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 Story 1: The Swimming Lesson  
 
      
 
    My head broke through the surface of the water as I gasped for air. My light blonde hair stuck to my face as I wiped my eyes.  
 
    “Good work, Bailey! Your first lap!” Coach Mckenna shouted from the other end of the pool. 
 
    I grinned as I lifted myself out of the water, my baby blue bikini rode up my ass as I rose onto the tile. 
 
    Water dripped off my panting body as I giddily pitter-pattered around the pool—barely able to contain my excitement.  
 
    Just a few days ago I didn’t even know how to float, and I had just swam my first lap! 
 
    Mckenna grinned from ear to ear as I jumped into her arms, our wet bodies sticking together. “Thank you so much! I can’t believe I did that!”  
 
    The older coach laughed as she hugged me back, her hazelnut brown hair glistening in the fluorescent lighting. “I knew you had it in you. You should be proud.” 
 
    I was. I had spent the first 18 years of my life living under the thumb of my hyper-strict family, barely able to leave my room without my father’s permission. In just a few short weeks at college, I met more people and learned more things than I could have ever dreamed of.  
 
    Mckenna’s hands gripped my waist, “Wanna race?” she asked with a sly smirk. 
 
    I pursed my lips. “I may be a quick learner, but you’ve been swimming longer than I’ve been alive.” 
 
    She laughed, “Oh come now, I’ll go easy on you.” 
 
    The coach stepped back, pulling up the string of her bikini bottoms. The black two-piece was made for her. Her hips were sculpted from stone, and the bikini bottoms showcased her thick thighs. 
 
    I tinge of blush filled my cheeks as I shook the dirty thoughts from my head. “S-sure. Fine, let’s race!” 
 
    She nodded as we both got ready in our respective lanes. Coach Mckenna was six feet tall—almost a full foot taller than me. Regardless of our expertise, she had the physical advantage as well. Though I was determined to put up a valiant fight. 
 
    “Ready, set…GO!” She shouted. 
 
    We both dove head first into the water, my arms stroked and my feet kicked behind me like a motorboat. I moved through the water like a mermaid, just as I had always dreamed of as a kid. I had no idea if I was winning or not as the water blurred my vision, all I knew is that I was swimming faster than I had ever done before as I reached out to the other end of the lane. 
 
    Once again, my head broke the water’s surface. I tossed my blonde hair back as I gasped, water dripping down my chin.  
 
    Mckenna was already sitting on the edge of the pool, her feet kicking in the water as she flashed me a wink. 
 
    The tinge of light pink in my cheeks flushed a deeper red as I pursed my lips together. “Yeah yeah… Whatever.” I muttered, pulling myself up beside her. 
 
    She gave me a pity backrub, “Nice try, kiddo. You were pretty fast out there.” 
 
    I huffed, glancing over at her and her devious grin. “One day when you’re old and decrepit, I’ll beat you.” 
 
    “Well unfortunately for me, that day seems to be coming faster and faster.” 
 
    I shook my head, “excuse me? You’re like…40.” 
 
    Though she looked not a day older than twenty. Her body was still fit and muscular, and her tits looked amazing in her bikini top… 
 
    I shook my head again, averting my eyes from her chest as my feet kicked in the water. “I should get going…” I said, the blush in my cheeks intensifying. 
 
    Mckenna nodded as I rose to my feet walking across the cold tile toward the locker rooms. I could feel the bottom of my sopping wet bikini form into a wedgy as I walked. 
 
    Glancing back over my shoulder, I could see Mckenna staring at me as I walked away, her brown eyes fixated on my ass. 
 
    My eyes widened as I jerked my head forward. The woman hadn’t noticed that I had caught her staring at my teen ass.  
 
    My heart fluttered and I could feel my body shiver as I rushed back to the lockers. 
 
    Truth was, ever since I had shown up to my first lesson, I couldn’t keep my eyes off the coach. She was picturesque, moving through the water effortlessly. Each bead of water on her tanned skin glimmered and her wavy brown hair always fell back into place. 
 
    I slammed the locker doors behind me, leaning against the frame as I huffed. My cold, wet body tingled as I imagined the woman gawking over me. Me. 
 
    I was a petite, uninteresting blonde who didn’t even know how to swim up until recently. What could she see in me? 
 
    With a huff, I walked to my locker. It was probably nothing. She must have just been staring off in thought about something important. 
 
    I reached behind me, tugging at the string of my bikini bra. The delicate fabric fluttered off my body—exposing my petite tits.  
 
    My pink nipples were hard as I grabbed my towel from my locker. Though I may try to hide it, from my hard nipples to the blush in my cheeks—my feelings for the older coach were more than evident. 
 
    A smirk crossed my lips as I wrapped my soft yellow towel around my torso. All my childhood, my strict father had done all he could to keep me away from boys… But he forgot about the girls. 
 
    Even in the empty locker room, I glanced around me to make sure I was completely alone before striping out of my bikini bottoms. The soft fabric stuck to my wet legs as I wiggled them off. The fabric fell around my ankles, as I rubbed the towel around my soft skin, wiping the water off. 
 
    My blue eyes shot wide open as I heard the creak of locker room doors. 
 
    “Hey, Bailey, you left your goggles on the bench…” Mckenna walked in with my goggles in her hand.  
 
    A slick grin crossed her lips as she stared at me like a deer in headlights. My light blue bikini bottoms around my ankles as I held my towel up to my chest. 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” She said with a smile. The woman walked forward, her dark eyes falling on my bikini top and bottoms on the floor 
 
    Stepping just past me, Mckenna placed my goggles inside my locker, her brown hair still had a whiff of coconut—which made my lips quiver and my eyes roll back. 
 
    “Th-thanks…” I muttered, feeling my entire body grow hot. I glanced to the side, my fingers jittering and the towel slowly slouching off my skin. 
 
    Mckenna leaned against the lockers, her arms crossed over her round tits. “I had a great time today… I hope that you decide to book more classes. The next one is free.” She said with a wink. 
 
    I nodded my head, my breath shallow and short. 
 
    She grinned as her piercing gaze lingered on me. “It’s just us here… No need to be so embarrassed.” 
 
    I glanced up at her, brushing the wet blonde hair behind my ear. “S-sorry… I’m just shy.” 
 
    “You have nothing to be shy about. Your body is amazing.” 
 
    Her eyes fell to my exposed collarbone, my hand quivering as it held the towel around my chest.  
 
    Even in the airy, empty locker room—I felt the breath being knocked from my lungs. There was no hiding the deep red blush on my cheeks.  
 
    Mckenna eyed me like a hungry lioness, ready to pounce.  
 
    She stepped forward, her hand falling on my waist. Even over the towel, her soft and delicate touch was enough to elicit a whimper from my lips. 
 
    “...Perhaps I can take another peek?” She breathed, her face inches from mine as she stared down into my blue eyes. 
 
    Her pupils glimmered with lust, her pink lips curled into a devious smile as her hand gripped my waist. 
 
    My knees shook, my breath whimpered and my heart was pounding like a drum. My mind raced with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t grab hold of a single one of them. 
 
    Though my mind was a jumbled mess, my body knew exactly what it wanted. My dainty fingers uncurled from the towel—as my grip weakened, the moist towel began to slouch off my body.  
 
    Mckenna bit her lips, stepping forward. Her tits bounced inches from my face. “Here… Let me help.” 
 
    Her hand touched mine, sending my pounding heart into a frenzy. Her fingers wrapped around mine as she pulled my hand away. 
 
    The towel fell to my feet—exposing my naked body. 
 
    Mckenna stepped back, her tan cheeks blushing. “Woah. Amazing…” 
 
    I bit my lip. Every ounce of my shy mind wanted to yelp and run for the covers, but I was determined to turn a new leaf. My feelings for her were real, and I wanted her to know that. 
 
    I held my hands to my side, my fists curled as her eager eye fell up and down my petite, naked body. 
 
    My nipples were hard as diamond, and my puffy pussy lips were glistening with wetness—whether it was pool water or grool, I couldn’t be sure. 
 
    I wasn’t curvy, my tits and ass were nothing to ride home about, but I could see Mckenna’s lust glimmering in her hungry eyes. 
 
    Her hands rode up and down the crotch of her black bikini bottoms as her gaze lingered between my thighs. 
 
    My tight, virgin lips puffed out—spreading like a blooming flower as Mckenna licked her lips.  
 
    She stepped forward, causing another whiff of her intoxicating shampoo to drift into my nose. My pupils fluttered as her hand trailed down my panting stomach. 
 
    “O-oh!” I whimpered, as her fingers brushed against the hood of my clit. 
 
    “Hmmm, so sensitive… Don’t worry darling, I’ll be gentle.” 
 
    I rested my hands on her moist shoulders as my foot jittered on the tile. Her hand slipped further down my quivering pussy, causing my mind to race. The warmth of her skin was like a fire on a stormy night, I rested my head against her beating chest as her fingers held my pussy lips spread. A drop-off grool fell down onto my bikini bottoms as Mckenna kissed the top of my head. 
 
    As she teased my quivering slit, her other hand rode down my back towards my ass. Her soft and delicate hand felt like a cloud against my cold, shivering skin. 
 
    I glanced up at her, my chin resting on her chest as I bit my lip. “I… I want you…” I muttered. My hands reached around her back, slipping up and playing with the string of her bikini top. 
 
    Her fingers dug into my bare ass. “Good.” 
 
    Her head tilted down, and before I knew it—her lips were locked on mine. 
 
    A soft whimper escaped into her mouth as her tongue slipped into my mouth. Our tongues embraced and hugged as my hand desperately tugged at her bikini string. 
 
    The million rushing thoughts in my head disappeared in a puff of smoke as I sucked on her lips. Her fingers dug into my ass, causing me to whimper as her tongue lashed inside my wet mouth.               
 
    Her eyes fluttered open as she pulled back. A string of saliva connected our bottom lips. 
 
    Mckenna glanced over her shoulder to the middle of the locker room. Her gaze fell on a small wooden bench. “Lay down on there.” 
 
    I nodded my head as she guided me to the bench. She placed my towel on the hardwood as I lay on my back. My legs fell to either side of the wooden plank as I stared up at the fluorescent light beating down. 
 
    Mckenna kissed down my neck. Her lips soft as cotton candy as she kissed down to my tits. She took my hard nipple in her mouth and sucked like a newborn babe. I whimpered, squirming on the bench as my feet kicked in the air. “O-ohhh fuck!”  
 
    My soft whimpers echoed in the air as her tongue wrapped around my nipple.  
 
    Pleasure coursed through my spine like electricity. My hands furiously grabbed at her back, yanking at the bikini top hard enough to undo it. 
 
    She rose off my chest, the bikini fluttering off to the floor. 
 
    My jaw dropped.  
 
    Her hard, brown nipples and perfectly round tits bounced in front of my face as she stared down at me. “H-holy fuck…” I whimpered. 
 
    My hand moved as if on its own. Reaching for the water balloons on her chest. My soft, delicate hand dug into the tissue eliciting a moan from Mckenna.  
 
    “Hmmm, you like mommy’s tit?” She moaned, biting her lips. “Why don’t you have a taste? But first…” Mckenna wiggled her hips, her fingers slipped down past the waistband of her bikini bottoms as she pulled them down her legs. Her tits jiggled as she pulled them off, mesmerizing me. My mouth began to water as I eyed her light brown nipples like a hungry dog.               
 
    Her bikini bottoms fell to her feet, as she stepped out of them. Her pussy was already glistening. Short, brown pubes graced the crest of her shapely pussy. Her lips were spreading already—teasing the pink flesh inside. 
 
    Mckenna straddled my lap, she sat down on my pelvis as her hands gripped the bench on either side of my face. 
 
    She leaned forward, her tits dangling in front of my face. My hands pressed on her back as her tits smothered me. Each inhale I took filled my nose with the scent of her soft skin, as her nipple fell perfectly into my mouth.  
 
    My lips clamped around the nipple as my tongue played with it, the soft tissue of her breast pressing against my face.               
 
    I squirmed, barely able to breathe as my mind filled with euphoria. 
 
    Our wet pussies rubbed together as she sat square on my pelvis, her grool dripping down on my slit as I squirmed. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck. Take it, baby.” She whimpered, pressing her chest forward and pinning my head against the wood. “How does Mommy taste?” 
 
    I couldn’t reply as my mouth filled with the flesh of her round, soft tits. Her nipple quivered in my wet mouth as my tongue played with it like a punching bag. 
 
    “Mmmh, good girl.” She said, stroking my hair. “Time I repay the favor.”  
 
    To my chagrin, Mckenna pulled her tit out of my mouth.  
 
    I gasped, my frazzled eyes barely able to focus as I glanced down at the woman, slithering down my body like a dirty snake. 
 
    Her lips kissed the crest of my pussy, causing my back to arch and slam down on the wood. “Ohh fuck.. M-mommy…” I whimpered, my hands clamping on my tits as I watched her eagerly. Her devious brown eyes met mine as she flashed me a wink. The red blush once again filled my cheeks, filling my body with warmth. 
 
    Mckenna draped her wet tongue out, her eyes fixated on my own as she ran her tongue up my panting slit. 
 
    “Ohh fuck!” I squealed. Her tongue parted my virgin lips, running up my pussy as her warm breath hit my clit. 
 
    My head slammed back on the bench, bright blonde hair draping off the sides onto the floor as I panted like a dog in heat. My mind buzzed with euphoria, my toes curled, and my fingers dug into my tits as Mckenna buried her face between my soft thighs.  
 
    I clamped my thighs around her face like a vise as she ran her tongue up and down my pussy. My breath stuttered and my eyes fluttered as each pass of her tongue seemed to go deeper than the last. 
 
    Mckenna worked her tongue like a paintbrush, it buried deep in my dripping wet pussy as she gripped my thighs. I could feel the bruises form as her fingers dug into my subtle legs, but I didn’t care one bit. 
 
    “Oh oh oh! R-right there!” I cried out. My body squirmed like a fish out of water as she ate out my tight pussy. The grool rolled down my ass onto the towel.  
 
    Mckenna arched her back and wiggled her ass in the air as the purposeful and deliberate strokes of her tongue turned more and more ravenous. 
 
    Mckenna moaned into my wet pussy, my grool lathering her face as her tongue lashed against my slit like a whip. 
 
    My legs rose, locking around her back as My hand pushed her head down further into my pussy. My puffy lips gripped her tongue as she jabbed it in and out of me. 
 
    “M-mommy! Fuck! I’m going to cum!” I cried out, my body going rigid as each lash of her tongue surged through me like a storm.  
 
    My toes curled and my tight, teen body shook as my clit erupted. 
 
    “OH FUCK!”  
 
    Mckenna’s lips stayed clamped on my pussy as the grool poured out like a river.  
 
    My rigid body collapsed on the hard bench, my legs unwrapping around her back as I gasped for air. 
 
    Mckenna rose to her feet, grool and saliva dripped off her chin onto my stomach as she licked her lips. “Fuck… I love virgins.” She said with a cheeky wink. 
 
    My fluttering eyes focused on her curvy body, my trembling hand raising as I ran it up and down her thigh. Her own pussy oozed down her leg. 
 
    I giggled as I leaned up and wrapped my arms around her neck, pulling her face into mine. 
 
    As our lips locked, I tasted the sweet taste of my own grool coat my tongue, our wet bodies stuck together like glue as my tongue lashed against hers. My mind once again filled with euphoria as her hand slipped down my back. 
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 Story 2: The Naughty Customer 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I poured the cream into the cup, trying my best to make a latte flower. As usual, it failed. 
 
    With a huff, I slid the mug to the end of the table. “A latte for Alex,” I called out. 
 
    An older, blonde woman stepped forward. She flashed a grin as she grabbed the cup and took it to a snug corner of the coffee shop—the sun basking through the window which illuminated her goddess-like hair. 
 
    I shook my head, breaking me from her trance as I brushed down my apron and went back to work. 
 
    Drawing the short end of the straw, I was tasked with polishing the cups and cutlery. I pulled out a seat at an empty table and dropped the cutlery down. The coffee shop was empty enough for me to work out front instead of being stuffed in the kitchen. 
 
    Brushing my brown hair behind my hair, I went to work. 
 
    I grabbed a warm towel and began to polish all the cutlery, taking my time with each one to make sure they were sparkling. 
 
    The monotony of the work began to get to me, as my eyes drifted up to the blonde woman… 
 
    She had her face buried in a book as she took small and gentle sips of her latte. Her white dress shirt held snug to her body, with hints of her black bra showing up under the fabric. 
 
    I bit my lips as wisps of her magically blonde hair fell in front of her face. The women’s black-framed glasses fitted her face perfectly, and as she licked her finger to turn the page—a shiver shot up my spine. 
 
    She looked up from her book, her eyes glancing over toward me. 
 
    My cheeks flushed pink as I jerked my head down at the fork I was polishing. Did she see me gawking?  
 
    My eyes glanced up at her—the woman’s blue eyes fixated on me.  
 
    The soft pink in my cheeks turned into a hot and fiery red. I could feel her stare burning a hole into the top of my head as I furiously polished the fork. 
 
    The woman pushed her chair back as she walked over, her footsteps banging like drums in my head as my heart pounded. She was about to chew me out for staring at her.  
 
    What could I say? That I had a crush on her? No, that’s stupid.  
 
    My mind was racing as she walked up to my table.  
 
    I pursed my lips and looked up at the woman.  
 
    “O-oh… Hello.” I muttered. My mind was racing with a million thoughts and my jaw clenched—ready to be chewed out by the woman. 
 
    “Pardon me, do you mind looking after my things while I use the restroom?” She asked, her soft pink lips curling into a smile. 
 
    “Of course!” I replied a bit too quickly. She gave a thankful nodded and headed toward the back of the store.  
 
    I audibly huffed and wiped my brow. Strands of my hair stuck to my panting face as I breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    That was close, but I’d have to be more careful. I can’t just stare at people… But it was so hard.  
 
    The woman was a goddess. She was tall, and her figure was spectacular. I glance over my shoulder, unable to hide my arousal or my curiosity. 
 
    Before I knew it, I found myself standing and walking to her table. The woman, Alex, left her book and purse on the table.  
 
    Perhaps if I knew what she was reading, it could be the perfect way for me to start a conversation with her… As if I could hold a conversation with someone like that. 
 
    Kindred Spirits. 
 
    The title of the book wasn’t what drew my attention. It was the scandalous couple on the cover that did it! 
 
    Was this woman reading erotica in public? 
 
    I could barely even think about sex without blushing, and this confident woman was reading straight porn without so much as batting an eye! 
 
    “Can I help you?” A familiar voice asked. 
 
    I yelped and spun around. Alex raised an eyebrow as she caught me red-handed.  
 
    “O-oh! I’m sorry, I was just, uhh…”  
 
    My frantic mind couldn’t come up with an excuse, but from the frantic look and red blush on my face—she likely wouldn’t buy an excuse either way. 
 
    I froze like a deer in headlights as the corners of her lips shifted into a devious smirk. 
 
    “I hope reading a bit of smut isn’t going to be a problem.” 
 
    “N-no, that’s fine,” I reply, glancing down at my feet.  
 
    The woman laughed. “Oh, you poor little thing, you’re red as a tomato.”  
 
    That comment made my cheeks blush even more. On my pale skin, the red blush made me light up like a beacon. 
 
    Alex brushed the hair dangling in front of my face behind my ear. The woman leaned forward, her vanilla perfume drifting into my nose—making my knees rattle. 
 
    “...What’s your name?” 
 
    “M-Morgan…” I stammered, my lungs barely able to draw breath. 
 
    “Morgan… Pretty.” Her eyes sharpened. “Now Morgan, have you been staring at me all this time?” 
 
    I whimpered, but the jig was up. I nodded my head sheepishly. 
 
    Alex laughed. “Aww, cutie.”  
 
    She glanced over her shoulder, my only other coworker was in the back grabbing more coffee beans. “Restroom. Now.” She said. 
 
    Alex turned on her heels and made her way back to the restroom. 
 
    My body felt compelled to follow her. I had no idea what she wanted with me, but before I knew it my feet were frantically pulling the rest of my body behind her, following the trail of her intoxicating vanilla scent. 
 
    Our restrooms were individual units. Alex tugged me in and locked the door behind me.  
 
    She pushed my chest, slamming my back into the heavy metal door as a huff escaped my lips. The woman planted her palm on the door next to my head as she leaned down, her face meeting mine.  
 
    That beautiful face of hers was grinning devilishly, and her blue eyes seemed to pierce my soul. 
 
    “Lucky for you, my book has gotten me into a bit of a dirty mood.” 
 
    Alex’s hand began to undo the top buttons of her shirt, as she moved down, the fabric slouched off her body—revealing her tantalizing cleavage. 
 
    A whimper passed my lips as I eyed her chest. The black bra held her round tits up 
 
    Alex laughed, pushing her chest up as she undid the last few buttons of her dress shirt. The fabric dangled on her shoulder, her fit stomach exposed. Despite being in what I could only assume was her mid-40s, the woman was in tremendous shape.  
 
    She stepped back, slouching her shoulders, letting the shirt drift down to the tile floor. 
 
    “So, Morgan. What do you think?” 
 
    My lip quivered as my pupils dilated. I couldn’t suppress the smile growing on my trembling lip. “W-woah…” 
 
    Alex laughed. “Your turn, sweetheart.” 
 
    Her words echoed in my head like a command that I could not refuse.  
 
    It felt so dirty, and my body wouldn’t hold a candle to hers. My tits were smaller and subtle, and my stomach and ass weren’t nearly as toned as hers. 
 
    Still, I found my hand reaching behind, untying my apron and pulling it over my brown hair. I tossed it onto the ground as my trembling fingers gripped the bottom of my black shirt.  
 
    A moment of hesitation filled my head. Could I do this? 
 
    Every ounce of my mind and body wanted to, but I certainly didn't possess the experience to pleasure a woman like Alex. 
 
    The woman bit her lip as I rose my shirt, exposing my midriff. Her blue eyes met mine, and she gave a single—reassuring nod. 
 
    That was enough to stifle the fear and doubt in my head. With a deep breath, I tugged my shirt over my head. 
 
    My plain white bra held my tits up, though truthfully I often didn't need to even wear a bra.  
 
    A sheepishly glanced to the floor, expecting Alex to be unimpressed by my value brand bra and unimpressive tits.  
 
    Instead, the woman smirked as she stepped forward, tilting my chin up with her slender fingers. “Morgan, have you ever eaten out a woman?’ 
 
    I bit my lip, and just feeling her soft skin on my chin made me shutter. “N-no…” 
 
    Her sly grin grew. “Good. I love teaching a young girl how to please.” 
 
    Alex’s other hand slipped to the small of my back, her delicate hand running up my sweaty skin to the clip of my bra.  
 
    With all the ease in the world. Her fingers unclipped my bra, letting it fall to the ground and expose my perky little tits. 
 
    “Mmm, cute little things.” She said. My face flushed as my heartbeats made my chest pound, 
 
    She took my trembling hand in hers, guiding my petite hand to her back. “Your turn.” She whispered. Her soft, warm breath landed on my face, making my eyes flutter and my lip quiver. 
 
    I wasn’t nearly as graceful as she was, but eventually, my uncoordinated fingers undid the clip of her black lace bra, sending it down onto the tile. 
 
    “W-woah!” I exclaimed, a bit too loud. Alex’s tits were round and plump, and her pretty pink nipples were hard as diamonds and pierced.  
 
    The woman laughed, grabbing one of her hanging tits and squeezing it. “Never seen an older woman’s tits before?” 
 
    I slowly shook my head, mesmerized by her breasts. Though they were big, they were still perky and round. 
 
    I could feel the saliva build in my cheeks as her perky, pierced nipples begged me to suck them. 
 
    Alex laughed, pulling me in by my hips. Her lips locked against mine as the woman slipped her tongue inside my mouth. 
 
    My eyes fluttered close as our bodies pressed together. Her nipple brushed against mine, causing shivers to shoot up my spine as my hands explored her hips and back. 
 
    My moans slipped into her mouth as our tongues danced. She took the lead, naturally, pulling my tongue into her mouth as her hands groped my ass. The taste of her spit made my body fill with pleasure. I could feel my clit throbbing inside my pants as my body grew hot. 
 
    Alex pulled back, licking her lips as her eyes glimmered with lust. “Go ahead, cutie. Have a taste.” 
 
    She guided my face down to her chest, her fingers ran through my soft brown hair as my hands clamped onto her waist. My face nuzzled into her chest, and the scent of her vanilla perfume flooded my mind, making my entire body squirm. 
 
    Her tits were soft as pillows, I could feel my mind melting away as I kissed her chest. 
 
    Alex moaned, grabbing my hair and pushing my face down to her nipple.  
 
    My back arched as I took her excited, pink nipple in my mouth.  
 
    My wet tongue played with it, beating it like a punching bag. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck! Good girl, j-just like that.” Alex moaned, tossing her head back. She grabbed the roots of my hair, holding me down on her chest. 
 
    One of my hands wrapped around to her other tit, pressing her nipple like a button. 
 
    Though I was a virgin, my body seemed to know exactly how to please the older woman who held my petite body close. 
 
    Alex pressed her thighs together, her hands clawing at my back as I sucked her tits like a baby. “F-fuck! Eat my pussy. Now!” She cried out, her face red and panting as I pulled off her tit. A strand of saliva connected my lip and her pierced nipple as I gleefully nodded my head.  
 
    I fell to the ground, my hands running up and down her sculpted thighs as she undid the buttons of her skinny jeans.  
 
    The saliva on her nipple glistened in the fluorescent lighting as I looked up at her, trying my best to contain my giddy smile. “I-I’ve never eaten pussy before, I’m not sure I’ll be any good…” I confessed. 
 
    She laughed as she unzipped her jeans, tugging them down her leg. “You worked your tongue magically on my nipple. I’m sure you’ll be fine.” She laughed.  
 
    I helped her pull her jeans off. Her black lace panties held snug to her hips, the crotch was already wet with grool as some of it ran down her thigh. 
 
    Kicking the jeans away, Alex leaned back on the sink. The mirror fogged as we panted. The air was damp and warm as both of our bodies grew slick with sweat. 
 
    My soft, tender lips kissed up her leg. Each peck elicited a moan from the woman as I inched closer and closer to her slit. 
 
    Her hands frantically grabbed my hair, tugging at my hazelnut roots as my tongue lashed against her soft, clean skin. 
 
    My hands reached around her thighs as I reached her panties. Grool coated the silk, and the scent of her flowery slit caused my hormones to run wild. 
 
    I kissed her slit overtop the delicate panties. Alex’s back arched, and a whimper escaped her lips. 
 
    The taste of her sweet grool made my lips tingle. I could barely breathe as my fingers slipped underneath the waistband of her panties. 
 
    Slowly, I pulled the fabric down her thighs. Webs of grool dripped down her inner thigh as I pulled the moist panties down to her ankles.  
 
    Alex messaged my scalp as she draped on leg over my shoulder, her panties hanging off her toes as her ass pressed into the sink. 
 
    Her pussy bloomed like a flower, her lips were spread and pink with a touch of brown on the edges. Her inner flesh was glistening as each deep breath of hers made more grool dribble out. 
 
    “Fuck… So wet.” I moaned, massaging her thighs as my mouth watered. 
 
    My thumbs pulled apart her wet lips, causing her pink pussy to spread.  
 
    Short, blonde hairs adorned the crest near her clit which began to peer out from its hood. 
 
    Alex hooked her calf around my neck as her leg draped over my shoulder. She pulled my face into her crotch as my fingers dug into her thigh. 
 
    Her dainty pubes tickled my nose as Alex’s pussy locked onto my mouth. 
 
    My wet, eager tongue slipped out and lashed her slit like a whip. Grool filled my mouth slipping down my throat. It was intoxicating, I licked and sucked her slit like I was starving for her wetness. My mind buzzed as the sticky, addictive filth coated my tongue. 
 
    Each breath I took caused more of her aroma to flood my head. 
 
    “Ohh fuck!” Alex whimpered, her fingers messaging my scalp as she held me between her thighs. “S-slow down.” She giggled, “you’re like a hungry dog. Slow strokes, up and down…” 
 
    I did just as she told me, the ravenous and rampant whips of my tongue turned into slow and methodical strokes. Each pass seemed to dig my tongue deeper inside her slit as I ran my sopping-wet tongue up and down. 
 
    “G-good girl. Oh! Fuck… Just like that.” Alex breathed, her hips wiggling back and forth as my tongue did the same. 
 
    Grool ran down my chin onto my chest as I ate her out. The sweet honey grool was addictive, making my mind buzz and my clit erupt.  
 
    I could barely take it. 
 
    My hand unclenched off her thick thigh as I trailed it down my panting stomach. 
 
    My fingers slipped past my waistband underneath my panties. 
 
    I was even wetter than Alex was. 
 
    My fingers plunged in and out of my aching pussy as the heel of my palm pressed up against my clit. 
 
    A whimper escaped my lips as my fingers satiated my slit, grool coated my pants and I whimpered into Alex’s pussy. 
 
    My nose pressed up against her pelvis as my tongue jagged as deep as it could. 
 
    “F-fuck! Oh, fuck!” Alex squealed, her voice bouncing off the tile. 
 
    The mirror behind her fogged up as the moist air clung onto our skin. 
 
    “I-I’m going to cum!” Alex’s entire body shook, her toes curled, letting her black lace panties fall to the ground. 
 
    The woman planted her hand on the back of my head, keeping me down on her slit. 
 
    I could barely breathe. Each inhale brought in more of her scent than oxygen and my mind went fuzzy as my fingers swirled inside my slit—and my tongue did the same inside hers. 
 
    “OH FUCK!” Alex cried out, not caring who might hear.  
 
    Her back arched and her body went rigid as her pulsating clit surged through her body. 
 
    “Oh Morgan! Fuck! Good girl!” She breathed, panting like a dog in heat as more grool slipped onto my tongue.  
 
    My hand dug into her ass as the woman slipped off the sink, the orgasm coursing through her like a storm. 
 
    My own clit erupted as well, sending waves of hot euphoria through my spine like a hit of dopamine. Each synapse in my head erupted as my brown eyes rolled back into my head. 
 
    Alex’s foot slipped off my sweaty shoulder onto the floor. 
 
    I fell back on my ass panting. The front of my pants were dark with spilling grool as I pulled my hand out from my pants.  
 
    Grool coated my fingers like webbing as I massaged my tits, licking the dripping filth from my chin. 
 
    Grool and saliva rolled down Alex’s trembling leg as she brushed the hair from her face. “Fuck… That was amazing. You are pretty good for a virgin.” She flashed me a wink as she gasped for breath. 
 
    I giggled, ‘Th-thank you. You are a pretty good teacher.” 
 
    “I think there may be quite a bit more I can teach you.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “I’m looking forward to my next lesson.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *************** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Story 3: The Neighbor’s Secret Toy 
 
      
 
      
 
    I huffed as I carried the cardboard box up the steep stairs, making sure to avoid all the other boxes that lined the floor. 
 
    I tried to blow my long black hair out of my sweaty, panting face—but the strands stuck to my flushed face. 
 
    Finally, with my knees trembling—I shouldered into the bedroom, dropping the box on the floor. 
 
    “Oh sweetheart! That box was far too heavy for you to carry alone!” Ms Parker said, unpacking a suitcase on her mattress. 
 
    I reeled over, huffing. “I-it’s fine.” 
 
    “Thank you so much for all your help, there will be plenty of cookies in it for you once we unpack!” 
 
    My tight black T-shirt was damp with sweat as it rolled down my neck. Helping my new neighbor, Ms Parker, move in seemed like the nice thing to do. She was a middle-aged single woman who was brand new to the city—but she had more belongings than my entire family did! 
 
    She hummed softly to herself as she sat on the edge of her bed, unpacking her shirts and folding them nicely. “It’s getting awfully hot in here.” She said, lifting to her feet. Her flowery sundress wavered as she waltzed to the window. 
 
    The sun beamed through and illuminated her pinned-up red hair like a beacon. It was blinding. 
 
    She pulled the window up, letting in a very welcomed breeze. 
 
    My black hair wavered as I reached into the pocket of my jeans, pulling out my keys. 
 
    Like a knife, I stabbed into the tape keeping the box shut. 
 
    Ms Parker stayed humming out the window like a fairytale queen, her pinned-up red hair flowing behind her as stared at the ocean-blue sky. 
 
    The box was full of different knick-knacks. I pulled out three different types of hair dryers and a hand-knitted scarf as I continued to unpack. Though my eyes kept drifting up toward the beautiful redhead. 
 
    Though her sundress was conservative, her plump ass pushed up against the flower-printed fabric, giving a sexy shape to her underside. Her firm tits pressed up against the top and her bare arms crossed behind her back. 
 
    I shook my head from all the dirty thoughts building inside. Ever since I turned 18, my mind had been filling more and more with those dirty though. Though, not about boys. My dirty dreams were filled with women, particularly older women. 
 
    Having one move in just next door seemed like an evil temptation. 
 
    My slender arms dug into the box, it would be easier to sort things if I could spread it all out on the floor. 
 
    I tilted the box onto its side, letting the contents flood out onto the carpet. 
 
    All the contents fanned out in front of me. Teddy bears, mittens, hair clips, and… 
 
    I gasped. My pale white cheeks filled with pink blush as my black pupils widened. 
 
    Falling right in front of me… Was a dildo. Particularly, a strap-on. The big, purple toy was clean as a whistle, though the straps seemed worn and tested. 
 
    My jaw dropped as I stared at the big, silicon cock laying by my knees. 
 
    Ms Parker yelped, dashing across the bedroom. The frill of her sundress hovered up to her knees as she bolted. 
 
    Reaching down, she snatched the strap-on from the carpet and hid it behind her back, though the damage was already done. 
 
    I glanced up at her, Ms Parker’s cheeks were as red as her hair—though, I imagine mine were as well. 
 
    My lips were pursed into a line as I knelt down by her feet, my mind frantically trying to come up with something to say, anything to break the tension.  
 
    The woman’s lip trembled as a bead of sweat ran down her brow. “I…I…Ummmm.” She muttered, clearly as flustered as me. 
 
    In my frantic, panicked state—I started to laugh. 
 
    My wide grin pushed my cheeks up as I tried to cover my mouth, but the laugh slipped out anyways. “Ha…Hahaha….HAHAHAHA!” 
 
    I blurted out, leaning forward and grabbing my stomach as I burst into hysterical laughter. That only made Ms Parker’s cheeks grow even redder, her light brown pupils quivered as she pursed her lips into a line. “Wh-what’s so funny?” 
 
    “You—-you, just seemed like such a wholesome lady,” I wheezed between laughs, a tear streaking down my cheek as I stifled my erratic laughter. “Though I guess not!” 
 
    She frowned, “What a grown lady like me does in her free time is hardly any of your concern.” Ms Parker huffed, strutting back to her suitcase and throwing the strap-on inside. She slammed the suitcase closed and sat on the edge of her bed. Her arms crossed across her chest as she sheepishly glanced down at her bare feet.  
 
    My laughter calmed as a seed of pity planted inside me. Lord knows how I would have reacted if someone found my dirty toys.  
 
    I sighed and rose to my feet, brushing off my jeans as I sat next to her on the comfy bed. 
 
    The woman didn’t so much as raise her head, but heat emanated off her body as her heart beat like a drum. 
 
    “I… I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have laughed.” I said, “You’re right. You’re a grown woman, it shouldn’t matter what you do in the bedroom.”
She glanced towards me, her lips pursed. 
 
    “Besides,” I continued, “It’s not like I don’t have my fair share of toys hidden away.” 
 
    She rose an eyebrow, “Is that so?”
I chuckled, realizing that I had given away too much. “It’s nothing. Pretend I didn’t say anything.” 
 
    I stood to continue unpacking, but Ms Parker’s hand shot forward like a viper—gripping around my wrist. 
 
    “T-tell me more… It’s only fair. You saw one of my toys, now you tell me one of yours.” She said, glaring at me.  
 
    “I don’t know about that.”
“If you don’t, it’s going to be awkward for the rest of the time. Go on, Isabelle, tell me.” 
 
    I huffed. “Fine…” 
 
    My mind was racing, was I really going to fess up to this? “I…Uhh… I have a vibrator. I use it pretty often.” 
 
    “Ohh… Go on…” she said, slowly pulling me back onto the bed. 
 
    My face flushed. “Wh-what do you mean?” 
 
    “Describe it. You saw my strap-on. Now describe your vibrator.” 
 
    Her hand stayed gripped onto my wrist, even as I sat next to her.  
 
    I cleared my throat. For some reason, I felt obligated to continue. “It’s a small thing, basically just enough to vibrate against my clit. Like an inch long.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” Ms Parker’s pursed lips curled into a devious smile, a curly strand of red hair falling in front of her freckled face. “Every used anything as long as mine?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No… I didn’t get a great look. But yours seemed pretty big.” 
 
    To my shock, the woman turned to her suitcase, slipping her hand inside and pulling out her strap-on. 
 
    My pupils dilated as she placed it on her lap. The silicon toy was perfectly shaped like a cock, veins and all as it lay on her thighs. 
 
    “W-woah… No… Nothing as big as that.” I said, biting my lips. 
 
    Ms Parker chuckled, her hand letting go of my wrist and trailing around my back. Her long fingers slipped up underneath my shirt as she felt up my bare back. 
 
    My body leaned closer until my arm touched hers. “Though… I wouldn’t mind trying a toy like this.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed, and her soft, plump lips curled. “Is that so… Do you think you can take it all?” 
 
    I stared at the toy. truthfully; I wasn’t sure. Though, as my pussy began to quiver and my mind began to fill with horny thoughts I nodded my head. “I think so…” 
 
    Ms Parker leaned forward, the scent of her cinnamon perfume fluttered into my nose as she held her face inches against mine. The soft pink blush on her cheeks turned a heated red, accentuating the freckles that bridged her nose.  
 
    “Perhaps…Perhaps you can take it for a spin.” She said. 
 
    I whimpered, my lip quivering as my eyes met hers. The dirty seeds in my mind had bloomed into a forest of horny energy. I squeezed my thighs together as my pussy beckoned to be freed. 
 
    My hand found itself on her leg, the thin fabric of her sundress did little to hide the softness of her skin. “I’d love to, mind showing me how it works?” 
 
    She nodded her head. The innocent mask had slipped off—revealing Ms Parker’s true, dirty desires. “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    Her command echoed in my head.  
 
    I stood on my trembling knees, my fingers gripped the bottom of my shirt, and with one final deep breath, I tugged the moist fabric up and over my flowing black hair. 
 
    My bare tits bounced free. My nipples were hard and erect, and a bead of eager sweat rode down my cleavage as my small hands cupped my breasts.  
 
    “Amazing. Just as cute as I imagined.” She said, biting her lip. Ms Parker’s devious eyes slipped down my trembling tummy to my jeans. “Here, let me help.” 
 
    She leaned forward, unbuttoning my jeans and slowly tugging them down my thighs. I wiggled my hips as I held onto her shoulders, my tits jiggling over her head as she pulled my jeans down by my ankles.  
 
    I kicked them off and stepped back, tugging at the waistband of my black silk panties. The fabric rode up my tight slit, with my freshly shaven lips peering out on either side. 
 
    Ms Parker’s eyes fixated on my moist crotch—my grool coated the silk fabric as I gave a cheeky spin. My bubbly butt ate up the panties as turned my back to her, leaning over and arching my back so that she would have a good look at my underside. 
 
    Ms Parker’s soft hand rode up my inner thigh, making my leg quiver as she gripped my ass. “Mmmmh, good girl. Now get on the bed.” 
 
    As before, I did just as she commanded. Jumping on the bed, eager lust brewing in me like a storm. 
 
    Ms Parker stood. Her hand unzipped the sundress, and all at once the fabric fell off her body and coiled around her bare feet. 
 
    My jaw dropped much like the sundress. She was stunning.  
 
    Ms Parker’s hips and ass were curvy and her tits were big and firm. Her slit was dripping as well, coating the short, soft ginger pubes around her puffy lips. 
 
    As she grabbed her tits, her pink nipples peered out between her fingers, and the flesh of her big tits overflowed in her palms. 
 
    She laughed at my mesmerized stare. “Ohh come on sweetie, they’re just tits. Never seen a pair in real life before?” 
 
    “Not besides mine…” I muttered, suddenly feeling my mouth begin to water. 
 
    She smirked, grabbing the dildo off the corner of the bed. Her round tits bounced with every motion.  
 
    The experienced woman knew exactly how to put on the strap-on. The leather straps were worn and battle-tested as she tied securely to her pelvis, imitating where a dick would be. 
 
    “There.” She said, stroking the silicon toy. “Now bend over.” 
 
    I whimpered as my trembling gaze stared at the toy. It was long and thick. I had never put anything in my pussy besides my fingers, could I be certain I could take it?
While I had no experience with a toy that big, I was wetter than I had ever been. My slit was oozing grool like a waterfall down my quivering thigh. 
 
    I bit my lip and spun around on my hands and knees. My face nuzzled up to a stuffed teddy bear as I wiggled my ass up in the air. The thin fabric of my panties barely covered my panting, wet holes as I arched my back. 
 
    Ms Parker joined me on the bed. She knelt behind me as I felt the cold, silicon toy slap between my thighs.  
 
    I whimper escaped my lips as she fished the panties from my ass, holding them to the side. 
 
    The cool breeze hit my panting pussy, sending a shiver up my spine.  
 
    “Ready, slut?” She asked, teasing the tip of the strap-on up and down my wet slit. Even just the head was enough to make my mind flood with pleasure. “Y-yes, mommy…” 
 
    “Good girl.”  
 
    Slowly, Ms Parker thrust forward her hips. The strap-on pushed into my quivering pussy as I tossed my head back. “Oh fuck!” 
 
    Even with all my wetness, it was a tight fit. The walls of my pink pussy gripped the plastic toy like a glove, and my lips tightened around the shaft as Ms Parker pushed herself in.
“Mmmm, so tight.” She said, running her hand up my spine. 
 
    My toes curled as I felt each fake vein of the toy against my virgin pussy. I bit down on the sheets to stifle my whimpers as the storm of euphoria in my head erupted like a volcano. 
 
    The hormones flowing through my veins turned the pain into pure pleasure as I whimpered. 
 
    Ms Parker grabbed my flowing black hair, she tugged my face off the sheets as she gripped my hair like reins. “Oh oh oh!” I cried out, my head yanked back. 
 
    “Take it… Good girl.” Ms Parker sneered as she shoved the last inch of the dildo inside my wet, panting pussy. 
 
    The lips of my slit gripped the base of the silicon toy—Ms Parker’s thighs slapped my ass as she held it inside me. “Does it feel good, baby? Feeling me inside you?” The woman whispered. 
 
    One hand rode up and down my sweaty, arched back while the other gripped my hair. 
 
    I could barely breathe—let alone answer. “F-fuck….” was all that could slip out. 
 
    Ms Parker laughed, “I’ll take that as yes.” 
 
    The woman reeled back her hips, eliciting a huff of air to wheeze out of my lips as I felt the thick silicon slip out. 
 
    Though it didn’t last long. 
 
    Ms Parker thrust her pelvis, causing the toy to shove deeper inside my slit. 
 
    “OH FUCK!” I cried out, my feet kicking against the bed as the woman relentlessly fucked me. The sounds of her pelvis hitting my ass echoed in the air as I cried out, not caring as to who might hear outside the open window. 
 
    “OH FUCK MOMMY! RIGHT THERE!”  
 
    At this point, my mind was flooded with euphoria and pleasure. All rational thoughts had been shoved to the side as my animalistic lust took over. 
 
    The woman didn’t stop, she fucked me like a jackhammer as she pounded my virgin clit without mercy. 
 
    She let go of my hair, letting my face fall to the bed.  
 
    Her hands gripped my waist, holding my sore ass up in the air as she continued to thrust harder and harder. 
 
    My jaw widened as the only noise that whimpered out were animalistic moans of pure pleasure. 
 
    “FUCK! You’re so tight.” She whimpered, holding the dildo deep inside my tired—battered slit. 
 
    She slowly pulled it out, unclogging the rivers of grool in my slit—letting it flow down my red thigh. 
 
    She giggled, stroking the wet toy. 
 
    Ms Parker gripped my waist hard enough to leave bruises as she spun me around onto my back. 
 
    I yelped as my sweaty back hit the sheet, my legs kicking the air. 
 
    Immediately, the woman buried her face between my thighs. Her mouth clamping on my wet slit. 
 
    Her tongue lashed my clit like a whip—my grool filled her mouth as she ate my out. 
 
    “O-Oh fuck! Mommy yes!” I squealed.  
 
    My thighs clamped over her face like a vice grip as Ms Parker inhaled my sopping wet slit, her tongue licking up all my sweet grool. 
 
    “Oh oh! Mommy! I’m going to cum!” I cried out. My fingers gripped her hair as my back arched off the bed. 
 
    Pure euphoria erupted from my clit—shooting up my spine like a strike of lightning.  
 
    “OH FUCK!” My entire body shook and quivered as the orgasm coursed through me. 
 
    I gasped, collapsing on the bed as I panted for breath. 
 
    Ms Parker giggled, rising up from my slit as saliva, and grool dripped down her chin. “Good girl. How was your first time.” 
 
    I huffed, a smile stapled to my lips as I reached down and groped her bouncy tit. “A-amazing…” 
 
    “I knew it would be.” 
 
    The horny energy lingered in my head, clinging to my mind like a virus. “Perhaps next time I can try using the dildo on you?” 
 
    Ms Parker smirked, “I’d like that… Something tells me we are going to be wonderful neighbors.” 
 
    “Me too… Mommy.” 
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 Story 4: My Naughty Roommate’s Secret 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I rubbed my eyes, trying desperately to keep my head up as I read over the same page of notes for what seemed like the tenth time. 
 
    The sun blared through the living room windows—basking my spread-out notes like a flashlight. 
 
    My final exam was on Monday, and I still had so much left to study in just two days. Despite that, I could barely keep my head up as I sat cross-legged on the carpet, notes scattered all around me. 
 
    Like all Friday nights, my roommate Taylor hosted another huge party at our apartment. I stayed locked up in my room, trying desperately to get some studying in despite the raging music and shouting just outside my bedroom door. When I called it quits and tried to get some sleep, that was even more fruitless! The walls pounded as Taylor’s speakers blared. From all the voices, there must have been at least 20 people in our little 2-bedroom apartment.  
 
    Taylor knew I had a final coming up, and yet she threw her party anyway. She always did. The bubbly blonde didn’t give a rat's ass about her grades, nor about mine, apparently. Her rich parents were going to fund her party lifestyle for her entire life, hell, they were already in the market looking for a house to buy her. 
 
    My parents, on the other hand, were first-generation immigrants from China, my father and mother each worked two jobs to provide for the household, and send me to college, and I wasn’t going to let their hard work go to waste. 
 
    I tucked my straight black hair behind my ears as I focused on the next chapter of my finance book, carefully reading each word to cement it into my tired mind. The apartment was covered in old pop cans and spilled chips, but I would have to clean those up later—heavens know Taylor won’t. 
 
    No matter how much I tried to focus, my mind kept rushing back to last night—and the sheer ignorance shown by Taylor and her ‘friends’. Two friends in particular decided to stay the night, two boys. They spent the night in Taylor's room and, given her loud and obnoxious moans, they weren’t having a wholesome sleepover. 
 
    The boys left early in the morning, thankfully, but Taylor had yet to leave her room. A part of me wanted to go and make sure she was okay, but another part of me didn’t care one bit. The longer she stayed locked away, the more time I had to study. 
 
    Unfortunately, the universe had other plans. 
 
    Her door creaked open, causing my lips to purse into a line. The blonde was wearing short booty shorts and an oversized T-shirt that ran down to her knees. Her hair was in a mess, and she still had make-up on from last night. 
 
    “Oh, hey Sabrina.” She said, taking a big yawn. “Hope you had a good night.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes, refusing to answer her as I fixated on my notes. Taylor made her way to the bathroom—the entire time my blood boiled. 
 
    I did not, in fact, have a good night. 
 
    I couldn’t keep it in any longer. I was always a shy and timid girl, but I had to put an end to this. 
 
    When Taylor came out of the bathroom, my sharp glare pierced her. “I’m sure you had a good night. You kept me up.” I sneered. 
 
    Taylor glanced to the side, pink blush filling her pale cheeks. “Yeah… Sorry. The party got a bit out of hand.” 
 
    Her blue eyes met mine. “Or do you mean those boys…?” 
 
    Now it was my cheeks that were filling with blush. 
 
    I had carelessly admitted to Taylor a few weeks ago that I was a virgin, and she had been on a quest to get me laid ever since. Naturally, I had no intention of anything like that. My focus was squarely on my studies—but that didn’t stop her from trying to hook me up with every guy we passed on the street. 
 
    “Ahh, so it was the boys,” Taylor said with a giggle. “I had two of them. Had I known you were interested, I would have shared one.” She said with a sly wink. 
 
    “I wasn’t interested. I have a final on Monday and I need to study… And sleep!” 
 
    I retorted, but the damage was done. My cheeks were blushing like a tomato. 
 
    Though I was a pretty girl with a nice body, having been put into swimming and badminton as a kid—I was a bumbling mess around boys, even when they showed interest. 
 
    A part of me wished that I had the bubbly personality that Taylor did. The blonde could catch boys like fish in a barrel—a talent that perhaps she put to use a bit too often. Her talents didn’t stop at just boys, however, there had been numerous times when Taylor had brought home a girl. She seemed just as interested in girls as she did in guys. 
 
    She walked over, kneeling on the carpet beside me—her tangled hair draped in front of her face as she looked over my papers. 
 
    “Sabrina. You are an A+ student. Even if you sleep through the final, you’ll end the class with what, a B? That’s already better than anything I’ve gotten. You need a kick in the ass.” 
 
    I glared at her. “Some of us have standards.” 
 
    She laughed, brushing her tangled hair behind her ear. “That’s one word for it… You should have come and partied last night, even for a bit. We were dancing out here in the living room, it was fun. Plus, there were some cute boys.” She winked. 
 
    I shook my head, pursing my lips together—though the blush lingered on my cheeks. 
 
    Against my pale skin and black hair, the blush shone like a beacon. 
 
    I could feel her glare on the side of my face as I tried to focus my trembling eyes on my textbook, but I could feel the heat of the sun boiling against my skin. 
 
    “Do you want me to tell you what I did with those boys last night? Perhaps that will motivate you to go get laid yourself.” She asked, her lips curling into a devious smirk. 
 
    I glanced over at her. “N-no… I should study.”  
 
    Though truthfully, hearing her moan and whimper through our thin shared walls made me tremble. No matter how much I tried to fight it, my body wanted what it wanted. 
 
    Hearing her cry out their names as she moaned was exhilarating—I couldn’t stop thinking about what they were doing to her—and how badly I wanted it done to me. 
 
    Taylor’s hand rested on my bare thigh, just beneath my shorts, causing my spine to tingle. “Perhaps it’s not a kick in the ass you need… It’s something else.” 
 
    She whispered, leaning in.  
 
    My eyebrows furrowed, unsure about what she was alluding to. 
 
    Taylor bit her lips, rising up to her knees. “I said you need to get laid, but perhaps boys aren’t the only thing you could use to get yourself off.”  
 
    Her sapphire blue eyes glimmered with lust as her hands reached down, grabbing her baggy shirt and pulling it up her body. 
 
    Taylor held the shirt up, revealing her midriff. She spun on her knees, wiggling her butt towards me. Her shorts were tiny, revealing the underside of her bubbly ass cheeks.  
 
    “T-Taylor… What are you doing?” I asked, my breath short and shallow. I could feel my heart pounding like a drum. I was unable to keep my pussy from growling and growing wet, my lips gnawing at my panties as my black eyes fixated on her butt. 
 
    “Why don’t you take off my shorts and see for yourself?” Taylor said, glancing over her shoulder. Her back arched, causing her shorts to ride up between her ass, though there seemed to be something underneath pushing up against the light pink fabric. 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed as my hand reached forward—as if on its own.  
 
    I had lived with Taylor for about 4 months, and often found my eyes drifting to her legs when she came out of the shower in just a towel—or stealing a glance at her fit body when she walked out in her bra. I couldn’t help it—she was beautiful. 
 
    My fingers grabbed the waistband of her shorts. My eyes widened and my mouth opened slightly as an eager breath slipped out. Was this really happening, or was I in a sleep-deprived dream? If it was a dream, I never wanted to wake up. 
 
    “Go ahead… Cutie.” Taylor said, flashing me a wink. 
 
    That wink caused my heart to skip a beat. I had always considered myself straight, but Taylor was angelic—I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    My hands slowly pulled down the waistband of her booty shorts, revealing her tight, round ass. 
 
    My jaw dropped as the shorts fell down her thighs to her carpet. “H–holy fuck…” I whimpered. 
 
    Taylor giggled, reaching back and spreading her ass. “See? I’m full of surprises.” 
 
    That she was—because buried inside her ass was an anal plug. 
 
    A round, fake diamond glimmered in the sunlight as the sex toy was snug inside her asshole.  
 
    I could feel all the heat of my pounding heart rush to my cheeks, my head felt woozy as Taylor giggled—reaching back and spreading her ass cheek. “This little toy helps me stay satisfied all day long.”  
 
    She glanced over her shoulder, and behind her innocent eyes—I could see the dirty glimmer of Taylor’s lust. 
 
    How long had she been wearing this dirty little toy? I had known her for months, and yet never had the slightest idea that while I was talking or hanging out with her, she was being pleasured by a butt plug. 
 
    My pussy started to quiver, and my breath whimpered—thinking back to all the times she must have had me fooled. 
 
    My shaking eyes fell down to her pussy. Her tight, pink lips looked like flower petals after a spring rain—they were as perfect as she was. From behind, her slit looked so tight. No wonder Taylor was so loud when she was fucked. 
 
    “What do you think?” Taylor asked, wiggling her ass and biting her lip. “Like what you see?” 
 
    The girl had no idea. My mouth was watering and my head was spinning at the mere sight of her pussy and butt plug—and I couldn’t hide my lust. 
 
    “You look… Amazing…” 
 
    She giggled, “Thank you. Now it’s your turn… Take off your clothes,” she said, her lips curling into an evil smile. 
 
    Sweat ran down my face. Nobody had ever seen me naked before, but my body felt compelled to show her. 
 
    I pursed my lips together, stray black hair sticking to my sweaty face. I rose to my knees as Taylor spun on her ass, wiggling her shorts down to her feet and kicking them away. 
 
    She leaned back against our couch, spreading her legs as her eyes eagerly glared at my quivering body. 
 
    I panted, grabbing the bottom of my black shirt and lifting it up to the bottom of my tits. Taylor licked her lips and smiled as my stomach exposed—her hand running down to her pussy, as she began to rub up and down her wet slit. 
 
    Our eyes met, and Taylor gave a reassuring nod. With that, all fears and second thoughts vanished like a puff of smoke from my head. I grinned from ear to ear as I pulled my shirt over top of my head. 
 
    My perky little tits bounced free. My light brown nipples were already hard as I tossed my shirt to the side. 
 
    “Holy fuck… They look even better than I imagined…” Taylor breathed, her eyes fixated on my hard nipples. 
 
    I giggled, groping my tits as I felt my pussy water underneath my baggy shorts. 
 
    Taylor’s blue eyes fell down my body to my shorts. She licked her lips as her finger pushed inside her pussy. As she played with herself, I felt my body grow even more eager. 
 
    Her tight slit gripped her finger as she pushed down to the knuckle—her round pink clit was coated in grool as she whimpered. “G-go ahead… Let me see that virgin pussy of yours.” She said, licking her lips. 
 
    I nodded my head, brushing my hair behind my ears as I tugged at my shorts. 
 
    They fell quickly to my knees, revealing my slit. 
 
    A small patch of black pubes crowned my slit, and my dark brown lips were already wet with grool as reached down, my fingers spread my lips to expose the pink flesh inside. “So… What do you think?” I asked nervously, biting my lips. 
 
    Taylor’s jaw dropped, her childish giggle slipping out as she held her fingers inside her slit. “You look gorgeous… I have to have a taste.” 
 
    She pulled her hand out from her pussy, her finger dripping with grool as she crawled towards me.  
 
    Taylor pushed me down onto the floor, and my back rested on some of my papers—but at this point, I didn’t care about those at all. 
 
    The girl ran her dainty hand down my trembling body, her soft touch making my mind race. 
 
    I reached down and grabbed her baggy shirt, nearly tearing it as I tugged it off her head.  
 
    Taylor giggled, helping me get the fabric off her messy hair.  
 
    She knelt straight up between my knees. Her big, round tits bounced free, and they looked amazing. They were big and plump, and her pink nipples looked like candy gumdrops. 
 
    My hand instinctively reached up, grabbing her soft tit. I dug my fingers into her tits as she moaned, tossing her head back as grool ran down her thigh. “Mmmm, yes, baby. Play with my tits.” 
 
    “They feel so soft…” I moaned. Despite us being similar in height, her tits were nearly twice as big as mine—I hadn't realized until just now. 
 
    As my fingers brushed against her hard nipples, a soft whimper passed her lips. 
 
    Taylor’s own hand ran up and down my thighs, inching ever closer to my wet, virgin pussy. 
 
    I spread my legs as the girl knelt over, kissing my neck as my hands wrapped around her back. Each soft peck of her lips caused my body to quake and my heart to skip a beat. My mind was racing with a thousand thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a single one. 
 
    “Ohh fuck…” I whimpered, squirming against the soft carpet as Taylor kissed down my sweaty and trembling body. 
 
    Her soft lips kissed my stomach as she gripped my thighs. “Your pussy smells so sweet. You’re so wet I can smell it from here.” She said, lifting her head and glancing up my body. 
 
    I looked down at her, panting like a dog in heat. “P-please… Keep going.” I moaned, biting my lip.  
 
    My pussy was aching, begging to be pleasured by the gorgeous blonde. All those nights I had to hear her pleasuring other boys and girls—now it was my turn and I couldn’t wait another second. 
 
    Taylor lifted her lips, her ass wiggling in the air behind her as she lowered her face between her thighs. She kept eye contact as she kissed my inner thigh, causing my back to arch. 
 
    Her lips kissed all around my slit, but refused to touch it. I whimpered, grabbing her hair and trying desperately to push her down, but she refused. “You want me bad, don’t you?” She said with a giggle. 
 
    I nodded my head wildly, “Y-yes. Please eat me out. Oh fuck!” I cried out, my clit was throbbing as it peered out of its hood. 
 
    Taylor laughed, “Oh, you poor thing. Alright, if you say so.” 
 
    With that, she closed her eyes, her wet tongue sticking out as she ran it up my slit. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck!” I cried out, my back arching as I felt her wet tongue bury inside my lips. 
 
    “Oh yes! R-right there!” 
 
    My hands gripped her hair as she kept running her tongue up and down my wetness. Her warm breath landed on my clit, causing it to erupt with pleasure. 
 
    The euphoria coursed up my spine—each pass of her tongue seemed to dig deeper inside my pussy as my grool ran down my ass. 
 
    Her tongue lashed wildly as she slipped her hands underneath my thighs. My thighs clamped around her head, my ankles locked around her back as she buried her face inside me.  
 
    A slosh of wetness ran out as her tongue fucked my innocent slit.  
 
    I cried out, my teeth grit and my back arched as the pleasure caused my back to seize. “O-ohhh fuck! T-Taylor! Fuck!” I squealed, unable to control my animalistic pleasure. 
 
    The girl lifted her head, panting for air as the smile lingered on her lips, grool and saliva ran down her chin as her cheeks flushed pink. “Holy fuck… You taste so good. I love virgin pussy.”  
 
    She rose onto her knees, causing my legs to fall by her side. “You know…” She said, her hand reaching around her back. “I think you’ll feel a lot better with this.” 
 
    With a grimace, Taylor pulled out her butt plug, holding the toy up to her face. It glimmered in the sunlight, clean as a whistle. 
 
    I bit my lip. “I… I don’t know. I’ve never done any butt stuff…” 
 
    Taylor giggled. “You never had your pussy eaten, and how amazing did that feel?” 
 
    She was right. My mind was still in a haze of pleasure, and I could feel my asshole puckering as I eyed the plug.  
 
    “Besides, this is a rather small one. You’ll love it, baby.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “Okay. Put it in me, I’m ready.” I whimpered, spreading my legs on the carpet. 
 
    Taylor nodded giving the plug a lick. 
 
    She leaned down, pressing the silicone head against my asshole. It was warm as she slowly pushed it inside me. The spilling saliva and grool from my pussy provided the needed lubrication as Taylor pressed the butt plug inside my virgin ass. 
 
    I grit my teeth, the pleasure was almost unbearable. “O-oh fuck! That feels so good! Fuck!”  
 
    My asshole closed around the base of the toy as it held snugly inside. I could feel it pushed up inside me, it felt a bit uncomfortable—but as Taylor leaned back down and ran her tongue up and down my pussy once again, that discomfort turned to pure pleasure. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck! Keep going, baby. Fuck!” I cried out. The pressure in my ass and the wetness of her tongue against my pussy caused my clit to erupt like a volcano. 
 
    Taylor nuzzled her face, her nose brushing against my pubes, which were now coated in grool. She moaned deeply, her hot breath tingling against my wetness. 
 
    My clit surged, and my trembling hand reached down as the pleasure flooded each synapse in my brain. I rubbed my clit furiously as Taylor kept licking, her hand pushing the buttplug as it held snugly inside my ass. 
 
    “T-Taylor! I’m going to cum… Oh fuck!” I whimpered, my body flopping like a fish out of water. 
 
    The girl rose up to her knees, her hand slipping inside my sopping wet pussy. She shoved two fingers deep inside my slit as grool and saliva dripped from her chin. “Take it, baby. Cum for me.” She grit her teeth, her fingers furiously plunging in and out of my slit as I rubbed my clit. 
 
    My eyes rolled back and my mind flooded with a tidal wave of pleasure. My ass puckered around the butt plug as her fingers effortlessly fucked my sopping wet slit. As I rubbed my clit, I felt the orgasm about to erupt. 
 
    “O-ohhhhhhh yessssssss!” I cried out, my entire body spasming as the orgasm rocked through me like a hurricane. “OH FUCK!!!!” 
 
    The fireworks of the orgasm exploded in my head, filling my entire body with surging euphoria. 
 
    I collapsed on the sweaty coated carpet, gasping for breath. “Oh my… That was amazing…” I panted. 
 
    Taylor laughed, leaned over me, and planted a soft kiss on my lips. The taste of my sweet grool lingered on my tongue as I kissed her back. Her fingers slipped out of my wetness, allowing the grool to ooze out. 
 
    “See. Fucking is fun, isn’t it?” She said with a dirty smile, licking her finger. 
 
    I whimpered, nodding my head as I panted for breath.  
 
    “Feel free to keep my butt plug. I’ll take it back tonight.” Taylor flashed me a wink, pulling her wet fingers out of her mouth. 
 
    I bit my lip. “I can’t wait.” 
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 Story 5: The Mysterious Neighbour  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I followed Ms Hudson up the stairs. The older woman’s lavender perfume trialing her and drifted into my nose. 
 
    “I’m sorry, dear. I could have sworn I left your mother’s sewing kit here somewhere.” She said, turning the corner at the top of the stairs. 
 
    “No worries at all, Ms Hudson. I’m not in any rush.” 
 
    The mysterious older woman had moved into the neighbourhood almost a month ago, but we had never seen her until she stopped by last week to borrow my mother’s sewing kit. 
 
    From what I could tell, there was no Mr Hudson. The quaint little house was decorated solely by a woman. The walls were pink with little knick-knacks on each shelf. It was adorable. 
 
    Ms Hudson herself seemed kind as well, offering me some tea when I had stopped by.  
 
    She dressed like a housewife from the 80s, with an embroidered white dress and her brown hair up in a short curly nest. 
 
    Her room was just as cute as the rest of the house. Hand-drawn pictures of plants and cats lined the walls, and incense burned in the corner. 
 
    I tugged at my sweater, feeling the sweat on my skin. 
 
    “Ah! Here it is!” Ms Hudson said, picking the kit up from her side table. “Give your mother my sincerest, thank you.” 
 
    I smiled at her, loose strands of blonde hair dangling in front of my face. “Of course, I’ll do just that.”  
 
    I turned towards the door. “Thanks again!” 
 
    As I took a step forward, Ms Hudon’s hand slapped onto my shoulder. “Oh! My dear… You have… uhh… A hole in your pants.” She said, her rosy cheeks blushing. 
 
    I furrowed my eyebrows. “A hole, where?” 
 
    I glanced down at my leggings, a rush of red blush filling my cheeks. Unbeknownst to me, my leggings were torn right on my ass cheek! My bubbly ass peered out as the tear, about an inch long. The soft skin underneath peered out of the torn fabric.  
 
    I yelped, dropping the sewing box onto the floor as my hand covered the tear. I had spent all day at university. How long had this rip been there!?
Ms Hudson laughed, “Oh sweetheart. Don’t worry one bit. I can get that tear sewn up in a heartbeat.” 
 
    “O-ohh… That’s okay. I’ve worn these for years. I should just toss them out.” I whimpered, pressing my lips together—the embarrassment made my mind run wild. 
 
    “Nonsense dear, take those leggings off and I’ll have it sewn up all good as new.” She said, cleaning up the spilled thread on the floor. 
 
    “I actually don’t have a change of pants. It’s fine, I’ll try to sew it up at—” Before I could finish, Ms Hudson placed her finger against my lips. “Hush dear. We’re both ladies here. It’ll be fine.”  
 
    She flashed me a wink as she took the sewing kit to her bed. The woman sat on the mattress; her embroidered dress draping off the edge. She placed the sewing kit behind her, taking out a single needle and thread.  
 
    “Go on dear, take them off.” She said, her focus fixated on getting the thread through the loop of the needle. 
 
    I huffed, the blush still on my cheeks. These were my favorite leggings, and there was no way I’d be able to sew them up as well as Ms Hudson could. 
 
    Still, I was only wearing a thin pink thong underneath—something that I wasn’t too eager to show the middle-aged woman. 
 
    With my lips pursed, I shook my head. She was right; we were just two girls—I’ve changed in front of my volleyball teammates, so I shouldn’t be as embarrassed as I was. 
 
    Tossing the irrational embarrassment out of my head, I slipped my fingers underneath my waistband. Ms Hudson was still focused on getting the thread through the needle. 
 
    With a deep breath, I pulled the leggings down my thighs. The black fabric fell to my ankles, revealing my sculpted legs. Years of volleyball had made my legs nice and shapely—which was why I wore leggings so often.  
 
    My pink thong was buried up inside my ass cheeks, and the puffy lips of my shaved slit peered out on either side of the thin fabric. 
 
    Still, Ms Hudson didn’t so much as look up. 
 
    My heart was beating like a drum—I couldn’t control how irrationally nervous I was. Hell, even when I showed myself off to boys, I wasn’t this nervous. 
 
    I placed the leggings next to her and sat on the bed, my hands pulled down my sweater in a poor attempt to cover my crotch. 
 
    Ms Hudons pulled the black thread through the loop of the needle, tying it down and grabbing the leggings beside her.  
 
    She hummed quietly to herself as she went to work, her brown curly hair swayed as she nodded her head to her own hums. 
 
    My thighs squeezed together, the sweat sticking to my body underneath my thick sweater. 
 
    I watched her intently—more than eager to toss my pants back on. The thought was crazy. I was in just my pink thong sitting on my neighbor's bed.  
 
    Out of the corner of her eye, Ms Hudon glanced at my bare thighs. Her lips curled into a smirk. “You have quite the figure, my dear. You must work out quite a bit.” 
 
    I blushed, “Th-thank you. I play college volleyball.” 
 
    “Ah do you? So did I back in my day.” 
 
    “You did?” I asked, turning to face her. 
 
    “Sure did. I played for my College team as well.” 
 
    I grinned. “That’s amazing. I had no idea.” 
 
    She laughed, “Yes, unfortunately, in my old age, my picturesque body seems to have slipped away.” 
 
    “N-no! I didn’t mean it like that. You look amazing.” I stuttered. Even under her dress, I could tell she was in good shape. Hell, her calves alone looked like they were sculpted from stone. 
 
    She smiled at me, her hazel eyes narrowing. “Do I now?” 
 
    “Of course, you’re beautiful,” I replied truthfully. “I can imagine you on the cover of an 80s magazine.” 
 
    Ms Hudson tossed her head back in a laugh. “Oh, it’s been a while since I’ve heard anything like that.” 
 
    Her eyes fell back to my thighs. Ms Hudson bit her lip in an effort to suppress her dirty smile. “Perhaps I was being rather hard on myself. I do still have quite the body…” She gently placed the leggings and needle to the side. “Would you like to see for yourself, Katie?” 
 
    My eyes widened. “E-excuse me?” 
 
    The woman laughed again, “Oh come now, you were being so flirty with me. Don’t back out now.”  
 
    She shuffled over inches from me as her hand rested on my bare thigh—shivers shooting up my spine. “Nothing wrong with two grown women admiring one another.” 
 
    My breath quivered as I felt my heart race.  
 
    Her hand rode up my thigh, her slender fingers curling around my thigh as she inched closed and closed to my crotch. 
 
    “Go ahead honey, spread your legs… Let mommy take a look…” she whispered, biting her lip. 
 
    My mind raced with a million thoughts. I could barely comprehend what was going on—yet for some reason, my legs began to spread just as she asked. 
 
    I leaned back on my elbows, letting Ms Hudson get a nice close look at my thong. 
 
    I hadn’t realized how wet she had just made me—my bald lips gnawed at my pink thong as they glistened with grool. 
 
    “Mmm, nice little pussy you have there. I prefer a little hair on mine. Wanna see?” She asked, her sly smirk turning into a full-fledged dirty grin. 
 
    I nodded my head. “Y-yes please…” My heart replied without my mind's approval. What was I doing? 
 
    This was so wrong, but it felt so right. During volleyball games, I could never help but take a glance at my teammate’s asses whenever they bent over, their tight shorts riding up into their ass. I especially couldn’t help but look whenever we were changing in the locker room. 
 
    Ms Hudon rubbed my leg as the grool lathered my inner thigh.  
 
    I panted like a dog in heat as she stood to her feet. The woman grabbed the sides of her dress, her eyes meeting mine. 
 
    I licked my lips eagerly as she slowly rode the skirt up her legs, revealing her skin one inch at a time. As she rose the dress up closer to her pelvis, my breath shortened. “F-fuck…” I whimpered, staring at her nice, long legs. 
 
    “Oh honey. You haven’t seen anything yet.” The woman said. With a single motion, she pulled the dress up and over her head, tossing it to the side. 
 
    My jaw dropped. She was beautiful. 
 
    Her body was tall and fit. Her thighs were curvy and her tits were nice and perky despite their bigger size.  
 
    “Holy shit…” I moaned. By now, my thong was soaked with grool. 
 
    She was right, her pussy had a well-kept trim of bush around the lips. The brown pubes matched her hair. 
 
    Ms Hudson laughed as she crawled onto the bed, pushing me onto my back. 
 
    I panted eagerly as she crawled on top of me, her face inches above mine. 
 
    My hands grabbed her waist, running up and down her soft skin. 
 
    “Ever been with a woman before, Katie?” She asked, her warm breath landing on my lips as she spoke. 
 
    I shook my head, unable to speak as my lungs refused to take in air. 
 
    “Good. I love being the first.” 
 
    She leaned down, her hands pressing against the mattress on either side of my head. 
 
    Her lips locked against mine, sending my mind into a typhoon. Her lips tasted like cinnamon as my tongue lashed against them. 
 
    Ms Hudson moaned, her tongue slipping into my mouth, embracing my own as my hands rode up and down her naked body. 
 
    My eyes fluttered close as I succumbed to the tidal wave of pleasure—unable to process anything but the moment itself. 
 
    Ms Hudon’s tongue danced with mine—she took the lead, grinding her body against mine—though my sweater was thick, I could still feel her soft skin against mine. 
 
    The woman pulled back, smiling widely as she stared down at me, my eyes unable to focus as the euphoria coursed through my veins. 
 
    “How was that?” She asked softly, her brown eyes mesmerizing me into a trance. 
 
    I nodded my head, unable to muster a response. 
 
    She giggled, “Good girl. How about we take this sweater off…” 
 
    Her hands gripped the bottom of my sweater, pulling it up over my sweaty body as she knelt on the edge of the bed between my legs, pulling the thick sweater over my head. 
 
    I leaned up, my hair in a frazzled mess as she tossed the sweater to the side. 
 
    “Fuck… Amazing.” She whispered, her hand running up my panting body towards my petite tits. 
 
    I was nowhere as big as her, but my tits were nice and perky—and they fit my small stature well. 
 
    As her fingers brushed against my nipples, the breath shot from my lungs and my body squirmed.
“Ohh, sensitive are we?” She said.  
 
    I bit my lip and nodded my head. 
 
    “Good.”  
 
    Ms Hudson pushed me back down on the mattress, my blonde hair fanning out on the mattress as I stared up towards the ceiling.  
 
    Her delicate lips kissed my stomach, making my back arch. “O-ohhh!” I whimpered. Each peck of her delicate lips caused my breath to stutter and my back to flop like a fish out of water. 
 
    By now, grool was oozing out of my panting pussy. My thin thong did nothing to hold back the river of wetness. 
 
    Ms Hudon worked her way up my body, her kisses inching up my stomach as she reached my tits. 
 
    The woman glanced up at me as she wrapped her lips around my hard, pink nipple. 
 
    She latched on, her tongue lashing against my nipple like a whip. 
 
    “Oh oh fuck!” I yelped, each lash of her tongue caused my back to arch and my feet to kick in the air. 
 
    She sucked on me like a baby. My arms wrapped around her head, pinning her down on my chest as her saliva dribbled onto my chest. 
 
    “Oh fuck, right there. Fuck!” I yelped, my toes curling and my clit throbbing. 
 
    I could feel her wet slit rubbing against my leg as she nuzzled my nipple. Her pussy was almost as wet as mine—and I was eager to have a taste. 
 
    With my hands gripping her waist, I rolled Ms Hudson onto the mattress beside me. She yelped as I crawled on top of her, my blonde hair falling just above her face. 
 
    “Oh! My my, eager aren’t we?” She said, throwing her hands up over her head. 
 
    “You have no idea.” I breathed. 
 
    Slowly, I crawled down her body. Ms Hudson scootched herself to the middle of the mattress, allowing me to kneel down between her wet thighs. 
 
    Her short brown pubes glistened with wetness, and her pussy was spread like a flower after the rain. The outside of her lips were brown, but the flesh inside was bubblegum pink.  
 
    My mouth water as I leaned in, kissing her moist thigh.  
 
    “Mmmm, good girl.” She whimpered, her hand stroking my messy blonde hair. 
 
    Her skin tasted amazing, as if she had just hopped out of the shower. The scent of her grool made my neck hairs stand on edge as my own wetness leaked down my thigh. 
 
    As my kisses inched closer to her slit, the intoxicating aroma made my mind haze. Her fingers gripped my hair by the roots as she panted, her legs spreading… 
 
    Her bulbous, wet clit peered out from its hood, looking as tasty as a gumdrop. I couldn’t tease her any longer. My entire body yearned for a taste. 
 
    I wrapped my hands underneath her thick thighs and nuzzled my face between her legs. 
 
    My tongue draped out, and in a single, long lick, I rode up her panting pussy. 
 
    “OH! Fuck! K-Katie, oh yes!” She whimpered as my tongue parted her slit. 
 
    She tasted just as amazing as she looked. Her honey-sweet grool lathered my tongue as I ran it up and down her slit. 
 
    She clamped her thighs around my head and she moaned with pleasure. Her back arched and her fingers massaged my scalp. 
 
    Her pubes tickled my nose as my face pushed against her pelvis. The taste of her wetness was intoxicating—I couldn’t get enough. 
 
    Before long, my long, slow strokes turned to ravenous. My tongue lashed against her slit as I devoured her pussy, licking and sucking at her lips. 
 
    “OH FUCK!” Ms Hudson cried out, her back arching and slamming against the mattress as her ankles locked behind my back. “Keep going! Fuck, that’s a good girl, eat Mommy’s pussy!” 
 
    My nails dug into her thighs. Each shallow breath I took inhaled more of her intoxicating aroma. My mind was a hazy mush of euphoria.  
 
    All thoughts had drifted away in a puff of smoke—leaving just my animalistic desires.  
 
    I wanted to please the older woman. No, I needed to please her. 
 
    My tongue shoved deep inside her slit as her grool coated my face. 
 
    Saliva and wetness ran down my chin as she suffocated me between her thick thighs.  
 
    My tongue lashed haphazardly. Each time it whipped her clit, Ms Hudson moaned wildly, tugging at my hair. 
 
    I gasped as she pulled my head up, saliva and grool dripping off my chin as I panted for air. The taste of her wetness coated my lips as I licked them clean. “Holy fuck, you taste so good!” I whimpered. 
 
    Her pussy was a mess. Grool and saliva coated her slit and pubes, running down and meshing into the mattress. 
 
    “Y-You’re pretty good for a rookie.” She panted, cheeks flushed red. 
 
    I giggled, kneeling up between her knees. The filth ran down my chin onto my chest as I sucked on my fingers. 
 
    She spread her legs as I pulled my fingers out of my mouth—reaching down to her slit. 
 
    My fingers ran up and down her lips, teasing her as she squirmed on the bed. 
 
    “F-fuck… K-keep going.” She whimpered, squeezing her own round tits. 
 
    I giggled, running the tips of my pointer and middle fingers into her slit. Her lips gripped my fingers as I ran them up and down. My eye fixated on her throbbing clit. “Put your fingers inside Mommy’s soaking wet pussy.” She whimpered. 
 
    Her nails dug into the soft flesh of her tits. I could feel the pleasure coursing through her. I part of me couldn’t believe that I was able to make a woman like her feel so euphoric, but I knew I still had to finish her off. 
 
    My two fingers pushed inside her slit. Her body went rigid as her breath stuttered. 
 
    Despite her sopping wetness, her pink flesh gripped my fingers tightly as I pushed them in knuckle deep. Her pussy was so wet and warm, it sent a shiver up my spine.  
 
    “Fuck… You like that?” I asked, leaning down between her thighs as my fingers slowly thrusting in and out of her slit. 
 
    Ms Hudson erratically nodded her head. “Y-yes, oh fuck yes!”  
 
    I grinned, planting a soft kiss on the crest of her pussy, just above the clit as my fingers continued to fuck her. 
 
    Her back spasmed as she moaned loudly. 
 
    My tongue draped back out, flicking her clit gently as my fingers picked up speed. 
 
    She tossed and turned, her feet kicking against the mattress as the pleasure was becoming too much, though I wasn’t close to being done. 
 
    My lips locked around the crest of her slit, and my tongue licked her clit just as her tongue licked my nipple. I imitated her tongue movements perfectly as grool splattered out of her sopping pussy. 
 
    “Oh oh oh! Fuck! Right there, r-right there! Fuck!” She moaned, panting like a wild dog. 
 
    I didn’t stop. My fingers fucked her like a jackhammer, and my tongue lashed against her pink clit.  
 
    “I’m cumming! Oh fuck, Katie! I’m going to cum.” She tugged at my hair, but I didn’t budge. 
 
    “O-OHHHHHHH!” she squealed. Her body went rigid for a moment before collapsing like a limp doll on the bed. 
 
    Grool waterfall out of her panting slit as she gasped for air. 
 
    I lifted my face, grinning from ear to ear as the wetness dripped down my fingers.  
 
    “Holy fuck…” Her hazel eyes fluttered before meeting mine. “That was incredible…” 
 
    I giggled, “Thank you.” 
 
    My pussy was just as wet. The fabric of my thong was nearly transparent as the grool oozed out of me. 
 
    Both of us panted as our fingers intertwined. Our bodies were slick with sweat, saliva, and grool. 
 
    “Perhaps next time… You can show me how it’s really done?” I said, tugging at the string of my thong. 
 
    Ms Hudson hungrily eyed my puffy slit. “I’d be more than happy to show you. Perhaps we can make it a weekly lesson.” 
 
    I eagerly nodded my head, laying down and resting my head on her soft tits. “I’d like that very much.” 
 
    She stroked my hair, “Good girl…” 
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 Story 6: My Boss’ Dirty Demand 
 
      
 
      
 
    I rammed my shoulder into my boss' office. “I’m so sorry I’m late!” I huffed. Stray strands of autumn-red hair stuck to my freckled face as I panted for breath. 
 
    “Ahh. Aimee. I was wondering if you were going to come at all.” Ms Condor said, glancing up from her papers. 
 
    Jackie Condor was an icon in the Consulting world. She was the first black woman to be CEO, and had led the company to record-breaking profits year after year. It was an honour to get a chance to work for her—even if I was just a personal assistant. 
 
    An honour that I had almost slept through. 
 
    I stood up straight, trying desperately to calm my panting. “I-I slept through my alarms. It won’t happen again.” 
 
    She didn’t reply, her short black hair neatly tucked behind her ears. The woman stood, walking to her bookshelf. 
 
    I waited nervously—hands clasped as my heart began to thud. I had worked tirelessly for weeks, but all it took was one late day for Ms Condor to cut an employee—no matter how loyal. At least, that’s what the rumors said. 
 
    The woman flipped through books on her shelf. The window of her top-floor office let the sunlight flood in—with the cityscape down below. 
 
    She wore a black shirt and leggings, her top was a blazer. Her entire outfit seemed tailored just for her. The fabric held her figure perfectly. 
 
    My outfit was an oversized white button-up and a plaid skirt. My white stockings had a tear in them and my shirt was stained with sweat as I ran down the street trying to make it in on time. 
 
    My tardiness and lack of professional apparel would not reflect well. This job was everything to me. It opened the door to the consulting world, and as a fresh college graduate, I was eager to make a name for myself. 
 
    Ms Condor glanced over at me, the sun basking her dark skin as her lips drew into a line. “I enjoy you, Aimee, but you lack the drive needed to make it at this company, I’m afraid. Showing up late, and not even getting properly fitting clothes. Not going to cut it.” 
 
    Red blush filled my pale cheeks—accentuating my freckles. “I-I’m so sorry… It will never happen again.” I assured her. My hands curled into fists—my nails digging into my palms as I cursed myself.  
 
    “Sure, you put the hours in, and good a relatively good job at the tasks I give you, but if you aren't willing to go the extra mile—you won’t last a second here.” She said, crossing her arms and facing me. Her dark eyes paralyzed me, and her imposing aura shadowed over me. 
 
    My heel tapped anxiously against the tile. I had no response. I knew that I would do anything for this job, for this chance to make something of myself—but how could I prove it to her? Having slept in one day was going to ruin my career. 
 
    I bit my lip, holding back the tears welling in my eyes. 
 
    Ms Condor huffed, shaking her head. “I’m sorry, Aimee, but you’re being let go. I’ll be happy to write a reference letter. You’re a good employee. Though you don’t have what it takes to make it here, few do. No shame in—”  
 
    “I have what it takes!” I shouted back, my blood boiling. 
 
    I was always a shy, timid girl, but I wasn’t about to let all my hard work go to waste—not like this. “Let me prove it to you. Anything you ask, anything at all.”  
 
    My heart was pumping pure adrenaline through my veins instead of blood. I mustered more courage than ever before, ready to do whatever it took to prove my determination to the grizzled woman. 
 
    “Aimee, there is nothing you can do to pr—” 
 
    “I said, anything. Anything at all.” 
 
    My retort was blunt, and now it was my light brown eyes that were paralyzing the older woman. 
 
    Her jaw shifted as our eyes locked. “Fine. Anything you say?” 
 
    I nodded my head. “Anything.” 
 
    The corners of her lips broke upwards. A devious grin grew on her face. “Fine. Let’s see if you really are willing to do anything I ask.” 
 
    She kicked her shoe off. Her black net leggings hugged her feet perfectly as her painted toenails peered out underneath the fabric.  
 
    Ms Condor walked to her desk chair, pushing it back as she sat down. Her eyes fixated on me as she rose her foot, her toes wiggling underneath the stockings. 
“Lick my toes.” She said coldly. 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed, and my breath stuttered. “Wh-what?”
“I said, lick my toes. Worship my feet, girl. You said you would do anything, right?”
Her lips stayed curled as she draped one foot over the other. The frill of her skirt rode up her thigh—revealing her juicy thighs. 
 
    My mouth watered as I pursed my lips together. The heat of my blush was hot enough to power a city, and my entire body was jittering.  
 
    Did she really want me to do this? Could I? 
 
    My eyes stared at her toes and feet underneath her stockings and my pussy quivered as sweat stained my oversized shirt.  
 
    My body walked forward, and my mind was racing with a million thoughts, but my body moved as if of its own volition.  
 
    I knelt down in front of her. The cold tile stung at my delicate knees, but I barely even noticed. 
 
    My shaking hands lifted as they stroked her thigh, her foot wiggling inches from my face. 
 
    “Good girl, looks like you may have what it takes anyways.” 
 
    She shoved her foot forward into my face as she leaned against her armrest. “Go ahead and please me.” 
 
    My trembling fingers held onto her ankle as I glanced up at her, my mind racing. “Y-yes, ma’am…” 
 
    My thumbs run up her soft soles, her toes curling against the fabric of the leggings. I glanced up, noticing the lustful glimmer in her dark eyes. 
 
    I bit my lip, my pussy gnawing at my panties. 
 
    Slowly, my mouth opened as I lifted her foot up. Her big toe slipped into my mouth as my lips closed around it. 
 
    “Ohhh… Good girl…” Ms Condor whimpered, her toe wiggling in my mouth. 
 
    My tongue lashed around it, I could taste her sweat on the fabric of her black stockings as I gently sucked on her foot. 
 
    The woman pushed forward. More toes slipped into my wet mouth as I gagged. My fingers dug into her calf as she wiggled her toes inside my mouth. “Mmmmh, how does it taste?” She whimpered, her hand pulled up her skirt—revealing her moist black panties. 
 
    I glanced up at her, my light eyes quivering as I whimpered. Grool ran down my leg as the woman degraded me, her salty foot thrusting in and out of my mouth. 
 
    Saliva ran down my chin as my tongue lashed against her foot like an eager puppy.  
 
    She moaned, her fingers slipping past the waistband of her panties as she pleasured herself. 
 
    I pulled her foot out of my panting mouth. “O-ohhh fuck… You taste so good…” I whimpered, wiping the saliva from my chin. The salty taste lingered on my lips as I watched her fingers slip in and out of her wet slit. Her pussy was hairy and her lips curled outwards—revealing the pink flesh inside. 
 
    “Good dog. Keep going.” She ordered, her breath quivering as her fingers pleasured herself. 
 
    I nodded my head, stray red hair stuck to my panting face as I massaged her legs. Her foot was moist with my saliva, and I wanted a closer look. 
 
    I grabbed her leggings, pulling them down her sculpted calves. 
 
    Her foot slipped out of the tight fabric, freeing her toes as she playfully wiggled them. 
 
    “Ohh fuck…” I whimpered, my mouth watering.  
 
    My thumbs pressed into her sole as she stuck her foot in my face. “Go on, babe.” 
 
    My wet tongue draped out of my mouth as I lashed it against her heel. My body quivered as her salty sweat landed on my tastebuds. I rode my tongue up her entire foot—eager to taste every inch. 
 
    As I reached her toes, I took them into my mouth one at a time, sucking on them like a popsicle.  
 
    Ms Condor moaned loudly as she squirmed in her office chair, her fingers plunging in and out of her slit like a jackhammer. 
 
    “Ohh fuck. Good girl.” She whimpered. Her other foot rode up my thigh, slipping underneath my plaid skirt. 
 
    Her toes pushed up against my panties, causing my back to arch. “O-ohhhh! Fuck.”  
 
    I kissed her foot, making out with it like a lover. 
 
    Her toes ran up and down my slit. My moist panties did little to hide her touch as she pushed against my wetness. 
 
    It felt so dirty—so degrading. I was nothing but a toy for her to humiliate and use… And I loved it. Finally, I was doing something to win her over—and feel some pleasure for myself. 
 
    Her grool slipped out of her crotch as she fucked herself, spilling out onto the chair. 
 
    Her head was tossed back over her backrest as she groaned, her jaw open and her breath shallow. “Oh oh oh!” 
 
    She glanced down at me, her eyes staring at me lovingly.  
 
    Her lips curled into a grin as she scooted to the edge of the seat. 
 
    Her feet planted on the ground as she spread her knees—her panties fell back over her crotch, but they were so wet that they looked like they were about to tear by the seams. 
 
    I knew exactly what she wanted, and I wanted it more. 
 
    Her moist pubes peered out of the sides of the panties as I crawled forward, my warm breath landed on her crotch causing the woman to squirm. 
 
    My hands ran up and down her shaking legs, I could feel the horny eagerness dripping out of her body as ran her fingers through my fiery red hair. “G-go on, baby… Eat me out.” 
 
    I giggled, nodding my head. 
 
    I planted a gentle kiss on the crest of her pussy—overtop of her panties. Even that was enough to make her back arch as a breath escaped her lips. 
 
    My smile grew as I fished the panties out of her pussy, holding them to the side as her beautiful black pussy glistened in the fluorescent lighting. 
 
    I felt my own pussy drip with wetness as I arched my back, nuzzling my face in between her thighs. 
 
    Her pillow-soft thighs pressed against my face as I draped my tongue out. 
 
    As soon as my wet tongue hit the bottom of her pussy, a shiver shot through her spine. “Ohh fuck!” Ms Condor cried out, her feet kicking the air as her hand wrapped to the back of my head, holding my face up against her slit. 
 
    Her grool tasted amazing, sweet as berries, as my tongue lashed up and down. 
 
    Her wet pubes tickled my soft cheeks as I nuzzled into her slit. My tongue lashed wildly against her sopping wet pussy. My nails dug into her thighs as I ate her out. Her clit peered out past its hood, and as soon as my tongue brushed against it the older woman cried out. 
 
    “Ohh fuck! Yes! Fuck!” she cried, “holy fuck!”
My face was coated with wetness as grool and saliva painted me. I moaned into her slit, my mind racing with euphoria as her scent sent me into a frenzy.  
 
    She messaged my scalp as she pushed my face deep against her slit. “Good girl. Oh fuck, good girl. Y-you have such a talented little mouth.” 
 
    Her words echoed in my ears, filling me with resolve. 
 
    My tongue shoved deep in and out of her slit. Each breath I took just filled me with her aroma.  
 
    Her panting made my heart flutter and my pussy quiver. Just pleasing her was making my own clit erupt. 
 
    I sucked her moist lip as my tongue circled around her exposed clit. 
 
    “AH! Oh fuck! I’m going to cum!” She whimpered, her thighs clamping around my head as she tugged at my hair. “I’m going to cum!”  
 
    Her back arched and slammed into the chair, her ankles locked around my back as she suffocated me between her legs. 
 
    Her wetness was running like a river—coating every inch of my mouth with her tasty filth. 
 
    I could feel her clit throb inside my mouth as her orgasm burst. The woman panted like a dog, her body spasming and convulsing as her eyes rolled back. 
 
    Her pussy erupted with wet grool, which I was more than happy to gobble up. 
 
    Within a second, her entire body went limp. She collapsed back in her chair panting for breath as her outfit was drenched in sweat. A pool of saliva and grool filled her chair as I fell back onto my butt. 
 
    “Hmmm fuck. You taste so good.” I whimper, licking my lips as the filth dripped from my chin—ruining my top. 
 
    Her eyes quivered as she glanced at me, looking as though she just ran a marathon. “H-holy… I may have been wrong about you…” Her lips curled into a smile. 
 
    “Not only did you show dedication, but your tongue and mouth are also more talented than I could have imagined… Perhaps there is a place for you by my side after all.” 
 
    I could barely contain my giddy smile. “Thank you, ma’am. Although I think I’d prefer a spot between your legs instead.” I flashed her a wink. 
 
    Even against her dark skin, the blush on her cheeks showed. “That can be arranged.” 
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 Story 7: The Backroad Stranger 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was on the verge of tears. The cold wind blew through my blonde hair as I held down the frill of my skirt. I stared at the broken-down engine of my car. I was in no shape or form a mechanic, and it was the dead of night—and I was screwed. 
 
    “Stupid, stupid, stupid!” I whimpered, speaking of both my car and of myself. My light blue eyes filled with tears as the moonlight shone off the empty gravel road. I was so determined to get home before daybreak to surprise my father, and now I’m going to have to sleep in my backseat on the edge of an empty road. Not just that, but in the morning my dad will have to spend hours to come and get me.  
 
    I was an idiot.  
 
    Thankfully, it was a warm enough summer night. My light blue sundress wavered as another breeze flew through the empty field. I had earlier decided to take a detour off the main highway, another stupid decision that I regretted. 
 
    With a huff, I closed the hood of my car—ready to crawl into my backseat and cry myself to sleep. 
 
    The stars filled the sky, some seemed to even fall to the empty fields surrounding me… Wait. 
 
    My eyes narrowed to two particular stars—seemingly tearing down the road right towards me. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat—those weren’t stars. They were headlights! 
 
    My pink lips widened into a full smile.  
 
    I sauntered out to the middle of the side gravel road, waving my hand in the air wildly as the vehicle approached. 
 
    “Hey! Over here! I need he—”  
 
    Suddenly, my heart dropped. What was I doing? I was a tiny little blonde girl in the middle of an abandoned road in a sundress. This stranger could do anything they wanted… 
 
    It was too late. The truck pulled over to the side of the road, right behind my car. 
 
    My heart was pounding like a drum as I tried to peer into the window. My entire body was shaking as the stranger’s door opened. 
 
    “Hello, you in trouble, little lady?”  
 
    To my heart’s relief, an older woman stepped out. She had a cigarette in her mouth, and a pair of dirty overalls overtop of a plaid shirt. A true farmhand. 
 
    “Hello! Yes, my car seems to have broken down. I tried calling for help, but I don’t seem to have any service out here…” 
 
    The woman frowned, tilting up her ballcap as a few strands of long brown hair fell in front of her face. 
 
    “Quite the conundrum. We are still almost an hour away from any city or town.” 
 
    The woman closed her door and made her way to my car. “Out of gas? Flat tire? What’s the issue?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders, rubbing my hands on my arms as the breeze intensified. “I’m not sure… It was running fine until about a mile ago…” 
 
    The stranger opened the hood of the car as I stood next to her. She was a full head taller than me, and giving from the dirt under her nails she had just gotten done with a hard day of work. The last thing she probably wanted to do was help a spoiled little blonde girl driving her daddy’s car. 
 
    She toyed around inside the good of the car for a moment. “Hmm… It’s hard to tell. I’m sorry dear, this might need to be hauled to a garage for them to take a look.” 
 
    I huffed, defeated. “I understand. Thanks anyway.” 
 
    “My farm is a little while away, I can offer you a bed to sleep in for the night.” She said, the moonlight twinkling in her brown eyes as she smiled kindly. 
 
    I pursed my lips into a line. The warm summer night became a bit more chilly than I would have liked, and the idea of curling up in my backseat, cramped with my suitcase didn’t sound like very much fun. 
 
    “S-sure… If it won’t be too much of a burden.” I replied timidly. 
 
    “None at all. In fact, my dogs would love having a new guest stay for the night. It’s been just us for so long.” 
 
    I grabbed my purse and went along with her to her truck.  
 
    It was a rusted old thing. Inside smelled like grass, hay, and dirt. I slammed the door as I sat in the tattered passenger seat. 
 
    The woman joined as well, huffing as she started her truck. “The name’s Jay, nice to meet you.” 
 
    She stuck out her hand.  
 
    “I’m Lisa. Thanks again for your kindness.” 
 
    As I shook her hand, her palm engulfed mine. Her skin was rough and hardened, while mine clearly spent more time in a salon than a field. 
 
    The entire truck shook as she drove down the gravel road. I tucked my loose blonde hair behind my ear as my mind raced. Tomorrow I’d have to get my car fixed, I didn’t want to bother my dad on his birthday, but I had no idea what I was doing. 
 
    “So, you go to the college?” Jay said, one hand on the wheel and the other tapping against the dashboard. 
 
    I nodded my head. “Yeah… I’m an art major.” 
 
    She glanced over. “Makes sense. You look like an art major.” 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed, unsure whether or not to be upset at the comment. Though, from my dainty little princess appearance—I couldn’t blame her. 
 
    “So why were you driving down a back road in the dead of night? I thought college kids were supposed to be smart.” She said with a chuckle. 
 
    “I guess I’m the exception,” I said with a huff, staring out of the passenger window to the starry sky. 
 
    I could feel Jay’s eyes on the back of my head. I glanced over as her dry lips curled into a smile. 
 
    “I’m just teasing you.” She replied. 
 
    I smirked. “I know, but I deserve it.” 
 
    She took her hand off the dashboard, playfully patting my leg. “No, you don’t.” 
 
    Her rough skin brushed against my thigh. The thin fabric of my blue sundress did little to hide her rugged touch. 
 
    A shiver shot up my spine as I could feel the heat in my cheeks. My lips pursed into a line as I glanced to the side. 
 
    The woman recoiled her hand, “Oh, sorry. Didn’t mean to—” 
 
    “It’s okay.” I butted in. The tingle in my spine began to settle.  
 
    Something about being the helpless damsel in distress made my heart quiver. Even if Jay was a woman, I couldn’t help but swoon at the idea of being saved. 
 
    I glanced back at her. This time the woman kept her gaze fixated on the road ahead. 
 
    “I really can’t express how thankful I am,” I said, leaning over. Now it was my hand that was delicately placed on her upper thigh. Her overalls were thick, but I could still feel the softness of her thigh. 
 
    “No need to thank me, just putting some good karma out into the world.” She said, smiling softly. 
 
    Perhaps it was the moonlight playing tricks on me—but I swore I could see a hint of blush in her tanned cheeks. 
 
    My legs squeezed together.  
 
    The pace of my heart began to speed up. I had no idea what was coming over me. I had been hit on by so many jerks at college, that I immediately spun off any advance from college boys. Though… Being a woman, Jay seemed to have slipped past my guards. 
 
    My hand lingered on her thigh, she didn’t seem to mind one bit. 
 
    I grew bolder, my fingers curled around her meaty thigh as I gripped it. “Even still… I really need to thank you, though I don’t know how…” 
 
    She grinned. “Do you now?” 
 
    I nodded my head, a twinkle of lust in my eyes. My pussy gnawed at the fabric of my panties—I could feel the wetness begin to slip past as I slammed my thighs shut. 
 
    “Just your company will be enough, I have been on my own for quite some time.” 
 
    “So have I…” I whispered gently, staring right into her eyes as I leaned over the center console. 
 
    “Have you? You don’t have friends at college?” 
 
    “Friends? Sure I do… But I’m missing another type of companionship.” I replied with a dirty grin. 
 
    Jay stared right at me. One corner of her mouth curled upwards as her eyes drifted down to my cleavage—peering out of my tight sundress. “Well, in that case, perhaps there is a way for you to return the favour.” She said quietly. The truck slowed down as her eyes fixated on my chest. She licked her lips, making my clit quiver.  
 
    “Anything…” I whimpered. 
 
    The blush on my pale cheeks was intense—and my hard nipples were poking out of the sundress. 
 
    I gripped her thigh tighter.  
 
    Jay glanced back out the windshield, slowly pulling her truck off to the side of the road. 
 
    “Perhaps we could put down some towels and lie back in the bed of my truck.” She said, putting the truck in park. 
 
    I giddily nodded my head. “I’d like that.” 
 
    I had no idea what was coming over me, but I knew I wanted it. I knew I wanted her. 
 
    I opened the door, my knees shaking as I stepped out onto the gravel road.  
 
    Jay grabbed some towels and blankets from behind her seat and rounded to the back of the truck.  
 
    She hopped back into the bed of the truck, pushing away some tools and equipment. The woman offered me her hand, helping me back into the bed as well. The truck rocked underneath us as I found my footing.  
 
    A heavy breeze blew against us, causing my sundress to drift up and tease my white panties underneath. 
 
    I laid back onto the makeshift bed of towels and blankets that Jay so kindly put out. She grunted as she laid down next to me, the stars glimmered overhead as my hand trailed towards hers. 
 
    “It’s a beautiful night,”I said softly. 
 
    “Yeah… The view is gorgeous.” 
 
    I turned my head, she was staring right at me. 
 
    I couldn’t suppress my giddy smile. My hands interlocked with hers as her foot brushed against mine. 
 
    The woman was a grizzled farmer, and yet it seems that little old me had made her flustered. 
 
    I bit my lip, “You know, I never—”  
 
    Before I could finish, Jay leaned over and locked her lips against mine. It seemed she couldn’t wait any long—not that I minded. 
 
    My eyes drifted close as my tongue slipped out. The woman’s lips tasted like cigarettes, but I didn’t mind one bit. My hands gripped the back of her head, holding her face down against mine as she rolled on top of me, her hand propping her up as her tongue penetrated my mouth. 
 
    I whimpered, our tongues wrestled as I clawed at her back. I could feel my mind racing, but at that moment, all thoughts and fears fell into a lavender haze. 
 
    My pussy gnawed at the fabric of my moist panties, and the cool nighttime air against my bare skin made me quiver, though I felt warm in her embrace.  
 
    Jay lifted her head as a bridge of saliva connected our trembling lips. “Fuck… you taste amazing.” She said. “Like strawberries.” 
 
    I giggled, the stars sparkling behind her face as she stared down at me. “I taste like strawberries down there as well.” A dirty grin crossed my lips. “Why don’t you have a taste?” 
 
    She smirked. “Is that so? Not such an innocent little college girl, after all?” 
 
    I shrugged, squirming on the blankets. “I suppose not. Just needed the right person.” 
 
    Jay kissed my collarbone, causing a whimper to pass my lips. Her hands ran up and down my arms, her rough skin enough to make me shake with anticipation. 
 
    The strings of my sundress slouched on my shoulders. I reached up, my hands slowly pulled the spaghetti strands down my arm as the fabric fell down my chest.  
 
    My firm tits poked free as I slipped my arms out of the strands. A sly smirk crossed my lips as Jay eyed my hard pink nipples like candy. 
 
    “Fuck… Those tits are perfect.” She said.  
 
    Jay latched her lips around my hard nipple like a baby. Her tongue flicked my delicate button as her hand groped and grabbed my other tit. 
 
    The combined sensation was amazing. My back arched and my lips quivered as my mind flooded with pleasure. Despite the cold breeze, I was sweating and panting and my hands clawed at Jay’s back. 
 
    The woman moaned as her saliva rolled down my tit, her tongue lashing like a whip. 
 
    My trembling fingers managed to reach down and unbuckle her overalls. The denim fabric draped off her body as she rose to her knees, licking her lips. 
 
    She shuffled the overalls down to her waist, her undershirt was baggy and dirty, but I could see the outline of her bra, which made my clit throb. 
 
    Before I could reach up and dig my fingers into her big, pillow tits—Jay grabbed my soft sundress and yanked it down my body. 
 
    “Oh!” I yelped as the fabric slid down my body, revealing my fit stomach. 
 
    “Let’s get this dress off you. I need to see your adorable little body.” Jay said, tugging the fabric. 
 
    I arched my back enough for the sundress to slide down, and before long Jay pulled it off my feet. 
 
    I laid there on the blankets, completely naked spare my panties and my shoes.  
 
    The chilly air sent a shiver up my spine as the older farmer gawked at my naked, college teen body. 
 
    She licked her lips as she leaned down. “Amazing…” 
 
    My hands tossed over my head. My blonde hair fanning out on the blankets like a wave. With each breath, my tits puffed up. I could feel my panties buried between the lips of my bald, puffy pussy.  
 
    “I haven’t seen a pussy this tight or clean in quite some time…” Jay said, reaching in to fish the panties from my lips.  
 
    She pulled the dirty fabric out and held them to the side, the grin on her stoic face widening as her pupils dilated. 
 
    I smirked. My slender fingers reached down and spread my lips—revealing the pink flesh inside. 
 
    Jay lowered her face, allowing me to squeeze my thighs around her head like pillows. “It tastes better than it looks.”  
 
    “I bet it does.”  
 
    The woman placed a gentle kiss on the hood of my clit, causing my body to squirm. The truck gently rocked beneath us as her lips pecked my inner thigh.  
 
    “Ohhh fuck!” I moaned into the summer air. “E-eat me… Mommy.” 
 
    She chuckled to herself. “No the innocent little college girl that I thought you were.” 
 
    Her tongue draped out, and Jay ran it up my entire pussy. 
 
    “OHHH!” I cried out as her wet tongue pushed into my slit. My lips gripped her tongue as she ran it up and down my wetness. 
 
    Jay wrapped her grizzled hands around my tender thighs as she buried her face into my crotch, her tongue running laps up and down my quivering pussy. My mind raced as I tossed my hands over my head. “Oh, oh yes! Fuck, right there!” 
 
    I whimpered like a dog as the woman devoured my panting slit. Her tongue lashed like a whip against my tender wetness. 
 
    She was a salt of the earth type of woman, but she moved her tongue like strokes of a paintbrush—and my pussy was her canvass. 
 
    The wetness of my grool and her saliva ran down onto the blankets, my entire body was squirming like a fish out of water, but her grip around my thighs held me in place. 
 
    Each cell in my brain was exploding in a concoction of pleasure and euphoria. I could barely breathe, and all that was escaping my lips was an animalistic moan of pure pleasure. 
 
    My trembling eyes glanced down at Jay—the woman’s face was dripping with wetness as she devoured my pussy. 
 
    It felt amazing, but she had already provided me with such kindness… It was time to return the favor. 
 
    I pushed her head out from between my shaking thighs.  
 
    The woman gasped for breath as sticky filth rolled down her chin. “W-what? Is everything okay?” 
 
    I nodded emphatically. “Yes, it is… But now it’s my turn.” 
 
    My tight pussy was blooming like a flower, with filth running down my thighs as I rolled up onto my hands and knees. 
 
    I grabbed her by the waist, laying her down on the sweaty blankets that I just laid on. The woman moved just as I asked her to, laying down facing up to the sky as I grabbed the sides of her overalls. 
 
    I tugged them down one inch at a time as I knelt by her feet.  
 
    The chilly air on my wet pussy sent a shiver up my spine as I bit my lips. 
 
    Before long, I got the overalls down her tree-trunk like legs—revealing her panties. The black panties weren’t anything flattering, but I didn’t care. I wanted her. 
 
    “You’ve been so kind to me. It’s only fair that I return the favor.” I said with a sly wink.  
 
    Jay’s face flushed red. “A-are you sure?” 
 
    I nodded emphatically as my finger gripped her panties. “Oh, yes. You’re going to love this.” I said in a hushed whisper.  
 
    In a single tug, I pulled down her panties, all the wait to her feet.  
 
    Her pussy was glistening wet—with curly brown pubes all over her lips and inner thigh. My heart pounded as I leaned in. A whiff of her musty scent made my eyes roll back as I squeezed my thighs together to satiate my throbbing clit. 
 
    Her pussy lips were brown and large, and grool lathered the forest of pubes. I had never been with a real woman before, and I was eager to get a taste. 
 
    I crawled between her legs as she kicked away her panties and overalls, the woman spread her legs as I lowered my face between her thighs. My ass wiggled in the air as I kissed her inner thigh.  
 
    Her salty sweat coated my lips as a whimper escaped her lips. Each breath she took caused more grool to ooze out and run down her ass. My mouth watered as I leaned in, my eyes fluttering. 
 
    As soon as my tongue hit the base of her pussy. Jay’s back arched and slammed down onto the truck bed. The entire vehicle shook underneath us as I slowly ran my tongue up her panting wetness. 
 
    Her grool was salty and her pubes tickled my cheek as I ate her out.  
 
    “Ohh fuck!” She cried out, her hands gripping my blonde hair as I wiggled my tongue deeper into her slit. “Oh fuck! Just like that, you dirty college slut!”
My hands dug into her thigh as my face pressed up into her crotch. Her wet pubes tickled my nose as I ate her pussy like dessert. My tongue dug deeper with each pass, and my mind raced as the pheromones filled my nostril. 
 
    Her moans of pleasure echoed into the air as she squeezed her thighs around my face.  
 
    I could taste the gushing wetness as my own grool ran down my leg.  
 
    “Ohh yes! Fuck! I’m going to cum!” She moaned out, tugging at my hair. 
 
    My tongue continued to lash like a whip as I glanced up at her trembling body. Her shirt was drenched in sweat as out quivering eyes met.  
 
    My mouth filled with grool and saliva as the filth dripped down my chin, my mind hazy with pleasure. 
 
    “Oh oh oh!” She cried out, her back arching as her body went rigid.  
 
    A visible jolt of pleasure shot through her as her wet pussy gushed with cum. My cheeks filled as I gleefully swallowed her grool. 
 
    I tossed my head back as she collapsed onto the blankets. Both of us were panting as our minds were still in a euphoric high.  
 
    I giggled as the filth trailed down my chin onto my chest. “I hope that was a good enough thank you for all your help.” 
 
    “You have no idea…” She huffed.  
 
    Jay reached over, pulling me by the arms to lie down next to her. I cuddled up to the older woman as the stars shined overhead. 
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 Story 8: The Evil Landlord 
 
      
 
      
 
    I cursed under my breath as the doorbell rang. After five missed calls from my landlord, I knew that this was coming. 
 
    My booty shorts rode up my ass as I walked to the front door. The apartment was hotter than a sauna, and my white sports bra was drenched with sweat as I tied my brown hair back. 
 
    Peering through the peephole, I could see Ms Horne glaring intently back at me. Her arms crossed and her foot tapping against the floor. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. The woman was like a nagging pest, always messaging me whenever she caught wind of a party or a boy staying the night. She lived just downstairs in another unit, so I couldn’t get away from her prying eyes. 
 
    With a huff, I opened the door. “Ahh, Ms Horne. Good to see you again.” I put on my fakest smile as I leaned against the doorframe. “Beautiful weather, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Shut it.” The woman snapped back. Her unruly black hair fell in front of her face. She was a bitter old woman—though, after three messy divorces, I could hardly blame her. 
 
    Despite the heat, she was wearing a full cardigan and long pants, the sun's heat seemed unable to penetrate her cold, exoskeleton. 
 
    “Rent was due five days ago. Do you think ignoring my calls would mean you get a free stay at MY apartment?” 
 
    Before I could reply, she pushed the door wide open and stormed in. 
 
    “Hey!” I blurted out, following her into my living room. “You can’t just waltz in here!” 
 
    She muttered something under her breath as she glared at my dirty living state. Blankets and old clothes littered the living room, it was like a tornado blew right through. Though, given by the raging party I had last week—it was rather impressive that the walls were still standing. 
 
    “This is a mess! I should evict you right now, screw the rent!”  
 
    Her eyes fell to the mess of blankets on my couch. Hidden near the foot of the couch was my vibrator which I had forgotten to put away after my dirty morning playtime. 
 
    My eyes widened as she gasped, storming over and grabbing the pink, penis-shaped sex toy out of the blankets. “This is filthy! I won’t have this debauchery in my apartment!” 
 
    I scoffed, “It’s just a dildo. Hardly anything debaucherous. Anyways, I have the money, it’ll just take a day or so to get into my account—” 
 
    “NO!” Ms Horne shouted, causing my stunned mouth to slam shut. “I’ve had enough of your partying and slutty lifestyle. All I can hear is the creaking of your bed and music blaring into the witching hours of the night!” Her face turned red and her fists curled around the base of my dirty pink vibrator. 
 
    Her eyes fell down to my white sports bra, my nipples poking out from underneath the fabric. “Even still you dress like a slut. I’ve never seen you dress like a responsible woman before in your life!” 
 
    I rolled my eyes, “I work hard for this body, I deserve to be able to show it off.”  
 
    That comment seemed to drive her over the edge. “OUT! NOW!” 
 
    She stomped her foot on the floor, causing me to take a step back. My lips pursed into a line. Though she was a bitch, I did love my cozy little apartment and wasn’t keen on moving again.  
 
    I sighed, “Okay fine, I’m sorry. I’ll show a little more respect and get you the rent right away.” 
 
    “No.” She said arms crossed over her chest. 
 
    “What? I said I was sorry.” 
 
    “I don’t care. Leave.” 
 
    I was stunned. My mind raced. She couldn’t just kick me out… Could she? I was anything but a good tenant, but… 
 
    “Did I stutter? Pack your things up before I start throwing them off the balcony.” She sneered. Her black eyes pierced into my soul as she eyed me with complete disgust. 
 
    “W-wait… I’m sorry. Please, just let me—” 
 
    “OUT!” She shouted at the top of her lungs. Her crackling voice sent a shiver up my spine as my butt clenched. 
 
    I stood there frozen as her eyes glared at me. A thousand thoughts raced through my head, but I couldn’t focus on a single one. Should I beg, should I cry?  
 
    In the briefest of moments, I saw her midnight black pupils flash down at my hard nipples—poking out of my sports bra. Her breath whimpered as she glanced back up at me. 
 
    My eyes widened. I finally put together the pieces. She wasn’t jealous of me… she wanted me. 
 
    My puffy pussy lips gnawed at my pink booty shorts—once again drawing her eye down to my crotch. This time, she stared a little bit longer, enough for me to see her pupils fill with pure lust. I had been with enough people to know when someone wanted to fuck me—and I was certain that she did. 
 
    My pursed lips curled into a smile. “Perhaps… There is another way for me to express my apologies.” 
 
    I walked towards her, my bare feet against the wood causing the floor to creak. A pleasant gust of wind blew through my open window—causing my hair to flutter. 
 
    Now it was Ms Horne that was standing like a deer in headlights. Even underneath her cardigan, I could see her heartbeat beginning to pick up. 
 
    “I could let you keep that little pink vibrator. I’ll even show you how to use it.” I winked at her, causing her cheeks to explode with blush. “I’m sure you’ll love it as much as I do.” 
 
    I stood infront of her, my cinnamon perfume filling the hot air as I felt the heat emanate off her body. “Come on, what do you think?” 
 
    I took the vibrator out of her grip, my hand stroked the silicon shaft of the 8-inch toy as I bit my lips.  
 
    Ms Horne’s eyes quivered as she eyed the toy. I held it up to my chest, grinning giddily. “So?” 
 
    With a shy breath, her eyes lifted back up to me. “P-perhaps we can work something out…” 
 
    My giddy grin turned into a wide smile. This was perfect. My chance to keep my apartment, and get Ms Horne off my back. 
 
    “Perhaps if I see you use it, I can decide for myself…” She said, with uncharacteristic shyness. 
 
    I nodded my head, “Sounds good to me.” I flashed her a wink and began to strut to my bedroom. 
 
    Glancing over my shoulder, the woman was following me like an eager puppy. She was in her 50s at the earliest, but her she looked like a giddy child as she nipped at my heels.  
 
    I reached back, taking her hand in mine as I shouldered the door open. My bedroom was even messier than the living room—though this time Ms Horne didn’t say a word. 
 
    The air inside my bedroom was even hotter than the living room. The heat made the room act like a furnace, sweat stuck to my body and my clothes as I made my way towards the mattress. 
 
    I crawled onto my bed, wiggling my ass back at her as I did. My pink booty shorts were buried inside my round ass cheeks, teasing my underside to the woman. I could hear her breath grow heavy and eager as she sat on the edge of my mattress. 
 
    I spun onto my butt, smirking devilishly at her as my knees spread. 
 
    Ms Horne eyed my crotch as if it were candy—my cameltoe peered out past the thin fabric, which was growing wetter as my anticipation built. 
 
    “It’s really quite easy…” I said, holding the vibrator up to my face.  
 
    I planted a soft kiss on the silicon. “Watch and learn…” I muttered. 
 
    My sports bra was nearly transparent with sweat. My hard, pink nipples poked out against the fabric as I rubbed the tip of my vibrator against them. 
 
    “Ohhh…” My eyes fluttered as the hard silicon pressed against my tit. 
 
    Ms Horne whimpered, I could see the anticipation in her dark black eyes as they fixated on my nipples. 
 
    A smirk crossed my lips. “Want a better look?
Before she could answer, I leaned up off the bed. Placing the vibrating dildo next to me, I grabbed the bottom of my sports bra. 
 
    In a single tug, I yanked the moist fabric off my body, letting my round and perky tits bounce free. 
 
    “Fuck… Much better,” I said with a giggle as I leaned back down.  
 
    Ms Horne’s jaw dropped. She stared mesmerized at my gumdrop nipples. 
 
    I grabbed them, my fingers pushed into my soft and subtle skin. Just my hand brushing against my erect nipple was enough to cause me to moan. “Ohh yes…” 
 
    The grool lathered my booty shorts as I groped my tits. By this point, Ms Horne was nearly laying on the bed next to my legs. She was obsessed—and for good reason. My petite body was soft and flawless, I couldn’t blame her at all for gawking. 
 
    I reached over, grabbing the dildo beside me.  
 
    “Here… You try.”  
 
    The woman’s trembling hand grabbed the toy from my grip. She held it awkwardly—as if she’d never seen a phallic object before. 
 
    “There’s a switch at the bottom…” I moaned, digging my hand into my firm tits. 
 
    She glanced at the flared base of the toy, her thumb flipping the switch which caused the dildo to vibrate softly.  
 
    “Oh!” She gasped. Her hands grabbed the base of the vibrator while it shook in her grip. 
 
    I laughed, my mind racing as I imagined the toy vibrating in my soft slit. It was perfectly molded like a real cock, a nice and healthy 8 inches. 
 
    Ms Horne grabbed the flared base, crawling onto the bed beside me as she panted eagerly. 
 
    “Should I just… Go for it?” She asked timidly, kneeling on the bed beside me. 
 
    I nodded eagerly. “Do whatever you feel is right. Let your pussy do the thinking.” 
 
    She bit her lips and nodded her head. 
 
    The woman pressed the tip of the vibrator against my other tit. The silicon vibrated against my hard nipple causing my body to jerk. 
 
    “Oh! Oh fuck!” I cried out. My back arched as she pressed the vibrator against my nipple. The vibrations coursed through my body as my nails dug into my bare skin. 
 
    “How does that feel, slut?” She sneered.  
 
    My mind raced as she pressed the tip of the vibrator into my flesh.  
 
    “F-fuck! So fucking good!” My teeth clenched as my mind flooded with euphoria. 
 
    The woman laughed, slapping the vibrating shaft against my jiggling tit. 
 
    “Good slut, I can see your wet little pussy dripping out of your slutty shorts.”  
 
    She was right. My booty shorts were drenched in sticky grool. My pussy was running like a river, and it needed to be pleasured. 
 
    “G-go ahead and fuck me.” I groaned, “That vibrator will work wonders on my slit.” 
 
    Ms Horne smirked a devious grin. “Is that so? You think you deserve to get fucked already?” 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed as I panted for air. “Wh-what?” 
 
    “You are a little slut who parties all night, you’ve had enough pleasure for once. Now it’s my turn.” She sneered. 
 
    Before I could beg, Ms Horne rose onto her knees. With the vibrator still in her hands, she slouched her cardigan off her shoulders, letting it flutter off the bed.  
 
    Her blue shirt was stained with sweat, and I could see her bra peering out under the fabric as they held up her huge DD tits. 
 
    A whimper escaped my lips as she unbuttoned her jeans, yanking them down her thick thighs. 
 
    Her panties weren’t much, but like my shorts—they were slick with grool. 
 
    My mouth watered as I licked my lips. 
 
    The woman rolled onto her ass, as she kicked her pants off. I couldn’t help but reach over and massage her thick legs as the vibrator shook the bedding. 
 
    Slowly, my hand crept up toward her moist panties. As soon as my trembling fingers reached the fabric, Ms Horne tossed her head back. “Oh! Yes… Fuck.” 
 
    “How long has it been since someone’s pleasured your slit?” I said with a smirk. 
 
    She whimpered, “Far too long.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I grabbed her panties, my finger curling underneath the waistband as I tugged them clean off her body. Ms Horne yelped as the fabric tore and the waistband snapped. Her torn fabric fell to the bed—revealing her big, wet pussy. 
 
    “Ohh fuck.” I whimpered, my eyes glimmering as I stared at her wetness. Her slit was large, and her lips curled out like the petals of a blooming flower. Short black hairs circled around her slit as the grool stuck to them like dew on the grass. 
 
    “What do you think?” She asked, leaning back and using her fingers to spread her lips. 
 
    “It’s amazing. I need a taste.” 
 
    She smirked, “I think that can be arranged.” 
 
    Before I could reply, Ms Horne rose to her knees. She lifted one leg over my face, and set each knee on either side of my head. I stared up at her pussy and ass as she straddled my face in reverse cowgirl. 
 
    “Ready? Slut?” She asked with a whimper.  
 
    A droplet of grool fell down onto my panting cheek as anticipation filled my head. “Y-yes… Mommy.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    Slowly, the woman lowered herself down onto my face. I opened my mouth and draped my tongue as she sat squarely on my mouth. 
 
    I whimpered, my hands wrapped around her thighs as her pussy landed on my draped tongue.  
 
    Immediately a shiver shot through my body. The salty-sweet grool lathered my tongue as I lashed it against her, and my nose brushed against her ass as the woman moaned. 
 
    “Ohh yes! Fuck! Good girl, eat me up nice and good!” 
 
    She circled her hips, riding my face like a horse as she leaned forward over my body. Her toes curled beside my head as I lashed my tongue like a whip against her wetness. 
 
    Her whimpers filled the musty air as I ate her out. My tongue dug deeper inside her panting pussy as she grinded on my face. Grool and saliva filled my cheeks as I devoured her blooming slit. The taste of her grool was euphoric, and I couldn’t get enough. 
 
    “Oh, oh!” She moaned, her hand running up and down my puffy pussy.  
 
    By this point, my shorts were so wet and ruined, that the fabric was about to tear. I could feel her hand pressing against the hood of my clit which caused my back to arch. 
 
    “You’ve been such a good little slut. I think you deserve a reward.” Ms Horned moaned, pushing her ass back farther against my face. My nose pressed against her asshole as she tugged at my ruined shorts—pulling them down to the middle of my thigh. 
 
    As soon as the hot air of the room hit my bald slit, a shiver shot up my spine. 
 
    “She’s so wet, but still so tight. Think the slut can handle the dildo?” Ms Horne asked, reaching over to grab the dildo. 
 
    With my mouth locked against her wet pussy, all I could do was whimper as she slapped the vibrating dildo against my inner thigh. I could feel my tight, puffy pussy lips spread as she inched closer to my slit. 
 
    My mind raced with a million thoughts as I squirmed under her weight. My booty shorts inched down my legs until I managed to kick them off—allowing me to spread my knees. 
 
    My tongue swirled inside her wetness as she leaned down on my belly. Our sweaty bodies stuck like glue and I could feel her hot breath on my clit. 
 
    I could barely breathe—each inhale caused more filthy grool to fill my mouth as I devoured her wetness. 
 
    “Here we go…” Ms Horne moaned. With that, she pressed the tip of the vibrator against my pussy causing my body to lurch. I whimpered and moaned as I suffocated between her juicy thighs. “Good girl, take it.”  
 
    She ran the tip of the vibrator up and down my slit, my puffy lips gripped the toy as it sent tremors coursing through my body. If she weren’t lying on top of me, I would have shaken off the bed. 
 
    The pleasure was immense, I could barely focus on anything besides lashing my tongue against her pussy, shoving it in and out of her as she grinded all over my panting face. 
 
    “Now let's see how much of a slut you truly are.”  
 
    Ms Horne pressed the vibrating dildo against the base of my pussy, and with a single heave, she began to slowly slide it into my slit.  
 
    My back arched as the breath shot out from my lungs. I tossed my head back, just enough to free my mouth from her pussy as I gasped for air. “OH FUCK! OH FUCK!” I squealed, my feet shot apart and spread up in the air as I felt the pink walls of my pussy grip the vibrating shaft.  
 
    Tremors shot through my body as I gasped for air, my mouth was coated with her salty and sweet grool as my eyes began to roll back. “Ohh yes, mommy, right there!” 
 
    The euphoric high hit me like a tidal wave. My pussy was spraying with wetness as Ms Horne shoved the last inch inside my pussy. My pelvis shook underneath her weight as she began to slowly fuck me with the dildo. “Mmmh, your slutty little pussy can take it after all.” 
 
    I whimpered, my nails digging into her thigh as she pushed her ass back against my face. Once again, my lips locked against her pussy as my tongue lashed against it. Pleasuring her was all I could focus on as the woman fucked my slit. 
 
    I was moaning like an animal into her slit as she picked up the pace of her thrusting. The dildo was fucking me like a jackhammer, the woman had no remorse nor any intention of slowing down. 
 
    “How do you like that, slut?” She said, gritting her teeth.  
 
    She sat up, putting the bulk of her weight on my face as she swirled her hips. Grool and salvia coated me as I suffocated, my back arching as the euphoria filled my head instead of oxygen. 
 
    I couldn’t help it anymore, my mind and pussy had melted away as the vibrating cock shoved all the way inside my panting, wet pussy. 
 
    My body went rigid as I shoved my tongue inside her slit—my clit erupted like a volcano as the orgasm surged through me, putting even the vibrations to shame. 
 
    Wetness gushed out of my slit as Ms Horne held the cock inside me. My mind melted away in a gush of pleasure as grool and saliva slid down my throat. 
 
    Ms Horne laughed, rolling off me and allowing me to pant for air. My entire face was sticky with filth as I tossed my head up, gasping wildly. “Oh! Oh fuck!” 
 
    The vibrator slid out of me as grool spilled out. The shaft was still vibrating, splattering grool over the both of us.  
 
    “Well, you certainly proved your sluttiness.” Ms Horne said with a grin, switching the vibrator off. Her hands ran up and down the slick shaft. “I think I will accept your gift,” 
 
    I tossed my hands over my head as I fell back into my filthy sheets. Each inch of my body was covered in some manner of filth as my mind still felt clouded with euphoria. “T-take it…” 
 
    My thighs pressed together as I stared at her pussy—dripping with grool and spit. “You didn’t finish?”  
 
    I had my orgasm, but it was so overwhelming that I didn’t have a chance to repay the favour.
Ms Horne shrugged, “With this dirty toy, I’m sure I’ll finish what you started.” 
 
    My lips curled into a smirk, I sat up and grabbed the dildo from her hands. “No, I think I’ll finish what I started.” 
 
    Before she could reply, I pushed her down onto her back and switched back on the toy. 
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 Story 9: The Tennis Lesson 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The tennis ball whipped past my face as I leapt to try and hit it. My shoulder slammed into the gym floor—for the third time that session. 
 
    “Oof…” I whimpered, the frill of my tennis skirt around my waist, revealing my black booty shorts underneath. 
 
    Ms Harper huffed from the other court as she circled around the net toward me. 
 
    “Nicole, you haven’t been playing up to par. You started the year so well, what happened?” She asked.  
 
    The older woman adjusted her ball cap, her wavy brown ponytail fell down behind her as she crossed her arms and frowned. 
 
    I picked myself up, brushing down my skirt and untangling my autumn red hair. “Sorry coach… It’s been a rough few weeks.” 
 
    “Rough few months, more like it.” She said sternly. 
 
    Despite only being in her 40s, Ms Harper had wrinkles on her face on account of all the frowning she did. She was one of the best College coaches in the country, and I was desperate to learn from her—even if she was a bit rude. 
 
    She did have a point though, ever since I broke up with my boyfriend, my play had slipped. I went from a promising young freshman to a girl who could barely hold her racket straight. 
 
    I tugged my pink shirt and brushed the red hair out from my face. “Okay. Let’s go again.”  
 
    Determination coursed through me, I wasn’t about to blow my chance at keeping my spot on the team. 
 
    Ms Harper crossed her arms across her white top, her foot tapping against the wooden gym floor. 
 
    “I don’t think so. Let’s go chat in my office.” 
 
    She spun on her heels and began to walk away. All I wanted to do was cry out and beg for another chance, but Ms Harper was hard-headed and never changed her mind. My only hope was that she would give me a second chance. 
 
    With a defeated huff I followed her across the gym to her office. The frill of my skirt fluttered with each step, the woman left behind a lemon scent trail—almost as sour as she was. 
 
    Her office was dark and tucked away at the corner of the gym. Awards and trophies lined the walls and shelves—evidence of Ms Harper’s excellence as a coach and as an athlete before that. 
 
    I closed the door behind me as she sat down at her desk, covered in papers and stationeries. 
 
    I felt as if I were walking to the executioner's block, my legs were like cinderblocks as I walked to the seat across from her. 
 
    Tears filled my eyes, but I refused to cry in front of her. I had squandered my chance, and I had no one to blame but myself. 
 
    “Nicole, you were one of my best athletes at the start of the year, are you telling me breaking up with your boyfriend is the only reason you’ve lost your talent?” 
 
    I huffed, staring down at my lap. “It was a rough breakup, he was special…”  
 
    My lips pursed into a line as a tear fell from my eyes. The wounds of my break-up still hurt, even all these weeks later. 
 
    The woman sighed as I wiped the tear away, sniffling as I tried my hardest to stay composed. 
 
    “Tell you what. How about you take the rest of the year to focus on yourself and your studies? You can try tennis again next year.” 
 
    I whimpered, “W-wait! I’ll get back into shape, I promise!” 
 
    As I expected, my plea fell on deaf ears.  
 
    “I don’t think so Nicole, I need your head to be in the game, and that isn’t going to happen when you are recovering from your break-up. Though… It is a shame to lose a talent like yours, you were something special those first few months.” 
 
    She leaned back in her chair, her eyes reading me like a book. 
 
    I couldn’t give up. She was a hard woman, but I refused to leave the team without putting up a fight. “Please! I know I have it in me! Give me a chance to prove my worth, I promise I’ll be worth it!” 
 
    Ms Harper pursed her lips into a line, it was evident on her face that my words had at least a little impact.  
 
    My talent was there, just at this moment my head wasn’t. She knew that I needed her to accept it. “Give me another chance, please!”  
 
    I was seconds away from falling to my knees and begging, but before I could, Ms Harper leaned forward. 
 
    The woman took off her ball cap, putting it to the side. “You know, something like this happened to me before, when I was your age.” 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed, “R-really?”
She smirked, pointing over to one of her trophies. “I broke up with my partner the same year I won the state championship.”  
 
    “Woah… How did you do it?” 
 
    “It took a lot. Just like you, my mind was a jumbled mess. I loved my girlfriend with my entire heart. 
 
    My jaw dropped, “G-girlfriend?” 
 
    She laughed, “Yeah, I’m a lesbian.” 
 
    This woman was full of secrets. “How did you get over it?”  
 
    I was willing to try anything, if she had gone through the same thing I had—then she knew how to get her head back into the game. 
 
    Ms Harper’s smirk grew, and a hint of pink filled her cheeks. “I’m not sure that it’s something we should talk about…” 
 
    I tilted my head, red hair fell down past my face, “Please! I need to know, I’ll do anything” 
 
    She just laughed, “It’s not something that very appropriate…” 
 
    I pursed my lips, this just sounded like an excuse not to share her secret. “I’m 19 years old, an adult. I think I’ll be fine.” 
 
    Ms Harper tapped her finger on her desk as she pondered. “... Fine. I’ll tell you.” 
 
    She leaned over the papers, I found myself leaning in as well, eager to hear her out.  
 
    “I went out one night and met an older woman… And she gave me the best orgasm of my entire life. After that, I forgot all about my ex-girlfriend.” 
 
    I sat up straight, my eyes wide as I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. “Ohhh. I suppose that is one way to get over someone.” 
 
    She laughed as she noticed the pinkness in my cheeks. “I told you it was inappropriate.” 
 
    “I guess I need to go and find an older man.” I said with an embarrassed chuckle.  
 
    Her dark eyes ran up and down my body. “Or perhaps… A woman…” 
 
    I stared at her like a deer in headlights, “A… A woman?” 
 
    She nodded her head, “Perhaps an older woman would know how to… Get you where you need to go.”  
 
    Ms Harper bit her lip, and her eyes fell to my cleavage, teasingly poking out from my tight pink shirt. 
 
    I could feel my heart pound like a drum, my mind raced and blood coursed through my veins like a river. 
 
    “I…” My breath was short. For some reason, having the older, grizzled coach lust over me was unfathomable—especially for someone like Ms Harper. 
 
    “I think that could work…” The words escaped my lips before my mind could register them. My body yearned for her, I could feel my pussy growing wet underneath my skirt and booty shorts.  
 
    “Good… No harm in trying, right?” Her eyes fixated on my nipples, which were starting to push out against the thin top. My lust for her was clear—as was hers for me. 
 
    I bit my lip, nodding my head. “Why not…” 
 
    Before I could say another word, Ms Harper stood to her feet. She reached back and pulled out her hairband, letting her dark brown hair flow like a river down to her back. Her polo top and pants were tight to her body—all those years of tennis were evident in her curves. Though I was more than eager to see underneath. 
 
    “Those shorts you girls wear under your skirt are rather prude. Trust me, you’ll be able to move a lot faster if you took them off.” She said with a naughty smirk. 
 
    I giggled, “Is that so? Well, you are the expert.” 
 
    I rose to my feet, I could feel my knees shake with anticipation as my skin stuck with sweat. 
 
    Pulling up the frill of my skirt, I flashed the woman my booty shorts. “So just take these off?”  
 
    She nodded, her eyes fixated on my cameltoe. My wet little pussy was gnawing at the fabric of my shorts—begging to be let free. 
 
    “Back in my day,” Ms Harper began, circling around her desk. “We just played in little thongs.” 
 
    “I bet the boys loved that.”  
 
    She laughed, “They sure did, but so did I.” 
 
    Even more blush filled my cheeks. The thought of playing in front of a crowd, each step causing my skirt to lift and tease my bare ass and thong was exhilarating.  
 
    “Let me get that for you.” Ms Harper fell to her knees infront of me, her hands stroking up and down my thigh as I held up my skirt. 
 
    A whimper escaped my lips as her grizzled hands scratched against my pale, soft legs. 
 
    She glanced up at me with a smirk. Her hands rode up to the meat of my trembling thighs as her fingers curled underneath the waistband. “Ready?” 
 
    I nodded eagerly, the moist air of the cramped room barely filled my lungs as she began to slide the booty shorts down my leg. 
 
    As soon as her warm breath hit my exposed pussy, my jaw dropped. “O-oh!”
The shorts fell to a puddle around my ankles—revealing my wet slit. 
 
    My pussy was already dripping with grool, my tight, innie pussy lips were quivering as Ms Harper leaned in.  
 
    “Holy fuck… Look at that.” She smirked, her thumbs massaging either side of my lips. 
 
    I panted like a dog in heat, barely able to conjure up a thought as my mind flooded with excitement. 
 
    Kicking the moist shorts away, I lifted one foot and slammed it onto her desk. My delicately tight pussy bloomed like a flower after a spring rain. 
 
    Ms Harper leaned in, kissing my inner thigh. 
 
    My back arched as I tossed my head back. “Ohh yes…” Though she was a rough and cold woman, her lips were soft and her kisses were delicate.  
 
    She moaned as she gently sucked my skin, her kisses moving up toward my pussy as her hands wrapped around my thigh. 
 
    She whimpered, digging her fingers into my subtle ass. My entire body quaked, and the desk rattled as I pushed my sole against the edge of it. 
 
    Her hands groped my perky little ass as her lips pecked at my thigh. Each peck caused tremors to surge through my spine like a lightning bolt—and she hadn’t even gotten to my slit yet. 
 
    She glanced up at me, her dark eyes piercing me as her warm breath landed on my slit. Her lips curled into a devious smile as I gripped the frill of my skirt. 
 
    I lifted my skirt all the way up as I pressed my pelvis forward. My heart was pounding like a war drum as the older woman opened her mouth, her tongue draping out as a drop of saliva fell to the floor. 
 
    “P-please…” I whimpered, “I need you.”  
 
    My pussy couldn’t get any more wet. I had an itch only her tongue could scratch. 
 
    She laughed planting a delicate kiss on the hood of my clit, “I know this will help.” 
 
    With that, the woman ran her tongue all the way up the bottom of my slit to the crest.  
 
    My jaw dropped as my lips gripped her tongue. “OHHH!” I cried out, my voice echoing in the cramped office. “Ohh yes!” 
 
    The woman worked her tongue like a paintbrush, her years of experience were clear. Her fingers massaged my ass and thighs as she buried her face inside my pussy. She swayed her face from side to side as her lips connected to my pussy. 
 
    I could barely stand on my foot as she lashed her tongue inside me. Grool and saliva ran down my trembling leg as she devoured me.  
 
    “Fuck… You taste so good.” She moaned, and my wetness ran down her chin—ruining the front of her shirt.  
 
    I gasped as she shoved her tongue inside my wetness. My puffy lips wrapped around her tongue as it wiggled inside me.  
 
    My back spasmed as I felt my knees turn to jelly. The euphoric pleasure filled my spine and surged through me like a storm, 
 
    Her lips made-out with my sopping wet pussy, each peck and kiss sent my mind into a frenzy of horny euphoria.  
 
    I could barely even breathe as the air shot out of my lungs.  
 
    My vision blurred and I felt my mind melt—only her hands planted on my ass was enough to hold me up on my foot. 
 
    Ms Harper reeled her face back, saliva and grool coated her cheeks as she licked her lips. “So sweet, but now it’s time to make you cum… Take your shirt off and sit back on the chair.” 
 
    My foot fell from the desk. I stumbled back letting go of the frill of my skirt. A river of spil and grool rolled down my legs as I wiped the stray strands of hair from my face. “Y-yes, ma’am…”  
 
    Grabbing the bottom of my pink top, I pulled it straight off my body. My soft skin was marred with sweat as my perky tits bounced free. My pink eraser nipples were hard enough to cut glass. 
 
    I fell back into the rolling desk chair. The frill of my skirt lifted up to my bare stomach as I reached down and played with my pussy. My fingers circled my eager clit as I watched Ms Harper undress. 
 
    The woman unbuttoned her top, pulling it off her body. Her bra cupped her round tits as she moved down to her pants.  
 
    My pussy grool spilled onto the chair as I lifted my feet onto the edge of the seat, spreading my knees as I played with my pussy.  
 
    Our eyes met, causing me to giggle like a little girl. I had no idea what was going on, but I needed her. Memories of my ex puffed away like an extinguished candle as Ms Harpers’s pants fell to her feet. My jaw fell also. 
 
    The woman had the legs of a goddess, her pink panties were flattering and snug, teasing her brownish pussy lips peering out on either side. 
 
    The woman grinned, strutting towards me. Her hand reached back and unclipped her bra, letting it flutter to the ground as her big, round tits bounced free. 
 
    Ms Harper grabbed my foot, holding it straight up in the air as I slouched back, panting like a dog in heat.  
 
    She smirked as she leaned ontop of me, our tits smooshed together and our sweaty bodies glued together. 
 
    My foot was held up straight in the air as I wrapped the other one around her pelvis. Ms Harper moaned as she slipped her hand down, her slender fingers playing around my slit as she pressed against me.  
 
    The chair screeched against the tile floor as I wrapped my arms around her neck. I pulled the woman in, our lips locking.  
 
    My tongue slipped out as my head burst with pleasure, Ms Harper’s tongue did the same as our wet tongues embraced. 
 
    At the same time, her long fingers slipped inside my panting pussy—eliciting a moan from my lips.  
 
    Ms Harper smirked, sucking on my tongue as she wiggled her fingers inside my slit. 
 
    The taste of my own honey grool coated my tongue as we kissed wildly, my clit erupting with pleasure as she finger-fucked my innocent slit. 
 
    “You like that, baby?” Ms Harper moaned into my mouth as I gasped. A bridge of saliva connected our lips as she grinded her body against mine—her fingers working magic inside me. 
 
    I nodded emphatically, my foot wiggling in the air as I clawed at her back. 
 
    “K-keep going!” I cried out. My mind drowned out as the pleasure was nearly unbearable. I squirmed as our bodies stuck, my tits pressed against hers as I gasped for air. 
 
    Ms Harper put her finger up to my lip. “Shhhhh. Listen.”  
 
    I whimpered, my mind was in a buzz, but I could hear footsteps out in the gymnasium. The College basketball team must have shown up early for their practice. The voice of the boys filled the room as did the squeaking of their shoes. Only the flimsy office door separated us from them, which filled my head with even more horny euphoria. What a dirty scene it would be if they walked in, I didn’t lock the door behind me—so the risk was there. 
 
    “Keep quiet, slut.” Ms Harper said, kissing my lips. Her finger continued to swirl inside my panting pussy, causing my mind to melt. 
 
    I bit my lips, but I couldn’t keep the moaned from slipping out. “Ohh… Oh fuck…” 
 
    Ms Harper smirked, “Maybe this will help.” 
 
    She reached down her body as she tugged down her pink panties. She kicked them off and grabbed them off the floor. 
 
    The woman smirked as she leaned back down against me. She shoved her dirty panties into my panting mouth as her body pressed down against mine. “This will help, suck on my panties, slut.” 
 
    I whimpered, my tongue lashing against the dirty fabric as the taste of her salty grool coated my mouth. 
 
    The woman’s index and middle fingers pressed in and out of my pussy. The soft pink walls of my slit gripped her knuckles as she wiggled them inside me—flooding me with pleasure. 
 
    The sounds of the boys outside melted away as my entire focus was on her fingers fucking in and out of me. My eyes rolled back, my breath stifled as saliva ruined her pink panties as I sucked on them softly. 
 
    Ms Harper kissed my neck, her body swaying like a ship on the water as her tongue lashed against my neck, and her fingers twirled inside my slit. Her soft moan filled my mind as my head was about to erupt. 
 
    I clamped down on the panties as she thrust her fingers in and out of my pussy like a jackhammer, grool splattering all over as the orgasm. 
 
    Fireworks went off in my head as my body went rigid. My teeth gripped the panties as a bit of the fabric fell out of my mouth.  
 
    Ms Harper laughed, pulling her face out of my neck and her fingers out of my slit. 
 
    My mind swirled, I couldn’t hold a thought as she took the fingers up to her face, sucking on them softly.  
 
    Stray brown hair stuck to her sweaty face as she shoved her fingers inside her mouth. 
 
    “Ohh fuck. You taste amazing.”  
 
    She crawled off me, letting me pant for air as the dirty panties fell to my lap. “H-holy shit…” 
 
    The woman laughed again, “Something tells me that got the job done. How do you feel about your ex-boyfriend now?” 
 
    “M-my what?” I moaned, my mind still on a cloud. 
 
    She laughed loud, her voice booming. “Good girl, now let's get our clothes back on and play some tennis. Oh, and leave the booty shorts behind.” 
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 FREE STORY: The Limo Ride 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Is there anything else I can get you, ma’am?” I asked politely, my serving tray flat across my chest as the gorgeous woman wiped her upper lip with a napkin. 
 
    “Nothing, dear, the food was delicious. Give my regards to Edguardo, he makes the best steak in the city.” She said politely, pushing her plate to the side. 
 
    “That he does. I’ll be sure to pass along your regards.” 
 
    I tucked the stray black hair behind my ear as I picked up the plate, rushing it to the back for the new dish boy to clean up. 
 
    It was well past the regular closing hours, but our restaurant always stays open late for VIP guests—and Ms Lydia was the definition of a VIP guest. The woman was a business mogul, having inherited her father’s small-town business and turned it into a global brand.  
 
    Ms Lydia came by the restaurant regularly enough, and all the servers always fought to work her table. The woman was kind and never asked for much, plus she tipped amazingly. It was well worth staying late for an hour or two. 
 
    Luckily for me, Ms Lydia asked for me specifically. 
 
    The woman and I always hit it off, she and I had the same sense of humor, and serving her was more like hanging out with a friend than actual work. 
 
    I watched her staring out the window to the bustling street outside as her bill printed.  
 
    The woman’s red hair was tied into a perfect bun, with not a single strand out of place. Her white dress shirt was snug to her body, with hints of her black bra peering out underneath the fabric. 
 
    Her dress was sleek and fitting, with her matching black sheer stockings hugging her sculpted thighs perfectly. 
 
    I was wearing a similar outfit, though nowhere near as regal as she did. My dress shirt was slightly too big, and my skirt was a bit shorter with a small tear on the frill. 
 
    Grabbing the freshly printed bill and slipping it into a bill book, I rushed back to her table.  
 
    “Here we are, Ms Lydia.” I placed the bill book by the salt and pepper shaker. 
 
    The woman smiled kindly, pulling her designer purse out from under the table. I stepped back, pretending not to notice her pulling out a bundle of cash. She didn't even look at the bill and placed down more money to cover two meals. 
 
    “Here you are, dear. Keep the change.” 
 
    I suppressed my giddy smile. “Thank you, ma’am! That’s wonderfully generous of you.” 
 
    I reached for the money, steadying my hand not to seem too eager. 
 
    She smiled as her eyes fell down to my chest. Her red lips curled into a smile as a soft chuckle slipped through them. “Your buttons are undone, dear.” 
 
    I glanced down, pink blush filling my cheeks as the breath shot out from my lungs. Sometime during my shift, the top few buttons of my dress shirt must have come undone. 
 
    My cleavage peered out from the top of my shirt, with my lacy white bra showing underneath. 
 
    I gasped, nearly dropping the stack of money as I covered my chest with my hand. “S-sorry! I didn’t even notice!”
The red blush on my cheeks was rivaled only by the sun, a rush of embarrassment surged through me. This restaurant had a reputation of being the best in the city, and people have been fired for much less than this. 
 
    Ms Lydia tossed her head back as she laughed. “Don’t worry about it, dear!” Her dark brown eyes fixated on my chest.  
 
    I placed the money on the table as my fingers jerked up, trembling as they fiddled with the buttons. 
 
    Ms Lydia reached out, her hand gripping my wrist. “Don’t… It looks good like this.” 
 
    Her lips were still curled upwards, but a sinister look crossed her eyes as they stared at my cleavage. 
 
    I froze. “E-excuse me?” 
 
    “You look… Better like this. You have a nice chest, you should present it more.” 
 
    She flashed me a wink, causing my body to tense up. “Oh… Okay.” 
 
    I pursed my lips together as my hands lowered down to my side. My mind was buzzing and my heart was pounding. 
 
    This was anything but appropriate, the woman stared at me like a lioness ready to pounce. Did she want me?  
 
    I shook my head, thanking her again and grabbing the money before rushing to the back of the restaurant. There was no way a woman like her, someone so beautiful, mature, and successful, would have any interest in a young college waitress like me. 
 
    Perhaps she was just doing me a favor, telling me to show a bit more skin in order to garner more tips from horny old men. That must be it. 
 
    I slipped the tip money into my backpack as I closed her ticket. 
 
    My heart was still pounding, as if I had just climbed a mountain. The sweat off my body clung to my dress shirt. Thankfully, my shift was over so I didn’t have to worry about walking around with pit stains.               
 
    Saying my farewells to the kitchen staff and the rest of the crew, I tossed my backpack over my shoulder and rushed out from the back. I was intent on catching the last bus of the evening. 
 
    I pushed my shoulder into the glass door, swinging it open as my skirt fluttered in the breeze.  
 
    As I was about to sprint down the path, a voice stopped me in my tracks. 
 
    “Why hello again, dear.” 
 
    I spun on my heels. Ms Lydia was leaning against our stone wall smoking a cigarette. The woman looked even taller than usual as they flicked the ashes onto the sidewalk. 
 
    “Oh! Hello ma’am.” 
 
    “In a bit of a rush, are we?”
I grimaced, “Yeah… I was supposed to be on that bus.”  
 
    The bus pulled away down the street, leaving me stranded. 
 
    Ms Lydia laughed, “Don’t worry, dear, I can give you a ride.” 
 
    “Oh it’s no worries, I don’t want to be a bother. I can beg my boyfriend to come pick me up.” 
 
    “Nonsense, I can’t leave you here at the mercy of some boy.” 
 
    The woman pulled her phone out of the designer purse, sending off a quick text before taking another inhale of her cigarette. 
 
    I bashfully glanced at my feet, “Thank you, ma’am. That’s very kind of you.” 
 
    “Of course, dear. And you can call me Lauren.” 
 
    Before long, a long black limousine pulled up to the curb.  
 
    A portly man stepped out and rushed around, opening the door for Lauren. “Thank you, Luiz.” 
 
    She stepped forward, holding the door open as she beckoned me in. 
 
    I was amazed. I had never stepped foot inside a limo before, though it didn’t surprise me that Lauren drove around in one. She could afford to fly a helicopter every time she wanted to pick up a cup of coffee down the street. 
 
    I held down my skirt as I crawled into the darkly lit limo. The smell of fresh, clean leather filled the cool air, and the seats were soft as pillows. 
 
    Sitting down, I shuffled to the end, admiring the stoked bar and snack fridge. The windows were tinted black, allowing for total privacy. 
 
    Lauren finished her cigarette and joined me in the back. 
 
    The door closed as Luiz circled back to the front. There was a small window at the front that allowed me to peer into the driver's seat. Luiz adjusted the back mirror, looking at Lauren from the rearview mirror. “Where to, ma’am?” He asked. 
 
    Lauren looked at me, I was still in amazement from all the different snacks and drinks stocked in the fridge. The woman gave me a nudge, snapping me back into reality.  
 
    I yelped, blush filling my cheeks. I gave Luiz my address and before long we were off. 
 
    The limo cruised down the empty street. I was like an enamored child, kneeling on the seat and staring out the window. 
 
    Lauren laughed, grabbing a bottle of water. “Never been in a limo before?” 
 
    I shook my head, my feet kicking in glee. “Never! I couldn’t imagine getting a ride home from work.” 
 
    My knee brushed against hers, “Thank you again, Ms Lydia. Sincerely.” 
 
    I was grinning from ear to ear. Even in the dimly lit limo, I could see a glimmer in her eyes. 
 
    “Of course, dear.” 
 
    Her hand planted on my thigh, and through the thin fabric of my skirt, I could feel the softness of her hand. 
 
    A shiver shot up my spine and the familiar race of my heart began again. Her hand stroked up and down my thigh, causing my mind to melt. 
 
    I stared into her eyes as the woman leaned in, just slightly enough for me to get a whiff of her lavender perfume. 
 
    My lashes fluttered as another giddy smile crossed my lips.  
 
    She tilted her head, leaning in a bit more. The lavender scent strengthened as my eyes fluttered close, letting the typhoon in my head take over. My thoughts were spinning, but I didn’t fight it.  
 
    As my eyes closed, our lips locked. 
 
    The taste of her ashy cigarette lingered on my tongue as I slipped it into her mouth. 
 
    Our tongues embraced as mine swirled in her mouth. 
 
    A moan escaped my lips as her grip on my thigh tightened, her fingers digging into my soft and subtle skin. The smell of her lavender flooded my mind as did the taste of her tongue, the million spinning thoughts in my head disappeared in a puff of smoke, leaving me with nothing but her. 
 
    My hand slipped up underneath her skirt, brushing against her leggings as I returned the favour—grabbing and gripping her leg as our tongues rubbed together. 
 
    To my chagrin, she pulled away panting gently as a bridge of saliva connected our lips. Her devious smile made me quiver.  
 
    “Luiz… Give us some privacy.” She said, staring longingly into my eyes.  
 
    The man obliged without a word, pressing a button on his dashboard which closed the little window separating us. 
 
    “Perfect.” The woman whispered as the window closed. Immediately she pushed me down onto my back, laying me down on the soft leather seat.  
 
    I whimpered as she crawled over top of me, nuzzling her face into my pushed cleavage. “Ohh fuck…” I moaned, my hands clawing at her back. 
 
    My legs wrapped around her waist as the streetlights outside flashed pulses of light inside. My dainty skirt lifted around my waist as my heels locked behind her back—pinning the woman down on top of me. 
 
    She kissed my neck, working her way down to my cleavage. Each peck of her soft lips caused a bolt of pleasure to shoot up my spine.  
 
    I was drowning in pleasure, my heart was about to beat out of my chest—racing faster than a greyhound. 
 
    Lauren lifted off my body, her hands planted on either side of my face as she grinned down on me. “I hope your boyfriend doesn’t mind if I have a bit of fun with you before I drop you off.” 
 
    I bit my lip, my hands reaching up around her neck. “Who cares if he does?” 
 
    I pulled her down, once again locking our lips together. This time, our kissing wasn’t elegant—it was wild and passionate. Our tongues wrestled instead of embraced, shoving into each other’s mouths and lashing like whips. Saliva dribbled down my throat as I panted for air, struggling to breathe as her body swayed against mine—like waves crashing against the beach. 
 
    My fingers clawed at her back, nearly tearing her shirt right off her body. 
 
    The fabric of my panties buried into my pussy lips as my legs pinned her pelvis down against mine. Our bodies connected like velcro. 
 
    The taste of her lips was euphoric, my tongue lashed against them wildly as I held her close, trying to pull her even deeper into me.  
 
    My mind was unable to comprehend anything but pure pleasure, my animalistic urges took over fully. This was so wrong, but I didn’t care one bit. The rational part of my mind was shoved into the back of my head by my primal urges.  
 
    Ms Lydia rose onto her knees. One of my feet fell onto the floor, the other lifted onto the backrest of the leather seats. My black skirt curled around my waist—revealing my tight, college pussy peering out past my white thong. 
 
    The woman licked her lips eagerly, her hands massaging my upper thighs—which were trembling with anticipation. 
 
    The front of my white thong was moist with grool, my pussy lips gnawing at the fabric as my hands reached up, grabbing her big round tits. Even though her shirt and bra, I could feel how soft and pillowy her breasts were—and I was eager for a look. 
 
    As I began to unbutton her top, Ms Lydia pulled my white thong out from my pussy lips, holding them to the side. 
 
    My moist lips curled out like a blooming flower after a spring rain—the cool air conditioning in the limo against my moist slit caused a shiver to shoot up my spine.  
 
    “Fuck… You look so tight.” Ms Lydia moaned, eyeing my pussy like candy.  
 
    I giggled, continuing to unbutton her top. Her black bra peered out as the shirt slouched off her body.  
 
    “I bet your boyfriend loves this little slit of yours.”  
 
    I nodded, “he does, though I think you might appreciate it a lot more.” 
 
    As I undid the last button, Ms Lydia shrugged her shoulders, letting the top slip off her body. The woman reached back and unclipped her bra as it flutter down ontop of me. Her big, round tits bounced free. They must have been DD cups, with big brown nipples. The rest of her body was rather slim and tight, so her big chest stood out. 
 
    Immediately, my hand shot forward like a viper, grabbing hold of her tits and groping the soft tissue. My fingers brushed against her hard nipple as they dug into her soft flesh—eliciting a moan from the older woman. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck. You like that, baby? You like Mommy’s tits?” She whimpered, leaning forward as her fingers teased the lips of my pussy. 
 
    I nodded emphatically, stray hairs sticking to my sweaty face as I panted like a dog in heat. 
 
    Each squeeze of my hand into her breast caused the woman to gasp, she leaned ontop of me, spreading my legs as her hand continued to circle around my pussy lips, but refusing to touch them. 
 
    “You want Mommy to touch you, baby?” She said with a dirty grin. 
 
    My jaw was quivering as my eyes glazed with pure euphoria. “Y-yes, Mommy. P-please!”
Her smirk sharpened. “Beg.” 
 
    “Please Mommy!” I moaned, squirming on my back. My shirt was covered in sweat as each breath was more shallow and desperate than the last. “Please finger fuck my tight, teen pussy! I need you, Mommy!” 
 
    She giggled. “Good little slut.” 
 
    As she spoke, her index and middle finger brushed up against the clit of my hood, circling gently. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I cried out, my back arching off the leather seat. “Fuck yes! Right there!”
My clit erupted with pleasure, sending surges throughout my entire body. I squeezed her tit even tighter—it was the only thing that could alleviate the pleasure in my spine. 
 
    Ms Lydia leaned down ontop of me, my legs shot up in the air as her fingers penetrated my tight slit.  
 
    My eyes rolled back as my pink pussy gripped her fingers like a glove. “O-ohhhhh!” 
 
    She laughed, planting another kiss on my lips. 
 
    I moaned into her mouth as she sucked on my lower lip, my hands rubbing against her back as twirled her fingers inside me. 
 
    Each movement of her fingers caused me to moan, she was using her fingers like a master painter uses their paintbrush. Each stroke and twirl was more euphoric than the last. 
 
    Grool oozed out on the seat as she thrust her fingers in and out, managing to slip in a third finger into my blooming pussy. 
 
    My jaw dropped, and I couldn’t even kiss her back as my body went rigid—the euphoria was too much to bare, I couldn’t control the twitches and spasms. 
 
    My feet helplessly kicked the air as Ms Lydia’s fingers thrust like a jackhammer—splattering both of us with wetness. 
 
    “Ohh Mommy! Fuck yes!” I squealed as my jaw clenched. I struggled to breathe as my mind stormed with euphoria. My exacerbated breath caught in my lungs as I gasped. 
 
    Ms Lydia pulled her dirty fingers out of my pussy, letting body rest for a moment. But only a brief one. 
 
    The woman shoved her dirty fingers into my mouth, knuckling deep as my trembling lips gripped her filthy fingers. “Have a taste, slut.” 
 
    My eyes fluttered as I sucked the honey-sweet wetness from her slender fingers. She stroked my tongue, causing me to gag as my mouth filled with saliva and grool. 
 
    She laughed as she pulled them out, saliva and grool dripping as she shoved them back into my pussy. 
 
    My wet top was soaked in sweat, and my body was convulsing like I was struck by lightning.  
 
    “OHH FUCK!” I cried out, my voice booming in the limo as the car veered down the street.  
 
    Ms Lydia yanked my panties down my leg, shoving them into my mouth. 
 
    My eyes widened as my teeth bit down on the dirty fabric. “Shush, slut. Don’t want the entire city to hear you.” 
 
    I whimpered, nodding my head as the woman continued to shove her fingers in and out of me. 
 
    The orgasm built within me like a volcano about to erupt. My body was twitching wildly as my hands gripped her tits with all my strength. Her fingers continued to swirl inside my tight pinkness like a magic wand. 
 
    Ms Lydia must have known I was close. The woman rolled off me, kneeling on the ground of the limo and pulling me until my butt hung off the edge. 
 
    I yelped as she pulled me. My legs rested on her shoulders as the string of my panties fell out of my mouth. 
 
    She flashed me a wink as her mouth connected to my pussy. Her tongue lashed like a whip against my wetness. All I could do was arch my back and slam my thighs around her head like a vice grip. 
 
    My entire body went rigid as her tongue penetrated into my wet slit. The orgasm erupted in my clit, sending waves of pure pleasure all throughout my body. 
 
    “OHHHHHHHH!” I cried out, my jaw dropping and my dirty panties falling out of my mouth. 
 
    Ms Lydia gripped my thighs around her face, sucking my pussy deeply as she inhaled my filthy wetness. 
 
    The woman fell back onto her ass, and I slid down onto the floor—panting for breath as my mind still raced. 
 
    “Fuck… That was amazing. I bet your boyfriend never managed to make you cum like that.” 
 
    She said with a laugh, licking her fingers. 
 
    I wiped the hairs from my face, still panting like a dog. “H-holy fuck… Never.” 
 
    “Perhaps we go to my place instead, and we can have some more fun.” 
 
    I smiled from ear to ear, nodding emphatically. 
 
    “Good girl. I’ll signal Luiz.” 
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