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Story 1: Try-outs

​The unitard was snug against my body as I took a deep breath. I looked at the balance beam, my heart racing.

“Come on…” I muttered to myself, tightening my ponytail. Not a single strand of blonde hair could be out of place.

​The gymnasium was empty, but in my mind — I was in front of a full crowd of cheering fans.

It was my dream to make the college gymnastics team, my entire life had been dedicated to gymnastics — and tomorrow was tryouts.

​“Alright, Hailey… Time to do it.” I took my first step on the mat, my bare foot sinking in. Before I could so much as shift my weight, a shout cracked through the ambient air of the empty gym.

​“What are you doing here!?”

I yelped, falling flat on my stomach. My uniform wedged up between my cheeks as I flailed on the mat.

​With a whimper, I glanced over to the hallway leading from the lockers.

Coach Bales walked across the floor, each step echoing into the air as the grizzled woman crossed her arms over her chest.

Blush filled my cheeks as I stumbled to my feet. “C-coach!”

​The woman sneered, sending a shiver through my spine. My nipples pushed up against my pink unitard as my knees rattled. Coach Bales was the most decorated coach in the entire country. She had won countless gold medals in her day, and something told me that she could still kick my ass at any routine.

Her tracksuit wasn’t a comfy fit, but I could tell that she had a rocking body underneath.

“It’s after hours, girl. You shouldn’t be here.” She said, walking up to me with purpose.

​I nodded, a single strand of blonde hair breaking from my ponytail. “S-sorry… I just wanted to get some last-minute practice in…”

​She raised an eyebrow. “Did you now…” She stared at me up and down, making my heart race. Her dark gaze lingered on my hardened nipple, making my knees weak.

“Are you a freshman?”

​I nodded, trying to keep my composure. Though, given my quivering lip and her unamused look, I wasn’t fooling anyone.

​“Freshmen rarely ever make the gymnastics team.” She added, already writing me off.

I took a deep breath. “I… I know. But it’s my dream to make the team, I have to give it my all.”

​The woman chuckled and shook her head. “Whatever you say…”

My jaw set. She had already dismissed me, without even knowing my name. I wasn’t about to let my dream be crushed before I even had a chance to prove myself. “I’m better than you think. I’ll prove it at tryouts.” I said, with a confidence that surprised us both.

​The woman cracked a smile, her red lips curling upwards as her eyes narrowed. “Is that so?” Her gaze glanced back towards the balance beam. “Why wait until tomorrow? Prove it now.”

​“N-now?”

​Her smile grew. “Not so confident anymore?”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. Coach Bales' challenge hung in the air between us. With shaky hands, I smoothed down my unitard and stepped towards the balance beam.

​"Okay," I said, willing my voice not to quaver. "I'll show you my routine."

​I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. The beam stretched out before me, four inches wide and sixteen feet long. Usually, it felt like an extension of my body. Now it looked impossibly narrow.

​I bounced on my toes a few times, psyching myself up. You can do this, Hailey. Just like I’ve done hundreds of times before.

With a burst of energy, I ran towards the beam and launched myself into a front handspring. My hands connected with the padded surface and I pushed off, flipping my legs over. But as I came down, my left foot slipped.

​Panic shot through me as I felt myself falling. I twisted, trying to regain my balance, but it was no use. With an ungraceful "oof!", I landed hard on my butt on the mat below.

Pain radiated through my tailbone and up my spine. But worse was the mortification burning in my cheeks as I looked up at Coach Bales. Her lips were pursed, one eyebrow raised.

​"Well," she said dryly. "That was certainly... something."

​I couldn’t even look at her. My entire body was shaking and I could barely lift myself up to my feet.

The woman walked over to me like a hunter about to put down a wounded deer.

​“You are rigid and nervous as a baby.” She chuckled.

I couldn’t deny it. Her eyes on me were enough to make me lose my balance and my concentration.

​I sighed, expecting her to walk away in disappointment, instead her smile grew.

“That first jump wasn’t too bad, though. You’re… workable.” The woman continued.

​I pouted, I suppose that was better than nothing — but I didn’t want to wait another year. I was only in college for four years, and I needed all four years of coaching to reach my dreams.

​I jumped to my feet. “I’m willing to learn, ma’am.” I said, fists curled so hard my nails dug into my palms. “I’m ready now. Not next year. This year.”

​The woman pursed her lips, eyes peering at mine. “Maybe… But your nerves might be a bit too much to deal with.”
​“They’re not. Y-you just caught me off guard.” I said, the pink blush slowly creeping up my cheeks. I could feel the heat and sweat emanating off my body — no matter how much I tried, I couldn’t keep the nerves off my face.

​“You know… Maybe there is a way I can get rid of those pesky jitters.” She said, another smile crossing her lips. This smile was unlike the other. It was devious.

​“R-really?” I asked, my voice cracking.

She nodded, long brown hair sticking to her face. “Though, perhaps you are too soft to do what needs to be done.”

​“No!” I yelped, a bit louder than I intended. “I can handle it!”

I had no idea what the woman had in mind, but I was determined to prove myself — no matter what.
​Coach Bales studied me for a long moment, her dark eyes boring into mine. Finally, she gave a short nod. "Alright then. If you're serious about this, take off your uniform."

​I blinked in shock. "W-what?"

​"You heard me. Strip. Now." Her voice was firm, brooking no argument.

​My heart pounded. This wasn't at all what I'd expected. But I'd said I could handle anything. With trembling fingers, I reached for the zipper at my neck. I slowly pulled it down, exposing more and more skin. The cool air of the gym raised goosebumps on my flesh.

​I shimmied out of the tight unitard, peeling it down over my breasts and hips. Soon I stood there in just my plain cotton panties, arms crossed over my chest. My face burned with embarrassment.

​My nipples were rock hard, peering over my arm as I squirmed. This was so wrong — was she doing this just to humiliate me?

Though, from the wide grin and lustful gaze in her eyes, this wasn’t for humiliation.

​Coach Bales took a step forward, her lavender perfume fluttering into my nose. I whimpered, thighs slamming shut.

“You know the best way to get rid of nerves?” She said, slowly taking her hand and pulling my arms from my chest.

​My arms dropped, letting my perky little tits bounce freely. I shook my head as more and more rebellious strands of hair broke from my ponytail and stuck to my flushed face. “N-no~”

​“A good orgasm.”

I gasped, my lips trembling.

“So,” She continued, her hand sliding down my side towards the waistband of my pink thong. “What do you think?”

​My mind was racing with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a single one. Despite that, I found myself nodding. My pussy lips gnawed at the fabric of my thong, this… this was so wrong… But then why was I so turned on?

​Coach Bales chuckled as her fingers hooked into my waistband, playfully tugging at the thong. “Good girl.”

Coach Bales slowly pulled down my thong, the fabric sliding over my trembling thighs. She sank to her knees in front of me, her warm breath ghosting across my skin. I gasped as cool air hit my exposed pussy, sending a shiver through my body. I was already so wet…

​Her strong hands gripped my thighs, spreading them slightly. I could feel her intense gaze fixed on my most intimate area. My clit throbbed under her scrutiny.

​"My, my," she murmured, her voice husky. "Such a pretty little pussy."

​I whimpered, my hips involuntarily rocking forward. Coach Bales chuckled, her thumbs tracing circles on my inner thighs. The light touch sent sparks of pleasure shooting through me.

​My knees rattled as I grabbed her shoulders to keep balance. “O-oh~”

She looked up at me, her fingers dug into my thighs as her gaze rose up my naked, trembling body. “I’m going to make you cum so hard, all those pesky little nerves are gonna disappear like smoke. Ready?”

​I nodded, “Y-yes! Please!”

My clit was throbbing like a war drum as I gripped her shoulders.

​Coach Bales wrapped her hand around my leg, lifting my thigh up onto her shoulder. My pussy lips spread, the bald, puffy lips dripping with wetness as I panted. Each eager breath I took caused the bubblegum pinkness inside to peer out.

​She kissed my inner thigh softly, her lips warm and inviting against my sensitive skin. I let out a breathy moan as she inched closer to my aching center. Her kisses trailed upwards, leaving a tingling path in their wake.

​My fingers dug into her shoulders as anticipation built. I could feel her hot breath on my pussy now. She paused, her lips hovering just millimeters from where I needed her most. I whimpered, my hips unconsciously rocking forward.

​She nuzzled her nose against my mound, inhaling deeply. "Mmm, you smell divine."

​I gasped as she finally ran her tongue along my slit in one long, slow lick. The sensation was electric. My head fell back as waves of pleasure washed over me. She lapped at me gently at first, teasing swirls around my clit.

​“Ohh yes!” I moaned, tossing my head back. My balance wavered on my one foot as the other one hooked around her head, pulling her closer.

“Mmmh, you taste so fucking good baby~” She panted, her tongue flicking my clit. Her strong hands gripped my ass, pulling me closer as she devoured me. I ground against her face, chasing more friction. She moaned into me, the vibrations adding to the overwhelming sensations.

​“Ah!” I yelped as she lifted me up by my ass. With all her strength, the woman laid me on my back on the mat. My feet kicked the air as the woman buried her face into my pelvis. She continued to eat me out like a starving lioness, her tongue running laps up and down my sopping cunt. Each pass seemed to bury deeper than the last.

​My mind buzzed. I was seeing stars as my eyes slammed shut. Many boys had eaten me out during my first few weeks at college, but none of them were as talented as Coach Bales was. Her tongue was a paintbrush, and my cunt was the canvas.

​I arched my back, pressing my hips up to meet Coach Bales' eager mouth. Her tongue delved deeper, exploring every fold and crevice of my dripping pussy. I clamped my thighs around her head, trapping her between my legs as she feasted on me.

​"Oh god, oh god," I panted, grinding against her face. Her nose bumped against my clit with each movement, sending jolts of electricity through my body.

Her hands trailed up my slender, wavering body like snakes before digging into my tits. I gasped as she groped my chest — my hard nipples pushing against her palm as her tongue continued to lash at my cunt.

​I tangled my fingers in her hair, holding her head in place as I rocked against her. Sweat beaded on my skin, my chest heaving with each ragged breath. The gym echoed with my moans and the sounds of her wet tongue against my even wetter slit.

"Please, don't stop," I begged, my voice high and breathy. "I'm so close!"

​Her eyes opened as she gave my nipples a tug. “Cum for me, babe~” She purred into my pussy. “Cum for Mommy…”

​My jaw dropped as my eyes rolled back. My god, the pleasure… It was too much!

My back arched before slamming back down on the filthy mat. My thighs clamped around her head like a vice as my toes curled.

​The euphoria flooded my veins as I felt as if were on a cloud. “My god! Oh fuck! Mommy!” I screamed.

My innocent voice boomed across the gymnasium as my clit erupted.

​Each neuron in my head went off like fireworks. My orgasm drowned me with its intensity as Coach Bales continued to suck the juices from my sopping college girl slit.

“OOOOOH!”

​“Mmmh, good girl. Cum for me, just like that.” She purred.

With a final gasp, my body went limp. My legs slammed against the mat as I gasped. The entire gym spun around me as the pleasure lingered.

​Coach Bales gasped, rising to her knees as she smiled. Grool and spit lathered her face as she liked her lips, and her eyes admired my flushed, naked body.

​“So…How do you feel?” She asked, her hand stroking up and down my thighs.

I whimpered, squirming as I could barely register where I was. “Th-that was amazing…”

​She chuckled, biting her lip. “Good. Still nervous?”

I grinned. That orgasm was so intense, and my time with her was so perfect. Looking at her just made me excited instead of nervous now.

​“Not at all…” I said, my hands massaging my chest. “Though, now when I look at you I may get horny instead.”

She tossed her head back and laughed. “Good. Unlike nerves, that is something I can help you with after each routine.” She flashed me a wink, making my heart skip a beat. “Something tells me you don’t need to worry about tryouts tomorrow.”

​I bit my lip to suppress my giddy smile. “Thank you… Mommy.”

Story 2: Back Room

​“And that’s pretty much all to it. Though, to be honest, these midnight shifts are crazy boring.” Steph said. The girl brushed down her apron and leaned back against the counter. “I don’t know whose stupid idea it was to make a donut shop open until 3 am…”

​I smiled. “That’s okay. For my first shift, I’d prefer a quiet evening.”

I was a brand new college student who had never worked a day in her life, so I figured working at the donut shop on campus would be a good foot in the door. With it being my first job, I was nervous as hell, but Steph was amazing. She showed me everything I needed to know and put my nerves at ease.

​Steph was well past graduation. She had been working here for almost 10 years so I was happy that my first shift was with her.

I reached back, making sure my apron was nice and tied before checking the display of tasty-looking donuts. I had to make sure everything was in order.

​Behind me, I could hear Steph chuckling. I glanced over, a strand of blonde hair wavering over my face as she grinned. “So eager. Got to make sure every donut is perfect, do ya?”

​“W-well ya… It’s my job.” I replied, feeling the red furious blush filling my cheeks as she covered her smile. Had I done something wrong? With this being my first job, with Steph no less, I wanted to make a good impression, but given the cheeky grin on her lips — I had made a fool of myself instead.

​She took a deep sigh. “I don’t remember being so preppy as you are. Trust me, the only people who are gonna walk in tonight are drunk college kids — nobody is going to care if some of the donuts look a bit wonky.”

​I pursed my lips. She was probably right, but even still, I wanted everything to look as good as possible.

Though, with Steph staring over my shoulder I kept myself from adjusting the rack of chocolate donuts — despite how much I wanted to.

​“So…” I said, changing the subject. “Do you just stand around when there is nothing to do?”

She shrugged, adjusting her messy brown bun. “I dunno. Usually, I just scroll through my phone.” Her lips curled into a smile. “Though… Sometimes I like to sneak back into the manager’s office.”

​I frowned. Why would she sneak back there?

Steph giggled at my perplexed face. “Nevermind. Maybe I’ll tell you about that later.”

​Well, now I had to know.

“I thought you were gonna show me everything,” I said with a pout, tucking my blonde hair behind my ears. “Seems like you’re keeping secrets.”

​“An innocent freshman like you wouldn’t be able to handle my secrets.” She flashed me a wink, causing me to blush.

Sure, I had shown up to my first shift like a nervous baby deer — but I wasn’t as innocent as Steph would guess.

​“Tell me, I can handle it,” I said, my heart racing.

Her gaze lingered on mine before she pursed her lips together. “Alright… Fine. Don’t say I didn’t warn ya.”

​She began to walk towards the manager’s office tucked away into the back of the store. I followed her wavering hips and the scent trail of strawberry perfume.

​We entered the back room, a small space crammed with filing cabinets and a cluttered desk. Steph locked the door behind us with a soft click before sauntering over to the plush office chair. She spun it around and took a seat, crossing her legs as she settled in.

​Her eyes never left mine as she slowly lifted one foot, resting it on the edge of the seat. Her thighs and sculpted calves pressed up against her leggings – leaving nothing to the imagination. She bit her lower lip, a playful glint in her eyes.

​"So, little freshman," Steph purred, "you want to know my secrets?"

​My heart raced as I nodded, unable to tear my gaze away from her. The air felt thick and charged between us.

​"Sometimes when it's slow, I like to have a little... fun back here," she continued, her voice low and sultry. Her fingers trailed up her thigh. "To pass the time."

​I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "W-what kind of fun?" I stammered.

​Steph's lips curled into a wicked grin. "Oh honey, I think you know."

My mind was racing. The dirty thoughts in my head were going crazy. Just imagining Steph back here alone doing God knows what was filthy — and thrilling.

​She bit her lip, spreading her thighs as she leaned back in the chair. The crotch of her black leggings was nice and moist as she pulled up the apron. “I pass a lot of time back here… Believe me.”

I was like a deer in headlights. My body shook as I pressed my thighs together. The image of her moaning and playing with herself replayed over and over in my head.

Her laugh broke me from my trance. “God, you know, I’m kinda bored right now…” Her hands reached down, stroking her mound over top of her leggings. “Maybe I’ll pass some time.”

“Y-you will?” I whimpered, my green pupils dilating at her slender fingers — moving up and down her wetting crotch. 

Steph smiled, nodding as a strand of autumn brown hair broke from her bun and dangled over her face. “You’re free to go and stand outside and wait for any customers. Or… You can stay here and join me if you’d like.”

​My knees rattled as my mind raced. All this was happening so fast. Just an hour ago, Steph was a stranger teaching me how to knead donut dough… And now I was watching as her fingers slipped underneath her waistband.

​I gulped, inching forward. “S-sure… I can stay for a bit.”

Steph’s face lit up as she inched to the edge of the chair. “Good girl~”

​The praise sent a shiver up my spine. My own pussy was throbbing as her fingers disappeared under her waistband.

“Mmmh~” The woman purred, tossing her head back as she squirmed in her chair. “That’s the stuff…”

​My legs moved as if with a mind of their own. I inched closer and closer, drawn like a moth to a flame by the older girl.

With a cheeky smile, Steph took her hand out of her pants. Her fingertips glistened with slick grool as she moved to grab her waistbands. “I’ll take my pants off if you take yours off as well, what do you say?”

​I giggled, “S-sure.”

My hands moved down, slowly unbuttoning my jeans. My pink panties peered out underneath as I moved the zipper down and grabbed the denim. This was so dirty — but fuck, I didn’t care one bit.

​I slowly shimmied my jeans down my legs, revealing my pink cotton panties underneath. Steph's eyes were glued to me as she hooked her thumbs into her waistband and peeled her leggings off. Her legs shot straight up in the air as the leggings rode down her flushed skin. Her black lace thong came into view, already damp with arousal.

​We locked eyes as we both hesitated at our underwear. With a nervous giggle, I slid my panties down, exposing my smooth pussy to the cool air of the office. Steph followed suit, her thong joining her leggings on the floor.

I couldn't help but stare at her glistening folds, neatly trimmed and swollen with desire. Steph spread her legs wider, giving me a full view as she ran her fingers through her slick lips.

I whimpered, feeling a bead of grool run down my inner thigh. My own lips were puffy and plump, while her lips were blooming like flowers. But we were both equally wet and eager.

​"Mmm, that's better," she purred. "Now, why don't you have a seat and follow my lead?"

​I perched on the edge of the desk, spreading my thighs to match her pose. My heart raced as I tentatively touched myself, mimicking Steph's movements.

​"That's it, sweetie," she encouraged. "Start nice and slow, teasing your outer lips."

​I circled my fingertips around my entrance, gathering wetness to spread over my clit. Soft sighs escaped my lips as pleasure began to build. “Oooh~”

​“Wow, you do learn quick.” Steph teased, “You’ll fit right in here.”

The blush in my cheeks was searing. I circled my clit just as Steph did. The edge of the desk pushed into my ass, but the pleasure filling me put all other sensations to shame.

​"Now use two fingers to spread yourself open," she instructed. "Let me see that pretty pink pussy."

​“O-okay~” I whimpered, my voice weak and stuttering.

She shook her head, “Call me Mommy. I like that.”

​I bit my lip, inhaling deeply as my mind buzzed. “Okay, Mommy. Whatever you want.” The word was like a sin on my lips — but it tasted so fucking good.

My two fingers trembled as I pushed against my cunt. Gently, I spread my lips, revealing myself to her entirely. “Ah….F-fuck~”

​I held my breath as she eyed my pussy. The bubblegum pink walls were soaked. Even I was surprised. No boy had ever gotten me this wet — Steph had a hold on me like no other.

​Her own pussy was amazing as well. The light brown pubes around the lips were slick with wetness, and her lips bloomed more with each breath she took.

Steph's eyes glittered with desire as she gazed at my exposed pussy. "You're so wet for me already, baby girl," she purred. "I think it's time we took this to the next level. Why don't you lay down on the floor for me?"

​“Y-yes, Mommy.” I whimpered. Her words echoed in my head like a command that I couldn’t refuse.

My heart raced as I slid off the desk, legs shaky with anticipation. I lowered myself onto the cool linoleum, the chill against my bare skin making me shiver. Steph stood and sauntered over, her hips swaying hypnotically. She knelt down beside me, running her hand along my thigh.

​"Have you ever scissored with a girl before, sweetie?" she asked, her voice low and husky.

​I shook my head, biting my lip nervously. "N-no, Mommy. I haven't."

​Steph's lips curled into a wicked grin. "Oh, you're in for a treat then."

​She positioned herself between my legs, lifting one of mine over her hip as she scooted closer. I gasped as I felt her warm, wet pussy press against mine. The sensation was electric, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through my body.

​"Ohhh," I moaned as Steph began to move, grinding her hips against me in slow, deliberate circles. Our slick folds slid together, spreading our combined wetness.

​Steph's eyes locked onto mine as she increased her pace, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. "That's it, baby," she panted. "Feel how good our pussies feel together?"

​I nodded frantically, unable to form words as waves of pleasure washed over me. My hips bucked up to meet hers, chasing more of that delicious friction. Our clits brushed together, sending jolts of electricity through my core.

​Our two pussies made out like lovers. My lips kissed hers, and our combined wetness sloshed into the air.

"Oh god, Mommy!" I cried out, my back arching off the floor. "It feels so good!"

​I grabbed her foot as her leg pushed against my chest. Our bodies were combined like a pretzel as she began to grind faster.

"Fuck yes, cum for me baby girl," she growled. "Let me feel that tight little pussy quiver."

​Her words sent me over the edge. My entire body tensed as the orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave.

​"Ohhh fuck, Mommy!" I cried out, my back arching off the cold floor. My pussy clenched and spasmed against hers as waves of pleasure radiated through me.

​Steph didn't let up, grinding her hips faster and harder against mine. The wet sounds of our pussies sliding together filled the small office. Her clit bumped against mine with each thrust, prolonging my climax.

​"That's it, baby. Let it all out," she purred, her eyes locked on mine as she watched me come undone beneath her.

​My legs trembled uncontrollably as the intense sensations overwhelmed me. I gripped her thigh tightly, my nails digging into her soft skin. Sparks danced behind my eyelids as I squeezed them shut, lost in ecstasy.

​"Oh god, oh god, oh god," I chanted breathlessly, my hips bucking wildly against hers.

​Just when I thought it couldn't get any more intense, Steph reached down and began rubbing furious circles on my swollen clit. The added stimulation sent me spiraling into another peak.

​"Fuck! Mommy!" I screamed, not caring if anyone could hear us. My pussy gushed, coating both our thighs with my release.

​Steph moaned loudly, grinding even harder against me as my orgasm triggered her own. "Oh fuck yes, baby girl. Cum with me!"

​We clung to each other, our bodies shuddering and twitching as we rode out our shared climax. Gradually, our movements slowed as the waves of pleasure subsided.

​I lay there panting, my mind hazy and body tingling all over. Steph collapsed on top of me, both of us slick with sweat and other fluids. She placed soft kisses along my neck as we caught our breath.

"Welcome to the night shift, sweetie," she murmured with a grin. "I think you're going to fit in just fine."

Story 3: The BIG Toy

​“Thanks for coming over, Alex,” I said, stepping aside.

The raven-haired girl stepped into my cramped, messy apartment clutching her jacket. “Sure, Stacy, what’s the problem?”

​I tucked my wavering hair behind my ear as I led her to my bedroom. “Well, you know how I’ve been talking to Geoff recently, right?”

​“That cute soccer player? Yeah of course.” Alex giggled.

I nodded, blushing at the mere mention of him. I was a college freshman, and I never expected to catch the eyes of a senior soccer star! Especially not someone as handsome or popular as Geoff.

​There was one problem though.

​…I was a virgin.

Geoff surely had slept with a full platoon of women, and little old, inexperienced me had no idea how to work a dick at all.

​That’s where Alex came in. She was older than me by almost a decade. She tutored me in Math for a few weeks at the start of the semester but we clicked instantly — we were like two peas in a pod — and I knew that she was the only one that could help me.

​We sat down on my pink sheets at the foot of my bed. I took a deep breath, my tank top fluttering over my racing heart.

“Geoff… asked for me to come over tomorrow. So we could… you know…” I muttered. The blush on my cheeks was hot enough to put the sun to shame, and Alex’s giddy, mocking smile only made me that much more embarrassed.

​“Did he now? Lucky you, I’m sure you’ll love him… And his dick”

​“I…I’m sure I will… But I don’t know if he’ll love me.” I said, tucking my blonde hair behind my ear as a wavy strand dangled over my face.

​“Are you kidding me, Stacy?” Alex said, taking my hands in hers. “You are so fucking hilarious, not to mention the sexiest little blonde on campus. He is going to loveeee you.”

​“The thing is… I’m a virgin.” I said, forcing the word out. Boys had always hit on me, but I was too nervous to do anything with them. Now that I was in college, I was eager to shed that shy, innocent persona I had built.

​Alex pursed her lips together. “Ahh gotcha. Yeah, I was a bit awkward my first time.”

​“I don’t want to be awkward with Geoff. I… I really like him. So… That’s where I was hoping you could help?” I said, feet anxiously tapping the floor.

​“Me? Want some tips or something?” Alex giggled, “I am a bit of a slut, I’m sure there is a lot I could teach you.”

With a deep breath, I reached underneath my bed. My fingers trembled as I grabbed the plastic bag I had tucked down there.

​I pulled out the plastic bag, my hands shaking slightly. "Actually, I was hoping for something a bit more... hands-on," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

​Alex's eyes widened as I reached into the bag and pulled out a strap-on dildo. The purple silicone shaft gleamed in the soft light of my bedroom.

​"I know this is a weird request," I rushed to explain, my cheeks burning. "But you're the only one I could trust with this. I... I want to practice. So I don't look like a total idiot my first time with Geoff."

​Alex was quiet for a moment, her gaze flicking between me and the toy in my hands. I held my breath, terrified she would laugh at me or storm out.

​Instead, a slow smile spread across her face. "Oh honey," she purred, "I'd be happy to help you practice."

​My heart skipped a beat at her words. "R-really?"

​“I’ve never used anything like this before.” She said, taking the dildo from my hands. The shaft was just the right amount of hard, and the straps dangled as she held it up to her face. “It looks real, I’ll give ya that.”

​I bit my lip. “I could just practice by myself, you really don’t have to do anything if you don’t—”

​“Take your clothes off,” Alex said, cutting me off.

My breath whimpered. “N-now?”

​She nodded, slapping the dildo against the palm of her hand. Her black eyes glared at me as she squirmed on my bed.

My mind was racing, but I found myself lifting up to my feet, my tank top snug to my body — leaving nothing to the imagination.

​My knees rattled like a newborn deer, and my nipples were hard against the thin fabric of my top. I took a deep breath — I’d be nervous with Geoff as well — so I had to learn how to deal with it — or at least, pretend to deal with it.

​Mustering all the confidence I could, I reached down and grabbed the bottom of my tank top, lifting it slowly up my body as I showed more of myself to Alex. Her eyes twinkled as she admired my fit stomach and belly-button piercing.

​“Fuck…” She purred, her hand stroking up and down the silicone dildo. “Just like that. Slow and steady, Geoff will love that.”

​I nodded, holding the top up against my tits. With a gulp, I yanked the fabric to my collarbone. My tits bounced free, the pink nipples already hard. They weren’t the biggest, but my perky tits fit my slender body nicely.

​Clearly, Alex thought so as well. Her pale cheeks swayed pink as she licked her lips. “Damn… Stacy…” Her hand gripped the shaft of the dildo as if she were playing with herself.

A surge of confidence hit me like a tidal wave.

​My thumbs hooked under the waistband of my pajama bottoms. I wiggled my hips as I gently lowered the pants — teasing my hipbone. “Ready?” I asked, biting my lip.

​Alex leaned back as she rubbed her thighs together. “You have no idea.”

​I giggled, and in a single motion, I pulled the pajama bottoms down. The soft fabric pooled around my bare feet as I stood tall. My pussy and ass ate at the delicate little strand of my thong. A cutesy little bow of the thong sat right on my hip as I arched my back.

​“Holy fuck.” She gasped. “You look… Amazing.”

I blushed. “Thanks…”

​“He is in for a treat.” Alex stood to her feet, the waft of her cinnamon perfume made my heart flutter as she placed the dildo onto the bed.

“My turn.” She purred, hands riding up her body.

​She slowly unbuttoned her blouse, revealing inch after inch of creamy skin. As the fabric parted, I caught glimpses of her black lace bra underneath. My breath caught in my throat as she shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

​Alex's body was incredible. Toned abs rippled beneath her soft skin as she moved. Her breasts strained against the delicate lace, full and perky.

​She reached behind her back to unhook her bra. I watched, mesmerized, as she pulled the straps down her arms. The bra fell away, exposing her perfect breasts. They were larger than mine, with rosy nipples already pebbled with arousal.

​"Like what you see?" Alex teased, cupping her breasts and giving them a little squeeze.

​I nodded mutely, unable to tear my eyes away as she shimmied out of her jeans. Her long, toned legs seemed to go on forever. Black lace panties hugged her curvy hips, a damp spot visible on the fabric.

​Alex hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties, slowly sliding them down. I caught a glimpse of neatly trimmed dark curls before she kicked the panties aside.

​She stood before me completely naked, a goddess in human form. Every curve and plane of her body was perfection. My mouth went dry as I drank in the sight of her.

“Now, I guess I should put this thing on.” She laughed, taking the strap-on and stepping into the facets. She slid the toy up her sculpted legs, the purple shaft dragging against her skin as she tightened the straps around her waist.

​The strap-on held perfectly in place, the toy was about 9 inches long. Big, but I had to make sure I could take whatever Geoff was packing.

​Alex giggled as she looked down at her new cock. “This thing is fun, boys are so lucky.”

​Her eyes darted up, meeting mine. “So, you want to please Geoff, right?”

​I nodded emphatically, trying to keep my eyes from once again exploring her naked body.

“In that case, get on your knees and start sucking.”

My heart raced as I slowly sank to my knees in front of Alex. The purple silicone shaft bobbed slightly as she shifted her weight, looming before my face. I gazed up at her, taking in her flushed cheeks and parted lips as she looked down at me expectantly.

​With trembling hands, I reached out and grasped the base of the dildo. It felt warm and velvety smooth against my palm. I leaned forward, my lips parting as I took the tip into my mouth.

​"That's it," Alex purred encouragingly. "Nice and slow."

​I swirled my tongue around the head, tasting the faint rubbery flavor. Gradually, I took more of the length into my mouth, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked.

​Alex's fingers tangled in my hair, guiding my movements. "Mmm, just like that. Use your tongue along the underside."

​I followed her instructions, dragging my tongue along the shaft as I bobbed my head. Soft moans escaped Alex's lips, spurring me on. Though she couldn't physically feel the sensations, the visual clearly aroused her.

​"Good girl," she praised breathlessly. "Take it deeper now."

​Relaxing my throat, I slid further down the shaft until the tip bumped the back of my mouth. I suppressed my gag reflex, determined to please. Saliva coated the toy as I worked it with growing enthusiasm.

​My tongue explored every crease and ridge as I got the toy nice and wet. Alex wrapped my blonde hair around her fist as she pump her hips — the scent of her grool flooded my nostrils — making me that much wetter.

​“Mmmh, perfect. With a tongue like that, he will be ready to fuck in no time.”

She laughed, pulling me off her cock. I gasped, strands of spit connected my quivering lip to the shaft of the toy as I grabbed her soft hips. “Th-thank you~”

​“Now get on the bed. Ass up, baby girl.” She commanded.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I jumped on the bed, shoving my face into my pillow as my ass wiggled in the air. The strand of my thong was buried between my soft, bubbly cheeks — barely covering my two holes.

​Alex crawled onto the bed like a cougar. Her tits and silicon cock swinging as she positioned herself behind me.

“Perfect, arch your back.” She commanded.

I did just that. My ass perked into the air as my spine felt like it was going to snap. My clit was throbbing as I bit down onto the pillow. “F-fuck me~” I panted, unable to hold back. My entire body was shaking — ready to be bred.

​Alex chuckled, her hand trailing down the dip of my back as she grabbed a handful of my ass. I whimpered as her fingers dug into my soft flesh.

​She slapped my ass before pulling the thong to the side. The sting of her hand makes me gasp, a jolt of pleasure shooting through me. Alex's fingers brush against my exposed pussy, making me shiver.

​"So wet already," she purred. "Geoff is going to love how eager you are."

​I whimper as she teased my entrance, coating her fingers in my wetness. She circled my clit, sending sparks of pleasure through my core. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more friction.

​"Please," I beg, my voice muffled by the pillow.

​“Mmh, begging? Geoff is going to love that…”

I had forgotten all about Geoff. At this point — I didn’t care one bit about him. I needed Alex.

​I feel the head of the dildo pressing against my entrance. Alex rubbed it up and down my slit, gathering wetness. My body trembled with anticipation as I let out a whimper. “Oh fuck~ Yes… Mommy!”

​She laughed again, one hand on the silicon shaft the other one holding my ass nice and spread. “Mommy? I don’t think Geoff is going to like that. Though, I love it.”

​I looked over my shoulder. “Then fuck me, Mommy. I’m all yours.”

​“Good slut.”

She gave my ass another slap.

​“Mph~” I moaned, biting my lip like a good girl. Her smile grew as she pulled my ass cheek nice and spread. Slowly, the woman pushed her pelvis forward.

​My jaw dropped and my eyes rolled back as I felt the thick, hard silicone cock pushing into my sopping wet cunt.

“Oooh!” I gasped, my nerve endings firing in ecstasy as I tossed my head back. “Oh yes!”

​The pain mixed with pleasure as more and more of the cock filled me. Alex grunted, struggling to push it inside me. “Take it, slut. Take Mommy’s cock.”

​She grinned, watching the juices running down my thigh.

With a final push, Alex sheathed the full length inside me. I gasped, feeling impossibly full as my walls stretched to accommodate the thick shaft.

​My jaw dropped as my entire body froze. I could feel my pussy pulsating around the cock, milking it as I felt every ridge and inch of it against my soft pinkness.

​"That's it, baby," Alex purred. "Take all of Mommy's cock."

​She held still for a moment, allowing me to adjust. I panted heavily, my fingers curling into the sheets as waves of pleasure radiated through me. The initial discomfort faded, replaced by an aching need for more.

"Please," I whimpered. "More… Fuck me"

​Alex slowly pulled back until just the tip remained inside, then thrust forward again. I cried out as she bottomed out, the dildo hitting spots deep inside me that had never been touched before.

​Her pelvis slapped against my ass with each thrust — music to my ears as I was being railed.

Her hands held my hips up as she railed me like a jackhammer.

​"You feel so good, baby girl," she groaned. "So tight and wet for me. Keep moaning, boys love that — and so do I.”

​“Oooh!” I screamed, not caring as to who might hear. “Fuck yes! R-right there!”

​I could only respond with incoherent whimpers as she picked up the pace. The bed creaked beneath us as Alex pounded into me relentlessly. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body. My breasts swayed with the force of her movements, nipples dragging against the sheets.

​"Oh god, oh god," I chanted, my voice high and breathy. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

​Alex reached around to rub tight circles on my clit as she continued to fuck me. The added stimulation was overwhelming. I felt my orgasm building rapidly, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter in my belly.

​"That's it," Alex encouraged. "Cum for me, baby. Let me feel that tight little pussy squeeze my cock."

​Her words pushed me over the edge. With a keening cry, I came hard, my whole body shuddering as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. My pussy clenched rhythmically around the dildo as Alex continued to thrust through my orgasm, prolonging the intense sensations.

​“Ahhhh!” I yelped.

​“Fuck!” Alex cried out, pulling her cock out. Wetness glistened the shaft as she fell back onto her ass, the filthy toy slapping her stomach as she panted. Her own pussy was dripping around the toy as she smiled. “My god, that was amazing. Your pussy was perfect.

​I collapsed on the filthy sheets. My mind reeling. I had just been fucked for the first time — and it was amazing.

Alex’s touch was soft and dainty, but she knew what she was doing. The woman was a goddess.

​She crawled up, laying on top of me as she planted a trail of kisses up my sweaty back as the dirty and wet dildo slapped against my thighs. “You are perfect. Geoff is one lucky guy.”

​My mind reeled “Who?”
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