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 Story 1: My Naughty Roommate’s Secret



 



 



 



 



I rubbed my eyes, trying desperately to keep my head up as I read over the same page of notes for what seemed like the tenth time.



The sun blared through the living room windows—basking my spread-out notes like a flashlight.



My final exam was on Monday, and I still had so much left to study in just two days. Despite that, I could barely keep my head up as I sat cross-legged on the carpet, notes scattered all around me.



Like all Friday nights, my roommate Taylor hosted another huge party at our apartment. I stayed locked up in my room, trying desperately to get some studying in despite the raging music and shouting just outside my bedroom door. When I called it quits and tried to get some sleep, that was even more fruitless! The walls pounded as Taylor’s speakers blared. From all the voices, there must have been at least 20 people in our little 2-bedroom apartment.



Taylor knew I had a final coming up, and yet she threw her party anyway. She always did. The bubbly blonde didn’t give a rat's ass about her grades, nor about mine, apparently. Her rich parents were going to fund her party lifestyle for her entire life, hell, they were already in the market looking for a house to buy her.



My parents, on the other hand, were first-generation immigrants from China, my father and mother each worked two jobs to provide for the household, and send me to college, and I wasn’t going to let their hard work go to waste.



I tucked my straight black hair behind my ears as I focused on the next chapter of my finance book, carefully reading each word to cement it into my tired mind. The apartment was covered in old pop cans and spilled chips, but I would have to clean those up later—heavens know Taylor won’t.



No matter how much I tried to focus, my mind kept rushing back to last night—and the sheer ignorance shown by Taylor and her ‘friends’. Two friends in particular decided to stay the night, two boys. They spent the night in Taylor's room and, given her loud and obnoxious moans, they weren’t having a wholesome sleepover.



The boys left early in the morning, thankfully, but Taylor had yet to leave her room. A part of me wanted to go and make sure she was okay, but another part of me didn’t care one bit. The longer she stayed locked away, the more time I had to study.



Unfortunately, the universe had other plans.



Her door creaked open, causing my lips to purse into a line. The blonde was wearing short booty shorts and an oversized T-shirt that ran down to her knees. Her hair was in a mess, and she still had make-up on from last night.



“Oh, hey Sabrina.” She said, taking a big yawn. “Hope you had a good night.”



I rolled my eyes, refusing to answer her as I fixated on my notes. Taylor made her way to the bathroom—the entire time my blood boiled.



I did not, in fact, have a good night.



I couldn’t keep it in any longer. I was always a shy and timid girl, but I had to put an end to this.



When Taylor came out of the bathroom, my sharp glare pierced her. “I’m sure
 you
 had a good night. You kept me up.” I sneered.



Taylor glanced to the side, pink blush filling her pale cheeks. “Yeah… Sorry. The party got a bit out of hand.”



Her blue eyes met mine. “Or do you mean those boys…?”



Now it was my cheeks that were filling with blush.



I had carelessly admitted to Taylor a few weeks ago that I was a virgin, and she had been on a quest to get me laid ever since. Naturally, I had no intention of anything like that. My focus was squarely on my studies—but that didn’t stop her from trying to hook me up with every guy we passed on the street.



“Ahh, so it was the boys,” Taylor said with a giggle. “I had two of them. Had I known you were interested, I would have shared one.” She said with a sly wink.



“I wasn’t interested. I have a final on Monday and I need to study… And sleep!”



I retorted, but the damage was done. My cheeks were blushing like a tomato.



Though I was a pretty girl with a nice body, having been put into swimming and badminton as a kid—I was a bumbling mess around boys, even when they showed interest.



A part of me wished that I had the bubbly personality that Taylor did. The blonde could catch boys like fish in a barrel—a talent that perhaps she put to use a bit too often. Her talents didn’t stop at just boys, however, there had been numerous times when Taylor had brought home a girl. She seemed just as interested in girls as she did in guys.



She walked over, kneeling on the carpet beside me—her tangled hair draped in front of her face as she looked over my papers.



“Sabrina. You are an A+ student. Even if you sleep through the final, you’ll end the class with what, a B? That’s already better than anything I’ve gotten. You need a kick in the ass.”



I glared at her. “Some of us have standards.”



She laughed, brushing her tangled hair behind her ear. “That’s one word for it… You should have come and partied last night, even for a bit. We were dancing out here in the living room, it was fun. Plus, there were some cute boys.” She winked.



I shook my head, pursing my lips together—though the blush lingered on my cheeks.



Against my pale skin and black hair, the blush shone like a beacon.



I could feel her glare on the side of my face as I tried to focus my trembling eyes on my textbook, but I could feel the heat of the sun boiling against my skin.



“Do you want me to tell you what I did with those boys last night? Perhaps that will motivate you to go get laid yourself.” She asked, her lips curling into a devious smirk.



I glanced over at her.
 “N-no… I should study.”



Though truthfully, hearing her moan and whimper through our thin shared walls made me tremble. No matter how much I tried to fight it, my body wanted what it wanted.



Hearing her cry out their names as she moaned was exhilarating—I couldn’t stop thinking about what they were doing to her—and how badly I wanted it done to me.



Taylor’s hand rested on my bare thigh, just beneath my shorts, causing my spine to tingle. “Perhaps it’s not a kick in the ass you need… It’s something else.”



She whispered, leaning in.



My eyebrows furrowed, unsure about what she was alluding to.



Taylor bit her lips, rising up to her knees. “I said you need to get laid, but perhaps boys aren’t the only thing you could use to get yourself off.”



Her sapphire blue eyes glimmered with lust as her hands reached down, grabbing her baggy shirt and pulling it up her body.



Taylor held the shirt up, revealing her midriff. She spun on her knees, wiggling her butt towards me. Her shorts were tiny, revealing the underside of her bubbly ass cheeks.



“T-Taylor… What are you doing?”
 I asked, my breath short and shallow. I could feel my heart pounding like a drum. I was unable to keep my pussy from growling and growing wet, my lips gnawing at my panties as my black eyes fixated on her butt.



“Why don’t you take off my shorts and see for yourself?” Taylor said, glancing over her shoulder. Her back arched, causing her shorts to ride up between her ass, though there seemed to be something underneath pushing up against the light pink fabric.



My eyebrows furrowed as my hand reached forward—as if on its own.



I had lived with Taylor for about 4 months, and often found my eyes drifting to her legs when she came out of the shower in just a towel—or stealing a glance at her fit body when she walked out in her bra. I couldn’t help it—she was beautiful.



My fingers grabbed the waistband of her shorts. My eyes widened and my mouth opened slightly as an eager breath slipped out. Was this really happening, or was I in a sleep-deprived dream? If it was a dream, I never wanted to wake up.



“Go ahead… Cutie.” Taylor said, flashing me a wink.



That wink caused my heart to skip a beat. I had always considered myself straight, but Taylor was angelic—I couldn’t help myself.



My hands slowly pulled down the waistband of her booty shorts, revealing her tight, round ass.



My jaw dropped as the shorts fell down her thighs to her carpet. “H–holy fuck…” I whimpered.



Taylor giggled, reaching back and spreading her ass. “See? I’m full of surprises.”



That she was—because buried inside her ass was an anal plug.



A round, fake diamond glimmered in the sunlight as the sex toy was snug inside her asshole.



I could feel all the heat of my pounding heart rush to my cheeks, my head felt woozy as Taylor giggled—reaching back and spreading her ass cheek. “This little toy helps me stay satisfied all day long.”



She glanced over her shoulder, and behind her innocent eyes—I could see the dirty glimmer of Taylor’s lust.



How long had she been wearing this dirty little toy? I had known her for months, and yet never had the slightest idea that while I was talking or hanging out with her, she was being pleasured by a butt plug.



My pussy started to quiver, and my breath whimpered—thinking back to all the times she must have had me fooled.



My shaking eyes fell down to her pussy. Her tight, pink lips looked like flower petals after a spring rain—they were as perfect as she was. From behind, her slit looked so tight. No wonder Taylor was so loud when she was fucked.



“What do you think?” Taylor asked, wiggling her ass and biting her lip. “Like what you see?”



The girl had no idea. My mouth was watering and my head was spinning at the mere sight of her pussy and butt plug—and I couldn’t hide my lust.



“You look… Amazing…”



She giggled, “Thank you. Now it’s your turn… Take off your clothes,” she said, her lips curling into an evil smile.



Sweat ran down my face. Nobody had ever seen me naked before, but my body felt compelled to show her.



I pursed my lips together, stray black hair sticking to my sweaty face. I rose to my knees as Taylor spun on her ass, wiggling her shorts down to her feet and kicking them away.



She leaned back against our couch, spreading her legs as her eyes eagerly glared at my quivering body.



I panted, grabbing the bottom of my black shirt and lifting it up to the bottom of my tits. Taylor licked her lips and smiled as my stomach exposed—her hand running down to her pussy, as she began to rub up and down her wet slit.



Our eyes met, and Taylor gave a reassuring nod. With that, all fears and second thoughts vanished like a puff of smoke from my head. I grinned from ear to ear as I pulled my shirt over top of my head.



My perky little tits bounced free. My light brown nipples were already hard as I tossed my shirt to the side.



“Holy fuck… They look even better than I imagined…” Taylor breathed, her eyes fixated on my hard nipples.



I giggled, groping my tits as I felt my pussy water underneath my baggy shorts.



Taylor’s blue eyes fell down my body to my shorts. She licked her lips as her finger pushed inside her pussy. As she played with herself, I felt my body grow even more eager.



Her tight slit gripped her finger as she pushed down to the knuckle—her round pink clit was coated in grool as she whimpered. “G-go ahead… Let me see that virgin pussy of yours.” She said, licking her lips.



I nodded my head, brushing my hair behind my ears as I tugged at my shorts.



They fell quickly to my knees, revealing my slit.



A small patch of black pubes crowned my slit, and my dark brown lips were already wet with grool as reached down, my fingers spread my lips to expose the pink flesh inside. “So… What do you think?” I asked nervously, biting my lips.



Taylor’s jaw dropped, her childish giggle slipping out as she held her fingers inside her slit. “You look gorgeous… I have to have a taste.”



She pulled her hand out from her pussy, her finger dripping with grool as she crawled towards me.



Taylor pushed me down onto the floor, and my back rested on some of my papers—but at this point, I didn’t care about those at all.



The girl ran her dainty hand down my trembling body, her soft touch making my mind race.



I reached down and grabbed her baggy shirt, nearly tearing it as I tugged it off her head.



Taylor giggled, helping me get the fabric off her messy hair.



She knelt straight up between my knees. Her big, round tits bounced free, and they looked amazing. They were big and plump, and her pink nipples looked like candy gumdrops.



My hand instinctively reached up, grabbing her soft tit. I dug my fingers into her tits as she moaned, tossing her head back as grool ran down her thigh. “Mmmm, yes, baby. Play with my tits.”



“They feel so soft…” I moaned. Despite us being similar in height, her tits were nearly twice as big as mine—I hadn't realized until just now.



As my fingers brushed against her hard nipples, a soft whimper passed her lips.



Taylor’s own hand ran up and down my thighs, inching ever closer to my wet, virgin pussy.



I spread my legs as the girl knelt over, kissing my neck as my hands wrapped around her back. Each soft peck of her lips caused my body to quake and my heart to skip a beat. My mind was racing with a thousand thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a single one.



“Ohh fuck…”
 I whimpered, squirming against the soft carpet as Taylor kissed down my sweaty and trembling body.



Her soft lips kissed my stomach as she gripped my thighs. “Your pussy smells so sweet. You’re so wet I can smell it from here.” She said, lifting her head and glancing up my body.



I looked down at her, panting like a dog in heat.
 “P-please… Keep going.”
 I moaned, biting my lip.



My pussy was aching, begging to be pleasured by the gorgeous blonde. All those nights I had to hear her pleasuring other boys and girls—now it was my turn and I couldn’t wait another second.



Taylor lifted her lips, her ass wiggling in the air behind her as she lowered her face between her thighs. She kept eye contact as she kissed my inner thigh, causing my back to arch.



Her lips kissed all around my slit, but refused to touch it. I whimpered, grabbing her hair and trying desperately to push her down, but she refused. “You want me bad, don’t you?” She said with a giggle.



I nodded my head wildly,
 “Y-yes. Please eat me out. Oh fuck!”
 I cried out, my clit was throbbing as it peered out of its hood.



Taylor laughed, “Oh, you poor thing. Alright, if you say so.”



With that, she closed her eyes, her wet tongue sticking out as she ran it up my slit.



“Ohhh fuck!”
 I cried out, my back arching as I felt her wet tongue bury inside my lips.



“Oh yes! R-right there!”



My hands gripped her hair as she kept running her tongue up and down my wetness. Her warm breath landed on my clit, causing it to erupt with pleasure.



The euphoria coursed up my spine—each pass of her tongue seemed to dig deeper inside my pussy as my grool ran down my ass.



Her tongue lashed wildly as she slipped her hands underneath my thighs. My thighs clamped around her head, my ankles locked around her back as she buried her face inside me.



A slosh of wetness ran out as her tongue fucked my innocent slit.



I cried out, my teeth grit and my back arched as the pleasure caused my back to seize.
 “O-ohhh fuck! T-Taylor! Fuck!”
 I squealed, unable to control my animalistic pleasure.



The girl lifted her head, panting for air as the smile lingered on her lips, grool and saliva ran down her chin as her cheeks flushed pink. “Holy fuck… You taste so good. I love virgin pussy.”



She rose onto her knees, causing my legs to fall by her side. “You know…” She said, her hand reaching around her back. “I think you’ll feel a lot better with this.”



With a grimace, Taylor pulled out her butt plug, holding the toy up to her face. It glimmered in the sunlight, clean as a whistle.



I bit my lip. “I… I don’t know. I’ve never done any butt stuff…”



Taylor giggled. “You never had your pussy eaten, and how amazing did that feel?”



She was right. My mind was still in a haze of pleasure, and I could feel my asshole puckering as I eyed the plug.



“Besides, this is a rather small one. You’ll love it, baby.”



I nodded my head. “Okay. Put it in me, I’m ready.” I whimpered, spreading my legs on the carpet.



Taylor nodded giving the plug a lick.



She leaned down, pressing the silicone head against my asshole. It was warm as she slowly pushed it inside me. The spilling saliva and grool from my pussy provided the needed lubrication as Taylor pressed the butt plug inside my virgin ass.



I grit my teeth, the pleasure was almost unbearable.
 “O-oh fuck! That feels so good! Fuck!”



My asshole closed around the base of the toy as it held snugly inside. I could feel it pushed up inside me, it felt a bit uncomfortable—but as Taylor leaned back down and ran her tongue up and down my pussy once again, that discomfort turned to pure pleasure.



“Ohhh fuck! Keep going, baby. Fuck!”
 I cried out. The pressure in my ass and the wetness of her tongue against my pussy caused my clit to erupt like a volcano.



Taylor nuzzled her face, her nose brushing against my pubes, which were now coated in grool. She moaned deeply, her hot breath tingling against my wetness.



My clit surged, and my trembling hand reached down as the pleasure flooded each synapse in my brain. I rubbed my clit furiously as Taylor kept licking, her hand pushing the buttplug as it held snugly inside my ass.



“T-Taylor! I’m going to cum… Oh fuck!”
 I whimpered, my body flopping like a fish out of water.



The girl rose up to her knees, her hand slipping inside my sopping wet pussy. She shoved two fingers deep inside my slit as grool and saliva dripped from her chin. “Take it, baby. Cum for me.” She grit her teeth, her fingers furiously plunging in and out of my slit as I rubbed my clit.



My eyes rolled back and my mind flooded with a tidal wave of pleasure. My ass puckered around the butt plug as her fingers effortlessly fucked my sopping wet slit. As I rubbed my clit, I felt the orgasm about to erupt.



“O-ohhhhhhh yessssssss!”
 I cried out, my entire body spasming as the orgasm rocked through me like a hurricane.
 “OH FUCK!!!!”



The fireworks of the orgasm exploded in my head, filling my entire body with surging euphoria.



I collapsed on the sweaty coated carpet, gasping for breath. “Oh my… That was amazing…” I panted.



Taylor laughed, leaned over me, and planted a soft kiss on my lips. The taste of my sweet grool lingered on my tongue as I kissed her back. Her fingers slipped out of my wetness, allowing the grool to ooze out.



“See. Fucking is fun, isn’t it?” She said with a dirty smile, licking her finger.



I whimpered, nodding my head as I panted for breath.



“Feel free to keep my butt plug. I’ll take it back tonight.” Taylor flashed me a wink, pulling her wet fingers out of her mouth.



I bit my lip. “I can’t wait.”
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 Story 2: The Mysterious Neighbour



 



 



 



I followed Ms Hudson up the stairs. The older woman’s lavender perfume trialing her and drifted into my nose.



“I’m sorry, dear. I could have sworn I left your mother’s sewing kit here somewhere.” She said, turning the corner at the top of the stairs.



“No worries at all, Ms Hudson. I’m not in any rush.”



The mysterious older woman had moved into the neighbourhood almost a month ago, but we had never seen her until she stopped by last week to borrow my mother’s sewing kit.



From what I could tell, there was no Mr Hudson. The quaint little house was decorated solely by a woman. The walls were pink with little knick-knacks on each shelf. It was adorable.



Ms Hudson herself seemed kind as well, offering me some tea when I had stopped by.



She dressed like a housewife from the 80s, with an embroidered white dress and her brown hair up in a short curly nest.



Her room was just as cute as the rest of the house. Hand-drawn pictures of plants and cats lined the walls, and incense burned in the corner.



I tugged at my sweater, feeling the sweat on my skin.



“Ah! Here it is!” Ms Hudson said, picking the kit up from her side table. “Give your mother my sincerest, thank you.”



I smiled at her, loose strands of blonde hair dangling in front of my face. “Of course, I’ll do just that.”



I turned towards the door. “Thanks again!”



As I took a step forward, Ms Hudon’s hand slapped onto my shoulder. “Oh! My dear… You have… uhh… A hole in your pants.” She said, her rosy cheeks blushing.



I furrowed my eyebrows. “A hole, where?”



I glanced down at my leggings, a rush of red blush filling my cheeks. Unbeknownst to me, my leggings were torn right on my ass cheek! My bubbly ass peered out as the tear, about an inch long. The soft skin underneath peered out of the torn fabric.



I yelped, dropping the sewing box onto the floor as my hand covered the tear. I had spent all day at university. How long had this rip been there!?


Ms Hudson laughed, “Oh sweetheart. Don’t worry one bit. I can get that tear sewn up in a heartbeat.”



“O-ohh… That’s okay. I’ve worn these for years. I should just toss them out.” I whimpered, pressing my lips together—the embarrassment made my mind run wild.



“Nonsense dear, take those leggings off and I’ll have it sewn up all good as new.” She said, cleaning up the spilled thread on the floor.



“I actually don’t have a change of pants. It’s fine, I’ll try to sew it up at—” Before I could finish, Ms Hudson placed her finger against my lips. “Hush dear. We’re both ladies here. It’ll be fine.”



She flashed me a wink as she took the sewing kit to her bed. The woman sat on the mattress; her embroidered dress draping off the edge. She placed the sewing kit behind her, taking out a single needle and thread.



“Go on dear, take them off.” She said, her focus fixated on getting the thread through the loop of the needle.



I huffed, the blush still on my cheeks. These were my favorite leggings, and there was no way I’d be able to sew them up as well as Ms Hudson could.



Still, I was only wearing a thin pink thong underneath—something that I wasn’t too eager to show the middle-aged woman.



With my lips pursed, I shook my head. She was right; we were just two girls—I’ve changed in front of my volleyball teammates, so I shouldn’t be as embarrassed as I was.



Tossing the irrational embarrassment out of my head, I slipped my fingers underneath my waistband. Ms Hudson was still focused on getting the thread through the needle.



With a deep breath, I pulled the leggings down my thighs. The black fabric fell to my ankles, revealing my sculpted legs. Years of volleyball had made my legs nice and shapely—which was why I wore leggings so often.



My pink thong was buried up inside my ass cheeks, and the puffy lips of my shaved slit peered out on either side of the thin fabric.



Still, Ms Hudson didn’t so much as look up.



My heart was beating like a drum—I couldn’t control how irrationally nervous I was. Hell, even when I showed myself off to boys, I wasn’t this nervous.



I placed the leggings next to her and sat on the bed, my hands pulled down my sweater in a poor attempt to cover my crotch.



Ms Hudons pulled the black thread through the loop of the needle, tying it down and grabbing the leggings beside her.



She hummed quietly to herself as she went to work, her brown curly hair swayed as she nodded her head to her own hums.



My thighs squeezed together, the sweat sticking to my body underneath my thick sweater.



I watched her intently—more than eager to toss my pants back on. The thought was crazy. I was in just my pink thong sitting on my neighbor's bed.



Out of the corner of her eye, Ms Hudon glanced at my bare thighs. Her lips curled into a smirk. “You have quite the figure, my dear. You must work out quite a bit.”



I blushed, “Th-thank you. I play college volleyball.”



“Ah do you? So did I back in my day.”



“You did?” I asked, turning to face her.



“Sure did. I played for my College team as well.”



I grinned. “That’s amazing. I had no idea.”



She laughed, “Yes, unfortunately, in my old age, my picturesque body seems to have slipped away.”



“N-no! I didn’t mean it like that. You look amazing.” I stuttered. Even under her dress, I could tell she was in good shape. Hell, her calves alone looked like they were sculpted from stone.



She smiled at me, her hazel eyes narrowing. “Do I now?”



“Of course, you’re beautiful,” I replied truthfully. “I can imagine you on the cover of an 80s magazine.”



Ms Hudson tossed her head back in a laugh. “Oh, it’s been a while since I’ve heard anything like that.”



Her eyes fell back to my thighs. Ms Hudson bit her lip in an effort to suppress her dirty smile. “Perhaps I was being rather hard on myself. I do still have quite the body…” She gently placed the leggings and needle to the side. “Would you like to see for yourself, Katie?”



My eyes widened.
 “E-excuse me?”



The woman laughed again, “Oh come now, you were being so flirty with me. Don’t back out now.”



She shuffled over inches from me as her hand rested on my bare thigh—shivers shooting up my spine. “Nothing wrong with two grown women admiring one another.”



My breath quivered as I felt my heart race.



Her hand rode up my thigh, her slender fingers curling around my thigh as she inched closed and closed to my crotch.



“Go ahead honey, spread your legs… Let mommy take a look…” she whispered, biting her lip.



My mind raced with a million thoughts. I could barely comprehend what was going on—yet for some reason, my legs began to spread just as she asked.



I leaned back on my elbows, letting Ms Hudson get a nice close look at my thong.



I hadn’t realized how wet she had just made me—my bald lips gnawed at my pink thong as they glistened with grool.



“Mmm, nice little pussy you have there. I prefer a little hair on mine. Wanna see?” She asked, her sly smirk turning into a full-fledged dirty grin.



I nodded my head.
 “Y-yes please…”
 My heart replied without my mind's approval. What was I doing?



This was so wrong, but it felt so right. During volleyball games, I could never help but take a glance at my teammate’s asses whenever they bent over, their tight shorts riding up into their ass. I especially couldn’t help but look whenever we were changing in the locker room.



Ms Hudon rubbed my leg as the grool lathered my inner thigh.



I panted like a dog in heat as she stood to her feet. The woman grabbed the sides of her dress, her eyes meeting mine.



I licked my lips eagerly as she slowly rode the skirt up her legs, revealing her skin one inch at a time. As she rose the dress up closer to her pelvis, my breath shortened.
 “F-fuck…”
 I whimpered, staring at her nice, long legs.



“Oh honey. You haven’t seen anything yet.” The woman said. With a single motion, she pulled the dress up and over her head, tossing it to the side.



My jaw dropped. She was beautiful.



Her body was tall and fit. Her thighs were curvy and her tits were nice and perky despite their bigger size.



“Holy shit…” I moaned. By now, my thong was soaked with grool.



She was right, her pussy had a well-kept trim of bush around the lips. The brown pubes matched her hair.



Ms Hudson laughed as she crawled onto the bed, pushing me onto my back.



I panted eagerly as she crawled on top of me, her face inches above mine.



My hands grabbed her waist, running up and down her soft skin.



“Ever been with a woman before, Katie?” She asked, her warm breath landing on my lips as she spoke.



I shook my head, unable to speak as my lungs refused to take in air.



“Good. I love being the first.”



She leaned down, her hands pressing against the mattress on either side of my head.



Her lips locked against mine, sending my mind into a typhoon. Her lips tasted like cinnamon as my tongue lashed against them.



Ms Hudson moaned, her tongue slipping into my mouth, embracing my own as my hands rode up and down her naked body.



My eyes fluttered close as I succumbed to the tidal wave of pleasure—unable to process anything but the moment itself.



Ms Hudon’s tongue danced with mine—she took the lead, grinding her body against mine—though my sweater was thick, I could still feel her soft skin against mine.



The woman pulled back, smiling widely as she stared down at me, my eyes unable to focus as the euphoria coursed through my veins.



“How was that?” She asked softly, her brown eyes mesmerizing me into a trance.



I nodded my head, unable to muster a response.



She giggled, “Good girl. How about we take this sweater off…”



Her hands gripped the bottom of my sweater, pulling it up over my sweaty body as she knelt on the edge of the bed between my legs, pulling the thick sweater over my head.



I leaned up, my hair in a frazzled mess as she tossed the sweater to the side.



“Fuck… Amazing.” She whispered, her hand running up my panting body towards my petite tits.



I was nowhere as big as her, but my tits were nice and perky—and they fit my small stature well.



As her fingers brushed against my nipples, the breath shot from my lungs and my body squirmed.


“Ohh, sensitive are we?” She said.



I bit my lip and nodded my head.



“Good.”



Ms Hudson pushed me back down on the mattress, my blonde hair fanning out on the mattress as I stared up towards the ceiling.



Her delicate lips kissed my stomach, making my back arch.
 “O-ohhh!”
 I whimpered. Each peck of her delicate lips caused my breath to stutter and my back to flop like a fish out of water.



By now, grool was oozing out of my panting pussy. My thin thong did nothing to hold back the river of wetness.



Ms Hudon worked her way up my body, her kisses inching up my stomach as she reached my tits.



The woman glanced up at me as she wrapped her lips around my hard, pink nipple.



She latched on, her tongue lashing against my nipple like a whip.



“Oh oh fuck!”
 I yelped, each lash of her tongue caused my back to arch and my feet to kick in the air.



She sucked on me like a baby. My arms wrapped around her head, pinning her down on my chest as her saliva dribbled onto my chest.



“Oh fuck, right there. Fuck!” I yelped, my toes curling and my clit throbbing.



I could feel her wet slit rubbing against my leg as she nuzzled my nipple. Her pussy was almost as wet as mine—and I was eager to have a taste.



With my hands gripping her waist, I rolled Ms Hudson onto the mattress beside me. She yelped as I crawled on top of her, my blonde hair falling just above her face.



“Oh! My my, eager aren’t we?” She said, throwing her hands up over her head.



“You have no idea.” I breathed.



Slowly, I crawled down her body. Ms Hudson scootched herself to the middle of the mattress, allowing me to kneel down between her wet thighs.



Her short brown pubes glistened with wetness, and her pussy was spread like a flower after the rain. The outside of her lips were brown, but the flesh inside was bubblegum pink.



My mouth water as I leaned in, kissing her moist thigh.



“Mmmm, good girl.” She whimpered, her hand stroking my messy blonde hair.



Her skin tasted amazing, as if she had just hopped out of the shower. The scent of her grool made my neck hairs stand on edge as my own wetness leaked down my thigh.



As my kisses inched closer to her slit, the intoxicating aroma made my mind haze. Her fingers gripped my hair by the roots as she panted, her legs spreading…



Her bulbous, wet clit peered out from its hood, looking as tasty as a gumdrop. I couldn’t tease her any longer. My entire body yearned for a taste.



I wrapped my hands underneath her thick thighs and nuzzled my face between her legs.



My tongue draped out, and in a single, long lick, I rode up her panting pussy.



“OH! Fuck! K-Katie, oh yes!”
 She whimpered as my tongue parted her slit.



She tasted just as amazing as she looked. Her honey-sweet grool lathered my tongue as I ran it up and down her slit.



She clamped her thighs around my head and she moaned with pleasure. Her back arched and her fingers massaged my scalp.



Her pubes tickled my nose as my face pushed against her pelvis. The taste of her wetness was intoxicating—I couldn’t get enough.



Before long, my long, slow strokes turned to ravenous. My tongue lashed against her slit as I devoured her pussy, licking and sucking at her lips.



“OH FUCK!”
 Ms Hudson cried out, her back arching and slamming against the mattress as her ankles locked behind my back. “Keep going! Fuck, that’s a good girl, eat Mommy’s pussy!”



My nails dug into her thighs. Each shallow breath I took inhaled more of her intoxicating aroma. My mind was a hazy mush of euphoria.



All thoughts had drifted away in a puff of smoke—leaving just my animalistic desires.



I wanted to please the older woman. No, I needed to please her.



My tongue shoved deep inside her slit as her grool coated my face.



Saliva and wetness ran down my chin as she suffocated me between her thick thighs.



My tongue lashed haphazardly. Each time it whipped her clit, Ms Hudson moaned wildly, tugging at my hair.



I gasped as she pulled my head up, saliva and grool dripping off my chin as I panted for air. The taste of her wetness coated my lips as I licked them clean. “Holy fuck, you taste so good!” I whimpered.



Her pussy was a mess. Grool and saliva coated her slit and pubes, running down and meshing into the mattress.



“Y-You’re pretty good for a rookie.” She panted, cheeks flushed red.



I giggled, kneeling up between her knees. The filth ran down my chin onto my chest as I sucked on my fingers.



She spread her legs as I pulled my fingers out of my mouth—reaching down to her slit.



My fingers ran up and down her lips, teasing her as she squirmed on the bed.



“F-fuck… K-keep going.”
 She whimpered, squeezing her own round tits.



I giggled, running the tips of my pointer and middle fingers into her slit. Her lips gripped my fingers as I ran them up and down. My eye fixated on her throbbing clit. “Put your fingers inside Mommy’s soaking wet pussy.” She whimpered.



Her nails dug into the soft flesh of her tits. I could feel the pleasure coursing through her. I part of me couldn’t believe that I was able to make a woman like her feel so euphoric, but I knew I still had to finish her off.



My two fingers pushed inside her slit. Her body went rigid as her breath stuttered.



Despite her sopping wetness, her pink flesh gripped my fingers tightly as I pushed them in knuckle deep. Her pussy was so wet and warm, it sent a shiver up my spine.



“Fuck… You like that?” I asked, leaning down between her thighs as my fingers slowly thrusting in and out of her slit.



Ms Hudson erratically nodded her head.
 “Y-yes, oh fuck yes!”



I grinned, planting a soft kiss on the crest of her pussy, just above the clit as my fingers continued to fuck her.



Her back spasmed as she moaned loudly.



My tongue draped back out, flicking her clit gently as my fingers picked up speed.



She tossed and turned, her feet kicking against the mattress as the pleasure was becoming too much, though I wasn’t close to being done.



My lips locked around the crest of her slit, and my tongue licked her clit just as her tongue licked my nipple. I imitated her tongue movements perfectly as grool splattered out of her sopping pussy.



“Oh oh oh! Fuck! Right there, r-right there! Fuck!
 ” She moaned, panting like a wild dog.



I didn’t stop. My fingers fucked her like a jackhammer, and my tongue lashed against her pink clit.



“I’m cumming! Oh fuck, Katie! I’m going to cum.”
 She tugged at my hair, but I didn’t budge.



“O-OHHHHHHH!”
 she squealed. Her body went rigid for a moment before collapsing like a limp doll on the bed.



Grool waterfall out of her panting slit as she gasped for air.



I lifted my face, grinning from ear to ear as the wetness dripped down my fingers.



“Holy fuck…”
 Her hazel eyes fluttered before meeting mine. “That was incredible…”



I giggled, “Thank you.”



My pussy was just as wet. The fabric of my thong was nearly transparent as the grool oozed out of me.



Both of us panted as our fingers intertwined. Our bodies were slick with sweat, saliva, and grool.



“Perhaps next time… You can show me how it’s really done?” I said, tugging at the string of my thong.



Ms Hudson hungrily eyed my puffy slit. “I’d be more than happy to show you. Perhaps we can make it a weekly lesson.”



I eagerly nodded my head, laying down and resting my head on her soft tits. “I’d like that very much.”



She stroked my hair, “Good girl…”
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 Story 3: My Boss’ Dirty Demand



 



 



I rammed my shoulder into my boss' office. “I’m so sorry I’m late!” I huffed. Stray strands of autumn-red hair stuck to my freckled face as I panted for breath.



“Ahh. Aimee. I was wondering if you were going to come at all.” Ms Condor said, glancing up from her papers.



Jackie Condor was an icon in the Consulting world. She was the first black woman to be CEO, and had led the company to record-breaking profits year after year. It was an honour to get a chance to work for her—even if I was just a personal assistant.



An honour that I had almost slept through.



I stood up straight, trying desperately to calm my panting. “I-I slept through my alarms. It won’t happen again.”



She didn’t reply, her short black hair neatly tucked behind her ears. The woman stood, walking to her bookshelf.



I waited nervously—hands clasped as my heart began to thud. I had worked tirelessly for weeks, but all it took was one late day for Ms Condor to cut an employee—no matter how loyal. At least, that’s what the rumors said.



The woman flipped through books on her shelf. The window of her top-floor office let the sunlight flood in—with the cityscape down below.



She wore a black shirt and leggings, her top was a blazer. Her entire outfit seemed tailored just for her. The fabric held her figure perfectly.



My outfit was an oversized white button-up and a plaid skirt. My white stockings had a tear in them and my shirt was stained with sweat as I ran down the street trying to make it in on time.



My tardiness and lack of professional apparel would not reflect well. This job was everything to me. It opened the door to the consulting world, and as a fresh college graduate, I was eager to make a name for myself.



Ms Condor glanced over at me, the sun basking her dark skin as her lips drew into a line. “I enjoy you, Aimee, but you lack the drive needed to make it at this company, I’m afraid. Showing up late, and not even getting properly fitting clothes. Not going to cut it.”



Red blush filled my pale cheeks—accentuating my freckles. “I-I’m so sorry… It will never happen again.” I assured her. My hands curled into fists—my nails digging into my palms as I cursed myself.



“Sure, you put the hours in, and good a relatively good job at the tasks I give you, but if you aren't willing to go the extra mile—you won’t last a second here.” She said, crossing her arms and facing me. Her dark eyes paralyzed me, and her imposing aura shadowed over me.



My heel tapped anxiously against the tile. I had no response. I knew that I would do anything for this job, for this chance to make something of myself—but how could I prove it to her? Having slept in one day was going to ruin my career.



I bit my lip, holding back the tears welling in my eyes.



Ms Condor huffed, shaking her head. “I’m sorry, Aimee, but you’re being let go. I’ll be happy to write a reference letter. You’re a good employee. Though you don’t have what it takes to make it here, few do. No shame in—”



“I have what it takes!” I shouted back, my blood boiling.



I was always a shy, timid girl, but I wasn’t about to let all my hard work go to waste—not like this. “Let me prove it to you. Anything you ask, anything at all.”



My heart was pumping pure adrenaline through my veins instead of blood. I mustered more courage than ever before, ready to do whatever it took to prove my determination to the grizzled woman.



“Aimee, there is nothing you can do to pr—”



“I said, anything. Anything at all.”



My retort was blunt, and now it was my light brown eyes that were paralyzing the older woman.



Her jaw shifted as our eyes locked. “Fine. Anything you say?”



I nodded my head. “Anything.”



The corners of her lips broke upwards. A devious grin grew on her face. “Fine. Let’s see if you really are willing to do anything I ask.”



She kicked her shoe off. Her black net leggings hugged her feet perfectly as her painted toenails peered out underneath the fabric.



Ms Condor walked to her desk chair, pushing it back as she sat down. Her eyes fixated on me as she rose her foot, her toes wiggling underneath the stockings.


“Lick my toes.” She said coldly.



My eyebrows furrowed, and my breath stuttered.
 “Wh-what?”


“I said, lick my toes. Worship my feet, girl. You said you would do anything, right?”


Her lips stayed curled as she draped one foot over the other. The frill of her skirt rode up her thigh—revealing her juicy thighs.



My mouth watered as I pursed my lips together. The heat of my blush was hot enough to power a city, and my entire body was jittering.



Did she really want me to do this? Could I?



My eyes stared at her toes and feet underneath her stockings and my pussy quivered as sweat stained my oversized shirt.



My body walked forward, and my mind was racing with a million thoughts, but my body moved as if of its own volition.



I knelt down in front of her. The cold tile stung at my delicate knees, but I barely even noticed.



My shaking hands lifted as they stroked her thigh, her foot wiggling inches from my face.



“Good girl, looks like you may have what it takes anyways.”



She shoved her foot forward into my face as she leaned against her armrest. “Go ahead and please me.”



My trembling fingers held onto her ankle as I glanced up at her, my mind racing.
 “Y-yes, ma’am…”



My thumbs run up her soft soles, her toes curling against the fabric of the leggings. I glanced up, noticing the lustful glimmer in her dark eyes.



I bit my lip, my pussy gnawing at my panties.



Slowly, my mouth opened as I lifted her foot up. Her big toe slipped into my mouth as my lips closed around it.



“Ohhh… Good girl…
 ” Ms Condor whimpered, her toe wiggling in my mouth.



My tongue lashed around it, I could taste her sweat on the fabric of her black stockings as I gently sucked on her foot.



The woman pushed forward. More toes slipped into my wet mouth as I gagged. My fingers dug into her calf as she wiggled her toes inside my mouth. “Mmmmh, how does it taste?” She whimpered, her hand pulled up her skirt—revealing her moist black panties.



I glanced up at her, my light eyes quivering as I whimpered. Grool ran down my leg as the woman degraded me, her salty foot thrusting in and out of my mouth.



Saliva ran down my chin as my tongue lashed against her foot like an eager puppy.



She moaned, her fingers slipping past the waistband of her panties as she pleasured herself.



I pulled her foot out of my panting mouth. “O-ohhh fuck… You taste so good…” I whimpered, wiping the saliva from my chin. The salty taste lingered on my lips as I watched her fingers slip in and out of her wet slit. Her pussy was hairy and her lips curled outwards—revealing the pink flesh inside.



“Good dog. Keep going.” She ordered, her breath quivering as her fingers pleasured herself.



I nodded my head, stray red hair stuck to my panting face as I massaged her legs. Her foot was moist with my saliva, and I wanted a closer look.



I grabbed her leggings, pulling them down her sculpted calves.



Her foot slipped out of the tight fabric, freeing her toes as she playfully wiggled them.



“Ohh fuck…” I whimpered, my mouth watering.



My thumbs pressed into her sole as she stuck her foot in my face. “Go on, babe.”



My wet tongue draped out of my mouth as I lashed it against her heel. My body quivered as her salty sweat landed on my tastebuds. I rode my tongue up her entire foot—eager to taste every inch.



As I reached her toes, I took them into my mouth one at a time, sucking on them like a popsicle.



Ms Condor moaned loudly as she squirmed in her office chair, her fingers plunging in and out of her slit like a jackhammer.



“Ohh fuck. Good girl.” She whimpered. Her other foot rode up my thigh, slipping underneath my plaid skirt.



Her toes pushed up against my panties, causing my back to arch.
 “O-ohhhh! Fuck.”



I kissed her foot, making out with it like a lover.



Her toes ran up and down my slit. My moist panties did little to hide her touch as she pushed against my wetness.



It felt so dirty—so degrading. I was nothing but a toy for her to humiliate and use… And I loved it. Finally, I was doing something to win her over—and feel some pleasure for myself.



Her grool slipped out of her crotch as she fucked herself, spilling out onto the chair.



Her head was tossed back over her backrest as she groaned, her jaw open and her breath shallow.
 “Oh oh oh!”



She glanced down at me, her eyes staring at me lovingly.



Her lips curled into a grin as she scooted to the edge of the seat.



Her feet planted on the ground as she spread her knees—her panties fell back over her crotch, but they were so wet that they looked like they were about to tear by the seams.



I knew exactly what she wanted, and I wanted it more.



Her moist pubes peered out of the sides of the panties as I crawled forward, my warm breath landed on her crotch causing the woman to squirm.



My hands ran up and down her shaking legs, I could feel the horny eagerness dripping out of her body as ran her fingers through my fiery red hair. “G-go on, baby… Eat me out.”



I giggled, nodding my head.



I planted a gentle kiss on the crest of her pussy—overtop of her panties. Even that was enough to make her back arch as a breath escaped her lips.



My smile grew as I fished the panties out of her pussy, holding them to the side as her beautiful black pussy glistened in the fluorescent lighting.



I felt my own pussy drip with wetness as I arched my back, nuzzling my face in between her thighs.



Her pillow-soft thighs pressed against my face as I draped my tongue out.



As soon as my wet tongue hit the bottom of her pussy, a shiver shot through her spine. “Ohh fuck!” Ms Condor cried out, her feet kicking the air as her hand wrapped to the back of my head, holding my face up against her slit.



Her grool tasted amazing, sweet as berries, as my tongue lashed up and down.



Her wet pubes tickled my soft cheeks as I nuzzled into her slit. My tongue lashed wildly against her sopping wet pussy. My nails dug into her thighs as I ate her out. Her clit peered out past its hood, and as soon as my tongue brushed against it the older woman cried out.



“Ohh fuck! Yes! Fuck!”
 she cried,
 “holy fuck!”


My face was coated with wetness as grool and saliva painted me. I moaned into her slit, my mind racing with euphoria as her scent sent me into a frenzy.



She messaged my scalp as she pushed my face deep against her slit.
 “Good girl. Oh fuck, good girl. Y-you have such a talented little mouth.”



Her words echoed in my ears, filling me with resolve.



My tongue shoved deep in and out of her slit. Each breath I took just filled me with her aroma.



Her panting made my heart flutter and my pussy quiver. Just pleasing her was making my own clit erupt.



I sucked her moist lip as my tongue circled around her exposed clit.



“AH! Oh fuck! I’m going to cum!”
 She whimpered, her thighs clamping around my head as she tugged at my hair. “I’m going to cum!”



Her back arched and slammed into the chair, her ankles locked around my back as she suffocated me between her legs.



Her wetness was running like a river—coating every inch of my mouth with her tasty filth.



I could feel her clit throb inside my mouth as her orgasm burst. The woman panted like a dog, her body spasming and convulsing as her eyes rolled back.



Her pussy erupted with wet grool, which I was more than happy to gobble up.



Within a second, her entire body went limp. She collapsed back in her chair panting for breath as her outfit was drenched in sweat. A pool of saliva and grool filled her chair as I fell back onto my butt.



“Hmmm fuck. You taste so good.” I whimper, licking my lips as the filth dripped from my chin—ruining my top.



Her eyes quivered as she glanced at me, looking as though she just ran a marathon. “H-holy… I may have been wrong about you…” Her lips curled into a smile.



“Not only did you show dedication, but your tongue and mouth are also more talented than I could have imagined… Perhaps there is a place for you by my side after all.”



I could barely contain my giddy smile. “Thank you, ma’am. Although I think I’d prefer a spot between your legs instead.” I flashed her a wink.



Even against her dark skin, the blush on her cheeks showed. “That can be arranged.”
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