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Story 1: Cheater

“Hey, professor,” I said timidly, poking my head into Professor Juniper’s office.

The grizzled woman glanced up at me, hate in her black pupils. “Mackenzie. Come in.” She said coldly.

My throat tightened. I already knew why I was called into her office in the middle of the night.

I nervously took a seat opposite her desk as she finished up an email. Her cold demeanor sent shivers up my spine as I squirmed in my seat.

Finally, with a huff, she leaned back into her chair. “You know why you’re here, I presume?”

“N-no, ma’am.” I lied. “What’s the matter?”

The red searing blush on my cheeks likely gave it away.

Professor Juniper rolled her eyes, not a single strand of her tied-up black hair was out of place as she reached into her desk and pulled out my essay. “This essay is remarkably similar to the one that Mr Markus handed in last semester. Typos and all.”

 I cursed under my breath. I knew that trusting Mark to write my essay for me was stupid. He promised me he would do a good job, and all I had to do was flash him my tits.

“What a coincidence…” I muttered, but I knew the jig was up.

The woman scooted forward, her arms resting on the great wooden table. She always hated me, I knew she did. Every day in class she would glare at me, a disapproving look on her face.

“Shall we cut the bullshit? At this point, I’m just contemplating your punishment.” She said, the corners of her red lips curling into a smirk.

I whimpered, sinking into my chair. “F-fine… I’m sorry.” I whimpered my blonde hair still in a messy bun.

“Perhaps failing the class would be a good lesson. Maybe even a suspension for a semester…”

I nearly lept out of the chair. “Excuse me???” I yelped, sitting up at the edge of the seat. “Suspension? Falling the entire class? Professor, that is way too far!”

She just shrugged. “Welcome to the real world. If you spent more time in class focusing instead of flirting with boys, then perhaps you wouldn’t have needed to cheat.”

My mind raced. My parents would kill me if I was suspended or failed the class. I was a freshman at this college, and maybe I did spend a little too much time at parties or hanging out with boys — but that was what College is about!

I tried desperately to think of a solution. Perhaps faking tears would garner some sympathy? No… Professor Juniper had been teaching for two decades — she’d be able to sniff out fake tears for sure.

As I thought, the professor’s eyes trailed down my top towards my nipples — poking out from my thin white shirt.

In my haste to get here, I only had time to put on a white top and yoga pants.

Her cheeks turned a rosy pink — it was subtle — but it was undeniable.

Was…was she checking me out?

I was used to being gawked at by dumb college boys, but this… this was something else.

Heat flooded my body as her gaze intensified — the woman wasn’t shy about her staring. Her beady dark eyes darted between my nipples and my cleavage.

Maybe… Just maybe — there was a way out of this after all. I had always been a slut — and maybe, I could use that to my advantage. My lips curled into a smirk as a glimmer of hope returned to my eyes.

“You’re right, professor.” I began, arching my back and pushing my perky tits up against my shirt. “I do deserve to be punished. But maybe, we can do things a little more… old school?”

She raised an eyebrow. “What do you have in mind?’

I could see her blazer fluttering, her heart racing underneath.

I took a deep breath, I was nervous, but I felt… A fire burning inside me.

“How about a spanking?” I said with a cheeky giggle.

Now she was the one with searing hot cheeks. “E-excuse me?”

“I think a few spanks will sort me out.” I leaned back in my chair, draping one leg over the other. My yoga pants were snug against my legs — leaving nothing to the imagination.

Professor Juniper couldn’t help but stare. Her eyes explored each curve of my sculpted legs and thighs.

I giggled, “I know you want to…”

Deep down — I wanted it too. Sure, I liked boys — but something about a dominant, older woman made me weak in the knees.

She took a deep breath — I could see the gears turning in her head. I had to stick the landing.

Slowly I stood, circling around the desk towards her. With my eyes locked on hers, I bent over her desk, the wood dug into my waist — but I didn’t mind one bit. My butt wiggled in the air as my arms spread on the desk. “Well?” I huffed.

Her eyes fell to my round ass, barely covered by my thin yoga pants. 
“F-fine… I suppose that may be a sufficient argument.”

I bit my lip. “Thank you, ma’am.”

My heart raced as she rose to her feet. Her aura was intimidating. Professor Juniper was one of the scariest, most tenured professors in the college — and that just made me want her more.

She stood behind me as I laid my face against the cold, hard, wood. Her hand trailed up and down my spine, making me whimper.

“Ready for your punishment, girl?” She huffed as her slender fingers teased the waistband of my yoga pants.

I whimpered, “Y-yes~”

“Good girl…”

Her hand gripped the waistband of my yoga pants. I gasped as she tugged it down, her knuckles brushing against my bare skin. With one swift motion, she yanked down my pants, revealing my pink thong. My heart pounded as I heard her sharp intake of breath.

“Oh~” I whimpered, the cool air of the office hitting my moist thong.

Her focus was now on the tiny piece of lace that was my thong, barely covering my ass. She ran a finger over it, making me gasp once more. "You're quite the naughty girl, aren't you?"

"Yes, Professor Juniper," I gulped out. God knows how long I'd fantasized about this moment — being dominated by an older woman.

She reached up, grabbing my hair and pulling my face from the desk. “Call me Mommy.” She whispered into my ear.

I whimpered, unable to hold back my eager moan. “Y-yes, Mommy~” The word was like a sin on my lips — and only fueled my desires.

Her other hand came down to grip my bottom cheek through the lace of my thong. I whimpered as her nails dug into my flesh, a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through me. "I'm going to make you regret your misbehavior," she promised in a husky voice.

She moved behind me again. I could feel the heat of her body against mine. Her presence was overpowering, sending jolts down my spine.

Suddenly, I felt a sudden sting on my butt cheek as she delivered the first spank, a loud smacking sound reverberating in the room. My body jerked forward from the impact but I managed to keep myself steady by gripping onto the desk.

“Ohhh~”

"That's for not doing your assignment," Professor Juniper said curtly.

Another spank landed on my other cheek making me wince slightly. "And that's for being late to class," she added.

“Y-yes, Mommy! I’m sorry, Mommy!” I gasped.

The pain was hot, but it was dwarfed by the heat of pleasure searing through me. My pussy lips gripped the fabric of my thong as my ass reddened — her handprint lingered, branding me as her own.

I whimpered as her fingers curled around my thong, her breath was eager as my nipples pressed up against the desk.

“Good girl. You took your punishment so well…”

My hips wiggled as she pulled my moist thong down my trembling legs. The air hit my bare cunt — making my entire body tingle as I gripped the edge of the desk. “Ohhh, Mommy~”

“You’re so fucking wet. You love this, don’t you?” She whispered, her pelvis pushing against my sore ass.

I nodded emphatically, my hair sticking to my panting face.

She laughed “You fucking slut.”

I was… I was a slut. My pussy ached, begging for release as I spread my feet.

Her hand curled between my thighs, her fingers dancing around my bald, puffy lips.

"You're so desperate for me, aren't you?" she murmured, brushing her fingers along my slit. Electricity surged through me, and I whimpered at the touch. I was aching. Throbbing for her.

“Please, Mommy…” The pleas spilled from my lips as she began tracing circles around my swollen clit. I jolted, nearly falling over from the sensation.

She chuckled, her voice filled with delight. “Begging already? My, my… You are quite the needy little slut.”

The tips of her fingers slipped in slightly, teasing my entrance as I squirmed under her touch. “Ohhhh~”

She reeled back with her other hand — slapping and groping my red ass as I whimpered, my feet kicking the air behind me as the pleasure surged.

“Ohhh~ Yes… Mommy,” My voice was shaky, barely above a whisper now as waves of pleasure washed over me.

“You like that?” Professor Juniper purred into my ear before biting down on the lobe, making me yelp in surprise. She laughed again — a sweet yet sadistic sound that echoed through the room.

Her body pinned me against the edge of the desk as her fingers swirled inside of my cunt. My tight walls clamped down on her digits — milking them as my mind rushed.

Her fingers picked up pace, thrusting in and out of my dripping cunt as I clenched around her digits. “So tight…” she breathed out.

My knuckles whitened from gripping the desk so hard as I felt an orgasm building inside me. Each thrust sends jolts of pleasure shooting through my body.

Suddenly she stopped - leaving me right on edge. “Mommy…”

“You’ll cum when I say you can.” The woman laughed. I panted, nodding emphatically. Being denied my orgasm was the worst punishment of them all. My clit throbbed, begging for release as moans escaped my lips.

With a sadistic grin, the woman shoved her grool-laden fingers into my mouth. I yelped, squirming on the desk as my lips locked around her knuckles.

My eyes rolled back as I sucked my own wetness off her fingers, my toes curling as she groped my bare cheek with her other hand.

“Filthy slut.” She sneered, laughing as I yelped — her fingers dug so hard into my ass that I could feel the bruises forming already. “I know you love this.”

I gagged on her fingers as she shoved them into my throat, saliva falling off my chin as I whimpered. The taste of my own sweet and salty wetness flooded my senses.

With a groan, she pulled her fingers out, grabbing my hair and pinning my face against the desk.

“I… I do! Fuck, Mommy!” I gasped, my lungs refusing to fill with air as the room spun around us. I felt her hips against me as I pushed my ass back, my grool dripping down my thighs as my nails dug into the wood. I needed to cum, so fucking bad.

“Good slut. You are going to cum for Mommy, aren’t you?”

I moaned, nodding. “Y-yes!”

“And you are going to be a good girl from now on, right?”

“Yes! I promise Mommy! I promise I’ll be a good girl!”

She chuckled, her fingers once against curling down towards my cunt. I arched my back, pushing against her pelvis.

Her fingers traced a slow, methodical path to my waiting pussy, teasing along the edges. I was thrumming with desire, every nerve ending electrically charged as if they were being fed with raw voltage. She savored my desperation, letting the anticipation build until it was nearly unbearable.

"Tell me you want it, slut."

"I...I want it, Mommy..." I breathed out.

"What do you want?" Her voice was hushed, her palm running in slow circles over my exposed clit.

"I want to cum!" I wailed.

She chuckled darkly, "Beg for it, slut."

Tears pricked at the corner of my eyes – not from pain. But from the desperation clawing at my insides. I needed to explode. Needed her to allow me that sweet release.

"Please, Mommy... please," I begged, thrusting my hips against her hand. “I’ll be a good girl from now on, I promise!”

Her cold laughter echoed through the office again. She filled me once more: one finger... two... three... A high-pitched whimper escaped my lips as she curled them inside me, hitting that spot that had me seeing stars behind my closed eyelids.

"Yes... just like that," she purred. The rhythm of her movements increased and I matched her pace instinctively — our bodies moving in a frantic dance of lust fueled by forbidden desires until all reasoning was lost within our carnal symphony.

I felt myself spiraling again; the familiar edge of bliss looming dangerously close. White-hot pleasure sparked inside me and this time when she denied me release, a pitiful whine echoed in the room.

“Ah ah ahhhhh~” I squealed like a pig. The pleasure surged through me as my clit erupted. Her fingers curled deep in me, massaging my G-spot as my walls pulsated around them.

“Oh god! I’m cumming!” I gasped, tossing my head back in sheer pleasure.

“Good girl. Cum for me.” She moaned.

I gasped, the pleasure filling every fiber of my body. My cunt spilled with wetness as I flailed on the desk like a fish out of water. “Ahhhhhhh!”

With a gasp, she pulled her fingers out. I nearly slid off the desk as my knees turned to jelly. The ecstasy lingered in my head — the pleasure too much to bear.

“Good girl.” She whispered, petting my spine. “You took your punishment so well.”

“Th-thank you… Mommy~” I purred, barely able to breathe.

“I hope you learned your lesson. Next time, the punishment will be even more brutal.”

I nodded, “I… I did… Thank you…”

My eyes drifted close as she sucked on my neck. I was done with the dumb boys in class. I needed her — and only her.

Story 2: Thief

“Are the cuffs really necessary?” I huffed, squirming in the back of the store.

The security guard was rifling through my bag as my hands locked behind me — the metal cuffs digging into my wrists.

“You ran.” She replied, tossing my lipstick to the side.

I rolled my eyes. Of course, the one time a security guard decides to check my bags, I’m wearing a skirt and high heels. I barely made it out to the parking lot before she grabbed me and pulled me to the back.

“Ah… there we are.” She said with disdain.

The woman grabbed a necklace out of my bag and placed it on the table. The tag was still attached and the gold chain glimmered under the fluorescent light.

“Fine, you caught me. Congrats.” I said sarcastically. “Keep the stupid necklace — now that I’m getting a close look at it, it’s pretty ugly.”

“I will keep it. And I’ll keep you back here until the cops come.”

My eyes widened. “Cops? You aren’t actually going to call the police because of some stupid necklace, are you?”

She huffed, “This stupid necklace was worth $700…”

I groaned, sinking back in my chair. This was ridiculous. “Well, excuse a poor college girl for trying to save her money for groceries.”

“Is that really your excuse?” She replied, standing tall as she continued to rifle in my bag. Her dirty blonde hair was up in a ponytail, with stray strands dangling down past her face.

The guard had a full figure. Nice, womanly tits and hips pressing up against her clothing.

I was a bit envious. I was on the petite side, and my tits barely filled the bust of my A-cup bra.

“You can quit digging around in there. It was only the necklace.” I whimpered.

The frill of my skirt rode up my thighs as I squirmed on the uncomfortable seat. My hands were locked behind the chair and the digging cuffs were starting to get irritating.

“I’m not going to take the word of a thief. I’ll have to check—”

She slammed her lips shut, pink blush surging through her cheeks.

“Wh-what?” I whimpered.

She cleared her throat, her hand timidly reaching inside my purse and pulling out my small, pink clit vibrator.

My cheeks seared red. “I…Fuck.” I had forgotten I had left that in my purse.

She placed the thing on the metal table between us. Now she was the one squirming.

“Well, didn’t expect to find that.” She chuckled.

My thighs pressed together as I stared at my feet. “That… uhh… that wasn’t supposed to be in there.”

“A bet a little slut like you can’t leave home without it.” She replied, a dirty smirk crossing her pink lips.

“Excuse me?” My head jerked up. Did she really call me that?

“You heard me. Look at that little miniskirt you’re wearing. You’re not fooling anyone.” The woman huffed.

I gulped nervously as she eyed me like fresh meat. The heat of the back office intensified as my heart raced.

“You know… Perhaps the cops don’t need to come after all…” she said, her eyes trailing down to my chest. My heart was fluttering, causing the thin fabric of my white top to ripple.

“O-oh?”

She nodded. “The truth is, I’ve wanted a toy like this for a while. My husband doesn’t really satisfy me anymore.” She began, taking the small pink vibrator between her fingers. “If you let me test this little toy out… I can let you off with a warning…”

My eyes shot open. Was she being serious? The mere thought of this older, beautiful blonde security guard playing with my petite pink toy was enough to make my own pussy wet.

“S-sure. Go ahead.” I huffed. Trying to contain myself.

I squirmed in my chair, my knees spreading just slightly — causing the frill of my skirt to ride further up my thighs.

“Good girl…” The woman said with a wink, her stray blonde hairs framing her face. “But I can’t risk ruining my uniform… So I’m going to need a test piggy.”

My heart skipped a beat as I stared into her misty blue eyes. She wasn’t really suggesting…

I clamped my thighs together, the heat in my pelvis was intense as my eyes darted between hers and the vibrator.

Behind me, the chains of my cuffs rattled against the seat of the chair.

“Y-you can test it on me~” I said with a whimper, surprising even myself.

“Oh? You wouldn’t mind?”

My breath lodged in my throat. “N-no… Please do.”

“Good girl.”

She stood, pushing her chair back. The screech of it against the tile floor made my body shiver.

Slowly, the security guard stepped around the table, her smile deepening as her eyes glimmered with lust.

I couldn’t believe this was happening — My mind was a jumbled mess, but my body wanted it so badly. I could feel my nipples harden, pushing against my bra as my pussy lips gnawed at the fabric of my thong.

She stepped towards me, towering down with the vibrator in hand. “Shall we get those cuffs off?”

I gulped, “L-leave them…”

She laughed deeply, “Such a dirty girl. I knew you were a slut.”

She was right. I was a slut — and deep down, I was loving this.

The woman knelt down on the cool metal floor, her vanilla perfume sending chills up my spine. Her fingers teased at the hem of my skirt, slowly nudging it up to reveal the wet patch on my white panties.

"Well, well... looks like our little slut is quite excited," she said, her voice low and seductive. The way she was looking at me, it was as if she were drinking me in.

Her hands started to dance on my thighs, their warmth seeping through my skin, tracing lazy circles as they ventured higher. The anticipation was unbearable; I was so desperate for her touch that it was making me dizzy.

I groaned, tossing my head back as I squirmed. My hands tugged at the cuffs holding me down as the pleasure of her touch began to build in my head — a storm brewing.

“Ready to be played with?” She asked, planting a delicate kiss on my inner thigh.

I whimpered, nodding my head. “Y-yes… Please!”

She giggled. “Okay, but you have to promise to be a good girl from now on, okay, slut?”

My mind raced as her warm breath landed on my wet panties. “Y-yes, Mommy. I promise!” I gasped.

She laughed louder, tossing her head back. “God, you are so fucking horny, aren’t you? Mommy loves that.” She purred.

Slowly, ever so torturously slow, she slid my panties aside. A gasp escaped from me as the air hit my dripping pussy. Then, she slipped the vibrator between my folds. The sensation left me weak and breathless.

“Mmmh yes~” I purred as I felt the silicon toy run up and down my bald, tight slit.

“So wet… So tight.” She groaned, tossing the skirt up onto my lap.

I bit my lip as I watched her exploring my tight cunt.

With a mischievous grin, she turned the little device on, its hum filling the silence of the room. It vibrated against her fingers initially before she pressed it against my clit. An involuntary moan slipped past my lips making her smirk widen.

“Fuck, look at you~” She purred.

I squirmed like a fish on a hook, my hands desperate to break free and flail in the air.

"Enjoying yourself?" She asked teasingly. I nodded hastily as waves of pleasure washed over me because of her actions.

“Good girl…” She murmured again, using her other hand to hold my legs apart further.

My head lolled back onto the chair as I let her control take over me completely. Each pulse sent a jolt of ecstasy coursing through me.

The vibrator was on its lowest setting, and the woman was only running the tip up and down my slit — but even that was enough to make me moan.

I was cuffed in the back of a mall — being played with and toyed with by a beautiful, older woman. It felt like I was dreaming, and I never wanted to wake up.

“How about we focus in on that little pink clit of yours?” She said with a smirk, “It looks like it has woken up.”

She was right. My pink bulb peered out past the bald hood of my pussy — eager to be played with.

“Let’s get these panties off so you can be nice and spread.” She said, pulling the vibrator from my slit. I huffed, my mind racing as she slowly pulled the white fabric from my legs.

My hips wiggled as she pulled them off my heels.

I leaned back in the chair, my legs nice and spread as each breath I took caused my puffy pussy to ooze out more grool.

She smirked, balling my panties up and putting them off to the side.

“I need you to be nice and quiet, can’t let anyone hear us back here.” She said, whispering into my cunt.

I whimpered, nodding my head. “Y-yes, Mommy. I’ll be quiet.” I gasped.

My entire body was shaking as she ran the vibrator up and down my inner thigh. Even that was enough to make me pant like a dog in heat.

"Good girl," she cooed, inches away from my throbbing clit. Her hot breath against my soaked inner thighs made me writhe in anticipation. She edged the vibrator closer to my core, letting the pulsing tip graze over my slick folds. That fleeting contact had me gasping for breath, a pool of desire seeping out of me onto the chair.

“Just enjoy it~” she moaned, teasing me. “Let the pleasure take over…”

My heart pounded against my ribs as I felt the humming toy make contact with my swollen clit. The vibration was titillating, causing my back to arch off the chair and a muffled moan of pleasure to escape past my lips. The intoxicating sensation made my eyes roll back into my head; all I could see was darkness and stars.

“Ahhh~ Oh god~” I gasped, my back arching and slamming back into the chair.

“Fuck, so eager…” She giggled.

I watched her through half-closed eyes as she pulled the vibrator away slightly and let it hover above me. A whimper slipped past my gritted teeth even though I tried to keep quiet - the brink of climax teasing me cruelly.

"Oh? Do you want more?" She asked with a smirk, turning up the intensity of the vibrator just slightly. My body bucked at the increased stimulation, a garbled "Yes" escaping from my throat before I could stop myself.

She pinned my hips down with her other hand, her fingers digging into the flesh of my thighs as she began to move the vibrator in small, tight circles around my clit. Each circle was pure ecstasy; each pulse was an electric shock that made my nerves sing.

Suddenly, she pressed the vibrator directly onto my pearl. A silent scream ripped through me as waves of pleasure crashed over me one after another until I was drowning in it.

I couldn’t hold it back anymore — the pleasure was too much.

“Oh fuck!” I gasped, my toes curling as I tossed my head back. “Yes!”

She laughed, continuing to push the toy against my bud. “You slut. I told you to be quiet, though, didn’t I?”

“I-I-I’m sorry!” I gasped, barely able to breathe let alone speak.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it.”

The guard reached down, grabbing my moist undies.

I whimpered as she stuffed my mouth with my own panties. Fuck, this was so dirty — which only made it that much hotter.

I bit down on the moist fabric. The taste of my own grool coated my tongue as my eyes rolled back. “Mmmph~” I moaned, my hot and eager groans drowned out by the fabric.

"Shhh..." She said, smirking as she watched me squirm under her touch.

Her fingers slipped between my legs, teasing my dripping entrance. Her touch was feather light but it was enough to have my body convulsing with need. I bucked against her hand, desperate for more, but she only pulled away, leaving me panting and writhing.

"Please," I moaned, the words muffled by the fabric in my mouth.

"What's that?" She asked, feigning ignorance. "I can't hear you."

She continued to tease me, letting the vibrator buzz against my clit as her other hand traced circles around my entrance. It was a sweet torture that had me on the edge of my seat—literally and figuratively. I tried to grind down on her fingers but she only pulled them away further, smirking at my frustrated whimpers.

“You little slut. So eager. But fine — since you’ve been such a willing little slut for Mommy. I suppose you deserve some relief.”

Her fingers finally slid into me then – two of them – stretching and filling me in the most delicious way possible. I let out a choked moan as she moved them in a slow rhythm that matched the vibrations from the toy on my clit.

“Hnnnng~” I gasped, my eyes rolling as I felt my pussy walls clamp around her knuckles.

She wiggled them inside me, scratching my most intimate itch as the vibrators of the toy mixed with the pleasure of her fingers sent me over the edge.

She smirked up at my squirming body, sensing my impending orgasm. “That’s it, girl. Cum for Mommy.”

Her two fingers pushed all the way in and the vibrator pressed against my clit hard. The volcano erupted in my head; the floodgates spilled open as each neuron in my head exploded with sheer ecstasy.

“MMMHHHH~” I gasped, my body shaking and convulsing as my clit erupted.

The woman laughed, pulling her fingers out of my pulsating pussy. Grool dripped from her fingertips as she licked them clean — purring like a cat as she did.

The grool slick vibrator fell to the floor — offering me a tinge of relief from the sheer, unfiltered ecstasy surging through me.

The entire room spun around me as the woman reached up, pulling the panties from my mouth.

“F-fuck~” I gasped, saliva dripping off my chin as I whimpered, leaning back on the chair. “That was amazing.”

“It was, wasn’t it? You came so fucking hard.”

She was right. Each breath I took caused more grool to spill out.

“You are free to go.” The woman huffed, rising to her feet. “But don’t let me catch you shoplifting again, or your next punishment will be much worse… On second thought, please do.”

I giggled. “I think I just might… Go ahead and keep that toy, I’ll get a new one. Think of it as an apology.”

I panted, sweaty covering every inch of my body. I was cuffed in the back of a cramped store, but I felt as though I were on a cloud.

“Good girl.” She replied, “You were such a good slut for mommy today.”

I had never been with an older woman before — but I knew that I couldn’t go back. I was born to be Mommy’s little slut.

Story 3: Whatever It Takes

The locker room door burst open, causing all of us to yelp.

“Where is she? Where the fuck is Lani?” Coach Brooks shouted, her voice booming against the walls.

All eyes fell on me. Fuck.

I crossed my arms against my chest. I had stripped out of my gymnast outfit, leaving me in just my thong.

“Y-yea, coach?” I muttered, feigning innocence.

“My office. Now.” She sneered her black hair in a tattered mess.

I huffed, grabbing my towel and wrapping it around my body before racing out to follow her into her office.

I should have known that cheating in my gymnastic routine was going to get me in trouble. I was so desperate to make the college team, that I figured using a bit of chalk on my hands to improve my grip would go unnoticed. I must not have cleaned up after my try-out routine well enough.

The girl after me must have snitched. Everyone was doing whatever it took to make the team.

I whimpered, my heart racing as I followed her into the office. “Sit.” She commanded snapping at the chair opposite her desk.

Coach Brooks had a reputation for being a hardass and a brutal woman — but she always brought out the best in her athletes. I was about to be torn into. All I could do was sit tall and accept my punishment.

“You really think that cheating would go unnoticed?” She asked, leaning back in her chair.

Blush filled my cheeks as I held the towel around my body. It was a size too small, and it barely covered my thighs as I squirmed in the seat.

“Well… I… I…” My mind was racing with a million thoughts. Should I feign innocence? Pretend it wasn’t me? Perhaps I should try and fake cry my way out of this.

No, that would be stupid. My ditzy blonde girl persona worked on dumb boys — but there was no chance it would work with Coach Brooks.

No… My only chance would be to own up to my cheating and take my punishment like an adult. Perhaps she would have mercy on me.

Up until that point, I had been one of the best girls at try-outs. I likely didn’t even need to cheat in order to make the team — but I was greedy.

I sighed, holding the soft towel up to my chest. “Okay… Fine. I admit it. I used some chalk to improve my grip… But—”

“No buts.” She snapped back, her hair in a frenzy as she jumped to her feet and slammed her hands on the desk. “You’ve disrespected me and this entire program!”

I huffed rolling my eyes. “It’s not that big of a deal…”

The fire in her eyes could melt the ice caps. “Excuse me? I’m tired of little brats like you who come into my program and expect to fall into a spot on the team. Nobody wants to work hard anymore!”

I scrunched my face up, unable to hold it in any longer. “You’re the one who needs to be excused! I’ve worked my ass off to get here. If anything, my cheating just proves that I’d do anything to make it!”

I stood to match her gaze. The woman was a foot taller than me, but I didn’t back down.

Despite trying to hold my ground, I couldn’t keep my body from shaking. I was never the confrontational type — but ever since coming to college — I felt like a brand new woman. Still, facing off against a woman like Coach Brooks was something else entirely.

My body shook, as did the towel dangling around my body. My hands clenched the fabric as she snarled at me like a dog about to pounce.

“All you girls say the same thing. You’d do anything to make the team — until I ask for something that is too hard or too tiring — then you bail.”

“Not me.” I retorted bluntly. “I’ll do anything.”

The fire in my soul burnt. It was always my dream to make a collegiate gymnastics team — especially one as highly acclaimed as this one. I wouldn’t back down, no matter what.

“Prove it then.” She said, her face rigid and cold.

“P-prove it… how?”

Her eyes flickered to the towel draped around my body, a spark of something wicked igniting in her gaze. "Get rid of that," she commanded, gesturing towards it.

My eyes widened and I felt my breath hitch. My hands clung tighter to the cloth as if I were hugging it for dear life. The anxiety pounding in my chest was quickly replaced by an unexpected charge of heat. "What?" I stuttered out, disbelief seeping into my tone.

She smiled, her ruby-red lips pulling up at one corner, "Show me your commitment... bare yourself to me."

The air between us crackled, her gaze on me just as intense as the proposition she just put forth. The single fluorescent light overhead bounced off her well-proportioned muscles, bringing out the shadows and undulating curves in just the right places. Her attire, a seemingly modest tracksuit, had never looked so provocative.

For a moment, everything inside me screamed to bolt out the door, but then a strange force started vibrating within me—desire. It radiated off of her like flames from a roaring fire, melting away my inhibitions and reinforcing my resolve.

"Okay~" My voice was barely above a whisper, but it carried enough power to drown out the rushing blood in my ears. I reached up with trembling hands and grabbed the edge of the towel. My heart pounded like a drum against my ribs as I slowly let the fabric drop down from my body.

This… Was so wrong? But then why did it feel so right? My grip around the towel loosened, causing heat to rush into my cheeks.

Coach Brooks smirked, her eyes lingering on my peering cleavage.

I took a deep breath, my heart and clit racing.

Then. I let go.

The towel fluttered to the floor around my socks like an autumn leaf — leaving me completely naked.

I whimpered, unable to keep the heat from my cheeks as her gaze paralyzed me. The grizzled coach’s gaze explored every inch of my petite, slender body — but her face didn’t reveal any emotion at all.

“W-well?” I finally muttered, the air in the office refusing to fill my lungs.

“... Amazing.” She huffed.

My heart skipped a beat. I could barely keep the giddy smirk off my lips. Sure, the college boys I slept with all loved my body — of course they did. The fact that such an older, sexier coach shared that same admiration was intoxicating. My perky pink nipples hardened and my pussy lips bloomed like a flower after spring rain.

I felt a surge of confidence rushing through me as I slowly circled around the desk. “You know, coach… Perhaps I can really go the extra mile to show how eager I am.”

“Oh?” she said, tilting her head.

I bit my lip — a bead of grool running down my thigh.

Each step closer I took caused the heat in my pelvis to rise. The scent of my cherry perfume lingered in the air as I stepped up to her, my delicate and trembling hands riding up her body.

“How about you sit down and let me show you?” I said with a giddy wink.

A smirk broke on her lips. “You really are trying to win me over, aren’t you?” She chuckled, lowering herself down in her seat. “Well then, go ahead girl.”

I giggled, falling between her thick thighs. The carpet dug into my knees as I squirmed, my hands running up and down her legs.

“If you want a girl who is going to go the extra mile… Look no further.” I huffed, the horny energy guiding my actions.

I could feel the heat radiating off her already, a beacon of lust calling me through the fog of desire. Slowly, my hands crept up to her waistband. My heavy breaths echoed in the small office as I hooked my thumbs into the elastic of her gym shorts. I paused for a moment, glancing up to meet her gaze. “I’m going to prove that once and for all.”

"Do it," she whispered, her voice heavy with anticipation.

My heartbeat pounded in my ears, drowning out all other sounds. I gave a small nod and tugged down her shorts, baring the damp fabric of her dark panties to me. A patch of curly hair barely concealed by the soaked cotton stared back at me.

I gulped audibly, surprised at how turned on she was already. My hands skimmed over her thighs once more before dipping beneath the elastic of her underwear. The pulsating warmth that greeted my touch sent a shiver up my spine, bringing a soft gasp from my lips.

"God, you're wet," I breathed, my words muffled against the skin of her thigh.

A soft chuckle escaped from Coach Brooks' lips as she watched me explore her body. "And you've yet to see half of it."

She shifted slightly in her chair, urging me forward. My heart pounded like a drum against my ribs as I pulled down her panties too, revealing her glistening wetness below.

“Fuck…” I huffed as she kicked away her panties, spreading her muscular thighs.

Her pussy was beautiful. The lips were tonged brown and soft, curly pubes circled the labia and clit hood.

The scent of her musty, salty grool hit me like a truck as I leaned forward, my face snuggling between her body.

She let out a moan as my eager breath landed on her clit — just barely peering out past the folds.

“Mmmh, go ahead. Show how willing you are.” She said, her butt shifting to the edge of the chair.

I glanced up at her with lust in my blue eyes. My hands curled around her thighs as they clamped around my panting face.

“Yes, Mommy~” I purred, before draping my tongue out and running it up the length of her wet cunt.

“Ohhh!” She gasped, gripping my hair as the taste of her salty wetness coated my mouth.

I purred like a cat as she held me up against her intimate pussy. My nose pushed against the moist pubes of her clit as her pillow-soft thighs suffocated me.

My tongue continued to run laps up and down her slit, burying deeper with each pass.

Her moans rang in my ears like choir bells as I played with her pussy.

Suddenly, she clamped her thighs even tighter around my head, yanking my hair as she bucked into my mouth. "Oh yes...just like that," Coach moaned out between clenched teeth. Her hips thrust in rhythm with the swirls of my tongue, grinding against my face.

My hand curled between her thighs as she squirmed. My tongue focused on her clit, wrapping it and pushing against it like a little button.

“Ahhh god!” She cried out, not caring as to who might hear.

“Mmmph~” I purred, sucking her clit as my two fingers pushed against the base of her cunt.

"Fuck!" She yelped as I pushed a finger inside of her. The feel of her tight walls clenching around it made me moan into her flesh, muffled by her wetness.

"More..." she begged, voice hoarse and desperate. I moved a second finger to join the first one, watching in delight as Coach's face screwed up in pleasure and desire.

Every gasp, every moan echoed in my ears and made me want more. I dragged my tongue along her soft folds one more time before pulling back to add a third finger.

Her cunt gripped my fingers like a glove as I pushed them in and out of her body, my tongue pleasuring her clit as she clamped her thighs around me like a vice. Her hands gripped my roots, guiding my mouth all over her pussy.

My mind raced, each breath I took caused only her scent to fill my lungs as the taste of her wetness overtook my entire being.

I need her — so fucking bad.

My fingers moved inside her tight body. I had never fingered a woman before — but my fingers moved as if they knew exactly what to do. Each curl and each twitch made her body writhe and caused another moan to escape her lips.

“Ohh fuck… Lani~ Just like that!”
I moaned, my eyes rolling back as the ecstasy took me over as well. My thong was soaking wet with grool and I clenched my thighs shut.

Each lash of my tongue against her clit caused pleasure to surge through me just as much as her.

“I’m gonna...I’m gonna…” She stuttered, her voice barely a whisper. My fingers pumped in and out of her. I felt her getting closer to the edge — closer to that unraveling ecstasy.

“Come on Coach, cum for me.” I challenged, my voice husky against her pussy. My fingers fired off like pistons in and out of her sopping wet cunt. Her sticky grool lathered them like webbing as my tongue flicked her throbbing clit.

Her body jerked violently as she gripped my hair tighter. Her moans started to morph into screams as she lost herself amidst the pleasure. “Fuck! Lani!”

My jaw ached with the continued onslaught, but her taste was so intoxicating, it spurred me on. My fingers curled inside her, reaching deeper.

Her hips moved erratically with her impending orgasm, finding solace as my lips remained latched onto her wet folds. Her heel dug into my back, pushing me further into her — urging me to maintain my relentless rhythm.

“Lani...” she whimpered, “I’m close…”

“Yes,” I grunted back at her, increasing the speed of my thrusts. My own clit throbbed in sympathy — and in eagerness. But this was about Coach; I wanted to make her cum.

My tongue rolled over her clit one last time before taking it between my teeth and giving it a gentle bite. At the same time, my fingers curled against a spot inside of her that made Coach’s pussy clench around them with such fervor that it winded me.

“Fuck--!” She screamed as she collapsed onto the chair — soaked with sweat and grool. Her orgasm came crashing down like a wave, overwhelming us both with its intensity.

Her juices flowed out around my fingers and ran down onto the carpet as I pulled them out of her pussy. Each gasp she took caused more wetness to spill out onto her ass and pubes.

I giggled, huffing as I fell back on my ass. I couldn’t help but stick my fingers into my mouth, sucking deeply as the grool coated every inch of my mouth.

“Mmmh~” I purred, sucking each finger dry. “I hope I proved how much I want this… Mommy.”

She whimpered, squirming as the remnants of her intense orgasm caused her entire body to spasm.

“You… You absolutely did. Fuck…”

I laughed, my own thighs spreading as I reached down with my moist fingers.

I slipped my hand into my thong and pushed my fingers deep into my slit. I was tight, but so wet that my fingers pushed in easily.

“Ohhh, fuck!” I moaned, my hand rubbing my tight, bald pussy.

Coach Brooks moaned as she watched me pleasure and write on the floor. “Good girl… You’re so good at playing with pussy… But there is still a lot for you to learn. When you make the team, I’ll be sure to teach you everything I know.”

I smirked, my eyes fluttering close as I pushed against my clit. “Th-thank you… Mommy. I can’t wait~”
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