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The Minxy Mascot

The air was buzzing with lively excitement on the college campus as homecoming weekend kicked into full gear. The school spirit event was a long-standing tradition, filled with a myriad of pep rallies in order to show pride for the football team. It was a time for students to take their mind off of midterm projects, tests, and essays and focus their energy on more fun affairs. College, no doubt, was a trying time for a lot of students and what better way to let off some steam than to get hyped up for the weekend game?

In the middle of the quad, there was a huge stage set up for performances. There were an abundance of students clad in their blue and white school colors, gathered in clusters, chanting the school fight song. The cheerleading squad had been practicing for weeks for this moment – this was one of their biggest performances of the season.

Tessa, the cheerleading squad’s lead cheerleader was practically vibrating with anticipation as she stood behind the stage, waiting for her and her squad’s cue. Tessa was the picture of athletic grace, her blonde hair often tied up in a high ponytail that swayed elegantly with each movement. Her skin was sun-kissed, a warm, tan glow. Standing tall, her posture was confident and strong and commanded attention from anyone in the room with her. Her physique was lean and toned from all the years she had spent cheerleading and going through intense athletic training. She had incredibly well defined muscles, clearly demonstrating both flexibility and strength. Despite her confidence, her heart was racing, not only because she was performing in front of a huge portion of the student body, but because of the mascot, Tango the Tiger. Tango would join her on stage for the big cheerleading routine. Tango was the physical embodiment of school spirit and was larger than life. Tango had bold orange and black stripes, sharp eyes, and a confident stance that exudes pure excitement that made Tango a crowd-pleaser.

However, recently to Tessa, Tango had become a bit of a mystery. Their encounters, oftentimes brief– were mere flashes of cheer and enthusiasm on game days. Tessa had started to become drawn to the person behind the mascot’s big, fluffy head. There was a way that Tango seemed to always watch her when she led the cheers directed at the crowd. There was a way that Tango watched her as her curves hugged her cheer uniform. There were moments her skirt slipped a little too far up her thighs and there were moments that she bent over during a routine, only to see Tango looking directly at her. It left Tessa wondering if there was more to their connection than she had ever realized before.

As usual, the mascot’s entry was dramatic. Tango never disappointed as they strutted on the stage in near perfect rhythm and synchronization with the music. But this time was seemingly different. Tessa caught a brief glimpse of the person inside the mascot’s suit–their eyes glinting with an unspoken energy as they locked eyes with her from across the stage. It was as though the entire world around them faded away and there was a deep sense of warmth that rushed through her body as she matched Tango’s energy within the routine.

For the duration of the routine, the crowd cheered louder than ever, deeply enthused with the electric energy between Tessa and Tango as they performed their cheers. Through this, there was an undeniable connection building, with an essence of flirtation and curiosity between the two of them. Their bodies moved with purpose, fluid, yet powerful. When the final cheer ended, Tessa and Tango stood side by side, their arms raised in a victory stance. The crowd’s applause was deafening, every student was pepped up and ready for the continuing celebration.

As the crowd slowly started to disperse, Tessa lingered behind, her heart fluttering in a way she had not expected from Tango. Tango came closer to give her a high-five, the two of them standing in the middle of the emptying stage.

“You were amazing.” Tessa said, her words slipping out without hesitation.

“I think you were the one that stole the show.” they responded, their voice muffled by the mascot suit. Tessa realized that this homecoming event might be the start of something far more exciting than she had ever anticipated.

“Hah, thanks. This was fun.” It was her senior year of undergraduate school, and her first homecoming game as the cheer captain. She began to pace back and forth between her two legs with her pom poms behind her. She was starting to get a little nervous. This was the most interaction that the two of them had ever had.

“What do you say we get out of here and get to know each other? I know you’ve noticed that I’ve been checking you out for a while now.” Tango said, ready to see where the night took them.

There was one thing the school insisted on keeping strictly under wraps, the true identity of Tango the Tiger. No one was ever meant to know who was behind the tiger suit. The mystery had become part of the legend, a looming source of intrigue. Tessa, in particular, had always understood the importance of the mystery. Sure, she had countless memories of Tango over the years, but ultimately, Tessa had no clue who the person behind the mask was. There was always a certain charm about Tango’s anonymity that made it even more exciting, especially when they started their flirtatious banter with one another. She loved the idea that anyone she knew could be the one hiding behind the Tiger mascot. But tonight, she was going to find out who it was once and for all.

The streets of campus were alive with music, laughter, and excitement as the homecoming celebration continued to sweep throughout the entire campus. Tessa walked side by side with Tango, their arms casually intertwined. The atmosphere was electric, but there was special energy looming between the two of them. It was a playful spark that continued to grow stronger with each passing moment the two of them walked with one another. Ripples of recognition ran through the crowds they passed, it was the head cheerleader and the mascot – the dynamic duo that were the physical embodiment of school spirit.

“I can’t believe it – that’s the ultimate power couple right there.” a student shouted with a grin, pointing in their direction. A few other students nodded their heads in agreement. Tessa couldn’t help but feel excited at the thought of being considered an item with the mascot.

As they passed, more cheers came from the student body.

“You two were amazing!”  shouted one student, holding up her phone to snap a selfie with the two of them.

“Well, well, Tango,” she teased, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “You clean up pretty well for a wild animal.”

Teango let out a low, teasing growl, “Only because you’re by my side. You make everything look better.” Tessa rolled her eyes, but couldn’t suppress the smile that started to creep onto her face.

As the two of them continued walking down the street, they started to get away from all the lively student action. The path was significantly quieter now, with fewer people around. There was a soft rustle of autumn leaves that set up a cozy backdrop for their walk back to the dorms.

As they approached the steps of Tessa’s dorm, Tessa paused, glancing back at Tango. “Are you sure you want to come in?”

Tango giggled, “The school is my natural habitat, you think I can’t handle it?”

Tessa snorted playfully, shaking her head as she pushed open the door to the dorm. As they stepped inside, both reminded of the familiarity of the dorms. But with Tango by Tessa’s side, this felt like a whole new adventure for the two of them.

“Welcome to my room.” She said with a wink, kicking off her shoes. She sat down on her bed. Tango plopped down beside her.

“I guess now’s the time…” Tango said, removing their mascot head.

Tessa froze for a moment, her eyes widening as the mascot’s head started to come off, revealing long, dark hair that cascaded past the shoulders of a stunning woman with a magnetic pull. The last thing that she expected to see was this – Tango was a beautiful, graceful woman.

The transformation left Tessa speechless for a moment and her pulse quickened. There was a raw, powerful allure in the way that the woman held herself, and Tessa couldn’t help but feel drawn to her. Her skin was a smooth, rich brown, that glistened softly in the ambient lighting in Tessa’s dorm room. Her deep, natural hue was punctuated by a brief scattering on tiny freckles across her nose.

“Surprised? I’m Heather.” she said, her voice rich and velvety, a stark contrast to the playfully aggressive growls of the mascot.

Tessa swallowed hard. She didn't know how much she wanted to know who was behind the mask, but the fact that it was this gorgeous woman made her weak in the knees. Truthfully, she was fully expecting it to be some conventionally attractive guy, but this was even better. Tessa had always accepted that she was attracted to women, but never really acted on it. Maybe now was the time and place to finally act on her fantasy of being with another woman.

“I—wow.” Tessa finally managed to whisper, her words nearly breathless. “ I didn’t know… I mean, I wouldn’t have ever guessed. You’re a girl?”

“I’m me,” Heather interrupted her softly, her eyes sparkling with a hint of mischief, “I’ve always been Tango, but this is the real me.”

The words lingered in the air. There was no denying anything now – the chemistry between the two of them was real, undeniable. Tessa was drawn to Tango initially, but now was even further drawn in by Heather.

Heather started to unzip the tiger costume, “Oh… Sorry. It gets hot under there.” She blushed. She was wearing nothing but a sports bra and shorts.

“Oh… That’s alright. Do you want a change of clothes?” Tessa asked. Part of her was hoping she would stay in what she was already wearing.

“Only if you want me to change.” Heather smirked with a confident, playful curve of the lips.

“I can’t say that I do.” The air thickened around them as the two of them locked eyes intensely. Both of them knew what was about to happen. Eventually, the two of them leaned into one another and started passionately kissing. They started to grab each other, scratching deeply into each other’s backs. They needed to be as close to each other as possible.

Tessa began to kiss Heather’s perky, black, tits and started to undress her more than she was already undressed. She slipped Heather’s black sports bra over her head, and started lightly suckling upon her darkened, hard nipples. Tessa could not resist nibbling on one nipple and massaging the other nipple with her thumb and pointer finger. Now that more of the mascot costume was off, Tessa could see how curvy Heather really is.

Eventually Heather started to slip off Tessa’s cheerleading uniform and got on top of her. They were playing with each other’s tits and eventually Heather’s hand started to sneak its way down to Tessa’s panties. She went under her panties, collecting her wetness with her fingers. She lifted her fingers out, and sucked on them, tasting and taking in Tessa’s sexy aroma. She quickly brought her fingers back down, still lubricated from the mixture of Tessa’s juices and her saliva, and shoved two fingers inside Tessa’s begging hole.

Tessa loved the way that Heather was stroking her G spot with each stroke of her fingers. Her legs started moving uncontrollably and her moans started to grow louder and louder. Tessa grabbed the hand that was fingering her, shoving the fingers deeper inside of her. Heather happily went deeper, feeling Tessa’s pussy pulsate against her fingers. She could feel Tessa getting closer to climaxing all over her fingers. Soon enough, Tessa left out a screaming moan that caused her body to spasm, cumming juices all over Heather’s fingers. Heather takes her fingers out of Tessa again,  this time placing them on Tessa’s tongue. Tessa sucked them as she tasted herself on Heather’s ethereal, brown skin.

Tessa was ready to return the favor, and got ready to go down on Heather. She kissed her way down Heather’s body, making her way to her pussy. There were parts to her that were nervous, she had never done this before. But, there was this animalistic drive that was granting her the momentum and confidence to devour Heather’s pussy. She started by licking up and down Heather’s slit, tasting all of her juices. She started licking circles around Heather’s clit, causing Heather’s hips to buck up and down. Tessa reached up and used one hand to play with Heather’s dark, erect nipples while ravenously consuming her pussy. She couldn’t get enough of Heather’s body. Heather’s legs began to shake uncontrollably as she was getting closer to reaching a climax. Her pussy exploded all over Tessa’s face. Tessa licked her lips, taking in all the juices that were all over her.

“I have an idea.” Tessa said slyly. Before Heather could even react, Tessa took out two pulsating vibrators from her nightside drawer. “Let’s use these.”

Tessa handed one of the vibrators over to Heather. Heather’s clit was throbbing from the stimulation, and she knew it wouldn’t take much for her to cum all over again. Heather sat up with her torso placed alongside the headboard with her legs spread. Tessa went to the other end of the bed facing Heather. She was sitting up with her legs spread. Both women carefully placed the vibrators on their clits, and felt the vibrating pulses spread throughout their entire body,  centralizing on their clits. It was so erotic for the two of them to be putting on a show for the other, seeing another gorgeous woman’s body in pure ecstasy drove them both crazy. Their moans echoed one another as they both felt each other getting closer to orgasm. Tessa came first, the vibrations building up more and more until she couldn’t help but burst all over the sheets. Heather came shortly thereafter, incredibly aroused by the sight of Tessa exploding all over the sheets.

“Again…” Heather moaned as she kept the vibrator on her clit, her orgasms starting to roll.

“Fuck yes…” Tessa cried out as her orgasm built up again, her clit pulsating with sensitivity from the last orgasm.

The two of them came in unison with one another, their hips grinding, begging to get a touch from the other. Eventually Tessa pushed the vibrator off to the side and placed the vibrator that Heather was using onto the pillow and started to straddle her. She placed her aching, wet pussy on top of Heather’s and started grinding her clit on hers. The two of them were in perfect rhythm with one another. They shared that perfect rhythm out on the stage performing, but they were able to channel that into their sexuality with one another. Their juices mixed, dripping onto the sheets making them soaking wet.

“You feel so fucking good baby.” Heather says, grabbing Tessa’s gyrating hips.

“Mmmm…You too. I love the feeling of you rubbing on my clit.” Tessa said, grabbing her tits as she continued to speed up the motion of her grinding hips.

The two of them were building up to another orgasm. Heather purred with excitement as she felt herself growing closer to climax. The two of them came, one after the other and Tessa collapsed next to Heather. The two began breathing heavily, locking eyes intensely as they caressed each other’s naked bodies.

“One more?” Tessa suggested, eager to taste Heather at least one more time.

“Yes.” Heather agreed.

Tessa moved on top of Heather, dropping her cunt into Heather’s face. Heather spread her legs a little, allowing for Tessa to have full access again to her dripping pussy. The two started licking one another’s dripping pussies. They both had cum so much previously, their clits were throbbing with orgasmic anticipation for the next time that they climaxed. Heather started suckling upon Tessa’s clit which caused Tessa to tense her entire body, grinding her pussy deeper into Heather’s face. It was hard to keep up with pleasing Heather, when Heather was making her pussy feel so good. She moaned into Heather’s pussy, the noise providing a little erotic vibration that felt incredible to Heather. Tessa started moving her head side to side, devouring the pussy in front of her like it was her last meal. Heather’s thighs started to tighten around Tessa’s head, her toes curling. The two of them were in heaven, pleasing each other. Heather grabbed Tessa’s ass as she continued to eat her pussy.

Tessa exploded into Heather’s mouth, her sweet juices leaking all over Heather’s mouth. Heather continued to lap up all of the juices, using her tongue to make light strokes up and down Tessa’s wet slit as she let out a powerful orgasm. Soon enough, Heather started to grind her pussy into Tessa’s face and let out an intense orgasm. Tessa buried her face into Heather’s pussy as Heather grabbed Tessa’s hair and pushed her closer into her heated cunt.

The two of them laid down next to one another, their naked bodies hastily breathing up and down.

“That was nice… Although I have to admit, I didn’t expect to find myself cuddling with THE Tango tonight.” Tessa says calmly, locking eyes with Heather.

“Hey now… I’m more than a mascot. You’ve got to know that by now.” Heather giggles taking one hand and cupping the side of Tessa’s face after putting a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Guess I’ll have to do some more research, won’t I?” Tessa’s voice lowered ever so slightly, tension hanging in the air between the two of them. The two of them started to kiss passionately once again, tasting themselves on each other’s lips.

Heather pulled away from the kiss, her voice soft and teasing, “You’re more than welcome to do some research after the big game tomorrow, you know? Maybe I’ll even catch you in the locker room.”

Tessa smirked, her heart racing a little faster at the playful tension between the two of them. Now that Tessa knew Tango’s true identity, the tense of mystery that had always been shrouding the mascot was still somehow intact, but it had taken on a new form. There were layers beneath Tango, or Heather, now. Tessa couldn’t help but feel a delicious excitement in the secrecy that lingered — an intimate bond the two of them shared. There was something intoxicating about that, that their connection was theirs alone. She was ready to keep making this tiger growl for her.


Stretched Out

Morgan had always been one of the shining stars of her college cheerleading team. With her red hair always tied up in a tight ponytail, bouncing as she continuously executed her flawless stunts and routines. Morgan was the perfect picture of strength and agility. Her legs were long and toned and her core was defined. Her arms, though slender, were strong. She was clearly known for her energy, enthusiasm, and overall commitment to the sport. But, as the biggest national competition of the year approached, the pressure was mounting. This year in particular, her team had pushed their routine to the next level, incorporating even more intricate stunts and tumbling passes. Unfortunately for Morgan, however, one aspect of the routine was starting to feel like a hurdle: her flexibility.

While Morgan had always been athletic and strong, she seemed to struggle with her flexibility far more in comparison to the other girls on the team. Every time she tried to stretch just a little further or push herself even more to hold a split longer, the tightness in her muscles never failed to make her feel like she wasn’t improving fast enough. She felt the pressure intensely, as she knew the judges would be paying close attention, especially with this being the biggest national competition of the year. She feared that her lack of flexibility in comparison to her teammates would be the reason her team lost points. The clock was ticking, and the day of the competition was approaching quickly.

Each and every single practice became a mix of tension and determination as Morgan was desperate to improve her stretching. She was set on growth and getting herself to where she needed to be for the big day. Despite this mindset, the anxiety only seemed to grow. She would sneak glances at her teammates who had the ability to effortlessly execute some of the most advanced splits and stretches and couldn’t help but compare herself. She thought to herself, how could I ever compete with their natural flexibility? Oftentimes she would lay in bed at night, mentally replaying the hours of practice the day prior trying to figure out where she might have gone wrong, or wondering if she hadn’t pushed herself enough. No matter how much she practiced, seeds of doubt continued to develop in her brain. She desperately wanted to make this routine perfect. Cheerleading was important to her, and she never wanted to let down her coaches or her teammates.

Practice was supposed to be a safe space where she could focus, leave the stresses of her everyday left behind, and be committed to her sport. She didn’t have to think about her college classes, she didn’t have to think about the stress of her relationships, this was time for her. The more she tried to improve her flexibility, the greater she started to doubt her abilities. She went to countless visits at the physical therapist’s office in an attempt to make up for her flexibility shortcomings. No matter what she did, nothing ever seemed to help.

One evening, after a particularly intense practice, Morgan lingered behind in the locker room while others left practice. She unrolled her mat one last time, the dim lights of the locker room casting a myriad of long shadows around her. She sat there for a beat. She went to stretch for what felt like the hundredth time that day.

Sophia and Cami walked back into the locker room. Sophia had golden blonde hair and her posture always happened to exude confidence, showing how much effort she put into sculpting her body to be strong and flexible. She was compact with muscle, with broad shoulders and defined biceps. Her legs were short, yet were incredibly strong, proving how much of a powerhouse she truly was. Cami had a more graceful, yet equally strong physique, blending femininity and power alike. She had black hair which demonstrated grace. Although clearly fit, she did have more curves than the average  cheerleader. The two of them exchanged a look before walking over to Morgan. Cami placed her hand gently on Morgan’s shoulder. “Hey, what’s going on? You seem pretty…off today.”

Morgan let out a shaky sigh, trying to mask her frustration to the two girls before her. “I just… I don’t feel like I’m flexible enough. I’ve been stretching so much, but it never feels like it's enough.”

Sophia sighed empathetically, “I get that. This time of the year is the most difficult time of the year.”

“Yeah. It’s just a lot of pressure.” Morgan buried her head in her hands.

“You know,” Cami said, “I used to be in the same position as you, but Sophia really helped guide me through the stretches in a special way. I think that could really help you.” Sophia nodded her head in agreement.

“What do you mean, special?” Morgan gave Cami a puzzled look.

“You’ll just have to see to find out. Do you trust us?” Cami said, a twinkle of mischief in her eyes.

“...Okay.” Morgan said with a hint of nervous tension, unsure what to expect from the two girls.

With that, Sophia and Cami started to guide Morgan through a series of stretches. “Get on your back and spread your legs out.” Sophia said. Morgan followed Sophia’s instructions. Sophia helped stretch Morgan’s hamstrings, but her hand seemed to sneak close into Morgan’s inner thigh, rubbing slightly closer to Morgan’s pussy.

Morgan started to get nervous and her pulse quickened. She started to get turned on with how close Sophia was getting to her pussy. It felt embarrassing, in a way, because it’s not like this stretching was inherently sexual. She had always been attracted to Sophia, but never acted on anything because they were strictly teammates and had a code to follow.

Cami went on the other side, doing the same motions as Sophia was doing on Cami’s other leg. Soon enough, dampness started to formulate in Morgan’s panties.

“Oh, wow.” Cami smirked deeply, “I didn’t expect you to get this excited this fast.” She rubbed Morgan’s clit underneath her skirt, through her panties.

“I— What?” Morgan stammered. Cami and Sophia clearly had noticed how turned on Morgan was from rubbing her inner thighs, but in Cami’s tone, it was noticeably intentional with what they were doing. She couldn’t believe that something that felt so wrong, could also feel so right.

“Mmmm. Let me see.” Sophia said, pushing Cami’s hand out of the way to feel Morgan’s wetness pooling through her panties. Sophia started to rub light circles on Morgan’s clit.

Morgan’s legs tensed up involuntarily, incredibly aroused by the series of events unfolding before her. Sophia and Cami both spread Morgan’s legs back open to the stretch they were having her do. “You gotta hold the stretch while we do this.” Sophia whispered in Morgan’s ear. Morgan took a deep breath, and continued to hold the stretch in place while Sophia kept rubbing around her clit. It was hard for her, certainly, but it felt incredible.

Before she knew it, Sophia slipped her fingers underneath Morgan’s underwear, and started rubbing directly onto Morgan’s throbbing clit. She collected some of the wetness that was pooling out of her, and rubbed that onto her clit. It was almost agonizing for Morgan the slow pace that Sophia was going and she knew that she wanted more.

“Please… Faster.” Morgan begged.

“If you insist.” Sophia giggled, and started rubbing even faster circles onto Morgan’s clit. While she was stimulating Morgan, she nodded over to Cami to spread Morgan’s legs a little bit more at the same time as her. Morgan was getting into a very deep stretch. With each circle that Sophia rubbed, Morgan moaned deeply. She was focused on not only getting this stretch in, but also orgasming. Her legs tightened ever so slightly, but the two women keeping her stretched out held her firmly in her place. While Sophia was stimulating her clit, Cami slipped two fingers inside her dripping slit and fingered her using the come hither motion. The feeling of the two touching her at the same time drove Morgan over the edge, and she came all over Cami’s fingers. Cami removed her fingers and tasted Morgan. “Let’s move into a different stretch.”

Cami guided Morgan to stand up and bend over to touch her toes. Cami sat on the ground behind Morgan and firmly grasped her ass. “Remember to hold this stretch.” Cami spread Morgan’s cheeks and started devouring her ass. She moved her hands from grabbing her ass, to grabbing her hips to stabilize her in place as she started licking up and down Morgan’s perky little ass. Cami grinded her face into Morgan’s perky behind.

Morgan was taken by surprise, she had never had her ass eaten before and it kind of tickled, but in a really pleasurable kind of way. It was hard to keep herself bent over and stretching while this happened, so Sophia helped stabilize her even further as Morgan’s legs wiggled. Morgan moaned in intense pleasure as Cami started tongue fucking Morgan’s tight hole. Cami continued to apply pressure, shoving her tongue deeper into Morgan’s ass, massaging the external parts with her lips. Morgan started to shake uncontrollably as she climaxed.

“That was… Incredible.” Morgan was starting to breathe heavily. It was so hard for her to process the amount of pleasure that she was in as well as the situation that she had gotten herself into.

“Now let me get a taste of that pretty pussy of yours.” Sophia said. “Get into a deep lunge.”

Morgan assumed the position of a deep lunge and lowered her pussy onto Sophia’s face. Sophia started suckling upon Morgan’s clit, taking in all of her juices. Morgan’s legs were shaking from the intensity of the deep lunge, paired with the fact that she was so aroused by Sophia going down on her. Sophia licked circles around Morgan’s clit.

“Keep holding that stretch, baby.” Cami said in a reassuring tone, pushing her lunge deeper into Sophia’s face. Sophia loved the feeling of Morgan’s pussy smothering her, and she moaned in delight. Her moans sent waves of small vibrations through Morgan’s pussy, which made her moan even louder. The intensity and speed of Sophia’s licks grew stronger and stronger, driving Morgan crazy. Morgan’s cunt started to explode all over Sophia’s face, her clit pulsating from all the orgasms that she had gone through.

“One more stretch.” Sophia said, “Cami needs to taste that pretty pussy of yours.”

“Lay down on your side.” Cami instructed. Morgan went to lay on her right side and Sophia lifted her leg up into the air, close to her ear. Cami didn’t have any hesitation and buried her face into Morgan’s pussy. She licked up and down her dripping slit, mixing her saliva with Morgan’s sweet nectar. She nibbled on her clit which sent jolts throughout Morgan’s body. She started to lick circles all around and stopped abruptly.

“What are you doing?” Morgan asked, she was desperate to keep being licked all over by Cami.

“I just figured if we’re stretching you one way, we should stretch you another way too.” Cami said slyly. She went over to her backpack and took out a vibrating dildo. “We’re going to stretch you out with all eight and a half inches of this.”

Morgan gulped, she had rarely taken anything bigger than a finger or two in her pussy, but she trusted Cami. These girls had made her feel waves of pleasure that she had not felt in a long time, or ever for that matter. Morgan’s breathing stopped for a moment as Cami approached her pussy and slowly shoved the toy inside her, turning it on. With each inch deeper the toy got, Morgan felt a minor burning sensation that was quickly met with pleasure as the vibrations started stimulating her G spot. Her muscles tensed up when Cami shoved the toy in and out of her, while she resumed sucking on her clit.

“I got you…” Sophia said, helping Morgan hold the stretch, even when her muscles were contracting and fighting it.

Morgan was in pure ecstasy while she was stimulated by Cami’s tongue and the toy. She felt incredible and moaned deeply while still making the effort to take deep breaths to work herself into the deep stretch. She placed her hand on the back of Cami’s hair and grinded her pussy deeper into her face, which drove Cami crazy. Morgan had already cum so much prior, that she was ready to cum again and bursted her wetness all over Cami’s face.

“Ladies? Everything alright in there?” Coach Williams shouted from the front of the locker room. No doubt she heard all the commotion going on and had to have wondered what was going on. None of the girls wanted to get caught.

“Alright,” Cami raised her head out from between Morgan’s thighs, “Your stretching intensive is over for today. But, if you do well at the upcoming competition, we’ll have to give you a reward.”

Morgan felt stretched out and so turned on. She wanted to have this happen again, so she was motivated to do her very best to get off even more. Not only this, but she wanted to return the favor. Cami and Sophia felt disappointed that all of them couldn’t continue their locker room escapades, but had full confidence and faith in Morgan that she would perform well, and that this wouldn’t be the last time the three of them played with each other.

…At the competition

As the team’s turn approached at the competition, Morgan allowed herself a moment to close her eyes and remember what happened with her teammates in the locker room. She could hear the crowd roaring in the distance, but she wasn’t focused on them. She remembered how hot it was to be stretched out by her teammates. She remembered her “reward” for doing good at this competition, and she’d give anything to feel the ecstasy that those two girls put her through. Being able to cum for them again was more than enough motivation to get her to ace this routine to the best of her ability.

When the music began, Morgan threw herself into the routine with an ignited fire and passion that she had never felt before. Her stunts were sharp as she executed each movement with an infectious energy and precision that made the crowd erupt with excitement. Even as she transitioned into those moments in the routine that required more flexibility, she felt even more determined to get those moves right. The routine was a whirlwind of excitement. She caught a glimpse of Sophia to her left, who winked at her indicating validation of a job well done. She noticed Cami in front of her, facing her, licking her lips and flicking her tongue ever so slightly, showing Morgan that she was in for a treat.

When the performance ended, the entire team took their final pose. Morgan had done it. Although she was exhausted, she felt satisfied. She was ready to decompress in the hotel room with the two girls that had stretched her. She was ready to receive her reward.

The judges deliberated, and at the end of all the team’s performances there was an award ceremony where Morgan’s team scored first place, a school record. Back at the hotel room, the team’s excitement was palpable. The competition was over, and Cami and Sophia flopped onto the bed.

“Alright, Morgan,” Cami said, her voice was playful, “We’ve been talking all night about how amazing you were and we are women of our promise. We know you deserve something special for all the hard work and energy that you put in today.”

“Come here.” Sophia said, her finger beckoning Morgan to come closer. Morgan happily obliged, and came to the bed that the two women were sitting on. Sophia started undressing Morgan, taking off her cheerleading outfit. Morgan’s clit was already throbbing with anticipation.

When Morgan got completely naked, Sophia said, “Spread your legs.”

Morgan spread her legs, her head and torso toward the headboard of the bed. Cami and Sophia both went down on Morgan. They both were eager to have a taste of Morgan to show her how grateful they were for her hard work and determination at this competition. They exchanged teasing licks upon Morgan’s clit and slit, every so often tonguing each other to swap saliva and Morgan’s juices. Morgan had been waiting for this moment all day, and she successfully made her two teammates so proud. Even though this moment was all about celebrating her, she couldn’t help but feel left out of the affairs. She wanted to let the two girls know how much she appreciated their help and the sexual, erotic motivation that they gave her. Not only was she going to let them please her, but she was also going to please them the moment that she was able to get a chance. She pondered this for a moment, but eventually came to the conclusion that she needed to take charge of the situation and get a taste of both of them.

“I know you two want to reward me, but I want to make you both feel good too.” Morgan commanded, wanting either of them to sit on her face. They both raised their heads out from being buried in Morgan’s pussy and exchanged a silent glance, indicating that one of them needed to go up there. Cami took the initiative to get up and sit on top of Morgan’s face.

While Sophia continued to devour Morgan’s pussy, Morgan started licking Cami’s clit. Cami whimpered as she started grinding her pussy on Morgan’s mouth and tongue. Morgan moaned deeply into Cami’s pussy and started grabbing her ass. Morgan pulls her mouth harder onto Cami’s clit and her thighs start to shake ever so slightly. Cami starts to grab at Morgan’s hair as the two of them needed to be as close to each other as possible. Sophia shoved a finger inside of Morgan, finger fucking her relentlessly as she stimulated her clit.

Cami’s legs started to shake uncontrollably, and she cried out in pure pleasure flowing through her body from Morgan’s touch. Cami, although wanting to reward Morgan, realized that she needed to be fucked too, and she wants more from both the girls in bed with her.

Soon thereafter, Morgan’s hips buck up and she grabs Sophia’s hair and envelopes her head between her thighs. She’s cumming so intensely, starting to have small convulsions in her lower body. Sophia embraces this moment, continuing to lick her clit and finger her as she rides her way through this climax.

“Your turn, Sophia.” Morgan says. While Sophia was simply getting off to pleasing Morgan, her clit was still throbbing. She needed it.

Cami got off Morgan's face and allowed Sophia to get on top. Sophia hovered her pussy over Morgan’s mouth and Morgan took the opportunity to lightly tease, lick, and kiss around the surrounding area. Sophia grew impatient and dropped her pussy onto Morgan’s face, and Morgan happily started to get her off. She licked up and down Sophia’s labia.

While Morgan was pleasing Sophia, Cami knew it was her turn to reward Morgan. She remembered that she had the vibrating dildo in her backpack and went over to the other side of the room to grab it. She sorted through her bag and found it, and hustled over to Morgan, ready to make her cum.

Cami shoved the dildo inside of Morgan. Morgan let out a subtle gasp, not expecting it to happen so soon. She was in a trance, focused so much on pleasing Sophia that she didn’t realize that Cami was even grabbing the dildo that had stretched her out so much a few days previously. She remembered how good that toy made her feel, and quickly the surprise turned to enjoyment as she bucked her hips up, feeling the toy hit her G spot. The toy stretched her pussy out more and more with each thrust and Morgan could feel herself getting closer to the edge but she needed to feel Cami’s tongue too. It was as though Cami read her mind at that exact time and shoved her face into her pulsating clit. Cami sucked with the same vigor she had as she shoved the toy in and out of Morgan’s pussy. Morgan moaned into Sophia’s pussy as she felt so much pleasure from Cami.

“You like the way I fuck your tight little pussy, Morgan?” Cami said.

“Mmmm. Yes.” Morgan started to breathe heavier.

Morgan’s wetness bursted all over the toy and sheets, and Cami started to suck on the toy to get an even better taste of Morgan’s cum. Morgan, through her orgasm, kept pleasuring Sophia, suckling on her clit with rhythmic pulses that sent Sophia over the edge too. Sophia’s legs tightened around Morgan’s head and she came on her tongue. Morgan licked her lips, tasting what she had done.

“I think we found the perfect third cheerleader for our fucking squad, right Sophia?” Cami giggled. Sophia nodded, collapsing onto the bed.

“I haven’t gotten to taste you yet, Cami.” Sophia said. Cami knew that was an invitation, and she wanted some of Sophia too. Cami got on top of Sophia, dropping her soaking cunt onto her face. Sophia spread her legs slightly, giving Cami access to her pussy. The two of them started to devour each other’s pussies. Morgan, feeling a little left out, was still enjoying the show in front of her, so she started to play with herself. She started to rub circles on her clit as she watched the two women in front of her please each other. Sophia opened her eyes and caught a glance of Morgan touching herself, which turned her on even more. Her clit was throbbing even more and having the sight of a gorgeous woman pleasing herself to her getting off sent her over the edge.

Sophia started suckling upon Cami’s clit, causing Cami to grind her pussy deeper into Sophia’s face. They were both echoing each other’s moans. Sophia’s lower abdomen started tensing up, feeling a heated glow indicating she was about to cum. She came once more and the feeling of Sophia cumming was enough to send Cami over the edge too, reaching an intense climax.

At that point, Morgan was still trying desperately to cum. She was so turned on by the two of them cumming for each other in front of her. Cami and Sophia noticed the slight struggle that Morgan was having, and went over to finish the job for her. They both went down on her, trading places every so often so they each could get one final taste of Morgan. Morgan’s legs started to shake and she wrapped her legs around the two of their heads, locking the two of them in as her juices poured out onto the bed.

The three of them laid on the bed, naked and satisfied, exchanging soft caresses on each other’s backs.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door, Coach Williams shouted from the door, “Time for dinner, ladies.”

“Hmm…I already ate though.” Morgan joked through a whisper.

“Coming!” All three of them shouted in unison, realizing the pun at the same time. They all started laughing. 

The three cheerleaders hustled to get their clothes back on, not wanting to keep the rest of their teammates waiting.

Morgan felt a sense of eagerness, ready to conquer even more competitions with these two girls at her side, ready to reward her for being a good girl. The more stretch intensives she got with them, the more she got to cum. She couldn’t wait for not only her hole to be stretched out again, but also the rest of her body. There was just something about playing with two beautiful fellow cheerleaders that was enough to give her that edge in not only her sex life, but also in her sport.


The Cheeky Cheerleader

Christine stood at the edge of the gym, her arms crossed watching her team with a sharp, commanding gaze. Christine had an androgynous look that effortlessly blended femininity and masculinity. She had short, black hair that was cropped in a bob close to her head. The bob had enough length to add a subtle edge with her sharp jaw giving a strong and commanding presence. She had broad shoulders and a toned frame. As the cheerleaders practiced their routines, she moved with quiet confidence. Her eyes scanned every move, ensuring each motion was precise. Despite trying to focus on every cheerleader in the room, her eyes were drawn to Amara time and time again.

Every once and awhile, to distract herself from Amara, she’d step in to offer a quick word of advice to another cheerleader, her voice calm but firm. She had a natural way of offering constructive criticism, as one of the best coaches in Division I history at her college. She would move with purpose, walking between the groups, keeping a watchful eye on the small details that could make or break a performance.

Despite trying to avoid looking at Amara, her attention drew back to her. Amara had a natural grace about her that made her stand out in every routine. As the team executed a pyramid, Amara was the flyer at the top – her petite, 5 '0 tall body allowing her to be thrown up in the air with ease. Christine’s eyes followed every movement of this stunt, and as she looked up, she couldn’t help but notice that Amara wasn’t wearing any spanx today. In fact, she was wearing nothing but a white, lace thong underneath her cheer skirt.

With the dismount, Amara landed gracefully back on the mat, offering Christine a playful grin and wink.

“Great job, Amara. That form was flawless. Just keep your arms a little tighter on that dismount.” Her tone remained firm and supportive, trying to distract herself from what she just saw.

Christine watched Amara for a moment longer, appreciating all the hard work and bold energy that Amara brought to the team. It must’ve been a mistake, her wearing nothing underneath. Sometimes that can be easy to forget, she thought. She considered the smile and wink for a moment, but remembered that Amara had always been confident and cheeky, to her, or anyone for that matter. It had to be another way for Amara to show off her confidence, and Christine admired her for that.

Amara had a petite and athletic frame that made her stand out on the cheerleading squad. She was compact and quick. Her muscles were defined and toned from the years of training, especially around her arms and legs. Her narrow waist contrasted with the firm strength in her thighs, a true testament to her flexibility, strength, and conditioning. Amara’s hair was long and blonde, held high. Her hair swayed effortlessly in her ponytail.

The cheerleaders started getting into the dancing portion of their routine, away from the stunts. Christine’s eyes gazed across the room watching the cheerleaders continue their routine with ease. She made it to the back of the room, watching the motions from behind and noticed Amara again. Amara had bent over slightly, exposing her white, lace panties yet again, paired with yet another wink and smile.

Okay, that had to be on purpose, Christine thought.

The more she paid attention to Amara, the more turned on she got. She couldn’t help but think that she needed to relieve herself after practice was over and all the cheerleaders got out of the building.

Christine stood there with her arms crossed as the squad continued to work through their routines. Christine forced herself to look away from Amara, redirecting her attention to the others and offered feedback to a teammate who had stumbled on a difficult move. She worked on encouraging the squad. Every correction and adjustment was necessary to the cohesion that would make the group stronger, so she didn’t have the time to keep thinking about her little bout of sexual attraction to Amara.

But still, every so often Amara and Christine would lock eyes. It was impossible for Christine to ignore Amara the whole time, given she was one of the stars of the squad. With every wink, there was a subtle reminder that there was tension in the air between the two of them. Christine knew that she had to maintain a balance and give all of her athletes the attention that they deserved.

Eventually practice ended and all of the cheerleaders sprinted to the locker room, ready to call it a night. Amara followed the rest of the squad, conversing with them as they all readied for the end of practice. Christine lingered in the gym for a while, trying to forget that sexual charm that Amara had, but couldn’t. There was something so sexy about what she was wearing underneath the skirt. Christine had thought about Amara in an erotic sense before, but she pushed down the feelings. There was a strict code she had to follow, and a relationship with a cheerleading student at her college was prohibited. That didn’t mean that the fantasy, at times, didn’t exist. She couldn’t help but wonder if Christine felt similarly, after all, those glances, smirks, and winks couldn’t have been for nothing.

Christine checked her phone and looked at the calendar. It was going to be an intense week of practice for her squad with their debut fall competition coming up. This meant seeing Amara more and more within the coming days, and her pulse quickened at the thought of seeing her in that sexual position all over again. Maybe she just needed a cold shower.

Christine waited for all the cheerleaders to exit the building and scurried over to the locker room to get off. She waited a beat to make sure the coast was clear and went into the shower. She took off her clothes and hopped in. Initially, she tried taking a cold shower to distract herself from the thoughts of earlier. She hated cold showers though, and this was doing nothing for her. She changed the temperature of the water. The warm, relaxing water coated her body and she took a few deep breaths. She didn’t bother closing the shower curtain, so she was exposed to the rest of the locker room. Christine spread her legs, with one leg propped up on the siding allowing for access to her pussy. She grabbed the showerhead and placed it directly onto her throbbing clit. She moaned deeply, feeling the hot currents massage her clit. She was so focused on this moment and was free from any distractions. She started to think of Amara’s sexy panties that she wore underneath her uniform. The white lace looked so good on her tanned skin, and the thong made her ass look so sexy and perky. The visions of Amara were sending Christine to the edge, and she started to picture her talking dirty to her. She thought of Amara saying the nastiest, explicit words to her, which caused her to feel even more turned on.

“Are you doing that because of me?” Amara asked. Christine was so entranced by her masturbation session and the dirty talk she was imagining, that she thought that those words were her own thoughts. It wasn’t until Amara grabbed at Christine’s arm that Christine realized that those words were actually reality.

Christine was stunned by the cheerleader sneaking up on her like that. She felt caught, but there’s no way Amara didn’t suspect that, especially after what she was wearing to practice. Answering honestly, Christine whispered a feint, “Yes. I’m thinking of you while I pleasure myself in this shower.”

“Thought so.” Amara smirked and turned off the shower. Amara got closer to Christine, and they made intense eye contact. Christine watched as the cheerleader glanced at her lips longingly. She hadn’t realized how much Amara wanted her. The silence between them was deafening and the tension was rising. Christine lowered her mouth onto Amara’s, capturing her into a passionate, sensual kiss. The two of them moaned deeply and began grabbing at each other intensely. Christine ran her hands up Amara’s skirt to her inner thighs, grazing her pussy teasingly. She couldn’t wait to bury her face between Amara’s thighs, something that she’d been fantasizing about all practice, especially after she saw Amara conveniently “forget” to wear her spanx underneath her uniform. Eventually, Christine started grabbing Amara’s bare ass, cusping her luscious cheeks in her hands. Amara was not expecting her coach to be so ready and willing, she thought at the very least Christine would put up a fight. But, it was clear now that the two of them had been pining for each other for quite some time now and this moment, their lust and attraction finally came into fruition.

Amara jumped up, Christine holding her up while still grabbing at her ass cheeks and they clumsily went over to the coach’s office. There were papers and items covering the desk, so Christine took one arm off of Amara’s body and shoved all of those things off the desk. The two of them didn’t need any distractions. She placed the petite girl on top of the table and stood over her.

“I should… Lock the door.” Christine said, panting. She was so turned on.

“Don’t you think it’d be hotter with the threat of being caught looming over us?” Amara smirked, clearly liking the risk.

Christine took a moment to process the moment, “Ah, fuck it.” she lifted Amara’s tank top off her body and started to kiss her way down Amara’s neck leading eventually to her breasts. She cupped both of her perky B cups and placed her head in the middle, worshipping them as they enveloped her face. She took one of Amara’s nipples in her mouth and started to flick back and forth across Amara’s hardened nipples.

After enjoying one of Amara’s nipples for several moments, Christine swapped her mouth over to the other nipple and started nibbling and sucking. She felt Amara writhe as she stimulated her, which caused Christine to feel desperate. All she wanted to do was taste Amara and please her orally that way.

Christine grabbed Amara’s ass again, scooting her across the desk closer to the edge allowing for her to kneel in front of her. She spread Amara’s legs wide open as she started to kiss her inner thighs. It was agonizing for Amara as her coach’s teasing mouth softly caressed her inner thighs. Amara’s pussy was pulsating at the thought of her coach putting her through even more pleasure than she already felt from her nipples being stimulated

It wasn’t long until Christine started attacking the cheerleader’s clit with her mouth. Amara moaned deeply as she felt her aching clit be stimulated. Christine smirked slightly as she continued to bury her face into Amara’s sopping wet pussy, and the more noise that Amara made, the more turned on Christine got. She lived for giving pleasure to other women, especially ones as seductive and sexy as Amara.

Christine started to feel Amara thrash and sensed she was making her way closer to an orgasm. She started to make suction motions with her mouth on Amara’s clit. Amara cried out in intense pleasure as the orgasm radiated throughout her entire body. As Amara was cumming, Christine decided to intensify the orgasm to greater levels and started to finger fuck her relentlessly. Christine’s fingers grinded upon Amara’s G spot as she stretched open her pussy ever so slightly. Christine wanted Amara’s orgasms to continue to roll, from one to the next, so she continued to overstimulate her. Amara felt as though she was in ecstasy with the amount of pleasure that her coach was putting her through.

While Amara was being overstimulated, Christine started to moan deeply into her pussy. She felt satisfaction to sample all of Amara’s sweet juices. Christine loved how wet Amara got for her and could feel all the wetness dripping down her chin. She was set on keeping the waves of pleasure going through Amara’s body and wanted her to keep cumming more and more.

Christine started to feel Amara tremble and release even more juices onto her tongue. Amara grabbed Christine's head and started grinding her pussy on her mouth. This drove Christine crazy, ravenous for Amara’s next orgasm and continued to devour her. Even more so than she had been doing, she started intensifying her motions with precision, making sure to hit all of Amara’s sweet, sensitive spots. Amara arched her back, bringing Christine’s mouth even closer to her pussy as she continued to ride out this orgasm.

Christine slowed down her licks and started deeply, and slowly fingering Amara. She could tell that the stimulation was getting to be a little too much for the girl, and wanted to ensure that she felt comfortable the whole time. With each slow lick and thrust, Amara’s body twitched uncontrollably. Christine looked up at Amara and noticed that her eyes were closed with her head laid back, looking exhausted. Christine placed a delicate kiss onto Amara’s clit and stood up, taking in the scene. Amara slowly opened her eyes and looked at her coach standing over her.

“I want to taste you now.” Amara said breathlessly. She had already been worked up so much, and despite that, wanted to return the favor and make Christine cum the way that Christine made her cum.

Christine’s pussy started to tingle at the thought of Amara’s mouth stimulating her. Christine and Amara traded places and Christine allowed Amara to explore her body. Amara started kissing down Christine’s neck, making her way down to her large breasts. Amara grabbed what she could of Christine’s breasts with her tiny hands. Christine sighed softly as she enjoyed the touch. Amara grabbed one of Christine’s nipples and pinched it softly while her tongue flicked upon the other. From there, she started sucking ever so slightly all while grabbing and pulling at the other nipple.

Christine leaned back and watched as Amara. Amara confidently buried her face in Christine's pussy and licked circles onto her clit. Christine loved watching Amara explore her pussy with her tongue. She could already feel her orgasm building stronger and stronger. Her pussy was aching for a release since the moment she saw Amara earlier today and from the stimulation from the water in the shower and she was about to feel it. Amara’s mouth latched around Christine’s clit, tugging ever so slightly with her tongue swirling circles. Christine grew even more turned on from the noises of Amara sucking her clit.

Christine started to feel her legs shake, “Fuck that feels so good, baby.” she cried out, encouraging her lover to keep going. Amara felt a wave of confidence envelop her mind and intensified the motions to get Christine to cum for her even quicker. She sucked ferociously, feeling Christine’s wetness pool onto her face.

Christine collapsed slightly onto the desk and gasped for breath making sure to keep her eyes locked on Amara. Amara looked up at Christine while her mouth harassed her aching, wet pussy which sent Christine over the edge. The eye contact was more than enough for Christine to spiral into a pleasurable orgasm. Following the motions of her lover previously, she latched even harder onto Christine’s clit as she came. She energetically continued to stimulate Christine as Christine’s pussy spasmed more and more onto her face.

Eventually, she snuck two fingers into Christine’s slit and started finger fucking her. The motions of the two forms of stimulation caused Christine’s legs to shake even harder and she was nearing the edge of orgasm. Christine started to feel her body tingle as she felt the fingers thrusting in and out of her pussy. She could feel her G spot be massaged which caused her to cum even harder.

“Come up here.” Christine commanded and Amara happily obliged. Amara crawled up Christine’s body and the two of them locked lips once more, tasting each other on one another’s lips. They slowly caressed one another which led to the two of them deepening the kiss.

“I’ve wanted this for a long time, but never thought it could happen.” Amara said as she laid her head on Christine’s breasts.

“I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t thought of it, but I made sure to block it out of my mind. I accepted that it couldn’t ever happen. But here we are.” Christine sighed. “You just had to give me this erotic show at practice tonight with your white lace panties and perky ass today, huh? Here, put the skirt and panties back on. I desperately want to see you in them again.”

Amara got up from Christine’s chest and grabbed her uniform and panties again. She stood a distance from the desk, allowing her coach to see her full body in the uniform. She bent over, exposing her perky ass that peeked through her skirt. Christine watched with intent as she enjoyed the little show that her cheerleader was putting on for her. Amara danced, swaying her hips sensually.

“You should wear something like that at practice more often.” Christine smirked.

“Yes, ma’am.” Amara agreed.

The two of them stood there looking at one another, locking eyes with an unspoken desire to do more. But alas, it was getting late and the two of them had places that they needed to be.

Amara glanced at the clock on the wall. “Ah, I need to get going. My roommate is going to be wondering where I’m at since practice ended quite some time ago.”

Christine nodded her head in agreement. “But, maybe we can start doing this after each practice? And, if you do well at our competition this weekend we can go back to the hotel room…”

Amara giggled, “I’ve been fantasizing about fucking you at one of our overnight, away competitions.”

Before the two of them departed, they kissed passionately one last time, a sense of sexual promise in the air. The two of them were ready to explore their sexual chemistry even more these next few practices and at the competition. This would be their little secret, no one on the team had to know what was going on.


Curiosity Ate the Cat

Marissa, shy and reserved, enters her Psychology 101 classroom with her fingers clutching the straps of her backpack. She was wearing a modest, simple white dress with a light blue cardigan over it. Her brown hair was neatly tucked into a low braided ponytail. It was October, so about halfway through the semester but she still wasn’t adjusted to college classes quite yet. They were intimidating to her, especially being around so many people that seemingly knew each other and she just, well, was there. Her gaze stayed fixed to the floor as she scurried over to take a seat in the back of the lecture hall.

The professor was a middle-aged woman with a calm demeanor and glasses perched on the edge of her nose. She stood there at the front of the classroom, waiting for any last minute students to pool into the room. She quietly organized her notes. A few minutes passed and she cleared her throat before addressing the class.

“Alright, let’s turn to page eight of the syllabus. As you all know, midterms are approaching and instead of doing a test like I would in the past, I figured that I would assign you all projects. For that big project coming up, I’ll be assigning partners next class,” she announces, scanning the room of about twenty students. “I expect you all to work closely and with intention with your partner and come up with something meaningful. The assignment information is listed online, so check out the class website for that. I want to emphasize that I am expecting collaboration from each and every one of you.”

In the front row, Rachel, a bubbly cheerleader with bright blonde hair begins to flirt with the professor. She was wearing the red and white school colors on her cheerleading uniform that she loved to wear to class. She leans forward in her seat, chomping loudly on a piece of bubblegum. She blows a bubble with the gum, and interrupts the professor with a cheeky, “Oh, Professor, I’m sure you’ll pair me with someone super smart for this project, right?”

The professor chuckles awkwardly, clearly used to Rachel’s insistent flirting antics. “I’ll pair you with someone that I believe will balance you out, Rachel.”

“I think you’re the only one that can really balance me out.” Rachel bats her eyes.

“Hah, okay…” the professor stammers, trying to maintain her professional composure.

“I want to do my research on Alfred Kinsey. Is that okay?” she giggles. Alfred Kinsey was a sexologist, known for his groundbreaking research on human sexuality. His research played a significant role in discourse surrounding sexuality and the sexual revolution.

The professor sighed, “Yes, Rachel. As we’ve discussed in class, he made major contributions to research in sexuality, gender, and reproduction.”

“I want to make major contributions to sexuality and reproduction.” Rachel said coyishly.

“Alright…Moving on!” The professor made an attempt to move past the flirtatious class disruption and proceeded with the rest of class.

Marissa had always been intrigued by Rachel who spent most of class flirting with other students and even the professor. She was known as, for lack of a better way of putting it, being a slut. Part of Marissa had always admired Rachel for being so ferociously sexual and promiscuous. Marissa was raised in a very modest, religious family and had little to no exposure to anything sexual. Some might call Marissa a prude, even.

After class ended, Marissa headed back to her dorm room. She lived in a single room, not wanting to attract any unnecessary attention. She liked to keep to herself. She unlocked the door to her room and plopped her laptop on her bed. She unzipped the laptop and placed it down. She decided to change her clothes into something more comfier, an oversized T-shirt and pajama shorts. She headed back over to her bed and went on her laptop.

Inspired by today’s class, and Rachel’s interruption, she decided to fixate her studying on Alfred Kinsey. She opened the notes that she had taken on her laptop and read through them, but something stood out to her. Human sexuality is a spectrum.

The notion that human sexuality exists on a spectrum, being fluid and varied, captivated her. The emphasis that Kinsey placed on sexual behavior being more complex and less rigid than her upbringing and society let her to believe made Marissa pause and reflect. She always thought of things being black and white, no grey area. But it wasn’t that, there was a broader, more nuanced picture where one’s desires and experiences did not have to be bound by the narrow categories she had been indoctrinated to accept. She had been taught her whole life that she liked boys and had to like boys. But, she couldn’t help but wonder if, with sexuality being on a spectrum, she fell somewhere more in the middle. She always had thoughts of girls being pretty, but always dismissed it as something she simply admired about the girls in her life. With sexuality being a spectrum, that definitely meant that Rachel fell somewhere in the middle too. Marissa found herself more intrigued by the thoughts of lesbian sex, and decided to do something about it.

Marissa had only seen porn once or twice in her life, and at this moment, she let curiosity get the best of her, so she decided that she would google “Lesbian Porn” and see what the search results were. There were countless pages of search results. She scrolled through, carefully choosing what video she was going to watch. Eventually she came across a video entitled “Seduced by the Lesbian Cheerleader,” and selected it. She had always been attracted to the cheerleaders at her university, and they were known for being nymphomaniacs. There was that one, Rachel, that was in her Psychology 101 class that was always testing her limits with the professor. She’d flirt relentlessly, bring up sex as much as possible, and was known for putting out. Marissa thought that Rachel was the human epitome of sex, so this video reminded her of her. She thought briefly for a moment, justifying her choices to look up porn and think of Rachel, that it was like doing a case study in a psychology experiment. She wanted to get inside the brain of someone so promiscuous like Rachel. She had a craving to in a sense, be like Rachel, despite her innocent, religious upbringing. And, her curiosity about lesbian sex in general, was insatiable.

Marissa took a deep breath and clicked on the video and began watching. The porno started off with a ridiculous, unbelievable plotline that made her cringe. Essentially, the plot was the star of the cheerleading team seducing a professor…sounding eerily familiar to what she saw in class with Rachel. Not to mention the fact that the cheerleader looked like Rachel. The two women were in a lecture auditorium, with a desk at the front, a podium to the left of the desk, and a black chalkboard to the back. The cheerleader needed to get her grade from a D to an A to stay on the squad, and was willing to do anything to get that A.

Marissa sighed as she kept watching the video, but remained engaged. The professor, a busty woman with a white button down shirt with her nipples hardened and her breasts nearly bursting out of her top, and the cheerleader, in classic cheer apparel started making out with one another, slowly removing their clothing items. In a few minutes, the two of them were naked, the professor on top of the cheerleader on top of the desk. In what seemed like a blink of the eye, the professor was between the cheerleader’s legs. The cheerleader was moaning intensely in pleasure.

Marissa’s senses were intrigued. She was witnessing two beautiful women getting it on. She was listening to the sounds of pleasure. Within moments, Marissa could not hide from herself that she was turned on. She figured that this was simply a normal reaction to have when viewing two people she was attracted to going at it. She got even more curious, wondering what that feeling would be like to be touched…down there. She placed her laptop at the edge of her bed and laid on her stomach. She slid her hand down her panties, feeling the warmth of her wetness. She had touched herself before but always stopped nearly at the beginning of the session due to unrelenting guilt that washed over her. She paused for a brief moment, thinking about all the shame she had felt in the past. That didn’t matter now, in this moment she was so overcome with lust that she needed to satisfy her desires. After all, human sexuality was a fundamental part of the human experience; she learned in her psychology class. It was time for her to be free.

She started to rub circles on her clit gazing intently at the video before her. She couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to be in all these different positions that the two women were in. What was it like to lick someone’s…vagina? What was it like to be licked? What was it like to feel something inside of you? She thought to herself and made a realization that she could test one of her questions tonight and feel the inside of herself. She took a finger, and slowly entered her dripping hole. She let out a soft moan, enjoying the feeling. She felt herself on the inside with her finger, a warm embrace squeezing her tightly. She felt her finger inside her, radiating pleasure with each soft, slow thrust.

Eventually, Marissa realized that she could touch her clit and finger herself at the same time. She sat up toward the video and spread her legs wide. She used her left hand to rub circles on her clit and used the right to finger herself. Feeling more bold, she slid another finger inside herself. She moaned deeply as she felt all this pleasure she had never felt before. She kept going, watching the two women in the video taste and finger each other. It was at that moment Marissa realized that she desperately needed to take control of her sexuality and experience this with another woman. She grew closer to her climax and her legs started to shake more and more with each passing moment. She came and let out a high pitched yelp, not caring if anyone heard her. She laid down, her body breathing heavily. Her torso lifted up and down as she processed what she had just done. She removed her fingers and brought them to her mouth, curious about what another woman would taste like. She enjoyed the salty taste and felt even further invigorated by her first full sexual experience. She felt satisfied at that moment, not realizing that she could go even further, and continued to watch the video until it was finished. She savored the rest of the video and took mental notes about what she could do, and maybe, just maybe she could get to experiment with Rachel, the cheerleader.

…

The next day Marissa had class again and as per her routine, she made her way to the back and kept to herself. The professor was at the front, waiting for any stragglers to enter the class for the first few minutes, and soon enough, started class.

“Alright, so as you all remember, I am going to assign you all a partner for your research project this class period.” The professor continued reading off names off her list. Marissa nervously waited for her name to be called.

“Rachel and Marissa.” Marissa’s heart dropped thinking about Rachel being her partner, especially after what she did last night. It was a strange sensation, being so worked up with nervous energy paired with that mix of intrigue.

Rachel, almost instantly, buzzed over to Marissa. Marissa didn’t even realize that Rachel knew who she was. She thought that her timid nature meant that no one really knew who she was, but she was wrong.

“Hey.” Rachel said, sitting in the empty chair next to Marissa.

“Hey.” Marissa replied.

The professor finished listing off the names of the pairings. “Alright, I am giving you all this class period to set up a game plan for your project. But just because I am giving you this time, doesn’t mean that you won’t meet outside of class. I fully expect you all to take the time to really meet with your partners.” she said.

The class erupted into lively discussion as everyone planned their projects out. “Alright, so we should probably exchange phone numbers.” Marissa nervously chuckled, and Rachel handed Marissa her phone. Marissa plugged her number into Rachel’s phone, handed it back to Rachel, and Rachel texted her. Marissa then saved Rachel’s number in her phone.

The two of them discussed the plans for their project, Rachel still being interested in Kinsey. Marissa hesitantly agreed, and they made a plan for the two of them to meet after class at Marissa’s dorm. Eventually, class ended and the two of them headed over together. Rachel attempted to make small talk with Marissa, but Marissa continued her shy demeanor. That did not really matter to Rachel, as her confidence surpassed any “awkward” encounters that she might have with anyone.

The two of them made it to Marissa’s dorm and walked in. Marissa got her laptop out and placed it on the desk and sat on her bed. Rachel walked over to the desk and sat down at the chair.

“Mind if I use this?” Rachel asks, “My laptop died in class and I don’t have a charger, sorry.”

“That’s fine.” Marissa replied.

Rachel grabbed Marissa’s laptop. “Hey, what’s your password?”

“Oh, uh, I’ll type it in.” Marissa walked over to the laptop, hovering over Rachel as she typed in her password. She breathed in through her nose, and smelled Rachel’s perfume, a sweet, vanilla cinnamon aroma.

“Thanks!” Rachel said. She pulled up the web browser and went to Google. But, Marissa forgot to delete her search history, so Rachel saw it instantly. Rachel’s eyes widened, “Lesbian porn, huh?”

“W–What?” Marissa stammered.

“Someone didn’t go on incognito mode for her porn!” Rachel said in a near sing-songy way.

“Oh…Uhhh..” Words failed to escape Marissa’s mouth. She felt the heat of embarrassment creep up her neck and settle in her cheeks. A wave of discomfort washed over her. That search was such a departure from what she had been taught, but the fact that she entertained it and was caught sent her over the edge with shame.

Marissa tried to justify her search, telling Rachel that she was just curious and there was nothing wrong with wanting to learn more about the world. This moment made her feel so exposed. “How curious are you?” Rachel asked sweetly, a twinkle of mischief in her eye.

“What do you mean?” Marissa questioned. Rachel’s line of questioning, in a sense, made her feel not judged. The way she asked echoed in her head.

“Like, do you want to try it yourself?” Rachel asked, adjusting her position in such a way that felt sexual with her intentions. Her legs were spread slightly and her cleavage was fully on display. Marissa could see Rachel’s black lace panties peeking through her skirt. She was wearing yet another cheerleading uniform.

“I couldn’t…” Marissa looked down at the ground.

“But you want to.” Rachel raised her eyebrow. She knew that something was holding Marissa back, and she wanted to get to the bottom of it. “You know, there’s nothing wrong with it. It’s a totally normal part of being a human, and being in college for that matter.”

“I’ve been trying to get that through my head. But it’s hard.” Marissa swallows nervously, her pulse quickening.

“I think one night with me could get it through your head, if you want.” Rachel suggested, clearly wanting to make this innocent girl naughty for her. Marissa wanted to, but it was just a matter of saying those words to consent.

Marissa paused for a moment, the tension looming in the air. “...Okay…” Marissa whispered breathlessly.

“Okay.” Rachel said, walking over to the bed that Marissa was on and getting on top of her. Rachel started to kiss Marissa with passion. Rachel bit Marissa’s bottom lip, her tongue sneaking a swipe across. Marissa let out a hushed moan, clearly enjoying what was happening. The two of them started undressing one another, starting with the tops and ending with the bottoms. At this point, they both were topless with their panties still on.

The two girls fooled around with one another’s bodies. Marissa, touched Rachel with a soft hesitation. “It’s okay, you can touch me harder.” Rachel said, guiding Marissa to her breasts.

Marissa applied a firm pressure, massaging Rachel’s breasts. “Mmmm. Like that. Place your mouth on my nipple.”

Marissa placed her mouth on Rachel’s nipple, her hand cupping the other breast. Rachel had gorgeous breasts, an ample C cup with light pink nipples. Marissa remembered the porn that she had watched and started mimicking the licking, sucking, and biting motions that she saw. Rachel moaned out in pleasure. Eventually, Marissa came back up to Rachel’s lips and the two of them locked lips again. “My turn.” Rachel said, her lips kissing down Marissa’s neck.

Rachel made her way to Marissa’s breasts and started sucking one of her nipples. Marissa let out a soft groan, finally being able to experience the touch of another woman. Rachel’s teeth nibbled at Marissa’s nipples, sending a chill down Marissa’s spine emboldened by goosebumps. Rachel’s hands started tracing down Marissa’s body, finding her target and slipped her fingers underneath Marissa’s panties. She began by rubbing soft circles on Marissa’s clit. As someone who didn’t have much sexual expertise, didn’t really know much about trimming down there, so she had a semi-full bush, which turned Rachel on more. Rachel loved the animalistic feeling of hair on her lover’s genitals. She loved the sweet aroma that got locked into the hair follicles. Rachel started to rub Marissa’s clit faster, collecting wetness from her leaking slit.

Marissa was clearly enjoying it. She moaned and groaned deeply, her legs shaking uncontrollably. She loved what the experienced cheerleader was doing with her fingers. She started to feel that radiating glow of climax fill her body, and she came all over her panties.

“I’d like to taste you.” Rachel started kissing her way down Marissa’s body, and Marissa began spreading her legs. Rachel removed Marissa’s panties and started licking her pussy. Marissa was already soaking wet from being so turned on and cumming previously. She started licking the clit side to side, which made Marissa squirm. Knowing that Marissa was sufficiently wet enough, Rachel slipped two fingers inside her, grinding them on her G spot. The clitoral and penetrative stimulation was driving Marissa crazy, reminding her of her masturbation session yesterday but even better because another woman was doing it. It’s like Rachel knew the exact motions to get her off, and it makes sense, Rachel had so much expertise in the area. Marissa had so much to learn from her, and she hoped that she’d be able to do it right. Marissa started to quiver, as she released her juices all over Rachel’s tongue and fingers.

“Mmmm. You taste amazing. Do you want to try yourself?” Rachel asked.

“I did last night.” Marissa replied.

“Oh you naughty girl. I bet you liked it.” Rachel said, shoving her fingers in Marissa’s face. Marissa sucked Rachel’s fingers, tasting herself. It was nice to taste herself, but she wanted to know what another woman would taste like.

Marissa started to kiss down Rachel’s body, removing her panties. She buried her face into Rachel’s pussy. Marissa knew what she liked from what Rachel did to her, and returned the favor, mimicking her motions. She licked side to side and shoved two fingers inside of Rachel and started to finger fuck her.

“I like being fingered a little slower and smoother.” Rachel moaned and Marissa adjusted her pace. “Just like that.”

Marissa had gotten a great rhythm going on between the thrusting of her fingers and the licks of her tongue. Rachel was feeling the intensity of her climax building up. Rachel couldn’t believe how good this novice was making her feel. She had taught people to fuck before, certainly, but there was something about Marissa that was extremely erotic. Rachel started to grind her pussy onto Marissa’s face and Marissa loved that feeling. She felt a wave of confidence wash over her because of how good she was making Rachel feel. Rachel bursted her juices all over Marissa’s face and fingers. Marissa couldn’t get enough of the way that Rachel tasted, so she made sure to lick her fingers clean.

“Get on your back and spread your legs.” Rachel commanded, and Marissa did what was asked of her.

Rachel got on top of Marissa and spread her legs, placing their pussies on one another. Marissa felt a little confused initially because she hadn’t seen this in the porn that she watched, but she trusted Rachel and knew that whatever was about to happen, she was going to feel amazing. Rachel started grinding her pussy into Marissa’s, their pulsating clits radiating with pleasure. They both cried out as they felt one another’s wetness mixing. They both felt so turned on by each other. Marissa started grinding her hips, allowing for the two of them to match each other in perfect rhythm and synchronization. The pleasure they both were feeling was electric as they stimulated each other. Their clits were both aching from their previous orgasms, and it was only a matter of time before the two of them came again, but this time on top of each other. The two of them continued to rub their cunts on each other, soaking their legs and the sheets as the wetness spread. Rachel was first, being the one who had most recently came and was extra sensitive, she felt her legs tighten as she came intensely. As she was riding out her own orgasm, she knew she needed to get Marissa there too, and kept going. Her orgasm kept rolling, and Marissa started to cum as well, her legs twitching. The two of them were in ecstasy as they came onto one another.

Rachel got off of being on top of Marissa and laid down next to her. She smiled at Marissa. “Not bad for a newbie.” she teased.

“Thanks.” Marissa smiled. Although initially hesitant and embarrassed, she was thrilled to have had this experience and getting off never felt so right.

Marissa’s life had changed forever, and for the better. She had never experimented with her sexuality before and was granted a world of pleasure that she had not known existed. She laid next to Rachel who was caressing her back and the two of them smiled at each other. This was certainly not the last time the two of them would see each other, after all, they did have a project to finish. And maybe if she was lucky, Rachel would invite her to some of her sexual escapades and she could truly feel the sexual liberation that comes with being in college. Her curiosity had been for something, and her curiosity got to eat the cat and get her cat eaten.


If you liked these shorts, please consider visiting my author’s page to see what else I’ve been up to with my writing! I appreciate the support and the time you spent reading this.
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