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 Story 1: The Spicy Photos















I stepped off the bus, my sneakers crunching on the gravel. A chill of anticipation snaked up my spine as I gazed at the towering mansion before me. It loomed, grand and slightly intimidating, a testament to a world so far removed from my own. Clutching the straps of my backpack for dear life, I couldn't help but marvel at how fast things were moving. My photos, just simple snapshots of nature's everyday beauty, had somehow captured the eye of Kaye Harpe—Kaye Harpe! The world-famous actress wanted me to take photos of her.



"Okay," I whispered to myself, trying to squash the doubts that bubbled up like unwelcome guests. "You've got this, Natalie."



Drawing in a deep breath, I shuffled towards the ornate gate, feeling out of place in my jeans and plain tee amidst such opulence. When the gates groaned open, I half-expected them to slam shut again, as if realizing their mistake in admitting someone so ordinary. But they didn't. They welcomed me into her world.



"Get it together," I scolded myself silently. "This is your shot."



I walked up the paved driveway, my nerves uncontrollable as I felt my knees go weak.



Finally, I stood before her door, imposing and glossy, a barrier between the unknown and me. I raised my hand, hesitating for just a moment before rapping sharply on the wood.



"Be cool," I muttered under my breath. "Just pictures. You can do pictures."



The door swung open, and there she was. Kaye Harpe in the flesh, swathed in a pink fur robe that seemed to glow with its own inner light. Her hair cascaded around her shoulders, a sun-kissed waterfall that made my breath catch.



"You must be Natalie." Her voice, honey-smooth, filled the space between us.



"Uh-huh," I managed, forcing the nervous lump down my throat as I reached out to shake her hand. It was soft, her grip confident and lingering just a moment longer than necessary. "Nice to meet you."



"Come in, darling." She stepped aside, her perfume—a blend of jasmine and something muskier—wrapping around me.



I shuffled inside, my eyes darting around the palatial foyer. The chandelier above sparkled like a constellation, each crystal a star hanging within reach. My tiny apartment could fit in here ten times over.



"Your place is... wow," I said, more to myself than to her.



"Thank you." She tossed a playful look over her shoulder as we ascended the grand staircase.



“I’m happy you came, Natalie.” She said. “As you may know, I’ve been acting for quite a while, but it’s time for a change.”


“A…A change?” I muttered. “What kind of change?”



"Something more... intimate." Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. "I want to sell pictures. Lewd ones."



My cheeks flamed. "Why?"



"What can I say? Acting has jaded me.," she turned, her eyes locking onto mine, "I crave something real. And frankly, I enjoy being the center of a very different kind of attention." She winked, a devilish gleam in her eye. "I suppose I'm a bit of a slut."



I looked away quickly, feeling my pulse throb. My lip caught between my teeth. This was way beyond the sunsets and trees that I was used to taking pictures of.



The scent of roses and jasmine hits me the moment we step into her bedroom, a stark contrast to the city's smog I've grown accustomed to. The room is drowned in shades of baby pink; the sheets, the pillows, and even the drapes seem to blush with an innocent hue.



"Wow," I murmur, eyes scanning the softness that envelopes the space.



Kaye giggled, a sound as light as the bubbles in champagne, and hopped onto the bed. It bounces under her weight, the springs singing a playful tune. "So, Natalie, what do you think? What kind of sexy, tasteful shots can we create?" Her eyes twinkle with challenge and mischief.



"Um..." My words fumble out, tripping over my uncertainty. "I don't usually do... these types." Taking pictures of someone like Kaye? In her bedroom? This isn't just some candid snapshot at a park. This is intimate, and revealing.



"That's okay." She waves off my hesitation with a manicured hand. "I want your raw style. Something less polished, more... amateur."



Amateur. The word resonates within me, stirring something primal. I finger the camera hanging from my neck, a lifeline in this sea of silk and sensuality.



"Alright." My voice steadies, bolstered by the confidence in her gaze. "We can start simple. Maybe just lying there... casual."



"Like this?" She sprawls across the bed, one leg bent, a sultry smile playing on her lips. Her thigh peered out of the robe, revealing her perfectly toned leg. I whimpered, pressing my thighs together as I shook my head. Focus…



"Exactly." I snap a picture.
 Click
 . The sound slices through the perfumed air.



"Good," she purrs. "Now come closer. I want the lens to catch every detail."



Heat rushes to my cheeks as I adjust the focus, her form becoming crystal clear through the viewfinder. Closer. Every curve, every line of her body is a story begging to be told.



The snapping of my camera filled the silent air. As I snapped the pictures, all nerves seemed to have dissipated from within me. This was my element. Capturing the woman’s essence was easy — she was the spitting image of lust and allure.



“Shall we spice things up a bit?” She asked with a giggle. Her fingers untied her robe, letting the fabric slouch off her body. The heat in my cheeks was enough to heat up an orphanage as I stared at her wide-eyed.



Her giggle turned into a full laugh, “It’s okay dear. I have lingerie on.” She flashed me a wink as she shrugged her shoulders.



The robe slipped off her body, revealing the most enticing figure I had ever seen. My jaw dropped as I let out a huff. Her pink bralette was silk and thin, revealing her perfectly round tits. Her matching panties were snug to her privates, leaving nothing up to the imagination.



“Woah…” I muttered.



She flashed me another wink, “Let's get some spicy ones this time.”


Kaye sat up, tucking her blonde hair behind her ears.



I smirked, kneeling in front of her as she spread her legs. My camera zoomed in as her fingers rode up and down her silk panties, the lips underneath peered out past the thin fabric as she bit her lip. “I-is this too much?” She asked.



I shook my head. “I think it’s perfect…”



My camera continued to snap, but my mind was preoccupied. I needed a closer look.



“If you want… Perhaps we can take some of you…touching yourself?” I said in a voice barely louder than a whisper.



Kaye blushed, “You don’t think that’s a bit much?”


“You did say you want to be slutty, don’t you?”


She laughed, “I supposed I do… Alright then.”


I held my eager breath as she pulled down her panties, letting the fabric dangle off her toes as she lifted one foot onto the edge of the bed.



Her pussy was immaculate. It was nice and spread, with a small patch of blondish pubes adorned on the crest like a crown.



Kaye whimpered as her hand rode up and down her lips — which bloomed like a flower. Her soft whimpers filled the air as I inched closer, filling the lens of my camera with her beautiful womanhood. “I hope you are gonna charge a lot for these pictures…” I said, “Your body is amazing.”



She smiled, “Thanks… I can’t believe I’m actually doing it…”



“You look amazing…” I huffed.



As I aimed the camera for another action shot of her blooming pussy — my lips pursed together.



“Wh-what is it?” She asked.



“I…uhh… Think it would look more realistic if you were a bit… wetter.” I replied.



The blush in her cheeks seared, “Is that so…”



“May I?” I asked, timid raising my hand.



She nodded, lips curling into a smirk. I hesitated for a moment, unsure if I was crossing a line, but the desire to capture every inch of her in its purest form overpowered any reservations. Slowly, I leaned in close, my fingers trembling with anticipation. Gently, I traced the delicate folds of her womanhood, feeling the warmth and wetness against my fingertips.



“Is this okay?” I asked, my fingers pressing against the hood of her clit.



She panted, nodding emphatically as her toes gripped the edge of her bed. “F-fucking amazing…”



I giggled, putting the camera down as I nestled between her sculpted thighs. “If you are nice and wet, I’m sure your viewers would like that…”



My hands curled around her thighs. The woman draped her legs over my shoulders as I held her up like stirrups.



This was so naughty, I couldn’t believe it — but I was willing to go the extra mile for my art.



Her wetness was slick as my fingers rode up and down her slit, her labia tugging at my fingers, trying to pull them into her depths.



Kaye reached down, stroking my hair as her ankles locked behind me. “Y-you are good at this…”



I smiled back, flashing a dirty wink. “I know how to please a pussy.”



She massaged my scalp, her hot moans and whimpers fueling my resolves as my other hand dug into her thigh.



My mouth watered as I leaned forward, drawing in the scent of her wetness. The racing thoughts in my head disappeared like a puff of smoke as my tongue hit her entrance.



Kaye arched her back, gripping my roots as she let out a tattered moan. “O-ohh!”



I whimpered, nuzzling my face between her thighs that clamped around my face.



My nose pressed against the hairs on her pelvis as I lashed my tongue inside of her haphazardly. In truth, I didn’t know how to eat pussy — but given her moans of pleasure, I figured that I was doing something right.



Each lap of my tongue rode up and down her wetness, causing her back to arch and slam on the bed. “Oh yes yes yes!” She cried out.



I suffocated between her thighs as she held me down there. Each breath I took only filled me with her scent and aroma as my fuzzy mind melted.



My hands dug into her thighs, deep enough to leave marks as she grit her teeth. “Fuck… K-keep going!”



I didn’t intend to stop. All rational thoughts had dissipated from my head — leaving only primal urges.



Her sticky grool coated my tongue as saliva filled my cheeks. She was delicious.



As I was enjoying my meal, Kaye pulled me up by the arm. I gasped as air rushed to fill my lungs, filth streaming down my chin and ruining my white top.



“Get up here.” She sneered.



Her legs wrapped around my pelvis as she pulled me on top of her. My body pinned her down as out lips locked.



Her tongue darted into my mouth — desperate for a taste of her own sweetness. Kaye let out a deep and full moan as our tongues danced — my body grinding against her.



I sucked her lip, my pussy throbbing, begging to be let free of the constraints of my jeans — but right now, I was focused on her pleasure.



My hands trailed down her body as I broke the kiss. Kaye tossed her head back, her eyes fluttering as her black hair fanned out. My touch seemed to elicit something primal in her.



I grabbed her perky tit, squeezing it gently as my fingers pressed into her skin. All she could do was moan and squirm as legs locked around my waist. I smiled, continuing to ride my hand down her body as my fingers brushed her sensitive clit.



“I think I know just the way to get you nice and wet…” I whispered into her ear.



She moaned, “P-please…”



I couldn’t help but smile. Such a successful and powerful woman — turned to mush by my mere touch.



My fingers slowly circled around her clit, “You like that?” I whispered into her ear.



My nipples pressed up against my top — now covered in sweat and spit.



She nodded emphatically, clawing at my back. “Fuck~”



“You’re so wet… I think our pictures are going to turn out wonderfully.”



“Fuck the pictures.” She gasped breathlessly, “I need to cum.”


She locked her lips against mine. This time, it was my tongue slipping into her panting mouth.



As my fingers played with her clit, I sucked on her bottom lip. Kaye’s entire body was frozen as her mind flooded with euphoria.



My lips sucked on her tongue as I smirked. Slowly, my fingers curled down, slipping into her pussy.



“OH~” She gasped, her nails digging into my back. “Oh fuck!”



“Are you going to cum on my fingers?” I whispered.



My two fingers curled inside of her tight, wet slit. The pink walls gripped them, milking my fingers as I swirled them around inside of her.



Kaye nodded, black hairs sticking to her face as she tossed her hands over her head. Sweat covered her as I rose onto my knees. Her feet slipped off my shoulders, falling to either side of my body as I slowly thrusted my fingers in and out of her cunt.



Grool oozed out, ruining her pretty pink sheets as Kaye arched her back and slammed it down on the sheets.



The pleasure surged through her, and I wanted to push her to the brink.



My thrusting picked up. Her tight pussy took my fingers all the way down to the knuckles as I rammed them into her wetness. The sloshing sound made my heart flutter as I watched the grool ooze out of her panting slit. “So fucking wet…” I sneered.



“I-I can’t hold it in any longer~” She moaned, squirming like a worm on the end of a hook. “I’m going to cum!”



“Then cum for me, mommy. Cum all over my fingers.” I whispered.



The bed rocked beneath us — and my smile turned into a devilish grin. She was holding onto her orgasm well — but I knew how to draw it from her.



My fingers rapidly thrusted in and out of her like a jackhammer. Kaye wailed, her feet kicking the air as I leaned overtop of her, holding her down by the pelvis.



“AH! Oh oh oh, YES!” She screamed, her voice bouncing off the walls. She grabbed my arm but didn’t try to push me away. Her nails dug into my skin as her wall pulsated around my fingers. “FUCK!”



Her entire body jerked up, her back arched before slamming back down onto the sheets. She gasped for air as her pussy milked my fingers.



With a sly smile, I pulled my fingers out of her body, a bridge of grool connecting my fingertip to her slit.



“Fuck… I think we got you nice and wet.” I laughed.



I stuck my fingers into my mouth, my tongue licking them clean as the taste of her salty and sweet wetness filled my mouth.



Kaye panted like a dog, “I…Fuck…”



I laughed, leaning down and planting another kiss on her collar. “Shall we get back to work? I think we can get some dirty pictures now.”



Kaye’s eyes fluttered open, “I think we should… Take whatever pictures you want of me. I’m yours.”



“Good,” I replied, stumbling to my feet. “I’m sure people will go crazy for these pics.”



I eyed her slit. Each breath caused more grool to bubble out down onto her ass.



Perhaps I could get used to taking steamy pictures like this, especially for women as hot as Kaye.
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 Story 2: A Dirty Lesson























I exploded into motion, my leg slicing through the air with a grunt of exertion that escaped from deep within my lungs. My foot connected with Ms. Smith's padded legs, the impact reverberating up my thigh. "Good form, Shelby," she praised, her voice thick with enthusiasm as we wound down the kickboxing session.



"Thanks, Ms. Smith," I panted, feeling the heat radiating off my body. Sweat clung to my sports bra, saturating the fabric until it clung to my skin like a second layer. Stray strands of dirty blonde hair, which had once been neatly braided, now plastered themselves against my flushed cheeks.



"Every week, you're getting stronger, faster," Ms. Smith said, her hands deftly unwrapping the boxing gloves strapped to her wrists. I watched the muscles in her forearms flex with each tug, a silent testament to her own strength.



A grin spread across my face, and I reached for my water bottle, tilting my head back to let the cool liquid cascade down my throat. The sensation was refreshing, a stark contrast to the burning intensity of the workout. "I've always wanted to do kickboxing," I confessed between gulps. "My parents were too overprotective. But here at college, I'm free to try anything."



The cool rush of water soothed my parched throat, and I caught Ms. Smith's gaze on me—intense, unwavering—as I swallowed the last drops. My cheeks warmed under her scrutiny. "What?" I teased, wiping a bead of moisture from my chin. "You've never seen a girl drink water before?"



She shook her head, a curtain of black hair swaying with the motion. "It's nothing," she said, but there was a twinkle in her eye that told me it was something.



"Come on, out with it." I pressed, leaning against the wall, feeling a playful assertiveness bubble up within me.



Ms. Smith chuckled, the low sound sending a shiver down my spine. "Alright," she conceded, her voice a melodic tease. "It's not just your kickboxing skills that are improving, Shelby. Your body... it's responding beautifully to the training."



I furrowed my eyebrows, turning towards the full-length mirror on the wall. The reflection that stared back bore little resemblance to the girl who had timidly stepped into this gym months ago. Sweat hugged the contours of my toned stomach, flat and fit, a hint of abs beginning to etch themselves across my skin. My legs were sculpted from relentless drills, and my arms, once delicate, now showcased a slender strength I hadn't known I possessed.



A laugh bubbled from my lips, genuine and light. "I guess you're right, the boys will love my new body, I’m sure" I admitted, my gaze traveling over the new lines and curves of my body. "Thanks, Ms. Smith. Couldn't have done it without your help."



My cheeks flamed a deeper shade of rose as Ms. Smith's gaze lingered on the sheen of sweat adorning my athletic form.



"Shelby," Ms. Smith's voice was low, a velvet purr that made my nipples press insistently against the damp fabric of my sports bra. "How about another free lesson? On the house."



I tilted my head, curiosity piqued by the rush of adrenaline still coursing through my veins from the previous kickboxing lesson. "What kind of lesson?" I asked, unable to mask the hint of eagerness in my query.



A slow, knowing smirk curled the corners of her lips. "Wrestling," she said.



The mere prospect of tangling with Ms. Smith, feeling the strength of her muscular body pressed against mine, sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core. I was tired, yes, and slick with the effort of our past hour, but the idea of wrestling with her... it was exhilarating.



"Okay," I heard myself say, the word barely a whisper as desire coiled tightly within me. "I'm in."



"Good." Her smile grew wider, and her fingers deftly tugged at the hem of her shorts, drawing my attention downward for a split second. "Let's see what you've got, Shelby."



We squared off, the air between us practically crackling with tension. She eyed me like a panther appraising its prey, and my heart pounded a frenetic rhythm against my ribs. My fatigue melted away, replaced by a budding anticipation that thrummed through my veins.



With a burst of adrenaline fueling my limbs, I charged toward Ms. Smith, intent on taking her down with all the strength my newfound kickboxing prowess afforded me. My hands reached out, fingers splayed to grasp her solid hips and twist her frame onto the mat. But as I collided with her, feeling the undeniable softness of her ample breasts against my cheek, I realized I'd underestimated her.



"Gotcha," she murmured, her voice low and laced with victory.



In a swift, calculated move, her hands clasped around my waist, and with a deft kick, she sent one of my feet skidding out from under me. The world tilted dangerously before I hit the ground with a resounding thud that knocked the wind out of me. Flat on my back, I gazed up at the fluorescent lights of the gym, blinking against the harsh glare.



She lept on me like a lioness that had caught its prey.



With her straddling my hips, her weight oppressive yet thrilling, I squirmed beneath her, my muscles flexing in a futile attempt to dislodge her. Her thighs clamped around me, an unyielding vise that both trapped and excited me.



"Damn it," I cursed under my breath, thrashing on the mat, my heels drumming against the firm surface.



"Easy now," she chuckled, her voice tinged with amusement. "Don't hurt yourself."



I ceased my struggling, chest heaving as I surrendered to the reality of my predicament. "I think... I'll stick to kickboxing," I panted, trying to sound defeated but my words were thick with arousal.



"Good try, though." Ms. Smith's laughter was warm, wrapping around me like a caress. She remained perched atop me, and I could feel every contour of her body pressing into mine.



My eyes flicked up involuntarily, catching sight of my own nipples jutting out prominently against the sweat-soaked fabric of my sports bra. A whimper escaped me as a wave of desire pulsed through my core, magnified by the scent of her perfume—a heady mix of musk and something floral—that filled my nostrils.



"Looks like someone enjoyed our little match," she teased, her gaze following mine to the tense peaks of my breasts.



The heat of her pelvis bore down on mine, the thin barrier of our shorts doing nothing to conceal the mutual heat radiating between us. Our sexes pushed together in a silent duel, sending electric shocks skittering across my skin. I couldn't stop my eyes from drifting downward, landing on the pronounced outline of her arousal straining against the tight fabric of her shorts.



"Ms. Smith..." My voice cracked as I spoke, choked with raw need. I felt exposed, laid bare by her discerning eyes as much as by our physical entanglement.



“What’s wrong, dear? Didn’t like my lesson?”



She was wrong. I enjoyed it… A bit too much.



Her fingers gripped my wrists like the fangs of a snake, digging into my soft skin as her weight sat squarely on my pinned pelvis.



"Enjoying the view?" she teased, circling her hips in a slow, tantalizing grind that had my breath catching in my throat. The weight of her body pinning me to the mat made resistance seem futile and undesirable.



"Maybe," I managed to whisper, my voice betraying the arousal coursing through me.



Leaning down, her long black hair cascaded over my face like a silken curtain, tickling my cheeks. Her hands captured mine, pinning them effortlessly above my head. "I have one more lesson for you," she whispered, her warm breath dancing over my skin, sending shivers down my spine and igniting a fire within me that centered at my clit.



"Wh-what kind of lesson?" I stammered, my heart pounding so hard I was certain she could feel it beneath her.



"Let's call it... a demonstration, actually.." Her voice was husky, dripping with promise and seduction.



Releasing my wrists, Ms. Smith's hands began their descent, tracing the contours of my body with a featherlight touch that had me writhing underneath her. Each stroke felt like a spark along my nerve endings, each caress a step closer to combustion.



She sat up, her eyes—dark as night—locking onto mine. There was a question in her gaze, a silent seeking of permission. I swallowed hard, knowing this was crossing lines, smashing boundaries into oblivion. But the heat of her gaze melted any doubts, and I nodded, giving myself over to the moment, to her.



With a wicked grin, she seized the hem of my sports bra. "Ready?" she asked, her voice low and laced with something primal.



"Y-yes," I breathed out.



In one swift movement, the fabric was yanked upwards, freeing my breasts from their confinement. My nipples puckered immediately against the cool air of the gym, standing erect as if saluting her dominance. Her eyes darkened further as they swept over my exposed flesh, her lust palpable, a mirror to my own.



"Beautiful," she murmured, and I could feel the word as much as hear it, vibrating through my body, a sensual echo that resonated deep within me.



My skin tingled where her gaze lingered, each second stretching into an eternity of anticipation. The room around us faded away until there was nothing but the heat of her stare and the aching need that pulsed through me, begging for release, begging for her.



My chest heaves, the cool gym air lapping at my bare skin, making me feel both vulnerable and alive. "They look even better naked," Ms Smith muses with a husky tone, her words wrapping around me like silk. Her hand extends—a sculpted symbol of tantalizing authority—and clasps onto my tender flesh with such gentle possession that I can't help but arch into her touch.



"You look so eager, Shelby," she teases, a chuckle vibrating from her throat. Her amusement only serves to stoke the flames within me. I'm putty, malleable and yearning under her expert hands. The hand that had been teasing my breast begins its descent, tracing a path down my trembling abdomen. My breath hitches as her fingertips dip below the elastic band of my shorts, flirting with the space where I am most desperate for her touch.



"Ms Smith," I manage to gasp out, my voice drenched in need, "please..."



"Do you want me to go further?" she asks, her voice a low purr, her smile devilish. Her eyes lock onto mine, holding me captive in their depths. "Do you need me to?"



"Y-yes!" The word is a plea, a confession, a prayer all at once. "I need you."



"Good girl." The praise washes over me, filling me with a warmth that rivals the burning between my thighs. She repositions herself, the muscles in her arms flexing as she moves with predatory grace. She kneels, now stationed between my spread legs, and I feel the heat of her breath through the damp fabric of my shorts, a prelude to the promised heaven.



"Please, take them off," I pant, my hands clenching and unclenching at my sides as I resist the urge to touch myself. I'm awash in the anticipation of her next move, each second an exquisite agony.



With a knowing smirk, she takes hold of my shorts. Slowly—excruciatingly so—she peels the fabric down my legs, baring me inch by inch. The sound of the material sliding over my skin is drowned out by the pounding of my heart, a relentless drumbeat of desire.



The fabric of my shorts fell to my feet as I kicked them off. There I was, laying on the mat in just my pink panties which stuck to my body like a second skin. The thin, pink fabric was snug against my mound, already moist with anticipation.



“My, my…” She said with a purr, her face nestling between my thighs, “Already so wet, are we?”



I giggled, biting my lips as I squeezed my own tits, trying to relieve the pent-up anticipation coursing through me.



Ms Smith planted a soft kiss on my inner thigh, making me whimper and squirm. She smiled, her soft kisses moving further up my thigh as she wrapped her hands underneath them. Her fingers dug into my subtle skin as she hovered over my mound. The woman’s ass wiggled in the air behind her as she arched her back.



I reached down, my fingers slipping through her hair as I palmed the back of her head. “P-please~” I moaned.



“Please what?” She asked with a coy smile.



“Please eat my pussy!” I cried out, my cheeks flushing red. I didn’t care how embarrassing it was, I needed her to pleasure me. My clit was vibrating, sending pulsating waves throughout my entire spine as my toes curled. “I need it!”



“Good girl.” She whispered, planting a kiss on the hood of my clit. Even through the panties it was enough to make me moan.



“Ohhh~”



She reached up, her finger fishing the panties out from my mound and holding them to the side. Her warm breath landed on my bare slit, making me quiver. Each breath caused more wetness to coat my eager lips as my breathing became shallow and rapid. “Oh yes~”



“Mmmh, you look so tight.” She smirked.



Ms Smith ran her slender finger up and down my slit, only her tip slipped past my lips. I gasped for breath, my body squirming as my tight pussy gripped the tip of her finger. “Tight indeed.” She said with a smile.



“I-I can take it.” I whimpered, glancing down at her as my hand gripped the roots of her hair.



“Perhaps, let’s see, shall we?”



She grabbed my panties, and in a single tug ripped them off of my body. I yelped as the waistband snapped, and the dirty panties fluttered to the floor. “Don’t worry, I’ll get you a new pair.” She giggled, gripping my thighs.



I didn’t care about the panties at all. My thighs clamped around her face like a vice as I pushed down on her head. Her kisses were so soft and delicate, and my pussy needed them.



Her eyes stayed locked on mine as she opened her mouth — draping her big, wet tongue out of her mouth as she flashed me a wink. My heart skipped a beat as I bit my lip.



As soon as her tongue hit the base of my slit, I yelped. My thoughts disappeared in a puff of smoke and my back arched before slamming into the mat. It felt like a bolt of lightning had struck me.



The woman dug her fingers into my thigh as she ran her tongue up my slit, a hot and heavy moan escaping her lungs as her tongue rode my slick wetness.



“Oh~” I yelped, my jaw dropping and eyes rolling back.



The woman was an artist. Each lap of her tongue buried deeper and deeper inside of my wetness. She worked her tongue like a painter works their paintbrush, and my pussy was her canvass. “Mmmmh~”



I couldn’t even muster any words, each lash of her tongue ripped the thoughts from my head, leaving only a puddle of pure pleasure.



“Fuck…” She whispered, pulling her face out from my pussy. “You taste so good…”



“K-Keep going.” I managed to wheeze, trying to keep myself from drowning in pleasure.



“Oh, I will.”



She pushed her tongue deeper, making me yelp. “Ahh!”



My fingers tugged at her roots and my thighs clamped around her face, pinning her into me.



I swayed my hips, trying to get her tongue even deeper as I suffocated her between my thighs. Her moans and hums vibrated through me as she continued to eat me out like a starving animal.



Her tongue lashed against my slit as she gently sucked on my sensitive clit. I tried to fight it, but the waves of euphoria crashing against me were too much — I was drowning.



“Oh oh oh! Oh fuckkkkk!”



“Are you close?” She whispered into my pussy.



I nodded emphatically. More strands of hair broke from my braid and stuck to my sweaty and flushed face.



“Good girl.”



Ms Smith pushed her tongue flat against my clit, riding it up and down as my teeth clenched.



“Oh fuck! I-I’m going to cum!”


Ms Smith kept licking. She groaned like an animal as my grool lathered her face. Saliva and filth rolled down her chin as she slipped a finger into my pussy. I yelped as my pinkness gripped her finger like a glove.



“Cum for me, babe.” She whispered, panting for air. Her cheeks were red and her pupils wide as she licked her lips. Her finger pressed in and out of my body as I reached my climax.



The storm brewing inside of me finally gave way, as my clit erupted like a volcano of pure pleasure.



My feet kicked the air as my back arched. My entire body went rigid, spare the shaking. “OHHH FUCK!” I cried out, each neuron in my head firing off.



“Oh yes yes yes!”



“Give it to me, slut.” Ms Smith gasped, sucking on my throbbing clit as her tongue lashed against it.



“OHHH!”



The orgasm roared through me like a tidal wave, all I could do was bear it all — and let it flood my mind with pure pleasure.



As the storm subsided, I collapsed on the mat, exhausted and panting. Sweat covered every inch of me as the room spun over my head. “H-holy…”



Ms Smirk laughed, going up to her knees. She licked all the filth from her lips. “Not bad, girl. I hope my demonstration was helpful.”



“I-it was…” I huffed, still unable to process the pleasure that I had just experienced.



“Good, because that was only the first of many lessons.”



























______________________________________________________________________



 Story 3: Roommate Bliss







I huffed as I cleaned up my dorm room, rolling my eyes at the mess Amy made while I visited my family for the weekend. Her clothes were everywhere - strewn across the floor, draped over chairs, even on my bed. In a fit of annoyance, I grab her clothes and toss them into her closet.



"Unbelievable," I mutter under my breath.



Amy and I have been roommates for about two months now, and we couldn't be more different. She's blonde, outgoing, and a total party girl. Me? I'm just trying to get through college with the best grades possible.



As I tidy up, I can't help but feel a twinge of envy. Amy spent four years after high school traveling the world and experiencing life to the fullest before coming to college. My strict Asian upbringing didn't allow me such luxuries. Straight to college after high school, no exceptions.



‘Hey, Kiko! You should totally come to this party with me tonight!’
 Amy would often say, her blue eyes sparkling with excitement. But I always declined. If my grades slipped even slightly, my parents would be furious.



‘Maybe next time,’
 I'd reply, knowing full well that "next time" would never come.



The scent of perfume hangs in the air as I continue cleaning, a reminder of Amy's carefree lifestyle. It's an intoxicating aroma, one that makes me question my own choices.



Is it really so bad to let loose once in a while?
 I wonder to myself.
 After all, what's the point of working so hard if there's no time to enjoy life?



But then reality kicks in. The weight of expectations from my family weighs heavy on my shoulders. As much as I want to embrace the wild side of college life like Amy does, I know I can't. At least not yet.



"Focus, Kiko," I tell myself, shaking off the envy and returning to my task at hand. For now, all I can do is clean up the remnants of Amy's fun-filled life and dream about the day when I might be free to enjoy those same experiences.



I grab the last of Amy's clothes - her booty shorts - off my chair and open a drawer to stuff them inside. That's when I see it: a black leather box with three red X's on the lid, hidden beneath a pile of Amy's flashy party outfits. My heart races as curiosity gets the better of me.



Should I even look?
 I think, my hands trembling. But the temptation is too strong to resist. I gently lift the box out of the drawer, feeling its weight in my hands.
 Just a quick peek can't hurt, right?



With bated breath, I slowly open the box, revealing a big black vibrator nestled among other naughty items. My eyes widen as I gasp, dropping the box in shock. The vibrator rolls out into the sunlight, casting an ominous shadow on the floor.



It…It was huge! The vibrator was silicon and molded to resemble a real dick — veins and all. My lips purse as I scramble onto the floor, grabbing the toy. Just wrapping my hands around the realistic cock makes my body shiver. I had never seen a real-life penis before, they can’t all be this big, can they?



I try to shove the toy back into its box, but my finger slips, pressing a button on the base and making the toy vibrate to life.



“Eek!”
 I yelp, dropping the toy once again. It shakes furiously against the floor, the noise filling the air.



As I stare at the vibrating toy, my body reacts in ways I never thought possible. My clit begins to throb and my entire being shivers with anticipation. I had only kissed one boy before in my entire life, and that was it. I never even played with myself, just the thought of using that toy made my pale cheeks flush red.



Reaching down, I grab the toy and flick it off. My hand runs over the silicone shaft, feeling the realistic curves and veins. My thumb rubs beneath the tip, sending a jolt of electricity through my core. My thighs press together, as I bite my lip.



"Wow," I breathe out, my voice barely audible.



I can't help but stare at the toy with lust. Sometimes my eyes would linger on cute boys in class, and I would imagine what their naked bodies would look like, but I never imagined a cock this big. The forbidden thoughts race through my mind, making me feel even more daring.



As I continue to stare at the toy, my heart pounding in my chest, the front door suddenly swings open. Amy comes barging in, her tank top and short shorts clinging to her sweaty body after a workout. She flashes me a smile, but her eyes quickly drop to the vibrator in my hand, and my face burns with embarrassment.



"Kiko, what are you doing with my toy?" she asks, amusement dancing in her eyes.



"Uh... I-I..." I stutter, unable to come up with any coherent explanation. My mind races, but the words just won't come out. She laughs, making me feel even more humiliated.



"Relax," she says, her laughter subsiding. "I'm not mad or anything."



I hurriedly shove the toy behind my back, too embarrassed to let her see it in my hands any longer. Amy walks further into the room, closing the door behind her and tucking her blonde hair behind her ear. Her top and shorts leave little to the imagination, revealing her perky nipples and the outline of her tight mound.



I couldn't imagine wearing something so revealing in public, despite having friends compliment me on my figure. I simply didn't have the confidence that Amy exuded.



"Seriously, Kiko, don't be so shy about it," she says, grinning. "Everyone has their needs. Even you."



"Y-yeah, I guess" I admit, still feeling the heat in my cheeks.



"Have you ever used one before?" Amy asks, her tone lighthearted yet curious.



"N-no," I confess, looking down at my feet, the toy still hidden from sight. "I've never done anything like that."



"Hey, it's okay," she reassures me, placing a hand gently on my shoulder. "If you want some advice or help, I'd be more than willing to show you the ropes."



"W-what?” I whimpered. “N-no! I would never.”



Amy laughed louder, leaning back against the door. “You poor thing. It’s just a sex toy, no need to be so scared.”



I pursed my lips. “I’m not scared… It’s just… I’m not really comfortable with that kinda thing.”


“What? Masturbating?”


The blush in my cheeks intensified. Even talking about it made me searing red.



Amy walked forward, a glimmer in her blue eyes. She presented her open palm with a devious smile. I winced, placing the toy into her hand.



She gripped it with familiarity, grabbing the base with one hand, and stroking the shaft with her other hand.



My eyes quivered as she slapped the shaft against her palm. “You know… I haven’t had some alone fun in quite some time. Perhaps I’ll use Black Borris here.”



“B-black Borris?”



“That’s what I named him.” Amy giggled, placing a soft kiss on the tip.



My clit quivered, sending tingles up my spine.



“I…I think I’m just going to go to the library and study… Have fun I guess.” I said, trying to repress the bubbling excitement.



As I tried to walk past her, Amy’s delicate hand shot forward, gripping my wrist. “My offer stands. I’d be more than happy to show you how to use Borris, if you want.”



Her fingers wrapped around my slender wrist. I should say no… But I couldn’t. Every fiber of my being wanted to say yes.



I’d be the perfect daughter, the perfect student for so long. All my urges and desires had been shoved to the side.



I hated it.



“O-okay.” I said, surprising myself.



Her smile grew. “Really?”


I bit my lip, my breath quivering.



My head nodded, stray black hairs falling in front of my face.



"Good girl," Amy coos, leading me onto my bed. My heart races as I sit down, my back pressed against the wall. I can't believe I'm doing this. But deep down, a part of me is ready to give in to my desires for once.



Amy sits beside me, her infectious giggle filling the room. Her fingers gently run up and down my leg, sending tingles up my spine, and making me shiver with anticipation. "Are you sure about this?" she asks, her blue eyes searching mine.



I nod eagerly, all seeds of doubt disappearing from my head. This was it. This was the moment I'd been waiting for.



"Alright then." She grins, handing me the vibrator. "Just stroke it, play with it in your hands so you get used to it."



As I hesitantly follow her instructions, Amy kneels beside me. Her skillful fingers make quick work of unbuttoning my jeans and slowly pulling them down my legs. I whimper as I kick them off, feeling exposed and vulnerable. The warm air on my moist panties makes me squirm, and I can't help but blush.



"Look at you," Amy laughs, her voice sultry. "You're already so wet."



Amy gently takes the vibrator from my hand, her eyes never leaving mine as she slowly pushes it against my panties. I can't help but whimper, moaning softly as my toes curl in response to the sensation. Even through the thin fabric, I can feel the hard head of the toy pressing against my clit, making me shiver with anticipation.



"How does that feel?" Amy asks, leaning forward and watching me squirm under her touch. Her voice is a mix of curiosity and seduction.



"Nice," I pant, nodding my head quickly. Every nerve in my body feels electrified, and I know I'm already hooked on this newfound pleasure.



"You haven't felt anything yet," she teases, her fingers deftly hooking into the waistband of my panties.



With a swift motion, she pulls them down, coaxing me to wiggle my ass to help them slide down my trembling legs. My face burns with embarrassment as I realize this is the first time anyone has seen my most intimate area exposed like this. Amy's eyes glimmer with lust as she gazes upon my pussy, her gaze only intensifying my feelings of vulnerability.



"Beautiful," she murmurs, admiring the way my labia part slightly with each eager breath I take. The short pubes that adorn my pelvis draw her attention, and for a moment, I imagine her fingers tracing patterns through them.



Taking the toy, Amy switches on the vibration, causing a shiver to shoot up my spine as the sound fills the air. She begins running the shaft up and down my thigh, teasing me mercilessly. My entire body tingles as I grip the sheets, struggling to maintain control of my emotions.



"Please, Amy," I beg, my voice barely more than a whisper. "I need more."



“Do you, now?”



I nod emphatically, the vibrations against my soft skin make me gasp. “P-please!”



She giggles, taking my leg and spreading it as she crawls between my thighs. Her tits bounce inches from my face as I grab onto her waist. My fingers dig into her skin as feel the heat in my pelvis build.



“Fuck, Kiko. I never expected you to be such an eager slut.”



She pressed the vibrator against my nipple. I yelped, squirming as I held onto her body for dear life. Even through my shirt, the vibrations made me go crazy.



Amy's lips hover just inches from mine, her blue eyes gazing into my soul. I can feel the warmth of her breath mingling with mine as anticipation coils in the pit of my stomach. The gentle hum of the vibrator fills the room, the vibrations sending shivers down my spine.



"Ready?" Amy grins, her voice sultry and filled with mischief.



"Y-yes," I stutter, my heart pounding against my chest as she leans forward.



Amy kisses me deeply, her skilled tongue slipping past my parted lips. I whimper into her mouth as she presses the buzzing vibrator against my sensitive nipple. My body trembles under her touch, desperate for more.



"God, you're amazing," I moan, unable to contain myself any longer.



Amy just chuckles, her warm breath fanning across my face as she trails the vibrator down my trembling body. She's done this before – that much is clear – but never with someone like me. Someone who's been secretly longing for her touch, her kiss.



"Kiko... I've always wanted to kiss you," she confesses, pulling back slightly. Her eyes are filled with desire, making my pulse race even faster.



"Really?" I gasp, my hands instinctively reaching up to caress her soft curves. As my fingers curl around her full breasts, I marvel at their supple weight. Squeezing gently, I'm rewarded with a throaty moan from Amy.



"Always," she whispers, shifting on her knees and hovering the vibrator just above my clit. "And now... I want to make you moan. Are you ready, Kiko?" Amy asks with a seductive smile, her voice dripping with anticipation. "Ready to experience the pleasure of a lifetime?"



I can't help but giggle nervously, excitement bubbling inside me as I nod my head. "Yes, Amy... I'm finally ready. Ready to give into my desires."



"Good girl," she purrs, her eyes filled with lust and excitement. Slowly, tantalizingly, Amy presses the tip of the vibrator against my swollen, aching pussy. The sensation is electric, sending shockwaves through my body.



"Ah!" I yelp, my back arching off the bed before collapsing back against the soft sheets. My moans grow louder, more desperate as the toy vibrates wildly against my exposed clit.



"God, Amy, it feels so good..." I gasp, gripping her breasts firmly in my hands, my fingers digging into their softness. The intoxicating sensations coursing through me are almost too much to bear.



"Tell me how much you want it, Kiko," Amy demands, her voice breathy and urgent. "Tell me what you need."



"Please, Amy... I need more," I beg, my voice trembling with arousal. "I need you to make me come."



She smiled devilishly. “Don’t worry. I’m a master at that…”



Amy pulled the vibrator away, making me gasp for air. I panted like a dog in heat, the room spinning as my pussy ached. She lowered her head, nestling her face between my thighs. Her warm breath against my quivering clit made me moan with delight as I ran my fingers through her luscious blonde hair.



Her blue eyes my quivering brown ones as she planted a kiss on my clit.



“Ahhh~” I moaned, gripping her roots and arching my back. My thighs clamped around her face as her tongue circled around my clit. “Oh F-fuck! Amy!”



The air is thick with desire as Amy's warm breath fans across my clit, the feeling sending shivers up my spine. Her blonde hair falls in soft waves around her face, framing her mischievous smile.



"God, Amy," I moan, my body trembling under her skilled touch. She circles my clit with her tongue, her blue eyes never leaving mine, as if daring me to look away.



"Like that?" she giggles, pausing just long enough to plant a gentle kiss on my thigh. I whimper and nod, unable to form words as I watch her reach for the vibrator.



"Fuck..." I gasp, gripping her hair as she slowly pushes the toy deeper inside me. The pleasure surges through me like a bolt of lightning, causing my legs to shake uncontrollably.



"Ohhh, Amy, I'm gonna cum," I cry out, my voice breaking with desperation. My mind races with thoughts, but I can’t focus on a single one of them.



My head slams against the wall, my body trembling uncontrollably. The vibrations from the toy buried inside me and Amy's relentless tongue on my clit push me over the edge. I grit my teeth to stifle a scream, but it's no use. A guttural moan escapes my lips as pleasure explodes throughout my entire body.



"Yesss... fuck, Amy," I gasp, unable to hold back any longer. My orgasm hits me like a freight train, leaving me breathless and euphoric. My entire body shivers as the orgasm surges through me. “Ahhhh~” I gasp, my mind melting as I grip her hair. The room around me melts away, leaving me in a cloud of bliss as each and every neuron in my brain fires off.



Amy, satisfied with her work, pulls the vibrator out of me, flicking it off. I collapse onto the bed, panting for air, while she watches me with a predatory glint in her eyes. She licks the tip of the vibrator seductively, moaning softly.



"God, you taste so sweet," she purrs, smirking at me.



I manage a weak smile and reply, "I want a taste too." As I wrap my arms around her neck, I pull her in for a deep, passionate kiss. Our tongues dance together, and I savor the intoxicating blend of my own arousal and her unique flavor.



"Did you enjoy that?" Amy teases, her voice sultry and confident.



"Enjoy doesn't even begin to describe it," I admit, feeling a renewed surge of desire course through me. "You're incredible, Amy."



"Good," she grins wickedly, "because we're just getting started." Her words send shivers down my spine, and anticipation fills every fiber of my being.



I smiled. I was no longer the innocent college girl that only cared about grades. The pleasure I had just felt was unmatched, unrivaled. And I needed more.



“How about next time, you push the toy all the way inside of me?” I whispered with a seductive smile



“Are you sure you can take it?”



I nodded. “I can take it. Promise.”



“Good girl.”
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