slipped past my gritted teeth even though I tried to keep quiet - the brink of climax teasing me cruelly.

"Oh? Do you want more?" She asked with a smirk, turning up the intensity of the vibrator just slightly. My body bucked at the increased stimulation, a garbled "Yes" escaping from my throat before I could stop myself.

She pinned my hips down with her other hand, her fingers digging into the flesh of my thighs as she began to move the vibrator in small, tight circles around my clit. Each circle was pure ecstasy; each pulse was an electric shock that made my nerves sing.

Suddenly, she pressed the vibrator directly onto my pearl. A silent scream ripped through me as waves of pleasure crashed over me one after another until I was drowning in it.

I couldn’t hold it back anymore — the pleasure was too much.


“Oh fuck!” I gasped, my toes curling as I tossed my head back. “Yes!”

She laughed, continuing to push the toy against my bud. “You slut. I told you to be quiet, though, didn’t I?”

“I-I-I’m sorry!” I gasped, barely able to breathe let alone speak.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it.”

The guard reached down, grabbing my moist undies.

I whimpered as she stuffed my mouth with my own panties. Fuck, this was so dirty — which only made it that much hotter.

I bit down on the moist fabric. The taste of my own grool coated my tongue as my eyes rolled back. “Mmmph~” I moaned, my hot and eager groans drowned out by the fabric.

"Shhh..." She said, smirking as she watched me squirm under her touch.

Her fingers slipped between my legs, teasing my dripping entrance. Her touch was feather light but it was enough to have my body convulsing with need. I bucked against her hand, desperate for more, but she only pulled away, leaving me panting and writhing.

"Please," I moaned, the words muffled by the fabric in my mouth.

"What's that?" She asked, feigning ignorance. "I can't hear you."

She continued to tease me, letting the vibrator buzz against my clit as her other hand traced circles around my entrance. It was a sweet torture that had me on the edge of my seat—literally and figuratively. I tried to grind down on her fingers but she only pulled them away further, smirking at my frustrated whimpers.

“You little slut. So eager. But fine — since you’ve been such a willing little slut for Mommy. I suppose you deserve some relief.”

Her fingers finally slid into me then – two of them – stretching and filling me in the most delicious way possible. I let out a choked moan as she moved them in a slow rhythm that matched the vibrations from the toy on my clit.

“Hnnnng~” I gasped, my eyes rolling as I felt my pussy walls clamp around her knuckles.

She wiggled them inside me, scratching my most intimate itch as the vibrators of the toy mixed with the pleasure of her fingers sent me over the edge.

She smirked up at my squirming body, sensing my impending orgasm. “That’s it, girl. Cum for Mommy.”

Her two fingers pushed all the way in and the vibrator pressed against my clit hard. The volcano erupted in my head; the floodgates spilled open as each neuron in my head exploded with sheer ecstasy.

“MMMHHHH~” I gasped, my body shaking and convulsing as my clit erupted.

The woman laughed, pulling her fingers out of my pulsating pussy. Grool dripped from her fingertips as she licked them clean — purring like a cat as she did.

The grool slick vibrator fell to the floor — offering me a tinge of relief from the sheer, unfiltered ecstasy surging through me.

The entire room spun around me as the woman reached up, pulling the panties from my mouth.

“F-fuck~” I gasped, saliva dripping off my chin as I whimpered, leaning back on the chair. “That was amazing.”

“It was, wasn’t it? You came so fucking hard.”

She was right. Each breath I took caused more grool to spill out.

“You are free to go.” The woman huffed, rising to her feet. “But don’t let me catch you shoplifting again, or your next punishment will be much worse… On second thought, please do.”

I giggled. “I think I just might… Go ahead and keep that toy, I’ll get a new one. Think of it as an apology.”

I panted, sweaty covering every inch of my body. I was cuffed in the back of a cramped store, but I felt as though I were on a cloud.

“Good girl.” She replied, “You were such a good slut for mommy today.”

I had never been with an older woman before — but I knew that I couldn’t go back. I was born to be Mommy’s little slut.


Story 21: Whatever It Takes

The locker room door burst open, causing all of us to yelp.

“Where is she? Where the fuck is Lani?” Coach Brooks shouted, her voice booming against the walls.

All eyes fell on me. Fuck.

I crossed my arms against my chest. I had stripped out of my gymnast outfit, leaving me in just my thong.

“Y-yea, coach?” I muttered, feigning innocence.

“My office. Now.” She sneered her black hair in a tattered mess.

I huffed, grabbing my towel and wrapping it around my body before racing out to follow her into her office.

I should have known that cheating in my gymnastic routine was going to get me in trouble. I was so desperate to make the college team, that I figured using a bit of chalk on my hands to improve my grip would go unnoticed. I must not have cleaned up after my try-out routine well enough.

The girl after me must have snitched. Everyone was doing whatever it took to make the team.

I whimpered, my heart racing as I followed her into the office. “Sit.” She commanded snapping at the chair opposite her desk.

Coach Brooks had a reputation for being a hardass and a brutal woman — but she always brought out the best in her athletes. I was about to be torn into. All I could do was sit tall and accept my punishment.

“You really think that cheating would go unnoticed?” She asked, leaning back in her chair.

Blush filled my cheeks as I held the towel around my body. It was a size too small, and it barely covered my thighs as I squirmed in the seat.

“Well… I… I…” My mind was racing with a million thoughts. Should I feign innocence? Pretend it wasn’t me? Perhaps I should try and fake cry my way out of this.

No, that would be stupid. My ditzy blonde girl persona worked on dumb boys — but there was no chance it would work with Coach Brooks.

No… My only chance would be to own up to my cheating and take my punishment like an adult. Perhaps she would have mercy on me.

Up until that point, I had been one of the best girls at try-outs. I likely didn’t even need to cheat in order to make the team — but I was greedy.

I sighed, holding the soft towel up to my chest. “Okay… Fine. I admit it. I used some chalk to improve my grip… But—”

“No buts.” She snapped back, her hair in a frenzy as she jumped to her feet and slammed her hands on the desk. “You’ve disrespected me and this entire program!”

I huffed rolling my eyes. “It’s not that big of a deal…”

The fire in her eyes could melt the ice caps. “Excuse me? I’m tired of little brats like you who come into my program and expect to fall into a spot on the team. Nobody wants to work hard anymore!”

I scrunched my face up, unable to hold it in any longer. “You’re the one who needs to be excused! I’ve worked my ass off to get here. If anything, my cheating just proves that I’d do anything to make it!”

I stood to match her gaze. The woman was a foot taller than me, but I didn’t back down.

Despite trying to hold my ground, I couldn’t keep my body from shaking. I was never the confrontational type — but ever since coming to college — I felt like a brand new woman. Still, facing off against a woman like Coach Brooks was something else entirely.

My body shook, as did the towel dangling around my body. My hands clenched the fabric as she snarled at me like a dog about to pounce.


“All you girls say the same thing. You’d do anything to make the team — until I ask for something that is too hard or too tiring — then you bail.”

“Not me.” I retorted bluntly. “I’ll do anything.”

The fire in my soul burnt. It was always my dream to make a collegiate gymnastics team — especially one as highly acclaimed as this one. I wouldn’t back down, no matter what.

“Prove it then.” She said, her face rigid and cold.

“P-prove it… how?”

Her eyes flickered to the towel draped around my body, a spark of something wicked igniting in her gaze. "Get rid of that," she commanded, gesturing towards it.

My eyes widened and I felt my breath hitch. My hands clung tighter to the cloth as if I were hugging it for dear life. The anxiety pounding in my chest was quickly replaced by an unexpected charge of heat. "What?" I stuttered out, disbelief seeping into my tone.

She smiled, her ruby-red lips pulling up at one corner, "Show me your commitment... bare yourself to me."

The air between us crackled, her gaze on me just as intense as the proposition she just put forth. The single fluorescent light overhead bounced off her well-proportioned muscles, bringing out the shadows and undulating curves in just the right places. Her attire, a seemingly modest tracksuit, had never looked so provocative.

For a moment, everything inside me screamed to bolt out the door, but then a strange force started vibrating within me—desire. It radiated off of her like flames from a roaring fire, melting away my inhibitions and reinforcing my resolve.

"Okay~" My voice was barely above a whisper, but it carried enough power to drown out the rushing blood in my ears. I reached up with trembling hands and grabbed the edge of the towel. My heart pounded like a drum against my ribs as I slowly let the fabric drop down from my body.

This… Was so wrong? But then why did it feel so right? My grip around the towel loosened, causing heat to rush into my cheeks.

Coach Brooks smirked, her eyes lingering on my peering cleavage.

I took a deep breath, my heart and clit racing.

Then. I let go.

The towel fluttered to the floor around my socks like an autumn leaf — leaving me completely naked.

I whimpered, unable to keep the heat from my cheeks as her gaze paralyzed me. The grizzled coach’s gaze explored every inch of my petite, slender body — but her face didn’t reveal any emotion at all.

“W-well?” I finally muttered, the air in the office refusing to fill my lungs.

“... Amazing.” She huffed.

My heart skipped a beat. I could barely keep the giddy smirk off my lips. Sure, the college boys I slept with all loved my body — of course they did. The fact that such an older, sexier coach shared that same admiration was intoxicating. My perky pink nipples hardened and my pussy lips bloomed like a flower after spring rain.

I felt a surge of confidence rushing through me as I slowly circled around the desk. “You know, coach… Perhaps I can really go the extra mile to show how eager I am.”

“Oh?” she said, tilting her head.

I bit my lip — a bead of grool running down my thigh.

Each step closer I took caused the heat in my pelvis to rise. The scent of my cherry perfume lingered in the air as I stepped up to her, my delicate and trembling hands riding up her body.

“How about you sit down and let me show you?” I said with a giddy wink.

A smirk broke on her lips. “You really are trying to win me over, aren’t you?” She chuckled, lowering herself down in her seat. “Well then, go ahead girl.”


I giggled, falling between her thick thighs. The carpet dug into my knees as I squirmed, my hands running up and down her legs.

“If you want a girl who is going to go the extra mile… Look no further.” I huffed, the horny energy guiding my actions.

I could feel the heat radiating off her already, a beacon of lust calling me through the fog of desire. Slowly, my hands crept up to her waistband. My heavy breaths echoed in the small office as I hooked my thumbs into the elastic of her gym shorts. I paused for a moment, glancing up to meet her gaze. “I’m going to prove that once and for all.”

"Do it," she whispered, her voice heavy with anticipation.

My heartbeat pounded in my ears, drowning out all other sounds. I gave a small nod and tugged down her shorts, baring the damp fabric of her dark panties to me. A patch of curly hair barely concealed by the soaked cotton stared back at me.

I gulped audibly, surprised at how turned on she was already. My hands skimmed over her thighs once more before dipping beneath the elastic of her underwear. The pulsating warmth that greeted my touch sent a shiver up my spine, bringing a soft gasp from my lips.

"God, you're wet," I breathed, my words muffled against the skin of her thigh.

A soft chuckle escaped from Coach Brooks' lips as she watched me explore her body. "And you've yet to see half of it."

She shifted slightly in her chair, urging me forward. My heart pounded like a drum against my ribs as I pulled down her panties too, revealing her glistening wetness below.

“Fuck…” I huffed as she kicked away her panties, spreading her muscular thighs.

Her pussy was beautiful. The lips were tonged brown and soft, curly pubes circled the labia and clit hood.

The scent of her musty, salty grool hit me like a truck as I leaned forward, my face snuggling between her body.

She let out a moan as my eager breath landed on her clit — just barely peering out past the folds.

“Mmmh, go ahead. Show how willing you are.” She said, her butt shifting to the edge of the chair.

I glanced up at her with lust in my blue eyes. My hands curled around her thighs as they clamped around my panting face.

“Yes, Mommy~” I purred, before draping my tongue out and running it up the length of her wet cunt.

“Ohhh!” She gasped, gripping my hair as the taste of her salty wetness coated my mouth.

I purred like a cat as she held me up against her intimate pussy. My nose pushed against the moist pubes of her clit as her pillow-soft thighs suffocated me.

My tongue continued to run laps up and down her slit, burying deeper with each pass.

Her moans rang in my ears like choir bells as I played with her pussy.

Suddenly, she clamped her thighs even tighter around my head, yanking my hair as she bucked into my mouth. "Oh yes...just like that," Coach moaned out between clenched teeth. Her hips thrust in rhythm with the swirls of my tongue, grinding against my face.

My hand curled between her thighs as she squirmed. My tongue focused on her clit, wrapping it and pushing against it like a little button.

“Ahhh god!” She cried out, not caring as to who might hear.

“Mmmph~” I purred, sucking her clit as my two fingers pushed against the base of her cunt.

"Fuck!" She yelped as I pushed a finger inside of her. The feel of her tight walls clenching around it made me moan into her flesh, muffled by her wetness.

"More..." she begged, voice hoarse and desperate. I moved a second finger to join the first one, watching in delight as Coach's face screwed up in pleasure and desire.


Every gasp, every moan echoed in my ears and made me want more. I dragged my tongue along her soft folds one more time before pulling back to add a third finger.

Her cunt gripped my fingers like a glove as I pushed them in and out of her body, my tongue pleasuring her clit as she clamped her thighs around me like a vice. Her hands gripped my roots, guiding my mouth all over her pussy.

My mind raced, each breath I took caused only her scent to fill my lungs as the taste of her wetness overtook my entire being.

I need her — so fucking bad.

My fingers moved inside her tight body. I had never fingered a woman before — but my fingers moved as if they knew exactly what to do. Each curl and each twitch made her body writhe and caused another moan to escape her lips.

“Ohh fuck… Lani~ Just like that!”
I moaned, my eyes rolling back as the ecstasy took me over as well. My thong was soaking wet with grool and I clenched my thighs shut.

Each lash of my tongue against her clit caused pleasure to surge through me just as much as her.

“I’m gonna...I’m gonna…” She stuttered, her voice barely a whisper. My fingers pumped in and out of her. I felt her getting closer to the edge — closer to that unraveling ecstasy.

“Come on Coach, cum for me.” I challenged, my voice husky against her pussy. My fingers fired off like pistons in and out of her sopping wet cunt. Her sticky grool lathered them like webbing as my tongue flicked her throbbing clit.

Her body jerked violently as she gripped my hair tighter. Her moans started to morph into screams as she lost herself amidst the pleasure. “Fuck! Lani!”

My jaw ached with the continued onslaught, but her taste was so intoxicating, it spurred me on. My fingers curled inside her, reaching deeper.

Her hips moved erratically with her impending orgasm, finding solace as my lips remained latched onto her wet folds. Her heel dug into my back, pushing me further into her — urging me to maintain my relentless rhythm.

“Lani...” she whimpered, “I’m close…”

“Yes,” I grunted back at her, increasing the speed of my thrusts. My own clit throbbed in sympathy — and in eagerness. But this was about Coach; I wanted to make her cum.

My tongue rolled over her clit one last time before taking it between my teeth and giving it a gentle bite. At the same time, my fingers curled against a spot inside of her that made Coach’s pussy clench around them with such fervor that it winded me.

“Fuck--!” She screamed as she collapsed onto the chair — soaked with sweat and grool. Her orgasm came crashing down like a wave, overwhelming us both with its intensity.

Her juices flowed out around my fingers and ran down onto the carpet as I pulled them out of her pussy. Each gasp she took caused more wetness to spill out onto her ass and pubes.

I giggled, huffing as I fell back on my ass. I couldn’t help but stick my fingers into my mouth, sucking deeply as the grool coated every inch of my mouth.

“Mmmh~” I purred, sucking each finger dry. “I hope I proved how much I want this… Mommy.”

She whimpered, squirming as the remnants of her intense orgasm caused her entire body to spasm.

“You… You absolutely did. Fuck…”

I laughed, my own thighs spreading as I reached down with my moist fingers.

I slipped my hand into my thong and pushed my fingers deep into my slit. I was tight, but so wet that my fingers pushed in easily.

“Ohhh, fuck!” I moaned, my hand rubbing my tight, bald pussy.

Coach Brooks moaned as she watched me pleasure and write on the floor. “Good girl… You’re so good at playing with pussy… But there is still a lot for you to learn. When you make the team, I’ll be sure to teach you everything I know.”

I smirked, my eyes fluttering close as I pushed against my clit. “Th-thank you… Mommy. I can’t wait~”
 


Story 22: Cafe Connection

I could feel her eyes staring at me from across the cafe. I had come to sip on some coffee and read a book before meeting my boyfriend, and the entire time I’d been here, the older blonde woman sitting near the door had her dark blue eyes fixated on me.

A shiver shot through my spine. Had I done something wrong? Did I accidentally knock into her or cut her off or something?

Something in her dark gaze told me that she wasn’t just daydreaming — she was studying me.

I tried to focus on my book — I had reached a particularly smutty scene, where the main woman was tied up and being spanked by her master. I couldn’t keep the blush off my cheeks as my hands flipped the pages.

My eyes darted up and the breath shot from my lungs as the woman across the cafe stood, her jeans were snug to her curvy figure and her top left nothing to the imagination. She was exquisite. Perhaps it was the naughty scene in my book that had started to turn my gears, but just the sight of her was enough to make me quiver.

She smirked as she sat across from me, stray strands of blonde hair breaking from her high ponytail as she lifted one leg over the other.

“H-hello?” I whimpered, the breath lodged in my throat.

Her pink lips curled into a smirk. “Rather bold of you to read a book like that out in public.” She said, nodding her head towards my smut.

The blush in my cheeks could light up a city block. I had just grabbed it off my nightstand, It didn’t even cross my mind that someone might recognize the dirty novel I was reading!

“I… I didn’t know it was so… dirty.” I huffed, gulping nervously.

She laughed, “Oh? Looks like you’re rather deep into it. You must have already read the dungeon scene…”

Oh goodness.

My entire body shook. There was no shame in a college freshman enjoying a bit of smut — but being called out on it was making my heart race.

The woman laughed again, tossing her head back. “You poor thing. Sorry, I didn’t mean to ruin your naughty fun.” She flashed me a wink. “I read quite a bit myself. If you like this one, you should read the sequel. It’s much, much hotter.”

My cheeks seared. “O-oh… Okay. Thanks…” I muttered, my eyes wide as my body tensed up. I stared at the woman like a deer in headlights.

Her smirk lingered as her gaze fell down to my chest. Maybe it was the conversation, or maybe it was the smut — but my nipples were hard as diamonds — straining against my top.

“You must really be at a spicy part.” She laughed, “I’m sure an innocent-looking girl like you has quite the dirty side deep down…”

I pursed my lips together, covering my body with the book as I squirmed in my seat. My heart was racing… and so was my clit.

I typically kept my love for smut to myself, as far as anyone in my life knew — I was an innocent college girl who waited a month before even kissing my boyfriend.

They had no idea what a slut I was deep down.

I had managed to keep that part of my life hidden from everyone for years — and yet, here this woman was, and in just a few glances she had me all figured out.

I didn’t reply, but the blush in my cheeks told her all she needed to hear.

With a chuckle, she lifted to her feet, brushing her jeans down. “I’ll have to excuse myself to the bathroom… Just remembering that book has gotten me… rather worked up.” She said with a wink, “I think I need to go and relieve myself.”

The woman turned and took a step forward, her ass pressing up against her jeans, making my mouth water.

She turned as my eyes jerked up to meet hers. “If you’re interested, you’re more than welcome to come and join.”

She winked again and walked away.


As she turned to the bathrooms, I panted, releasing the breath that I was holding. My entire body shook as I placed the book on the table, my half-sipped coffee steaming off to the side.

What had gotten a hold of me? My foot anxiously tapped on the tile floor as my nipples continued to press against my top.

I squeezed my thighs together in a poor attempt to satiate my quivering slit.

I was 19 years old, and in my entire life, I had only been with one guy. My boyfriend was a nice enough boy -–- but he was as inexperienced and clumsy in the bedroom as I was. Smut was the only thing keeping my clit satiated — but now, I wanted something more.

I stood like a newborn deer. What was I doing? My knees shook as I pushed my chair back, nearly knocking it over.

This was wrong. So wrong, and yet, as I slowly made my way to the bathrooms — I couldn’t keep the giddy smirk off my lips. My leggings were tight to my figure, and my loose shirt fluttered with each step — teasing my midriff.

I stopped momentarily, taking a deep breath, my heart pounding against my ribcage. With each thud, I could feel the pulse between my thighs echoing it. A rush of adrenaline washed over me as my fingers traced the cold metal handle of the bathroom door. Taking a moment to compose myself, I pushed it open.

She was standing there by the mirror, shadowed in the flattering light. Her eyes caught mine in the reflective surface and then dropped lower, lingering on my body, tracing every curve through their fabric confines. I watched as her tongue moistened her lips, the desire clear in her gaze.

"I knew you’d come… Close the door," she whispered in a husky tone that made me shiver. I did as instructed, feeling the rest of the world disappear just beyond that wooden barrier.

“You remind me a lot of myself, girl.” She said with a smirk, leaning against the row of sinks. “I was a shy, repressed virgin until I met an older woman who taught me everything I could ever want to know. What’s your name?”

I whimpered, gulping nervously as my brown hair fluttered. I leaned back against the door, barely able to keep standing. “H-Hannah…”

“Welcome to your first lesson, Hannah… You can call me… Mommy.” She said with a smirk. Slowly, the woman walked towards me.

Each strut made her hips waver, and the loose blonde hair framing her face only accentuated the dark blue of her pupils. She stalked like a lioness ready to pounce on its prey — and I was fresh meat.

The woman was a foot taller than me. My entire body tensed as I stared up at her. Her palm pressed against the doorframe as the scent of her flowery perfume filled my nostrils. I whimpered as she leaned down. “Ready for your first lesson?”

I gulp, nodding. “Y-yes… Mommy.” The word felt like a dirty sin on my lips. But fuck — it tasted so good.

“Good girl. Let’s start off by taking off these clothes of yours.”

She locked the bathroom door before stepping back, giving me the stage.

My mind was a whirlwind, but beneath the chaos, there was a humming excitement. The anticipation prickled at my skin, making my heart race beneath my shirt. I swallowed and reached down to the hem of my shirt, pulling it off over my head.

My tits bounced free. My pink button nipples were hard as diamonds as the cool AC pricked at my skin.

My hands reached up to cover my chest instinctually — but I needed her to see me. With a deep breath, I moved my hands down to my sides, arching my back and pushing my tits out towards her.

“Fuck.” She purred, licking her lips. Her pupils dilated as her gaze fixated on my nipples. “So perfect…”

The praise made me smirk and strengthened my resolve.

Bare now, the air-conditioned bathroom sent shivers dancing across my skin. Her eyes roamed over me, raking up and down, leaving trails of fire wherever they looked. "Now the leggings," she purred, her voice revealing her hunger for me.

I nodded, eager to please. Slowly, I pulled down the tight fabric clinging to my legs, revealing my soaked panties. There was no hiding my desire now, not with the wet patch on them making it so evident.

"Good girl." Her voice was almost approving. Her hands reached out to trace the curve of my hips and I shivered at her touch. "So responsive already."

“Th-thank you, Mommy…” I whimpered.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. Every night, I would touch myself reading books where the main character would find herself in situations like this — and now that was me.


I gasped as her fingers insinuated themselves between my thighs, stroking me through the damp fabric of my panties. My hips rolled involuntarily into her touch and she chuckled darkly.

"Ready for the next part?" she asked, withdrawing her hand and leaving me quivering.

“Yes… Please~” I huffed, unable to hide my dirty side any longer.

She moved in close again, her heat searing into me. She pressed herself to me – thigh between leg, breast against breast - tantalizingly slow she began to slide my underwear downward. I heard her draw in a sharp breath as the fabric fell to my ankle — revealing my bald, tight little cunt.

She smirked, her hand curling down to cup my puffy pussy.

Just the feeling of her palm pushing against the hood of my clit was enough to make me whimper and shudder. I gripped onto her shoulders, my knees rattling as pushed my face into her pillow-soft tits. “Please, Mommy… Touch me~” I whimpered, spreading my stance.

She laughed. “Fuck, so eager. How long have you been waiting for something like this?”

“So fucking long…”

“Good girl, just remember to listen to me, and I’ll rock your fucking world.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Yes, Mommy. Anything you say.”

Her smirk widened.

I tossed my head back against the door, all of my senses fixated on her finger teasing up and down the slit of my cunt.

I bit my lip, the world outside drowning out. I was done repressing my slutty urges — Now, I was ready to dive head-first into them.

With a huff, she pushed her middle finger into my slit. Just the tip was enough to make my jaw drop and a moan escaped my lips as I trembled. Her palm pressed hard against my clit hood, sending waves of pleasure throughout my spine.

"Please..." I whimpered, rolling my hips towards her hand. I couldn't stand it any longer.

Her grin was wolfish, and sharp as she began to press inside of me gently. "What's that? I didn't hear you."

"Please," I repeated, louder this time. My hands gripped her shoulders desperately as she pushed inside me slowly.

"That’s it…" Her voice was pure sin, dripping lust and need. “...beg like a dirty little whore.”

My head jerked at her degrading words — but not in objection, only encouragement. “Yes… I am your little whore…” I cried out as her thumb pressed against my clit to send sparks shooting through my body.

“Good girl,” she praised again before delving deeper inside of me.

I gasped as she slid in, my walls clenching around her probing digit instantly. Slowly  --– fucking painfully slow –– she started pumping in and out of me. My moans cascaded into high-pitched whimpers that echoed against the cool walls of the room.

"Oh, God…" I whimpered as she picked up speed, her other hand reaching up to tweak at a nipple sending another jolt of pleasure soaring through me.

“I know this is so dirty for an innocent girl like yourself. Being finger fucked in a dirty restroom by a complete stranger.” She chuckled, my fingers clawing at her shoulders as I squirmed.

“God! Yes!” I gasped. She worked her fingers masterfully, each curl and wiggle touched my most sensitive areas. She knew exactly how to make me melt.

“Ohhh~”

She laughed, her body grinding against mine as my sweaty back pushed against the door. “If you love my fingers, then you’re gonna love this.”

She lowered herself down onto the floor, my breath gasped as she planted soft, eager kisses all down my body.


The older woman knelt before me, her fingers pulled from my cunt. I gasped as a string of wetness fell down my thigh.

My leg lifted, draping over her shoulder as I grabbed the back of her head. “Please, lick me.” I gasped.

With just a few swipes of her finger, this woman had taught me true pleasure. I couldn’t wait to see what her tongue could do.

She smirked up at me, fire in her blue eyes. “Fuck… Your cunt smells like candy.”

“It tastes even better~” I purred, wrapping my calf around her back as I urged her face forward.

I balanced on one foot, resting back against the door as her hot breath on my clit sent my mind into a spiral of ecstasy.

"Are you ready for it, Hannah?" She teased, her lips just inches from my pulsing core.

"Yes!" I cried out. Desperation in my voice.

Without another word, she dived in, her tongue trailing a hot path up and down my slit. My hips bucked, the new sensation making me weak in the knees.

"Oh!" I gasped out as she began to suck on my swollen clit. Her tongue flickered at the sensitive bud, causing my whole world to spin into colors of pleasure.

My hands tangled in her hair as I tried to hold myself steady. But it was futile. My legs were shaking from the pleasure that was washing over me.

She used her fingers to open me up more, exposing my core to her wickedly skilled tongue. She licked and sucked and probed until I was writhing against the door, my breath coming out in ragged pants.

“Oh god! Yes! R-right there~” I purred. One hand gripping her hair and the other tossed over my head. I whimpered, each neuron in my head exploding as the pleasure was unbearable.

She was so talented, so good at using her tongue. I was used to careless and wild lashes, but this woman knew the art of licking pussy. Her tongue rode in long, slow strokes, engulfing all of my slit before focusing her attention on my throbbing clit.

"Fuck... you're so wet for me, Hannah," she teased, her words a harsh whisper against the damp folds of my cunt. That dirty talk alone was enough to make my body convulse in pleasure.

"Yes... yes," I moaned back, not even knowing what I was agreeing to anymore. All I knew was that I wanted this woman, this beautiful older woman who was working me into a frenzy of intense pleasure.

She shoved her tongue deep inside of me, my pussy muscles clenched around it, each lash making my back arch before slamming against the door. 
“Ahhh!” I cried out, my moans filling the air.

"Cum for me, Hannah," she commanded in that voice - husky and authoritative yet loving at the same time.

My body obeyed before my mind could even comprehend her words. The world turned into a blur of colors as an earth-shattering orgasm ripped through me. My back arched off the door, fingernails digging into her scalp as waves of pleasure coursed through me.

She drank it all down, every drop of cum that spurted from my convulsing cunt savored by her lapping tongue. “Mmmh, good girl~” She praised, pulling her face from my cunt.

I gasped as she pulled back, the wetness ran from my thighs down onto the floor.

My leg fell off her shoulder as she knelt up straight, licking her lips as grool and saliva dripped onto her lap.

With a whimper, I slid down onto my ass — my knees too shaky to support me as I let out another gasp of sheer ecstasy.

“Such a tasty little cunt.” She smirked. “I hope I help you… Come to terms with your dirty side.”

I smirked, my face plastered with stray hairs. “Y-you have no idea… Fuck.” I gasped.

“Good girl. Now get cleaned up for Mommy, and the next time you want a little break from your boyfriend — feel free to come and find me. I’d love to teach you some new lessons.”

“Y-yes, Mommy…”


Story 23: Taught By Mommy

“I’ll just ring you up at the register,” I said with a smile, grabbing the stack of books that Ms Parker chose and walking to the back of the store.

My brown hair fluttered behind me as the older woman followed. “This is quite a big store for you to be working all by yourself.” She said with a chuckle.

“I don’t mind. I prefer to work alone.”

Placing the books down, I circled around to the register and began to scan them one at a time.”

The woman had spent almost an hour picking out a host of books. Everything from poetry to historical fiction and everything in between. Ms Parker came into the store every Sunday and always picked out at least half a dozen books to take home. She must live in a library or something.

“Do you need a bag or—” I yelped, my mouth slamming shut as I reached for the final books.

The cove featured a woman completely naked, her hand covering her privates with her perky tits free.

Ms Parker laughed at my reaction. “Never seen a naked woman before?”

I stammered, red blush filling my cheeks. “I -– I just wasn't expecting that.”

She smirked, taking the leather books and casually flipping through the pages. “It’s a book of erotic poetry. I don’t suppose a young woman like yourself would enjoy stuff like this.”

My eyebrows furrowed. “Why wouldn’t I?”

Ms Parker shrugged, holding the book open. “Have a look, then.”

I peered down, the red in my cheeks intensifying as I read the poem on the page.

Her fingers curled inside of me as if she were pulling the strings of a harp

My moans the music that filled the chapel

Just those two lines were enough to make my heart skip a beat.

Ms Parker tossed her head back, “Oh you poor thing, I bet the college boys you are used to don’t talk to you like this.”

I whimpered, tucking a strand of hair behind my ears. “N-no…”

She winked, “Once you start taking your sexuality into your own hands — you’ll never go back to boys again.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

I had just finished my first year at college and had hooked up with a few boys. They were all the same. They kissed me like a sloppy dog and then rammed their cocks into my pussy without any foreplay at all.

After a few pitiful thrusts, it was over. I had always thought that was what sex was supposed to be like, but after reading poetry like this…

Ms Parker leaned over, placing her elbows on the table. Her cleavage popped out, and it took everything I had to keep from looking down at her chest.

“If you want…” She began, her voice soft as felt. “I can show you~”

My doe brown eyes widened. “Show me? H-how?”

She laughed, glancing over her shoulder. It was just us in here. The bookstore was tucked away — hidden from the street.

“How about we go to the back?” She said with a wink that made my heart skip a beat.

Suddenly, the air in the cramped store felt even more suffocating. She wasn’t possibly suggesting…

My mind raced back to all the other weekends that Ms Parker came by the store. I had always thought that she was flirting with me, asking me about boys and my sex life. Once or twice I had even caught her checking me out — I never really thought much about it. The mere thought of an older, sexy blonde like her lusting over a ditzy college girl like me seemed preposterous.

“R-really?” I huffed, half a question and half a plea.

She nodded, a single strand of curly blonde hair falling over her face. “I think there is a lot I can teach you…”


I gulped. My heart was racing like a stallion — and so was my clit.

I nodded eagerly, my body shaking. It had been so long since I’ve had an orgasm, not even touching myself has brought me that relief. Perhaps… perhaps Ms Parker could show me a thing or two.

“L-let’s go to the back…” I said, a bit too eagerly as I walked to the door nestled in the back of the store.

The woman was right on my heels, chuckling to herself as her eyes scanned me up and down. My jeans and top were tight to my figure — my body was nothing special. I was on the smaller side, but running had toned my legs rather well.

She, on the other hand — was like a walking goddess. The woman was likely in her early 40s and was radiant. She was curvy in all the right places and her skin was flawless.               The back of the store was even more dusty and crowded than the front. Books haphazardly scattered the carpet and the fluorescent light overhead was as bright as the sun.

Ms Parker closed the door behind her, her eyes sharp like a lioness about to pounce on her prey.

She crossed her arms, scanning me up and down. The blush on my cheeks was intense. I was used to being gawked at, but something about the lustful stare of an older woman was making my knees rattle.

“Alright, Rachel, was it?”

I nodded.

“When I teach you what I know, you’re never going to need another boy in your life.” She winked, making my breath stutter.

“O-okay… I’m ready, ma’am.” I said, taking a deep breath.

“Good girl. And I prefer to be called Mommy.” She said biting her lip.

“Mommy…” The word was like a sin on my lips. My nipples hardened, pressing up against my blouse and my thighs clamped shut.

“Let’s begin, shall we?” She stepped forward, her cinnamon perfume filling the air.

"Take off your clothes," she commanded her voice firm yet soothing. My heart pounded in my chest; I felt a warmth spreading through my body as my cheeks flushed a deep crimson.

Unsteady hands fumbled with the buttons on my blouse, the rustling of the fabric echoing in the eerie silence of the room. The first button came undone, letting out a soft 'pop' that hung in the air for a moment. One by one, they fell until the blouse gaped open, revealing my black bra underneath. I swallowed hard, sliding my shirt off and allowing it to drop to my feet.

Ms Parker's eyes roamed over my exposed skin, lingering on the curves of my breasts encased in lacy fabric. A soft hum escaped her lips as she stepped closer, her gaze predatory yet gentle. She reached out, running her cool fingers along my heated skin and tracing over the lace borders of my bra. A shiver ran down my spine at her touch.

"Go on," she pushed gently.

I obeyed without question, slowly unzipping my jeans next. The denim slipped down to pool around my ankles revealing my matching set of black lace panties. My breath hitched as I stood there, semi-naked under the penetrating gaze of this enchantress.

The fluorescent light cast a cold glow onto her radiant features, illuminating her blonde curls which seemed to cascade like a waterfall down her shoulders. Her eyes were intense, fixed upon me with a hunger that was almost palpable.

My bad pussy lips gnawed at the fabric of my panties. Fuck. Just her searing gaze was enough to make me so wet…

“All of it, cutie.” She said with a giggle.

My breath huffed as I nodded. The entire room seemed to swirl as I reached up and pulled the strap of my lace bra down my arm.

I could hear my heart beating in my ear as her pupils dilated — staring at my exposed chest. With a final deep breath. I pulled the bra down. The back strap tore — letting the fabric flutter onto the floor.

My nipples were already rock hard. The cool wind brushed my hardened pink nubs — sending shivers throughout my spine.

Ms Parker’s lips curled into a smirk. “Good girl. Now the panties.”

I nodded, my thumbs slipping past the waistband. I couldn’t believe I was doing this — it was so wrong — but fuck — it felt so right.

With a final deep breath, I pulled the fabric down, letting it pool around my feet.

My bald, puffy lips were already glistening, and each eager pant I took caused the bubblegum pink insides to peer out.

“Amazing… Everything is so… Perky.” She said with a smirk. “I love college girls.”

Her praise made my heart race even faster. I bit my lip to keep my giddy smirk at bay.


“What’s next?”

“Next is my turn…” She huffed.

The woman grabbed the base of her shirt, slowly pulling it up to her big, round tits. My breath hitched. Despite her age, her stomach was still nice and toned, with a gem piercing on her stomach.

She pulled it higher, exposing her perky tits encased in a sheer white bra. Her nipples strained against the delicate fabric, begging to be freed.

I gasped. They… Were so round and full. The bra held her pillows up to her chest — but they were begging to be let free. She smirked, knowing the effect her body had on me — Given by the bead of grool running down my inner thigh, it was clear. Ms Parker tossed her shirt over her head, her blonde hair falling perfectly back into place.

Without a word, she unhooked the clasp expertly, letting the garment fall to the floor.

Her bare breasts now in full sight, I gasped at the sight of them. They were round and perfect, with rosy nipples that stood at attention. The sight of it was breathtaking and my pussy clenched in response.

“Like what you see?” She asked with a smirk.

I nodded, feeling the saliva build in my mouth. She was the pinnacle of hotness.

Her pointed gaze fell to the denim fabric hugging her perfect hips. I watched, transfixed, as she gripped the brass button, popping it open with a flick of her thumb. The zipper was next, its metallic sound echoing in the room, adding to the symphony of my racing heart.

The jeans hugged her thighs as she pushed them down, revealing a pair of deep red lace panties. My breath hitched. I could make out a damp spot at the crotch already... fuck.

With a teasing smirk, she kicked off the denim, leaving herself in just her panties and heels that added an extra edge to her sensuality.

She sashayed towards me. Each step was calculated and deliberate. She stopped when we were chest to chest - her breasts pressing into mine.

“How about we get on the floor, and I can teach you all that I know…”

I smirked, “P-please, Mommy~”

My knees gave way, and I dropped to the floor like a ton of bricks. My bare ass scratched against the carpet as I leaned back on my elbows, my knees spread as my cunt panted.

She laughed, “so fucking eager…”

The woman huffed as she fell down across from me, our toes touching as she spread. Her red panties hugged her cunt perfectly. Blonde pubes peered out past the thin fabric as her labia lips bloomed past the small triangle.

She smirked, flashing me a wink before lifting her legs straight into the air.

My jaw dropped as she wiggled on the floor, pulling her panties up her leg until the fabric draped off her toe. With a flick of her foot, she tossed the dirty red thong to the floor right next to my head. The scent of her grool filled the air, the salty musk sending waves of pleasure surging through me.

The woman spread herself, her pussy already as wet as mine was as reached down, her fingers spreading her lips.

“Let’s start with small circles…” She huffed, her toes wiggling against mine as I mimicked movement.

Her slender fingers trailed down her stomach towards her wet cunt as she pulled down her panties to the middle of her thighs. Her fingers pressed up against the hood of her clit – pressing against the nub in small circles.

I did the same, my fingers trembling as I touched my clit.

My pussy clenched in response and a soft moan escaped my lips. I watched as she bit her bottom lip, her eyes lidded with desire.

"Keep your eyes on me," she ordered, punctuating the statement with a quick flick of her clit, causing her to gasp. I nodded, following suit. My fingers pressed harder against my clit, circling it just like she was. The sensation was electric.

Suddenly, she hits a rhythm that caused her back to arch off the ground, her tits jiggling freely as she gasped for breath. I found myself copying her actions, my own back arching as I rode the waves of pleasure.

"That's it..." She moaned out, her eyes closing tightly as she lost herself in the moment.

Her hands moved faster now, her fingers working in a frenzy as she approached her climax. My own fingers matched her rhythm, the heat building in my core at an alarming rate.

“Mmmh, how does that feel?” She asked with a smirk.

I whimpered, my mind racing as my fingers pushed down on my clit — sending waves of euphoria down my spine. “S-so fucking good~” I purred.


“Good girl, time for the next level.”

I watched eagerly as Ms Parker spread her thighs even more, her curly blonde pubes coated in wetness as her middle finger easily slipped inside of her pussy — which was now blooming like a flower.

“Ohh~” She moaned, her finger pushing all the way in. She thrusted a few times before slipping in another finger. I watched as her pussy pulsated around her fingers, knuckling deep inside of her slit.

I gulped nervously as my own hand trailed down my cunt. My pussy spread as my finger pushed against the base of my tight, pencil-thin slit.

I inched it inside, my walls clenching deliciously around my digit. The feeling was intense, almost overwhelming me. I gasped, squirming on the carpet beneath me as I began to move my finger in and out.

Ms Parker's fingers were pounding into her in rapid succession, her body twisting and turning with the building pleasure. Her breasts jiggled with each movement she made, her nipples hard and inviting.

"Add another one," she husked out. I quickly obeyed, sliding my second finger into my dripping cunt alongside the first. The stretch was deliciously painful, adding an exciting edge to the pleasure.

“O-oh, fuck~” I purred, tossing my head back. My brown hair dangled as my body shook with pleasure.

“Move your fingers inside you. Curl them, scratch that dirty, intimate itch.” The woman laughed.

I nodded, barely able to keep my quivering eyes on her. I watched as her fingers curled inside of her, massaging her G-spot and making her feet kick the air,

I did the same, my slender fingers writhing and wiggling inside me — pleasing me unlike any other.

The woman laughed, “Good slut just like that… Keep thrusting.”

I did just that, my two fingers plunging in and out as grool seeped out of my tight cunt. “Oh, ohhhh~” I whimpered, unable to sit still as each vein in my body coursed with euphoria.

She smirked, pulling her hands out of her own slit. She turned on her hands and knees, crawling towards me with her ass wiggling in the air. “Here, let me lend a hand.”

As I continued to finger myself, the woman pushed her grool slick fingers up against my bald clit — now peering out past the hood.

“Ah!” I yelped, my back arching as I fell back on the carpet. My feet kicked the air and my hair fanned behind me as she leaned over my body.

“Enjoy it, keep fingering…”

My eyes fluttered close as my pink pussy gripped my fingers. Ms Parker pressed against my clit, making my mind blank as my orgasm boiled over.

Her fingers on my clit were the perfect blend of rough and soft, rubbing circles around my sensitive bud while I filled myself with mine. "Fuck, fuck," I panted, my fingers thrusting wildly into my wet hole. My pussy squelched obscenely with each thrust, making her chuckle.

"Good girl, you're so close," she cooed, her fingers quickening their pace on my clit. Her other hand reached up to pinch one of my nipples, tugging at it gently. The sharp pain only added to the pleasure coursing through my veins.

I could feel my orgasm building, a tantalizing pressure deep within me that threatened to explode. My body jerked involuntarily, the carpet rough beneath me. The scent of arousal filled the room, mixing with the dusty smell of the old carpet and library books.

"Ahh, Mommy~ I’m so fucking c-close!" I whimpered, bucking against our joined hands.

"That's it baby... let go for me," she growled, her voice low and husky in a way that had me clenching even tighter around my fingers.

The orgasm hit me like a train, and I screamed out in pleasure as wave after wave washed over me. My body convulsed, legs shaking uncontrollably as I rode out the climax. I could hear Ms Parker's smoky laughter ringing in my ears, her hand still working my clit until every last shiver was wrung out of me.

I collapsed onto the carpet, panting heavily with sweat gleaming on every inch of me. Ms Parker leaned back on her heels, a satisfied grin plastered on her face as she licked her fingers clean.

“Good girl. I bet that felt good.”

I saw stars, my mind still reeling. “S-so fucking good…”

“Glad I could help. I hope you learned how to touch yourself properly. You won’t need any dumb boys anymore.”

“No, I don’t…” I said with tired breath. “I just need you.”

I reached up, pulling the woman’s arms as she collapsed on top of me. Our tits pressed together as I wrapped my legs around her pelvis. She whimpered as our lips locked and my tongue pushed into her mouth.

“Ohhh~” She purred as my tongue explored every inch of her mouth. The taste of grool coated my buds, making me quiver.

Ms Parker had taught me so much — and we were only getting started.


Story 24: Paying Rent

A heavy knock on my door caused the entire apartment to rattle. I yelped, waking from my couch nap. “What the…?’

Another knock, this time much harder. “Haley? I know you’re in there!”

Fuck… That must be my landlord, Mrs Trainor.

Rent was due a few days ago, and I completely forgot. I was so busy with exams and studying for finals that paying for rent had never crossed my mind.

I jumped out of the couch, my messy blonde hair in a frenzy as I dashed for the door. My pink panties wedged between my cheeks and my matching tank top was tight against my body. I would have preferred to put on some pants — but from the sounds of it, Mrs Trainor was going to knock the door off the hinges.

I swung the door open as the older, raven-haired woman winded up for another big knock — her face searing red.

“M-Mrs Trainor!” I huffed, brushing the stray hairs out of my face as I leaned against the doorframe. “How can I help ya?”

Her teeth grit. “How can you help me?” Her shrill voice made my hairs stand on edge.

“How about paying rent on time for once? That would help quite a bit.”

“Ohhhh, right,” I said with a nervous chuckle. “Totally forgot, sorry ma’am, it won’t happen again.”

She stepped forward, the scent of her perfume was nauseating. 
“This is the third month in a row that you conveniently forgot to pay rent on time. I have half a mind to kick you out of here and get a responsible tenant.”

I huffed, crossing my arms over my chest. “I said sorry… No need to get your panties in a knot. I have been cramming for exams…”

She scoffed, her eyes falling down to my bare thighs. “Perhaps if you would stop inviting boys over and hosting parties all week, you’d have more time to study.”

I glanced over my shoulder. Red solo cups and empty pizza boxes littered the apartment. I knew that Mrs Trainor lived in the building, and the parties that I hosted sometimes did get a bit wild. “I’ll keep that in mind… Thanks. I’ll get you the rent right now. Just leave me alone.”

I went to close the door but Mrs Trainor’s foot wedged between the door, “On second thought…” She began, a wicked smirk crossing her lips. “Hosting parties is against the terms of our lease…”
My eyebrow raised, “Okay… and?”

“And I think I want you out of my apartment before the end of the month… Or else.”

My eyes shot open, “You can’t be fucking serious?”

All the evil woman did was chuckle and shrug her shoulders. “I am serious. Thirty days, or else I get the cops involved.”

My heart was racing in my chest. This was the only apartment I could afford, and moving during exam season was a stress that I wasn’t ready to shoulder. I knew that I was far from the best tenant… But this was too much!

“Ma’am… Come on, you can’t—”

“I can and I will.” She interrupted, her teeth gritting and her beady eyes glaring at me. “You’ve been a thorn in my side ever since you moved in. I live just downstairs and the floors are thin. Don’t think I can’t hear all your partying — not to mention all the sex you and your boyfriend have.”
I grumbled under my breath. “It hasn’t been great for me either. I can also hear you and your husband arguing all day long. I can barely get any studying in with your fighting! I get that he doesn’t fuck you anymore, but don’t make that my problem!”

Hot blush painted her cheeks. “Y-you heard all that?”

I rolled my eyes, “The entire apartment building probably did. Fuck, just get a male hooker and call it a day.”

She winced, her cheeks red from anger and embarrassment. “W-well excuse me for not being a slut like you!”

I tossed my head back and laughed. “Yeah I am a slut, so what?”

The smirk on my lips grew, “If you want, I’m sure I can get my boyfriend to give you some dick — if you let me stay.” I winked, causing her cheeks to blush even more. “I don’t mind, and I’m sure he won’t either.”

The woman mumbled under her breath. Her eyes darted down my body back to my thighs.

“Well... Maybe we can work something out.”

My eyes widened, “Really? Damn, didn’t actually think you’d be that desperate… Well, in that case, I can call him and —”

“No. I don’t want him.” She said, lips pursing together.

I tilted my head, my blonde hair dangling. “What? Well, what do you want?”


She took a deep breath. I could see Mrs Trainor’s heart racing over the top of her shirt — her pupils dilating. What could she be thinking?

“I want… you.” She said, her voice barely louder than a whisper.

“M-me?” I stumbled back into my apartment. “What do you mean…”

Her eyes darted from my panties, barely covering my puffy mound, up towards my tits, which were pushing up against the fabric of my tank top.

My heart raced… She couldn’t be serious, could she?

Though, given the lustful gaze in her eyes — I knew she wasn’t joking.

Now I was the one with stuttering breath and blush-filled cheeks.

She continued, “If, maybe you could give me what my husband can’t. I can ignore all your partying and late rent payments… Hell, if you really do a good job, I can ignore the rent payment all together.” An uncommon smile cracked her lips. “If you do a good job, of course.”

I pressed my thighs together, feeling the crotch of my panties moisten.

Mrs Trainor had always been a bitch and a pain in the ass, but I did feel for the woman. Her husband was a slob, not half as attractive as she was. Besides… I had always wanted to be with a woman. Perhaps, I could stone two birds at once…

“Alright…” I said, biting my lip to keep the giddy smile off my face. “If I make you… cum, then we put all this behind us.”

Her grin widened. “Deal…”

My hand reached forward to grab hers — perhaps a bit too eagerly. I couldn’t help it. The taboo nature of fucking my own landlord was intense. I had never been with someone more than twice my age — nor another girl!

I guided her to the couch. “Have a seat… I’ll take it from here,” I said with a giggle.

She nodded, brushing the loose black hairs behind her ears. “It’s rather hot in here… Maybe you should take that tank off?” She suggested with a naughty smirk.

I bit my lip. “I agree… It is warm, isn’t it?”

I flashed the woman a wink as I lifted the moist fabric of my top. My fit stomach was enough to make her whimper. With a deep breath, I tossed the top off my head, bundling it and throwing it onto the ground.

My petite, perky tits bounced free, my nipples already hard.

“Fuck…” She whimpered, grabbing my hips and pulling me between her thighs.

I whimpered as the woman planted a small kiss on my stomach, making my body weak. For such a rugged woman — her kiss was so soft and tender.

Slowly, I fell to my knees, rubbing my hands over her pants. “You know… I’ve always wanted to do this…” I huffed.

Mrs Trainor leaned back, running her fingers through my matted blonde hair. “Is that so? Being with an older woman?”

I nodded, my fingers slipping under her waistband.

“Well in that case… Go ahead, little slut.”

“Yes, mommy~” I huffed.

Pausing, I watched her face, gauging her reaction. Her dark eyes were wide with anticipation, lips parted and wet. Encouraged, I continued tugging until her pants pooled around her ankles, exposing lacy black panties that did little to conceal the womanly haven between her thighs.

My breath hitched as my fingertips grazed over the damp lace fabric. The underlying heat from her arousal was palpable, intoxicating. With a gulp, I hitched my fingers into the waistband of her panties. One look into Mrs Trainor's eager eyes and I knew there was no turning back.

"Ready?" I teased, yanking the material down in a swift motion. She gasped slightly as the cool air hit her revealed folds, causing me to bite my lip in satisfaction. I tossed the discarded panties aside, my gaze hungrily drinking in the sight before me.

She was gorgeous. Spread out before me like a feast, her pink folds glistening with arousal. The scent of her flooded my senses and I felt a rush of excitement course through me. It was an uncharted territory; raw and tempting.

Her black pubes matched her raven hair — the strands slick with wetness as her pussy parted with each breath.

She gripped my roots, pulling me further into her wetness. “Wh-what do you think? Sweet girl," she breathed shakily, her fingers threading through my hair again. "Don't make me wait."


The words shot through me like electricity. My pulse quickened as I leaned forward, loosening my grip on her firm thighs to let my hands wander over the smooth skin of her inner thighs.

"Yes, mommy…" The words tumble out in a low purr.

My own pussy gnawed at my panties as I wrapped my hands under her thighs, holding them up like stirrups on my shoulders.

The scent was intoxicating. My mouth watered as I stared at her pussy, each eager breath caused her lips to bloom just a bit more.

I lowered my head slowly, letting my warm breath wash over the sensitive flesh. Her hand clutched more tightly at my hair and her hips rose to meet my face. I felt her squirming in anticipation, but I took my time.

“P-please!” The woman gasped, squirming on my couch.

I giggled. Watching the hardened woman whimper and beg was so fucking sexy. My grool stained my panties. “Since you asked so nicely…”

The first lick was slow, languid. I dragged my tongue from her entrance to her clit, savoring the tangy taste of her arousal. She shivered beneath me, a broken moan escaping her lips. Emboldened by her reaction, I traced over the folds again, teasing her clit with flicks of my tongue.

The taste of salty grool lathered each and every inch of my mouth. I purred, licking my lips.

Her grip on my hair tightened and she let out a breathy gasp. "Don't...don't tease," she managed to grind out between gasps of pleasure. Her words fell on deaf ears though. I wanted to draw it out, to make her beg me for more. So I continued my slow exploration of her body.

I kissed and licked every inch of her pussy at a maddeningly slow pace that left her writhing underneath me. Her sweet cries were music to my ears, each pleasured whimper encouraging me to continue this torture.

“You like that, Mommy?” I asked, my eyes meeting hers.

She whimpered, nodding her head as loose strands of hair stuck to her flushed face. “S-so much! But I need more!”

As much as I loved hearing those sounds, it was about time to give Mrs Trainor what she desired or rather what she needed at this point.

"Do you want me to fuck you with my tongue?" I asked innocently, pulling back enough for my voice to travel clearly towards her ears.

“God yes! Please!”

Her thighs clamped around my face like a vice. I gripped her soft skin hard enough to leave bruises as the scent of her body filled my lungs.

I plunged my tongue deep into her, mimicking the rhythm of what would be a hard cock. Mrs Trainor let out a strangled cry, her fingers digging so deeply into my hair that I thought she might pull it out at the roots. But the pain only fuelled my desire, sharpening my senses.

Her pussy clenched around my tongue, trying to draw it in deeper. I obliged, fucking her harder and faster as her body bucked beneath me. The sounds she was making were incoherent now, just gasping breaths and broken whimpers.

The wet filth coated my tongue — and her moans were like an angelic choir ringing in my ears.

“Ahhh fuck!” She squealed. “More! J-just like that!”

I happily obliged, devouring her grool like a starving animal.

The woman leaned forward, pushing her clit and pelvis into my nose. Suddenly, her hand reeled and slapped my ass, making me yelp.

“Dirty slut. I bet you love this, don’t you?”

She slapped me again, making me moan into her cunt as my tongue continued to ravage her.

Her thighs suffocated me as her hands explored my perky ass and back.

I gasped, my mind reeling.

Suddenly, one of her hands slipped between my thighs. She found my clit without hesitation and circled it with her thumb. Pleasure shot through me, making me buck against her touch. My body ached for more and when she plunged two fingers deep into my wet cunt, I nearly screamed.

She was rough and it felt amazing. Her fingers moved in and out of me, matching the rhythm of my tongue. I moaned into her pussy as she fingered me hard, never allowing me to catch my breath.

"Fuck, Mommy," I whimpered. "Your fingers feel so good inside me."

Spit and grool rolled down my thighs as she leaned over me, her fingers digging deep between my ass and thighs.


“God… Your cunt is so tight.”

With a whimper, she pulled her fingers out of me, grool dripping off the tips.

My eyes trembled as I watched her lick her fingers dry, moaning like a slut as my sweet cream coated her tongue.

Her own pussy was so fucking wet — the filth spilled down my throat onto my tits as continued to run laps up and down her clit.

I focused my lashing on her clit — making the woman squirm and her back arch with each lash.

“Oh god! I’m going to fucking cum!”

That was all the encouragement I needed. I buried my face deeper, sucking and lapping at her clit. Her legs trembled around my head, her body shaking uncontrollably.

I felt her body tense, her muscles locking in place as my tongue assaulted her. She cried out loud, clawing at the cushion.

I quickened my pace, my tongue a blur as it dove between her folds.

Her screams echoed off the walls of the room as she finally came, her juices flooding my mouth. It was sweet and salty and intoxicating all at once — driving me to lap every drop.

“Mmmmph~” I moaned, my eyes rolling back as I sucked her dry.

Panting heavily, Mrs Trainor finally relaxed her grip on my hair, falling back onto the couch with a blissful sigh. But I wasn’t done with her yet. I climbed up her body, straddling her waist as she lay spent beneath me.

I kissed her deeply, filling her mouth with the taste of herself. “Mmmh, Mommy~” I moaned, straddling her.

My pussy dripped onto my bare pussy — the fabric of my panties soaked in grool.

She moaned into the kiss, wrapping her arms around me as I ground down on top of her. I could feel myself nearing my own climax, urged on by Mrs Trainor’s hands roaming across my body.

She reached down, stroking my clit with skilled fingers as I ground against her. My breathing hitched in my chest as waves of pleasure washed over me.

“Oh God,” I moaned into our kiss. “Mommy…”

“You did such a good fucking job.” The woman moaned, her fingers furiously stroking my clit. “Now it’s your turn to cum.”

I tossed my head back, grinding against her hand as she latched her lips against my nipple.

“Oh yes yes yes!” I begged.

The feeling of euphoria flooded my mind as I licked her lips — feasting on the residual grool.

“Give it to me! Give Mommy your cum!” She moaned, tugging at my nipple with her tongue.

That was all it took.

“Ohhh yes! God!” I panted.

My pussy pulsated, spilling with grool as my body went limp.

I laid against her, both of us panting as our minds raced.

“That… Was amazing.” She whimpered, kissing my neck.

My eyes fluttered as I circled my hips on her lap. “Fuck… Mommy~”

“I think we can ignore rent from now on.” She giggled, stroking my hair. “As long as you keep eating me out like that.”

“Fuck. Happily. Your pussy is so amazing.” I purred like a kitten, nestling my face into her collar.

“Good girl.”


Story 25: The Gift

I ran down the stairs in a panic as the knocking on the front door grew louder and louder.

“I’m coming!” I yelped, my blonde hair flying back as I lifted the gown of my wedding dress to keep from tripping on it.

My wedding was in two days, and I had just gotten the dress back from the tailor. I was a petite girl but had a bigger bust and hips than most — which made the dress require quite a few alterations. I had just managed to slip into it.

With a huff, I swung the front door open.

“Oh my fucking god…” Fiona said with a beaming smile. “You look so gorgeous!”
My best friend dropped her neatly wrapped gift onto the doormat before leaping into me.

“Fiona! You made it! Careful, I just got the dress altered!” I said, unable to hold back my smile.

Fiona and I had been best friends ever since our sorority days. After college, she moved across the globe, but we still talked every day. I was afraid she wouldn’t make the wedding, but here she was.

She stepped back, picking up her gift as her hazel eyes scanned me up and down. “Rachel… You look so… Ethereal.” She huffed, her gaze lingering on my cleavage — tastefully peering out from the white lace.

I blushed, “Thanks, Fi.”

All throughout college, Fiona was the girl that all the boys lusted over. I was the bumbling awkward kid — and truthfully, I was a bit jealous of all the attention she got.

“Come in, we have a lot to catch up on!” I said stepping aside.

The brunette huffed, shaking her head to free her from her trance as her eyes stayed fixated on my dress.

I did look rather beautiful in it — if I say so myself.

“We sure do, but first, my gift!” She said cheerfully shoving the petite little box into my arms.

“Oh, Fi, you didn’t need to —”

The girl grabbed my hand pulling me towards the living room as if it were her house.

“Careful! The dress!” I yelped, holding the box under my arm as my hand held up the skirt to keep it from dragging on the floor.

Fiona chuckled, waving away my protests as we barrelled into the plush living room. "Stop being such a dainty bride!" She teased, her hazel eyes twinkling with mischief.

I could only roll my eyes at her antics, desperately trying not to trip on my extravagant dress. I let out a sigh of relief as we finally plopped down onto the couch, my heart drumming an erratic rhythm in my chest.

"All right then...open it." Fiona commanded, her voice dropping to a more subdued tone, her eyes glistening with anticipation.

I placed the box on my lap, it was small, but very carefully wrapped.

Fiona bit her lip, her feet tapping against the floor as she eagerly anticipated me opening her gift.

My eyebrow lifted, Fiona rarely put any thought into gifts. Hell, for my 22nd birthday, she gave me a box of napkins and a hairbrush.

Slowly, I pulled at the pink bow wrapped around the box. For some reason, my heart was racing. My fingers trembled as the ribbon fluttered to the floor.

“What… What is it?” I asked.

Fiona just giggled. “Open and see. I think as a new bride, you’ll loveeeee it!’

I pursed my lips together, slowly pulling the wrapping paper apart revealing a discrete brown box underneath.


I gave the box a shake. The thing inside was small? It sort of sounded like another hairbrush rattling around in there. Surely not even Fiona would get me something as thoughtless as that…

Slowly, I opened the box.

My jaw dropped.

“Fiona!” I gasped, pushing the box off onto the couch between us. “That’s disgusting!”

The box tumbled over, and a black dildo rolled out.

She tossed her head back and laughed, taking the toy and holding it in her hand.

The brunette held it up to her face, grinning as she planted a soft kiss on the tip. “Oh come on Rachel, I know that your hubby, Brian is a bit small down there.” She winked, making the blush sear in my cheeks. “This little thing will compensate where he can’t…”

I gulped nervously, I knew it was stupid of me to divulge that info to Fiona. Brian was a sweet guy — but he was rather unimpressive down there…

My green eyes trembled as her hand rode up and down the realistic shaft. The toy must have been 9 inches at a minimum. The silicone shaft was covered in veins with a nice and bulbous head. Hell, the thing even had a pair of nice round balls.

I pressed my thighs together. “Thanks for the gift… I guess…”

She smirked, “Do you want me to show you how to use it?”

My eyes widened. “Fiona! I don’t need a demonstration!”

She tossed her head back in laughter, her wavy brown hair cascading down her back like a river as her chest pushed up against the thin fabric of her top. “If you insist, but a toy like this needs a rather… special touch.”

“A special touch?” I asked, tilting my head. This was so dirty, but a part of me couldn’t help but be intrigued as to what she may be alluding to.”

Her pink lips curled into a smirk. “Oh yes. It’s not really something I can describe…”

I pursed my ips together, my heart was racing as the fabric across my chest fluttered.

Fiona’s smirk grew as her brown eyes fell back down to my chest. “Lay back.” She said, her voice more of a command than anything else.

“Wh-what?”

“You heard me. Lay down on your back. Don’t worry, I won’t ruin that dress of yours… Too much.”

A whimpered breath escaped my lips.

Biting my lower lip, I slowly reclined on the plush material, my heart pounding in my chest. My emerald eyes fluttered as I looked up, gasping when I saw Fiona tower over me as the girl rose onto her knees on the couch.

“That’s it… Just like that girl.” She huffed.

This was so wrong — but fuck — it felt so right.

Just the sight of the black toy made my heart race like a stallion. Fiona was right — my husband-to-be couldn’t compare one bit.

With one hand on the toy, Fiona slowly lifted the frill of the wedding dress up to my waist. My trembling legs revealed as I leaned on my elbows, watching in anticipation as she revealed my white panties and stockings.

“Fuck.” Fiona moaned, kneeling between my legs.

The girl leaned down, her ass wiggling in the air as her face nestled between my thighs. My white silk panties were already moist. I couldn’t help it.

The scent of me must have been intoxicating. Fiona took a deep breath, her eyes still locked with mine, her lips parting ever so slightly. Her fingers traced the curve of my hip, and then traced down my inner thigh. My skin was on fire. I bit my lower lip to stifle a moan as she moved closer.


"I like you in white," she murmured, her voice husky and full of promise.

"Why?" I managed to ask, my voice a mere whisper.

"Because it's innocent...like you."

I felt a blush creeping up from my tits to the tips of my ears. Her fingers touched the lace edge of my panties, tracing it lightly, teasingly. Even though there was fabric between us, I still felt the heat of her touch where she pressed against me. I wanted more. God, did I want more.

Fiona glanced up my panting body — her eyes glimmering. “You’re so wet… You are going to fucking love this.” She moaned, her hot breath on the dainty fabric of my panties making me whimper.

“F-Fiona…” I moaned. Back in college, she and I had shared a kiss or two — it was just playful college girls things — I could have never dreamed that it would get this far. But I loved it.

My thighs spread gently as she slapped the shaft of the dildo against my leg.

With her eyes fixed on mine, she pushed the tip against my mound.

“Oh!” I yelped, my back arching before slamming back down into the sheets.

Fiona laughed, “So eager. You want this bad, don’t you?”

“Yes!” I gasped. My mind was swirling and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

Grabbing the gown-like skirt of my wedding dress, I lifted it up to my stomach, giving her free reign of my pussy.

She slowly moved the toy up, tracing my slit over the slick fabric of my panties. I felt the length slide smoothly against me, the anticipation making me grip the couch tighter beneath me. Her touch was gentle, teasing, making me want and need more.

"Are you ready?" she asked, her voice barely audible as she enveloped me with her intense gaze. I nodded breathlessly; words seemed to escape me at that moment. With a wicked grin on her face, Fiona tugged aside my soaked panties, revealing my dripping cunt.

The cold air made me shudder, but Fiona's warm hand quickly replaced the chill with heat as she held the toy at my entrance. The sight of that intimidating black dildo poised to enter me made my heart hammer in my chest.

Her hand held my panties to the side, spreading my pussy just enough to tease the pink wetness inside.

“Fucking perfect.” She huffed, her mouth watering at the sight of my slit.

My heart and clit were throbbing at this point. I had been with Brian for years, it had been so long since another person admired my pussy.

Slowly, Fiona ran the tip of the dildo up and down my blooming slit.

“Ohh fuck~” I purred, tossing my head back and squirming in my wedding dress. “That feels so fucking nice.”

Just the tip was enough to make my body tingle. My pussy lips gripped the silicone, each pass burying an inch deeper than the last.

“I know it does. Just close your eyes and let me do the rest.” Fiona whispered, her warm breath landing on my clit.

I did just that. My blonde hair fanned out on the couch as my eyes fluttered. I felt like I was on a cloud.

Then, without any more warning, I felt the head of the toy push into me. The size of it took my breath away, stretching me open in ways I hadn't felt in years. "F-Fiona," I gasped, gripping the gown. "It's-"

"Too big?" She asked, pausing and pulling back ever so slightly. A wicked grin spread across her lips as she watched me squirm beneath her.

“N-no… It’s amazing!” I gasped. The pleasure in my head flooded my senses as my hips swayed, begging for the toy to bury deeper.

Complying with my silent request, she eased the toy out just a bit before pushing it back in again. This time, the gasp that was ripped from my lungs was one of pleasure rather than shock.


The sensation was intoxicating; the slick plastic of the dildo contrasting against Fiona's warm fingers playing with my clit was driving me mad.

"That's it," Fiona cooed at me, thrusting harder now. "You're doing so well."

The heat began to build inside me as she fucked me with long, slow strokes. The feeling of being stretched and filled by that intimidating toy sent waves of pleasure straight to my core.

“Oh god! Yes, right there!” I yelped as she pushed the toy all the way in. My tight, innocent pussy stretched up completely — making each neuron in my head explode.

“Take it, baby~” Fiona purred, her free hand circling around my clit.

My pussy spilled with grool, ruining the delicate fabrics of the dress — but at this point, I didn’t care. I needed more!

The pleasure was too much, too intense. I have never felt this way before. The feeling was so foreign that it was frightening, but it was also mysterious and enticing.

“Oh fuck! F-Fi!” I panted, my eyes rolling back as my back arched and slammed back down on the shaking couch.

With every thrust, Fiona took me deeper into the realm of ecstasy that I had never known existed. My body arched off the couch, my fingers clutching onto the sheets tightly. My eyes rolled back into my head as she fucked me relentlessly.

She laughed menacingly.

"You like that? You dirty slut," She asked between grunts, her eyes sparkling deviously as she watched my body shudder beneath her touch. Her fingers continued to circle my clit, adding to the intense sensation building within me.

I did. I hadn’t enjoyed sex in so fucking long — this release had been building for years.

"Yes... oh yes!" I moaned, thrashing around like a wild animal in heat. "Don't stop..."

She didn't. She continued to fuck me harder and faster - each thrust making me cry out in pleasure. My body was on fire - the heat from within radiating outwards.

I grabbed my tits, massaging them over the bust of my dress as I felt my orgasm bubbling over.

"Fiona...oh god...I'm gonna..." I whimpered, unable to complete my sentence as I felt myself reaching the peak.

"Do it," Fiona commanded, her voice barely above a whisper but held undeniable authority. "Cum for me."

And that was all it took for my body to be washed over by an intense orgasm that shook me to my core.

“Oh fuck! Oh god yes!” I wailed, my voice rising to the ceiling. The waves of pleasure washed over me again and again - until my body was drained of all energy.

The grool oozed out of my pussy. With one final flick of my clit, Fiona pulled the toy out of my ruined pussy.

“Good job, babe.” She giggled. The scent of my sweet grool filled the air as the entire room swirled around us.

My dress was coated in sweat and grool — but at this point, I didn’t care at all.

My heart skipped a beat as Fiona ran her tongue up the length of the dildo, now dripping in my wetness.

“Mmmh~” She purred, her tongue circling the tip — now nice and white with my grool.

I bit my lip, unable to hide back my excitement. The lingering pleasure of my orgasm filled my head, the euphoric high was incomparable.

“That was amazing.” I huffed.

Fiona flashed me a wink. “Still two days until the wedding. I’m sure we can have a lot more fun until you become a married woman.”

I nodded. “We better.”


Story 26: Bridal Suite

I took a deep breath before slowly opening the door.

“Shayla? You ready?” I asked timidly.

She turned to face me.

Fuck.

Her golden hair fell like a sunset waterfall down her shoulders. Her wedding dress was tight, fitting her slender form perfectly. The dress portion was like a ball gown. She was gorgeous.

The bride smiled. “Hey, Tori. I think so. Is everyone waiting downstairs?”

I nodded. “The last guests just came in. The ceremony is going to start in about twenty minutes.”

Shayla pursed her lips, staring at herself in the mirror as her hands rode down her waist — pushing down any last wrinkles in the fabric.

I walked in, my own bridesmaid dress was pretty — but I looked homeless compared to her.

I took her by the hand, the poor thing was shaking.

“Hey, look at me,” I said, my voice barely louder than a whisper. “You’ll be okay.”

She turned, tears welling in her ocean-blue eyes.

“Thanks, Tori…” She gripped my hand, our fingers intertwining.

My other hand lifted, brushing a rebellious strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “Don’t overthink anything, just do what feels right,” I said with a smile, trying desperately not to lose myself in her eyes.

She nodded as my hand lingered by her face.

Her breath whimpered as her eyes met mine. Something… deep glimmered inside those blue sapphires.

Suddenly, the blonde’s eyes fluttered close — she leaned forward — her lips meeting mine. The world faded away as our lips met in a soft exchange of passion and longing.

I whimpered, my mind racing for a moment, but her tongue slipping into my mouth turned those thoughts to smoke.

Her taste was sweet and delicate, her tongue exploring mine with an urgency that made my heart stutter. The scent of her perfume filled my nostrils — lilies and vanilla — and my body reacted instantly to our shared passion.

I kissed her back, matching her fervor stroke for stroke. My hands moved to cradle her face delicately.

The kiss deepened until we had to pull apart for air. As she pulled away, Shayla's eyes flickered up to meet mine.

“I — I’m sorry. It just… felt right.” She said, her voice barely louder than a whisper.

I couldn’t keep the smile off my lips. “Don’t worry about it. Your last kiss until you're married.” I said with a wink. “I hope it was nice.”

“Sure was.” She said, her rosy cheeks blushing. “Maybe another one would help my nerves.”

The bride-to-be bit her lip, trying to hide her giddy smile.

“Well, if you insist.” I moved in closer, my hand lightly tracing the curve of her waist. "Only if it will help…" I teased, loving the light that danced in her eyes as I leaned in.


Our lips met again, this time in a dance more heated, more desperate than before. The taste of her was heavenly, full-bodied and intoxicating. Her lips were soft against mine, opening to allow me deeper access. My tongue darted out to meet hers, a soft moan escaping her lips at the contact.

Her hands found their way into my hair, pulling me closer as our bodies molded against each other. The feel of her against me was intoxicating. Her body was soft and warm. The fit of us was intoxicating and right - even under the many layers of our dresses.

I could feel her heart pounding against my chest, matching the frantic beat of my own. We pulled apart briefly for air, our gazes meeting once again. Her beautiful blue eyes were glassy but filled with desire.

“You know…” I began, my hands exploring every curve on her slender body. “If that kiss helped calm your nerves — I think I can really get you nice and relaxed for the wedding.”

Shayla’s breath hitched, the red blush in her cheeks could put a lighthouse to shame. “R-really? But the ceremony is in a few minutes.”

I flashed her a wink. “That’s all I need.”

I squeezed her hands. Both of our racing hearts made the fabric across our chests flutter. In my college days, I had my fun with girls. In fact, I always preferred them to boys. Shayla expressed interest as well, but she was a good girl. It was too dirty to be with another girl, at least, that’s what she would tell me — but deep down, I knew she wanted it bad.

This was her chance.

“Well?” I asked again, noticing her eyes falling to my tits — pressing up against my tight dress.

She took a deep breath. “Okay… But we have to be quick.”

“Good girl.”

I pulled her towards the bed of her bridal suite, giggling as she fell back onto the mattress. The frill of her ball gown dress fanned out on the sheets as she crawled back, spreading her thighs to tease her legs.

I hurriedly climbed on after her, my hands creeping up her skirt, feeling the silkiness of her stockings. She squirmed under my touch, giggling nervously, but her eyes held a mixture of curiosity and undying desire. I moved further up, kissing her thighs through the stockings, getting closer and closer to where she wanted me the most.

“Mmmh…Tori” She breathed, her head tossing back. “I’ve wanted this forever~”

I smirked, my lips teasing her inner thigh as she held her dress up. The scent of her pussy was making my mouth water. “Me too. Thankfully you aren’t married yet.”

Her lips pursed. We both knew this was wrong — but we didn’t care.

The emotions of the wedding must have pushed us to the edge. Or lingering sexual tension had been boiling up for ages — but now it was time for the release.

I slithered further up her body as Shayla clamped her thighs around my face. My gentle kiss on her lacy white panties made her breath shoot out of her lungs.

“Oh god! Tori!”

I licked my lips, the taste of her wetness was delicious — I needed more.

Keeping my gaze fixed on her, I slipped my fingers under the tieband of her panties, teasing them down slowly. Her mouth opened in a sharp gasp as the cool air hit her hot flesh. I took a moment to drink her in—her pussy glistening with arousal, the soft curls of her pubic hair dark with wetness.

“Fuck…” I whimpered, staring at her pussy. My fingers untied the waistband of her panties, letting the fabric slide down onto the sheets below.

Her pussy was nice and pink, with labia lips that bloomed like the petals of a flower.

“Mmmmh~” She purred like a cat in heat as my warm breath landed on her pink clit — just starting to peer out from her hood.

She whimpered softly as I trailed my fingers along her outer lips, parting them gently to expose her pink folds. I listened to the growing intensity of her breaths, each one faster than the last. For a second, I didn't move, just let my fingers tentatively play with her wetness, enjoying the way she squirmed and tried to press herself against my hand.

"Please..." she moaned, body writhing beneath me. "Tori...I need..."


"I know what you need," I interrupted, smiling wickedly as I slid one finger inside of her. Shayla cried out at the sensation, hips bucking against my hand.

With each thrust of my finger, pleasure rippled through her body. She was tight and wet around me and the sounds she made were driving me wild. Slowly, I added another finger, stretching her further and watching as she bit down on her lower lip.

“God yes!” She cried out, squirming on the bed.

“Careful, slut.” I giggled, “We don’t want to get that pretty dress of yours wrinkled.”
“I don’t give a fuck! I need you!”

“Good girl.”

Just like that, my wet tongue draped out. I held my two fingers deep inside of her, her pussy walls pulsating around my digits as if they were being milked.

As soon as my tongue hit her clit, Shayla let out a moan of sheer ecstasy.

“OHHHH~”

Her salty and sweet grool lathered my tastebuds — it was intoxicating.

My tongue swirled around her nub as my fingers continued to push in and out of her.

“Mmmh~” I moaned, devouring her spilling pussy juices. Her moans rang in my head like choir bells, and her thighs clamped around my face like a vice.

Shayla’s hips swayed, rubbing against my face as her pussy pulsated around my fingers. I worked them like a paintbrush inside of her body, each twitch and wiggle caused another moan to escape her lips.

I groaned, pulling my face from her thighs. Spit and grool ran down my chin as I gasped for air. “Turn around.”

She nodded emphatically. The beautiful bride-to-be rolled onto her hands and knees. Her back arched as the gown of her dress wrapped around her waist.

My mouth watered as she leaned her face into the pillows. “T-Tori! Please!”

Her grool ran down her thighs onto her stockings.

I leaned forward, my fingers digging into her soft, round ass. Another moan escaped her lips as I spread her cheeks. The girl bit down on the pillow — her entire body shaking as my warm breath landed on her two, puckering holes.

Her asshole looked so soft. A tight, pink star just waiting for my tongue.

Without another word, I dove in, my tongue tracing a tantalizing path down to her perky star. Shayla keened loudly, shuddering against my touch. Her breath hitched as the tip of my tongue toyed with her hole.

"Shit, Tori!" she gasped as I eased my tongue inside. Her body shook beneath me, her hands gripping the sheets tightly.

"Does that feel good?" I mumbled against her skin, my voice rough with desire. The vibrations from my words alone was enough to send her spiraling further into pleasure.

"Oh God... yes!" she stammered out, her body writhing beneath mine.

My tongue pushed deeper into her tight asshole as her soft cheeks suffocated me. Each breath I took filled my lungs with her aroma — it was incredible.

As I continued to tease her asshole with my tongue, one hand slipped down to play with her soaking-wet pussy once again. My fingers easily slid inside her as I increased the intensity of my tongue's movements.

The girl groaned, pushing back her ass against my face.

“Fuck fuck fuck!” She squealed — not caring to keep her voice down. I didn’t want her to. Her moans only fueled my desire to make her cum.

She was about to be married, but I would have her first.

“Cum for me.” I moaned, pulling my tongue from her asshole.

Shayla whimpered in response — her entire body writhing as her back arched. Her dress was covered in sweat, and her make-up was running as she turned to face me.

“P-please~” She gasped, on the verge of tears. “I’m going to cum!”

I smirked, “Good girl.”

Grabbing her hips, I spun Shayla around onto her back.

She yelped as she fell back, her hair fanning and the bed creaking underneath us.

Once again, I shoved my face between her thighs — her soft, luscious pussy lips rubbing against my face.

“Ohhh~” The girl purred, her fingers slipping through my hair as she pinned me down between her thighs.

My eyes stared up her body as my lips connected against hers. My tongue stroked long and deep up and down her panting cunt — each movement making her squeal with sheer delight.

My fingers dig into her soft thighs — hard enough to leave bruises as my tongue danced over her sensitive clit. I latched onto her throbbing nub, sucking it gently before letting my tongue dart over it. She arched against me, her moans growing louder and more desperate with each second.

"I-I'm...oh God..." she whimpered out in reply, her hands gripping the sheets tightly. I pressed my lips back to her pussy, nipping lightly at her clit.

The sweet and salty taste of her wetness made my eyes flutter. I could barely breathe — and all that was filling my lungs was her aroma.

My tongue gave her clit one last lashing — and that was it.

“AH!” She cried out, her back arching before slamming back down onto the sheets. “FUCK FUCK FUCK!”

Wetness spilled from her pussy into my mouth — I sucked all the creamy goodness out from her folds as her body shook.

WIth a final gasp, her body went limp. Her thighs released from around my face and the girl spread on the ruined sheets.

I giggled, lifting to my knees.

Shalya was panting as if she had just run a marathon. Her hair was a tattered mess and her dress was covered in sweat. And yet, the smile on her face was wide.

Her quivering eyes met mine as I sat on my heels, licking all the tasty grool off my lips.

“That…Holy fuck. That was amazing.” She gasped.

I smirked, “I know. You have no idea how long I wanted to do that.”

“Me as well.”

“Sorry about your hair and make-up.” I said, “Not to mention your dress.”

The girl reached up, grabbing me by the shoulders and pulling me in for a kiss. “Fuck that. I don’t care.”

Our lips locked and I moaned as her tongue lashed against mine. “Let’s stay in here forever. Fuck the wedding.” She whispered into my mouth as her legs wrapped around my waist.

My grin grew. “Sounds good to me.”


Story 27: Bachelorette Stripper

“Okay, I have one more gift for you!” My maid of honor, Alexis, said with a wide grin. “I just wanted to make sure the other bridesmaids left.”

I furrowed my eyebrows. “You have already given me so much.”

“My beautiful best friend deserves the best bachelorette party she can get!”

I smiled. Alexis really was the best friend I could have asked for. She was a rowdy girl, sure, but she always went above and beyond.

When I told her that I wanted a chill bachelorette party watching TV and trying on facemasks, she was reluctant. Alexis had insisted that we go out for a night on the town, but she knew that I was a homebody — who hated partying and alcohol more than anything.

Despite how quaint and quiet the night was, it was one to remember.

A knock on the door broke me from my thoughts. “Who’s that? Did one of the bridesmaids forget something?”

Alexis’ smile grew. “Nope. That’s the present.”

I frowned, “Alexis, what are you talking about.”

Instead on answering me, the girl jumped to her feet and dragged me to the front door. She leaned back against the frame, biting her lip as she held the doorknob.

“I know you said you didn’t want any male strippers… but you never said anything about a female one!”

Before I could reply, she tossed the door open.

On the other side was the cutest girl I had ever seen. A petite little blonde with a rocking body. “Hello!” She said with a mischievous grin.

My jaw dropped. “Alexis! What in the world is wrong with you!”

Alexis laughed. “Remember back in college, you said you always wanted to have some fun with a girl. Now that you are going to get married, this is your last chance.”

I groaned. “Alexis… This isn’t what I meant.”

The blonde stripper laughed, “I have plenty of experience with first timers. My specialty are brides that are looking for a little girl on girl fun before they get married.”

She flashed me a wink, and the blush rushed to my cheeks. “I… I’m sure you are very talented, but…”

“My name is Zoe, by the way.” She said, extending her hand.
I shook it, “I’m Rae.”

Fuck… Her hands were soft.

From the side, Alexis was grinning from ear to ear. She always knew that I had the occasional girl crush — but I never expected this.

Zoe giggled, “You’re cute when you’re flustered. I’m told I give excellent lapdances. If you want to give it a try, we can stop whenever you want.”

I gulped. Deep down — one final dirty act before marriage could be fun — especially a lapdance from a gorgeous blonde.

“Okay…” I muttered, surprising even myself.

Zoe’s smirk turned dirty, “Good girl.”

“Let me show you ladies the way.” Alexis said with a giggle. She grabbed both of us by the hands and guided us back to her living room.

“Rae, sit down on the couch.”

I did as she said, squirming as my eyes trailed up and down Zoe. The girl was small, probably in college, but fuck… her body was amazing. Her leggings were snug to her thighs, and her crop top left nothing to the imagination.

Zoe strutted forward, her blonde hair wavering with each step as a glimmer shone in her bright blue eyes.

Behind her, Alexis took a seat — biting her lip as she leaned back to watch the show.

My heart was racing like a stallion as the blonde approached, her hips swaying tantalizingly as she approached like a lioness.

“So, you’ve never been with a girl before, have you?” Zoe said with a giggle as she crawled onto my lap.

I whimpered as she straddled me, the scent of her berry perfume sent my mind haywire.

“N-never…”


Her smirk grew. “Perfect.”

The blonde sat squarely on my lap, her hands around the back of my neck as I held onto her waist. She moved her hips in small, eager circles on my lap as she stared into my eyes. “We’ll go nice and slow then, okay?”

I gulped, nodding slowly as the frog in my throat grew.

Zoe's hands slid sensuously down to the hem of her crop top, playing with it flirtatiously. A teasing smile danced on her lips as she began to lift the fabric, gradually revealing her flat belly and the hint of a lacy black bra underneath.

“What do you think?” She huffed, her hips rocking like a ship on the waters.

I pursed my lips, my hands riding up and down her bare waist. “You…look amazing…”

She giggled. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

Zoe pulled the crop top over her head, her blonde hair falling perfectly back into place.

Her tits bounced as she tossed the shirt onto the floor, the lacy black bra holding them nicely inches from my face.

“Fuck…” I huffed.

The girl laughed, leaning forward. “Let’s get this bra off as well, shall we?”
At this point, I wanted nothing more. I have always been a bit curious about girls, my eyes lingering in changing rooms — but I never thought I’d go this far. Now that I was here — I wanted her bad.

Her hands began unhooking her bra in a tantalizingly slow motion as she continued to move against me. My mouth went dry as the black lace fell aside, revealing her flawless nudity.

Her tits bounced free as the bra fluttered down. Zoe arched her back, pushing her tits further into my face. Her pink, perky nipple was like a little gumdrop on her soft chest. I couldn’t help but take it into my mouth.

“Oh!~” The girl moaned as my lips connected to her nipple. My tongue swirled around the button as she pushed forward. “Oh god! Yes!”

I moaned, my hands gripping her waist as her hip swaying picked up pace.

“Fuck… I’m wet.” She purred like a cat into my ears. A shiver shot up my spine.

“A-are you?”

She pushed her forehead against mine, biting her lip as she nodded. “So fucking wet… Wanna feel?”

“Yes~” I answered, perhaps a bit too eagerly.

The girl laughed, leaning back just slightly. She took my hand, trailing down her bare, naked stomach towards the waistline of her leggings. “Go ahead.”

My fingers danced along her waistband as she tossed her hands in her hair. “Fuckkk…” the girl huffed.

I pursed my lips, my fingers gently sliding down into her waistband as she lifted an inch off my lap — allowing my hand to slip all the way in.

“Oh!” I gasped as my finger pushed against the bald pussy. Her lips were so fucking soft, and my fingers nearly melted into her body as they pressed against the hood of her clit.

“Fuck! Rae!” She gasped, her lip fluttered as she tossed her head back.

My hand moved as if with a mind of its own. My palm pressed against her clit as my fingers stroked up and down her slit.

“Mmmh! Mommy!” The blonde college stripped gasped, her body shaking.

“That feels so good!”

“Your pussy is so soft…” I whimpered, feeling my own slit wettening underneath my jeans.

She winked, “Yeah? Does it feel nice?”

I nodded, my middle finger pushing deeper into her cunt.

The girl gasped, her body shaking as her lips gripped my finger. The grool seeped out, staining the front of her pants.

“I…I bet your pussy feels nice as well… Can I feel it?” She said, her cheeks blushing.

My clit throbbed. The mere thought of this pretty little blonde playing with my slit nearly sent me over the edge.

I nodded emphatically.


She giggled, crawling off my lap. My hand pulled out from her pants, the tip of my middle finger glistening with grool as she knelt on the couch cushion beside me.

I leaned back as her hands rubbed my thighs, her fingers inching towards the button of my jeans as I watched eagerly.

From across the room, Alexis stared at us with a wide smile. The girl had her hand riding up and down the crotch of her pants — she looked as though she was enjoying this as much as I was.

Zoe smirked as she undid the button of my jeans. My white panties peered out from underneath, the fabric already moist with grool.

My butt lifted off the couch cushion as Zoe tugged at my jeans — pulling the denim down my flushed skin.

I kicked the jeans away and spread my legs. My pussy gripped the fabric of my panties, and my short, black pubes peered out past the silk.

Zoe grinned, her hands sliding up and down my thighs. Her fingers curled around my skin, inches away from my slit.

“Fuck~” I moaned, squirming on the couch like a worm on a hook.

The girl kept her hands on me as she knelt down onto the floor, her arms rested on my thighs and her face leaned in.

“Mmmh~ I can smell how wet you are already.” She said with an innocent giggle.

Her delicate hand stroked up and down the panties — even that was enough to make me moan.

“Ohh fuck!” My back arched and slammed back down on the couch.

From across the room, Alexis laughed. “Damn, you really are eager for this. I bet even Griffin can’t make you moan like that.”

“Is Griffin your fiance?” Zoe asked.

I pursed my lips together, nodding.

Zoe’s grin grew. “He’s a lucky guy. I’m sure he won’t mind if I… Have my fun with you before he does.”

At this point, I didn’t care at all if Griffin would have had any problems with this. I needed Zoe — badly.

Using her fingers, Zoe traced the shape of my throbbing clit through my panties. Every touch sent jolts of pleasure up my core - pleasure that pounded against my skull and made me squirm.

“Mmmh, I can’t wait to have a taste~”

The girl planted a soft kiss on my inner thigh. I whimpered as her tongue lashed against my bare skin. Slowly — tantalizingly slowly, she inched closer and closer to my pussy.

“P-please!” I begged, breathlessly as my hands gripped the roots of her hair. I pulled her face close as her fingers fished out my moist panties — holding them to the side.

My pussy lips bloomed like flower petals as her hot breath landed on my exposed clit.

I tossed my head back, biting my lip to try and stifle my eager moans.

This wasn’t right. I was about to be married to the man of my dreams — and yet — in this moment, I wanted nothing more than to be pleasured by Zoe.

Sensing my eagerness, the blonde stuck her tongue out, and in a single movement — ran it up my panting cunt.

“Ah!” I yelped, my back arching before slamming back down into the couch. Each neuron in my head fired off as her tongue slowly rode up my slit.

“Mmmh~” She purred, her tastebuds coated in my filth. “So yummy!”

I clamped my thighs around her soft face, my hand holding the back of her head. “More!” I gasped, barely able to breathe.

Just behind her, Alexis was rubbing her own pussy. My maid of honor had her hand down her pants as she squirmed, unable to tear her eyes off us. It was intoxicatingly sexy.

Zoe’s eyes fluttered as she continued to ride her tongue up and down my pussy — her nose pressed against my pelvis as she devoured me.

I lost all sense of time and space. All that mattered was the delicious sensation building inside me, threatening to consume me whole. I bucked my hips in rhythm with her movements, grinding my pussy against her face.

Zoe’s hands curled around my thighs as her tongue buried deep — the entire time, her blue eyes fixed on me.

I glanced up at Alexis as she moaned — her own fingers rubbing furiously against her clit.

“H-hey, Lex!” I called out. “I think Zoe could use a hand.”


Alexis grinned. “Don’t mind if I do…”

She pulled herself off the couch, crawling like a pounding cougar behind Zoe.

Zoe’s ass wiggled in the air as Alexis positioned behind her on the floor. Slowly, Alexis pulled down Zoe’s leggings — revealing her nice, round butt.

“Fuck…” Alexis moaned, pulling down her lacy thong and revealing her puffy, bald cunt. Zoe let out a whimper as Alexis leaned down, kissing her inner thigh.

I stretched my neck, watching as Alexis’ face buried between Zoe’s cheeks.

“Ah~” The blonde moaned, squirming.

Alexis kept going, licking and fingering both of Zoe’s tight holes as the blonde college stripper continued to lash at my cunt.

I held her hair, holding the girl between my thighs.

Zoe's tongue skillfully darted in and out of me — her own moans vibrating against my clit. Meanwhile, Alexis was eating Zoe out from behind, her face buried in the blonde's ass. My body convulsed at the sight, a flush of intense pleasure crashing over me.

“Oh fuck!” Zoe cried out, her slit glistening as Alexis slipped a finger inside her. My own excitement grew seeing the sight, watching as Alexis worked her magic between Zoe’s spread legs.

Her muffled screams against my cunt sent shivers down my spine, my body arched high off the couch. With each flick of her tongue, a new wave of ecstasy crashed through me.

“Fuck, she’s so reactive.” I giggled.

Alexis smirked, pulling her face out from Zoe’s ass as her fingers continued to thrust deep. “Her pussy is so delicious.”

My mouth watered — perhaps I would have a taste as well.

At that moment, Zoe’s tongue lashed against my clit — causing my entire body to shiver and my thighs to clamp around her face. “Fuck!” I screamed, my entire body flooding with pleasure.

“Don’t stop… Don’t fucking stop…!” I panted. My body shivered repeatedly as my climax neared - I was so close now. All thoughts of guilt were swept away in this tidal wave of pleasure that was mounting within me.

Zoe purred like a cat as I grinded my pelvis against her face. Her eyes rolled back as a shiver shot through her spine.

I smirked, clamping my thighs around her as Alexis continued to pump her fingers inside Zoe’s tight pussy.

Both of us were using the petite blonde like a fuck doll, and given by her moans of pleasure — she was loving it.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum.” I moaned, massaging Zoe’s scalp.

The girl glanced up at me with pure lust in her eyes. “P-please cum on my face.” She moaned between tongue lashings.

I intended to do just that.

She pushed her tongue deeper, her nose rubbing against my clit as I couldn’t hold back any longer.

With a final, heavy moan, I let go.

“Oh fuck!” I squealed.

My body pulsed, a euphoric wave of pleasure spreading throughout me. I threw my head back, fingers entwined in Zoe's hair as I climaxed, drenching her face with my essence. "Fuck, Zoe!" My announcement echoed through the room.

“Oooh~” Zoe moaned against my slit, lapping up all the juices flowing from me. Her eyes twinkled with pure pleasure and satisfaction as she pulled away from me.

I panted heavily, falling back onto the couch as waves of after-glow washed over me. My heart thudded in my chest and my legs trembled weakly from the intense orgasm.

Zoe whimpered as Alexis pulled her fingers back — grool dripping off her fingers.

Zoe’s smile was bright as the sun as she wiped her chin — saliva and grool coating her pretty face.

“That… Was amazing.” She purred, “Thank you both.”

“No, thank you.” I wheezed, the entire room spinning around me. “You as well, Lex… You always do know what I need.”

Alexis flashed me a wink as she sucked her fingers dry. “Anytime. Perhaps for your next birthday party, we can invite Zoe here to come and entertain us again.”

Zoe giggled, “I’d love that. “

“Good girl,” I said with a wink, stroking the blonde’s hair.


Story 28: Wet T-shirt

“Thank you so much, Harley!” Ms Mitchell said with a smile. “You didn’t have to clean up!”

I nodded, putting the last of the towels away. “No worries at all, ma’am! The dogs and I had gone for a long walk down by the ravine and things got a bit messy. How was the gala?”

“Ugh. Long. Boring.” Ms Mitchell chuckled as she slipped off her fur coat. I couldn’t help but admire her as I dried my hands off.

She was gorgeous.

Her figure was nice and curvy, and despite being in her late 40s, she was just as perky as ever.

With a huff, the woman ran her fingers through her fiery red hair. “I hope the dogs weren’t too much of a problem. I would have just left them alone, but poor Maxy has been having a lot of separation anxiety.”

I laughed, tucking my blonde hair behind my ear. “Not at all! They were amazing as always. I tuckered them out and they went to bed hours ago.”

“That’s good.”

Ms Mitchell plopped down on her couch. She draped one leg over the other, her red dress rode up her slender legs— teasing her sculpted thighs.

My heart skipped a beat. Just last week, I had broken up with my boyfriend — he was a good guy, but I needed something different — something fiery.

“Oh honey,” Ms Mitchell said, glancing over to me in the kitchen. “You spilled some water on your top.”
My cheeks blushed as I stared down. My white top was soaked. I hadn’t even noticed! The fabrics were transparent, revealing my black lace bra.

“OH!” I yelped, covering my chest with my arms. “S-sorry!”

Ms Mitchell tossed her head back and laughed. “Don’t be!” The woman stood, her hand outstretched towards me.

“Come, let’s get you changed. I won’t have you going home in a wet shirt.”

“Th-that’s okay! I can just toss on my jacket and—”

Before I could finish, Ms Mitchell took me by the hand, leading me up to her bedrooms.

My knees felt weak as the blush seared across my cheeks — hot enough to put the sun to shame.

The scent of her cinnamon perfume filled my senses. I bit my lip to stifle the moan threatening to slip out.

Her fingers interlocked with mine as she guided me up the stairs. My eyes scanned up and down. Her red dress was tight to her body — leaving little to the imagination. As enamored as I was by her, I couldn’t help but feel a tinge of envy. She was stunning and had a full figure. On the other hand, I was more on the petite side — despite being a college senior.

Ms Mitchell’s bedroom was gigantic. The woman often was away on business trips. I wasn’t exactly sure what she did for work — but whatever it was — she was well off.

The moonlight flooded in as she walked to the closet. Even that was bigger than my entire studio apartment.

“This should be good.” The woman said, picking out a cute little top from her closet.

I smiled. “Thank you, but I really don’t—”

“Strip.” She said with a coy smile.

My heart skipped a beat. Her amber eyes fell towards my chest, my cleavage peering out from underneath the wet fabric of my top.

“O-okay…” I whimpered, surprising even myself. Her words had echoed in my head like a command — one that I couldn’t deny.

My fingers trembled as I reached down, grabbing the base of my top.

The fabric was sticking to my skin, a small shiver running down my spine as I started lifting the top off. It was slow, the wet material clinging to me, refusing to let go. My hands were shaking, the air in the room suddenly too hot.

Ms Mitchell’s eyes widened as she stared at my bare, fit stomach.

"We don’t want you catching a cold, after all…," Ms Mitchell murmured, her voice lower now, a note of anticipation hiding underneath. My gaze flickered to hers, her eyes were dark, filled with something I couldn't quite place. Desire?

I let out a ragged breath, the words sinking in. And then, without another word, I pulled my top over my head completely.

My black bra was snug against my chest, my cleavage on full display for her gaze.

Ms Mitchell wasn’t shy. The woman stepped forward, her red lips smirking as a curl of red hair fell in front of her face.

“Hmmm… It looks like there is some water on your bra as well. Can’t have that.”

I bit my lip, my heart racing like a stallion. “O-oh? You’re right…”

I squeezed my thighs together, feeling the heat in my pelvis.

“I suppose I should take it off too,” I said, trying to contain my giddy smile.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. The look of lust and desire in her eyes was undeniable — she wanted me.

And I wanted her. There was no more denying it.

I reached behind my back, fingers dancing over the clasp of my bra. I let out a soft sigh as the tension released, the cool air brushing against my bare skin.

She nodded, urging me on as I took another deep breath.

The bra unclipped, and I arched my back, pushing my chest forward.

The bra fluttered like a leaf onto the floor.

My heart was in my throat as I pushed my chest forward. My tits were on the smaller side, but they were nice and perky, and my round pink nipples were hard and ready for attention.

"Beautiful," she murmured, her voice husky with desire. She reached out tentatively, as if asking for permission.

I nodded quickly, biting my lip in anticipation. Her fingers ghosted over the swell of my breasts before closing around a nipple. I gasped at the contact, arching into her touch.

“Ohh~” I purred, tossing my head back as the pleasure flooded my senses.

Ms Mitchell was a hard woman — but her touch was so fucking soft.

The woman tugged at my nipple, sending jolts of pleasure throughout my spine. My hands grabbed her forearm, as another gasp escaped my lips.

“F-fuck!”

Ms Mitchell laughed, “You poor thing. It must have been so long since you’ve been properly touched.”

“S-so long~” I moaned.

My boyfriend was a typical college boy. A few thrusts and that was it. Hell, the guy probably didn’t even know how to spell foreplay.


Her free hand ran down my shaking hips as the woman tugged at my nipple. “I think you are due for a real release.”

She winked, making my breath whimper.

Ms Mitchell’s hand curled around my waist, her fingers slipping down past the waistband of my pants as I arched my pelvis forward.

“Oh…” I whimpered, feeling her fingers slither like naughty snakes towards my pussy.

Ms Mitchell’s grin grew. “Your panties seem to be wet as well…”

“Shall we take them off?” I replied with a giggle.

The woman nodded, pulling her hand out from my pants. “Follow.”

She took me by the hand again, leading me to her king bed.

I fell back into the lush sheets — soft as a cloud as I squirmed towards the middle of the mattress.

Ms Mitchell crawled onto the bed between my thighs, her ass wiggling in the air like she was a lioness ready to pounce.

I bit my lip as my blonde hair fanned out on the white sheets. My hands gripped my tits — massaging them gently as the pleasure flooded me.

“Let’s get these off,” Ms Mitchel huffed, kneeling between my thighs. My feet lifted in the air as she slipped her fingers under my waistband — slowly pulling my pants all the way down my legs.

The woman smirked as she pulled my pants off my feet, tossing them onto the floor. My moist, white panties were buried into my pussy. My bald, tight lips gnawed at the triangle fabric as Ms Mitchell spread my thighs, her face nestling down between my pillow soft thighs.

I whimpered, squirming as her hot breath landed on my slit. My mind was racing with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a single one of them. The sheer ecstasy flooding my senses was too much to handle.

“M-Mommy~” I moaned, my toes curling as her hands massaged my thighs.

She glanced up my body, a fire in her eyes that only rivaled that in my clit. “Are you ready to experience pleasure that you didn’t know existed?”

I nodded emphatically — sheer ecstasy flooding me. “P-please!”

“Good girl.”

Her fingers reached up, slowly dragging my panties down my legs. I moaned, sticking my feet straight into the air, letting her slide them off.

With my panties tossed to the floor, I spread my thighs — allowing the woman to bask in the sight of my wet college pussy.

She smirked, her eyes glimmering with lust as her thumbs stretched my mound lips. The bubblegum pink walls of my pussy glistened as grool spilled out with each laboured breath.

“M-Mommy~” I purred, my head reeling as my fingers dug into the flesh of my own tits. “I need you.”

“Don’t worry dear,” She began, her hot breath landing on my clit — which had begun to peer out from its hood. “Mommy will take care of you. Just lean back and give yourself to the pleasure.”

I nodded, my eyelids fluttering as she lowered her silky lips to my waiting pussy. I hissed in pleasure, my back arching, fingers digging deeper into my tits as she began to slowly lick up my aching slit, nuzzling her nose against my clit.

"Ah!" I squealed, an electric shock of pleasure coursing through me. Her tongue was warm and soft, its tip exploring every fold and corner of my dripping pussy. Every flick of her tongue brought a new rush of pleasure that left me panting and writhing on the sheets.

"Y-yes, Mommy! Right there!" I whimpered again, my mind too fogged with pleasure to form any other words. She responded with a chuckle that vibrated against my clit, sending another wave of pleasure through me.

Each lash of her tongue made the air in my lungs shoot out in an eager breath. “Ohhh fuck~” I purred.


Her hands gripped my thighs tighter, keeping me spread wide open for her. "You're doing good, darling," she murmured between licks. "Just let Mommy take care of you."

Her thumb started circling around my swollen clit while her tongue plunged deeper inside me. The sensation was too much — it sent me over the edge with a series of convulsive shudders ripping through me.

But she didn't stop. She continued licking, sucking, even gently biting every part of me that cried out for pleasure most urgently.

The ecstasy was unbearable — too dizzying to comprehend but too delicious not to savor every second. My own breathy moans filled the room as I writhed under her expert touch.

“Oh oh oh~” I moaned. My thighs clamped around the woman’s face as her tongue continued to run laps up and down my sopping slit. I writhed — my back arching and slamming down onto the sheets as sheer ecstasy flooded my head.

Her hands rode up my waist, up towards my tits. My nipples pressed against her palms as she squeezed tight, groping my chest as my hips buckled against her face.

The pleasure was unbearable.

The woman worked her tongue like a painter works a paintbrush — with my pussy as the canvas.

“Mmmh, you taste so sweet.” She moaned, her tongue scooping the spilling grool into her mouth.

I gasped, her words barely registering as each neuron in my head fired off. Ms Mitchell’s tongue focused on my clit — circling slowly as her thumb held the hood back.

My hips involuntarily jerked into her face as I gasped out, "Oh god, Mommy!" Her moans vibrated against me, pushing the waves of pleasure higher and higher as my cunt throbbed for more.

Her fingers expertly pinched and twisted my stiff nipples, sending thick jolts of pleasure radiating from my breasts to settle in my core. "Babygirl likes that, doesn't she?" she cooed, a smirk playing on her lips.

Sweat poured down my body, soaking the sheets beneath me as I whimpered in ecstasy. My toes curled into the satin sheets, my body convulsing under the overwhelming pleasure.

I felt my clit throbbing as her tongue pleasured it. The sheer ecstasy was indescribable. All I could do was moan like a slut as my thighs clamped around her face like a vice. Her hands groped and grabbed at my tits while her tongue masterfully played with my clit.

My orgasm boiled over. I couldn’t hold back any longer.

"Ms Mitchell! I'm gonna..." My words melted into incoherent cries. My body spasm jerked uncontrollably as the wave crashed over me.

The world went blank for a moment, my mind reeling from the sheer magnitude of pleasure. She didn't stop — her tongue kept lashing my clit, coaxing out every last bit of ecstasy my body had to offer. My thighs trembled around her head, but she continued undeterred.

My chest rose and fell rapidly as I tried to regain my breath. Her tongue circling around my swollen clit while her hand teased my nipples. "Mommy's good girl," she murmured, nuzzling into my thigh.

She crawled her way back up to me, pressing a gentle kiss to my heaving chest. Her touch was softer now, soothing rather than arousing.

Her lips found mine, and I could taste myself on her tongue — sweet and musky. She murmured sweet nothings against my lips as we kissed languidly, our bodies tangled together in the aftermath.

"You did so well for me," she whispered against the shell of my ear, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my sweat-drenched skin. "You're such a good girl for Mommy."

My heart and clit were still throbbing. Each breath I took caused more grool to ooze out of my slit as I squirmed and whimpered.

My tongue slithered in her mouth as I clawed at her back, the taste of my own grool was intoxicating.

“Mommy~” I moaned, still high from the pleasure.

“Shhh… Just relax. You belong to Mommy now.” She said with a smirk as she bit my bottom lip.

“Ohh~”

Ms Mitchell had shown me pleasure I could have never imagined. I was hers now — and I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Story 29: The Interview

I brushed my skirt down and took a deep breath before knocking on the door.

My heart was racing, Ms Torey had asked me to come in for an interview to be her babysitter. The pay was amazing — I was just a college student, but if I got this job I would be making more than my parents!

Ms Torey was a millionaire and the owner of one of the most luxurious make-up brands in the country.

I didn’t have much experience babysitting, but for some reason, she asked me to come in for an interview.

The door creaked open, revealing the tall, slender Ms Torey. Fuck… She looked like a model.

Her bathing gown covered her torso, but her slender and tan legs peered out from under the fabric. The woman tucked her wavy black hair behind her ears as she smiled. “Ah, Ashley, thanks for coming.”

She stepped aside, letting me walk into her mansion. Just the foyer itself was bigger than my entire dorm room.

“Of course, thanks for inviting me in for an interview,” I said, trying to sound confident.

The woman smirked. “When I saw you across the cafe, I knew you would be perfect for the job. Such a cutie little thing, my kids will love you.”

I smiled, though it was a strange turn of events. The woman didn’t even know me, and yet, she was willing to trust me with her kids. Did I look that innocent?

She guided me into the living room. The sunlight basked in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, and the marble tile seemed to glisten under the light.

“The kids are in school right now, but I would love to have a chat before they get back.”

She said, pouring two glasses of water.

I gratefully accepted one and took a seat at her coffee table, “Of course. I’d be more than happy to talk about my work experiences.”

She chuckled, taking a seat next to me. Ms Torey draped one leg over the other, her thighs peering from the gown. It took all I had in me not to steal a glance.

“Dear, my kids are almost teenagers, I’m sure you can manage.” She took a sip of water. “I would like to ask… some different questions. I want to make sure you’ll be a good fit.”

My lips pursed together. What could she have in mind? “Sure. I’d be happy to.”

My heart was beating faster. Ms Torey’s dark eyes glared at me, paralyzing me in my seat as her smile grew. “Good. First question, how many boys have you slept with?”

My breath shot from my lungs. “Ma’am?”

Ms Torey tossed her head back and laughed, her black curls swaying. “Oh come on dear, we are just two women. If you don’t want to answer my questions, that’s fine. You got the job anyway. I just want to have some fun.”

I squirmed in my seat. Why would she care about the boys I’ve been with? Still, a dark part of me wanted to indulge her.

“I’m actually a virgin.” I huffed. “I’ve had one boyfriend, but I was too nervous to do anything with him.”

Her smirk grew as she leaned forward. The bathing gown slouched off her body — just enough to tease her cleavage. “Is that so?”

I nodded, blush filling my cheeks.

“Second question. When was your last orgasm?”

I whimpered, my thighs pressing together. My mind was a swirling mess. Why would the beautiful, successful, older Ms Torey care about any of this? Still, I felt compelled to answer.

“Umm… I think, a month or so ago?”

“A month?” She asked, almost offended. “That’s absurd.”

I shrugged. “Yeah, I don’t really touch myself very often.”


Her lips pursed as her dark eyes trailed down my body. The frill of my skirt was just above my knees, and my white top was fluttering as my heart raced.

“Final question… Have you ever wanted to be with a woman?” She said, biting her lips.

A gasp escaped my lips.

The woman laughed again, leaning forward. Her white bathing gown loosened around her, revealing more of her chest.

“I… I…” I stammered, my mind racing with a million thoughts — though I couldn’t focus on a single one of them.

Though, given by my quivering clit — my body knew its answer.

“Does this help give you an answer?” Mr Torey said quietly, her voice smooth as velvet as her hand reached up, grabbing the fabric of her bath gown. My face was searing red as the woman slowly tugged at the gown. It slouched off her body, loosening around the waist as she held it back — revealing her big, round tits.

My jaw dropped.

She looked… beautiful.

Ms Torey laughed, pulling the rest of the gown off. I watched in awe as the cloud-soft fabric of her gown fell to the tile floor —- revealing her naked body.

My pupils dilated as she leaned back, allowing me to relish in her sight. Her tits were nice and round, with perky brown nipples. Her hips were just a bit curvy, with soft, curling black pubes circling her pussy. Her pussy lips were blooming like a flower in spring rain, the lips tinged with brown as the pinkness inside was glistening.

She laughed again at my awed expression. “Never seen a naked woman before?”

I shook my head, unable to pull my jaw off the ground.

“Well,” She continued, slowly spreading her legs to allow me an even better view of her soft cunt. “It’s been ages since I’ve seen a naked college girl…”

I bit my lip, drawing my eyes back up to her. “Really? We can’t have that…”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. This felt like a dream come true. I had no idea why the older woman would have chosen me — but fuck — I was happy she did.

Slowly, I grabbed the bottom of my shirt with shaking hands. I lifted the fabric over my head. My blonde hair fell back into place as I scrunched up my shirt, tossing it to the side.

Ms Torey’s eyes widened as she stared at my chest. My tits held up by a thin, silk bra. Underneath the lacey fabric, my pink nipples poked out.

My hands moved to my black bra, unbuckling it as I watched Ms Torey's eyes twinkle with anticipation. Her gaze was as hot as a summer sun, burning me alive. I threw the lace garment aside, unveiling my perky breasts. My nipples hardened under her gaze, throbbing under the intensity of her stare.

Ms Torey licked her lips and I bit back a whimper. Her eyes were locked on my chest, sending shivers down my spine.

She leaned back in her chair, spreading her legs as her hands trailed down her body. My heart raced as I watched her fingers pressing against the hood of her clit — moving in small circles.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. The word rolled off her tongue like sweet honey that made my knees weak.

“Thank you~” I purred, rising to my feet. My skirt fluttered as my perky tits bounced. I smiled at the woman as she eyed me like candy.

This was so wrong — so dirty. But I didn’t care. I was done being the shy, perfect college girl. I was ready to be free.

I skirted my thumbs under the waistband of my skirt, sliding it down over my hips until it pooled at my feet. I stepped out of it, tantalizingly slow just to savor the moment and bask in her stares.

The only barrier left was my pink cotton panties.

“Fuck…” Ms Torey whimpered, her fingers playing with her clit. “You look so fucking hot.”

I bit my lip. Her praise resonated through my core. I needed to please her.

My panties were soaked through from arousal and clung to me like a second skin. With a deep breath, I hooked my fingers into the sides and tugged them down. The cool air hit against my wet pussy and I swallowed hard against the sudden rush of pleasure.


My mound was nice and tight, the slit no wider than a pencil tip.

I was shaking — never had anyone seen me naked before — let alone someone as beautiful as Ms Torey.

The woman leaned forward, huffing as her hands gripped my waist and pulled me closer.

I whimpered, holding her shoulders as I pushed my pelvis. Ms Torey planted a delicate kiss on my stomach. A mere inch above my waistline.

A shiver shot through my spine as I tossed my head back. The scent of her perfume flooded my senses as the woman’s lips nipped at my stomach.

“Oh~” I purred — my mind buzzing.

The woman snickered her hands digging into my delicate waist as her lips teased my waistline.

My breaths were short and shallow. Each peck of her lips caused my knees to buckle and my mind to swirl.

“You said that you haven't had an orgasm in months… Shall we fix that?” The woman said with a smirk, her mouth hovering inches from my slit.

I nodded emphatically, stray hairs sticking to my flushed face. “P-please~”

“Good girl.”

She stood, her tits swaying as she took me by the hand, leading me to the living room. My eyes fixated on her bubbly round ass. A bead of grool ran down her thigh — making my clit throb.

The living room couch was nice and lush. The white cushions captured the sunlight as Ms Torey laid down on her back, her tits smushing against her chest as her hair fanned.

“Sit on my face.” She whimpered, biting her lip.

“Yes, ma’am.” I said, climbing on and straddling her face in reverse cowgirl. My ass and pussy hovered inches over her face as I leaned forward, staring down at her own pussy. Her black pubes were moist with wetness, and her pussy lips parted with each breath she took.

Holding my waist, the woman lowered my ass onto her face.

Her tongue draped out as I sat squarely on it.

“Oh god!” I gasped, feeling her tongue press into my cunt. My lips blossomed for her as I sat on her face. My body shivered with sheer ecstasy.

My hips rolled, my asshole brushed against her nose and I gripped her thighs tightly. Her hands were firmly planted on my bare cheeks, opening me for more of her exploring tongue.

“Mmm!” I whimpered, feeling as if I might burst from the intensity of it all. The wet, hot pressure filled me in a way no fantasy or toy ever had. Ms Torey's hot breath against my intimate area only added fuel to the fire.

Her hands rode up and down my waist, as my hips swirled. I rode her face as I leaned down over her body, my face hovering over her own pussy.

I winced, tucking my hair behind my ears as I returned the favour.

I laid down against her body as the woman devoured my cunt — flooding me with sheer pleasure.

The scent of her salty pussy was intoxicating. My mouth watered as I leaned down, pressing my body against hers.

The woman’s face buried between my asscheeks as she devoured my slit, her tongue digging deeper with each pass. “Mmmh! I love 69ing!” She giggled.

I whimpered, my mind reeling. This was all so much, I could barely contain myself.

Taking a deep breath, I dove in, my tongue sliding over her wet folds. Her taste was divine - a mix of sweet and tart - that had me moaning into her. She mewled beneath me, her hips bucking up to meet my mouth. Her hands dug into my ass cheeks as she whimpered into my slit.

My mind flooded as my tongue lashed against her slit.

My mind was a haze as I lashed my tongue haphazardly. I was like a starving animal, my tongue lashing wildly as she squirmed under me.


On the flip side, Ms Torey’s tongue movements were deliberate. The strokes were nice and long, with each lap pushing deeper than the last.

Her tongue mapped each crevice, each fold of my intimacy with an expertise that made my toes curl. She was unrelenting, drinking from me as if I were her personal fountain. Each stroke of her tongue sent shivers down my spine making me whimper and wriggle on her face.

I began to match her rhythm, more eager than ever to give the pleasure she was dishing out. My hands worked their way to her heaving tits, kneading the soft flesh as I lapped at her slit. Her moans vibrated against my slit, sending shockwaves through my body.

“Ohh yes~” She moaned as I slowed down my tongue movements to meet her pace. I shoved my tongue deep, wiggling it like a worm as I devoured her juices. Fuck. Her cunt was so soft, and her grool was delicious.

Her coarse pubes brushed against my face. Each breath I took filled my lungs with her scent as I let out a moan into her slit.

“Ms Torey!” I gasped, bucking my hips onto her face. The vibrations from her moan meeting the sharp flicks of her tongue had me spiraling. My orgasm ripped through me like a tidal wave, leaving me breathless and trembling.

Despite my own orgasm rocking through me, I didn't stop licking Ms Torey's pussy - if anything, it spurred me on. I wanted to make her feel the way she made me feel; completely undone and helpless in pleasure.

“Fuck, your pussy is so fucking wet and sweet.” She moaned, suffocated under my ass.

I whimpered, pushing down as her tongue rode my slit.

My mind was reeling as I sucked on her clit, my tongue circling around it gently. My clit continued to fire off as I let out a stifled moan. The sheer ecstasy flooding my senses was intense. I never wanted it to stop.

“Oh~” She moaned, pulling from mouth from my sopping cunt. “A-Ashley~ I’m going to cum!”

“Cum for me,” I said with a whisper. My grin was wide. I couldn’t believe that I was about to make a woman as regal as Ms Torey cum.

“Cum in my mouth,” I continued, my breath hitching as her tongue slipped deeper into my slit.

Her response was a strangled moan, her hips bucking against my face as she struggled to control her impending release.

I could feel her flesh quiver under my touch, her thighs shaking around my head.

I doubled down on her clit, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thighs to keep her still. I sucked harder, swirling my tongue around the sensitive nub. Her taste flooded onto my tongue as I groaned against her pussy.

“Ahhh!” She screamed, her body arching against mine as her feet kicked in the air.

Her orgasmic cries were music to my ears, and the taste of her release was heavenly. A pulsing heat radiated from between her legs - it was warm and sticky and oh-so delicious.

As she twitched and writhed beneath me, I didn't let up. I continued to lap at her clit, easing her through wave after wave of intense pleasure until she finally fell still beneath me - spent and breathless.

I gasped, pulling myself off her. I rolled off her body — my own still quivering and shaking.

The orgasm in my head remained, I could barely muster a coherent thought as I wiped my mouth — the taste of her wetness lingered as I grinned, licking it up gleefully.

Ms Torey huffed, grool and spit rolling off her chin as she panted. “That… That was fucking amazing.” She purred, her body still shaking.

I nodded, my hand running up to grab her big, round tit.

“So fucking amazing…” I bit my lip, staring deep into her eyes. “Thank you.”

“No, thank you.” She said with a smirk. “I hope you enjoyed your first time with a woman.”

“You have no idea.” I smirked, tugging at her hard nipple.

The woman moaned, squirming as her eyes fluttered. “Now that you work for me, I’m sure we can get up to plenty more fun.”

I bit my lip, nodding emphatically.

I had a taste of pussy — and now I was addicted.


Story 30: Never Quit

“Oof~” I groaned, collapsing onto the mat beneath me.

“Is that all you got?” Coach Carson said with a smirk.

I whimpered. Every inch of me was on fire. I figured with tryouts for the college soccer team just around the corner, now would be the perfect time to get into shape. Little did I know what a disaster it would turn out to be.

Coach Carson was a personal trainer with a grizzly reputation — now I knew why. She was intense. This was only my second time with the woman — and likely my last.

My muscles were searing. Sweat dripped off onto the mat as I held my plank for as long as I could.

“Almost there.” She said with a smirk, “Three… Two…Two and a half…”

“Fuck!” I sneered, the entire room spinning around us.

“Anddddd… One. Stop.”

I collapsed.

Air rushed into my lungs as I huffed and wheezed. My pink sports bra and shorts were soaked in sweat as I let out another groan.

“Oh come on. It wasn’t that bad.” Coach Carson said, taking a seat next to me.

I wheezed, unable to even look up at the woman.

I was a freshman in college and intended to try out for the soccer team. It had always been my dream — but if this was the price I’d have to pay — I’d prefer to watch from the bleachers.

My stray brown hairs broke from my ponytail as I laid on the cool mat, my breathing stabilizing as the coach looked on. Even through her sweatshirt, I could see her muscles. Her thighs were nice and sculpted and strained the fabric of her leggings. Despite all that, she still had a feminine look to her. Her long blonde hair was braided, and her facial features were nice and soft.

She looked amazing, and had my dream body — but after just my second training session — it was clear that I would have to make do with my dainty figure instead.

Coach Carson put her hand on my shoulder. Her touch was soft — surprisingly so for such a grizzled woman.

“You did good. A few more sessions and maybe you won’t be throwing up afterward.”

“I… I think this might be the last…” I whimpered, barely able to breathe, let alone talk.

She scoffed, “Don’t say that. I’ve only known you for a few days, but I can already tell that you aren’t a quitter. You want to make the soccer team, don’t you?”

I nodded, pursing my lips together. Her grip tightened against my bare shoulder.

“Then there is no quitting.”

She continued to dig her fingers into my shoulders. “These knots are probably why you are having so much trouble. Classes just started, you can’t be that stressed already.”

She had no idea. I was in a constant state of stress — and all the knots in my shoulders were evidence of that.

“Here, this should help.”

Her long fingers kneaded into my shoulders, making me groan in a mix of pain and pleasure. The pressure was just right, hitting all the tense spots accurately as if she knew my body better than I did.

“Ohh~” I moaned, my feet kicking at the mat in the middle of the otherwise empty gym. “That feels amazing.”

"Don't tense up," she warned, her voice a soothing whisper against my ear. I took a deep breath, willing myself to relax under her touch. My skin prickled under her fingertips, shivers of cold and hot shooting down my spine.


I closed my eyes, sinking into the feeling of her hands working on me. A moan escaped from between my parted lips before I could stop it.

Immediately, a red blush filled my cheeks — but the coach laughed it off. “I know, feels good, doesn’t it?”

She had no idea. For such a rough and rugged woman, her touch was so soft and delicate.

The sensation was exquisite. The pain was now entirely replaced with pleasure that made me squirm on the mat. Her fingers dug into my lower back with an expert touch, eliciting more sighs and gasps from me.

Her hands rode down to the small of my back, past my sports bra and just above the waistband of my shorts.

My eyes fluttered close as I let the woman work her magic. Just like that, it felt as though I had completely recovered from the brutal workout session.

“Woah… That was incredible. I feel much better.” I said with a smile, lifting up onto my elbows.

The coach smiled down at me, a flicker in her auburn eyes. “I do what I can…” The woman bit her lip as her eyes fell to my round, perky ass. My shorts were tight, leaving little to the imagination. Normally, I wouldn’t think twice about wearing something like this during a workout with another woman — but the hungry look in her eyes made me shiver.

“You know…” Coach Carson continued, licking her lips. “I still think you have a bit of stress still in you — not to mention, your body still seems a bit sore. I think there is something else I can do to help you… relax.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Oh? L-like what?” I asked timidly, but deep down — I knew where she was going.

Her hand curled down the small of my back until her fingers teased the waistband of my shorts. A shiver shot throughout my entire spine.

I thought during our first workout session, that Coach Carson had her eyes on me. I would glance over and she would be staring at my hips or ass. I didn’t think much of it — but now…

“Want to find out?” She asked, her voice barely above a whisper. Slowly, the woman teased the tips of her fingers past the waistband of my shorts.

I whimpered, arching my back just slightly. My eyes met hers. The fire in them was undeniable.

I couldn’t help it. My entire body was tingling as her hand was inches from my slit. Perhaps it was the high of the workout, but my mind was pushing out all seeds of doubt. This was so dirty — so wrong — and yet, so fucking hot.

“Okay.” I said, surprising even myself.

“Good girl.” The woman replied, her smile widening.

Her hand slipped out from my shorts as she grabbed the fabric with both hands. I whimpered, pressing my chest against the mat as I arched my ass up into the air.

Slowly, tantalizingly, Coach Carson tugged my shorts down, revealing my soaked thong clinging to me. My breathing hitched as cool air hit my heated skin, making me squirm more on the mat.

"Comfortable?" she asked teasingly, letting her eyes roam over my bare ass. A shiver ran down my spine at her words. I knew that it was more than just a simple question.

"Yes," I whispered, heart hammering in my chest. The anticipation was mounting, pushing my body into overdrive.

A soft chuckle escaped her lips. "Good." She twisted the hem of my thong between her fingers, tugging it up and eliciting a moan from me at the sensation. Her other hand moved to caress the back of my thighs, making me shudder.

"Coach..." I gasped out, almost pleading. "Please..."

She didn't respond verbally. Instead, she pulled down my soaked thong with a swift motion. I felt suddenly exposed and vulnerable, but also excited beyond words. She let her eyes travel over every inch of me and then flashed me a wicked grin.

My pussy was nice and wet. A bit of sweat, and a bit of grool. The short, kempt brown pubes around my lips were moist as I spread.

My face and chest pushed against the mat as I arched my back as much as I could, pushing my ass up into the air.

"Spread your legs for me," she instructed, her voice filled with authority.


I obeyed instantly, spreading them wide for her view. She licked her lips visibly as she took in the sight before her.

The woman circled around me, my heart was pounding in my ears as she gripped my ass cheeks, her thumbs digging into my soft flesh as she held them nice and spread.

“Ohhh fuck~” I purred, squirming as she revealed my two wet, panting holes.

“So fucking perfect.” Coach Carson moaned, her breath landing on my puckering asshole and my tight slit.

My hands clawed at the mat beneath me as I tried to push my ass back into her face. “C-coach~” I huffed, my clit throbbing.

My entire body was sore and bruised — but the pleasure surging through me put all that to rest.

She smirked as she leaned in, her face inches from my holes.

“Fuck~ You smell so sweet. I love college pussy.” The woman chuckled.

Gathering all the strength I had left, I forced myself to stay still, my body quivering with impatience. Then it happened. Her tongue darted out and delicately traced the length of my slit. A shudder of pure pleasure rippled through me as she took her first lick.

“Ahhh!” I gasped. Lightning hit my spine as my toes curled. Her tongue buried deep into my slit, slowly running up it as my lips gripped the muscle.

“Mmmh!” She purred, eyes rolling back as my grool coated her tongue. “So fucking good~”
"Fuck," I groaned into the mat, my shoulders arching more with each pass of her tongue over my slick folds. She was slow and teasing; each swirl of her tongue was practiced and purposeful. The tip of her tongue gently prodded at my entrance while her fingers kept me spread wide for her.

Her tongue lifted from my slit towards my asshole. I tossed my head back in sheer pleasure as she circled my forbidden backdoor with her tongue, pushing the tip in gently.

“Ahh! Fuck yes!” I panted, the air shooting from my lungs. The pleasure surging in my head was unbearable, I was squirming on the mat like a fish out of water.

The woman suffocated herself between my cheeks, devouring my ass and pussy as her tongue lashed against both holes.

Each tongue lash made my back spasm and my mind go blank. Sheer, unadulterated pleasure surged through me as I moaned like a slut in heat.

“Ahhh! Yes! C-Coach!”

“Fuck…” she groaned, pulling her face out. Wetness dripped from her chin as she grabbed my waist and spun me around.

I yelped, my back slamming against the mat as my feet kicked the air. I stared up at her as she crawled over my body, locking her lips against mine.

I moaned, my tongue slipping into her mouth as my legs wrapped around her pelvis.

“Mmmh~” The taste of my own grool on her tongue was intoxicating. Her body pinned me down as she grinded.

As we made out, my hands clawed at her back, and hers slipped down to grope my tits. I whimpered, squirming as her fingers dug into my chest. My thin, moist sports bra did little to protect me from her hands.

She chuckled, pulling herself off my body as a strand of spit connected our lips. “Feel better yet?”

I nodded, “Y-yes! Fuck…”

“Then you are going to love this.”

She rose to her knees, my feet falling to either side of her as my pussy spread. Each eager breath I took caused more filth to ooze onto the mat as I stared at her with pure lust.

The woman’s hand trailed off my tit, down my panting body towards my slit — begging to be played with.

“You have such a pretty little body. I can’t wait to make it squirm.” She said with a deep laugh.


I groaned. My eyes fluttered as her fingers traced around the hood of my clit, yet refusing to satiate it.

“Fuck… please~” I huffed, grabbing my own tits through my bra and massaging them.

“Please? Please what?” Coach Carson taunted.

“Please fuck me!” I cried out, unable to hold it back any longer. My clit was throbbing, like an intense itch that only she could scratch. Coach Carson’s grin grew wider. “Good little slut.”

Her words shot an electric charge down my spine, the confirmation that I was her 'little slut' augmenting the need inside me. She took a moment to admire me, sprawled out in this desperate position, before reaching down. I felt her fingers making contact with me in exactly the place I needed.

"Mmm, yes!" I gasped as she sank two fingers into my drenched pussy.

She had barely begun the rhythmic thrusts, and already I was panting, my hips rising to meet her movements. Her fingers curled, stroking that sweet spot inside me which made my eyes flutter shut and a moan escaped my lips.

"I love your moans," she purred, picking up the pace with her fingers. The wet squelching noise of her digits plunging in and out of me mixed with the ragged gasps for breath was all too intoxicating. “Not to mention how sexy your tight, wet cunt is.”
"Ohh ... don't stop," I managed to whimper between gasps.

My hips bucked wildly as she finger fucked me deeper and more urgently than before. I could feel that delicious tension building up inside me; an overwhelming sensation pushing me towards the edge. A thin sheen of sweat covered my body as I twisted under her exploration.

Her other hand reached up, grabbing my bra and yanking it down. I yelped as my tits bounced free. Coach Carson smirked, tugging at my nipple as her other hand continued to ravage my slit.

I whimpered and squirmed on the mat, my feet kicking the air as the sheer pleasure was too much to bear.

My pussy gripped her fingers, milking them as my walls pulsated around her digits.

Coach Carson let out a moan. Her own leggings were wet as she leaned forward, taking my free nipple into her mouth. Now the woman had both her hands and her mouth on me.

“Ahhh!” I cried out, her tongue lashing against my pink nipple as she tugged at the other one. Her hand stayed deep inside my slit, her fingers curling upwards as she massaged my G spot.

The combination of sensations was too much to handle. My clit throbbed before exploding.

"Fuck! Yes!" I screamed as the orgasm ripped through me. The pleasure was so intense it made my whole body jerk. Coach Carson didn't stop, her fingers continued to thrust inside me, riding out my orgasm with me. I gasped for air as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me — the woman’s mouth and hand still tugging at my nipples.

My eyes rolled back into my head in pure bliss. My pussy muscles clenched and unclenched around her teasing fingers, the spasms of my orgasm matching the rhythm of her strokes inside me.

My hands found their way into her hair, gripping it tight as the orgasmic waves tore through my body. "Ooh, god...yes..." I whispered through clenched teeth. My body shivered and shook beneath her, from the aftershocks of the intense orgasm.

She withdrew her fingers slowly, causing a whimper to escape my lips. I felt a bit embarrassed for being so needy but the satisfied smirk on Coach Carson's face told me she enjoyed every moan and squirm.

With a wicked grin, she brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them clean. The sight of Coach tasting me sent another wave of arousal coursing through me.

"Delicious," she murmured, licking her lips clean. Her eyes locked with mine as she slowly pulled up her dampened leggings.

“I hope you feel better.”

I gasped, my hair a mess and my entire body flushed. Each breath I took caused more grool to seep out of my ravaged cunt.

“Th-that was… So fucking amazing.”

“Good girl. If you keep coming to these workouts, we can end each one with an orgasm just like that. I want you to feel your best, after all.” She said with a wink. Her hand pinched my nipple once more, making me yelp.

“Oh! Y-yes! Please! I would love that.”

“Good girl.”
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