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    Story 1: Excused Absence  
 
    I glanced up from the stack of papers on my desk as the office door creaked open. 
 
    Sarah peered in, her bright blonde hair dangling past her face as she flashed me a smile. “Hey, Mrs Alice!” She said with a giggle. 
 
    I huffed, leaning back in the desk chair. “Sarah. How can I help you?” 
 
    I hadn’t seen Sarah in class for the last month. She was a cheerleader and spent more time hanging around the football team than attending classes. 
 
    The girl bit her lip as she snuck into the office, closing the door gently behind her. Her miniskirt barely went down past her hips, and each step she took caused her white thong underneath to peer out. Her top wasn’t much better. The tube top across her chest left nothing to the imagination. 
 
    “How can I help you?” I said, unamused. 
 
    She took a seat across from me, pursing her lips and batting her eyelashes. “Welllllll” 
 
    Her finger twirled around her hair. “You may have noticed that I’ve been absent for the last little bit. I only just realized that attendance was also part of my final grade.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. “You only just realized that?” With a huff, I leaned forward, my hands on my desk. “Sarah. Attendance is worth 30% of your final grade.” 
 
    She grimaced, her face scrunching up. “Yeah…” She took an exaggerated deep breath. “You see, I’ve been sooooo busy recently. I made the cheer team as a freshman, which is like, super rare. And I’ve been networking and trying to discover myself.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes so much they nearly popped out of my head. “Sarah. Don’t think I haven’t noticed you skipping around campus wrapped around the arms of that quarterback boy. I understand that you’re enjoying College, but you need to start focusing on your academics.” 
 
    She pouted, slouching back into her chair. Her miniskirt rode up her thighs, just barely covering her pelvis. 
 
    “Yeah, I know…” She took a deep breath as her blue eyes met mine. “But my parents are military strict. Now that I am in college, I can finally spread my wings. I am free.” 
 
    My mouth scrunched up. At least now I was getting some honesty out of her. In truth, I knew how she felt. When I moved out of my parent's house all those years ago — I felt like a whole new woman. 
 
    Even still. I had to learn the importance of responsibility — and now so did Sarah. She missed almost half of the semester so far, and there was no way she was going to ace the final. 
 
    With a deep breath, I tucked away a strand of curly brown hair. “Sorry, Sarah. It doesn’t seem like you are going to pass this class.” 
 
    She whimpered. “Fuck…” The girl took a deep breath, her tube top straining. “I figured as much… Dad is going to fucking kill me…” 
 
    My lips pursed. Sure, Sarah was a bit of a handful — but she was a nice girl. She reminded me of myself… 
 
    Her nipples poked up against the thin fabric of her tube top — snatching my attention. It was easy to tell that she was a cheerleader. Her body was damn perfect. Nice and petite, with nice abs and a sexy collarbone. I couldn’t help it, my auburn eyes traced down to her miniskirt, pupils dilating at the sight of her white thong teased underneath. 
 
    I wasn’t very sneaky. Sarah smirked as she sighed. “Like what you see?” 
 
    I blushed, “Sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be. I wouldn’t dress like a slut if I didn’t like a little attention.” 
 
    The girl huffed, standing to her feet — her tits giving a nice jiggle. “Thanks anyways, professor. I guess I’ll go break the news to my parents…” 
 
    As she turned I shouted out, “Wait!” 
 
    She glanced back, a puzzled look in her eyes. My heart was racing, I had no idea what I was doing, but fuck — one glance at her body was enough to knock all the rational thoughts from my head. 
 
    .“Maybe there is something you can do in exchange for me to forget about your absences.” 
 
    She tilted her head, her blonde hair dangling. “Oh? What is it?” 
 
    My heart was racing like a stallion under my top, this was so wrong — but once again, just a glance at her nipples pushed those doubts away. 
 
    I licked my lips nervously. "Give me a peek," I offered, my voice barely above a whisper, "Of your tits." 
 
    My heart was racing. I can’t believe I just said that. But goddamn, it’s been so long since I’ve seen a pair of hot college girl tits. 
 
    Her eyes widened momentarily, a blush creeping up her cheeks. But then she grinned, biting her lip seductively. "Really? Professor Alice, I never would have guessed that you like girls…" 
 
    I shrugged, feeling my clit throb. “What can I say, I’m an admirer of beautiful women.” 
 
    “Then you’ll love me…” 
 
    Slowly, teasingly, she pulled her top up over her abundant chest. Her breasts were round and firm, perky nipples standing at attention. My breath hitched in my throat and I felt heat pooling between my legs. 
 
    Goddamn. Her nipples were like little gumdrops on the nice, plump curves of her chest. Her tits weren’t the biggest, but they were firm and perky. 
 
    Sarah giggled as I salivated over her chest. Her hands held the tube top against her collar. “They feel better than they look…” 
 
    “Is that so?” I whimpered. The heat in my pelvis was a searing fire. 
 
    She nodded, a strand of blonde hair falling over her face. “Go ahead.” 
 
    The girl walked over, her hips strutting with each step. I whimpered, leaning back against my office chair as Sarah climbed on, straddling my lap. The scent of her flowery perfume nearly knocked me out — fuck, she was sexy. 
 
    My hand reached up with a mind of its own — I couldn’t help it. I needed a feel. 
 
    My fingers sunk into her soft pillows, memorizing the weight and bounce. She gasped, a sweet sound echoing in my quiet office. Her nipples hardened beneath my touch, a contrast to her smooth skin. I groaned as her hips started to grind on me, moving rhythmically. 
 
    “Oh wow…” She purred, tossing her head back. 
 
    Her breasts were better than they looked—much better. I found myself kneading their firmness, fingers playing with her erect nipples as she moaned at every touch. My other hand trailed up her thigh, feeling the soft skin beneath her skimpy skirt. Her scent mingled with the musky smell of our arousal—it was intoxicating. 
 
    Sarah threw her head back, arching her back as she ground harder on me. Her moans grew louder, the sounds driving me crazy with desire. As my thumb brushed across her nipple, Sarah let out a sharp gasp. 
 
    “You like that?” I croaked, pleasure making my voice rough. 
 
    She nodded vehemently, squirming on my lap as I continued to tease her nipples—a little rub here, a tiny pinch there. My other hand grabbed her thigh — fingers inches from her pussy.  
 
    I couldn’t help it. I needed all of her. 
 
    Sarah pulled her top off, tossing it to the side as she pulled my face into her chest. “Go ahead and have a taste, professor.” She purred, her voice smooth as butter. 
 
    I took her nipple into my mouth, sucking like a newborn babe. Her skin tasted like candy, and her scent filled my nose. She was so fucking soft. My fingers dug into her waist as she purred on my lap. 
 
    “Oh god!” She moaned, clawing at my back. “P-professor~”  
 
    I glanced up at her, my tongue flicking her perky nipple. Her bottom lip was quivering, pink blush searing her cute face.  
 
    I pulled off, a bridge of saliva connecting her nipple and my mouth. “How about I give your pussy some love?” I said with a naughty grin. 
 
    She whimpered. “I… I’ve never been with a woman before…” 
 
    My smile grew. “Perhaps I can teach you something other than History.” 
 
    Sarah bit her lip. “Please. I need you~”  
 
    My fingers dug into her waist as I picked her up as if she were weightless.  
 
    The petite cheerleader yelped as I slammed her onto my desk — her blonde hair fanning out as she stared up at me, her miniskirt crumpled around her pelvis. 
 
    The girl whimpered as my hands pulled her butt to the edge of the desk. Her white thong was drenched in wetness — the sweet, salty scent filling my nostrils. 
 
    “Ready to be pleasured unlike anything you’ve ever experienced before?” I said with a smile. 
 
    Sarah nodded emphatically as she squirmed on my desk, papers and stationeries falling to the floor. “Y-yes! Please!” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    I knelt on the floor between her thighs, pulling her ass off the desk as her thighs rested on my shoulders. The blonde reached down, her fingers trembling as she hooked the fabric of her thong, pulling it to the side. 
 
    I whimpered. Her cunt was so soft and tight. Her mound lips were puffy and bald, and her lips were moist with wetness. Each eager breath she took caused her lips to part just slightly — teasing the pinkness inside. 
 
    My thumbs curled around her thigh, pulling her lips apart. Sarah whimpered, squirming on my desk as her calves pulled my face closer. “Ohh fuck~” 
 
    Her moans were music to my ears — and I was eager to make her sing. 
 
    I moved closer, my breath on her wetness eliciting a sharp gasp. With gentle hands, I nudged her wider, exposing more of her to me. My eyes roved over her flushed, wet cunt. It was beautiful: slick, shiny, and begging for attention. 
 
    Sarah whimpered again as my tongue swept over her slit in a slow lick. The taste of her arousal was intoxicating - sweet and earthy, a flavor that demanded more exploration. Her body jerked as I lingered over the swollen nub of her clit. "Oh fuck!" she cried out again. I couldn't help but smile against her skin. 
 
    She was so damn sweet. College pussy was a whole new level. 
 
    I dipped my tongue into the sweetness that was Sarah, exploring the depth of her pussy. Her legs wrapped around my head as she gasped out sweet moans of pleasure, each one sending a shiver down my spine. 
 
    The girl bit the back of her hand as her hips swayed against my face — smothering me with her cunt. “Ahhh yessss~” 
 
    Her thighs clamped around my face as her eager moans filled my ears. I was drowning in sensation. 
 
    Holding tightly onto her hips with my hands, I continued to feast on her, lapping at her clit with unrestrained hunger while my fingers explore the plushness of her ass. Her moans were getting louder now, echoing through the empty office. 
 
    “Ohh fuck yes! More!” Sarah begged. 
 
    I smiled, staring up at her sexy little body. “I bet your football bros don’t eat you out like this.” 
 
    “N-never~” She purred. 
 
    I planted a soft kiss on her clit. The girl yelped, her fingers massaging her tits allowing her perky nipples to peer past. “God~” 
 
    My kisses pulled from her pussy — the salty and sweet taste coating every inch of my tongue as I planted soft and delicate kisses all the way down her thigh. 
 
    Sarah tossed her hands up over her head as she purred. “God… Mrs Alice…” 
 
    I smiled. “You know… This has been fun, but I think you need to be punished for missing so many classes.” 
 
    She stared down at me with wide pupils. “O-oh?” 
 
    I nodded, hair sticking to my face. “Get on your knees and bend over my chair.” 
 
    Sarah bit her lip, squirming off the desk. She did just as I told her. The girl bend over on my chair, her elbows digging into the cushion as she wiggled her ass towards me. “I do need to be punished.” 
 
    I smiled, “Indeed. I think a few spankings will do just fine.” 
 
    She bit her lip, the edge of the chair digging into her pelvis as she arched her back. “Go ahead… Mommy.” 
 
    The word sent tingles through my spine. 
 
    My hand hovered over her exposed ass, fingers twitching with anticipation. The sight of her smooth, round buttocks bent over on my leather office chair was nothing short of divine. The scent of her arousal filled the room, intoxicating me. "Oh, Sarah..." I breathed out, shaking my head in mock disappointment. 
 
    With a swift motion, I delivered the first spank. The sound echoed in the small office, followed immediately by Sarah’s squeal of surprise and delight. Her body jolted in response and a flush spread quickly over her cheeks. “Oh… Mommy..." 
 
    The second spank landed harder than the first one. The sound was loud and crisp, filling the room with a delicious thrill. Her ass cheeks reddened under my touch and she squirmed, pushing back against me as if begging for more. "You like that?" 
 
    Without waiting for a response, I delivered another stinging slap. This time, she let out a longer whine, hips rolling with every hit as she moaned like a slut. 
 
    Sarah’s breath hitched when I paused. “I… I’ve been bad… so bad…” The words were barely more than a breathless whimper, muffled by the cushion of the chair. 
 
    I smirked, my handprint on her ass was like a brand of ownership. She had taken her punishment so well. 
 
    I gave her ass a nice grope before my fingers curled down past her thighs. My slender fingers brushed against her sopping wet cunt as she rolled her hips, tossing her head back as she pushed her ass against my hand. 
 
    “Fuckkk! Mommy~” 
 
    “Are you ready to cum, slut?” I whispered into her ear. 
 
    The girl bit her lip, gripping the edges of the chair as she nodded emphatically. 
 
    I didn't wait for further encouragement, my fingers sliding smoothly into her slick folds. Her walls clenched around me, hot and tight, as a rush of wetness greeted my touch. The sensation was deliciously sinful. 
 
    “Oh god… Mommy…” Sarah's words were barely coherent, her voice a shaky gasp. Each thrust of my fingers made her squirm, her hips rolling as her cunt gripped my fingers like a glove. 
 
    I dug my fingers deeper inside her, the wetness coating my fingers with her arousal. The frantic rhythm of our movements filled the room – our heavy breathing mingled with the lewd squelching noises from between her legs. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! M-Mommy, I’m... I'm so close...” She gasped out, gripping the chair until her knuckles turned white. 
 
    Taking that as permission, I pumped faster inside of her. The sounds she made as I finger-fucked her became more desperate and high-pitched until suddenly, she let out a high whimper of release. Her inner muscles clenched tightly around my fingers as she came hard all over my hand. 
 
    “AHHHHH!” She cried out as my fingers curled against her sensitive G spot deep inside of her cunt. 
 
    I moaned, letting her cunt milk my fingers as I held them deep inside of her. The wetness intensified as she squirmed like a fish out of water. God, she was so hot and wet. 
 
    "Fuck," she panted heavily as aftershocks rippled through her quivering body. "Mommy..." she whimpered again, sinking into the chair with a satisfied sigh. 
 
    As I pulled my fingers out, the wetness spilled out onto the leather chair. The sticky filth coated her inner thigh and her thong as leaned over, planting a kiss on her back. “You did so good.” 
 
    “Th-thank you…” She panted, barely able to breathe. 
 
    “I think I can excuse those absences of yours. Though, make sure not to miss any more classes.” 
 
    She glanced back at me, her smile wide as her sweaty, red face shivered. “Never. I’m sitting front row from now on.” 
 
    “Good girl. Make sure to wear this skirt as well… But leave the panties behind.” 
 
    She giggled, licking her lips. “Yes Mommy…” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Story 2: Mommy 
 
    It was so dark I could barely see where I was walking. My breath was in my lungs as I tried desperately not to make a noise. My boyfriend had snuck me into his house, and his parents were sleeping in just the next room.  
 
    We had finished doing the deed. Max, while a nice enough boyfriend, wasn’t very impressive in the bedroom. Oh well. I’d just go home and finish myself off. 
 
    My hand reached for the railing as I made my way down the stairs. My brunette hair was in tatters, and my t-shirt and shorts were snug to my body. Max’s dad was old school, and we both knew that he would hate me for dressing so… liberally. That’s why I had to sneak in all the damn time. 
 
    Still, for such mediocre sex, this hardly seemed worth it. 
 
    I turned the corner as I reached the bottom of the stairs. The front door was just in view. As I crept past the living room, I yelped. Mrs Baker — Max’s mom was lying on the couch. I spun around the corner, my back against the wall as I panted. Did… did she see me? 
 
    “You can come out, girl.” Mrs Baker said. I cursed under my breath as I turned the corner into the dimly lit living room. “Hey… Mrs Baker…” 
 
    The woman glanced over her book towards me. Her dirty blonde hair tied up into a messy bun as her soft sleeping gown draped over her curvy figure. 
 
    “No need to sneak around like a little mouse, Hannah. I could hear you climbing through the window…” The woman said, glancing back down to her book. 
 
    The blush in my cheeks could put the sun to shame. “S-sorry… I didn’t mean to be loud.” 
 
    She huffed. “Thankfully, despite our rooms being next to one another — I couldn’t hear either of you.” 
 
    I pursed my lips, hands behind my back. “Y-yeah, we were quick…” 
 
    She smirked. “Too quick, by the sounds of it.” 
 
    The blush in my cheeks intensified. “I… I didn’t mean it like that.” 
 
    Mrs Baker burst out into laughter. “Don’t worry, girl. Max’s father isn't much better in that regard.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but chuckle. She cracked a smile, staring at me. Suddenly, I felt the tightness of my clothing constrict around my slender figure. Normally, I enjoyed wearing tight clothing — but Mrs Baker’s eye scanning me up and down made me quiver. 
 
    “I wouldn’t waste my time sneaking in bedrooms of boys that can’t even make you cum.” The woman continued, squirming on her couch. Her night robe was silky white, and the skirt portion barely slipped down past her thighs. My eyes glanced down at her nice and sculpted thighs. 
 
    “W-well… I like Max. I don’t mind that he’s still learning how to be with a woman…” My heart was racing as her gaze pierced me. 
 
    Mrs Baker huffed, putting her book to the side. The woman sat up, a strand of rebellious hair dangling over her face. 
 
    “Fair enough. I enjoy my husband as well, even if I do need to find my pleasure… elsewhere.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. “E-elsewhere?” 
 
    Her smirk turned devious as she nodded. “If I had to rely on my husband's dick to get off, I’d toss myself off the tallest building in the city.”
I laughed louder, inching forward. “Well… Perhaps once I get home I can finish what he started.” 
 
    Mrs Baker pursed her lips, her eyes lingering on my top. I glanced down at the white fabric. My nipples were poking out from underneath. Fuck, I didn’t even realize.  
 
    My own attention was too fixated on her legs, peering out from her silky nightgown. 
 
    “That won’t do…” She began, sitting up. Her toes curled around the carpet as she flashed me a wink. “Perhaps I should… Finish you off.” 
 
    “R-really…” I huffed, my pupils dilating. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Why would such a beautiful older woman want me? 
 
    Mrs Baker let out a soft chuckle, nodding her head towards the space next to her. "Well well, why don't you come over here?" She patted the couch, the lining of her lips curling into a provocative smirk. 
 
    I moved closer, my legs almost shaky as I took a seat beside her. Her eyes dropped down to my chest again, her teeth grazing over her bottom lip subtly. 
 
    She shifted closer to me, reaching out one of her manicured fingers to trace over my collarbone. My breath hitched again. Her touch was light but electric against my skin. It sent shivers down my spine. “Don’t worry honey.” She whispered, her hot breath landing on my cheek. “I know how to take care of girls like you~” 
 
    Her hand slipped up to my collar as the grizzled woman pushed me onto my back. I whimpered, my heart throbbing and my mind buzzing. Was I actually going to go through with this? This was so wrong — my boyfriend was just upstairs. And yet… 
 
    The woman’s slender fingers trailed down to my chest, the thin fabric of my top did nothing to hide her delicate touch. 
 
    “Ohh~” I purred as her fingers pushed against my nipples. 
 
    Mrs Baker chuckled, her voice rich and husky. "So sensitive," she murmured, her fingers expertly tweaking my stiffening nipples through the material. I bit my lip, trying to suppress my groans but they spilled out anyway. 
 
    “Ohh fuck!”  
 
    She looked at me, her eyes sparkling with a wicked glint. 
 
    "Like that, do you?" She asked as her voice feigned innocence. I could only nod as her thumbs began to rub in slow circles, driving me absolutely crazy. 
 
    Slowly she pulled up my shirt, tossing it away somewhere in the room. My exposed chest heaved as my breaths turned ragged. A smirk crept over her lips before she leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to each peak. 
 
    I whimpered. The cool air on my exposed pink nipples mixed with her delicate kisses was too much. My back arched as I squirmed on the couch. 
 
    “Ohh yes~”  
 
    She giggled as she took one nipple in her mouth, her talented tongue flicking my bud. My mind raced with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a single one of them. I began to grind my hips against hers as my legs wrapped around her pelvis. I needed to be closer to her. 
 
    With a smirk, she rose onto her knees, my legs falling on either side of her body as her hands continued to explore my body. 
 
    I watched as her fingers trailed down my panting stomach — leaving tingles in their wake. 
 
    “Now, what kind of host would I be if I let a pretty college girl like you leave without having some fun first.” The woman said, her fingers teasing the waistband of my shorts. 
 
    I whimpered, grabbing my tits and massaging them as I lifted my butt off the couch. 
 
    She took the hint and unbuttoned my shorts. Slowly, teasingly, she pulled them off, letting them join my shirt on the floor. The room was filled with a heavy tension. I was left in nothing but a lacy thong. 
 
    I whimpered. The cool air hit my moist fabric as my pussy lips devoured the thong. I was already more wet than the entire time I was with Max. 
 
    "Oh, aren't you beautiful," she cooed as she traced the delicate lace with her fingers. My breath hitched. 
 
    The cool air caressed my trembling thighs as she slowly began to trace her fingers up and down them. Her touch was like an electric current – setting my skin on fire. 
 
    I spread my thighs more, one foot planting on the ground as the other lifted onto the headrest of the couch. “Oh god! Mommy~” 
 
    She laughed. “Such an eager slut. I can tell it’s been so long since you’ve had an intense orgasm.” 
 
    My eyes fluttered as thoughts in my head turned to smoke. “So fucking long…” 
 
    “Then allow me.” 
 
    Her hand pressed against the small triangle thong fabric. I yelped, feeling my clit throb as the pleasure filled my spine. My fingers dug into the soft, subtle skin of my tits and my nipples pressed up against my palms. “I… I need you.” 
 
    “Beg.” She said coldly. 
 
    I whimpered even louder, squirming like a fish out of water. “I need you, Mommy! I need you to fuck me!” 
 
    She laughed, leaning in. Her back arched as she nestled her face between my thighs. “Happily.” She purred, teasing my panties to the side. I was wet. So embarrassingly wet that it soaked through the thin material of my thong. 
 
    My lips were soft and pink and blooming like flower petals. Her hot breath on my slit was enough to make my entire body tingle. 
 
    “Damn… You smell sweet as honey. I wonder if you taste as good.” She said with a devious smirk.  
 
    I bit my lip, my hands trailing down and slipping into her hair. “H-how about you have a taste and find out?” 
 
    “Don’t mind if I do.” She whispered, her tongue draping out. 
 
    Her tongue skimmed the edge of my pussy, causing me to gasp sharply. The sensation was intoxicating. The first touch was so light, so teasing, my hips bucked against her face begging for more. But she took her time, oh so slowly tracing the contours of my lower lips, exploring every crevice. 
 
    “Ohhhh~” I moaned. Half pleasure — half frustration from her teasing. 
 
    Her eyes stayed fixated on mine as she licked my inner thigh. 
 
    Then she reached my clit and everything stopped. My heart froze as the tingling pleasure intensified tenfold. She flicked the swollen nub with her tongue and a low moan escaped my lips. My body jerked involuntarily as I tangled my hands in her hair pressing her deeper into me. "Yes... Yes! Right there!" My voice was a husky whisper in the silent room. 
 
    Colors I didn’t know existed flooded my mind as my entire being focused on her tongue circling my eager clit.  
 
    She listened to my body, every writhing movement told her where to lavish more attention. It was as if she knew me better than I knew myself. Her tongue danced a dance only known by lovers, swirling around before dipping inside, tasting me, feeling me. 
 
    My teeth grit as I gripped her hair — barely able to contain myself. 
 
    “G-gah fuck!” A guttural moan escaped from somewhere deep within me as she pushed further inside with two of her fingers while her mouth continued its relentless assault on my clit. Her fingers moved in rhythm with the flicking of her tongue; it sent spirals of pleasure radiating up and through me. 
 
    I whimpered and squirmed. Her fingers were slender, but they knew exactly how to touch me. I clamped my thighs around her face — suffocating the woman between my soft legs as her two fingers pumped in and out.  
 
    I could feel my pussy walls grip them like gloves as her tongue continued to play with my clit. 
 
    “Mmmh~” She purred, her tongue riding up and down my slit. “Your cunt is delicious ~”  
 
    “I-it’s your!” I panted like a slut. My body writhed and swayed against her face like a ship on stormy seas. I could barely breathe, panting for air as the pleasure and euphoria threatened to drown me. 
 
    “You like my fingers inside you?” She whispered into my slit as her tongue flicked my clit. 
 
    “Mmh! Y-yes!” I panted, feeling them curl up and scratch my most intimate itch. The woman worked her fingers and tongue like a master artist worked their paintbrush — and my cunt was the canvass. 
 
    My thighs gripped her tighter, holding her against my sopping pussy like a vice. 
 
    My eyes fluttered as the scent of sweat and my sweet grool filled the air. “I… I need to cum!”  
 
    “I know you do, baby. Mommy will make sure that you have the best orgasm of your entire life.” She whispered, pushing her fingers all the way inside of me. 
 
    “Ah!” I panted, my lip quivering as my eyes rolled into the back of my head. I tossed my hands over my head as my entire body shivered. The pleasure was all too much — my petite body didn’t know how to take it. 
 
    She dug her fingers deeper inside me, exploiting every inch of my inner walls, causing my legs to shake uncontrollably. "You're so sopping wet. Fuck," she purred against my sex. Her voice was a velvet caress, sending thrills of pleasure up my spine. 
 
    My feet kicked the air as I felt my clit vibrate wildly. “Ah, ahhh!” 
 
    “Are you gonna cum for Mommy?” She whispered. 
 
    "Y-yes," I stuttered out. My heart pounded so hard in my chest that I thought it might burst out. My hands clutched at her soft roots as the pressure built up within me, threatening to explode at any moment. 
 
    "That's it," she cooed. She increased the pace of her fingers, frantic and feverish inside my slick warmth. Her tongue grazed my clit again and again, sending electric jolts through my veins. Grool oozed out, coating her sexy face as she inhaled my scent. 
 
    I couldn't help it anymore; I cried out as the tidal wave of pleasure washed over me. My body convulsed and writhed beneath her touch. I was lost in an ocean of bliss as the orgasm ripped through me, leaving me breathless and boneless. “GOD FUCK!” I cried out before biting down on the back of my head. My purrs and moans echoed in the air — but neither of us cared one bit. 
 
    Mrs Baker laughed, pulling herself free from my thighs. My body was limp and exhausted — though my mind was still buzzing. Each neuron was firing off as the most intense orgasm of my life filled each and every inch of my body. 
 
    The grool dripped off my fingers. Mrs Baker smiled, sticking her fingers into my mouth. “Your turn. Have a taste, baby.”
I whimpered, sucking deep on the filthy fingers. My eyes rolled back as the intense taste of my sticky, hot grool flooded my tastebuds. My tongue licked the slender fingers dry — coating each inch of my mouth with the sticky wetness. 
 
    My cunt was still panting, each breath causing more and more grool to ooze out. 
 
    Every inch of my body was covered in sweat as the woman leaned down over me. Her delicate lips kissed up my panting body. Each peck made me squirm. 
 
    “You were so good.” She giggled. 
 
    I bit my lip, barely able to breathe let alone speak. “Th-thank you… That was amazing.” 
 
    “I know it was. How about next time you sneak in, you visit me instead?” I smiled. My hands cupped her face and pulled her up to mine. “Happily.” 
 
    I kissed her deeply. Her lips tasted of strawberries and our tongues danced.  
 
    My racing heart calmed in her hands as we made out. I just had the most intense orgasm of my entire life — and it came from another woman. One that was more than twice my age. I didn’t care though — Mrs Baker was perfect, and I needed more. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Story 3: Seducing the Landlord 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Oh~” I moaned, my vibrator falling from my hands as I panted on the couch. My entire body shook as the room spun around me. 
 
    I had just broken up with my deadbeat boyfriend, but with this new toy — I don’t think I’d miss him one bit. 
 
    A knock on the front door caused my attention to jerk. I wasn’t expecting any visitors… Was I? 
 
    I gasped. Fuck. My landlord told me she was going to come by to check on the kitchen sink. I had completely forgotten. My landlord was a bitch, and the quicker I could get her out — the quicker I could get back to my vibrator. 
 
    Grabbing a robe, I wrapped my body and ran for the door – my brown hair flowing behind me. “I’m coming!” 
 
    I swung the door open, my face flushed. 
 
    The older woman had her arms crossed over her chest, already a look of disdain crossed her face as her black hair was pulled into a way-too tight ponytail. “Meghan.” She sneered. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Hey, Mrs Reinhart. I was just doing some yoga…” 
 
    She eyed me, her mouth puckered. “Show me the kitchen.” 
 
    I nodded, holding the door open as she walked in. The scent of sweat and sex lingered in the air, but she had her head so far up her ass that I’m sure she didn’t notice a thing. 
 
    As she began to walk towards the kitchen, Mrs Reinhart glanced into the living room — her stalking eyes falling to my wet vibrator, right in the middle of the floor as if on display. My heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “Slut…” the woman muttered. 
 
    My blood began to boil. She was always a bitch, commenting every time she noticed a boy come by my place. 
 
    Enough was enough.  
 
    “What? I can’t have a little fun by myself?” I shouted. I knew that I should have let it roll off my shoulder, but she had pushed me to the edge. “Besides, how does me masturbating make me a slut?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes, but I wasn’t done. “Answer me!” 
 
    She huffed, turning around. I was seeing red at this point. Normally, I wasn’t the confrontational type — perhaps it was the lingering high from my orgasm — but my heart was racing like a stallion. 
 
    “I’ve noticed you sneaking in boys all the damn time. I live just upstairs. Not to mention you moaning like a whore at all hours of the night.” 
 
    The red blush in my cheeks was intense. “I… I didn’t know you could hear me.” 
 
    “The whole damn apartment building can probably hear you begging to be fucked.” 
 
    I scrunched my face up. I enjoyed sex, sure, but I didn’t know the walls were that thin. Suddenly all my pent up anger boiled down. “L-let’s just move on.”  
 
    Mrs Reinhart smirked deviously. “Oh come now, what happened to your fierceness?” 
 
    “Whatever…” I whispered sheepishly. “Just because you don’t get any action doesn’t mean that you can call me a slut…” 
 
    Now she was the one with the red face. I glanced up at her. I had picked up that she and her husband had been having some marital issues — but I seem to have struck a nerve. 
 
    With a deep sigh, I shook my head. “Okay, sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. Let’s just move on.” 
 
    Instead, the older woman eyed my vibrator again — the gears turning in her head. “Is it good?”  
 
    I tilted my head, “Excuse me?”  
 
    “The… Vibrator. Is it good?” 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed. Was this a serious question?  
 
    “Uhh… Yeah. I enjoy it…” 
 
    The woman pursed her lips together. I could tell there was something she wanted to say but was too shy to get it out. Though, the eager look in her eye told me all I needed to know. 
 
    “Want me to show you?” I said. I clamped my mouth shut, shocked by the words that had come out.  
 
    Instead of snapping at me, the woman glanced my way, her beating heart making the fabric of her shirt flutter. “Show me?” 
 
    I shook my head, knocking the naughty thoughts out. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have—” 
 
    “Please show me.” She huffed, her eyes trembling. “You’re right… I’ve… been rather lonely recently. Maybe I could use a toy like that.” 
 
    My mind was racing. Mrs Reinhart was a bitch — but I couldn’t help but feel bad for her. Besides, perhaps this could be a little fun. “Okay… I can clean the toy and let you borrow it.” 
 
    The corners of the older woman’s lips curled into a naughty smirk. “Or I could try using it right here…On you.” 
 
    My breath whimpered. I was like a deer in headlights. Mrs Reinhart laughed. “Oh come now, girl. Don’t tell me a naughty thing like you isn’t turned on by the thought of some fun with an older woman.” 
 
    My clit throbbed. At first I thought it was the remnants of my previous orgasm — but this was something far deeper and dirtier. 
 
    The woman glanced down at my cleavage — the robe slouching off my body. This was so wrong… but then why did I want her so bad? As mean as she was — Mrs Reinhart was sexy. The woman was curvy in all the right places, and looked like a sexy school teacher. 
 
    I gulped. “Okay…” 
 
    “Good girl.” She walked into the living room, with me right on her heels. She bit her lip as she reached down and grabbed the vibrator, inspecting it in her hands. The knob was rounded and glistening with grool. She flashed me a smirk. “Why don’t we get that robe off… and I can practice using a toy like this on you.” 
 
    I didn’t need to be told twice. All the racing thoughts in my head turned to smoke — and my clit came back to life. 
 
    Heart pounding, I shed the robe. It slides off my shoulders, slithering down my body to pool around my feet. My skin prickles in the cool room, arousal hardening my nipples and throbbing between my legs. 
 
    Mrs Reinhart's eyes roam over me, taking in every inch of my exposed flesh. She doesn't rush, just appreciates the sight of me with a slow, approving smile. The air between us crackles with anticipation. 
 
    “Damn…” She huffed, licking her lips. Her eyes fixated on my pussy — nice and wet with my labia lips blooming like a flower. “No wonder all the boys go crazy for you… How about you take a seat?”  
 
    She patted the couch cushion. I nodded my head, my tits bouncing as I sat, my thighs nice and spread. I had just had an intense orgasm — but fuck, my clit was begging for even more attention. 
 
    Her fingers curl around the vibrator. Her thumb runs along its smooth side until it finds the power button. The hum fills the room, a soft but insistent purr that sends a shiver up my spine. 
 
    I bit my lip as the grool on the tip of the toy splattered over both of us. “R-ready?” I huffed. 
 
    She flashed me a wink. “Indeed. How about you tell me how to do it? You are the pro after all.” 
 
    I squirmed, lifting one foot to the edge of the seat. “Let’s start with tease my lips.” 
 
    She nodded, bringing the toy closer. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat as she held onto my thigh — holding me nice and spread as she brought the toy down. 
 
    Mrs Reinhart brings the toy to my inner thigh, teasing me at first, just running it lightly over my skin. It sends goosebumps racing across my flesh and has me gasping for breath. She grins at my reactions. 
 
    “Ohhh~” I purr, my entire body shaking as the familiar pleasure surges through me. 
 
    “Fuck. Your pussy is soaked already.” 
 
    “C-closer…” I moaned like a prayer. 
 
    She laughed. “So eager. I think it might be better if we take our time.” She said. 
 
    The older woman circled my pussy with the toy — but refused to touch my parting lips. 
 
    Instead, she lifted the vibrator and pushed it against my perky pink nipple. 
 
    “Ah!” I gasped, my mind racing. The vibrations shot through my spine as my nipples were stimulated beyond belief. 
 
    She smirked. “From my experience… The teasing is the best part.” I bit my lip to suffocate my whimpers and moans as my eyes rolled back. Usually, I would aim straight for the clit — but Mrs Reinhart was experienced — she knew how to please. 
 
    She traced the toy down to my navel, humming a low note in satisfaction. "Such a tight little body," she purred, eyes lusty. 
 
    The vibrator was now dancing at the base of my belly, the vibrations echoed inside me. "Mrs Reinhart..." I moaned, my voice was getting hoarse from all the panting and moaning. 
 
    "Hmm?" She responded with a teasing smile, not moving the toy any lower. She was enjoying it, driving me to the brink of insanity with her control. Her eyes glowed brighter as my pleas increased. 
 
    "Please... I can't take this anymore," I whimpered, cheeks flushed in a mix of shame and desire. 
 
    Pursing her lips in a satisfied smile, she moved the toy lower, stopping just at the rim of my pussy. My body jerked involuntarily at the anticipation of feeling her touch me there. But she held it there without moving, waiting for my pleading eyes to meet hers. 
 
    “Tell me, while I use this thing to pleasure your clit… should I also finger your pussy? Or will that be too much?” She said with a wicked grin. 
 
    I panted, my mind racing and my toes curled. “B-both! Do both!” 
 
    She laughed, “I figured that would be your answer.” 
 
    Without any further hesitation, she slid the vibrating toy along my inner thigh, sparking an electrifying sensation that made me cry out. Then, torturously slow, she moved it to my clit and pressed it there firmly. The vibrations coursed through me in waves of agonizing pleasure. 
 
    At the same time, her slender fingers traced a path from my belly button to the wet folds of my pussy. As her fingers roamed, I felt my walls clenching in anticipation. Finally, she plunged one finger inside me and my entire body stiffened with delight. 
 
    "Oh God," I gasped as she began stroking me with her finger in rhythm with the vibrator against my clit. The combination of her touch and the pulsating vibrations were an assault on all my senses.               
 
    This felt so fucking good. Boys never took this much care or thought about my pleasure. Hell, even when I masturbated, I dived right into the show. But this… This was something so much more intense. 
 
    Her finger curled deep inside me as my pussy walls gripped her like a glove. She scratched my most intimate itch as my back arched and slammed back into the couch. This wasn’t her first time touching a girl — it couldn’t have been. 
 
    “Ohhhh~” I moaned out, my feet kicking the air as my hands grabbed my tits, groping them gently to try and relieve some of the pleasure. 
 
    “You like that, baby?” She whispered, kissing my leg. 
 
    I nodded, my lungs refusing to fill with air. 
 
    “Good, then you’ll love this.” She purred. 
 
    The woman pulled her finger out, before slipping in another. I gasped, feeling both fingers stretching my tight cunt. 
 
    At the same time, she pushed the vibrator harder against my clit. My neurons exploded like fireworks. “OH FUCK!” I cried out. At this point, I didn’t care one bit about being quiet. This pleasure was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. 
 
    Her fingers moved deftly, in and out, hitting places I didn't even know existed. She was setting fire to my nerves with every movement, creating waves of pleasure crashing into me, leaving me breathless and begging for more. 
 
    "Yes, YES," I managed to gasp out between moans. My body was aching for release, but she seemed intent on prolonging the sweet torture. Her fingers sped up inside me, the vibrator pressed harder against my clit. 
 
    My pussy pulsed and clenched around her fingers. I could feel my release building like a pressure cooker, ready to explode any second now. But she held me back, her fingers slowing down just as I felt like I was about to snap. 
 
    "Oh god," I groaned, arching my back off the couch. "Please..." 
 
    “Good girl… I can feel how close you are.” She smirked, the vibrator circling my clit. “Go ahead.” 
 
    “Ah, ahhhhh~” 
 
    She leaned in closer to me then, pressing her body against mine. Hot breath fanned across my ear as she whispered one word that sent an electric jolt through me. 
 
    "Cum." 
 
    Right on cue, my body unraveled around her fingers, a coil snapping free in a rush of pure ecstasy. My orgasm washed over me in waves as I cried out her name. Her fingers continued their motions through my orgasm before eventually slowing down. 
 
    “OHHH FUCK! Y-YES!” I screamed at the top of my lungs as my mind turned to mush. 
 
    The pleasure was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.  
 
    I gasped for breath as she pulled her fingers out. Grool dripping off the tips. The woman laughed, pulling the vibrator away. I squirmed like a fish out of water — my mind spinning as I whimpered. “H-holy fuck…” 
 
    She smirked, “Good girl. That looked… marvelous.” She licked her lips as she stared down at my spilling cunt. “I think you sold me on this little vibrator toy.” 
 
    She hooked her hands under my hands — holding my legs up like stirrups as she lowered her face. “I hope you don’t mind if I go in for a taste…” 
 
    “AH!” I cried out, another wave of pleasure hitting me as her tongue licked up my cunt. 
 
    Her tongue scooped up the wetness as my pussy walls gripped her tongue. 
 
    I clamped my thighs around her face, grinding my hips against her face as she cleaned up my filthy little cunt. I tossed my hands over my head, succumbing to the pleasure. 
 
    “Oh yesssssss~” I moaned, eyes fluttering.  
 
    The pleasure she had shown me was unlike anything I could have ever imagined. I felt like I was on a cloud, and her tongue only filled me with more euphoria.  
 
    With Mrs Reinhart and our vibrator… I may never need another man again.  
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