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 Story 1: The Backroad Stranger



 



 



 



I was on the verge of tears. The cold wind blew through my blonde hair as I held down the frill of my skirt. I stared at the broken-down engine of my car. I was in no shape or form a mechanic, and it was the dead of night—and I was screwed.



“Stupid, stupid, stupid!”
 I whimpered, speaking of both my car and of myself. My light blue eyes filled with tears as the moonlight shone off the empty gravel road. I was so determined to get home before daybreak to surprise my father, and now I’m going to have to sleep in my backseat on the edge of an empty road. Not just that, but in the morning my dad will have to spend hours to come and get me.



I was an idiot.



Thankfully, it was a warm enough summer night. My light blue sundress wavered as another breeze flew through the empty field. I had earlier decided to take a detour off the main highway, another stupid decision that I regretted.



With a huff, I closed the hood of my car—ready to crawl into my backseat and cry myself to sleep.



The stars filled the sky, some seemed to even fall to the empty fields surrounding me… Wait.



My eyes narrowed to two particular stars—seemingly tearing down the road right towards me.



My heart skipped a beat—those weren’t stars. They were headlights!



My pink lips widened into a full smile.



I sauntered out to the middle of the side gravel road, waving my hand in the air wildly as the vehicle approached.



“Hey! Over here! I need he—”



Suddenly, my heart dropped. What was I doing? I was a tiny little blonde girl in the middle of an abandoned road in a sundress. This stranger could do anything they wanted…



It was too late. The truck pulled over to the side of the road, right behind my car.



My heart was pounding like a drum as I tried to peer into the window. My entire body was shaking as the stranger’s door opened.



“Hello, you in trouble, little lady?”



To my heart’s relief, an older woman stepped out. She had a cigarette in her mouth, and a pair of dirty overalls overtop of a plaid shirt. A true farmhand.



“Hello! Yes, my car seems to have broken down. I tried calling for help, but I don’t seem to have any service out here…”



The woman frowned, tilting up her ballcap as a few strands of long brown hair fell in front of her face.



“Quite the conundrum. We are still almost an hour away from any city or town.”



The woman closed her door and made her way to my car. “Out of gas? Flat tire? What’s the issue?”



I shrugged my shoulders, rubbing my hands on my arms as the breeze intensified. “I’m not sure… It was running fine until about a mile ago…”



The stranger opened the hood of the car as I stood next to her. She was a full head taller than me, and giving from the dirt under her nails she had just gotten done with a hard day of work. The last thing she probably wanted to do was help a spoiled little blonde girl driving her daddy’s car.



She toyed around inside the good of the car for a moment. “Hmm… It’s hard to tell. I’m sorry dear, this might need to be hauled to a garage for them to take a look.”



I huffed, defeated. “I understand. Thanks anyway.”



“My farm is a little while away, I can offer you a bed to sleep in for the night.” She said, the moonlight twinkling in her brown eyes as she smiled kindly.



I pursed my lips into a line. The warm summer night became a bit more chilly than I would have liked, and the idea of curling up in my backseat, cramped with my suitcase didn’t sound like very much fun.



“S-sure… If it won’t be too much of a burden.”
 I replied timidly.



“None at all. In fact, my dogs would love having a new guest stay for the night. It’s been just us for so long.”



I grabbed my purse and went along with her to her truck.



It was a rusted old thing. Inside smelled like grass, hay, and dirt. I slammed the door as I sat in the tattered passenger seat.



The woman joined as well, huffing as she started her truck. “The name’s Jay, nice to meet you.”



She stuck out her hand.



“I’m Lisa. Thanks again for your kindness.”



As I shook her hand, her palm engulfed mine. Her skin was rough and hardened, while mine clearly spent more time in a salon than a field.



The entire truck shook as she drove down the gravel road. I tucked my loose blonde hair behind my ear as my mind raced. Tomorrow I’d have to get my car fixed, I didn’t want to bother my dad on his birthday, but I had no idea what I was doing.



“So, you go to the college?” Jay said, one hand on the wheel and the other tapping against the dashboard.



I nodded my head. “Yeah… I’m an art major.”



She glanced over. “Makes sense. You look like an art major.”



My eyebrows furrowed, unsure whether or not to be upset at the comment. Though, from my dainty little princess appearance—I couldn’t blame her.



“So why were you driving down a back road in the dead of night? I thought college kids were supposed to be smart.” She said with a chuckle.



“I guess I’m the exception,” I said with a huff, staring out of the passenger window to the starry sky.



I could feel Jay’s eyes on the back of my head. I glanced over as her dry lips curled into a smile.



“I’m just teasing you.” She replied.



I smirked. “I know, but I deserve it.”



She took her hand off the dashboard, playfully patting my leg. “No, you don’t.”



Her rough skin brushed against my thigh. The thin fabric of my blue sundress did little to hide her rugged touch.



A shiver shot up my spine as I could feel the heat in my cheeks. My lips pursed into a line as I glanced to the side.



The woman recoiled her hand, “Oh, sorry. Didn’t mean to—”



“It’s okay.” I butted in. The tingle in my spine began to settle.



Something about being the helpless damsel in distress made my heart quiver. Even if Jay was a woman, I couldn’t help but swoon at the idea of being saved.



I glanced back at her. This time the woman kept her gaze fixated on the road ahead.



“I really can’t express how thankful I am,” I said, leaning over. Now it was my hand that was delicately placed on her upper thigh. Her overalls were thick, but I could still feel the softness of her thigh.



“No need to thank me, just putting some good karma out into the world.” She said, smiling softly.



Perhaps it was the moonlight playing tricks on me—but I swore I could see a hint of blush in her tanned cheeks.



My legs squeezed together.



The pace of my heart began to speed up. I had no idea what was coming over me. I had been hit on by so many jerks at college, that I immediately spun off any advance from college boys. Though… Being a woman, Jay seemed to have slipped past my guards.



My hand lingered on her thigh, she didn’t seem to mind one bit.



I grew bolder, my fingers curled around her meaty thigh as I gripped it. “Even still… I really need to thank you, though I don’t know how…”



She grinned. “Do you now?”



I nodded my head, a twinkle of lust in my eyes. My pussy gnawed at the fabric of my panties—I could feel the wetness begin to slip past as I slammed my thighs shut.



“Just your company will be enough, I have been on my own for quite some time.”



“So have I…”
 I whispered gently, staring right into her eyes as I leaned over the center console.



“Have you? You don’t have friends at college?”



“Friends? Sure I do… But I’m missing another type of companionship.” I replied with a dirty grin.



Jay stared right at me. One corner of her mouth curled upwards as her eyes drifted down to my cleavage—peering out of my tight sundress. “Well, in that case, perhaps there is a way for you to return the favour.” She said quietly. The truck slowed down as her eyes fixated on my chest. She licked her lips, making my clit quiver.



“Anything…”
 I whimpered.



The blush on my pale cheeks was intense—and my hard nipples were poking out of the sundress.



I gripped her thigh tighter.



Jay glanced back out the windshield, slowly pulling her truck off to the side of the road.



“Perhaps we could put down some towels and lie back in the bed of my truck.” She said, putting the truck in park.



I giddily nodded my head. “I’d like that.”



I had no idea what was coming over me, but I knew I wanted it. I knew I wanted her.



I opened the door, my knees shaking as I stepped out onto the gravel road.



Jay grabbed some towels and blankets from behind her seat and rounded to the back of the truck.



She hopped back into the bed of the truck, pushing away some tools and equipment. The woman offered me her hand, helping me back into the bed as well. The truck rocked underneath us as I found my footing.



A heavy breeze blew against us, causing my sundress to drift up and tease my white panties underneath.



I laid back onto the makeshift bed of towels and blankets that Jay so kindly put out. She grunted as she laid down next to me, the stars glimmered overhead as my hand trailed towards hers.



“It’s a beautiful night,”
 I said softly.



“Yeah… The view is gorgeous.”



I turned my head, she was staring right at me.



I couldn’t suppress my giddy smile. My hands interlocked with hers as her foot brushed against mine.



The woman was a grizzled farmer, and yet it seems that little old me had made her flustered.



I bit my lip, “You know, I never—”



Before I could finish, Jay leaned over and locked her lips against mine. It seemed she couldn’t wait any long—not that I minded.



My eyes drifted close as my tongue slipped out. The woman’s lips tasted like cigarettes, but I didn’t mind one bit. My hands gripped the back of her head, holding her face down against mine as she rolled on top of me, her hand propping her up as her tongue penetrated my mouth.



I whimpered, our tongues wrestled as I clawed at her back. I could feel my mind racing, but at that moment, all thoughts and fears fell into a lavender haze.



My pussy gnawed at the fabric of my moist panties, and the cool nighttime air against my bare skin made me quiver, though I felt warm in her embrace.



Jay lifted her head as a bridge of saliva connected our trembling lips. “Fuck… you taste amazing.” She said. “Like strawberries.”



I giggled, the stars sparkling behind her face as she stared down at me. “I taste like strawberries down there as well.” A dirty grin crossed my lips. “Why don’t you have a taste?”



She smirked. “Is that so? Not such an innocent little college girl, after all?”



I shrugged, squirming on the blankets. “I suppose not. Just needed the right person.”



Jay kissed my collarbone, causing a whimper to pass my lips. Her hands ran up and down my arms, her rough skin enough to make me shake with anticipation.



The strings of my sundress slouched on my shoulders. I reached up, my hands slowly pulled the spaghetti strands down my arm as the fabric fell down my chest.



My firm tits poked free as I slipped my arms out of the strands. A sly smirk crossed my lips as Jay eyed my hard pink nipples like candy.



“Fuck… Those tits are perfect.” She said.



Jay latched her lips around my hard nipple like a baby. Her tongue flicked my delicate button as her hand groped and grabbed my other tit.



The combined sensation was amazing. My back arched and my lips quivered as my mind flooded with pleasure. Despite the cold breeze, I was sweating and panting and my hands clawed at Jay’s back.



The woman moaned as her saliva rolled down my tit, her tongue lashing like a whip.



My trembling fingers managed to reach down and unbuckle her overalls. The denim fabric draped off her body as she rose to her knees, licking her lips.



She shuffled the overalls down to her waist, her undershirt was baggy and dirty, but I could see the outline of her bra, which made my clit throb.



Before I could reach up and dig my fingers into her big, pillow tits—Jay grabbed my soft sundress and yanked it down my body.



“Oh!”
 I yelped as the fabric slid down my body, revealing my fit stomach.



“Let’s get this dress off you. I need to see your adorable little body.” Jay said, tugging the fabric.



I arched my back enough for the sundress to slide down, and before long Jay pulled it off my feet.



I laid there on the blankets, completely naked spare my panties and my shoes.



The chilly air sent a shiver up my spine as the older farmer gawked at my naked, college teen body.



She licked her lips as she leaned down. “Amazing…”



My hands tossed over my head. My blonde hair fanning out on the blankets like a wave. With each breath, my tits puffed up. I could feel my panties buried between the lips of my bald, puffy pussy.



“I haven’t seen a pussy this tight or clean in quite some time…” Jay said, reaching in to fish the panties from my lips.



She pulled the dirty fabric out and held them to the side, the grin on her stoic face widening as her pupils dilated.



I smirked. My slender fingers reached down and spread my lips—revealing the pink flesh inside.



Jay lowered her face, allowing me to squeeze my thighs around her head like pillows. “It tastes better than it looks.”



“I bet it does.”



The woman placed a gentle kiss on the hood of my clit, causing my body to squirm. The truck gently rocked beneath us as her lips pecked my inner thigh.



“Ohhh fuck!”
 I moaned into the summer air.
 “E-eat me… Mommy.”



She chuckled to herself. “No the innocent little college girl that I thought you were.”



Her tongue draped out, and Jay ran it up my entire pussy.



“OHHH!”
 I cried out as her wet tongue pushed into my slit. My lips gripped her tongue as she ran it up and down my wetness.



Jay wrapped her grizzled hands around my tender thighs as she buried her face into my crotch, her tongue running laps up and down my quivering pussy. My mind raced as I tossed my hands over my head.
 “Oh, oh yes! Fuck, right there!”



I whimpered like a dog as the woman devoured my panting slit. Her tongue lashed like a whip against my tender wetness.



She was a salt of the earth type of woman, but she moved her tongue like strokes of a paintbrush—and my pussy was her canvass.



The wetness of my grool and her saliva ran down onto the blankets, my entire body was squirming like a fish out of water, but her grip around my thighs held me in place.



Each cell in my brain was exploding in a concoction of pleasure and euphoria. I could barely breathe, and all that was escaping my lips was an animalistic moan of pure pleasure.



My trembling eyes glanced down at Jay—the woman’s face was dripping with wetness as she devoured my pussy.



It felt amazing, but she had already provided me with such kindness… It was time to return the favor.



I pushed her head out from between my shaking thighs.



The woman gasped for breath as sticky filth rolled down her chin. “W-what? Is everything okay?”



I nodded emphatically. “Yes, it is… But now it’s my turn.”



My tight pussy was blooming like a flower, with filth running down my thighs as I rolled up onto my hands and knees.



I grabbed her by the waist, laying her down on the sweaty blankets that I just laid on. The woman moved just as I asked her to, laying down facing up to the sky as I grabbed the sides of her overalls.



I tugged them down one inch at a time as I knelt by her feet.



The chilly air on my wet pussy sent a shiver up my spine as I bit my lips.



Before long, I got the overalls down her tree-trunk like legs—revealing her panties. The black panties weren’t anything flattering, but I didn’t care. I wanted her.



“You’ve been so kind to me. It’s only fair that I return the favor.” I said with a sly wink.



Jay’s face flushed red. “A-are you sure?”



I nodded emphatically as my finger gripped her panties. “Oh, yes. You’re going to love this.” I said in a hushed whisper.



In a single tug, I pulled down her panties, all the wait to her feet.



Her pussy was glistening wet—with curly brown pubes all over her lips and inner thigh. My heart pounded as I leaned in. A whiff of her musty scent made my eyes roll back as I squeezed my thighs together to satiate my throbbing clit.



Her pussy lips were brown and large, and grool lathered the forest of pubes. I had never been with a real woman before, and I was eager to get a taste.



I crawled between her legs as she kicked away her panties and overalls, the woman spread her legs as I lowered my face between her thighs. My ass wiggled in the air as I kissed her inner thigh.



Her salty sweat coated my lips as a whimper escaped her lips. Each breath she took caused more grool to ooze out and run down her ass. My mouth watered as I leaned in, my eyes fluttering.



As soon as my tongue hit the base of her pussy. Jay’s back arched and slammed down onto the truck bed. The entire vehicle shook underneath us as I slowly ran my tongue up her panting wetness.



Her grool was salty and her pubes tickled my cheek as I ate her out.



“Ohh fuck!” She cried out, her hands gripping my blonde hair as I wiggled my tongue deeper into her slit. “Oh fuck! Just like that, you dirty college slut!”


My hands dug into her thigh as my face pressed up into her crotch. Her wet pubes tickled my nose as I ate her pussy like dessert. My tongue dug deeper with each pass, and my mind raced as the pheromones filled my nostril.



Her moans of pleasure echoed into the air as she squeezed her thighs around my face.



I could taste the gushing wetness as my own grool ran down my leg.



“Ohh yes! Fuck! I’m going to cum!” She moaned out, tugging at my hair.



My tongue continued to lash like a whip as I glanced up at her trembling body. Her shirt was drenched in sweat as out quivering eyes met.



My mouth filled with grool and saliva as the filth dripped down my chin, my mind hazy with pleasure.



“Oh oh oh!” She cried out, her back arching as her body went rigid.



A visible jolt of pleasure shot through her as her wet pussy gushed with cum. My cheeks filled as I gleefully swallowed her grool.



I tossed my head back as she collapsed onto the blankets. Both of us were panting as our minds were still in a euphoric high.



I giggled as the filth trailed down my chin onto my chest. “I hope that was a good enough thank you for all your help.”



“You have no idea…” She huffed.



Jay reached over, pulling me by the arms to lie down next to her. I cuddled up to the older woman as the stars shined overhead.
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 Story 2: The Evil Landlord



 



 



I cursed under my breath as the doorbell rang. After five missed calls from my landlord, I knew that this was coming.



My booty shorts rode up my ass as I walked to the front door. The apartment was hotter than a sauna, and my white sports bra was drenched with sweat as I tied my brown hair back.



Peering through the peephole, I could see Ms Horne glaring intently back at me. Her arms crossed and her foot tapping against the floor.



I rolled my eyes. The woman was like a nagging pest, always messaging me whenever she caught wind of a party or a boy staying the night. She lived just downstairs in another unit, so I couldn’t get away from her prying eyes.



With a huff, I opened the door. “Ahh, Ms Horne. Good to see you again.” I put on my fakest smile as I leaned against the doorframe. “Beautiful weather, isn’t it?”



“Shut it.” The woman snapped back. Her unruly black hair fell in front of her face. She was a bitter old woman—though, after three messy divorces, I could hardly blame her.



Despite the heat, she was wearing a full cardigan and long pants, the sun's heat seemed unable to penetrate her cold, exoskeleton.



“Rent was due five days ago. Do you think ignoring my calls would mean you get a free stay at MY apartment?”



Before I could reply, she pushed the door wide open and stormed in.



“Hey!” I blurted out, following her into my living room. “You can’t just waltz in here!”



She muttered something under her breath as she glared at my dirty living state. Blankets and old clothes littered the living room, it was like a tornado blew right through. Though, given by the raging party I had last week—it was rather impressive that the walls were still standing.



“This is a mess! I should evict you right now, screw the rent!”



Her eyes fell to the mess of blankets on my couch. Hidden near the foot of the couch was my vibrator which I had forgotten to put away after my dirty morning playtime.



My eyes widened as she gasped, storming over and grabbing the pink, penis-shaped sex toy out of the blankets. “This is filthy! I won’t have this debauchery in my apartment!”



I scoffed, “It’s just a dildo. Hardly anything debaucherous. Anyways, I have the money, it’ll just take a day or so to get into my account—”



“NO!” Ms Horne shouted, causing my stunned mouth to slam shut. “I’ve had enough of your partying and slutty lifestyle. All I can hear is the creaking of your bed and music blaring into the witching hours of the night!” Her face turned red and her fists curled around the base of my dirty pink vibrator.



Her eyes fell down to my white sports bra, my nipples poking out from underneath the fabric. “Even still you dress like a slut. I’ve never seen you dress like a responsible woman before in your life!”



I rolled my eyes, “I work hard for this body, I deserve to be able to show it off.”



That comment seemed to drive her over the edge. “OUT! NOW!”



She stomped her foot on the floor, causing me to take a step back. My lips pursed into a line. Though she was a bitch, I did love my cozy little apartment and wasn’t keen on moving again.



I sighed, “Okay fine, I’m sorry. I’ll show a little more respect and get you the rent right away.”



“No.” She said arms crossed over her chest.



“What? I said I was sorry.”



“I don’t care. Leave.”



I was stunned. My mind raced. She couldn’t just kick me out… Could she? I was anything but a good tenant, but…



“Did I stutter? Pack your things up before I start throwing them off the balcony.” She sneered. Her black eyes pierced into my soul as she eyed me with complete disgust.



“W-wait… I’m sorry. Please, just let me—”



“OUT!” She shouted at the top of her lungs. Her crackling voice sent a shiver up my spine as my butt clenched.



I stood there frozen as her eyes glared at me. A thousand thoughts raced through my head, but I couldn’t focus on a single one. Should I beg, should I cry?



In the briefest of moments, I saw her midnight black pupils flash down at my hard nipples—poking out of my sports bra. Her breath whimpered as she glanced back up at me.



My eyes widened. I finally put together the pieces. She wasn’t jealous of me… she wanted me.



My puffy pussy lips gnawed at my pink booty shorts—once again drawing her eye down to my crotch. This time, she stared a little bit longer, enough for me to see her pupils fill with pure lust. I had been with enough people to know when someone wanted to fuck me—and I was certain that she did.



My pursed lips curled into a smile. “Perhaps… There is another way for me to express my apologies.”



I walked towards her, my bare feet against the wood causing the floor to creak. A pleasant gust of wind blew through my open window—causing my hair to flutter.



Now it was Ms Horne that was standing like a deer in headlights. Even underneath her cardigan, I could see her heartbeat beginning to pick up.



“I could let you keep that little pink vibrator. I’ll even show you how to use it.” I winked at her, causing her cheeks to explode with blush. “I’m sure you’ll love it as much as I do.”



I stood infront of her, my cinnamon perfume filling the hot air as I felt the heat emanate off her body. “Come on, what do you think?”



I took the vibrator out of her grip, my hand stroked the silicon shaft of the 8-inch toy as I bit my lips.



Ms Horne’s eyes quivered as she eyed the toy. I held it up to my chest, grinning giddily. “So?”



With a shy breath, her eyes lifted back up to me. “P-perhaps we can work something out…”



My giddy grin turned into a wide smile. This was perfect. My chance to keep my apartment, and get Ms Horne off my back.



“Perhaps if I see you use it, I can decide for myself…” She said, with uncharacteristic shyness.



I nodded my head, “Sounds good to me.” I flashed her a wink and began to strut to my bedroom.



Glancing over my shoulder, the woman was following me like an eager puppy. She was in her 50s at the earliest, but her she looked like a giddy child as she nipped at my heels.



I reached back, taking her hand in mine as I shouldered the door open. My bedroom was even messier than the living room—though this time Ms Horne didn’t say a word.



The air inside my bedroom was even hotter than the living room. The heat made the room act like a furnace, sweat stuck to my body and my clothes as I made my way towards the mattress.



I crawled onto my bed, wiggling my ass back at her as I did. My pink booty shorts were buried inside my round ass cheeks, teasing my underside to the woman. I could hear her breath grow heavy and eager as she sat on the edge of my mattress.



I spun onto my butt, smirking devilishly at her as my knees spread.



Ms Horne eyed my crotch as if it were candy—my cameltoe peered out past the thin fabric, which was growing wetter as my anticipation built.



“It’s really quite easy…”
 I said, holding the vibrator up to my face.



I planted a soft kiss on the silicon.
 “Watch and learn…”
 I muttered.



My sports bra was nearly transparent with sweat. My hard, pink nipples poked out against the fabric as I rubbed the tip of my vibrator against them.



“Ohhh…”
 My eyes fluttered as the hard silicon pressed against my tit.



Ms Horne whimpered, I could see the anticipation in her dark black eyes as they fixated on my nipples.



A smirk crossed my lips. “Want a better look?


Before she could answer, I leaned up off the bed. Placing the vibrating dildo next to me, I grabbed the bottom of my sports bra.



In a single tug, I yanked the moist fabric off my body, letting my round and perky tits bounce free.



“Fuck… Much better,” I said with a giggle as I leaned back down.



Ms Horne’s jaw dropped. She stared mesmerized at my gumdrop nipples.



I grabbed them, my fingers pushed into my soft and subtle skin. Just my hand brushing against my erect nipple was enough to cause me to moan.
 “Ohh yes…”



The grool lathered my booty shorts as I groped my tits. By this point, Ms Horne was nearly laying on the bed next to my legs. She was obsessed—and for good reason. My petite body was soft and flawless, I couldn’t blame her at all for gawking.



I reached over, grabbing the dildo beside me.



“Here… You try.”



The woman’s trembling hand grabbed the toy from my grip. She held it awkwardly—as if she’d never seen a phallic object before.



“There’s a switch at the bottom…” I moaned, digging my hand into my firm tits.



She glanced at the flared base of the toy, her thumb flipping the switch which caused the dildo to vibrate softly.



“Oh!”
 She gasped. Her hands grabbed the base of the vibrator while it shook in her grip.



I laughed, my mind racing as I imagined the toy vibrating in my soft slit. It was perfectly molded like a real cock, a nice and healthy 8 inches.



Ms Horne grabbed the flared base, crawling onto the bed beside me as she panted eagerly.



“Should I just… Go for it?” She asked timidly, kneeling on the bed beside me.



I nodded eagerly. “Do whatever you feel is right. Let your pussy do the thinking.”



She bit her lips and nodded her head.



The woman pressed the tip of the vibrator against my other tit. The silicon vibrated against my hard nipple causing my body to jerk.



“Oh! Oh fuck!”
 I cried out. My back arched as she pressed the vibrator against my nipple. The vibrations coursed through my body as my nails dug into my bare skin.



“How does that feel, slut?” She sneered.



My mind raced as she pressed the tip of the vibrator into my flesh.



“F-fuck! So fucking good!”
 My teeth clenched as my mind flooded with euphoria.



The woman laughed, slapping the vibrating shaft against my jiggling tit.



“Good slut, I can see your wet little pussy dripping out of your slutty shorts.”



She was right. My booty shorts were drenched in sticky grool. My pussy was running like a river, and it needed to be pleasured.



“G-go ahead and fuck me.” I groaned, “That vibrator will work wonders on my slit.”



Ms Horne smirked a devious grin. “Is that so? You think you deserve to get fucked already?”



My eyebrows furrowed as I panted for air. “Wh-what?”



“You are a little slut who parties all night, you’ve had enough pleasure for once. Now it’s my turn.” She sneered.



Before I could beg, Ms Horne rose onto her knees. With the vibrator still in her hands, she slouched her cardigan off her shoulders, letting it flutter off the bed.



Her blue shirt was stained with sweat, and I could see her bra peering out under the fabric as they held up her huge DD tits.



A whimper escaped my lips as she unbuttoned her jeans, yanking them down her thick thighs.



Her panties weren’t much, but like my shorts—they were slick with grool.



My mouth watered as I licked my lips.



The woman rolled onto her ass, as she kicked her pants off. I couldn’t help but reach over and massage her thick legs as the vibrator shook the bedding.



Slowly, my hand crept up toward her moist panties. As soon as my trembling fingers reached the fabric, Ms Horne tossed her head back. “Oh! Yes… Fuck.”



“How long has it been since someone’s pleasured your slit?” I said with a smirk.



She whimpered, “Far too long.”



“Good.”



I grabbed her panties, my finger curling underneath the waistband as I tugged them clean off her body. Ms Horne yelped as the fabric tore and the waistband snapped. Her torn fabric fell to the bed—revealing her big, wet pussy.



“Ohh fuck.”
 I whimpered, my eyes glimmering as I stared at her wetness. Her slit was large, and her lips curled out like the petals of a blooming flower. Short black hairs circled around her slit as the grool stuck to them like dew on the grass.



“What do you think?” She asked, leaning back and using her fingers to spread her lips.



“It’s amazing. I need a taste.”



She smirked, “I think that can be arranged.”



Before I could reply, Ms Horne rose to her knees. She lifted one leg over my face, and set each knee on either side of my head. I stared up at her pussy and ass as she straddled my face in reverse cowgirl.



“Ready? Slut?” She asked with a whimper.



A droplet of grool fell down onto my panting cheek as anticipation filled my head.
 “Y-yes… Mommy.”



“Good girl.”



Slowly, the woman lowered herself down onto my face. I opened my mouth and draped my tongue as she sat squarely on my mouth.



I whimpered, my hands wrapped around her thighs as her pussy landed on my draped tongue.



Immediately a shiver shot through my body. The salty-sweet grool lathered my tongue as I lashed it against her, and my nose brushed against her ass as the woman moaned.



“Ohh yes! Fuck! Good girl, eat me up nice and good!”



She circled her hips, riding my face like a horse as she leaned forward over my body. Her toes curled beside my head as I lashed my tongue like a whip against her wetness.



Her whimpers filled the musty air as I ate her out. My tongue dug deeper inside her panting pussy as she grinded on my face. Grool and saliva filled my cheeks as I devoured her blooming slit. The taste of her grool was euphoric, and I couldn’t get enough.



“Oh, oh!”
 She moaned, her hand running up and down my puffy pussy.



By this point, my shorts were so wet and ruined, that the fabric was about to tear. I could feel her hand pressing against the hood of my clit which caused my back to arch.



“You’ve been such a good little slut. I think you deserve a reward.” Ms Horned moaned, pushing her ass back farther against my face. My nose pressed against her asshole as she tugged at my ruined shorts—pulling them down to the middle of my thigh.



As soon as the hot air of the room hit my bald slit, a shiver shot up my spine.



“She’s so wet, but still so tight. Think the slut can handle the dildo?” Ms Horne asked, reaching over to grab the dildo.



With my mouth locked against her wet pussy, all I could do was whimper as she slapped the vibrating dildo against my inner thigh. I could feel my tight, puffy pussy lips spread as she inched closer to my slit.



My mind raced with a million thoughts as I squirmed under her weight. My booty shorts inched down my legs until I managed to kick them off—allowing me to spread my knees.



My tongue swirled inside her wetness as she leaned down on my belly. Our sweaty bodies stuck like glue and I could feel her hot breath on my clit.



I could barely breathe—each inhale caused more filthy grool to fill my mouth as I devoured her wetness.



“Here we go…” Ms Horne moaned. With that, she pressed the tip of the vibrator against my pussy causing my body to lurch. I whimpered and moaned as I suffocated between her juicy thighs. “Good girl, take it.”



She ran the tip of the vibrator up and down my slit, my puffy lips gripped the toy as it sent tremors coursing through my body. If she weren’t lying on top of me, I would have shaken off the bed.



The pleasure was immense, I could barely focus on anything besides lashing my tongue against her pussy, shoving it in and out of her as she grinded all over my panting face.



“Now let's see how much of a slut you truly are.”



Ms Horne pressed the vibrating dildo against the base of my pussy, and with a single heave, she began to slowly slide it into my slit.



My back arched as the breath shot out from my lungs. I tossed my head back, just enough to free my mouth from her pussy as I gasped for air.
 “OH FUCK! OH FUCK!”
 I squealed, my feet shot apart and spread up in the air as I felt the pink walls of my pussy grip the vibrating shaft.



Tremors shot through my body as I gasped for air, my mouth was coated with her salty and sweet grool as my eyes began to roll back.
 “Ohh yes, mommy, right there!”



The euphoric high hit me like a tidal wave. My pussy was spraying with wetness as Ms Horne shoved the last inch inside my pussy. My pelvis shook underneath her weight as she began to slowly fuck me with the dildo. “Mmmh, your slutty little pussy can take it after all.”



I whimpered, my nails digging into her thigh as she pushed her ass back against my face. Once again, my lips locked against her pussy as my tongue lashed against it. Pleasuring her was all I could focus on as the woman fucked my slit.



I was moaning like an animal into her slit as she picked up the pace of her thrusting. The dildo was fucking me like a jackhammer, the woman had no remorse nor any intention of slowing down.



“How do you like that, slut?” She said, gritting her teeth.



She sat up, putting the bulk of her weight on my face as she swirled her hips. Grool and salvia coated me as I suffocated, my back arching as the euphoria filled my head instead of oxygen.



I couldn’t help it anymore, my mind and pussy had melted away as the vibrating cock shoved all the way inside my panting, wet pussy.



My body went rigid as I shoved my tongue inside her slit—my clit erupted like a volcano as the orgasm surged through me, putting even the vibrations to shame.



Wetness gushed out of my slit as Ms Horne held the cock inside me. My mind melted away in a gush of pleasure as grool and saliva slid down my throat.



Ms Horne laughed, rolling off me and allowing me to pant for air. My entire face was sticky with filth as I tossed my head up, gasping wildly. “Oh! Oh fuck!”



The vibrator slid out of me as grool spilled out. The shaft was still vibrating, splattering grool over the both of us.



“Well, you certainly proved your sluttiness.” Ms Horne said with a grin, switching the vibrator off. Her hands ran up and down the slick shaft. “I think I will accept your gift,”



I tossed my hands over my head as I fell back into my filthy sheets. Each inch of my body was covered in some manner of filth as my mind still felt clouded with euphoria.
 “T-take it…”



My thighs pressed together as I stared at her pussy—dripping with grool and spit. “You didn’t finish?”



I had my orgasm, but it was so overwhelming that I didn’t have a chance to repay the favour.


Ms Horne shrugged, “With this dirty toy, I’m sure I’ll finish what you started.”



My lips curled into a smirk, I sat up and grabbed the dildo from her hands. “No, I think I’ll finish what I started.”



Before she could reply, I pushed her down onto her back and switched back on the toy.
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 Story 3: The Tennis Lesson



 



 



 



The tennis ball whipped past my face as I leapt to try and hit it. My shoulder slammed into the gym floor—for the third time that session.



“Oof…”
 I whimpered, the frill of my tennis skirt around my waist, revealing my black booty shorts underneath.



Ms Harper huffed from the other court as she circled around the net toward me.



“Nicole, you haven’t been playing up to par. You started the year so well, what happened?” She asked.



The older woman adjusted her ball cap, her wavy brown ponytail fell down behind her as she crossed her arms and frowned.



I picked myself up, brushing down my skirt and untangling my autumn red hair. “Sorry coach… It’s been a rough few weeks.”



“Rough few months, more like it.” She said sternly.



Despite only being in her 40s, Ms Harper had wrinkles on her face on account of all the frowning she did. She was one of the best College coaches in the country, and I was desperate to learn from her—even if she was a bit rude.



She did have a point though, ever since I broke up with my boyfriend, my play had slipped. I went from a promising young freshman to a girl who could barely hold her racket straight.



I tugged my pink shirt and brushed the red hair out from my face. “Okay. Let’s go again.”



Determination coursed through me, I wasn’t about to blow my chance at keeping my spot on the team.



Ms Harper crossed her arms across her white top, her foot tapping against the wooden gym floor.



“I don’t think so. Let’s go chat in my office.”



She spun on her heels and began to walk away. All I wanted to do was cry out and beg for another chance, but Ms Harper was hard-headed and never changed her mind. My only hope was that she would give me a second chance.



With a defeated huff I followed her across the gym to her office. The frill of my skirt fluttered with each step, the woman left behind a lemon scent trail—almost as sour as she was.



Her office was dark and tucked away at the corner of the gym. Awards and trophies lined the walls and shelves—evidence of Ms Harper’s excellence as a coach and as an athlete before that.



I closed the door behind me as she sat down at her desk, covered in papers and stationeries.



I felt as if I were walking to the executioner's block, my legs were like cinderblocks as I walked to the seat across from her.



Tears filled my eyes, but I refused to cry in front of her. I had squandered my chance, and I had no one to blame but myself.



“Nicole, you were one of my best athletes at the start of the year, are you telling me breaking up with your boyfriend is the only reason you’ve lost your talent?”



I huffed, staring down at my lap. “It was a rough breakup, he was special…”



My lips pursed into a line as a tear fell from my eyes. The wounds of my break-up still hurt, even all these weeks later.



The woman sighed as I wiped the tear away, sniffling as I tried my hardest to stay composed.



“Tell you what. How about you take the rest of the year to focus on yourself and your studies? You can try tennis again next year.”



I whimpered, “W-wait! I’ll get back into shape, I promise!”



As I expected, my plea fell on deaf ears.



“I don’t think so Nicole, I need your head to be in the game, and that isn’t going to happen when you are recovering from your break-up. Though… It is a shame to lose a talent like yours, you were something special those first few months.”



She leaned back in her chair, her eyes reading me like a book.



I couldn’t give up. She was a hard woman, but I refused to leave the team without putting up a fight. “Please! I know I have it in me! Give me a chance to prove my worth, I promise I’ll be worth it!”



Ms Harper pursed her lips into a line, it was evident on her face that my words had at least a little impact.



My talent was there, just at this moment my head wasn’t. She knew that I needed her to accept it. “Give me another chance, please!”



I was seconds away from falling to my knees and begging, but before I could, Ms Harper leaned forward.



The woman took off her ball cap, putting it to the side. “You know, something like this happened to me before, when I was your age.”



My eyebrows furrowed,
 “R-really?”


She smirked, pointing over to one of her trophies. “I broke up with my partner the same year I won the state championship.”



“Woah… How did you do it?”



“It took a lot. Just like you, my mind was a jumbled mess. I loved my girlfriend with my entire heart.



My jaw dropped,
 “G-girlfriend?”



She laughed, “Yeah, I’m a lesbian.”



This woman was full of secrets. “How did you get over it?”



I was willing to try anything, if she had gone through the same thing I had—then she knew how to get her head back into the game.



Ms Harper’s smirk grew, and a hint of pink filled her cheeks. “I’m not sure that it’s something we should talk about…”



I tilted my head, red hair fell down past my face, “Please! I need to know, I’ll do anything”



She just laughed, “It’s not something that very appropriate…”



I pursed my lips, this just sounded like an excuse not to share her secret. “I’m 19 years old, an adult. I think I’ll be fine.”



Ms Harper tapped her finger on her desk as she pondered. “... Fine. I’ll tell you.”



She leaned over the papers, I found myself leaning in as well, eager to hear her out.



“I went out one night and met an older woman… And she gave me the best orgasm of my entire life. After that, I forgot all about my ex-girlfriend.”



I sat up straight, my eyes wide as I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. “Ohhh. I suppose that is one way to get over someone.”



She laughed as she noticed the pinkness in my cheeks. “I told you it was inappropriate.”



“I guess I need to go and find an older man.” I said with an embarrassed chuckle.



Her dark eyes ran up and down my body. “Or perhaps… A woman…”



I stared at her like a deer in headlights,
 “A… A woman?”



She nodded her head, “Perhaps an older woman would know how to… Get you where you need to go.”



Ms Harper bit her lip, and her eyes fell to my cleavage, teasingly poking out from my tight pink shirt.



I could feel my heart pound like a drum, my mind raced and blood coursed through my veins like a river.



“I…” My breath was short. For some reason, having the older, grizzled coach lust over me was unfathomable—especially for someone like Ms Harper.



“I think that could work…” The words escaped my lips before my mind could register them. My body yearned for her, I could feel my pussy growing wet underneath my skirt and booty shorts.



“Good… No harm in trying, right?” Her eyes fixated on my nipples, which were starting to push out against the thin top. My lust for her was clear—as was hers for me.



I bit my lip, nodding my head. “Why not…”



Before I could say another word, Ms Harper stood to her feet. She reached back and pulled out her hairband, letting her dark brown hair flow like a river down to her back. Her polo top and pants were tight to her body—all those years of tennis were evident in her curves. Though I was more than eager to see underneath.



“Those shorts you girls wear under your skirt are rather prude. Trust me, you’ll be able to move a lot faster if you took them off.” She said with a naughty smirk.



I giggled, “Is that so? Well, you are the expert.”



I rose to my feet, I could feel my knees shake with anticipation as my skin stuck with sweat.



Pulling up the frill of my skirt, I flashed the woman my booty shorts. “So just take these off?”



She nodded, her eyes fixated on my cameltoe. My wet little pussy was gnawing at the fabric of my shorts—begging to be let free.



“Back in my day,” Ms Harper began, circling around her desk. “We just played in little thongs.”



“I bet the boys loved that.”



She laughed, “They sure did, but so did I.”



Even more blush filled my cheeks. The thought of playing in front of a crowd, each step causing my skirt to lift and tease my bare ass and thong was exhilarating.



“Let me get that for you.” Ms Harper fell to her knees infront of me, her hands stroking up and down my thigh as I held up my skirt.



A whimper escaped my lips as her grizzled hands scratched against my pale, soft legs.



She glanced up at me with a smirk. Her hands rode up to the meat of my trembling thighs as her fingers curled underneath the waistband. “Ready?”



I nodded eagerly, the moist air of the cramped room barely filled my lungs as she began to slide the booty shorts down my leg.



As soon as her warm breath hit my exposed pussy, my jaw dropped.
 “O-oh!”


The shorts fell to a puddle around my ankles—revealing my wet slit.



My pussy was already dripping with grool, my tight, innie pussy lips were quivering as Ms Harper leaned in.



“Holy fuck… Look at that.” She smirked, her thumbs massaging either side of my lips.



I panted like a dog in heat, barely able to conjure up a thought as my mind flooded with excitement.



Kicking the moist shorts away, I lifted one foot and slammed it onto her desk. My delicately tight pussy bloomed like a flower after a spring rain.



Ms Harper leaned in, kissing my inner thigh.



My back arched as I tossed my head back.
 “Ohh yes…”
 Though she was a rough and cold woman, her lips were soft and her kisses were delicate.



She moaned as she gently sucked my skin, her kisses moving up toward my pussy as her hands wrapped around my thigh.



She whimpered, digging her fingers into my subtle ass. My entire body quaked, and the desk rattled as I pushed my sole against the edge of it.



Her hands groped my perky little ass as her lips pecked at my thigh. Each peck caused tremors to surge through my spine like a lightning bolt—and she hadn’t even gotten to my slit yet.



She glanced up at me, her dark eyes piercing me as her warm breath landed on my slit. Her lips curled into a devious smile as I gripped the frill of my skirt.



I lifted my skirt all the way up as I pressed my pelvis forward. My heart was pounding like a war drum as the older woman opened her mouth, her tongue draping out as a drop of saliva fell to the floor.



“P-please…”
 I whimpered,
 “I need you.”



My pussy couldn’t get any more wet. I had an itch only her tongue could scratch.



She laughed planting a delicate kiss on the hood of my clit, “I know this will help.”



With that, the woman ran her tongue all the way up the bottom of my slit to the crest.



My jaw dropped as my lips gripped her tongue.
 “OHHH!”
 I cried out, my voice echoing in the cramped office.
 “Ohh yes!”



The woman worked her tongue like a paintbrush, her years of experience were clear. Her fingers massaged my ass and thighs as she buried her face inside my pussy. She swayed her face from side to side as her lips connected to my pussy.



I could barely stand on my foot as she lashed her tongue inside me. Grool and saliva ran down my trembling leg as she devoured me.



“Fuck… You taste so good.” She moaned, and my wetness ran down her chin—ruining the front of her shirt.



I gasped as she shoved her tongue inside my wetness. My puffy lips wrapped around her tongue as it wiggled inside me.



My back spasmed as I felt my knees turn to jelly. The euphoric pleasure filled my spine and surged through me like a storm,



Her lips made-out with my sopping wet pussy, each peck and kiss sent my mind into a frenzy of horny euphoria.



I could barely even breathe as the air shot out of my lungs.



My vision blurred and I felt my mind melt—only her hands planted on my ass was enough to hold me up on my foot.



Ms Harper reeled her face back, saliva and grool coated her cheeks as she licked her lips. “So sweet, but now it’s time to make you cum… Take your shirt off and sit back on the chair.”



My foot fell from the desk. I stumbled back letting go of the frill of my skirt. A river of spil and grool rolled down my legs as I wiped the stray strands of hair from my face. “Y-yes, ma’am…”



Grabbing the bottom of my pink top, I pulled it straight off my body. My soft skin was marred with sweat as my perky tits bounced free. My pink eraser nipples were hard enough to cut glass.



I fell back into the rolling desk chair. The frill of my skirt lifted up to my bare stomach as I reached down and played with my pussy. My fingers circled my eager clit as I watched Ms Harper undress.



The woman unbuttoned her top, pulling it off her body. Her bra cupped her round tits as she moved down to her pants.



My pussy grool spilled onto the chair as I lifted my feet onto the edge of the seat, spreading my knees as I played with my pussy.



Our eyes met, causing me to giggle like a little girl. I had no idea what was going on, but I needed her. Memories of my ex puffed away like an extinguished candle as Ms Harpers’s pants fell to her feet. My jaw fell also.



The woman had the legs of a goddess, her pink panties were flattering and snug, teasing her brownish pussy lips peering out on either side.



The woman grinned, strutting towards me. Her hand reached back and unclipped her bra, letting it flutter to the ground as her big, round tits bounced free.



Ms Harper grabbed my foot, holding it straight up in the air as I slouched back, panting like a dog in heat.



She smirked as she leaned ontop of me, our tits smooshed together and our sweaty bodies glued together.



My foot was held up straight in the air as I wrapped the other one around her pelvis. Ms Harper moaned as she slipped her hand down, her slender fingers playing around my slit as she pressed against me.



The chair screeched against the tile floor as I wrapped my arms around her neck. I pulled the woman in, our lips locking.



My tongue slipped out as my head burst with pleasure, Ms Harper’s tongue did the same as our wet tongues embraced.



At the same time, her long fingers slipped inside my panting pussy—eliciting a moan from my lips.



Ms Harper smirked, sucking on my tongue as she wiggled her fingers inside my slit.



The taste of my own honey grool coated my tongue as we kissed wildly, my clit erupting with pleasure as she finger-fucked my innocent slit.



“You like that, baby?” Ms Harper moaned into my mouth as I gasped. A bridge of saliva connected our lips as she grinded her body against mine—her fingers working magic inside me.



I nodded emphatically, my foot wiggling in the air as I clawed at her back.



“K-keep going!”
 I cried out. My mind drowned out as the pleasure was nearly unbearable. I squirmed as our bodies stuck, my tits pressed against hers as I gasped for air.



Ms Harper put her finger up to my lip. “Shhhhh. Listen.”



I whimpered, my mind was in a buzz, but I could hear footsteps out in the gymnasium. The College basketball team must have shown up early for their practice. The voice of the boys filled the room as did the squeaking of their shoes. Only the flimsy office door separated us from them, which filled my head with even more horny euphoria. What a dirty scene it would be if they walked in, I didn’t lock the door behind me—so the risk was there.



“Keep quiet, slut.” Ms Harper said, kissing my lips. Her finger continued to swirl inside my panting pussy, causing my mind to melt.



I bit my lips, but I couldn’t keep the moaned from slipping out.
 “Ohh… Oh fuck…”



Ms Harper smirked, “Maybe this will help.”



She reached down her body as she tugged down her pink panties. She kicked them off and grabbed them off the floor.



The woman smirked as she leaned back down against me. She shoved her dirty panties into my panting mouth as her body pressed down against mine. “This will help, suck on my panties, slut.”



I whimpered, my tongue lashing against the dirty fabric as the taste of her salty grool coated my mouth.



The woman’s index and middle fingers pressed in and out of my pussy. The soft pink walls of my slit gripped her knuckles as she wiggled them inside me—flooding me with pleasure.



The sounds of the boys outside melted away as my entire focus was on her fingers fucking in and out of me. My eyes rolled back, my breath stifled as saliva ruined her pink panties as I sucked on them softly.



Ms Harper kissed my neck, her body swaying like a ship on the water as her tongue lashed against my neck, and her fingers twirled inside my slit. Her soft moan filled my mind as my head was about to erupt.



I clamped down on the panties as she thrust her fingers in and out of my pussy like a jackhammer, grool splattering all over as the orgasm.



Fireworks went off in my head as my body went rigid. My teeth gripped the panties as a bit of the fabric fell out of my mouth.



Ms Harper laughed, pulling her face out of my neck and her fingers out of my slit.



My mind swirled, I couldn’t hold a thought as she took the fingers up to her face, sucking on them softly.



Stray brown hair stuck to her sweaty face as she shoved her fingers inside her mouth.



“Ohh fuck. You taste amazing.”



She crawled off me, letting me pant for air as the dirty panties fell to my lap.
 “H-holy shit…”



The woman laughed again, “Something tells me that got the job done. How do you feel about your ex-boyfriend now?”



“M-my what?” I moaned, my mind still on a cloud.



She laughed loud, her voice booming. “Good girl, now let's get our clothes back on and play some tennis. Oh, and leave the booty shorts behind.”
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