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 Book 1: The Babysitter



 



 



 



I grabbed my jean jacket off the leather couch and tip-toed through the extravagant mansion to the front doors.



Ms Harper just got home, and with the kids tucked in for the night, my babysitting shift was over.



The rich Ms Harper was more than generous with her pay for the night, offering me twice the normal rate so that she could go on her last-minute date. Being a college student, the money was definitely very much so appreciated!



I, of course, didn’t mind one bit. I loved these kids, and the money was just a pleasant bonus.



“Oh, sweety! One more thing before you go…” Ms Harper’s voice carried through the mansion.



The elegant and dolled-up woman peered her head around the corner and beckoned me over.



I nodded my head, placing my jacket with my evening pay down by the table near the door, and scurried back around to the living room. My blonde ponytail bobbed as I ran and my white T-shirt was still dirty with paint from finger painting with the kids. “Yes, ma’am?” I ask as I turn the corner.



The woman draped her voluptuous fur jacket off her shoulder and let it slide off onto the floor. Underneath, she wore a tight black dress that held snugly to her body.



I shake the blush from my cheeks as I approach, trying not to get caught admiring Ms Harper’s exquisite body.



“Thank you again, Hailey for all your help this evening.” the woman said with a smile as she sat back on the leather couch. “I know it was last second, but the man I was seeing had insisted on taking me out for dancing.”



“Of course ma’am. I’m always more than happy to watch the kids.” I replied, standing off to the side of the living room. “I hope your date went well.”



Ms Harper threw her head back as she laughed, her short black hair wavering in the air.



“It was a terrible time. I can barely move in this constricting dress, and my feet are
 aching
 . Heels are not proper dancing attire, let me tell you.”



“I can’t even dance in regular sneakers, let alone heels.” I laugh.



The woman smirked my way. “Really? A fit young girl like you?”



The blush in my cheeks returned as I glance to the floor, brushing the stray blonde hairs from my face. “Well, I’m more of the nerdy, artsy type. As you can see.” I said, presenting the dried paint on my chest.



Ms Harper’s eyes fell on my perky chest—causing the blush in my pale cheeks to turn smoldering red.



“In any case, I was hoping you could unzip my dress. I fear reaching back would cause it to tear, and it is very expensive.” The woman continued, adverting her eyes from my chest.



I took a breath, a shiver shooting up my body as I nod my head. “Of course,” I said, walking forward.



Ms Harper rose from the white leather couch, spinning around and tilting her head forward to brush her hair away from the nape.



With her looking the other way, I had a chance to steal another glance at the woman’s amazing body.



Just like myself, she was thin, but her ass and curves were beautiful and awe-inspiring as the tight fabric held them.



My hands shake as I reach up to the zipper by her nape, a whiff of her flowery perfume drifts into my nose as I bite my lip, slowly unzipping the dress.



Ms Harper's soft skin peers out as the dress widens at the back. The clip of her black lace bra poked out as I unzipped more, down to the small of her back.



Quickly, I look away and step back, unable to hide the blush in my cheeks.
 “Th-there you go,”
 I say, my body quivering.



The woman turned around, holding the top of the dress up against her chest. A sly smirk grew across her lips as she noticed my frazzled state. “What’s wrong, my dear? Never seen a woman undress before?”



I chuckle nervously before shaking my head. Being the only daughter of a single father meant that I never really had been that close to another girl before.



“Well, there is nothing to be afraid of… I’ll show you.” Ms Harper said slyly, before letting go of the fabric held up against her chest.



The dress slouched off her body, crumpling to the floor by her feet.



I gasp, unable to take my eyes off her. Ms Harper stood tall in her black lace bra and matching panties. A dirty smile crossed her lips. “See?”



My entire body quivered. Despite the large living room, I felt suffocated and hot, as if I were stuck in a furnace.
 “I… I…”
 My lip quivers as I admire the older woman. Despite being in her early 40s, her body was tight and her skin was flawless. I could only imagine the beauty she must have been back in her youth.



Ms Harper laughed, “Oh my dear, you are adorable.” She walked forward, stepping out of her crumpled dress. “I know it’s late, but perhaps you’d like to stay a little while longer and help me…
 Unwind
 ?”



I look up at her, my bright blue eyes meeting her sinister black ones.
 “O-okay…”
 I say. The words slipped out of my mouth without my brain's permission. I feel compelled towards her like a magnet. My body yearned to be close to her. It took my entire willpower to keep my hands by my side, and not to grab at her big tits.



 
 The woman took my hand, causing my heart to skip a beat as she intertwined our fingers.



She lifted my face with her other hand, staring down at me with eyes filled with lust. “Good. Now, how about we sit down on the couch and enjoy each other’s company?”



I nod my head, and the older, sexy woman guided me over to the white leather.



She sat, pulling me down next to her, our bodies no more than an inch apart as she leaned in close.



I sat nervous and rigid as the woman giggled, brushing my stray hair behind my ear. “No need to be so nervous. I’ll be gentle.” She said, before planting a kiss on my neck.



“Ohh…”
 I whimpered, my mind melting and my eyes fluttering. I didn’t even realize that my hand had rested itself on Ms Harper’s thigh, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as she kissed my neck again.



I tilt my head, exposing more of my neck for the woman to kiss with her soft and tender lips. My eyes flutter close as I try to suppress more soft whimpers.



Ms Harper’s other hand trails down my body, resting on my chest before giving it a hard squeeze.



“
 Oh!”
 I moan, feeling her long fingers digging into my bra.



Ms Harper smiled, lifting her face from my neck. “I hadn’t realized how dirty your shirt is. You should take it off immediately.”



I nod my hand, grabbing the bottom of my T-shirt.
 “Y-yes, ma’am.”



I tugged the fabric off my body and over my head.



Ms Harped leaned back on the couch, admiring my body as I did hers. A twinge of insecurity flushes over me as I await her reply.



Unlike her, my stomach and legs weren’t fit and chiseled. My jeans were baggy and my dollar store bra was about a size too big for my little tits. Despite being a 19-year-old college girl, I dressed like a teenage boy.



“
 Beautiful…
 ” the woman said, her hand trailing down her own body towards her panties. She rubbed her pussy overtop the thin fabric as she leaned back against the armrest. One foot was raised on the couch behind my back, and the other was spread and planted on the floor.



I could feel my mouth water as the woman rubbed the pussy. Underneath the thin, sheer fabric, I could see the outline of her slit, which made my own pussy quiver with excitement.



“Now, take it all off…” Ms Harper continued, teasing herself.



I gulp nervously.
 “N-nobody has ever seen me naked before…”



Despite being hit on by every boy at college, I never felt particularly attracted to any of them.



Ms Harper rose an eyebrow, “Is that so? Well, I’m happy to be the first. Go ahead now.”



I can see the lust in her eyes, and her panties did a poor job of hiding her excitement. Her wetness spilled out onto the delicate fabric, making them even more see-through than before as she squirmed on the leather couch.



My own body grows hot and sweaty. My heart is beating as fast as my clit. I unbutton my jeans and wiggled them down my legs.



“Mmm, good girl…” Ms Harper said, eyeing my thighs as I inch the jeans down to my socks.



My ass sticks to the leather seat as I sit back. My panties were unflattering and plain white. Being a virgin, I never felt the need to buy myself a sexy pair—but now I was regretting that.



Despite my oversized bra and plain panties—Ms Harper eyed me up and down like I was the sexiest thing alive.



My entire body blushed as I stood to my feet, kicking away my pants and giving a cheeky twirl for the older woman to enjoy.



Ms Harper laughed, “my, my, so cute and spunky. Come here, girl.”



I did just that. Her words echoed in my head like a command that I was unable to resist. Her voice was firm and authoritative, yet with a hint of womanly softness.



I stood by her as Ms Harped leaned up off the couch, kissing my stomach as her lips inched down to my waistband.



“Ohhh yes…”
 I whimper, running my hands through her soft black hair. The scent of her vanilla shampoo filled my nostrils as my body quivered.



Each kiss sent my frazzled mind into overdrive, and the closer her lips got to my soft slit, the hornier I got.
 “K-keep going…”
 I whimper, my back arched as I pulled the older woman’s face closer to my body.



She glanced up at me, smiling. Her black eyes pierced my fragile soul and her dirty smirk caused my slit to spill with wetness.



Ms Harper’s hands wrapped around to my ass, her fingers squeezing my cheeks as her lips pecked at the waistband of my panties.



“Ohhh yes…”
 I moaned, feeling her fingers dig into my thick, firm ass. My legs were shaking, and if not for my hands on her shoulders, I would have toppled over.



“Lay back, sweety. Let me have my way with you.” She moaned, glancing up at me.



I bite my lips, my brain rushing with a million thoughts yet unable to grab hold of a single one. Nodding my head, I lay back on the leather mattress. One leg was on the couch's backrest, and the other was planted firmly on the floor.



My legs were spread as Ms Harper crawled between them, her hands running up and down, my moist thighs.



“Ohh fuck…”
 I whimper, reaching back to unclip my bra.



The woman stroked the front of my panties with her delicate hand, causing my breath to stutter and my toes to curl.
 “Oh fuck! Yes…”



The bra flutters to the floor, freeing my petite little tits.



The pleasure was coursing through me like a tidal wave. I grab my tits and squeeze them as I watch the older woman slowly inch my wet panties down my thighs.



I raise my legs up, letting her take my panties off and toss them next to my bra.



Spreading them again, she placed her face down by my tight, innocent pussy.



My lips are quivering and my nails are digging into the soft tissue of my breast as I watch the woman eagerly.



She smiled, placing her face inches from my wet slit. Her warm breath on my clit made me squirm like a fish out of water.



“So nice and tight.” Ms Harper chuckled, her fingers rubbing my inner thigh but refusing to touch my whimpering slit.



I can feel the sweat pouring out of my body as my clit begged to be played with. Just watching the older woman admire by innocent teen slit was too much
 . “P-please, fuck me…”
 I whimper.



She glanced up at me with her big black eyes. “Can’t wait any longer?”



I shake my head wildly as blonde hairs stick to my panting face.
 “Fuck me, please…”



The woman smirked devilishly.



She leaned down, planting a soft and sensual kiss on the crest of my slit—right on my throbbing clit.



“Oh!”
 I yelp, gripping my tits. My hard pink nipples press up against my sweaty hands as Ms Harper kissed down my slit. My wetness coated her lip as she made out with my pussy.



“Oh fuck!”
 I squeal like a pig in heat. My foot kicked the air as she held me down. Her tongue slipped out of her mouth and into my slit, causing my jaw to drop and my eyes to roll back.



Her talented tongue licked up and down my entire pussy, causing me to whimper like a dog in heat.



Her hands dug into my thighs, holding my ass down on the couch before I squirm off.



My back arches as her tongue buries deeper and deeper. Letting go of my tit, I grab the back of her head, gripping her silk soft hair and holding the woman down on my slit. My thighs clamp around her head like vise grips as her tongue lashes inside my wet innocence.



“Oh fuck yes! Fuck fuck fuck!”
 I cry out. My voice carried and echoed in the room, but at this point, I didn’t care one bit.



My mind is in another universe as I struggle to keep from drowning in the typhoon of euphoria that had overcome me.



The woman broke free from my thighs. She gasped as saliva and grool lathered her pretty face. “Fuck! You taste so sweet.” She whimpered, crawling up the coach.



I wrapped my legs around her waist and held her body up against mine as she crawled over me. Our sweaty bodies stuck like glue as she brought her face to mine.



We kissed wildly. Like animals, our tongues lashed in one another’s mouths. The taste of my honey sweet grool slathered on my lips as we made out, her body pinning me down on the dirty couch.



Ms Harper moaned, lifting her face off of mine and rolling off my body. A bridge of saliva connected my bottom lip to hers as her hand reached down to my panting slit.



Her fingers snuck inside my wetness, easily parting my lips as she held them inside me.



“Oh!”
 I yelped loudly, my eyes fluttering as our bodies connected and the older woman held my face up to her chest.



I bury my face between her cleavage as she slipped another finger inside. My tight lips gripped her knuckles as she playfully wiggled them inside me, causing my entire body to twitch.



“Shhh, sweety. Let me show you how to pleasure a woman.” Ms Harper whispered into my ear.



She held my face up against her chest, her hand on the back of my head and the other down inside my pussy.



My legs kicked the air as she finger fucked me, her soft and talented fingers wiggling and touching me in all the right places.



All I could do to keep from moaning in pleasure was suck on her tit. I filled my mouth with her big breast as she thrust her hand faster and faster inside my slit.



“Like that, baby? Like it when I finger your little college girl pussy?” She whimpers, kissing the top of my head.



I moan gently, letting myself succumb to the wave of pleasure.



“Good girl.” She said, taking my whimpering moans as confirmation. “Now come for me.”



Before I can react, the woman thrusts her fingers like a jackhammer—shoving them deeper into my delicate slit each time.



My body goes into overdrive as my clit erupts.
 “Oh fuck!”
 I cry out, tossing my head back from her moist chest.
 “Oh, fuck yes!”



My body seizes up as my clit erupts with pleasure.
 “Oh yes! Right there!”



“O-oh!”
 Ms Harper whimpers, my splattering grool coating her beautiful body. “Fuck!”



Her whimpers match mine and our minds connect as if she could feel my own orgasm coursing through her. Sweat stuck us together like glue and my hands gripped her arm as refused to relent.


My tight lips grip her knuckles as she holds them inside. By now, a pool of sticky grool has pooled on the couch, coating my ass.



“F-fuck!”
 I squeal,
 “I’m coming!”



My body collapses on the couch in a pool of sweat and grool as the orgasm swarms my melting mind. The pleasure of her touch was more than anything I had ever experienced before.



Exhausted and panting for air, my eyes meet hers. Grool and saliva lathered her chin and cheeks, and so did her dirty smile. “So… How was your first time with a woman?” She asked, holding my body close to hers and draping her leg over my pelvis.



I snuggle up close to her chest, my mind falling back down from its euphoric high.
 “A-amazing…”
 I whimpered between breaths.



“Good. Now let’s go back to my bedroom. There is still plenty that I need to show you.”
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 Book 2: The Roommate and Her Toy



 



 



“Are you sure we should be doing this?” I ask, nervously glancing over my shoulder at the front door.



“It’ll be fine. Trust me, Lacy, you’re going to love my new toy.” Hannah replied, reaching under her bed.



I had only lived with Hannah for less than a month. She was my assigned college roommate, and the girl was completely different from me.



I had come to college to learn and study, but Hannah came to party and meet new people. Normally, that wouldn’t be a problem, except for all the boys she always brought over.



“I know that you fucking boys is jumping into the deep end, so let’s start off with something… A little less talkative.” Hannah said with a smile as she pulled out a shoe box and placed it on her lap.



I crawled over next to her, curious about what magic device she had been teasing all week long.



Throughout our time together, Hannah always told me to go out and meet boys, but the mere idea of flirting made my stomach turn, so she offered me something to test the waters.



Hanna grinned devilishly, her wavy blonde hair falling in front of her face as she lifted the lid to the box.



I peer inside as I bring my face next to hers. Her strawberry perfume wafts into my nose as she reveals her secret.



“Ta-da!” she proclaimed, reaching in and grabbing a big black dildo.



My jaw drops as I stare at the silicone toy that was nearly as long as my forearm. “Excuse me?”



I crawl back on the carpeted dorm room floor. “This is where you think I should start?”



“Well ya,” Hannah said, bringing the toy up to her face. “Trust me, this thing has taught me a lot over the years.” She said with a cheeky wink.



I brush the stray brown hairs from my face as I stare dumbfounded at my roommate and her egregiously large sex toy.



In my young, immature life, I’ve barely ever played with myself—and when I do I just stick to my fingers. Even that was often too risque for me.



My body quivers and my pussy aches at just the mere thought of putting that monstrosity inside me. Its fake veins pressed up against the thick shaft, and it even came with silicone balls.



Hannah eyed it like she was in love, her long eyelashes batting as she glared at it up and down. “You know…” she began, her hand slowly stroking the shaft as rosy blush filled her cheeks. “If you don’t mind… I think I’d like one more try at this… You know, for old time's sake.”



I roll my eyes. “You know what? You can keep it. I think I’m just going to stay celibate this year.”



“Oh come on now,” Hannah says, leaning over and grabbing my wrist, pulling me back in close.



We both leaned back against her bed, shoulder to shoulder, as she placed the toy in my lap. “Touch it. Go ahead.” She said, biting her lip.



I grimace, but play along, just to get her off my back. My dainty little hand could barely wrap around the thick shaft, and my body shivers as I stroke the thing up and down.



Hannah placed her hand on my bare thigh as she eyed the toy like candy.



It was the end of summer, but the sun beamed into our room, turning it into a furnace. We both had to wear booty shorts and tank tops all day long to avoid being cooked alive.



“Well?” she asked, glancing at me.



I can already see the wet spot forming in the front of her pink booty shorts. This girl was like a sex-crazed animal.



“I uh… I don’t know. It’s not doing anything for me.” I reply, averting my gaze from her growing wet spot.



Hannah huffed, taking the toy from me. “Not all of us can appreciate it, I guess.”



Her nipples poked up against the soft fabric of her top, and Hannah spread her legs, letting the warm air of the room hit her moist groin.



Suddenly, I feel myself grow hot and bothered as well. Though the dildo may not have done it, seeing Hannah pant like a dog in heat sure seemed to get the job done.



I know it was wrong to think of my own roommate like that… And yet I can’t shake the image of my gorgeous bubbly blonde roommate filling her tight slit with such a huge toy. I can already hear her soft moans echo in my ears.



Now it was my pussy that was growing wet.



“Y-you know…”
 I began, the words slipping past my lips without my mind's approval. “Perhaps… You can show me?”



Hannah glanced at me with her perfect blue eyes. Her hand gripped the shaft of the toy and her heart was beating like a drum. “O-oh… Sure… If you want.” She said, biting her lips to suppress her smile.



Before I knew it, she grabbed the waistband of her booty shorts, inching them down her sweaty legs and kicking them away.



My breath stuttered as leaned back on the floor, spreading her legs and revealing her sexy little slit.



I inch my foot closer to hers until our legs are touching.
 “G-go on…”
 I urge, slipping my hand down past my own shorts. My fingers began to rub against my peering clit in a poor attempt to satiate it. My eyes were locked on her pussy as it dribbled with grool.



Her lips were tight and puffy, barely spreading as her horniness levels increased.



The girl moaned, kissing the shaft up and down as she squirmed on the floor.



Hannah’s nipples were rock hard, nearly slicing through the fabric of her tank top as she kissed the shaft, getting it nice and wet with her saliva.



Her pussy was throbbing, begging to be filled. Instinctively, I reach down with my other hand and slowly rub the hood of her clit—causing Hannah to moan.
 “Ohhh yes.”



Her blue eyes fluttered open, matching mine as a smile curled on her lips.



I whimpered as my mind began to rush with pleasure. Boys never interested me, but Hannah had me in her grips.



With one hand pleasuring her clit, and the other pleasuring my own, my body surged with pleasure.



The air in the room was hot and dingy, and our moans filled the ambient air.



“G-go ahead, fuck me with this,”
 Hannah said with a dirty smile, handing me her wet dildo.



Her saliva coated the thick, black shaft and dripped down onto the balls. I nearly dropped it as I gripped the shaft.



Her warm and sticky saliva coated my fingers. I couldn’t help it as I raised the toy to my face.



My quivering lips clamped around the tip of the toy, and my tongue swirled against the silicone as I licked up Hannah’s spit. The taste of her minty saliva on my tongue made my entire body twitch.



I closed my eyes and sucked on it like a lollipop, feeling Hannah’s hand grope my tits. “There you go,” she giggled. “I knew you were a slut all along.”



I whimpered as the words filled my head. She was right. Perhaps I was just in denial, or perhaps I was waiting for the right person, but my body was now filled with pure lust and desire—I couldn’t contain it.



I pulled the dildo out. A strand of saliva connected my lip to the wet head as I knelt down and lowered my face to her crotch. A naughty smile crossed my lips as I wiggled my ass in the air. “Ready?” I ask, taking the toy cock and slapping Hannah’s thigh with it.



The girl whimpered, spreading her legs even more and nodding her head. Stray strands of blonde hair stuck to her eager face as her eyes filled with lust.
 “F-fuck me…”



My hand dug into her thigh as I held the dildo against the crest of her slit. Even that was enough to cause the blonde beauty to toss her head back and moan.



My shorts are buried between my ass as I lean in further, nearly resting my face in her lap as I rubbed the tip of the toy cock up and down her moist pussy.



“Oh, fuck!”
 She yelped, grabbing my arm.



My own pussy grool ran down my leg as I watch her puffy lips grip the tip of the dildo, beckoning it to fill her.



Her body was panting. Her eyes could barely focus as they glared at the thick, black toy pressing against her slit and her tank top was soaked in sweat—revealing her hard nipples underneath.



Her eyes meet mine and we both giggle like innocent schoolgirls.



“Ready?” I ask, teasingly running the cock up and down her wet pussy.



She bit her lip and nodded her head, her hand gripping my arm.



With that, I began to press the thick, hard toy inside her quivering slit.



“Ohh!”
 Hannah cried out, digging her nails into my arm. Though at this point, I’m so wet and horny myself that the pain is exhilarating.



The tip of the cock buried inside her soft, pink lips—and I keep pressing it forward to get the rest in.



Hanna yelped, her toes curled and her head tossed back against her bed. Her hard nipples pressed up against her top—begging to be let free.



I bit my lip, my body growing hot and bothered as I kept pressing the thick toy inside her spreading lips. I can feel the resistance from her tight, teen pussy, but her moans and whimpers urge me to keep going.



“Oh fuck! Yes yes yes!”
 Hannah squeals, kicking her ankles against the carper.



“You like that, baby?” I moan, feeling overcome by the surge of horniness coursing through me. “Like my thick cock?”



Hannah yelps as I shove in the last inch. The lips of her slit grip the silicone base as grool oozes out of the corners—spilling onto the carpet.



Hannah’s ocean-blue eyes roll back as her jaw drops.
 “Oh!”
 She whimpers.



I can’t control myself, my other hand lashes out and grabs her perky tit—messaging them gently as her hard nipple pokes out beneath the fabric.



Her tits were just as soft and squishy as I imagine. Each grope causes the dirty blonde to whimper and squirm. Her white top was wet and transparent with sweat as the air grew hot and humid.



My own virgin pussy was eating away at the fabric of my shorts. My grool ran down my leg as I imagine myself fucking Hannah’s slit.



I reel back the dildo, pulling it out of her tight body. The black shaft is coated in her sweet white grool, making my mouth water.



“Ohhh…”
 Hannah sighs in relief, her body relaxing as the thick toy pulled out of her.



My pink lips curl into a dirty grin, as I shove the toy back inside her pussy fast and hard, with no warning.



“Ah!”
 Hannah cries out, her girlish voice booming throughout the dorm room.



I keep fucking her, my breath stuttering as I shove the toy in and out of her tired and beaten pussy. Each thrust goes deeper than the last—and at this point, Hannah doesn’t care at all about keeping her voice down.



“
 Oh fuck yes!”
 she cries out, her body squirming.
 “Oh fuck yes, baby!”



“Ohh fuck!”
 I whimper, imagining myself being fucked in her stead. My clit is quivering and my mind is racing. Each breath is harder to inhale than the last, and the heavy air in the room is making my thoughts fade into pure bliss.



“Oh oh oh! Fuck, baby!”
 She cries out at the top of her lungs. Her cries and moans drowned out the sound of the toy fucking her sopping wet slit.



Her grool was splattering out of her slit like a sprinkler—coating me in her sticky wetness as I held the toy deep inside her. Once again, her tight lips gripped the base, and Hannah’s body went rigid as the toy buried itself inside her petite body.



Her eyes were fluttering and her lips quivering. A drop of saliva fell from the corner of her lips down to her chin, as she could barely keep her head up from the pulsating orgasm.



Her hands were trembling as they reached down to the bottom of her moist tank top. She whimpered as she wiggled it up her body and tossed the filthy top off onto the floor.



Hannah’s naked body glistened in the light. Sweat coated her from head to toe, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off her hard, pink nipples. They looked like little gumdrops on her perfectly round tits.



I lean forward, holding the cock inside her panting slit, and lock my lips around her nipple—swirling my tongue around the little button.



I suck like a baby as Hannah whimpers, wrapping her arms around my neck and holding me up against her chest.



The taste of salty sweat fills my mouth as I flick her nipple, eliciting a moan from the girl.



My mind is buzzing with euphoria, and tasting her sweet skin against my lips is almost enough to cause me to erupt in a vicious orgasm as well.



“H-holy fuck…”
 Hannah whimpers, holding her face against the top of my head as I sensually suck on her nipples, my hands running up and down her moist body. “I’m going to cum.”



I pull my face up, staring into her beautiful eyes. “C-cum for me, baby…” I whimper.



I let go of the thick dildo, letting it slide out of her tight slit.



Along with it, a river of sweet and sticky grool spilled out as her slit unclogged with the toy. Her tight lips were spread and panting, still dripping with grool as I lay down on the floor between her knees.



I wiggle on the carpet, wrapping my arms around her thighs as she strokes my hair. My face is inches from her panting slit, the scent of her wetness drifts into my nose—causing my entire body to shutter and my mouth to water.



My eyes lock with her exposed and throbbing clit. Even still, her pussy looked amazingly soft and delicate, despite being ravaged by the dildo.



I lick my lips and my hands grip her thighs as I inch closer.



Hannah’s hand wraps around my sweaty brown hair, gripping them at its roots as I run my tongue up her slit to her throbbing clit.



“A-ah!”
 she cries out, squeezing her thighs around my head and holding my face down against her slit.



My nails dig into her soft skin, and my tongue runs laps up and down her wetness. The taste of her grool is as sweet as honey, and her spilling wetness coats my face and lathers my tongue. My eyes close and my breath stutters as I eat her out, feeling her throb.



Hannah’s moans echo in my ear and her hand tugs at my hair.



With my face buried between her thighs, I can barely breathe. Each inhale brings in the scent of her sweet and salty wetness. All I can focus on is the movement of my tongue as it gently penetrates her wetness. My mouth fills with her grool and saliva, and the filthy concoction dribbles down my chin.



Hannah’s thighs press against the side of my head like ear muffs, yet her whimpers and moans still fill my buzzing head.



She arches her back, squirming like a fish out of water as her gentle moans turn into hot and heavy cries.
 “Oh fuck! I’m c-cumming!”



I hold on to her thighs as she grips my roots.



My mouth filled with a squirt of her wet grool, it filled my cheeks and lathered my tongue as the girl spasmed. Her orgasm erupted and her clit throbbed as I sucked the filth from her slit.



Her squirming body collapsed as she gasped for breath. Her thighs fell to the floor and her hand ungripped my frazzled hair.



“Oh fuck!”
 I whimpered, pulling my head up and spitting up the build-up of filth in my cheeks.



I fall back onto my moist ass. Filth dribbled down my chin onto my dirty tank top as I admire Hannah, naked and panting. A grin on her lips as her eyes flutter.



“Holy fuck…”
 she whimpers. Her hand reached down between her legs to survey the damage and pool of filth. “That was amazing…”



I giggled, wiping my chin. “It was.”



I crawl forward beside her, tilting her chin up with my dirty finger and kissing her.



Our lips lock and my lathered tongue slips into her wet mouth.



Hannah moans as our hands explore one another’s bodies. Our hot moans slipped into each other’s mouths.



She gently sucks the filth from my tongue as I shove it into her mouth, tasting her.



I pull away, blushing like a child as my body quivers. By now, my pussy is dripping with wetness, my booty shorts unable to hold back the waterfall of filth. “My turn,” I say with a cheeky wink.



Hannah bites her lip and nods her head, her hand reaching for the filthy dildo as I lean back and spread my legs.
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 Book 3: The Housewife



 



 



I elbow the doorbell as I hold my tray of freshly baked cookies. What better way to welcome a new family to the neighborhood?



The wide wooden door swings open, revealing a middle age woman panting. “Hello?” She asked, wiping the sweat from her brow.



“Oh, hello! My name is Erin. I’m your neighbor, and I figured that I’d bring over some cookies to welcome you to the neighborhood. Sorry if this is a bad time.” I said sheepishly.



“Oh, sweetheart. Thank you so much! I’m Emma, Emma Horne.” The woman replied, taking the tray from my hands. “Now isn’t a bad time at all. I’m just clumsy and overloaded the washing machine. Please, come in for some tea.”



I kindly accepted the offer, walking into their enormous and glamorous house for the first time. “
 Woah…
 ” I mutter to myself, but the grand ceilings carry my voice.



Mrs Horne laughed audibly from the kitchen. “My husband does rather well for himself.”



I blush, taking off my shoes, trying not to seem too amazed by their home. My wavy brown hair drapes past my face as I kick off my shoes and walk into the kitchen.



The sunlight flooded the white marble kitchen, each surface glistening in the basking sun. Mrs Horne placed the tray down on the dinner table, wafting the scent of my freshly baked chocolate chip cookies into her nose.



“Mmm, these smell delicious!” She exclaimed, tossing her head back. Her short brown hair fell back into place.



I giggle as I glance away. “Thanks. My mom helped me make them.”



“Ah yes, I think I’ve seen her working in your garden the other day. I’ll be sure to stop by and say hello once we are all settled in.”



I stand awkwardly by the kitchen walkway. It felt wrong for someone like me to even be standing in a house this grand.



My mom and I were rather poor, and the only reason we could live in this community was because our house belonged to my grandfather before he passed.



“Oh, come in dear!” Mrs Horne urged, walking over and grabbing my hand, pulling me to the dinner table.



The woman was dressed like a 1900s house mom. Her short brown hair was neat, and she wore a flowery apron over the top of a vintage sundress. Her rosy smile was enough to make me grin in response.



“So, some tea?” She offered.



I sheepishly nod my head, looking around the pristine house. There were no signs or indications of any children. Perhaps they were away at college, but Mrs Horne looked barely a day over 40, so that was unlikely.



“I’m so glad you came over,” the woman said, placing a saucer and teacup in front of me before grabbing her own. “I was getting rather lonely, with my husband gone all day.”



I politely nod my head, “Of course, ma’am.”



She sits down right next to me, frowning and placing her hand on my thigh overtop my jeans. “Ma’am? Please dear, I’m not that old.”



“O-oh! Sorry!”



The woman threw her head back and laughed, “I’m just playing love.”



The blush returns to my face as I brush the stray hairs from my face and take a sip of the tea. Whatever tea it is, it wasn’t the dollar-store tea bags that I’m used to.



Mrs Horne must have seen my pleasant reaction. The woman grinned and gripped my lower thigh.



I guzzle down the rest of the tea before Mrs Horne even so much as has a chance to take a sip of her own.



“Oh, careful now.” She said, leaning forward and wiping a drop of tea from my chin. The blush on my cheeks intensifies as she wipes my mouth as if I were a child.



The woman laughs, inching closer to me, her hand running up and down the thighs of my jeans.



My entire body tenses up, I can feel the sweat building on my skin underneath my jeans and my light jacket.



Her grin turns devious as she notices the sweat on my brow. “What’s the matter, dear? Is it too hot in here? The sun is rather strong.”



I bite my lip, my eyes glancing down at her exposed legs and bare feet. Her sundress held so snug to her body, and her figure was picturesque.



I have no idea what’s coming over me. This woman seemed to be twice my age and a gorgeous housewife with a rich husband. What could she possibly see in me?



Her hand on my thigh inched higher up my leg, her fingers groping my thigh as she inched closer. “You can take off your jacket… If you want.” She said with a smile.



My breath stutters and the blush in my cheeks go full red. I have only been to college for one year, and I have been hit on by every dumb guy that crosses my path. I never so much as glanced their way… But Mrs Horne was different. The older woman knew exactly what to do to keep my body quivering.



Despite my shock, I nod my head, leaning forward and slipping my jacket off my shoulders.



Mrs Horne grins naughtily as her eyes drop to my petite chest. My T-shirt was moist with sweat, and my perky pink nipples press up against the thin fabric.



“Perhaps we should move to the couch?” She asked, glancing up at me.



Her soft brown eyes meet mine, and my heart skips a beat.



“M…Mrs Horne…” I mutter, “your husband…”



My body yearned for the older woman, her touch was enough to cause my breath to stutter. Yet despite all that, the last thing I want to do is be a home-wrecker.



Mrs Horne laughs, covering her mouth with her hand. “Oh my dear, he won’t be upset. In fact, something tells me he would love what is about to happen.” She says with a cheeky wink.



I purse my lips. Unsure of what was coming over me. As far as I knew, I was straight. I had never been with a boy or had much of a dating history… But…



Before I could process it all, the woman stands, taking me by the hand and leading me to the living room.



She huffs as she falls into the large leather couch. Her apron was hitched up to her stomach and the skirt of her sundress rode up to her thigh, exposing most of her legs.



The woman smirks as she pats the spot next to her, her eyes once again falling on my hard nipples, which at this point were about to tear the thin fabric of my top.



My legs shake, and I can feel my tight, innocent pussy gnawing at my panties.



I close my eyes and take a deep breath, calming my nerves. As my eyes open, the corners of my lips curl into a sly smile.



My racing heart calms and my shaking leg stands firm as I succumb to my dirty desires. I had never expected a woman to be so strong and forward with her dirty inhibitions. Even the manliest of men seem intimidated by my looks—but not Emma Horne.



I crawl onto the couch next to hers, draping my leg over her pelvis as I snuggly up, giggling like a schoolgirl.



The woman smirks, stroking my hair as my breasts press up against her arm and her hand runs up the side of my leg—with her fingers brushing against my ass.



The scent of her lemony perfume fills my nostrils, and my entire body shivers. The woman leaned down, planting a kiss on my forehead. “Enough playing around. Let’s get straight into it, shall we?” she whispers into my ear.



I bat my eyelashes as I stare up at her, nodding my head.
 “Y-yes, ma’am.”



Placing her hand on my collarbone, she pushes me down on the couch. Her touch is enough to make me tremble as I toss my hands over my head. My top flutters as my heart is beating like a drum.



Mrs Horne climbs on top of me, straddling my body as she sits on my pelvis. Her summer sundress is up to her thighs, and I can tell that she isn’t wearing any panties as she begins to grind her hips. Her bare pussy rubs against the crotch of my jeans, getting them nice and moist with her wetness.



“Oh fuck…”
 I whimpered, my hands running up and down her bare legs as I slip my fingers underneath the frill of her dress.



The woman smiled as she reached behind her and untangled her dirty apron. She tossed it to the side as she squeezed her own big tits over top of the fabric of her dress.



Her tits were round and plump like balloons, and her fingers dug into the soft tissue as she whimpered.



“T-take it all off…”
 I plead. My eyes were unable to keep off her big tits.



The woman smirked, “You first, baby…”



Before I can move, she reaches down and grabbed the bottom of my damp white T-shirt, tugging it up and off my sweaty body.



I arch my back off the couch as she pulled the top off and over my head, freeing my panting body.



I blush as the woman runs her hands up and down my slim, petite college girl body. Her hands lingered on my chest as she rubbed my nipples—eliciting a moan from my quivering lips.



“So cute.” Mrs Horne giggled, “All right, now my turn.”



She sat up straight on my pelvis, grabbing the crumpled-up dress on her lap and tugging it off her body with one pull.



Her short brown hair fell perfectly back into place as her tits bounced free.



My jaw dropped as my hand instinctively reached up to grab her round breasts.



Her tits were big and round, and her nipples were like brown gumdrops right in the center.



“Ohh fuckkkkk…”
 I whimper, my fingers digging into her soft breast.



The woman tossed her head back and moaned, swirling her hips on my lap.



I was right. She wasn’t wearing any panties and her short brown pubes hid her slit.



Her pubes were already moist with grool, and my mouth watered just staring at them.



My own pussy was hot and bothered, begging to be let free from my tight jeans.



Mrs Horne bit her lips as she wiggled off my hips and inched back on the couch, her thick ass wiggling in the air as she laid her head by my pelvis, her face nestling between my thighs, now moist with her grool.



I watch eagerly as the woman runs her hands up and down my legs, her fingers inching toward the buttons of my jeans.



She was in no way overweight, but Mrs Horne had all the right curves in all the right places, and my mind buzzed with excitement at the idea of touching her all over.



She undid my jeans' button, causing my pink panties underneath to peer out.



She grinned and stared up at me, my hands groping my own tits as my toes curled.



Slowly, without breaking eye contact, she tugged down my pants, inching them off my moist legs.



I whimper, messaging my tiny tits as my body exposes.



My tight pussy lips were gnawing at the fabric of my moist pink panties. The fabric was nearly transparent with how wet I was down there.



Mrs Horne threw off my pants, taking my socks off while she was at it and freeing my toes.



The woman kissed my leg, from my feet all the way up to my inner thigh. Her soft lips on my bare skin made me quiver and squirm on the couch.



The scent of my chocolate chip cookies drifted in the air, along with the smell of sweat and anticipation.



Her lips hit my inner thigh, inches from my blooming slit, causing me to moan.



“Oh yes!”
 I cry out, arching my back.
 “R-right there!”



“You like this, baby? You like it when I kiss you right here?” She asked, kissing me again right on my moist panties.



My body twitches as I cry out,
 “Ah! F-fuck yes!”


She laughs as she rises to her knees. My eyes tremble, but I get a good look at her pussy. Her lips were nice and spread, and her pubes were neatly trimmed all around.



My mouth waters as I see the grool running down my leg.



Mrs Horne tugged at my panties, inching them down my leg and freeing my panting pussy.



My lips were shut tight, but grool lathered my lips and thighs and my horniness was on full display.



“Mmm, good girl.”
 She said, planting one hand on my pelvis, right underneath my stomach, pinning me down.



Her other hand slipped down between my legs, her fingers teasing my wet slit. Only the tip of her finger penetrated past my slit, but my lips gripped her finger wantingly as she ran it up and down.



“F-fuck!”
 I whimper, my body squirming uncomfortably as my clit throbs.
 “P-put it in!”



Mrs Horne glances up at me, grinning as she pressed her finger inside my spilling slit.



My jaw drops and my eyes roll back.
 “O-oh fuck!”
 I squeal, my back arching off the couch as she pushed in deeper.



Mrs Horne laughed, thrusting her finger faster and faster inside my tight pussy. I can feel the tight walls of my slit grip the finger as she holds it in.



My mind melts, and my thoughts fall into a void of nothingness as my clit throbs. Waves of pleasure crash over me and I collapse and drown into the cushions as I let myself melt into the euphoria.



Mrs Horny grinned, lifting one of my legs up in the air as she wiggled herself between my thighs—placing her pussy inches from mine.



I bite my lips as she scissors her legs with mine. I grab her leg and hold it to my body as her pussy hits mine.



“Oh!”
 I whimpered, wiggling my hips as she does hers.



“Fuck yes, baby.”
 Mrs Horne moaned.



Our pussy lips kissed and embraced as her pubes tickle my inner thighs. Our grool passed like spit as our slits made out.



I kiss her calf as our pussies kiss, and both our moans fill the air as we fall into the waves of pleasure together.



“Oh fuck, yes! Right there!”
 I whimper, feeling her clit rub against mine. Her pussy was bigger than mine, and her lips wrapped around mine as our pelvis pressed.



She wraps her mouth around my big toe, sucking on it softly as she moaned.



I sit up on the couch, admiring our connected bodies—wrapped together like a pretzel as our pussy stuck together. Just seeing her wet slit against mine made my mouth water, and I can’t help myself.



I pull myself off her, to Mrs Horne’s chagrin.



I crawled around, grabbing her legs and lifting them over my shoulders as I bury my face between her wet thighs.



My tongue lashed against her wet slit, her sopping pubes rubbing against my face as I lick wildly against her pussy.



“Oh fuck!”
 Mrs Horne cries out, her hand gripping my hair as she holds me down between her legs.



Her thick thighs clamp around my head and her heels lock around my back as I continue to eat her out like a ravenous beast.



Grool and saliva fall like a waterfall down my chin onto the couch as bury my tongue inside her slit.



I have no idea what I’m doing. My mind could barely focus on anything but pleasing the older woman. My tongue lashed away with no rhyme or reason and my nails dig into her meaty thigh. Though given by her loud and panting moans, I was doing something right.



The scent of her sweet grool and sweat made my body quiver, and I could barely breathe with my nose pressed against her pelvis, and my mouth wrapped around her slit.



Mrs Horne gripped my hair by the roots and slammed her back against the couch, causing the entire thing to shake.
 “Oh fuck, baby! Right there, y-yes! Good girl!”



Her words fill my resolve. My eyes flutter open, and stare up her body, meeting her own eyes.



A dirty smile crosses her lips as she strokes my hair. “My turn.” She said, relaxing her legs and pushing me off her slit.



I pant for breath as I lift my head. Grool and saliva drip off my chin and coat my petite body as I lick my lips.



She rises to her knees and grabs my hips, pulling me in and kissing me passionately.



Her tongue slips past into my mouth as our lips lock. My hands reach around and grab her ass as our tongues dance.



My mind is still swirling as she leans me back on the couch, nestling her face back between my thighs.



My legs lift up into the air as I grab my ankles, holding my legs spread to allow her easy access to my panting pussy.



My toes curl as the woman kissed the crest of my slit, right on my quivering clit.
 “Ohhh….”
 I moan, my eyes rolling back as Mrs Horne’s hands ran up and down my sweaty, panting body.



This woman knew what she was doing. She licked up and down my slit, my lips gripping her tongue as she slowly licked me up and down. Her tongue slipped in deeper with each pass, and each moan caused her hot breath to hit my wet pussy—sending tingles up my spine.



“Ohhh fuck… Y-yes,”
 I whimpered, kicking the air as I drown in the pleasure.



Her tongue circles my clit and as she licks, she slips one finger inside my pussy, thrusting it in and out of my sopping wetness.



“Eek!”
 I squeal, my body shaking as the pleasure of her tongue and finger sends me into overdrive.



My entire body is quivering and my mind can’t focus on a single thing besides trying not to drown in all the euphoria.
 “Oh fuck! I’m c-cumming!”
 I cry out my clit throbbing.



Mrs Horne goes faster, her tongue fucking my slit as her fingers do the rest.



My jaw drops and I arch my back as the orgasm floods me.
 “OH FUCK! OH FUCK YES!”
 I cry, feeling my clit erupt in an explosion of pure bliss.



Mrs Horne laughs, rising to her knees as she wipes the filth from her chin.



The woman crawls up my body as I lay breathless on the couch. My body was dirty from head to toe with all manners of filth and my eyes could barely focus.



She lays next to me, her hands still running up and down my entire body. “Good girl.” She says softly, planting a kiss on my moist cheek. “How about you stay for a while longer and we can have some more fun?”



A turn to face her, my pants landing on her face as I grin.
 “O-of course…”
 I whimper, wrapping my arms around her and holding her close.
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 Book 4: My Dirty Coach



 



 



I tug on my ponytail and spring out of the locker room. Coach Alison would be waiting for me, and I was already late!



“Ah, Becca. I thought you forgot about our one-on-one practice.” Coach Alison said, crossing her arms and pursing her lips as I ran across the empty gymnasium.



“Sorry coach!” I reply, my footsteps echoing on the floor. I huff as I come to a stop, brushing down my tight volleyball uniform and pulling up on my knee-high socks.



“These new uniforms are hard to put on,” I say, tugging at my booty shorts to pull out my wedgie.



Alison smirked, writing on her notepad. The woman was an Olympic volleyballer and had only just retired from the professional sport. Though given her fit body, she likely still had many years left.



It was an honor to be taught by such an outstanding professional, and I wasn’t about to squander the chance.



“I think your outfit may be a size too small.” She said, staring me up and down.



“I think you’re right. I feel like a sausage in here.” I whimper.



The volleyball outfit was snug against my body, leaving nothing to the imagination. Every step I took caused the shirt to lift and flash my belly, and the booty shorts barely covered my ass.



“Alright, let’s see what you’re made of,” Alison said, picking up a volleyball by her feet and tossing it into my hands. “Get some serves it.”



I nod my head and take my position, ready to impress. With this being my first year at college, I had to go above and beyond to stay on the starting roster. Very few first years were able to make the team, and I was ready to prove that I belong on that exclusive list.



Alison crossed her arms across her chest and tucked her blonde hair behind her ears. Her polo was just as tight across her body, her bust pressed out against the shirt, and her leggings curved around her thighs and ass tantalizingly.



I huff as I serve the ball over the net, jumping up in the air and slamming my fist into the ball.



“Again.” She said, coldly.



Without question, I run to the other side and grab the ball—and prepare to serve again.



This time, when I land, I lose my footing and fall to my ass.



“Oh!”
 I gasp, slamming into the hard floor—stray strands of hair stick to my face as I grow slick with sweat. Blush filled my cheeks as I crawl back up to my feet, brushing the dust from my butt.



Alison began to scribble on her notepad, her face betraying nothing.



“Alright, let’s see how you return serves.” She finally replies, putting the clipboard on the floor and stretching her arms as she took the position across from me.



I lick my lips as I assume position—arching my back and sticking out my ass as Alison readies her serve.



A strand of wavy brown hair falls in front of my face as my brown eyes match her blue ones. The woman gives me a brisk nod before tossing the ball into the air. She grunts as her fist slams into it, distorting the shape as it rockets toward me.



I grit my teeth as the ball slams into my forearm. A jolt shoots up my body as I try to gain control, but the sheer force of the serve is almost enough to shatter my dainty arms.



The volleyball rockets far off the court, bouncing to the far wall.



A curse slips past my lips as I rub my forearm, the bruise already forming.



Alison shakes her head as she walks underneath the net towards me. “Your position isn’t sturdy enough. You want to have your feet planted and your center of balance as close to the ground as possible.”



She walks behind me and grabs my waist.



My eyes widen and a gasp slips out of my lungs as I feel her soft hands grab at my waist. The thin fabric of my top did little to hide her touch.



“Alright, now get into position…” she says, whispering into my ear.



The blush is pooling in my cheeks like a beacon. Her body is right up to mine, and I’m sweating like a pig as her fingers grip my waist.



I do as she says, arching my back and sticking out my ass. The older coach steps forward, her pelvis pushing against my firm ass as she holds me in position.



At this point, I don’t care about the practice at all. My knees are shaking and my breath is short and stuttered. The sweat on my body sticks the thin outfit to my skin and there is no hiding how frazzled I am.



Her sweet vanilla perfume drifts into my nose, causing my mind to race.



“Did you hear that?” Alison said, pulling me back down from my trance.



“What now?”



The coach audibly groans, “I said you need to widen your stance. Pull those feet apart and bend your back until you think it’s gonna snap.”



I do as she says, pressing my ass back further into her pelvis. The fabric of my shorts rides up between my cheeks, revealing the underside of my round ass.



Alison rides her hand up my back. I can feel her soft touch through my moist top as she plants her palm on the nape of my neck, pushing my head down even farther.



“Good girl, there you go,” she said, her other hand gripping my waist and holding it up against her pelvis.



My heart is racing, and my mind is melting. I can feel my innocent pussy gnaw at the fabric of my thong and shorts, with a wet spot building on my crotch.



I bite my lip as my pussy starts to take over. The nervous thoughts in my mind turned naughty and devious.



The horny energy overrides my brain. Alison's voice filled my ears, but I couldn’t comprehend what she was saying.



Slowly, I begin to sway my ass, rubbing it against her leggings and pelvis.



The coach stops talking, her voice falling silent as I sway my body and press back against her.



I glance over my shoulder, batting my eyelashes.
 “S-sorry… Should I stop?”



Now it was her cheeks that were filling with blush. Alison was a pale, blonde beauty, and the subtly pink growing in her cheeks made my body quiver.



Her eyes were locked on my ass, pressing up and snuggling up against her pelvis.



The fabric was buried between my cheeks, and most of my ass was peering out underneath.



“No… This is more than okay…” she breathed, as her hand slid from my waist down to the underside of my ass. Her fingers grabbed a fistful of my firm and perky cheeks, and she squeezed them hard.



“Oh!”
 I moan, my voice echoing in the empty gym.



“Perhaps we should move onto some cardio training next,” Alison said, flashing me a dirty look.



I nod my head, wiggling my ass. “I think that’s a good idea. The locker room is empty. Perhaps we can train there?”



She smiled and returned my nod. “Let’s go then, baby…”



The word makes my heart flutter as I stand up straight. Her hand was still glued to my ass and her fingers dug into my skin as I turned to face her.



Her eyes peered down at my nipples—which were now hard and poking out of the white top.



I giggle as she licks her lips, her own nipples starting to poke up against her polo.



I grab her other hand and pull her along to the locker room. The older woman groped my ass the entire time, each time she squeezed, a whimper escaped past my lips and the blush in my cheeks intensified.



I shoved my shoulder into the locker room door, quickly checking each corner to make sure that we were indeed alone.



“Okay, I think we are all—” Before I can finish my sentence, Alison pushes me against the lockers and locks her lips around mine.



My head swirls, and my hand runs up and down her back as we passionately make out. I wrap one leg around her waist, pinning her body against mine as our tongues lash. My hot moans slip into her mouth as she shoves her tongue in and out of my gasping throat.



Her hand slipped underneath my ass, holding me up against the lockers as my hands explore her back, pulling up her polo just underneath her breasts.



“Fuck…”
 She pants, pulling her face away, a string of saliva connecting her lip to mine. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to fuck you.”



“R-really?”
 I ask, my lip quivering.



She nods her head, kissing my neck. “Ever since I saw you at your first practice, all cute and sweaty.”



“Ohhh…”
 I moan, my eyes fluttering as she sucked on my neck, her tongue licking against my soft skin.



“W-well, now I’m yours.”
 I whimper, grabbing her shirt and pulling it up and over her head.



Her blonde hair falls perfectly back into place as I toss aside her shirt and push her back.



My eyes admire her body. Her stomach was flat and fit, and her tits were still perky and firm, despite her age.



Alison grabbed her own tits, playfully tweaking her nipples as she grinned. “Your turn. Take that dirty top off.”



“Y-yes ma’am.”



Her words echo in my head like a command that my body is unable to resist.



I reach down, my fingers trembling as my eyes stay locked on her tits. Her big, round tits teased me—taunting me to reach out and dig my fingers into her soft chest.



My white top was moist with my sweat, and it was so tight that it was a struggle to wiggle off my petite body. My hips shook and my arms tugged as I struggled to get the dirty top over my head.



My wavy brown ponytail got caught on the shirt as I grimaced, yanking it free.



Unlike Alison, my hair didn’t fall perfectly back into place. My brown locks stuck to my sweaty face and my ponytail was loose, with rebellious strands flying in all directions.



The older woman laughed as even more blush filled my cheeks. I stood with my arms crossed across my chest—unlike her, my tits were little more than mosquito bites. Though my nipples were pink and perky, my tits were nothing to look twice at.



Alison stepped forward, grabbing my wrists and pulling my arms to the side. “Come now, let me see your little tits.”



I bite my lip as she admires my body, worried that I wouldn’t be enough woman for her.



“... Perfect.” She said with a dirty smile. “Your tits are as cute as I imagined.”



My lips curl into a smile as she leans over, kissing me again.



My eyes flutter close as I wrap my arms around her, pulling her body into mine. Our chests press together as her tongue slips into my wet, waiting mouth. Our soft whimpers echoed in the cramped locker room as my grool lathers the front of my shorts.



Feeling Alison’s soft, delicate hands running up and down my back is enough to cause my clit to quiver—and the soft scent of her perfume makes my mind melt.



Her tongue slips out of my mouth, as the taste of her minty breath lingers on my lips. She keeps kissing me, her lips trailing down my neck to my chest as she holds me back against the cold lockers.



I squirm as her lips lock around my nipples, her tongue circling around my sensitive pink buttons.
 “O-oh! Fuck yes…”
 I whimpered, my hands digging into her shoulders as I hold her face into my chest.



She sucks my nipples like a starving baby, her saliva running down my stomach as she passionately kisses my nipples, moving from one to the other while her hands dig into my ass.



“O-oh!”
 I cry out, my body squirming. If not for her holding me up, my shaking legs would have caused me to fall to the tile floor.



My lips quivers and my breath stutters as the older woman moved down from my nipples, her saliva coating them like paint as she kisses down my panting stomach. Each soft kiss from her lips caused my heart to skip a beat and my body to lurch out.



Her hands trail up and down my body as she falls to her knees, her lips kissing the waistband of my booty shorts, inching closer and closer to my throbbing pussy.



“Fuck, your body tastes so sweet,” Alison said, glancing up at me with her bright blue eyes. “I hope your pussy is just as sweet and cute as you are.”



I grin. “There is only one way to find out.”



I plant my feet on the ground and spread my stance, allowing Alison to slip her fingers underneath my waistband and slowly begin to pull my dirty shorts down my legs.



My breath whimpers as she slides the shorts off—taking my thong off along with it.



The cool air of the locker room hits my wet pussy. My clit was already peering out from under its hood, glistening with wetness.



The sly smile on Alison’s lips grows as she glances up at me. “Holy fuck. This is cute!”



I giggle like a schoolgirl as she messages my thighs, admiring my tight, college teen pussy.



My lips were puffy and bald, grool dripping off them like filthy rain, and my pink little clit was buzzing at the crest of my slit, ready to be pleasured.



The woman bit her lip. One of her hands was down underneath her own leggings. She pleasured her own slit, and the sloshing noise of her finger penetrating her pussy echoed in the air.



Alison took her other hand, running her finger between the puffy lips of my wet pussy.



“Ohhhh…”
 I moan, slamming my head back against the lockers. Even the tip of her finger was enough to cause a surge of pleasure to shoot up my spine.



Alison grinned, licking her finger. “Mmmmh, you are sweet.” She said, getting her finger wet with saliva.



I whimper, glancing down at her.
 “Th-thank you…”
 My breath is short and stuttered. The damp air of the locker room barely fills my lungs as both our bodies grow slick with sweat.



“Time for another taste,” Alison said, grabbing the back of my knee and draping my leg over her shoulder.



My hands slam back against the lockers, keeping my balance as I stand on one foot. My other foot rubbed against her back as she buried her face between my wet thighs.



Her warm breath hit my clit as she kissed the crest of my slit. Pleasure and euphoria surged through my spine, causing my mind to melt into a sea of lust.



My eyes flutter down to her, barely able to focus as Alison eyed my sopping wet slit eagerly.
 “K-keep going…”
 The words are barely able to pass my lips, and my mind races as my toes curl. The pleasure coursed like electricity through my body.



She glanced up at me, her blue eyes filled with pure lust. The woman flashed me a cheeky wink as her tongue draped out of her mouth, nuzzling her face further into my thighs.



Her wet tongue hit my slit, licking up to my clit.



“Oh fuck!”
 I squeal, my back arching off the lockers. My mind is racing with a million thoughts, yet I was unable to grab hold of a single one of them.



Alison didn’t stop. Her wet hands grip my thighs, holding my squirming body into place as she licks up and down, her tongue digging deeper with each pass. My grool coats her tongue and her whimpers of pleasure fill my ears.



“Oh oh oh! Right there!”
 I cry out, nearly screaming. I throw my hands up in the air, letting the air flow under my sweaty arms.



I wiggle my hips, rubbing my pussy against her face as she licks. Alison was talented with her tongue. She worked it like an artist does a paintbrush as she maneuvered it inside my slit.



Her nails dug into my soft thighs as saliva and grool ran down my leg like a waterfall.



“K-keep going!”
 I cry out, grabbing her flowing blonde hair and gripping the roots. I hold her face up against my slit, suffocating her. Each breath she took was filled with the sweet scent of my wetness as she ravaged my pussy.



My body lurches and my back repeatedly slams against the lockers as my breath quivers.



Each lash of her tongue causes my body to spasm.



“Oh fuck! I’m cumming! I’m c-cumming!”
 I squeal, gripping her silky soft hair. My mind erupts with pleasure as she begins to softly suck my clit. My pink button was covered in her spit and my tight pussy was soaked like a flower in rain.



“Ahhh!”
 I cry out, unable to hold back my clit.
 “Oh fuck!”



My clit erupts in an explosion of pleasure. It filled my body from head to toe in a euphoric explosion of pure pleasure.



My entire body goes rigid as the orgasm took control, my eyes rolling back and my mouth agape as the orgasm slammed into me like a tidal wave.



The woman pulled her face free. She was panting for air as her saliva and my grool coated her pretty face. It dripped off her chin as she gasped for air. “Oh fuck yes! Good girl.” She whimpered, licking her lips.



The crotch of her leggings was wet with her grool, and her pussy was leaking like a broken pipe as she rubbed over her slit to satiate it.



My foot slips against the wet tile floor and I slide down the locker onto my ass.



My sore, tired ass slaps against the tile as I slid down to Alison’s level. Our tired and lustful eyes met as our lips curled into matching dirty grins.



The pools of filth on the floor coat my ass I pull Alison in. The older woman sat on my lap as we kissed, our slick, dirty bodies stuck like glue as our tongues embraced—and my mind once again melts into a pool of pure lust.



 



 



***
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 Book 5: The Swim Practice



 



I gasp as my head breaks the surface of the water and I pull myself up to the edge of the pool.



My bright red hair was filled with water like a sponge, and my bright blue bikini was wedged into my pale ass, giving me the worst wedgie of all time.



“That was your quickest lap yet!” Sandy called from the other end of the pool. “My turn!” She said before diving headfirst into the clear water.



I sit on the edge, my feet kicking in the water as I wring my ginger hair.



As usual, Sandy swam like a dolphin. Her petite body was one with the water, barely creating any waves as she rocket up the lane.



The girl came over from Korea to be a collegiate athlete, so I shouldn’t be surprised that she was so talented, but even so, I couldn’t help but cringe with envy as she swam up by my feet.



The gorgeous Korean girl tossed her head out of the water, rubbing it from her eyes as she waded in the pool next to my legs.


“That was pretty fast, I guess,” I say sarcastically.



Sandy giggles, “I’m telling you, you’re getting better and better every day. Keep practicing with me, and you’ll be the top swimmer at this college once I graduate!”



I purse my lips as she climbs up next to me. Her black hair was sopping wet, but unlike mine—the water just stressed the waviness of her thick hair.



I was a freshman at college, and she was a senior, so I should be grateful that she would take the time to train with me—but while I may be improving each practice, there is no way I could ever reach her level.



Her thigh pressed up against mine as she sat next to me, playfully kicking the water’s surface. “Man, I’m going to miss this…” she said, looking around the empty pool.



She turned to face me, her big dark eyes meeting my light blue ones, “but I’m excited to always come back and cheer you on along with the rest of the school!”



“I don’t think as many people are going to come and watch me as they did with you,” I reply, drawing my lips into a line.



She wrapped herself around my arm and leaned her head against my shoulder.



Our legs brush as we kick the water.



Sandy began to giggle like a schoolgirl. I glance over her way, raising my eyebrow, “what’s so funny?”



“Something tells me a lot of people are going to come and see you… A lot of boys at least…” she replied, suppressing her giggles.



I frown, unsure of what she was saying until she pointed down to my crotch.



I glance down at my bikini bottom and my pale freckled cheeks erupted with blush.



The lips of my pussy gripped the thin fabric of my bikini bottoms as the fabric buried into my slit. Nearly my entire pussy was out for all to see.



I yelp, squeezing my legs together and covering my crotch with my hands.



My entire body floods with pink blush as my heart thumps like a drum.



“Hahaha!”
 Sandy laughs, tossing her head back and kicking her legs in the air.



I glance to the side, trying to hide the embarrassment in my cheeks.



I wiggle my hips and pull the wet bikini from between my lips.



Sandy placed her hand on my thigh. “Oh come now, Sam, I’m only joking.”



The girl’s lips curled into a smirk. “Besides… I don’t think anyone will mind seeing a little bit more of you.”



I roll my eyes, “Yeah whatever, Sandy. Not all of us have a flattering enough body to wear a tiny swimsuit.”



Sandy’s chest was petite and firm—her tits weren’t too big, which allowed her to wear a more revealing top than most. Not to mention her black bikini bottom was barely thicker than a pencil, and yet still covered her pussy without any fear of anything slipping past.



My tits were bigger and rounder, making every movement a risk of something falling out, and my pussy always gnawed at the fabric of my bikini bottoms.



She stroked my thigh. “I’m not so sure about that. I mean, I’ve stolen a glance at you in the changing room more than a couple of times.”



She winked at me, causing my breath to lodge in my throat.
 “E-excuse me?”



The blush in my cheeks flared up, causing Sandy to laugh even louder. Her hand curled to the inside of my thigh, and her pinky was just inches from my slit.



“I mean, can you blame me?” She said, biting her lip. Her eyes fell down to my chest. The fabric of my blue top held my tits, but my cleavage was on full display, and Sandy was not shy about her staring.



My body quivered, and my heart began to race. Her foot wrapped around mine as she inched closer.



I couldn’t keep my eyes off her slim, slender body. The water on her skin glistened like glitter in the fluorescent lighting, and once again, my pussy lips began to gnaw at the fabric of my bikini bottoms.



“You know, with this being the last semester and all…” The shy Korean girl began, tucking her black hair behind her ears as blush penetrated her soft cheeks. “I figure that now is a better time than ever to do this.”



I paused, waiting.



“... To do what?” I tilt my head.



Sandy smirked, before leaning over and locker her lips around mine.



My body goes stiff as she sucks on my lips. My eyes are wide and I’m paralyzed like a deer in headlights.



Sandy pulled back, and the taste of her breath lingered on my lips as she stared deep into my eyes.



“
 S-sorry
 . I don’t know what came over me.” She said bashfully, staring down into the water.



A whimper escapes my lips as I blink my eyes. My senses slowly came back to me as I processed what had just happened.
 “Th-that’s okay…”
 I manage to mutter, feeling my heart and my clit pound to life.



Sandy began to explain herself again, “It’s just that, I always—”



Before she had a chance to continue, I lash my hands out, grabbing her body and pulling her closer to me. Our lips lock once again but this time my tongue slips out and dances with hers. Her hands explored my wet back, as did mine with her body. My fingers groped into her waist and tugged at her bikini bottom as I moaned into her mouth—my primal instincts of lust taking over control of my body as my mind melted away.



Sandy kissed me back, draping one leg over my waist as she climbed onto my lap. The beautifully petite girl straddled me and I tugged at the string of her bikini top.



Our kiss broke as she pulled her flustered face away. Both of us panted for air as a string of saliva connected our lips.



“H-holy shit,”
 I muttered, licking my lips as the taste of her lingered.



My hands are still rubbing her back as the girl leans close. She rests her head on my shoulder as she giggles. “I can’t believe we just did that!”



I laugh along, but my body isn’t done. The scent of her soft, wet body drifts into my nose—causing my pheromones to go wild.



My fingers play with the string of her bikini, trying slyly to untie it.



Sandy’s chest is pressed up against mine, and her arms are wrapped around my body, holding me close.
 “T-take it off…”
 she whimpers.



I bit my lip as I untie her bikini; the string falling down her back.



The girl leaned back off my body, and the bikini top fluttered down to the tile floor.



“Fuck…”
 I mutter, my eyes locked on her petite, perky tits.



The girl blushes and glances to the side. Her light brown nipples contrasted with her pale skin, and I couldn’t help but lean forward, wrapping my tongue around one of her perky buttons.



“Oh, fuck!”
 Sandy moaned, tossing her head back as I sucked on her chest. My tongue flicked the nipple as I tasted her, and her soft moans filled my ears.



“Oh yes! Fuck!”
 Sandy squealed, her voice echoing. The petite girl wiggled her hips on my lap, our bare legs rubbing together as my pussy gnawed at my bikini bottoms, getting them wet with grool.



As I suckle on her nipple, my other hand runs up her fit stomach, and my fingers dig into the soft flesh of her tit.



“Oh!”
 Sandy squealed, clawing my back.
 “Oh, yes!”



Her soft and feminine whimpers make my body yearn and my pussy quiver. I can barely control the actions of my body, as the horny energy surges through me like a river breaking through a dam.



I grab her waist, pulling her off my lap and pushing her back against the tile.



The water of the pool slashes up onto her skin as I yank my legs out from the water and crawl between her legs.



Sandy glances down at me, her black eyes barely able to focus as I kiss up her leg.



Each kiss makes her body squirm as she grabs her own tits and spreads her leg on the dirty tile floor.



Her black bikini bottoms were moist with wetness. Whether it was the pool or her grool, I was unsure. All I cared about was taking them off.



My tongue licked her skin with each kiss as I made my way to her inner thigh. The taste of her perfect and flawless skin made me dizzy as I arched my back, perking my ass up into the air.



At this point, my bikini bottoms were entirely wedged into my ass and my pussy. The fabric wasn’t even visible as my cheeks ate them up.



Sandy tossed her hands up over her hair, which fanned out on the tile like a black wave.



Her lips quivered and her chest pounded as my kisses inched closer and closer to her slit.



I glanced up at her from between her hips, wiggling my ass in the air as I flashed the girl a wink.



Delicately, I kissed the front of her bikini bottoms. Confirming that the wetness was her oozing grool as I lick my lips.



I lick up and down her bikini bottoms. Each pass of my tongue made the girl squirm as I grip her thighs.



“Ohh fuck…”
 she whimpers. Her nipples were hard as diamonds as I glance up at her panting body, lust glimmering in my eyes.



I fish the dirty panties from between her pussy, holding them to the side, and revealing her perfect little slit. Her lips were tight and thin, and the water and grool made the sparkle in the lighting.



My mouth waters, and my hot breath on her slit made Sandy quiver.



My own pussy was ravenous, but I knew I wanted a taste of her first.



Holding the panties to the side, I snuggle my face against her hairless, innocent pussy and begin to lick up and down, my tongue just barely parting her tight lips.



“Oh, fuck!” Sandy squirmed, her toes curling and her back arching off the tile.
 “F-fuck! Right there, Sam. Right there!”



I grip her thigh, each pass of my tongue digging a bit deeper as my mouth fills with the taste of her honey-sweet wetness. The scent of her pussy was euphoric and made my mind hunger like a starving animal.



Her petite clit peered out underneath its hood, throbbing and begging to be pleasured.



I grant its wish, lashing my tongue against her little button, causing Sandy to cry out.
 “OH FUCK! YES YES YES!”
 she screamed. We were the only ones at the pool, but her voice boomed throughout the entire building as she flopped like a fish out of water.



My nails dug into her soft thigh as she clamped her thighs around my face. My tongue lashed haphazardly inside her slit. I moaned passionately as I licked her pussy like a dog. Wetness and saliva dribbled coated my cheeks and lathered my face as I rubbed her pussy all over my mouth.



Her grool was intoxicating, and her moans were like music to my mouth. Her thighs cushioned my face like pillows as I drifted off into a sea of bliss and euphoria. Each lash of my tongue made her whimper and filled my resolve.



Finally, I yank my head free, tossing my face up as I gasped for breath. Down between my thighs, each breath inhaled her dirty scent more than air, and by now I was lightheaded and barely able to keep my focus—but still, my pussy was in full control.



Grool and saliva dripped off my chin as I knelt between her legs. I grab her bikini bottoms and yank them off her slender body. The thin string of her waistband snaps as I toss it off to the side. Sandy whimpers and moans, spreading her knees as far as she can. Even still, her pussy is nice and tight.



I grin devilishly, reaching behind me and undoing my bikini top. The fabric of my top flutters down onto her stomach—freeing my sizeable and round tits.



Sandy gasps, instinctively reaching up and groping my chest.



“Ohh, fuck…Do you like that? You like my big tits?”
 I moan, my eyes fluttering as her tiny hand grabs a fistful of my bust. My hard, pink nipple brushes against her finger as she gropes me, causing shivers to shoot up my spine.



I reach down, slipping my slick fingers inside her slit. My ring and middle finger press into her tight little pussy, causing Sandy’s jaw to drop. She slammed her head down on the tile as her fingers dug into the soft tissue of my breast.
 “Oh f-fuck!”
 She squealed. The tight, wet walls of her slit gripped my knuckles as I press my fingers all the way in. Despite how wet she is, it’s still a tight fit.



“Fuck! You’re so fucking tight.”
 I whimper, thrusting my fingers slowly in and out of her blooming slit. Grool oozed out and lathered her ass as she squirmed on the tile, her body panting.



I grinned devilishly. Each squeeze of my tits elicits a moan from my lungs.
 “R-ready?”
 I whisper, leaning in over her body. My flowing red hair drapes down over her body as my shadow looms.



The girl whimpered, nodding her head.
 “Y-yes…”



I bite my lip, “good.”



The pace of my fingers thrusting in her pussy speeds up grool splattered all over both of us as my hand shoves in and out of her slit like a jackhammer.



“Oh! OH YES!”
 She cries out, her body flailing.



“Like that, slut?” I moan, gritting my teeth.



Sandy let go of my tits, holding my arm as it thrusts in and out of her pussy. Her legs kicked the air as her back arched.



“I said, do you like that, slut?” I said again, leaning down inches from her flustered face. Her cheeks were flushed with red blush and her eyes were unable to focus on me,
 “Y-yes! Oh, fuck yes!”
 She cried out.



“Good.”



I held my fingers inside her slit, flicking them up and down as her tight lips locked around my knuckle.



“Cum for me,”
 I whisper, spitting on her face. My saliva lands on her lip, causing Sandy to quiver as her tongue licked it up.
 “y-yes…”
 she whimpered.



I grinned, continuing to thrust my hand in and out of her. Sandy yelped again, her body flailing.



My other hand shot up like a viper, wrapping around her neck and pinning the innocent girl down on the cold, wet tile.



She could barely move as my tits dangled down in front of her face. Her mouth opened and her tongue draped out as her eyes crossed, the pleasure of my fingers coursing through her like a surge of lightning.



“Cum for me, baby.”
 I whimpered, grool splattering out of her as my fingers fucked her innocent slit.



Sandy gasped for air as my grip tightened around her throat. I spit on her draping tongue, letting the girl lick that up again.



“I-I’m cumming…”
 She wheezed.



“Louder.”



“I’M CUMMING!”



Sandy’s back arched so high that I was afraid it would snap, but I didn’t relent. I grit my teeth as I continued to jackhammer my fingers in and out of her slit. A pool of grool formed around her ass, as her feet flailed
 . “Fuck fuck fuck!”
 She cried out with one last squirt of sticky wetness.



Her entire body collapsed on the tile, her arms and legs spread on the cold tile as she gasped.



I let go of her throat and pull my fingers out of her battered slit. Her grool lathered my fingers like webbing as I grin, sucking them dry. Her sweetness coated my tongue as I sucked on my fingers, my eyes rolling back.



Sandy panted, but her lips curled into a smile. Her hand ran up and down my thigh as she came back to her senses. “Holy fuck… That was amazing.”



I flash her a wink, laying down next to her and wrapping my arms around her slim body, pulling the innocent college girl into my body. The sweat and filth on our bodies made us stick together like glue as the girl gleefully licked up my chin and mouth like a lapdog. She licked up her own grool as her hands explored my body, reaching back and grabbing hold of my thick ass.



“Alright, now your turn,” She said with a cheeky wink as she began to tug down my bikini bottoms.
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 Book 6: After the Date





 



Milly slammed the door behind her as she stormed into our door room. I yelped, dropping my pencil on the ground as the desk lamp rattled.



“Fuck! I hate boys!” She shouted, not caring that it was the middle of the night. Her short, dirty blonde hair was in disarray and her black cocktail dress was snug against her body.



“Bad date?” I reply, reaching down to the floor and grabbing my pencil.



She audibly sighed as she jumped into bed, the skirt of her dress rode up to her upper thigh—revealing her long legs.



“You have no idea! Why are college boys such assholes?” She exclaimed, staring up at the ceiling.



I scoff, tucking my long brown hair behind my ears as I close my chemistry book. After bad dates, Milly would spend hours venting and ranting to me about every little thing that went wrong—so studying was out the window.



I walk over to my own twin bed, just feet from hers in our cramped dorm room, and brush down my pink pajamas as I take a seat. “Go on, tell me all about him.” I sigh.



Milly rose up off her mattress, her cocktail dress slouching down her body, teasing her cleavage.



The girl was a stunning blonde, which explained all the dates she went on. Boys would line up at our door to talk to her while ignoring me completely. I didn’t mind. I have never been that interested in boys or dating—and I focused my attention on my studies, which were the polar opposite of Milly's.



“Get comfy, Meg. This one was a doozy.” She exclaimed, kicking off her heels.



She lifted her foot up on her lap and began to massage her toes while she ranted. Wearing such a short dress, I had a first-class view of her matching black thong.



The heat rushed to my cheeks as I bit my lip, trying my best to hear her words and not to stare up her dress.



Milly paused mid-sentence, noticing the blushing in my cheeks. “What’s the matter?” She asked, furrowing her eyebrows. Her pink lips curled into a smile as I obviously glanced away from her legs. “Never seen a woman’s panties before?” She laughed.



We had only been at college for a month, and even still, I was getting used to living with another person, let alone seeing one change.



I scoff, “I just don’t think it’s polite to stare.”



“Oh, come on, I’ve stared at you change all the time.”



The subtle blush in my cheeks erupts and my hazelnut eyes widen.
 “Excuse me!?”



Milly shrugged, brushing her short hair back, “What? You have a nice body.”



I gasped, shaking my head and crossing my arms over my chest.



“Oh, come on,” Milly continues, “your pajamas are like children’s size. Your tits are pressing out and your entire midriff is exposed. You're basically begging me to stare.”



I grab my blanket and hold it to my stomach, hiding my so-called ‘exposed midriff’.



“Okay well, stop!” I blurt out, my words tumbling out of my mouth as my heartbeat picked up. Just imagining Milly stealing glances at my body while I changed made me shiver. I always looked away to give her privacy, and all this time she never so much as tried to return the favor.



Milly rolled her eyes and stood to her bare feet. “Fine, let’s even the score, shall we?”



Before I had a chance to reply, the ditzy blonde reached to the back of her skin-tight dress and unzipped it down the small of her back. The tight fabric slouched off her body, clinging to her waist.



I gasped as she stood there in her lacy bra, which acted more like lingerie than underwear.



I advert my eyes again, staring down to the floor as my body heats. I can feel the sweat cling to my pajamas as our dorm room suffocated me like an oven.



Milly stepped forward, her toes brushing against the carpet as she towered over me. Shaking, I glance up at the girl, who wore a devious smirk on her lips. “Goodness, you are adorable… Go on now.” She said.



I frowned,
 “W-what?”



“Take the rest off.”



I gasp once again, my jaw dropping as her shadow looms over me.



Milly laughed, her own cheeks slowly a tinge of blush. “I’ve never seen a girl so flustered as seeing another naked girl before… At least, not how I used to get.”



“You used to get flustered?” I ask.



Milly nodded her head, “Yeah. I couldn’t help the dirty thoughts that coursed through my head or the way my body naturally yearned for another woman… At least—until I got with one?”



My eyebrows furrowed, and my heart skipped a beat. “Y-you’ve been with a woman before?”



She nodded gently as her nipples perked up, pressing against the sheer fabric of her bra. “Trust me, there is no fighting it. Your body will get used to women… In time.”



She reached down, grabbing my hand, and pulling it up against her chest. My palm pressed against the soft tissue of her tit, and the flimsy bra did little to hide her soft skin. I bit my lip, unable to fight my urges as my fingers curled. I groped her firm and perky breast, her nipple poked against my palm as Milly moaned.
 “Ohh, yes… There you go…”



My entire body quivers as I squeeze her tits. My own nipples poke up against my pajamas as my body grows hot and heavy.



While my tits weren’t as big as Milly’s, they fit my petite body well and were surprisingly perky.



I squeeze my legs together as my hand continues to grope her tit. My pussy is quivering, unlike ever before. Boys had never turned my head… But Milly?



My body leans forward as if it were acting on its own. I gently place a kiss on Milly’s stomach, eliciting another louder moan from the blonde. “Ohh! Fuck…”



Her hands grab the back of my head, pressing my face against her stomach as my hand drops from her tit. I grip her waist, kissing her panting stomach as my mind racing.



A million thoughts blur through my head, but I can’t focus on a single one. The flood of euphoria and lust drowned everything else out.



“W-well?”
 Milly asks, glancing down at me, “Take the rest of my dress off.”



 
 I stare up at her, my hazel eyes meeting her soft green ones as I grin. The scent of her perfume and lotion washes over me, and I can feel the grool leak from my innocent pussy and lather the front of my pajamas.



I bit my lip as I pull my head back, my hands curling around her slim body and gripping the dress around her waist.



My breath stutters and my eyes can barely focus as I begin to tug at her crumpled dress—pulling it down her sculpted legs.



Milly wiggled her hips as the dress fell, revealing her silk panties.



“Oh wow…”
 I moan, letting the dress fall to her bare feet. Her panties matched her bra. The black silk was sheer and nearly transparent as it hugged her pussy and buried in between her ass cheeks.



Milly giggled, biting her lip and presenting herself. “Well? What do you think?”



She stepped back, kicking away her dress and giving a cheeky spin—letting me admire every inch of her picturesque body.



While she was a smaller girl, her tits and ass were plump and round—and her silk underwear held everything in place perfectly.



She turned to face away from me, arching her back and sticking her ass out as she held her knees. Her ass wiggled in the air as her silk panties buried inside her thick cheeks.



My lips quiver, and before I know it, my hand is slipping past my waistband as my trembling fingers stroke my tight slit.



Wetness coated my fingers and my pajama bottoms as the girl shook her ass.



“Ohh, yes…”
 I moaned, my fingers plunging in and out of my tight slit as I lean back in my bed and enjoy the show.



Milly glanced over her shoulder, giggling as I pleasured myself. My body was slick with sweat, and my toes curled as I spread my knees. The light pink fabric of my pajama bottoms was dark and moist near my crotch as my grool spilled out.



“See, I knew you were horny.” Milly giggled, turning around and strutting her hips as she walked forward. She played with the thin waistband of her panties as she knelt on the floor by my knees, running her hands up and down my legs.



I whimper and moan as strands of brown hair stick to my sweaty face. Our door room was always cramped, but now it felt especially congested and hot. I wanted to tear the pajamas off my body as my tits and slit begged to be free.



My eyes watch as Milly slips her fingers underneath my waistband—pure lust glimmered in her light eyes as she slowly pulled my pajama bottoms off.



I arch my back off my sweaty mattress, letting the pajamas fall and free my wet slit and quivering thighs.



Milly’s grin widens as she bites her lips and spreads my knees apart. I move my hand away to let the girl have a better look at my tight, pink pussy.



“Oh, fuck yes…” she moans, her hands messaging my thighs as she puts her face closer to my slit. The scent of my wet grool reaches my nose, making my heart quiver as the blonde girl licks her lips like a hungry lioness.



I lean my head up, grabbing Milly’s frazzled hair and pulling her face closer to my slit.



The bubbly blonde giggles as her face rubs against my pink wetness, her tongue licking my slit and thighs as she buries her face between my thighs.



“Ohhh yes…”
 I moan, feeling her wet tongue lash against my slit and her warm breath land on my excited clit.



She giggled, her fingers slipping under my legs and cradling my thighs as she closes her eyes and begins to eat away at my pussy. Her tongue masterfully slides inside my slit, wiggling like a worm as her saliva coats my lips.



“Keep going, baby!”
 I squeal, gripping her hair as my toes curl. I close my moist thighs, clamping them down around her face as her nails dig into my soft flesh.



The pleasure and euphoria courses through me, and my heart is pounding.



In the cramped room, the scent of our sweat and wetness filled the air—making it damp and hard to breathe.



Saliva and grool ran down my ass, ruining my sheets as I squirmed on the filthy bed. My moans were soft and whimpered as Milly’s nose brushed against my exposed clit.



The girl tossed her head back, gasping as wet filth dripped down her chin. She licked her lips like a hungry hyena as she eyed my pussy eagerly.
 “F-fuck… You’re so tight, and taste so good.”
 She grinned, biting her lips.



“L-let me taste you.”
 I moaned, my mouth filling with saliva.



Milly snickered, nodding her head as she rose to her feet. Her thin silk panties were coated in grool as the filth ran down her leg. She wiggled her hips and tugged the panties down, allowing more sticky grool to drip down onto the floor.



I crawl back onto the bed, beckoning her to join me.



She giggled as she leaped on top of me; the bed creaking under our weight as we hugged. Our hot and sweaty bodies stuck like glue as we kissed. Our tongues lashed violently as my hands reached back to squeeze her ass.



I tasted my own sweet grool, causing my clit to throb and my pants to slip into her mouth.



“H-here,”
 Milly said, rising off me and turning around,
 “have a taste.”



She straddled my face as her knees dug into the mattress on either side of my head. Her tight, pink pussy hovered inches above my face, with her sticky grool glistening.



I grab her hips as I lower her ass down onto my face, my mouth open and my tongue draped as she sits down.



Immediately, the girl squeals as her delicate slit hits my tongue. I lash away haphazardly, unsure of what I was doing as I wildly shove my tongue in and out of her tight wetness.



“Oh, oh! Yes! R-right there, right there!”
 She moaned, wiggling her hips and rubbing her clit all over my face.



She sat up, putting all of her weight on my head as she rode my face like a cowgirl.
 “Oh yes! Fuck, baby!”
 She squealed, uncaring to who outside might hear.



Her ass smothered me, but I kept licking, instead of oxygen—pure lust filled my lungs and brain as my face was filthy with saliva and grool. My tongue penetrated her sopping wet pussy as my nose pressed up against her ass.



Her hands reached down and grabbed my tits as she rode my face. Her fingers dug into my soft skin and I could already feel the bruises form as she squeezed.
 “Fuck yes, you little slut. Eat my pussy.”
 She moaned as my face buried between her round cheeks.



She leaned back down, putting her own face against my pussy, before draping her tongue and running it down my slit.



Both our tongues lashed away at our pussies as I wrapped my legs around her neck, pinning her down.



Her wet tongue swirled with much more mastery than mine. Her tongue was like a dancer as it wiggled into my slit, running up and down with rhythm and poise. My tongue was like a wild beast, lashing away and attacking her slit like prey. Both our moans filled the ambient and damp air as she squirmed—our bodies stuck together like glue.



Milly whimpered, her body twitching and convoluted as her tight slit bloomed like a flower, and her button-pink clit throbbed



I grin, inching my face away and using my finger to penetrate her pussy. Milly moaned as the lips of her slit gripped my knuckle.



Using my finger, I fucked her pussy, grool oozing out as my finger effortlessly plunged in and out of her wetness.



“Cum for me, baby.”
 I whimper, biting my lip and letting the grool shower me like filthy raindrops.
 “Cum all over my innocent face.”



Milly groaned, pulling her face up from my slit as she shoved her ass back on my finger. I increased the speed of my thrusting, making her moan that much louder.
 “Oh oh oh oh! FUCK!”
 she squealed, her body going rigid as the orgasm coursed through her body like a typhoon.
 “FUCK MEG! OH FUCK YES!”
 she cried out. I held my finger inside her, and the tight walls of her slit gripped it as she convoluted and rolled off me.



 
 Frothy white grool oozed out of her panting slit as she rolled off onto the dirty mattress, gasping for air. Her legs draped over my chest as messaged her calf. “Good girl,”  said with a giggle.



I lick my finger, sucking the sweet nectar of her slit. My eyes roll back as I shudder, “Ohh fuck… You taste amazing.”



Each breath she took caused more grool to slip out, and my mouth watered even more. “I think I’m going in for another taste.”



Milly laughed, glancing down at me, “You can have a taste anytime, so long as you promise that I can as well.”



I nod my head, positioning my head down between her legs and planting a soft kiss on her thigh. “Pinky promise. This is going to be a fun semester.” I say with a grin as I stick my tongue out and lick her slit from bottom to top.



Milly whimpered and arched her back. The frothy grool tasted even better as I gleefully licked it all up. My hand trailed up her panting and sweaty body to her perky tits. I dug my finger into her breast and tweaked her nipple as I ate her out. My own slit dribbled with wetness as I did.



As I lash my tongue in and out of her pussy, I glance up at her. Our eyes lock and Milly’s lips curl into a dirty smile as she clamps her wet thighs around my face.
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 Book 7: The Horrible Boss



 



 



I rose to my feet and brushed down my brand-new black skirt. I hated wearing it almost as much as I hated my button-up shirt and blazer—but in order to work for Ms Roxana, you needed to dress to the nines.



Everything from my high heels to the hairband holding up my blonde ponytail was brand new and cost me a fortune.



It would all be worth it. Having a summer internship at the most prestigious law firm in the county would absolutely set me up for success after I graduated college.



I grabbed the stacks of paper off my desk and crossed the empty office—everyone else had gone home, but I intended to stay late in order to win the grizzled Ms Roxana’s approval.



I clear my throat and brush down my blazer before knocking on her door. A brief moment of silence.



“Come in.” She said, her voice booming. The hairs on the back of my neck stand on edge as I open the door to her office.



Ms Roxana had a reputation for being the best lawyer around—and the biggest bitch. Everyone at the office hated her, and they constantly told me to run before it was too late—but this internship was worth whatever hell the woman was going to put me through.



“Hello, ma’am. I have that expense report you were asking for.” I said, poking my head in.



Her office was dimly lit as the woman typed furiously on her computer. Ms Roxana was in her late 40s and spent every spare hour at the office.



She glanced up at me, her tight black hair pulled into a bun at the top of her head, and her beady black eyes glaring at me through the reflection in her glasses.



“Enter,” she said, before continuing on her computer.



I grit my teeth nervously, closing the door behind me as I walked up to her. Her office was big, yet empty. No pictures or art lined the walls—nothing at all besides her desk, office chair, and a single palm tree plant pushed back in the corner.



I placed the papers neatly on the corner of the desk, avoiding eye contact as the older woman turns her chair toward me. As soon as I lift my hand, she grabbed the stacks of paper—carefully flipping through each one.



Sweat beads down my back, even a single typo would have to result in me going back and starting all over again, and it was already well past suppertime.



She stopped flipping and focused on one page in particular. I gulp, and my fingers grip the base of my white shirt as I expect her to send me back.



“Well done.” She finally said with a huff, placing the papers back on her desk and turning to her computer.



I exhale, wiping the sweat from my brow. “Th-thank you, ma’am.” I said, before turning on my heels to leave. As my fingers wrap around the doorknob, Ms Roxana called out again, “Get me the client churn charts as well, before you leave for the day.



My lips press together as I turn my head, ‘I-I haven’t even started those yet…”



Ms Roxana rose an eyebrow as if I were speaking another language, “And? That is why I am giving you time to put that together.”



“I-it’s almost 8… Can I do it in the morning?” I reply, timidly. My voice barely rose above the soft humming of her computer.



Silence followed.



I had never refused an order before—and judging by the red heating up on her face; she didn’t like it.



“Do you have a boyfriend to crawl home to or something?” She asked, pushing her chair back from the desk.



“W-well… Yes, actually.” I reply, staring down at the carpet and brushing the loose strands of hair behind my ear.



Ms Roxana scoffed, “I figured. College kids nowadays only care about sleeping around, no work ethic at all.”



I furrowed my eyebrows as I glanced up at her, my hands curling into fists. “I
 do
 have a work ethic. I stay here later than anyone else, and you don’t even pay me!”



The woman scoffed, standing to her feet. “Come here, girl.”



I curse under my breath. I shouldn’t have spoken out against her like that, and now she was going to fire me.



Reluctantly, I walk back up to her desk. Ms Roxana circled around, standing right next to me. She was about my same height, but her stature and confidence towered over me as if she were a giant.



“You are lucky that I even considered you to work here. A pretty little blonde thing like you has probably never had to work a day in her life. Welcome to the real world. Batting your long eyelashes and pouting won’t get you anywhere in my office. You want to go home? Fine, go. Consider yourself lucky that I don’t fire you right here and right now.”



My entire body trembled as she snarled at me. My heart was beating and my nails were digging into my palm as I curled my fist.



She continued, stepping forward not even an inch from my face. “Such a pretty little thing.”



Her eyes glanced down at my chest. The buttons of my top barely held on as my breasts pushed up against the fabric. “I thought you were something special, but now I see that you’re just like all the rest…”



Her voice trailed off as she continued to glance at my chest, her lips curling into a smile.



“Now go.” She concluded, turning and walking back to her desk.



I grit my teeth, but my lips stay shut. Holding back tears, I storm out of the office, slamming the door behind me.



As a get back to my desk, I notice a piece of paper hanging off the table. My heart skips a beat as I realize that it’s the final page of the report I just handed in, the most important page as well, as it holds all the client's signatures.



I grab the paper and run down the office, my blonde ponytail fluttering behind me as I nearly snap my ankle, trying to run in heels.



I hated the woman, but this paper was important to the case. Not only would I get fired, but likely be blacklisted from every law office in the country if I messed this up.



“Ms Roxana! I forgot something!” I shout, barging my shoulder into her door and stumbling into her office. “It’s the signatures! I have it right—”



My jaw drops as the words vanish from my head.



Ms Roxana was leaning back in her comfy office chair, one foot up on her desk with her legs spread. Her skirt was hitched up around her waist and her hand was down past her panties as the older woman pleasured herself.



We both froze, our bodies paralyzed like deer in headlights as the paper fell out of my hands, fluttering to the carpeted floor.



“O-oh…My…”
 I muttered, my eyes fixated between her legs. Her hand covered her pussy, but they were slick with grool and her pussy lips peered out past her fingers. My lips quivered and my heart was beating out of my chest as I stared mesmerized at her.



Ms Roxana gasped, shaking her head and breaking from her trance. “A-Amy! Knock before you barge in here!” She yelped, pulling her leg off the desk and cowering behind the desk.



Even the dim light of the room wasn’t enough to hide the blush on my cheeks this time.
 “S-sorry…Ma’am…”



I try to suppress the smile crossing my lips, but I can’t. I had just been out of the room for a few minutes, so she must have been going at it the moment I left. Was it because of me? Did I somehow tease the woman so much that she couldn’t wait until I left?



In my short years at college, boys all lusted over me. My long, sculpted legs, fit body, and firm tits sent them all wild—it was interesting that I had the same effects on women, apparently.



I bent over, grabbing the paper off the floor before walking up to her. Ms Roxana hid behind the table, kneeling on the floor. Now I was the one towering over her.



It felt good, being in control over her—for once. Never in my wildest dreams would I have imagined it.



My heart pounded and I could feel my own pussy grow wet as I smirked down at her.



Her always-perfect black hair was frazzled with sweat, and her sharp, cold eyes were wide and panicking.



“It’s okay…”
 I whispered.
 “You can keep going if you want.”



Her void black eyes quivered with unease, but I could see the glimmer of lust.



I nod my head slowly, urging my dirty boss to continue.



She whimpered as she slowly rose back into her chair, her knees spreading, revealing her dirty panties. The fabric of her white panties were slick with grool and stray strands of black pubes peered out of the side.



I giggle, licking my lips as I walked up to her.



I kneel down on the carpet, nestling myself between her knees as I run my hands up and down her legs.



“It’s getting pretty hot in here, huh?” I say with a cheeky wink. I arch my shoulders, letting my blazer fall to the ground. My white button-up was moist with sweat and my bra pressed up against the fabric as I eyed her pussy hungrily.



“My, my…” Ms Roxana finally said, “Perhaps you have more use than I thought…”



I grin, staring up at her. “Let me show you exactly how much use I can be.”



I reach up, grabbing her moist panties and slowly pulling them down her leg. Grool oozed out of her slit, all over her chair and inner thighs as I pulled the dirty fabric down her legs.



Her slit was panting, her lips flapped out revealing the pinkness of her pussy, and her black hairs were trimmed neatly and coated in wetness.



My mouth waters as if I were a starving dog, and I squeeze my legs together on the carpet as I lean forward.



The scent of her slit fills my nostrils, sending my mind into a frenzy. She was aged like a fine wine, and my lips wanted a taste.



Ms Roxana stroked my head, undoing my hair tie and letting my long blonde hair fall down my back. “Good girl, now show me how badly you want to please me.”



I glance up at her, my nails digging into her thigh as each warm breath makes her pussy quiver.



The older woman smiled down at me, pushing back her dimples. She smiled so rarely that I never even noticed she had dimples.



She pulled the frill of her skirt up, clumping it around her stomach as she leaned back, presenting her pussy to me like a first-class dish.



I lick my lips as I kiss her inner thigh, causing the older woman to yelp and grip the roots of my soft hair. “O-ohh yes…”



I grinned. Ms Roxana spent so much time alone, she was well past due for a good fucking. Though I had never been with a woman before, my body seemingly knew exactly what to do. My hands massaged her legs as my lips pecked her thigh—inching ever so closer to her blooming pussy.



Each kiss made the woman squirm, and her grip tugged at my hair—urging my face forward.



My nose brushes against her lips, and another whimper slips past the rugged woman’s lips.



I glance up again—her tan face was red and panting, and sweat beaded down her chest, getting her white shirt moist. “Your pretty shirt is getting ruined,” I said, batting my eyelashes. “Perhaps you should take your top off.”



The woman pressed her lips together before nodding her head. Her usually perfect hair was now moist with sweat, and loose strands stuck to her face as she began to unbutton her top.



I grinned mischievously as I nuzzled my face back between her thighs. The sweet scent of her grool sent my mind into a frenzy. I kissed her inner thigh, making the woman squirm as my lips kissed just outside her slit.



Ms Roxana’s back arched off the chair as she slipped out of her dirty shirt, tossing it to the side before reaching back and unclipping her bra.



The thing fluttered past my face as it hit the floor. My eyes glance up in amazement as her tits popped out.



“Woah…”
 I mutter, one of my hands reaching up her panting body to grab her tit. Her bras were always so tight, holding her chest in place—I had no idea how big her tits were until they fell free.



In her age, they weren’t as perky as they may have been—but they were big and round, and my fingers dug into the soft flesh all the same.



She whimpered, holding my hand up against her breasts as I pinched her brown nipple—causing the woman to bite her lips and squirm. “Ohh yes! Fuck yes. E-enough playing, eat my pussy.” She said. Usually, her commands came with such authority, but not this time. Her words were whimpered and weak, like a beggar on the street.



I grin, my lips just inches from her panting slit. “If you say so, boss.”



I wink at her as I nuzzle into her pelvis. My tongue draped out and ran up her wet slit as her pubes pricked my nose.



“OHH!” she yelped, squeezing her thighs around my face. My hand digs into her tit as I suffocate between her legs. Each sharp breath causes her musty scent to inhale up my nose, and my mind melts.



Despite that, I keep licking her, my tongue lashing away at her slit, burying deep inside her wetness as her thighs pin me down.



I squirm on the carpet as my mouth fills with saliva and her salty grool. My panties ride up against my own slit as I lick hers—and my heels dig into my soft ass.



Her soft whimpers were muffled by her thick thighs, but by her squirming—I could tell the pleasure was coursing through her.



My tongue licked up and down, teasing her clit before digging back into her slit.



“Ohh yes, baby. Yes, right there!” She whimpered, gripping my roots. I pant, my mind melting and my body squirming as the lack of oxygen made me woozy.



My hands pried into her legs, pulling them apart as I toss my head back. “Oh fuck!” I cry out, grool and saliva dripping off my chin. The front of my shirt was now slick with filth, the fabric transparent and showing my black bra underneath.



I wipe my chin as I gasp, my eyes still fixated on her panting slit. Each breath the woman took sent more grool oozing down—puddling on the chair she sat in. “That all you got?” Ms Roxana huffed. The woman spat on her fingers, before reaching down and rubbing them against her slit. She moaned gently as her fingers swayed in circles around her quivering clit.



She tossed her other hand over her head, grabbing the backrest of her chair and allowing the stale air in the room to circulate under her sweaty arm.



I bit my lip and shake my head,
 “N-no, ma’am.”



“Good.” She sneered.



I panted, my tongue was slick with grool and my head was still spinning from all the euphoria.



I stick my trembling fingers in my mouth as I sit back on my heels, watching the woman pleasure herself. My tongue swirls around my middle and pointer finger—getting them nice and wet before I lean back in between her parted thighs.



Ms Roxana spread her knees as far as she could, allowing easy access to her pussy as I leaned it. I pull my fingers out of my wet mouth, saliva dripping off them as I press them against the base of her pussy.



“Ohhhhhh…”
 the woman moaned, tossing her head back. My fingers slipped in effortlessly inside her panting and blooming slit. Her pink walls gripped my fingers as they pressed in—knuckle deep.



“Mmmmh, you are so wet.” I giggle, gently thrusting my fingers in and out. She grinned, staring at me. Her eyes were barely able to focus as she huffed, “It’s been a while since I’ve been with anyone.”



“Then let me show you a good time,” I said, biting my lip.



I pick up the pace of my thrusting, my fingers shoved in and out of her sopping wet slit as she furiously rubbed her clit. “Oh! OH YES!” she cried out.



Her pussy splattered grool like filthy rain all over me as I grit my teeth. “You like that? You like being fucked?” I moan. Each thrust seems to push deeper inside her wet slit. Grool was oozing out like a waterfall as the woman gasped and panted.


“Oh yes! Fuck!” She cried out, her back arching off the chair.



I held my fingers knuckled deep as her lips curled around my hand. “Looks like you just needed a nice fuck.” I grinned, as her body convulsed on the filth chair.



“O-ohhh yesss…”



Her rigid body collapsed on the chair, as she panted for breath.



My fingers slipped out of her slit. Grool coated them like webbing as I gleefully licked them clean, winking at the woman who was just coming back down from her orgasm. “That… That was amazing…” she huffed, her face lathered with running makeup and sweat.



I giggled as I sucked my fingers dry, “Perhaps we can have some more fun… Assuming you treat me a little better.”



She frantically nodded her head. “Oh, yes. No more paperwork for you. From now on, your one and only job is to be my little pet. Do that and I’ll treat you right.”



I grinned, kissing her leg, “Yes ma’am…”
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 Book 8: The Tutor



 



 



 



I rushed down the stairs to the front door as the doorbell rang throughout the empty house. The strap of my tank top slid down my arm as I turned the last corner and swung open the door.



“S-sorry!” I pant, brushing my stray black hair out of my face.



Kylie smiled as looked at me with her big, blue eyes. “Hey, Courtney!”



The tall blonde looked like she was on her way to a photoshoot—she wore a baby blue sundress that held snug to her body, and her wavy blonde hair was tied up in a neat bun on the top of her head.



I stepped aside, letting her come in. A whiff of her lavender shampoo drifted into my nose, making my body shiver.



This was just supposed to be a study session, but I felt woefully underdressed in my tank top and booty shorts.



“Thanks for helping me. Chemistry is kicking my ass.” I said, closing the door.



Kylie laughed, slipping out of her shoes as I led her up to my room. “No worries at all. I remember having trouble with first-year chemistry as well!”



I had randomly met Kylie while waiting for the bus, and we have been friends ever since. She had just graduated college while I was just starting my first year, but despite the almost six-year age gap, we got along wonderfully. Lucky for me, she was a chemistry genius on top of being a great new friend.



I open the door to my bedroom, cringing at all the dirty clothes piled on the bed and socks lying around the floor. “Sorry, I didn’t really have time to clean…” I grimaced.



Kylie shook her head, “don’t worry about it, my room is a mess as well.”



Something told me that Kylie’s idea of a messy room was vastly different from mine, but either way, the girl pulled up a chair next to my desk and we both sat down.



I grabbed the chemistry textbook and started flipping through the pages. “so chapter four is what’s really getting me. I have no idea where to start.”



A gasp spills out from Kylie’s lips. I turned to see her cheeks blushing red and her eyes staring at the floor.


“Is everything alright…?” I asked.



“Ummm, yeah” she replied, biting her lip and glancing up at me, “Sorry, you were saying?”



I furrow my eyebrows and tilt my head. “What’s wrong? You look like you just saw a ghost.”



Kylie pursed her lips, and her eyes fell to my bed beside me.



I glance over, my eyes widening and my jaw dropping as I notice my big, black dildo laying right in the middle of my bed.



I knock my chair to the floor as I scramble, grabbing the toy and shoving it under a pile of dirty shirts. My face is beet red and my body trembles as I turn to face her—frozen like a deer in headlights as my heart is pounding like a drum.



Kylie’s shocked face cracks into a smile as she begins to giggle, her cheeks still pink. “Well, now I see what took so long to get to the door.”



“It’s not… I didn’t… I wasn’t…”
 my voice cracks and my lips quiver. My mind is racing with embarrassment and I can hardly string a sentence together.



Kylie’s soft giggles turn into full-blown laughter as she tosses her head back. “It’s alright!” She huffed between laughing fits, wiping tears from her eyes. “We’ve all been there!”



The heat in my cheeks could fry an egg and my body was sweating as if I were tossed into a furnace. “I haven’t actually used it yet…I just thought…” I stutter, my eyes dropping to the floor.



I didn’t even notice Kylie walking over until she sat on the bed next to me. She rubbed my back up and down. “There is no shame in having some fun.” She said with a cheeky wink.



The corners of my lips draw into a smile. “Yeah, you’re right. It’s still kinda embarrassing.”



She giggled, her hand falling to the small of my back. “C-can I see it again?” She asked in a whisper.



My face jerked to her, assuming I misheard, or she was saying a joke, but her face was stone cold. Her blue eyes were piercing, and she looked more serious than I had ever seen her.



“Y-you want to see it?” I repeated.



She nodded her head, a devious smile on her lips. “I’ve never used one myself, I just want to see.”



It was an unusual request, but for some reason, I felt obligated to obey. My shaking fingers slowly began moving clothes to the side—giving Kylie every chance to rescind her offer, but the blonde girl never did.



Finally, with a single deep breath, I tossed aside the final sweater and unveil my naughty toy. It was a rather basic black dildo. It essentially looked like a black, veiny cucumber. The base wasn’t even flared.



“It’s nothing special…” I said, grabbing it and pulling it onto my lap, “and like I said, I haven’t even used it yet.”



Kylie took it from my lap, inspecting the thing like it held the secrets to happiness. Her delicate fingers curled around the middle as she brought it up to her face.



She seemed mesmerized by it. Her toes curled on my carpet as she held the rounded bottom of it with one hand, and stroked the shaft with the other.



My breath stutters as I watch her play with it, and I can feel my innocent slit begin to quiver—making me squeeze my legs together. Kylie’s own body seemed to react kindly to the toy—her nipples poked out against the fabric of her sundress as she squirmed on the bed.



“...Do you want to try it?” She asked, glancing up at me with her blue eyes.



My jaw drops and the air in my lungs huffs out. “E-excuse me?”



“Do you want to try it right now? I’ve never used something like this myself… Perhaps we can both teach each other something today.” She said, flashing me a wink.



I sit there frozen, unsure if my ears were playing tricks on me or if this was some sort of joke. “You… You want me to try it? Right now?” The words sounded ridiculous coming out of my mouth.



She nodded, the devious smirk lingering on her lips. “I mean… If you don’t want to then that’s okay. I just—”



“I want to.” I blurt out, surprising even myself.



“Oh! Good!” She said gleefully, presenting the dildo.



I gulp nervously as I reach out to take it from her. Just watching her play with it made my body yearn. The tank top on my body felt restrictive, and my sensitive nipples pressed against the fabric uncomfortably. Even my shorts felt uncomfortable on my hot and eager body.



I nervously gripped the toy; it was like a foreign object and I had no idea how to hold it.



“Here, let me help,” Kylie whispered, gently pressing on my shoulder, leaning me back on the bed.



My legs draped over the edge and my black hair fanned on my bed as she knelt on the mattress beside me.



I stared up at her—pure lust in her blue eyes as her fingers slipped underneath the waistband of my shorts. “Ready?” She asked with a playful wink.



I nod my head, this was all going so fast—but I knew I wanted it. My body was yearning and even though my mind was racing, the idea of pleasuring myself with Kylie right here was euphoric.



Kylie bit her soft, pink lips as she tugged the shorts off. As soon as the warm air hit my puffy pussy, I whimpered. Glancing down, I could already see how wet I was, the grool glistening as it coated my lips.



The shorts fell to the floor, and Kylie grabbed my thigh, pulling my legs apart gently.



My legs parted, but my tight, innocent pussy stayed shut. She whimpered as her eyes fixated on my slit. “Holy shit… You look beautiful down there…”



I giggled, reaching back and slipping my hand up the frill of her sundress.



Her fingers curl around my thighs, inching ever so closer to my slit—as my own hand rides up her sundress towards the underside of her ass.



Our soft whimpers and breaths fill the air as my toes curl.



She took the dildo and ran the head of it up and down my slit. My tight lips parted ever so gently as my pussy tried to grip the toy and pull it deep.



I whimpered, grabbing my own tits over top my tank top and digging into my skin as my head throbbed. The pleasure was building like a pressure cooker, and I needed a release.



“D-deeper…”
 I moan.



Kylie giggled, leaning in and kissing my thigh as held the toy against my quivering clit.



Her lavender shampoo once again drifted into my nose as her lips kissed up my body. I tugged up my tank top as her soft and delicate kisses softly pecked my stomach.



My fingers dug into her ass, with my pinky inching underneath her panties towards her wet holes.



“T-take it off.”
 She whimpered, eyeing my tits.



I nodded, sitting up and yanking the top off with one tug. My tits bounced free, but they weren’t free for long. Kylie pulled me in, wrapping her lips around my nipple and sucking delicately.



“Ohhh yes! Right there.”
 I moaned, as her tongue flicked against my nipple—sending shivers up my spine.



I pulled up the skirt of her sundress around her waist, her white panties were buried inside her bubbly ass cheeks, which made my mouth water.



I pulled the sundress up over her head, Kylie immediately latched back onto my nipple as I embraced her.



Our sweaty bodies rubbed together as I shoved my hands underneath her panties. Her soft pussy was already soaking wet—and my middle finger slipped inside her tight slit effortlessly.



“Ohhhh…”
 she moaned, pulling her face off my chest.



Our lips immediately locked as I pulled her on top of me. Our tongues wrestled as my hands clawed at her back.



Her tongue sensually danced with mine as I wrapped my legs around her pelvis, my mind melted away into a sea of pleasure and euphoria, and my pussy was wetter than ever before.



Her chest was small and subtle, and her hard nipples pressed against my tits.



I whimpered into her mouth as my tongue lashed against hers—saliva running down my chin.



“H-holy fuck” Kylie moaned, pulling off me. A string of saliva connected our lips like a bridge as I nestled my face into her chest, inhaling her soft scent.



Her body was softer than silk, and my tongue lashed against her cleavage, sucking her skin as she moaned into my ear.



I could barely keep my body still, even with her weighing down on me. Her grool dripped like filthy rain onto my slit—each drop causing my clit to erupt with pleasure.



She kissed down my hot and sweaty body. Unlike last time, her kisses were wild, sloppy, and wet. My body lurched at each kiss and a groped my tits.



She planted the last, wet kiss on the crest of my slit causing my back to arch off the bed.



“Oh fuck yes! Keep going!” I begged, desperately wanting her tongue to slip between my tight pussy.



She shook her head up with a devious grin on her lips. Kylie reached over and grabbed the black dildo, kissing the head of it. “You don’t get to have all the fun. Now lay down properly on the bed.”



I nodded my head, scrambling my legs onto the bed. I rested my head against my pillow as Kylie crawled to the foot of the bed.



She laid on her side, stripping off her panties and tossing them onto the bed beside my face.



I grabbed the dirty fabric, pulling it up to my face and inhaling deeply.



My eyes rolled back and my mind erupted with pleasure as the scent of her honey sweet grool filled my brain.



My tongue slipped out, flicking against the wet spot on the crotch of her panties. The taste of her grool was enough to make me squirm.



Kylie bit her lip, grinning naughtily as she placed the dildo between our pussies. Both ends of the toy were rounded and one end pressed into my slit and the other pressed into hers.



“Ohhh fuck, there it is.” She whimpered, pushing her body down. One end of the toy slipped into her pussy, while the other pressed into mine. Our legs were scissored, with her feet pressed against my chest.



I whimpered, biting down on her dirty panties as the toy slipped into my innocent pussy.



Each end of the toy pressed deeper and deeper into our bodies as our moans grew louder, filling the hot and heavy air. My tight, puffy lips gripped the silicone toy as the walls of my pussy gripped it like a glove—the shaft pressed against my throbbing clit, causing my entire body to shiver.



“Holy fuck!” Kylie squeezed, grabbing my leg and digging her nails into my calf. “F-fuck! It’s so tight.”



The dirty panties filled my mouth and stifled my moans, and the taste of her sweet grool made me dizzy.



Kylie swayed her hips, pushing the last inches of the toys into our pussies. Our wet lips smushed together as the toy buried inside our slits.



“Oh fuck! You like that?” She moaned, swaying her hips. Each movement sent more waves of pleasure up my spine as I sucked on the panties like a pacifier.



My eyes rolled back as the toy wiggled inside me.



My own hips began to circle as the toy was snug inside my slit, and my wetness spilled out onto my ass as my cheeks pressed against hers.



My hand grabbed her calf as the panties fell from my mouth. The taste of her wetness and sweat lingered as saliva dribbled out of my lips. “O-ohhh fuck!” I whimpered.



“Good girl” Kylie grinned, messaging my calf as she grinded her hips. Our pussy lips rubbed together as the thick toy grinded inside my slit.



“Ohh fuck. I—I’m going to cum!” I whimper, biting my lip and tossing my head back. My back arched up and down like a fish out of water as my clit vibrated.



Kylie gasped, inching back on the bed. The toy slipped out of our slits onto the filthy sheet.



As it slipped out of me, my lungs exhaled a deep breath, my eyes fluttered open and my mind began to stabilize.



Kylie crawled up on her hands and knees, burying her face between my thighs—now slick with grool.



Her hands wrapped around my thighs, her fingers gripped my skin and her tongue lashed out, burying inside my panting pussy.



“Oh fuck!”
 I squeal, grabbing her hand and holding her down against my pussy. Her tongue lashed wildly.



I grabbed her soft hair by the roots as saliva and grool oozed down and ruined my sheets.
 “Right there, baby! R-Right there!”
 I squealed—clamping my thighs around her head as my toes curled and gripped the moist sheets.



My jaw dropped and my entire body went rigid and her tongue lashed wildly up against my clit. The waves of pleasure turned into a full-blown typhoon.



My pussy squirted and my body quivered as I came.



With a huff, I collapsed on the bed, panting like a dog. Kylie giggled as she rose up from my thighs. Wetness coated her chin and cheeks as she licked her lips.



“Fuck, you taste amazing.” She said, wiping the filth from her chin.



Still gasping, my lips curled into a smile. “Th-thank you… Baby…”



“Now, how about we get back to studying before trying this bad boy again?” Kylie held up the dildo, the white grool dripping down her arm and onto my legs.



I nod my head as she kissed the wet and dirty head, “let’s make it quick. I want to get at least two more sessions in before the day is over.”



Kylie bit her lips, running her hand up and down my thigh as she laid on the sheets next to me.
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 Book 9: Red Dress



 



 



“Thank you so much, Ms Barker!” I said, climbing into her passenger seat and tossing my backpack into the back.



“No problem at all dear, your college is on the way to my work, anyway.”



I buckled up my seatbelt as Ms Barker begins to drive off.



We make idle chitchat as I pull down the sun visor—I rushed out the door so quickly that I barely had time to check my hair or make-up.



My soft red lipstick stood in contrast with my pale skin, and my wavy black hair flowed down my back like a flowing river.



“You look pretty. What’s the occasion?” Ms Barker asked, glancing my way.



“Pictures for our IDs are today,” I replied, brushing down my top. “Gotta make a good first impression.”



Ms Barker smirked, turning back to the road. Her dirty blonde hair was in neat curls down to her shoulders, and her button-up shirt held snug to her body. She was my mother’s childhood friend, and ever since I’ve known her, she always dressed in business clothing. As a kid, I assumed she was some secret billionaire CEO—but no; she was just an HR manager.



I adjusted the straps of my red sundress and brushed down the skirt as the car veered off towards a side road.



“That’s a really pretty dress,” Ms Barker said, glancing again towards me.



“Thanks, it belonged to my mom.”



The corners of her lips curled into a smile. “Ah yes, that’s where I remembered it.”



Her freckled face showed a hint of pink blush, and the older woman gripped the steering wheel.



I furrowed my eyebrows and tilt my head, my gaze seemingly causing the woman to grow pinker as she stared intently at the road empty ahead.



“Did my mom wear this a lot or something?” I ask. “I just dug it out of her closet and it fits well enough.”



Ms Barker chuckled nervously as the car came to a red light. “It’s just… Well, I shouldn’t say.”



I turned to face her in the seat, now fully invested in getting to the bottom of this. “What? Is it a juicy story? Tell me!” Ms Barker refused to acknowledge even as I leaned my face further across the middle console.



The soft pink in her cheeks turned into a furious red as my narrow eyes burned into her soul. “Oh, come on!” I shout, tossing my hands into the air.



“Okay fine!” She replied, finally giving it. Her voice falls into a hush as she leans over, “It was during our first year as college roommates, we were playing truth or dare with some of the other people in our dorm. Your mother was wearing that soft red sundress, and I got a dare to—”



She winced and pulled back, shaking her head. “What am I saying? That story is far too inappropriate!”



The light turned green, and she began to drive, but I grabbed her arm and nearly climbed onto the center console. “You did what? What happened?”



My mother never told me any college stories, no matter how much I pried. “Tell me! I’m 19 years old. I think I can handle it.”



Ms Barker glanced at me again, her eyes slowly falling from mine down to my cleavage. Now I was the one blushing. The sundress was so tight around my fit body that there was really nothing left to the imagination. I freeze, with my hand gripping her arm. Her lips curl into a smile and her breath stutters.



Ms Barker shakes her head free of the trance my chest was putting her under. “S-sorry…” she muttered, staring off onto the road.



I bit my lip, beginning to understand where her story was leading. I fell back in the seat, feet planted on the ground as I stared forward. “It’s okay… Sorry for pushing you…” I muttered, barely audible.



My mother and Ms Barker were always so close, it felt unreal that they had ever done anything remotely sexual.



“I just… You look so much like her.” Ms Barker said, scoffing and taking a deep breath.



I stare at her flustered face. She was trying desperately not to look at me—I knew how badly she wanted me at that moment. The red sundress has awoken something in her… And something in me as well.



I squeeze my legs together as my pussy begins to quiver. My nipples constrict and tighten—pressing up against the delicate fabric of the infamous sundress.



“Why…Why don’t we pull over, and you can show me what you two did instead?”



Ms Barker gasped, jerking her face towards me, “Annie…You don’t mean that, surely?”



My red lips curl into a smile. “What? You were allowed to have some naughty fun as a college student, but I can’t?”



I have no idea what was going through my mind, but my body was growing hot and heavy. I squirmed uncomfortably in the seat as I reach over and run my hand up and down her leg. Her suit pants did little to hide the softness of my touch.



“Well?” I insist, squeezing her leg.



Ms Barker gulped nervously. “Annie…”



“It’s okay, I want it…” I say, surprising even myself. Ever since I grew into an adult woman, Ms Barker always had her eyes on me. Stealing quick and innocent glances—but nothing like the lustful gaze she gave my cleavage—squished up against my top.



She didn’t say another word, but she turned the steering wheel, bringing the car off the road and down a dark and abandoned alley. The car barely fit, and there was no way to open the door, but the shadows of the building on either side engulfed us in darkness.



I whimpered as my hand rode further up her leg, squeezing her thigh as my pinky brushed against her crotch.



She reached over, wrapping her hand around the back of my neck and pulling me in for a deep and sensual kiss. Our lips lock and her tongue slips into my mouth. My eyes flutter close as the adrenaline courses through me.



Never in my life would I have imagined kissing another girl—let alone Ms Barker.



The woman was older, but her kiss was still soft and caring. Her tongue embraced mine in a loving fashion as my whimpered moans slipped into her mouth.



She pulled back, “F-fuck… You taste as sweet as I imagined.”



“You imagine kissing me often?” I asked, grinning.



“You have no idea. That dress finally did it for me. I couldn’t hold back.” She kissed my neck, causing me to toss my head back as she worked her way down to my collarbone.



“F-finally…” I whimper, my hand rubbing my clit overtop of the dress.



The sounds of her wet, soft kisses and my moans filled the air as I leaned back against the door. The air in the car was beginning to get hot and heavy, and each breath was harder to take than the last.



Ms Barker undid her seatbelt as she kneeled on her seat, leaning over to nuzzle her face into my popping cleavage. She inhaled deeply, causing her entire body to shake.



She pulled her face out as her pupils widened. “F-fuck… You smell like roses.”



I giggled as I pulled her in for another kiss. This time, the kiss wasn’t soft and delicate. My wet tongue shoved into her mouth, wrestling with hers as I panted. Saliva dribbled down my chin as I wrapped my arms around her, nearly dragging her over the center console.



By now, my mind was racing, and despite how light and airy the sundress was—I was desperate to stripe out of it.



My pussy was wide awake, and I feared that my grool would leak out of my thong and ruin the dress.



She pulled her head back as we both gasped. My fingers ran up through her hair as a bridge of saliva connected our trembling lips.



“As much as I love that dress. I would love it even more off your tight little body.” She sneered, eyeing my perky nipples like a hungry lioness.



I nod my head eagerly, unbuckling my seatbelt and pulling the shoulder strands down my arm.



Slipping my arms out of the shoulder strands, the front of the dress slouches off my chest and crumples down on my lap. My tits and stomach bounce free—but not for long.



Ms Barker jumps on them like fresh meat, her hand groping and digging into one, as she kissed and sucked the other.



I moaned and squirmed in my seat. My arms wrap around her neck and hold the woman against my chest as I snuggle my face into her hair—smelling her soft shampoo.



The contrasting sensation of her lips wrapped around my pink nipple, sucking softly, and her hand groping and digging into my other tit was euphoric. Her weight pushes me back against the door as my hands slip down her back, tugging at the bottom of her shirt and riding it up to her bra.



“Get in the back.” Ms Barker said, pulling her lips from my sensitive nipple. My mind is racing but I nod my head eagerly as she kneels up in her seat—unbuttoning her top.



As I rise to my knees, the red dress falls down my legs to the seat, revealing my white thong buried between my pussy lips. My slit gnawed at the thong hungrily, coating it in grool as she climbed to the back.



Ms Barker grabbed my ass, playfully slapping it as I climbed to the back seats.



My legs were spread as I leaned back on the black leather seat. I eagerly eyed Ms Barker as she stripped off her button-up shirt, placing it on the passenger seat next to my dress.



The woman’s bra held up her huge tits. Her skin was freckled and a bit wrinkled, but her belly was tight. She crawled back to join me, kneeling on the floor right between my knees. There wasn’t enough room but she made it work. Her face was inches from my pussy as she kissed my inner thigh.



I leaned back in the sweat. My sweat stuck my ass to the leather as I moaned, stroking her hair and spreading my knees as far as I could. Ms Barker’s kisses teased around my wet slit—by now, the fabric of my thong was ruined and buried deep inside my wet pussy.



“Ohhh. Keep going.” I said with a grin, tossing my other arm over my head. The windows of the car were beginning to fog up as we panted. Our bodies grew slick with sweat as the woman’s warm breath on my wet slit made me quiver.



Her hands slip underneath my thighs as she glances up at me deviously, her eyes glimmering with anticipation and lust.



I raise my legs, draping them over the driver's and passenger seats. The seats act like stirrups and my feet curl around the headrests.



“Fuck, your pussy is so tight and wet.” She said with a smile, reaching in and fishing out the filthy panties. As the string of my thong is fished out, a river of grool runs down on the seat.



I whimper, squeezing my tits as I look down eagerly. Each breath I take elicits more grool to ooze out. My tight lips were blooming like a flower after a spring rain, revealing the wet pinkness inside. Ms Barker leaned in closer. Her warm breath on my wet clit sent a shiver up my spine.



My hands squeeze my own tits, my nails leaving marks of my delicate skin as I squirm in the seat. I can barely take it as my mind begins to erupt with anticipation. “G-go ahead, have a taste.”



Ms Barker grinned up at me. “I think I’ll take you up on that offer.”



With that, the woman closed her eyes and nestled her face between my thighs, her draped tongue hit the bottom of my slit, causing my back to arch and my toes to curl. “Ohhh! Fuck yes!” I squeal.



She ran her tongue up my panting pussy, parting my lips as she licked up my sopping wet slit.



Her hands wrapped around my tights, holding them in place as I squirmed and messaged my own tits.



The woman moaned as her wet tongue lashed against my slit, her nails digging into my thigh.



Each lash of her tongue made my mind race and pushed the breath from my lungs. My hips swayed with the movement of her tongue. I held the back of her head and pushed her face further down against my pussy until her nose smushed against my pelvis. I wanted her tongue to go as deep as it could.



Ms Barker passionately kissed my little slit. Her wet tongue went from long streaks up and down—to wild and furious lashes, shoving deeper and deeper into my wetness.



“Ohh fuck yes! Fuck right there!” I squealed, unable to bottle my pleasure. The entire car swayed beneath us as I wildly squirmed.



My hand gripped the roots of her dirty blonde hair as I clamped my thighs around the woman’s mouth. Her tongue plunged in and out of my pussy, and I could feel the wetness coat the seat underneath me.



Eventually, she pulled her face back, gasping for air as sticky grool and saliva coated her lips and cheeks.



She panted as her pupils dilated, fixated on my trembling, naked body. “Fuck, you taste even better than you look.”



Filth rolled down her neck to her chest, making her tits glisten with wetness.



I bit my lip, my eyes unable to focus as the pleasure and euphoria drowned me. The musty air in the car barely filled my lungs, and my body was slick with all manners of filth.



“You like that, baby?” She whispered, spitting on her fingers. She coated her hand in saliva and teased my pussy with her wet fingers.



“Ohhh…” My head slammed back against the seat. “Y-yes…Just like that.”



She grinned deviously, her finger slipping inside my tight pussy. I grimace, feeling my lips grip her wet finger as it rhythmically plunged in and out of my slit.



“Fuck you’re nice and tight, even with all my licking.” She said, pressing her other hand down on my pelvis as she fingered me.



“Oh oh oh…” I whimpered.



She grinned, slipping in another wet finger and increasing the pace of her fucking.



“Oh!” I squeal, grabbing her arm as she furiously thrusts her fingers in and out of my innocent slit.



Grool splattered everywhere, sprinkling like rain over both our bodies.



Ms Barker lurched and moaned as if her own pussy was getting fingered, but I could barely take it.



My soft and whimpered moans turned into loud gasps and groans as I flopped like a fish out of water. “O-oh! Oh fuck! Yes yes yes!” I cried out.



“Take it, baby!”



The woman held her fingers inside my tight slit. My lips gripped her knuckles like a glove and the walls of my pink pussy held the fingers snugly.



“O-oh!” I cry out, my body convulsing for a moment as the orgasm surged through my body like a bolt of lightning before I collapsed back in the filthy seat.



Grool and sweat coated the seat as I gasped for air, my mind still buzzing.



Ms Barker laughed, pulling her fingers out of my tired pussy. Grool lathered them like webbing as she sucked them dry, her body quivering as she did.



“Yummy.” She said with a grin, leaning over and planting a soft kiss on my stomach.



I was panting like a dog, but the corners of my lips curled into a smile as my tense body relaxed. My feet fell from the seats in front of me and my hand intertwined with hers. “That was amazing…”



Ms Barker laughed, “It was. Well worth being late for work.”



“Well… Since we are late anyway, perhaps we have time for one more session?” I said with a dirty wink. The moist air dewying on my pale skin.



The woman nodded, running her hands up and down my moist body, “perhaps we do.”
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 BONUS Book: The Rock Star



 



 



My knees were shaking as I waited in line to meet Victoria Rodriquez. Ever since I could remember, I was always her biggest fan. The rock icon was THE superstar of my childhood—and even now, years later, she is still a megastar.



For my 21st birthday, my parents surprised me with VIP tickets to her next concert, which came with a meet and greet before the show. I had been looking forward to it for months—and today was the day.



My long blonde hair was in a high ponytail, and I was wearing an oversized white shirt from one of her very first concert tours. The shirt nearly draped down to the knees of my ripped jeans, and it slouched down one of my arms, revealing my black bra strap. I hoped that Victoria would appreciate my vintage tour shirt, but at the moment I was feeling like some crazy superfan.



“Ms Rodriguez is almost ready for you,” one of her security guards said, walking into the waiting room.



I bit my lip and nodded my head, barely able to control my erratic breathing.



Even in her 30s, Victoria was still selling out concerts all around the country—with a fanbase just as devoted to her as they were ten years ago.



“Alright, you’re good to go. You have thirty minutes.” The man said, stepping aside and revealing the door to her dressing room.



I gulp nervously, my hands shaking as I curl them into fists. With one final deep breath, I walk in.



“H-hello?”
 I ask, the door closing behind me.



The dressing room was a mess. Clothes, costumes, and a plethora of other useless things littered the floor—but Victoria was nowhere to be seen.



I stand awkwardly with my back against the door, afraid to take another step. Just being in the same dressing room that Victoria used seemed like a dream come true.



“Hello? Are you my hair stylist?” A voice carried around the corner.



I turned my head, not even noticing the connected bathroom.



Victoria walked in with her iconic outfit. Her dirty blonde hair was wavy down to her ears. She wore a punk rock T-shirt and denim jean shorts, with fishnets over her legs and arms.



“V-Victoria!”
 I gasped, my jaw dropping.



The woman tilted her head and frowned, “Uh, yeah?”



“I-I… I-m here for the meet and greet…”
 I muttered, barely able to string a thought together, let alone a coherent sentence.



“Oh! You must be Emily!” The woman said, dashing across the dirty dressing room. “I’m so sorry! How silly of me!” She grabbed me by the hands and pulled me off the door. I nearly tripped over my frozen feet as the whiff of her vanilla perfume drifted into my nose.



“Apologies for the mess, touring isn’t pretty.” She said, leading me to a couch pressed up against the back of the room.



Tossing aside a box of signed posters, she sat down and patted the spot next to her.



I nervously sat on the other end of the couch, feeling unworthy of even breathing the same air as her.



Victoria laughed, tossing her head back as she slid up right beside me. “It’s okay sweetie, I don’t bite.”



I chuckled nervously, cursing myself for my awkwardness. “S-sorry. I’m just such a big fan.”



Victoria glanced down at my shirt from her very first tour. “I can tell. I haven’t seen that shirt in ages.”



She grinned as she reminisced, her eyes lingering on my chest.



A soft blush filled my cheeks as her knee pressed against mine. I look away, causing the woman to laugh even harder. “My goodness! You are a shy one, aren’t you?”



She reached up, her hand pressed against my cheek as she turned my face towards her.



Her lips were soft and pink and stood in sharp contrast to her black eyeliner.



The fishnet webbing pressed against the soft skin of my cheeks, and her gaze paralyzed me like a deer in headlights.



“I’m just a regular person underneath all this glitz and glamour.” She said with a shrug.



I pursed my lips together, nodding my head. A few strands of rebellious blonde hair pulled free from my ponytail and fell in front of my face.



The girl smirked, brushing them behind my ear as her hand slipped around the back of my neck.



My lips quivered and a breath escaped out of my lungs. My body and mind were disconnected as I felt myself lean forward. I couldn’t stop it—my body acted as if on its own.



My head tilted as my mind shouted, begging my body to pull back—but it was too late.



Our lips locked.



A startled whimper shot out of Victoria’s lips as we kissed. My tongue brushed forward, slipping into her mouth as the lingering taste of cherry soda fell on my tongue.



Her hand on the back of my neck held my face up against hers as she kissed me back, caressing my tongue with her own.



Suddenly, my mind regained control. My eyes shoot open and I jerk my head back wide-eyed. “I’m so sorry! I have no idea what just came over me!” I shouted, jumping to my feet. “I—I have to go! I’m so sorry again!”



By now, the soft pink in my cheeks has turned to a ferocious red. I turned on my heels, ready to run out of the room—but Victoria shot her hand forward, gripping my wrist.



“It’s okay…” she breathed.



I turned to face her. The confident woman looked like she had just awoken from a dream. She shook her head and regained her thoughts as the corners of her lips curled into a smile. “You’re a good kisser.” She said with a giggle, pulling me back down onto the couch.



Sweat coated my pale skin as I put my hands up to my face, hiding my embarrassment. I felt like I wanted to crawl out of my skin. “I’m so stupid. I can’t believe I just did that! I just—”



Before I could finish, Victoria grabbed my face and pulled me against her.



Once again, our lips locked and her tongue slipped into my waiting mouth, brushing against my teeth as her hot moan slipped past her lips.



My eyes rolled back as a wave of ecstasy crashed into me. My mind melted and my animalistic needs took over.



My hands gripped her waist, slipping underneath her black shirt as I dug my fingers into her soft hips.



Our tongues lashed. Not in the sensual embrace as last time, but in an animalistic and wild way. I panted into her mouth as our tongues fought. My hands rode up the side of her body towards her tits as she grabbed at the bottom of my shirt and began to pull it up over my body.             



Saliva dribbled down the corners of our mouths as our tongues fought—pressing into one another’s mouths.



I gasped, pulling my face back. A string of saliva connected our lips like a dangling bridge as my eyes refused to focus.



Victoria grinned from ear to ear. “Fuck. That was fun.” She said.



My hands were still gripping her torso, just beneath her tits, and my own shirt was pulled up to my bra—revealing my tight stomach.



She giggled as she tugged the rest of it up and over my head, tossing it to the side.



I whimpered. Sitting in just my black bra in front of one of my icons was terrifying. My mind raced with a million thoughts, but it was unable to grab hold of a single one of them.



Victoria bit her lip, her hand rubbing up and down my jeans as she leaned in close.



“Fuck… You’re hot.” She finally said, her eyes filled with lust as she glared at my cleavage.



I giggled, arching my back to present my chest. “Th-thank you… I’ve actually had a bit of a crush on you for years.”



She grinned devilishly, “Well, today’s your lucky day.”



Victoria pushed back on my shoulder, laying me down on the comfy couch. The woman rose to her knees as I lifted one leg up onto the couch.



Her hands ran up and down my torn jeans, causing my entire body to quiver.



Her hard nipples pressed up against her grungy black shirt, causing my mouth to water. I could feel my pussy gnaw at the fabric of my panties—suffocated and begging to be let free.



“I bet you didn’t expect our meet and greet to end up like this?” she said was a grin as her hands ran up to my waistband. Her fingers began to undo my belt.



I whimpered, biting my lip and squirming on the couch like a fish out of water.
 “N-never…”



My jeans were unbuttoned, and the rock star slowly tugged them down my trembling legs.



I arched my ass and allowed the jeans to slide down to my feet as she tugged them off.



One foot planted on the floor, and the other rose up on the backrest of the couch. My knees were spread, revealing my filthy, wet panties.



The pink fabric was moist and nearly transparent as the lips of my inny pussy gnawed at the dirty panties.



Victoria bit her lip, lowering her face down below my thighs.



“Say… It’s getting pretty hot in here, huh?” She said with a grin. “I think I’ll go ahead and take this off…”



She grabbed the bottom of her shirt and tossed it over her head. Her dirty blonde hair fell back perfectly into place as she tossed her shirt off onto the ground.



“F-fuck!” I whimpered, my eyes fixated on her perky tits.



The girl laughed, grabbing at her tits with her fishnet-covered hands and digging into her soft skin. Her light pink nipple peered out between her fingers as she groped herself.



“I’ve been fucking dirty old managers and agents for so long, I can’t wait to taste an innocent little slut like you.” She said, once again lowering her face down between my thighs.



I whimpered as she planted a soft kiss on the dirty fabric of my panties. The thin fabric did little to hide the softness of her lips or the warmth of her breath.



I whimpered, reaching back behind me and unbuckling my bra.



The black bra fluttered off my body, revealing my own sizeable and perky tits.



Immediately, Victoria’s hand shot up like a viper and grabbed my breast, digging her fingers deep into my tissue.



I whimper and squirmed as she had her way with my tit. The fishnet fabric of her sleeve left marks on my skin with how hard she squeezed.



Her lips kissed my inner thigh, teasing my wet pussy.



“F-fuckkk…” I whimpered, feeling her rugged touch groping my chest and her soft lips between my legs. “T-take off my panties… I want you…”



The woman glanced up at me from between my legs. I couldn’t see her lips, but I could tell that she was smirking. “The slut can’t wait, can she?”



I shake my head, my hand messaging my other tit gently as I watched her—filled with anticipation.



“Well, alright then.” She said, pulling her hand from my tit.



Her fingers slipped under the waistband of my moist panties, and she slowly pulled them down my thighs.



A string of grool stuck the panties to my slit, as I kicked the fabric off to the floor.



I spread my legs again, letting the cool air of the room hit my sensitive and wet pussy—sending a shiver up my spine.



Victoria’s hands wrapped underneath my thighs, holding my pussy up against her face.



Her nose scrunched up against my pelvis as her wet tongue lashed against my slit.



“Oh!”
 I cried out, arching my back before slamming it back down.



Victoria didn’t relent—her talented tongue lashed like a whip against my slit. Up and down like a rabid dog.



I whimpered, my mind flooding with euphoria and pleasure as each pass of her tongue dug deeper inside my wet slit.



My hand gripped the back of her hair as my fist curled around her wavy hair. I held her down between my legs—suffocating her with my thighs. Her fingers dug into my skin as she ate away at my wet pussy.



Saliva and grool ran down my ass as she shoved her tongue inside my slit, kissing my throbbing wetness.



“Oh, fuck yes! Right there! R-right there!”
 I cried out, my mind swirling.



My toes curled as her warm breath and wet tongue hit my exposed clit—sending tremors of pleasure up my spine.



I gripped her roots as my feet kicked the air and my thighs squeezed her head like a watermelon.



Her hands explored up and down my sweaty body, but her face stayed buried against my slit.



The wetness ran down, ruining the couch as my lips quivered. My eyes could barely focus as I raised my head—admiring the beautiful rock star eating my tight, wet pussy.



She worked her tongue like a magic wand, licking and kissing the trembling lips of my pussy as she maneuvered her tongue inside my pink wetness.



Finally, the girl pried my legs apart and lifted her head. She gasped for air as filthy, sticky grool and saliva dripped off her chin.



“Oh, fuck…”
 she whimpered, eyeing my pussy, which was now wet and blooming like a flower after the rain.



“Th-that was amazing…
 ” I moaned, tossing my head back and staring at the spinning ceiling.



Victoria giggled, crawling over me, kissing my panting body as she did. She planted her hands beside my face as she stared down at me — her wavy hair dangling down past her wet and perfect face.



“You liked that?” She asked innocently. I nodded my head.



“Then you’re gonna love this.” She said. Her innocent smile turned devious as she knelt on the couch beside me.



I glanced down as the girl stripped off one of her long fishnet sleeves.



She sucked softly on her fingers, getting them nice and wet with her saliva before lowering them down to my slit.



I bite my lip, eager for what’s to come.



Victoria glanced at me, flashing me a wink as her wet pointer and middle fingers slid effortlessly inside my pussy.



“O-oh!”
 I cry out, my toes curling as her fingers shoved down to the knuckle.



I could feel the tight, wet walls of my slit grip her fingers like a glove as she held them inside me.



“Fuck you’re so tight and wet.” She said, gritting her teeth.



My hand rode up her sweaty back, exploring her body as she pulled her fingers out before shoving them back in.



I cried out, squeezing her hip as she thrust her fingers in and out of my panting pussy.



“OH FUCK YES!”
 I cry out, arching my back and kicking the moist couch cushion.



“You like that, baby?” Victoria moaned, pressing down with her other hand on my pelvis to keep me from squirming off the bed.



“O-OH YES!”



My voice echoed through the entire dressing room, and my grool splattered out of my pussy as she fucked me like a jackhammer.



“Oh fuck! I’m cumming!”
 I squealed, my mind tossed and turned like a rowboat stuck in a typhoon. As my clit exploded like a volcano, my body went rigid and I could barely breathe.



Victoria leaned over my face, holding her fingers inside my throbbing pussy as I collapsed on the couch, panting.



“H-holy…”
 I moaned, my mind still clouded with euphoria.



Victoria giggled, leaning down and kissing me.



My lips parted as I panted, and our tongues embraced in a wet and loving hug. The taste of my sweet grool slipped into my mouth, sending a shiver down my spine as I wrapped my hands around her sweaty back and pulled her in.



We kissed for what seemed like ages. Our tongues danced and the filthy fluids passed from one mouth to the other.



Finally, she pulled her face back, grinning from ear to ear as she stared lovingly down at me.
 “That was amazing…”



I giggled, snuggling up against her neck and inhaling her sweet scent.



“You have to visit me after the show… Perhaps you can stay the night as well?” She asked, placing a kiss on my forehead.



I nodded. My heart fluttered as I imagined spending the night in the same bed as my idol.



“Perhaps I’ll buy some more tickets to your other shows. I always wanted to tour the country.” I said, glancing up at her.



Her beautiful eyes locked on mine. “I’d love that. Don’t bother buying the tickets, they’re my treat. I want you everywhere I go.”
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 Author’s Note



 



 



My first ever bundle!



Thank you all so much for all the support and love you’ve shown my stories so far. I’m so excited to see that you are all enjoying my dirty little stories as much as I enjoy making them ;)



 



Please stick around and follow my author page. Trust me, there will be plenty of hotter and dirtier stories coming in the near future.



 



Xoxo



Maggie :)
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