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 Story 1: The Camping Trip



 



 



 



 



 



“Hmm, I think this spot should be good enough,” Becca said, inspecting a huge oak tree and slapping its trunk. “I think we’ll be able to set up our tent between these two trees. Plus, we don’t need to walk too much to get to that clearing over there.”



I huffed as I came up beside her. For whatever reason, Becca convinced me to come camping with her. She said a comet was supposed to pass tonight, and we had to get out of the city to see it. It was apparently a once-in-a-lifetime experience, but at this point, I was wishing I had stayed home and looked up a video online instead.



I hunched over, my backpack weighed as much as I did, and we had been hiking for hours. I was covered in sweat and my feet were aching. “S-sure… Can we stop now?” I ask, brushing away the stray black hairs stuck to face.



Becca grinned. She in no way looked like she had just been hiking for four hours. Her wavy brown hair was perfect, and her tight white shirt didn’t show a spot of sweat. “Yeah, this spot will do. We still have an hour or so until nighttime, so we have plenty of time to set up camp.”



I huffed, shrugging off my pack, and letting it slam into the dirt. The cool breeze hit my sweaty back—sending a shiver up my spine.



I tugged at the front of my grey tank top, now drenched with sweat. “Holy fuck… This comet better be worth it.”



“It will be, Shae. Trust me.”



Becca bent over, unclipping our rolled-up tent from her pack. Her shorts were covered with dirt, and small cuts littered her legs, but she didn’t even seem to notice.



I fell back onto my ass, my leggings were also dirty—but at this point, I didn’t care one bit. My feet felt like I had just ran a marathon with shoes made of pins, and my calves were tensing up with each breath.



Becca let me rest as she began to put up the tent. I watched her climb up the tree and tie a rope around a sturdy branch before climbing down and doing the same with another adjacent tree. Becca was a peak athletic specimen—and she had the body of one.



Her legs were sculpted from marble, and her stomach was flat, before curving up to her round tits.



Each time she reached up, her white, V-neck shirt lifted, teasing her perfect stomach. I couldn’t help but stare.



Becca had been my friend for years, and over the years I had developed a bit of a crush on her—I mean, who didn't?



The brunette was a model. Her body was picturesque, and her personality was just as attractive. I wondered why she even kept me around as a friend. I spent most of my time reading cheesy romance novels and watching rom-coms, the polar opposite of Becca.



And yet, she kept me around.



Eventually, I picked myself up from the dirt and hobbled over to help her out. I mostly just held up the tent while Becca did most of the heavy lifting, but at least I contributed a little.



In no time at all, our tent was up. It was a tiny thing. The two of us would be nice and close in there, but it was an isolated area in the middle of summer—so no big deal.



Becca huffed, wiping the dirt from her hands. “Perfect! Well done.”



She glanced up at the sky. The sun had just begun to dip beneath the horizon, still some time until complete sundown.



“We have some time to kill. I think I saw a river a little while back if we wanted to go in for a dip.”



“Go in for a dip? Like, bathe out in public? In a freezing cold river?” I replied, furrowing my eyebrows.



Becca laughed. “It’ll be fine. We haven’t seen another person for hours, plus we are so far off the trail that nobody could find us out here if they tried.”



I glance to the ground, blush filling my cheeks. While I had a pretty good body myself—it was nothing compared to Becca. I didn’t want her to see me naked.



“Besides.” She continued, smirking. “You look like you could use a bath.”



The light blush in my cheeks accentuated as I pressed my lips together. “F-fine…”



I followed the girl back into the thick brush of trees. Our packs were significantly lighter now that we had dropped off our tent and most of our supplies.



It didn’t take long to reach the river that Becca spoke about. It was more of a stream than a river. Just by looking at it, I didn’t think the water would even go much higher than my ankles. Still, feeling the cold water on my aching feet would be blissful, and I definitely needed to clean the sweat that stuck to my body.



Becca hopped down from the ledge and sprinted to the water. She slouched her bag over her shoulder and unzipped it. She pulled out a towel and kicked off her shoes.



With zero shame, she undid her jean shorts and tugged them down.



My eyes widened, and a breath lodged in my throat as her shorts fell to her knees.



The girl’s white panties hugged her round ass beautifully, accentuating her curves.



Becca kicked off her shorts and pulled off her socks before wading into the water. Like I guessed, it barely made it to her shin.



The brunette smiled, tossing her head back as the running stream cooled her off. “Ohh yeah… That’s the stuff…”



Her eyes glanced over at me. I yelped and stared off into the forest, hoping that she didn’t catch me admiring her body—though, given by the red blush filling my cheeks, it was probably pretty obvious.



“The water is nice and cold. Get in here.” She shouted, sitting back in the water. Becca stretched her legs, scrubbing the dirt off them as she sat in the stream.



I meandered over, my breathing stuttering and my knees shaking as I placed my bag next to hers.



I was wearing leggings, and to get into the water would mean having to take them off. I was a skinny girl and my legs resembled spaghetti straws—I had none of the muscle definition that Becca had.



With a sigh, I slipped my fingers underneath my waistband and shimmied the leggings down to the floor, tossing them off to the side along with my shoes and socks



My hand hovered over my crotch as I waded into the water. My pink panties did not hug my ass anywhere as well as Becca’s did. They were wedged up between my cheeks from the long hike and I had to pick out the wedgie as my toes hit the water.



A shiver jolted up my spine as the cold, clear water ran over my sore feet. It felt like I was walking in the fountain of youth. The water cooled my sores and my feet felt rejuvenated.



I waded in beside Becca, groaning as I sat down beside her. The water coursed around me as I sat on the stream floor. I lifted my shirt up a bit to keep the water off it, but Becca didn’t seem to care.



The brunette was nearly lying down in the river. Her tight white shirt was getting wet, and the fabric was becoming transparent as it soaked.



Her nipples poked up against the fabric, baiting my gaze. I couldn’t keep my eyes off them as Becca closed her eyes and rested on her elbows. The tip of her flowing brown hair dipped into the water.



I bit my lips. The cold water was soothing, but the wetness was making my pink panties as transparent as Becca’s shirt. The tight lips of my mound pressed up against the fabric, leaving nothing to the imagination.



Becca’s brown eyes fluttered open. She glanced at me with a smile from ear to ear. “See… I told you this would be amazing…”



I pursed my lips, trying my hardest not to stare at her nipples. “Y-yeah…”



Becca giggled, leaning over to whisper into my ear. “I think we should lie down. Y’know, let the water cover our entire bodies.”



I frowned. “I only brought one other shirt and I don’t want to get this one wet….”



Becca didn’t say another word, but by the dirty grin on her lips—I knew exactly what she meant



“I-I don’t think—” Before I could finish, Becca reached down and grabbed the bottom of her tight V-neck. With a single tug, she tossed it over her head—her light brown hair fell back perfectly into place—as did her firm tits.



She tossed the shirt back onto the gravel by our packs. Grinning mischievously as she laid back in the water. “O-ohhh fuck yes…” She moaned. The shallow water didn’t cover her face as she laid down, but her hair fanned out and the water covered her stomach.



Her tits poked out of the water's surface like rolling hills—and her brown nipples were hard enough to cut glass.



It took everything I had not to reach over and squeeze them.



I was more than content just sitting in the water, but Becca’s hand playfully inched my way. She grabbed the bottom of my tank top and began to tug it up my back.



“F-fine…” I said, biting my lip.



Becca’s eye broke open as she glanced at me, “I’m waiting. It’s just us here.”



She smirked as I slowly lifted my grey, sweat-coated tank top off my body. The cool mist of the river sprayed my hot body, sending shivers up my spine as I crumpled up the dirty fabric and tossed it to the shore.



I laid back into the water, my teeth clattering as the cold water covered me.



My long black hair dipped into the water as I laid back, my pink nipples poking up toward the sky as the cold water surged around me. Unlike Becca, my tits weren’t round and perky—they were smaller, which fell in line with the rest of my body.



From the corner of my eye, I could see Becca’s gaze fixated on my naked body. Her eyes locked onto my perky nipples as her hand inched towards mine.



My body was flushed with pink blush as I tried to ignore her stares—which she didn’t try to hide at all. The cold water felt so good against my dirty skin, but my mind was racing as I lay naked beside my best friend. The girl who I’ve had a crush on for ages.



“Actually, I think I’m going to go back to camp,” I said, sitting up and standing up to my feet.



“Are you sure?” Becca said, lifting her head. “The water is amazing.”



I could feel her eyes glaring at my ass as I waddled back to the shore. My panties were wet and nearly transparent, but I just needed to get my towel to wrap around myself. I knelt down by my bag, fully aware that my panties were buried between my cheeks.



 



…



 



My towel…



 



“Fuck…”
 I whispered under my breath.



“What is it?” Becca shouted from the water. She stood up, running her hands through her wavy brown hair as her perfect body glimmered with water.



“I think I forgot my towel…”



Becca laughed, walking over. I kept digging into my bag, praying that my towel would magically appear. Alas, I had only brought a change of shirt and underwear.



‘That’s alright, you can take mine.” Becca said, handing me her own towel.



“R-really?”



“Sure, I’ll just throw on a bra and booty shorts and let the air dry off the rest of me.”



I pursed my lips, imagining spending the rest of the walk back trying not to stare at her perfect body. Still, it was better than having to walk naked myself.



I took her towel and wrapped it around my waist.



Becca threw on her bra and clean pair of booty shorts, walking up and down the water’s edge to dry as I rubbed myself clean. The towel was dirty with sweat and mud by the time I was done, as I walked a few feet into the woods to change.



I shoved the towel into my bag and stripped off my soaking wet panties.



Slipping into a new cotton pair felt like I was hugged by a cloud, and Becca’s new T-shirt was just as soft. Though it was clean, it still smelled like her fruity perfume.



I had to make do with my old, dirty pair of leggings but that was just fine.



“Alright, good to go!” I shouted back to Becca, who slipped into her shoes and joined me in the woods.



I let her lead the way back to camp, my eyes fixated on her bubbly butt as she walked in her tight, pink booty shorts. Each step made her ass bounce and my breath stutter.



The booty shorts hugged her figure perfectly, and her bra was a tight fit. My heart fluttered and the pain in my feet quickly subsided as I hurried my pace not to lose sight of her body as we trekked.



It didn’t take too long to get back to camp. The sun was almost set beneath the horizon, and the entire sky was painted a beautiful orange.



“Come on,” Becca said, grabbing my arm as soon as I slide off my bag. “We have to reach the open field before it gets dark!”



We each grabbed a blanket and made our way to the field, just a few meters away from our campsite.



The grass was up to my ankles and the air was moist and dewy as we walked out of the tree line. The wind picked up and sent my hair into a frenzy. Being in just her bra and shorts, Becca must have been freezing—but the smile stayed on her face as she scoped out the perfect spot for us to lie down and wait for the comet.



“This will do!” She said, laying down her blanket on a slight slope.



The curve of the slope blocked out most of the wind, but it was still definitely chilly.



A placed my blanket down beside her and laid down, hugging myself and rubbing my arms. The hairs on my neck stood on end as the moist air turned frigid, I could hear Becca’s teeth chatter as the orange sky turned black.



“Y-you know…”
 I begin, rubbing my thighs together for any semblance of warmth.



“P-perhaps we can share a blanket and use the other one to cover ourselves…”



“I was just thinking the same thing. Scoot over.” Becca said, without a second thought.



I shimmied to the end of my blanket as Becca took the other half, draping her own blanket over the top of us both. Our arms and legs pressed together as we snuggled up for warmth. The scent of her flowery perfume filled my nose as she pressed in close.



My heart began to thump like a drum, and despite the icy breeze, I was sweating like a pig in heat underneath the blanket.



Becca shimmied, her feet brushing against mine as she stared up into the sky. “We could be here a while. I don’t know exactly when the comet is going to pass by…”



“That’s fine. I don’t mind waiting.” I reply.



Truthfully, I could have laid there for years. Becca’s warmth and her soft scent made my senses erupt. Just feeling her skin pressed against mine was euphoric.



My fingers twitched by the side of my body. I could feel them inching closer to her body. My mind was screaming in the quiet night. I couldn’t control my hand as it crawled toward Becca.



As my finger touched her wrist, I whimper escaped my lips. I froze like a statue as Becca glanced over.



My wide eyes stared up into the darkening sky, unable to so much as breathe as my heart pounded.



In my periphery, I could see Becca’s glimmering doe eyes and the soft smile on her lips. Her hand turned and took mine. Our fingers intertwined under the blanket and our palms pressed together.



Despite not being able to move, my entire body was shivering—and it had nothing to do with the cold air.



Becca snickered as she stared back up into the sky. Our hands still locked as she wiggled closer.



“Beautiful…” She muttered, watching the first stars peer out.



“Yeah…” I reply, barely able to get the words out of my throat. I felt as though I was being strangled and my body was boiling under the blanket.



Becca rubbed her thumb against mine as my mind swooned. Her foot lifted and draped over my leg as she rested her head on my shoulder. I couldn’t help but take another whiff of her hair—the flowery shampoo made my eyes roll back.



I felt like I was in a dream, one that I never wanted to wake up from.



“You know…” Becca said, lifting her face towards me. “We probably still have a lot of time before the comet…”



“It’s okay, I don’t mind waiting.”



Becca’s lips curled into a smile—not the cute, innocent one from earlier—but a devious one. “I was thinking we could pass the time…”



I furrowed an eyebrow, “doing what?”



“This.”



Before I could react. Becca cupped my face with her other hand and pulled me in. Our lips locked and her tongue slipped into my waiting mouth.



I whimpered. My eyes were wide with shock as Becca’s soft, tender lips kissed mine. The taste of her cherry sports drink lingered on her tongue as it embraced mine.



My mind was racing with a million thoughts—but I was unable to grab hold of a single one of them as my eyes fluttered close. I drowned in the moment, pure ecstasy surging through my body as I tugged on her waist—pulling her close to me.



Our tongues danced, and our legs tangled together.



Becca leaned over, rolling over me as we embraced. Our hands separated, opting to explore one another’s bodies.



My hands ran up and down her bare back, fingers teasing her bra strap as she grabbed my waist—digging her fingers deep.



“O-oh fuck!”
 She moaned, pulling her face up. Her short, wavy brown hair draped down past her face as I stared up at her. The stars shone bright behind her, but all I could focus on was her beautiful face. “You have no idea how long I wanted to do that.”



I smiled, biting my lip as the taste of her tongue lingered. “Same…”



My pussy growled as my eyes glanced down at her cleavage. Her bra held her round tits together, and I could see her hard nipples try to poke out of the fabric.


At this point, my clit was doing all the thinking for me. My hand rode up her back and my fingers clasped around the clip of her bra.



Our eyes met, and Becca gave me a reassuring nod of her head. Her lips pursed together.



I took one last deep breath, as my fingers squeezed—unclipping her bra.



The fabric fell onto my face and rolled off to the ground, allowing Becca’s tits to bounce freely.



She giggled as my jaw dropped. Her light brown nipples were hard and fit her firm breasts.



Becca straddled my lap as she sat up, the blanket falling off our bodies. Her tits bounced as she sat on my lap.



The moonlight flooded the empty field, causing the sweat on her body to glisten like glitter.              “Holy shit…” I moaned, reaching up and grabbing her tit.



Becca whimpered as I dug my fingers into her soft breast. Her hips swayed as she straddled my pelvis. “Your tits are even softer than I imagined…”



Becca giggled, “No fair! You have to take yours out as well.”



She grabbed the bottom of my tank top and pulled it up. I lifted my head as she pulled the shirt off and tossed it into the dewy grass.



“Fuck…” she moaned, eyes fixated on my tits.



They weren’t as round or perky as hers, I was only a B cup, but my smaller tits fit my petite body.



Becca ran her hand up and belly and cupped my tits, her fingers playing with my hard pink nipples. Each flick of her fingers caused my breath to stutter and a jolt of pleasure to shoot up my spine.



“Ohh fuck yes…”



Becca sat on my pussy, her ass rubbing against my clit as she sensually swayed. “Fuck baby, I’m getting so wet.” She moaned.



I glanced down, barely able to focus my eyes as the pleasure coursed. She was right, a wet spot was building at the front of her booty shorts—and I could see the outline of her perfect pussy as her lips gripped the front of the fabric.



My mouth began to water, and my mind filled with dirty thoughts.



“I can help with that.” I grabbed Becca’s hips and rolled her off of me.



“Oh!” she yelped as her back landed on the blanket beside me. Now I was the one on top of her.



I had no idea what was going on with me, but the surge of horny energy had overtaken my innocent and shy mind.



My ass perked up in the air as I kissed her neck, my lips riding down her trembling body as I kissed my way to her slit.



“Oh yes, baby…” Becca moaned, squirming at each delicate peck of my lips on her soft skin,



Her body tasted magical. I tenderly sucked her skin as I kissed her—giving extra special attention to her tits.



My tongue wrapped around her hard nipple as I sucked them like a newborn baby.



Becca moaned louder, echoing in the empty field. “Yes! Oh, fuck yes!”



I pulled my face up, grinning from ear to ear. A strand of saliva connected my bottom lip to her nipple as I stared into her baby-brown eyes. She was already on cloud nine, barely able to focus on me as she panted. “K-keep going…” she begged, rubbing my arms. “I want you to eat out my pussy.”



My own slit was dribbling grool on the crotch of my leggings. I shifted uncomfortably on my knees as I eyed her wet shorts.



The brunette beauty was trembling. She could barely wait any longer as she shifted on the blanket. Her breath was quick and her eyes were fluttering to stay open.



“Ready, baby?” I asked softly, my fingers slipping underneath the waistband of her shorts.



She nodded her head erratically, barely able to breathe as she gripped her own tits.



Slowly, I inched the shorts down her thighs. Her panties came off as well as I pulled the shorts off.



Her pussy was perfect. The lips were puffy and tight, hiding her tight pink slit.



I licked my lips as I tugged the shorts off her feet, nestling my face between her thighs.



Becca spread her legs, her toes curling as I wrapped my hands underneath her thighs, holding them in place like stirrups.



She glanced down at me as I kissed her inner thigh. Inching closer and closer to her panting pussy.



The sounds of her soft whimpers filled the ambient air as my delicate and loving kisses drew closer to her wet pussy.



I had never done anything with a girl before, but somehow, my body knew exactly how to please Becca.



My lips gently sucked the lips of her puffy slit, causing her to moan loudly—her nails digging into the skin of her tits.



My wet tongue draped out, snuggling between her lips as I licked up in a single, long motion.



“Ohh fuck!”
 She squealed, her body shaking with spilling pleasure.



The taste of her wetness lingered like honey on my tongue—coating my tastebuds as I ran my tongue up and down her parting pussy.



I whimpered as her thighs clamped down on my head, muffling her moans and the sound of the breeze. My tongue continued to gently massage its way inside her slit—by the wet grool spilling out like a waterfall—I could tell she loved it.



My own pussy quivered and gnawed at my leggings—now ruined with wetness as I masterfully worked my tongue inside her slit.



Becca let go of her tits, pressing her hand down on the back of my head and holding me deep between her thighs.



Each inhale caused the scent of her grool and her soft body to fill my nose—sending shivers up and down my spine.



My trembling eyes glanced up Becca’s hot body as I made out with her slit. The girl was squirming like a fish out of water—my black hair in her fist as she held me down.



Our eyes met and a smile crossed her lips. “F-fuck… You look so cute down there.”



My tongue flicked her clit, causing her to yelp. “Naughty girl. Get up here.”



She let go of my hair, pulling me up by the arm as my face pressed against hers.



Saliva and grool lathered my face, but she licked it all up like an eager labrador.



Our kiss this time wasn’t soft and tender. We panted like dogs in heat as our tongues lashed. Our hot and sticky bodies stuck together as our nipples hugged. I couldn’t keep my hands off her firm ass and she did the same, nearly tearing my leggings as she gripped my cheeks.



“Oh fuck, my pussy tastes so good.” Becca giggled, pulling her face off me.



I bit my lip, nodding my head as the stars and moon were on full display. The cold wind howled, but I barely felt it in Becca’s arms.



“I think I want another taste,” I said, slipping back down her body.



Her tight lips were blooming like a flower after the spring rain as I lowered my face. Her pink little clit was out of its hood, quivering as it glistened with wetness.



My tongue slapped it as if it were a punching bag and my finger slipped to the base of her slit.



“Oh oh oh!”
 Becca whimpered, spreading her legs as far as she could.



My finger slipped inside her wet slit. Despite how wet she was, it was still a tight fit.



I grimaced and lifted my face as I slowly shoved another finger inside.
 “F-fuck, you’re so fucking tight.”
 I moaned, feeling the walls of her pink pussy grip my fingers like a glove.



I pressed my fingers down to the knuckle, feeling her quivering lips lock around them.



A dirty grin crossed my lips as I slowly pulled my fingers out of her slit—before shoving them back in.



Becca yelped, her feet kicking the blanket—which was now moist with filth.



I kept going, holding her pelvis down with her other hand as I increased the pace of my finger fucking.



“Oh oh oh oh!”
 She squealed, her pussy splattering dirty grool all over our hot bodies.



“You like that, baby?”



Her jaw was opening and she all she could do was moan and nod her head as fucked her tight, pink slit.



I held my fingers inside her slit, wiggling them playfully as Becca squirmed. She grabbed my wrist and held my hand inside her tight pussy.



My tongue kissed her clit, licking the crest of her tight pussy as my fingers twirled inside her slit. Sucking on the hood of her clit made Becca moan loud, not caring as to who might hear. “Y-YES! OH FUCK!” she screamed. The lips of her slit gripped the base of my knuckles as I felt her pussy pulsate. Despite never doing this before, I felt like I knew exactly how to please her. Each flick of my tongue made her body arch, and each movement of my fingers made grool ooze out of her like a river.



By this point, my own pussy was barking like a caged animal—begging to be let loose.



My dirty panties and leggings were soaked with spilling grool, and my clit was throbbing.



I pulled my hand out of her panting pussy, grool lathered my fingers like webbing as I fell back on my ass, grabbing my leggings and tugging them off my body.



Becca giggled as she rolled onto her knees, tugging my leggings off my sweaty legs and tossing them off to the side.



She pushed me down, my back hit the wet grass as she crawled between my legs.



“My turn.” She said with a dirty wink.



Her hands ran up and down my trembling legs as Becca lowered her face toward my dirty panties. Her ass wiggled in the air, and her soft brown hair was flowing in the breeze.



She massaged my calves as her hot breath landed on my moist panties.



My head nestled back in the bed of wet grass, and my erratic gaze stared out at the canvas of stars as I felt Becca pull my dirty panties to the side.



“Oh fuck yes…” she moaned her face inches from my slit.



Just like her, my pussy was tight and petite. My lips weren’t puffy but they were small and shaped my vagina well.



The brunette held my panties to the side as she placed a soft kiss on my clit. Even under the hood, it caused my back to arch and the breath to shoot from my lungs.
 “Ohhh yessss…”



The flood of pleasure filled my head—there was no fighting it as Becca worked her tongue like a paintbrush. She masterfully licked up and down my slit, digging it deeper with each pass.



I could barely control my breathing as she ate me out, each pass of her tongue lashing against my quivering wetness like a whip—causing my entire body to jerk and my toes to curl.



My thighs clamped around her beautiful face and I felt the trailing filth spill down my ass.



“Oh, oh oh! Right there, b-baby!”
 I moaned, drowning in the ecstasy.



My eyes fluttered open as Becca made out with my wet pussy. My gaze could barely focus, but something in the sky managed to catch my eye—despite drowning in euphoria.



“Th-there.”
 I moaned, pointing up at the sky.



Becca lifted her face and stared up, her chin dripped with saliva and grool as the filth lathered her dirty cheeks.



“Holy fuck! The comet!” she yelped with glee, her eyes glittering in the moonlight.



The comet was just as beautiful as she described it would be. The tail was ethereal, and it painted the sky like someone took a glittery paintbrush and stoked it across the stars.



Our eyes met, and neither one of us could keep the smile off our lips.



I tugged at her arm, pulling Becca up. She crawled up my body as I wrapped my legs around her waist, pinning her on top of me.



Our bare pussies rubbed as I kissed her under the light of the comet. Both pairs of our lips locked as our fluids mixed.



My hands clung to her back and our tongues embraced for the third time. Both of us were covered in filth, but neither of us cared one bit. Becca’s body and the scent of the dewy grass still clouded my mind.



Her pelvis rubbed against mine as we made out—the pressure caused my clit to quiver as our bodies stuck together with sweat and grool.



“F-fuck… I’m going to cum.”
 I whimpered, gritting my teeth.



Becca pulled her face off me, her hair fluttering down and the comet soaring behind her. Her big, beautiful eyes made my heart melt. “Let me help with that, baby.”



She laid down on the grass beside me, her hand trailing down my stomach to the hood of my clit. Her wet fingers circled my hood slowly, causing my jaw to drop and my eyes to roll back.



“You like that, baby?” She whispered, planting a soft kiss on my wet cheek.



I nodded my head and closed my eyes, letting the pleasure take over my body.



“O-oh!” I moaned as her hand slipped from my clit to my pussy. Her fingers slipped in effortlessly as she snuggled up against my shoulder.



My own hand gripped her leg, stroking it gently as her hand masterfully maneuvered from my pussy to my clit, and then back to my wet slit.



The sounds of my slopping wetness filled the air, as did my soft moans.



Each curl of her finger inside my slit made me whimper and reignite the flaming pleasure in my head.
 “O-oh yes. I-I’m going to cum.”
 I whimpered.



Becca grinned, leaning over and kissing my trembling lips. She sucked on my bottom lip as it quivered, the pleasure of her fingers becoming too much to bear.



“Cum for me, baby.” She giggled.



My sweaty back arched off the wet grass and my body went rigid as my clit pulsated. My toes curled, gripping the grass beneath us as the orgasm surged through me like a tidal wave. “Oh yes! Fuck yes!” I cried out before collapsing on the grass.



As I lay panting, my tired eyes fluttered open to meet Becca’s loving gaze.



We both burst into laughter as her hand slipped out of my thighs and wrapped around my waist.



We held each other in a loving embrace as we gazed up at the comet.



“Fuck…” I muttered. “That was amazing.”



Becca reached down, pulling the blanket up over our bodies as we rested on the grass, staring up at the soaring comet.



“Right? I wish we could stay in this moment forever…” She replied.



We were sticky, dirty, and covered in filth. But none of that mattered as I stared up at the beautiful night sky.



Our hands intertwined as we snuggled in close and watched the stars.



The comet stayed in the sky for hours, and though I wanted to watch it forever, I wanted Becca even more.



I looked over at her, mesmerized by her beauty as the soft moon and starlight flooded the field.



“What?” she asked, looking over.



I giggled, shaking my head. “You’re beautiful…”



She smirked, pursing her lips together. “You know… I didn’t get my orgasm.”



“I suppose you didn’t…” My hand trailed along her fit stomach as my fingers teased her clit. “How rude of me.”



As my finger slipped into her still wet pussy, a whimper passed her lips as she closed her brown eyes.



I rolled onto my shoulder, slipping my hand deeper inside her tight, wet slit.



“Oh, there it is…” she moaned, biting her lips.



My own tired and battered pussy quivered back to life, refilling me with lust. As her moans echoed in the empty field.
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I slipped my cardigan off my shoulders and tossed it onto the messy dorm room floor, jumping into my tiny bed.



“Holy shit… What a day.” I huffed, staring up at the ceiling.



Kylie didn’t answer me. My new roommate had her face buried in her textbooks as she studied. The summer sun basked into our cramped dorm and heated it up like a furnace.



I lifted my head, stray blonde hairs falling in front of my face as I watched Kylie write furiously in her notebook. I had left hours ago for track practice, and Kylie was in the exact same position as when I did—except she had managed to read about a third of her entire psychology textbook.



She must have felt my eyes glaring into her back. The girl turned to face me, her brown hair tied up into a ponytail, with her light brown eyes staring back at me.



“Oh, hi Madie. I didn’t notice you came back.”



I scoffed, sprawling on the bed as I kicked off my shoes. “Track practice was a mess. Coach had us sprinting in this heat. I need to hit the showers.”



“Yeah, I can tell.” She replied.



I rose my head again, furrowing my eyebrows at the comment.



Kylie’s eyes widened as she understood the meaning of her words. “Not that you smell, or anything! It’s just your shirt is covered in sweat.”



I laughed, grabbing the bottom of my baggy white shirt and lifting it up, letting the air circulate against my stomach. “Nah, you’re right. It’s like a sauna in here, can we open a window or something?”



Kylie nodded, standing to her feet. She was so engrossed in her studies that she must not have noticed the blaring heat, but her pink tank top was nearly transparent in sweat. The shy girl grunted as she opened a window, but with no breeze, it barely helped at all.



I could barely take it. I wiggled out of my shorts and kicked them over onto the floor, spreading my legs as my panties held snugly to my pelvis.



“Hey!” Kylie cried out, storming across the room. “Keep your clothes on your side of the dorm.”



She grabbed my shorts off the floor and tossed them onto the bed.



My lips curled into a grin as I grabbed the shorts and tossed them across the room onto her bed. “Lighten up. If you’re gonna be my roomie, you’re gonna need to get used to a little mess.”



Her pale cheeks flared, and not from the sun. She reached over onto her tidy bed and grabbed my shorts, before throwing them on my stomach. “I don’t intend on getting used to living in a pig stye.”



I glanced down at her, biting my lip to keep from laughing. “That’s strange… You cold or something?”



Kylie frowned, furrowing her eyebrows.



It wasn’t until I pointed at her chest, did she understand my joke.



Her perky nipples pressed up against the fabric of her moist tank top.



The innocent girl yelped as she crossed her arms over her chest—the light pink in her cheeks turning a furious red.



“Hahahaha!”
 I laughed, my feet kicking the air.



“Y-you’re one to talk!” She whimpered, nodding her head at my own top.



She had a point, my own nipples were pressing up against my deep-cut V-neck. Though unlike her, I wasn’t ashamed of my body.



I shrugged, tossing my hands behind my head and pushing forward my chest, “Maybe… Or maybe I’m just horny.”



Kaylie gasped at my joke, causing me to laugh even louder.



She scoffed and stormed back to her desk, slamming her butt down in her chair as she shoved her face back into the textbook.



I sat up straight, feeling a bit bad about poking fun at her.



Kylie came from a super conservative small town, living with such a free-spirited gal like myself must have been a real culture shock.



I had been far from the best roommate, either. I had spent more time here at college bringing back boys than actually attending classes. I tried to be considerate when Kylie was out of the dorm, but more than a few times she had to wait outside in the hallway while I finished up with my boy toy.



I stood up, my panties wedgied themselves between my bubbly butt and against my pussy as I walked over to her—peering over her shoulder at her textbook, marred with notes and highlights.



“You are really taking this class seriously, aren’t you,” I said, tucking my blonde hair behind my ears.



She shot me a side-eye. “Of course I am. My parents had to take out a lot of loans for me to be here.”



“Well, I’m sure they’d want you to have some fun as well.”



Kylie didn’t answer me, her eyes stayed fixated on her notes.



I huffed, standing up and rolling my eyes. All this girl ever cared about was studying, ignoring the fact that she was 19 years old, and had a life to live.



I grabbed her arm and pulled, “Come on, let’s go grab dinner. There is a really good restaurant right off campus.”



Kylie’s chair scooted, but she stayed in her seat. “No thanks. I want to study.”



I didn’t relent, pulling at her arm again.



“I said I want to study!” She shouted, shaking her arm free.



“You’ll never make any friends cooped up in here, let alone a boyfriend.”



“What makes you think I want a boyfriend?”



I scoffed, rolling my eyes. “Please. I’ve seen how you look at Jared.”



Just at the mention of his name, Kylie’s eyes widened and the familiar red blush came back in a burst.
 “Wh-what?”



“Jared? The cute second year down the hall. Yeah, trust me, everyone knows you are head over heels for him.”



Kylie’s soft pink lips pursed, and her head jerked back down to her textbook. Stray brown hairs broke free from her ponytail as her foot jittered against the carpet.



I couldn’t help but giggle, which only drew Kylie’s ire. “Not all of us have the ability to get any boy we want, Madie.”



“Well, certainly not all of us…” I replied, crossing my arms across my chest.



Kylie was a beautiful girl, she was thin and petite, and while she didn’t have much going for her in terms of the chest or ass department, she was the definition of a cutie.



An idea sprang to mind, “Here stand up.” I urged her. Kylie ignored me but I kept pestering, “trust me, you’ll like what I have to show you.”



With a loud sigh, Kylie stood to her feet and walked over to face me in the middle of the room. “What do you want?”



“Pretend I’m Jared.”



“What?”



“You heard me, pretend I’m Jared. I want to see how you flirt.”



Kylie frowned, clearly unamused at the game I was suggesting. “No. That's stupid.”



“Do you want him to ignore you forever? You said it yourself, I have a natural talent when it comes to seducing boys.”



“That’s not exactly what I said…”



“Close enough, but come on!”



Kylie sighed again, tightening her ponytail. “Fine…”



She cleared her throat, “So, how are classes going… Jared?”



I groaned, tossing my head back. “Don’t talk about school. Okay, let’s try something else. I’ll be you, and you be Jared.”



Before Kylie had a chance to protest, I wrapped my hand around her waist and pulled her close to my body. “Hey, cutie. What are you up to tonight.”



Kylie scoffed, pushing herself off me. “I would never speak to someone like that!”



“Which is the problem! You’re cute as fuck, he’d fall in love with you if you were just a bit more forward.”



Kylie's eyes fell to the floor, her lips drawing into a line. “M-maybe you’re right.”



“Let’s try again. I’ll try to be a bit more realistic.”



I brushed my blonde hair from my face and cleared my throat. I reached forward and put my hand on Kylie’s shoulder, drawing a bit smile on my face. “Oh! Jared! So great to run into you!”



“O-oh… Hey, Mad—err, hey, Kylie…” She replied, struggling to get into character.



“I was wondering if you had any plans tonight, I heard of this great restaurant just out of campus from my kick-ass roommate!”



Kylie rolled her eyes, “No, no plans for tonight.”



I bit my bottom lip and fluttered my eyelashes, “Well in that case…” My hand rode down her arm. I took Kylie’s hand in mine as I gently pulled her close, “wanna get dinner with me?”



My bright blue eyes met her soft hazel ones, the red blush on her cheeks lingered as her lip quivered. My hand gripped hers, our palms pressed together and I could smell the soft scent of her strawberry body wash fill the hot air.



“O-okay…” She muttered.



I smirked, flashing her a wink. “Good boy. Dinner it is then.”



A soft whimper escaped Kylie’s lips, and she shook her head back out of her hypnotized state. “O-okay… that was pretty good.”



I laughed, squeezing her hand. “See, I told ya it was easy. Especially as a gorgeous brunette.”



“And uhh… What do I do after dinner.”



“After dinner?”



“Yeah. You know, assuming he says yes. After the date should I go in for a kiss or…?”



I grinned, “Woah, thinking ahead are we? Well, typically the man goes in for a kiss, so you’ll just need to be ready for it.”



“How so?”



I let go of her hands, once again pretending that I was her. “Gee, thanks for a great time tonight, Jared!.” I said, clasping my hands together, “I had such a wonderful time!”



I took a step forward, slyly presenting my lips.



“Uhh yeah, same Kylie…” She said.



I batted my eyelashes again, pursing my lips a bit more obviously as I leaned in. Kylie did not get the memo.



“Now is when he is supposed to kiss you!” I shouted, getting a bit upset at her not playing along.



“Oh! Sorry!” Kylie stuttered.



She leaned forward, hands on my hips as she pulled me in. Her hands dug into my waist as she puckered her lips.



That should have been it. Our training was complete. But yet… We kept going.



We leaned in all the way until our soft lips locked.



I whimpered, my eyes drifting close as her lips parted, just enough for me to slip my tongue in. My mind raced, what was supposed to be a silly game had just turned into so much more.



My hands grabbed her back, pulling her close as she gripped my waist.



Our tongues embraced. I could taste the cherry chapstick on her lips as I sucked them tenderly, my hands slipping past her tanktop as I caressed her back and our tongues danced.



Her soft moans sent shivers up my back as we continued to kiss—long after our little game ended. I had no idea what we were doing—my mind was racing with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t grab hold of a single one of them.



This was wrong, but that made it feel even better. My nails clawed at her back as her hand reached down, grabbing my ass overtop my panties and squeezing my round cheek—eliciting a moan from my lips.



Our kiss broke, and both of us pulled our faces away, panting as rebellious strands of hair stuck to our faces.



“H-holy…”
 She whimpered, her eyes fluttering.



“Y-yeah… If Jared kisses you like that… Then he really likes you…” I replied, my mind still buzzing.



We were still holding onto one another, her hand digging into the soft tissue of my ass and mine were up her back.



Suddenly, as if we both snapped out of our trance. Our hands broke off and we repelled like matching magnets.



I cleared my throat and shook my head, still able to taste her chapstick on my lips. “S-so yeah… That’s how you do it…”



Kylie’s eyes drifted down to my crotch. My arousal from our make-out session was clear. The front of my panties were moist with grool, and the outline of my thin lips were clear against the transparent fabric.



Her own shorts were wedged up, pressing up against her slit as she squeezed her legs together, her pale body flushed with blush. “Th-thanks… That was a great lesson.”



I smirked, glancing to the side and brushing my hair out of my face.



I could feel my clit peer out past its hood, eager and awake. “O-of course… That’s what roommates are for.”



I took a seat on the edge of my bed, pressing my thighs together.



Kylie sat down next to me, her eyes glancing down at my tits. My hard nipples were pressing up against the fabric of my top, nearly cutting through the threads.



“What should I do after we go back to his apartment?” She asked, timidly.



“What?”



“If the date and kiss go well, and he invites me back. What should I do then?”



“W-well, if you want to go home with him, you can.”



“But like, what do I do?”



I furrowed my eyebrows, it wasn’t until Kylie bit her lip and smirked did I understand the true intent of her question.



My clit and mind were buzzing, “Well, you sit down next to him, and do this.”



I placed a hand on her leg, turning her to face me as our feet rubbed together at the base of my bed.



She tilted her head as I leaned in, kissing her again.



Our tongues once again slipped out and began to embrace. Her hands gripped my waist as her fingers slipped underneath the fabric of my white panties.



My tongue ran against her teeth as she sucked on my lips. Our whimpers filled the ambient air.



I pulled my face back, panting softly as I stared into her doe brown eyes. “Okay, very good. I think you have kissing perfected.”



Kylie giggled as I pushed her shoulder, leaning her back on my bed. “Now, time for the juicy stuff.”



“I’m ready to learn,” she said with a sly wink.



I grinned as I crawled between her legs. Kylie slid my pillow behind her head as she stared down at me, spreading her legs and whimpering.



I crawled like a lioness in heat, my ass wiggling in the air as I kissed up her thigh—inching closer and closer to her wet slit.



Her pink shorts were doing little to hide her wetness. Her tight lips gripped the fabric, and a wet line lathered the front.



My hand messaged up and down her leg. I slipped my fingers past the waistband of her shorts, eliciting another moan from Kylie. “K-keep going, baby.” She moaned, arching her butt off the mattress.



I grinned, batting my eyelashes. With a single tug, I yanked her moist shorts off her body.



She rose her legs in the air, kicking the shorts off onto the floor.



I spread her knees, causing one leg to drape off the side of the bed. Her tight slit was glistening in the spilling sunlight, her pussy lips were nice and pink, and her grool oozed out like a faucet.



“Fuck…”
 I moaned, licking my lips. My fingers pulled at the flaps of her tight lips, causing them to spread just enough to see the pink flesh inside.



Kylie moaned, arching her back and pulling her wet tank top over her head.



Her firm, perky tits bounced free as she grabbed them—digging her fingers into her soft flesh. Her light brown nipples peered past her fingers as she groped herself, moaning as she did.



My hands slipped underneath her thighs, holding them up like stirrups as I position my face inches from her slit.



The sweet scent of her wetness filled my nostrils, causing my eyes to flutter and my heart to skip a beat.



Kylie reached down, grabbing my hair by the fistful as she pulled my face closer to her pulsating pussy. The puffy pink lips were parting with each deep breath of hers.



“C-come on… I can’t wait.” She squealed, curling her toes in the air.



I grinned, placing a wet kiss on her inner thigh. “Teasing is part of it…”



My soft, delicate lips kissed towards her pussy, teasing her lips without actually kissing them.



“Ohhh p-please…”
 she whimpered, squirming on the bed.



My own slit was leaking grool, ruining my sheets and my panties—but I didn’t care. With a dirty grin, I draped my tongue out of my mouth and ran it up her pussy, right to her throbbing clit.



“
 Eek
 ! Oh fuck!” She squealed, clamping her thighs around my face.



My fingers dug into her thighs as I ran my tongue up and down her wet slit—each pass burying deeper and deeper into her wetness.



The taste of her sweet grool was euphoric, like honey-covered berries. The clean motions of my tongue turned more erratic the hornier I got. I lashed it up and down like a whip, shoving it deep as I sucked on her puffy lips.



Kylie gripped my hair, moaning like an animal as her back arched. “Oh fuck! Right there! Fuck!”



I could barely breathe, and my mind turned fuzzy as I made out with her pussy. Each breath caused more of her pussy scent to drift into my head.



Saliva and grool dripped down my chin like a waterfall—ruining my sheets as I lashed at her slit.



Finally, her grip on my moist blonde hair let go, and I pulled my face up from between her thighs. “F-fuck!” I moaned, licking up the grool from my chin. “You taste so sweet.”



Kylie grabbed at the bottom of my shirt, nearly tearing it as she yanked it off my body.



My petite tits bounced free, but they weren’t free for long. Kylie’s hand shot forward like a viper, digging her nails into my flesh as she pinched my pink nipple.



I tossed my head back, moaning wildly as I slipped my hand beneath my panties. My fingers circled my clit in a poor attempt to satiate it.



Kylie pulled me onto her body, her legs wrapping around my waist as she pinned me on top of her.



Our tits smushed together as our lips locked. Each hot moan drifted into one other’s mouth as she tasted her own wetness on my tongue. Our sweaty bodies glued together as my thin, wet panties were the only thing keeping our pussies apart.



I pushed myself off her, my blonde hair falling down and dangling above her face as we grinned devilishly. “I think I have the perfect thing to prepare you for Jared…”



I rolled off her, standing to my feet and rushing to my closet. My panties were fully wedged up in my ass and my mind was running with a million dirty thoughts as I pulled out an old shoebox.



I tossed it open and pulled out a thick, veiny dildo.



Kylie’s jaw dropped as I walked back to the side of the bed, sitting down beside her legs.



My hand wrapped around the base of the toy. It was at least nine inches and almost as thick as my arm. I kissed the head of it as I flashed her a wink.



“W-woah… I don’t think I can fit that inside me…” she said, jaw dropped and eyes widened. She was right. Her tight little pussy wouldn’t be able to take it all—not even I could.



“Not all of it, sure, but we’ll see how far we can get,” I said with a giggle, once again crawling between her legs.



I sat on my heels and stroked the toy, licking up and down the veiny shaft to get it nice and wet.



Kylie moaned as she watched me suck on the silicone toy—her fingers running down her moist body to rub her exposed clit. The pleasure was coursing through her like a jolt of electricity.



The toy slipped into my wet mouth, I gagged as it unhinged my jaw and hit the back of my throat. My trembling lips gripped the shaft as I sucked on it as if it were a lollipop.



Once the toy was dripping with my saliva, I pulled it away from my face and teased her inner thigh. The wet toy slapped against her leg as I circled around her panting pussy with it.



Kylie gripped her tits and spread her legs as far as she could, her eager brown eyes glimmering as she eyed the toy with lust.



I grinned, rubbing the head of the toy against her pink clit.



Kylie’s jaw dropped as her eyes rolled back. She slammed her head against my pillow and cried out.
 “Ohhhh yes!”



I laughed. The toy wasn’t even inside her, yet she was already drowning in pleasure.



Using my thumb, I parted her puffy lip—exposing the soft pink flesh inside.



“Ready, baby?” I asked, biting my lip.



Kylie nodded her head. Her eyes were open but unable to focus.



Slowly, I pressed the wet head of the toy against her slit, pushing it in. I could feel the resistance of her slit as she struggled to even get the head in.



Kylie whimpered, gripping her tits so hard I could already see the bruises forming. The pink walls of her pussy gripped the toy like a glove—and even with all her wetness, it was a tight fit.



Her feet kicked the air as I rubbed her clit with my free hand. “There you go, baby. Keep going. You can take it.” I said, before pushing the toy an inch deeper.



“Oh! Fuck!” she yelped, her tight lips gripping the toy as it held inside her.



Grool oozed out of her, but the toy couldn’t go much farther.



Her hands rode up and down my arms as I leaned over her hot, panting body. My sweat dripped onto her like dirty rain as I tried to push the toy deeper—imaging it was my own cock fucking the gorgeous brunette.



Her tight pussy couldn’t take anymore. Kylie cried out as her body went rigid. Just about half of the thick, girthy toy was inside her slit.



“Good girl, you like that?” I asked, pulling the toy out a bit. As I did, a breath escaped her lungs. She nodded her head erratically, barely able to focus as the toy slipped out.



I grinned devilishly as I shoved the toy back inside. Kylie cried out, “OH FUCK! FUCK!”



I pressed down on her pelvis, holding her body in place as I pulled the toy in and out of her body—each time more grool and wetness spilled out onto the sheets.



“Take it, slut. Take my cock.” I whimpered, gripping the toy, although it was harder to hold on to with all the wet filth lathering it.



Kylie arched her back before slamming it back down onto the bed. “Oh fuck! I’m gonna cum!” she squealed, gritting her teeth.



Her tiny, pink clit was pulsating like a vibrating button—and from her rigid body, I knew she was close.



I pulled the toy out, crawling around and laying between her legs. My lips latched onto her pussy and my tongue went wild.



Her once-tight lips were spread and gushing with wetness as my equally wet tongue lashed like a whip.



My nose brushed against her clit, filling with her sweet musk.



“Oh oh oh oh!”
 Kylie moaned. Her breathing was short and each whimper barely huffed out of her tired lungs.
 “F-f-fuck… I’m cumming!”



Her back arched and her body went rigid. I gripped her wet thighs as I continued to eat her out, her clit throbbing against my nose.



With a high-pitched squeal, Kylie’s rigid body went limp, collapsing onto my sheets—which were now ruined with sweat and grool.



I pulled my face up, grinning from ear to ear as filth dripped off my rosy cheeks. “Fuck. You taste amazing…”



Kylie tossed her hands over her head, panting as her eyes fluttered. “Th-thank you…”



I fell back on my ass, spreading my knees as I tugged my moist panties off my legs.



Strands of grool lathered my inner thighs as I kicked off my panties. My tight lips were also spread. Though my lips weren’t as puffy as Kylie’s, they were still tight and thin.



Kylie grinned as I spread my knees. Our toes were touching and her panting slit was still spilling out grool as she eyed my slit hungrily.



“C-can I have a taste?” She muttered, licking her lips.



I nodded my head, beckoning her over with my finger.



She rose to her hands and knees, crawling towards my slit as she nestled her face between my thighs.



Her hot breath on my exposed clit sent a shiver up my spine. I ran my fingers through her wavy brown hair as she leaned forward. “Go ahead, baby. Nice long strokes with your tongue.”



She bit her lip as her eyes met mine. The once-innocent girl nodded her head, hungrily eyeing my slit as she leaned forward and wrapped her hands under my ass.



My head fell back to the foot of my bed, my blonde hair waving out as I wearily stared up at the ceiling.



Kylie’s wet tongue hit the base of my slit, causing me to whimper. As she ran it up in a single stroke, my mind flooded with euphoria and pure bliss.



“Oh fuck yes, good girl.” I whimpered, stroking her long brown hair.



I squeezed my thighs around her face as her tongue ran laps up and down my blossoming slit—each pass of her tongue caused my body to jerk with pleasure.



My ankles locked around her back, pinning her face between my thighs. She ate me out like a starving animal—no sense or rhythm to the movements of her tongue, but even still, I was so horny that it didn’t matter.



“Oh oh oh… Right there…”
 I moaned, my lip quivering as my body pulsated.



Her nails dug into the meat of my thighs, leaving claw marks on my subtle skin.



I swayed my hips, nestling my slit against her mouth. While Kylie might not have had the experience, she had pure lust and drive. She made out with my pussy like it was her long-lost love, sensually sucking on my tight lips and brushing her nose against my clit.



I could barely take it. I was already so horny from fucking her—that my clit was on the verge of exploding like a volcano.



“Sh-shit… You’re pretty good at this.” I whimpered, pulling her by her brown locks.



Kylie’s face rose from between my thighs. Grool and saliva dripped off her chin onto my belly as she smiled at me. Her brown pupils were large and filled with lust as she kissed my stomach.



Kylie rose to her knees, brushing her soft brown hair behind her ears. Her hand rode up and down my panting stomach as she cupped my breasts. “I learned from the best.” She said with a cheeky wink, causing me to blush.



My hand reached down, gripping the moist shaft of my dildo. It was still lathered in my saliva and her wet grool—which coated my fingers like webbing.



“Perhaps I can show you how to take this as well?” I said, bringing the dildo up to my face and playfully kissing the tip.



Kylie bit her lip, nodding her head ecstatically as she sat on my lap and straddled my pelvis.



Our pussies playfully rubbed together, causing both of us to whimper. She planted one hand on the middle of my cleavage as she leaned forward. Kylie swayed her hips as if she were riding me like a horse—our wet slits and excited clits smushing together in a filthy slosh.



“Oh fuck…”
 Kylie moaned. My own whimpered panting escaped my lips as well as I held the dirty dildo to my lips, sucking the wetness off the tip.



Our bodies stuck together like glue as she leaned down, kissing my neck. The scent of her shampoo filled my nose—chasing away the smells of our lovemaking.



I could barely keep my eyes open as the sea of euphoria crashed down on me. There was no escaping it—I was drowning in pleasure.



Kylie giggled as she grabbed the dildo from my hand, pulling it away from my soft lips. “No fair. My turn with it!” She said, stroking the filthy shaft.



She took the toy and playfully slapped my tit with it, causing me to arch my back and moan as the shaft hit my sensitive nipple.



Slowly, Kylie dragged the toy down my body, leaving a trail of filth behind as she inched it closer and closer to my pussy.



She got off my pelvis, allowing me to spread my legs.



Even still, my pussy was tight.



“Are you sure it’s gonna fit?” Kylie asked, circling my clit with the head of the toy.



All the breath in my lungs was gone, and all I could do was nod my head eagerly as I reached down to spread my lips—exposing my pink flesh inside.



This wasn’t my first time taking my toy, and with how wet and horny I was—it would be no problem.



Kylie leaned in on her elbows, perching her ass into the air as she pressed the head of the toy against the base of my pussy. My lips gripped it—begging the toy to come in.



I tossed my hands over my head, letting the warm air of the room circle under my arms as my eyes fluttered close. All my attention was on the toy slipping into my pussy.



I bit my lip, grimacing as the tip pushed inside my lips. “Fuck… Right there…” I moaned.



Kylie laughed, “My, my, you are horny. No wonder you bring home so many boys.”



“I like this way more than any dumb college boy.”



She laughed again, pushing the base of the toy deeper inside me. I could feel the tight walls of my slit grip the wet shaft, each vein and bulge on the toy could be felt inside my tight slit.



My jaw dropped as more of the thing buried inside me.



I couldn’t help but reach down, furiously rubbing my clit as Kylie kept pushing.



The pain and pleasure were unbearable. The sensations running through my head was almost too much to take. Despite how wet I was, my slit was still tight, and the toy was huge.



“Are you sure you can take the rest?” Kylie asked, messaging my leg.



I nodded my head, fingers pressing down on my clit.



She bit her lip as she pushed the last inches of the toy inside me. I gasped, my eyes shooting open as my body went rigid.



My lips gripped the base of the toy, which seemed to throb inside me. Grool and filth oozed out of the corners of my lips.



“Holy fuck, well done,” Kylie said, holding the toy all the way inside me. “You really are a little slut.”



She began to pull the toy slowly out, only about halfway, before shoving it back in.



I gasped again, arching my back as the tip of the dildo buried inside me.



She kept going, gripping my leg as she pulled the toy in and out of my gasping pussy.



“OH OH FUCK!”
 I cried out, not caring who could hear outside our thin walls. My hand rubbed furiously against my clit, grool spilling out like a sprinkler—coating us both in wetness.



Kylie grit her teeth, fucking me like a jackhammer. “Take it, slut. You love this, don’t you?”



I couldn’t muster an answer, but given my flailing body and loud moans—she knew I did.



“I—I—I’m going to cum!”
 I moaned, slamming my back against the wet sheets. My toes curled as I kicked the air, the pulses from my clit filling my body.



Kylie leaned forward, shoving the filthy toy inside my soaked pussy and holding it in. “Cum for me you little slut.” She said, holding me down.



My eyes rolled back as my mind melted. The tidal wave of pleasure came crashing down on me as my clit erupted with euphoria.



My body went rigid as it surged through me like a jolt of electricity.



“O-oh!”
 I cried out, shaking from the pure pleasure.



Finally, I exhaled, collapsing on the dirty sheets in a huff.



Kylie laughed, pulling the dildo out from inside me. As it unplugged my slit, more sticky grool oozed out.



Kylie held the toy up to her face, filth dripping off like rain as she licked it up and down. “Yummy!”



I smirked, barely able to lift my head as I panted like a dog. “Holy fuck… That was amazing.”



“Wasn’t it?” She laughed.



“Jared won’t know what hit him.”



“Fuck Jared,” Kylie said, crawling beside me and laying down.



Her leg draped over my pelvis and her hand rode up my stomach, grabbing my sore tits. “I want you, not him.”



Our eyes met as we giggled. I nestled my face into her neck, inhaling her soft scent. “Good. In that case, we can have plenty more lessons moving forward.”



Kylie nodded her head, the dildo still in her hand as she lifted it into the air.



The light made our combined wetness on the shaft glimmer. The filth rained down on our soft, tired bodies as we snuggled. “I want to be able to take all of this like you can.”



“Don’t worry, I’ll show you. We can practice every night.” I said with a cheeky wink.


“Perfect,” Kylie replied with a sigh. “This is going to be a good semester, isn’t it?”



I grinned, biting my lips as all the dirty thoughts filled my head again. “You have no idea…”
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 Story 3: Mile High Virgin



 



 



 



 



 



I gripped my armrests as the plane picked up speed down the runway. As the nose lifted into the air, I pushed my head back into the seat, my body jittering and my foot anxiously tapping against the floor.



The pilot came on the intercom, saying something about how clear the weather was and how quickly we should arrive at our destination. I wasn’t listening. My mind was too preoccupied with trying not to vomit or pass out.



It wasn’t until the plane came level in the air did I exhale, gasping as my nerves finally calmed—well, mostly.



I glanced over to the seat next to me. A girl about my age was biting her lips, holding her laugh as she leaned against the window.



“S-sorry!” She said, giggling. “You looked like you were about to pass out.”



My pale skin blushed. “I-I’m a nervous flyer…”



“I don’t mean to make fun of you. It’s just cute.” She stuck out her hand, “I’m Zoe, by the way.”



I felt a bit reluctant to shake the hand of the girl who was just laughing at my misery, but my overly polite attitude forced me to shake her hand. “Hi Zoe, I’m Stella.”



Her grip was strong, though she was basically my size, I felt like she was going to break my dainty little fingers.



Her dark eyes met my blue ones, and the smirk on her lips slowly dropped.



“I take it you don’t fly a lot?” She asked, leaning back in her seat and spreading her legs—getting nice and comfy.



I shook my head, brushing down my black jeans. “Not at all. I’m just flying to my sister’s for the holidays.”



“Well don’t worry. I fly all the time and have never gotten into a plane crash yet.” She said with a cheeky wink.



I frowned, her words offered little encouragement. Zoe’s skin was tanned, whether it was her natural skin tone or she spent the last few weeks on a beach somewhere, I wasn’t sure.



Her black hair was braided down to her breasts, and she wore almost a dozen hand-made bracelets on her left wrist. She definitely seemed like the well-traveled type of girl.



I was the complete opposite. I spent most of my time indoors watching Rom-coms, or cuddling my cat. I had never even left the country.



The flight was only supposed to be two hours, thankfully. I reached down and grabbed my backpack from under my seat.



My hand searched around inside for my book. Exactly what I needed to keep my mind off the fact that we were thousands of feet in the air.



It didn’t help.



Each bump of turbulence caused me to yelp like a little girl. From the corner of my eyes, I could see Zoe biting her thumb to keep from laughing in my face.



I swiped the blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face away, trying my best to stabilize my breathing, but another unexpected bump of turbulence caused me to squeal and drop my book.



Zoe couldn’t hold it in any longer. The girl tossed her head back and laughed. Loudly.



The soft blush in my cheeks turned a furious red as I leaned forward, trying to find my book on the dimly lit flooring. My seatbelt held me back as my hands surveyed the ground.



“H-here, let me,” Zoe said between chuckles as she wiped a tear from her eye. She unbuckled her seatbelt and wiggled to the edge of her seat, leaning over to get my book.



I wanted to shove her away. Her incessant mocking was the last thing I needed right now.



The seatbelt dug into my stomach as I leaned over.



As we both searched, my hand brushed against hers.



Zoe yelped, pulling her hand up and sitting straight in her seat. I furrowed my eyebrows at her as my other hand found the corner of my book.



“What?” I asked, sitting back up and placing my book in my lap. Zoe cleared her throat. “U-uhh… Nothing…”



Even with her tan skin, I could see the hints of pink in her cheek.



“Never touched a human hand before?” I mocked. It felt good getting a jab in, with how much she was laughing at me.



Zoe pressed her lips together, turning to stare out the window.



I still looked at her perplexingly. I might be afraid of flying, but this girl seemed to be afraid of the brush of my fingers.



In any case, I roll my eyes and tried to find the page I was on. Somehow, I actually managed to get lost in my book—at least, for a while.



I nearly forgot that I was flying until another sharp bump of turbulence nearly caused me to fly out of my seat.



I yelped, gripping my armrests with all my might as the plane stabilized.



I grimaced, barely able to breathe or calm my racing heart.
 “Holy…”
 I muttered.



It wasn’t until my eyes glanced to the side—did I realize my mistake.



It wasn’t my armrest that I was digging my fingers into, it was Zoe’s thigh!



I pulled my hand away, “Oh! Sorry!”



Zoe was frozen, her eyes wide like a deer in headlights as she stared at her thigh where my land had laid.  “Z-Zoe?”



She was paralyzed, not even I seemed that scared.



Finally, she seemed to snap out of her trance. Zoe shook her head, her eyes avoiding me like the plague. Once again she stared out the window—but in her reflection, I could see the panic and embarrassment in her dark pupils.



“Okay, what’s the deal here?” I asked, tugging at her shoulder. “Do I have a penis drawn on my forehead or something?”



Zoe inhaled deeply. Finally, the girl spun in her seat to face me. Her black braids dangled in front of her face. “Okay fine. It’s nothing personal, but you look like a girl I used to date.”



Now I was the one taken aback. My cheeks blushed and I cleared my throat. When she said that, I imagined myself and Zoe lounging on the beach somewhere exotic, me resting in her arms.



Nothing about me stood out, my blonde hair was straight and uninteresting, and my clothes weren’t anything flashy either. I couldn’t imagine Zoe being interested in someone like me.



The girl shook her head, dispelling all the painful memories that were building up.



“Sorry, ignore me.” She said, softly. Her eyes fell back out the window to the clouds passing by.



I tried to get back to my book, but we apparently flew into a tornado. The plane was rocking and shaking, and I was on the verge of passing out.



Zoe glanced over, all the color gone from my cheeks as my stammered breath came out as whimpers.



“Oh my god…” she said, grabbing my hand. “Relax girl. We’ll be fine. It’s just a little turbulence.”



My hand gripped her as I pressed my back against the seat. I closed my eyes, but that just made it even worse. Each bump made it feel like we were tumbling out of the sky.



My nails dug into her skin, but Zoe didn’t seem to mind. Her other hand rested on my thigh, stroking up and down in a poor attempt to calm me.



“Just breath, it’ll be alright…” She whispered.



I did as she said. My heart pounding like a drum, and my leg was jittering against the floor.



Zoe pulled me close, leaning me against her shoulder. Her skin was warm, and the soft scent of her perfume filled my nose.



I could feel myself calming down as I pressed my face into her shoulder. My racing heart slowed to a steady thump, and suddenly the turbulence didn’t seem so bad.



My blue eyes fluttered, and my thoughts came back to me.



I glanced up at Zoe. The tanned beauty was holding back a smile as her hand rested on the meat of my thigh.



“Th-thanks…”
 I whimpered, blush filling my pale cheeks.



The fear in my heart was replaced with embarrassment. I was a grown woman, and here I was cuddling up to a stranger because I was afraid of flying. Despite being embarrassed, I didn’t want to let go.



Her hand fit perfectly in mine, and her flowery scent put my racing mind at ease.



My eyes glanced down at her hand, laying innocently on my jeans. Her fingers curled around my thigh, gripping my leg.



My heart started to beat again, not from fear, but from exhilaration.



I bit my lips as I watched her hand inch up my thigh until her pinky brushed against my crotch.



Slowly, I spread my legs, allowing her hand to slip in closer. I had no idea what was going through my head, but the fear was displaced with dirty thoughts.



My hand squeezed hers, signally her to keep going.



“Are…Are you okay?” Zoe whispered in my ear.


I glanced up at her, my blue eyes glistening with lust. I nodded my head, smiling.              “Better than okay.”



She smiled back, her hand gripping my thigh eliciting a whimper from my lips.



“Good girl…”



She stroked my thigh, sending shivers up my spine.



I glanced around us. The flight was mostly empty, and we were right near the back. Perfectly hidden from peering eyes.



My gaze shifted to her chest. The girl was wearing a tight white T-shirt that held snugly to her figure. Her nipples peered out against the fabric, begging to be let free.



My mouth began to water as I eyed her chest.



I had no idea what was coming over me, I barely ever lusted over boys—let alone a girl.



She noticed my fixated on her tits. “You can touch them if you want…” she whispered her voice barely over the sound of the airplane.



I looked up at her and whimpered “R-really?”



She nodded her head. “Please do. I love ruining innocent little girls like you.”



 



I let go of her hand—my fingers moving as if on their own. As my fingers dug into the soft tissue of her chest, Zoe tossed her head back and moaned. Her hard nipple pressed against my palm as I squeezed. The delicate fabric of her top did little to hide the softness of her skin.



“F-fuck…”
 I whimpered, groping her chest.



Her hand gripped my thigh as she leaned in closer. She stared down the aisle, and over the seat—keeping a lookout for wandering eyes.



Confirming the coast was clear, she turned back to me, a lustful glimmer in her dark eyes. “Take your top off…”



“Wh-what?”



Even if we were secluded in the back, that was way too far for me. “Here? I can’t.”



“Nobody is going to see. It’s okay.”



I bit my lip, I knew it was a bad idea, but the dirty energy surged through me like electricity.



I gulped nervously and leaned forward, letting go of her chest, my quivering hand grabbed the bottom of my shirt. I wanted to please her.



I looked at her, and she gave a reassuring nod of her head.


With a deep breath, I pulled my shirt up to my collarbone. My petite tits popped free, and the warm air of the plane hitting my small pink nipples sent a shiver up my spine.



“Fuck…” She moaned, leaning forward. Her hands pulled my back, and her lips locked around my tit as she sucked.



“O-ohhh…”
 I whimpered, my eyes rolling back as her tongue swirled around my sensitive nipple.



The girl sucked me like a newborn babe. Her hand trailed up and down my sweaty, panting back as she sucked my chest.



Each flick of her tongue caused my body to arch and quiver. Despite how good it felt, my eyes kept peering over the seats, nervous about being caught.



My wet pussy was suffocated by my jeans, begging to be let free.



I grabbed her face and pulled her off my tits. I bridge of saliva connected her bottom lip to my nipple.



Our eyes met, and I pulled her face into mine. Our lips locked and our tongues wrestled, I tried to stifle my moans but they came out anyways. Her tongue was talented, it wrapped around mine as her hands explored my bare back. My tits pressed up against hers, and our nipples teased together as we made out.



I pulled myself off her, panting softly as my cheeks filled with a pink blush.



“Bathroom. Now.” I said.



Zoe’s lips curled into a devious smile as she nodded her head.



My shirt dropped and we both rose to our feet. She grabbed my hand and practically dragged me around the corner to the airplane laboratory.



The back of the plane was empty. The flight attendants were near the front, handing out snacks.



Zoe took one last glance, before sliding open the laboratory door and yanking me in.



It was a tight fit and the scent of artificial lemon filled the cold laboratory.



My hands held her waist, as she slammed the door closed behind me, locking it.



Immediately, her lips locked around mine. My soft, pink lips fluttered open, allowing her wet tongue to slip in.



I whimpered, my hands slipping underneath her tank top and messaging her bare skin.



My heart was racing, and my eyes fluttered close. Her rugged fingers brushed through my soft blonde hair, and her other hand trailed down my back—towards my bubbly ass.



“O-oh!”
 I whimpered. Zoe’s hand grabbed my ass. Even over my jeans, I could feel her rough touch.



The woman pulled back, a bridge of saliva connecting our lips. “Fuck… You taste as sweet as you look.” She said, smirking.



I bit my quivering lip, glancing up at her.



Her hands stayed locked on my body, as I clung to her. While she was a rough and rugged woman, her skin was soft. My hand trailed up and down her back—pulling her tank top up and revealing her fit stomach.



Zoe brushed a stray strand of blonde hair behind my ear, as she leaned in close. “Let’s get these jeans off…”



I soft moan escaped my lips. My eyes locked on hers as I nodded enthusiastically. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but my body yearned for her.



She guided me to the sink, which was little more than a silver steel box. The mirror was small, but as my fingers gripped the edges of the sink and my back arched, I could see Zoe position herself behind me.



I bit my lips as the woman stood behind me, her hands messaging my waist as I perked my ass into her pelvis.



My pussy was throbbing, and my heart was racing.
 “T-take them off…”
 I whimpered. My slit was wet and begging to be let free. I wanted her hand to explore my naked body, especially my virgin pussy.



The girl smirked as her fingers trailed to the front of my pants, my body lurched, even over my jeans—my sensitive pussy was shivering at her touch.



Zoe kissed the back of my neck, her soft lips sent tremors through my body with every peck. As my mind raced, I didn’t even notice the button of my jeans popping open.



I gasped as her fingers slipped down the front of my jeans. My light blue panties were snug and moist as they pressed up against my puffy slit—and the fabric was so thin that Zoe’s touch made me quiver.



The girl smirked, leaning over my shoulder as her hand rubbed up and down my panties.



I tossed my head back, moaning as I began to slowly wiggle my hips.



“Ohhh fuck yes… Fuck…”
 I moaned, my eyes rolling back. The lips of my pussy ate away at my silk panties. I pressed my ass back against her pelvis as pleasure coursed through me like a storm.



As I wiggled my hips, my jeans slowly slid down my leg—revealing more of my soft blue panties and my thighs.



Zoe’s other hand tugged at my jeans, letting them drop down by my sneakers.



I grinned at her through the mirror. My panties wedged between my bubbly ass cheeks, and a wet spot grew on my crotch.



The lips of my puffy pussy gnawed at my soft panties as Zoe ran her finger up and down my slit.



“You’re so wet…” she moaned into my ear. “Never been touched by a girl, have you?”



The hairs on my neck stood on edge as my eyes fluttered.
 “N-no…”



“Good.” She laughed. Her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of my panties.



As her fingers brushed past my clit, my body arched.
 “Ohhhh!”
 I moaned. My voice echoed in the cramped laboratory.



“Shhh. Not too loud, baby…” Zoe whispered into my ear. Her fingers massaged up and down my pussy lips. Grool ran down my leg as she teased my slit.



I bit my lip, letting the pleasure surge through me. My nipples pressed up against the front of my shirt—just the fabric against my pink buttons was enough to make me squirm.



Zoe knelt down on the floor. My ass was level with her face as she kissed my inner thigh. I squirmed, biting my lip shut to keep from moaning.



Her hands ran up and down my legs as dribbles of grool ran down my pale skin. “Your panties are so cute, but I think they’d look better around your ankles…” The woman said, sliding the soft blue fabric down.



I whimpered as the warm air of the laboratory hit my bare pussy.



My clit was out of its hood—glistening in wetness.



Zoe grabbed my ass, squeezing my perky skin with her rugged grip. I tossed my head back, letting my hair drape down as I slipped my foot out of my crumpled jeans.



I leaned on my elbows, spreading my stance as the woman held my cheeks apart—letting her hot breath hit my wet holes.



“So wet…”  she whimpered. A drop of grool fell to the floor like rain as she held my cheeks.



“Looks like you’re ready for me to have a taste…”



I glanced back over my shoulder at the gorgeous woman kneeling by my ass.
 “Y-yes… P-please…”



She grinned and licked her lips.



Zoe held my ass apart as I spread my feet, leaning as far over the sink as I could. My breath panted. The tiny bathroom was hot and crowded for one person, let alone two, and I could barely fill my lungs as I got a glimpse of myself in the mirror.



My eyes were filled with pure lust, and stray blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face. I bit my lip and smiled. I was always an innocent girl—but not anymore.



“O-oh!”
 I squealed as Zoe’s tongue hit the base of my pussy. She held my ass up as she ran her tongue up my panting slit. My puffy lips gripped her tongue as she ran it up and down, her nose brushing against my asshole as grool ran down my leg.



My foot quivered as I leaned back, pressing my ass against her face in an attempt to dig her tongue deeper inside me.



Zoe dug her fingers into my soft flesh, I could feel the bruises begin to form already as her tongue lashed against my wetness. Her breath was shallow and panting as she ate my pussy. Her warm breath landed on my clit—causing me to whimper.



“Oh oh oh… Zoe… Fuck…”
 I whimpered, my hips swaying as her face buried inside my bubble ass.



Saliva and grool ran down my leg, and I could feel my back about to snap with how far I was arching it.



Suddenly, a muffled voice sounded from the other side of the door.



My head snapped toward the lock, as did Zoe's. Only the wet sound of filth dripping off her chin onto the floor could be heard as the muffled voice got closer.



The door shook. My heart stopped.



Silence.



I could hear muffled footsteps walk away, finally allowing me to exhale.



Zoe stumbled to her feet, wiping her chin. “Okay, you’re moans are hot. But you’re way too loud.”



I glanced down blushing. I turned around, the edge of the sink digging into my ass cheek. “S-sorry…”



She smirked, “not your fault… I have an idea.”



Zoe knelt down digging into my crumpled-up jeans. “Here we go…”



“What are you do—” Before I could finish, Zoe shoved my soft blue panties into my mouth.



My eyes widened and my jaw clamped down on the soft fabric.



“There, now you won’t be so loud.”



I furrowed my eyebrows, my tongue pushing back against the dirty panties, but Zoe just shoved them in deeper.



The woman spread my legs, standing between my knees as I leaned back on the sink. “Now just enjoy this…”



Her hands explored my panting body as my pussy draped on the floor. The cold steel of the sink dug into my soft ass, but the tenderness of her touch overpowered it.



Zoe curled her fingers at the base of my shirt, slowly pulling it up until my perky tits bounced free. My nipples were hard and excited. Even the brushing of my shirt against them as Zoe pulled my top off my body was enough to make me shiver.



The woman attacked my tits, her braids slapping against my face as she leaned in, her hand groping and messaging my tits. She pinched my nipple, causing me to arch my back and squirm. My whimpers were stifled by the panties in my mouth, saliva dribbled out of the corner of my trembling lips as Zoe leaned forward, her lips sucking on my sensitive nipple.



My leg wrapped around her waist, pulling the girl into me. My bare, wet pussy rubbed against her thigh, wetness spilling to the ground.



Her tongue swirled around my pink nipple, my head flooded with pleasure and euphoria.



I tossed my head back, blonde hair falling into the sink.
 “Ohhhhh…”
 I whimpered. Saliva filled my mouth as I sucked on my own panties. The sweet taste of my pussy coated my tongue,



Zoe pulled back, a grin on her lips as she gazed into my eyes.



I could barely focus, my eyes fluttering as I sucked on my panties, my sweet wetness tasted like honey.



Zoe trailed her hand down my sweaty, panting body. Her fingers slipped down between my legs.


I whimpered, and my body squirmed as more saliva ran down my chin and neck.



Her hand teased the crest of my slit as she leaned in, kissing my neck.



I huffed as she sucked on my soft skin—I could feel the hickey forming—evidence of my dirty fun.



Each inhale I took caused more of my own pussy and sweat to fill my mouth. My panties were wet and filthy, covered in grool and saliva.



Her finger brushed against my clit, causing me to whimper and squirm.



“Hush…” Zoe whispered in my ear. “Just enjoy it…”



Her finger slipped down, sliding past my tight lips into my pussy.



My eyes rolled back, and my jaw dropped. The walls of my tight, pink slit gripped her finger as she pushed down to the knuckle.



Grool oozed out, failing like filth rain all over the floor.



My toes curled as Zoe kissed my neck, licking my soft and tender skin as she held her fingers deep inside my innocent pussy.



My foot wrapped around her ass, holding her in as I kicked the air. “Oh oh oh! Zoe!”



The panties slip out of my mouth, dangling by my teeth as the rugged girl began to pull her fingers in and out of me.



“Quiet, we don’t want to get in trouble, do we?” She said softly, stuffing the panties back into my mouth. I clamped down on them, tasting my dirty filth coat my mouth.



I shook my head, my cheeks flooding with pink as the woman increased the pace of her finger thrusting.



My tight, innocent pussy could barely take it.



The plane rattled beneath us, as my footing slipped. Whether it was from more turbulence or the increasing pace of Zoe’s finger fucking—I couldn’t be sure.



In either case, I wasn’t scared anymore. The rocking of the plane drowned away to the sheer pleasure coursing through me. My tight, wet slit gripped her fingers, I barely noticed that Zoe had slipped in another one.



I was a virgin, never so much as talked to a boy—and here I was being finger fucked in an airplane bathroom by a stranger.



Zoe’s thumb brushed against my exposed, quivering clit as she held her fingers inside my tight pussy. The walls of my pussy gripped her fingers like a glove—and her thumb circled around my clit—sending pulsated waves of pleasure through my spine.



My eyes rolled back and saliva dripped down my chin. I sucked on my panties, the dirty sensation making me quiver.



Zoe glanced up at me, her own nipples pressing against the fabric of her top. “You are so wet. Not so innocent anymore, are you… Slut?”



The word sent a shiver up my spine.



Her other hand trailed up my hand—brushing past my nipples towards my throat.



I whimpered, my blue eyes fluttering as her fingers gripped around my soft neck.



My mouth fell open, though the panties were still snug inside. Each breath was harder than the last as Zoe squeezed around my throat.



“Now just let the pleasure take over…” She whimpered.



I batted my eyelashes at her, as she slowly pulled her fingers out of my pussy. Grool oozed out, spilling down my leg.



The wetness coated her fingers like webbing, as she ran her dirty fingers around my puffy pussy lips. Even that felt amazing.



A soft moan escaped my lips, causing Zoe to grip my neck a little harder. “Shhh. Remember. Quiet.”



I tried to nod my head, but her grip was too strong.



Pleasure filled my head. My head was pounding and as it got harder to breathe, the euphoric feeling only intensified. I could feel the pleasure sensors in my brain erupt in color as Zoe teased my pussy lips, the tip of her fingers running along my slit—refusing to go in.



“P-please…”
 I whimpered. Even the one word struggled to get past my lips, with her hand around my neck and the panties in my mouth.



Zoe smirked devilishly. “Looks like the slut is begging for it.”



I was. My clit felt like it was about to burst. The air in the laboratory was moist and heavy, adding to my breathing struggles. My hand slipped on the steel sink, but Zoe’s grip on my neck held me in place.



With a laugh, she scoffed at me. “Fine. It looks like you’re about to faint if you don’t cum.”



Her fingers once again slid inside my panting, spreading pussy.



“Ohhhhhh…”
 I moaned, feeling my pussy pulsate.



My head fell back, blonde hair dangling over the sink as I let myself drown to the pleasure.



With the lack of oxygen getting to my brain, all I could feel was the rhythmic and talented strokes of Zoe’s fingers inside my tight pussy. She worked her fingers like an artist works a paintbrush, stroking and messaging the inside of my slit.



My lungs panted, and I could barely focus my eyes as Zoe held her grip on my neck—leaning over to kiss my chest.



“Are you going to cum for me?” She asked, licking my nipples. I muffled an answer,  judging by the soft pants and grool oozing out of me—Zoe already had an answer.



She grinned, picking up the pace of her finger thrusting.



My back arched and my ass dug into the edge of the sink. My teeth dug into the panties, now ruined and filthy in my mouth as my mind drowned in a tidal wave of euphoria.



I squirmed like a fish out of water, my clit about to erupt as Zoe didn’t relent in her fingering. The girl grit her teeth as she ruined my innocence. “Take it, slut.” She sneered, spitting right on my face.



I whimpered as her warm saliva hit my cheek, rolling down my face. I belonged to her, I was her innocent girl to toy with as she pleased.



With a huff, she shoved her fingers knuckle deep inside me, swirling them around as my clit erupted.



My back arched as I let go of the sink counter, gripping her wrist as she shoved my head against the glass—covered in condensation.



I spat out the panties, saliva spilling out and running down her hand on my neck. “Fuck! Fuck I’m cumming!” I yelped, unable to hold back. I didn’t care about keeping my voice down, not one bit.



The orgasm exploded in my head like fireworks as my quivering body went rigid.



Zoe pulled her hand out of my slit and let go of my throat. Grool dripped off her fingers as she stumbled back.



My legs were trembling as I gasped for breath—sliding down onto the floor.



Zoe flashed me a wink as she sucked on her fingers, swirling my wetness in her mouth. “Mmm… I love virgin grool.”



My pussy was still leaking with each deep breath I took. My gaze only now beginning to focus.



The entire laboratory was hot and steamy. My body was covered in all manners of filth, and my panties were curled up by the toilet—covered in wetness.



I wiped the filth from my chin as my head slammed back against the sink. “Holy fuck…”



Zoe laughed, swallowing the last of my grool. “Amazing, isn’t it?”



I nodded my head enthusiastically, remnants of my orgasm lingering in my head like smoke after a firework show. “Amazing indeed…”



The girl crawled onto the floor between my spread legs. She leaned forward for a kiss. Our lips locked and our tongues danced.



My body was so sore and tired, but her kiss seemed to make that all disappear in a puff of smoke.



She leaned back, staring lovingly into my eyes. “I’ll have a lot more to show you once we land and I take you back to my place.”



I whimpered, but my lips curled into a smile. “Can’t wait… Baby…”
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