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 Seduced By My Sensual Roommate



F
 inally! We made it to the end of the semester. After a boatload of studying, the stress of finals week can be lifted off of my shoulders. And I was ready to relax for sure.



As is tradition with the end of the semester, we all get together at someone’s apartment for a party. It doesn’t really matter whose place it is as long as they feel like hosting. But I’m grateful it’s not me this time because the last time I hosted I spent all the next morning with a couple of nice guests picking up after messy people. Bottles and cans of beer, and I even found a used condom wedged behind my couch. I must’ve passed out by that point because I think I would’ve noticed people doing the deed in my living room. It was disgusting finding it the next morning but I also had a bit of FOMO trying to imagine what went on while I wasn’t aware. I figured I would eventually find a way to make it up to myself at some point, maybe by letting myself get loose at this party, so long as I was also the one picking up the pieces like a decent guest.



This time the theme for our get-together is slumber party, which honestly is a welcomed dresscode after the work I put in for finals. Like seriously, the last thing I want to do is worry about if I’m dressed fancy or on theme enough. Last time the theme was disco, and I distinctly remembered wedging my feet into a pair of platform knee high boots that were a size too small. And I spent most of the night scooping my boobs back into a low cut disco ball dress. Thank god I had pasties on, but that’ll be the last time I trust that something can cover me enough just because it has sleeves.



So this time, I can basically go shopping in my closet. I could go for a silky nightgown, and let my legs air out a bit. Then there was the possibility of just putting on an oversized shirt, and only the shirt, and letting myself be coquettish tonight. Then again, I don’t even know if I feel like having one of those nights where I have to put on the moves. In all honesty I don’t even have that many sets of pajamas, I usually sleep naked, and whatever pjs I do have end up being used for loungewear when I want to be comfortable around the apartment. So it felt kinda unnatural to be putting them on right now for the sake of going out. Being that it was almost time to go, I shed my clothes and started searching my dresser for options. Right now, an animal onesie looked very promising…



“So, what are you gonna wear,” I nearly jumped at the sound of a voice, as my roommate came into my room asking me this question. “Oh, hah, sorry. Looks like I caught you halfway through changing.” She let out a snort while backing out into the doorway.



“Girl! Yeah, like maybe a warning next time before you scare the shit outta me!” I whined.



I wasn’t
 that
 naked, at least in terms of what I was comfortable with. I had on a cute pair of underwear with a lace bralette, classic comfy combo. It’s bright lavender too, which I think compliments my shade of maple-y brown skin. Plus my roommate Belle and I have seen each other in way more compromising positions. I’ve definitely caught her and her various partners dashing through our hallway to make a bee-line to the showers after having comically loud sex. And she for sure has seen me with previous partners during the actual act, being that I may or
 may not
 have a kink for being risky.



“Wait, why don’t you just go in this? I doubt you’d be the only one showing up in your underwear.” Belle suggested, waving her hand up and down over my current outfit.



“Yeah right. I don’t think so. Plus I don’t want anyone surprising me like you did just now. They might do something worse than just sneak up behind me. And you know… I just wanna be comfortable.”



“I know, haha, sorry again Janie,” my roommate repeated. She came up behind me and pinched my sides then tugged on a strand of my curly black hair, letting it bounce back up. “For what it’s worth, you'd look hot though.”



“Belle, seriously…”, I turned around half annoyed, “I’m still trying to decompress after my last final.” She took the hint and backed up, putting her hands in the air as if she were surrendering. Belle has always been the type to push boundaries, and while that’s what made us get so close to each other, there are times where I wish she could take a hint.



“Alright, alright. Honestly I just wanted you to check out my outfit”.



Belle did a small twirl so I could get the full view, and oh goodness. Of course she’s trying to outdo herself and everyone else around her. She straightened her normally wavy brown hair, and she’s got on this teal lace teddy. It had cutouts on the sides so her olive skin had a chance to be featured as well. When she did her twirl, the shawl she wore over her outfit gracefully lifted up to show that she completed the look with tight velvet boy shorts. Underneath the fairy lights that decorated my room, she looked like a forest god, especially with all of that green she wore. Her eyes locked in with mine as if looking for praise, but I couldn’t help but zone in on her boobs and the way they looked practically overwhelmed in her outfit. There were way more straps than actual solid bits of clothing covering her up.



“Uhm,” I snorted, “I thought we were going for classic comfy cozy. What is this?” I leaned forward and cupped her boobs to jiggle them. They practically fell out of the strap top, proving my point.



“Hi? You know exactly what I’m going for here”, Belle laughed, brushing my hands off and readjusting her outfit, scooping all of her hanging bits back together and settling them in with a bit of a shake. “We literally just finished up for the semester. I’m getting drunk. I’m getting laid. I’m on thotcation.” Belle counted her list of activities on her fingers and I rolled my eyes and laughed.



“Okay, but actually Janie, get on my level and please don’t be lame. I want us to be sexy hot together, a matching pair. It’ll help me start conversations with others. And it’ll help you get laid too. Which… you do want to, right? You were just talking about how you wanted a chance to get nasty like Aria and Louis did when they had sex here.” Of course she knew who it was, but I’ll question her on that at a different time.



Instead I laughed at her incredulously. “I’m lazy,” I replied, “I just wanna be comfortable that’s all. I don’t know… maybe I’ll chat up Portia, she’s cute.”



No sooner did I say that did I feel a pair of hands reach around me and underneath my bralette. I felt them move over my nipples, and I could’ve sworn they lingered there for a beat too long, before shifting over my shoulders, removing my bralette in one smooth motion. It got flung with much consideration across my bed. Another surprise by Belle.



“At least go cage free then. Let those nips be free!” She squeezed my boobs together and started peppering them with light smooches. Again, I felt her fingers circle around my nipples, and my cheeks flushed from being caught off guard.



“I mean… they’re just so nice,” she hummed. Which means she’s already tipsy of course. “I could help you, I have other outfits in my room too. Even another teddy, it doesn’t have to be as strappy as mine.” she urged on as she always does.



“Alright alright, you put up a good point,” I conceded. “Honestly, I don’t know why I didn’t think of it before.” And I honestly agreed. Just because it’s the end of the semester doesn’t mean I have to totally stop trying. And her playing with me was starting to get me going. She’d make the perfect wingman if it weren’t for the fact that she would probably steal my target if I didn’t explicitly tell her not to.



“Like I said, get on my level.”



“Right, well let me get dressed so we can get the hell out of here. I don’t wanna miss the food. Wait, what are you doing!?”



Belle reached into her shorts and grabbed her phone out, then started taking selfies with me in the background. Then I saw her starting to record, swinging the camera this way and that, bending her body to show off her curvy angles. I however, instantly covered my chest, and Belle was quick to throw a sassy huff in my direction.



“Janie, I’m trying to get us hyped up. You have no idea how excited I am. Like, honestly, I think I’m already turned on.”



“You’re seriously ridiculous.” I responded. I don’t doubt that she was telling the truth though. Plenty of times we’ve gone out before and I’ve lost her within minutes of getting to our destination. We’ve even set up alarms on our phones so that way we know it’s time to find each other again, barring that she hasn’t started hooking up with someone yet.



She’s in her sexual liberation era, she says, and I’m jealous of her ability to always be ready at any moment anytime. I’m more of the type that needs a little bit of emotional encouragement before I’m ready. Though we definitely have a pretty admirable body count at this point in time. So maybe I should give myself more credit.



I turned away, bending over to continue going through my closet to hide myself from Belle’s phone camera. This only encouraged her more though, as she turned and slapped my ass a few times for the camera.



“Woo baby look at your ass jiggle!” she hollered, making notes about the recoil and air grinding on my backside. I gave another shake just for show, causing Belle to howl in amusement.



Music started to play from Belle’s phone once she finished taking footage. Her hands started to creep down my back and around my hips. She pulled me into her body, and I could feel her chest pressed on my shoulder blades and her chin on my ears. I felt her breathing echoing in my head, and pouring down my neck, as soft fingers rubbed gently up and down my sides. Goosebumps covered my body in confusion, and my face began to heat up again in excitement.



“Wait, Janie. Should you, like, be the first person I start with on my little vacation venture?” Belle asked, starting to squeeze my sides. She rocked left to right, swaying me with her in a rhythm that was almost hypnotic; her light breathing and touch keeping a steady beat with it.



How could I resist? I felt like a baby being rocked in her arms. Belle was taller than me, and right now she is so warm… smelled so warm too, like a light vanilla with spice. I pressed my backside closer into her, and joined in with her swaying. Noticing the shift in my movement, she nuzzled her way closer to my neck and started brushing me with kisses. I could’ve melted right there, but instead I stopped.



“Do you… actually want to..?” I asked.



Admittingly, Belle and I have had a decent amount of times where we’ve made out. Plenty of heavy petting, but we haven’t ever really hooked up like this. And honestly I don’t know why. We’re comfortable with each other, as we have been for the past couple years, and again, we’ve seen a
 lot
 of each other. I guess maybe now the circumstances are just aligning for us. I was fully prepared for her to change her mind though, and settle on smacking my ass more for her video pleasure.



Belle turned me around to face her, she looked directly at me with her brown eyes. I felt unable to look away, the magnetism of her gaze bringing me in closer to her face. She raised her hand to my chin and dragged it to her mouth, allowing it to play with mine for just a few moments before breaking our faces apart. I’ve always loved her kisses. I loved how each time we made out it would be a new flavor, and tonight’s flavor was sweet fruity vodka and warm vanilla. Trouble rose in the air between us, and there was acceptance that we were going to be late to the party tonight.



I also felt suddenly hyper aware of myself. She still had on her whole night time outfit, though at this point her breasts had spilled out of them again. Yet here I was partially naked in her arms, and I felt vulnerable and embarrassed in a way that turned me all the way on. I took in the way she looked at me, and watched the way she bit her lower lip in need. Although her eyes never broke contact with mine, it felt as if she were already imagining how she wanted me.



Keeping that eye contact, Belle slowly kneeled to the ground, letting her hands drag down my lower back and around my inner thighs. I felt a shiver rise out of me and I felt warm everywhere, part of me wanted to keep the fact that I was already wet hidden from her. But she’s too smart to think otherwise. Her hands grasped the back of my thighs and pulled them close so that her face rested between them. As I stood there looking down at her, she started rubbing her head like a cat between my thighs before looking up with a pleading look.



“Pretty please, with your cherry on top…?” she asked in a soft voice.



It was like a switch went off in me when I heard her plea. Like a deep pit that needed to be filled immediately. Everything that touched my skin sent buzzes throughout my body, and I was getting lightheaded with desire for more. My underwear now was a wet rag blocking me from getting what I wanted.



“Take my panties off then,” I hurriedly said.



Without hesitation, Belle moved her hands around my waist and slid off the last bit of clothing that I had on. As she did that I heard a questioning hum come from her mouth. She placed her hands between my legs again, and confidently moved them open so she had a better view of what she wanted to do. There was no more hiding the fact that I was drenched now, the cool air touching areas that were wet.



“Wooow Janie, I didn’t know you were this wet.” Belle said in sarcastic awe, looking up beneath me. “I mean, you’re making a total mess of yourself down here.” she murmured, rubbing up and down my legs.



“Mhm, it’s because you’ve teased me so much.” I replied.



“Oh? Was it me pinching you? Me grabbing your titties? Or me filming you? Do you like to be filmed?”



Did she somehow know that I liked being watched? I was helpless to answer her questions. This low level of torture had me throbbing. It became even more intensified as I started to anticipate her motions. At last, I felt her finger touch the wet folds of skin between my legs, then enter me. She kept up a slow rhythm, starting by just barely moving into me. Then she turned each thrust into deeper motions, until I was able to feel her knuckles bump up against me. In and out motions would slowly roll over to her lingering a finger inside of me to give me an internal massage.



“Oh god,” I moaned in between the sounds of her fingering me.



“You’re so dirty, Janie. So turned on and you weren’t even trying to get fucked like I was. You’re already naked and haven’t even left the apartment yet. And I can
 see
 everything happening to you.”



My brain felt empty of all modest thoughts. Right now it was being replaced by hedonistic fantasies. One where Belle would start livestreaming us for everyone to see, another where the room door would open and we would be greeted by the sight of someone who had been listening to us while whacking off.



Belle started to slowly move her finger in an almost beckoning motion inside of me, noticing how I responded when she rubbed me at that angle. As she pulled herself out of me, she went back in with two fingers this time, aiming for that same spot.



With a shudder, I felt myself bend forward against my will, unable to properly keep myself standing from her handywork. I put my hands on her shoulders for support, but then I felt her stop. Her motions quickened just enough to send me into an overload of sensations before I was brought back down because she stopped. I looked down to see what was going on, and I watched her pull two fingers out of me absolutely sticky wet.




 Wait… that’s all from me.
 I quickly stood up straight, face hot with embarrassment, body cold from nudity. Belle still knelt in front of me, her breasts hanging out of the top of her clothes, yet she was still fully clothed nonetheless. She wasn’t looking at me though, she was opening and closing her middle and index fingers together, watching thick clear strands of my arousal form and drip between them every time they separated.



“Why did you stop?” I finally blurted out, frustration from being brought to the edge made me start throbbing harder.



“Janie, you’re just so cute. I wanted to see how much I could push you before you came.” she sighed, dragging her wet fingers over her chest.



“But I didn’t, y’know that right?”



“Mhm.” Belle patted the carpet next to her, this time actually beckoning me to sit. I cautiously did, knowing full well I needed to pull more pleasure from her for myself. And greedy thoughts began to flow in my head, telling me that now was the time to take control if she wasn’t going to let me get off the way I knew I deserved. And the way she sat there waiting for my move told me that she was all for whatever I could think to bring.



I made eye contact with Belle, taking note of how her eyes caught glimmers of the fairy lights. Her breasts still showed evidence of wet streaks from her playing with me. I knew my roommate was hot from the beginning, but something about her was so picturesque right now that I wish I could capture it. Music kept playing from Belle’s phone, and the change of song gave me a very good idea. I felt drunk with excitement, and a little bit naughty too, just thinking about how she has no idea what I’m planning to do. My head was spinning just thinking about it. I was curious to know how Belle felt, and that’s when I saw her wiggling her hips to tantalize me. I recognized it as her way of telling me she’s ready, and I decided that I was going to keep my plan to myself until just the right moment.



“Alright, c’mere…” I said, though I didn’t wait for her to scoot closer to me. Instead, I pulled her hips towards me and guided her back to the ground. My hands found their way to her shorts, and clumsily I pulled them off her. As I suspected, just like her top, the bottom was basically a thong that had disappeared between her ass. I tilted her hips to the side and gave them a slap, a little bit of revenge from her spanking me earlier.



“Janie!” she called out in response. That’s when she took it upon herself to get on all fours in front me, waving her hips playfully into my face.



“Actually… keep slapping my ass some more.” she said with a slight moan.



I obliged, starting gently and increasing in roughness. Each slap dragged out sharp gasps from Belle, and she bounced her hips some more to keep me interested. I even got to see that hidden bit of thong that had climbed between her cheeks. As suspected, it was completely damp from our activities.



“Belle, go back on your back so I can look you in the face.” I asked, ready to continue.



She listened and without saying a word, turned onto her back and placed her legs on my lap. I sat between them and then pulled them apart. Just like me, she was wet, but in this case she had nothing that could hide it. At this point even her inner thighs would have exposed that truth.



“Whaaat?” Belle jokingly asked with shrugged shoulders. She saw how I was checking her out. “You know we’re both into each other at this point.”



“You want me?” I asked, acting like I didn’t already know the answer.



“So bad.” She had already removed her shawl.



She lifted her waist up to allow me access to the hooks that kept her teddy closed. My hands reached around her back to unhook it. As soon as I felt it loosen I reached my hand down to that thong and slowly moved it out the way. I felt her thighs shift around me in anticipation. Suddenly, she bent her knees up, causing my head to slide forward and into her hands so she could guide my mouth to hers.



Her lips were soft and her tongue still had the strong taste of vodka she shot down her mouth an hour ago. I let my body press against hers and kept one of her legs between mine so I could grind against it. Our kisses got wetter and heavier, on the occasion I could feel her teeth lightly pressing down on my mouth.



“I wanna give you a hickey.” I said in between a natural pause.



“Sounds good.” she breathlessly let out.



I started giving her quick nips around her ears, trailing down to her neck. Belle inhaled and exhaled at each one, moving her body as if she was trying to get closer to me. But there wasn’t much space between us now as I chose the perfect spot to mark her. Kissing her neck in preparation, I grabbed one of her breasts to play with her nipple before giving her a firm bite on the neck. It was all she could take before she finally let out a moan.



“Play with my boobs more.” she begged, and I was happy to oblige as I alternated between kisses and nibbles down to her chest. I glanced at her nipple that was now perked up from me playing with it earlier. And I latched on it feeling the hard bud dance between my tongue.



“Mmf yes, it feels so good when you suck on them like that.” I unlatched my mouth with a pop.



“Your titties are so soft I can’t help but to wanna suck them.” I replied while switching to the other side. They were soft, and they smelled like that vanilla scent she usually has on. I unknowingly started gently biting them, and when I realized what I was doing I felt guilty, that was until I saw how Belle was shuddering in pleasure.



“Oh my god, you love nipple play, don’t you Belle?” I teased, but she was barely paying attention to me. Her lower body had started grinding up towards my leg now. Her face looked away from mine, most likely in another world of pleasure. I just wanted to tease her some more.



“You love when I suck on your nipples? When I bite them? They’re so sensitive now aren’t they?” I taunted, going back and forth between having my mouth and having my fingers play with her breasts. “Mm, they taste so good Belle. So fucking good.”



“Janie oh god I’m seriously about to cum.” she desperately said through quick breaths.



At this point she was squirming between my body and the floor, and the wetness between both of us made the occasional squishing noises. Especially now as she found herself basically humping the air to try and get some stimulation to her clit. That is where I chose to leave her, on the edge.



“Hold on.” I stood up and Belle tilted her head in curiosity. I ran to my desk and found a polaroid camera that was hidden under a mountain of folders and textbooks. Then I returned to a very confused Belle and snapped her photo before she could ask a question.



“Janie!” she called out while covering the lens. “Let me pose first at least, damn!”



Oh she posed alright, she arched her back and let her hair flow behind her. She tastefully covered one breast but then let the other hang out, giving it a gentle pinch. She did another pose from her backside, her ass staring straight into the camera spread open so the flash could capture everything. She even dragged me into a photo of her biting my nipples back, and she took the photo just in time for her to catch my mouth hanging open in a moan.



We took turns posing and taking photos of and with each other, taking pleasure of the idea of our playfulness forever being recorded with no one to find them. After we were satisfied, I adjusted my position so that I was sitting on her stomach. I watched all the photos we took develop on film.



“We look like fucking playboy bunnies.” I said in response to some of them.



“I think we look drunk to be honest.” Belle replied.



“You’re the one who drank before this.” I gave her a snarky look and then stood up again.



“Uh hey? What gives? Neither of us came yet, and I’m ready right now.” She questioned my motives. But I wasn’t going to make her wait too much longer.



“Let’s finish you off.” I answered. “But let’s get Mr. B first.”



Belle clapped excitedly and stood up. “Mr. B! Mr B!”



I stood up with her and we both moved to my bed. She sat down hugging her knees to her chest, and I was able to get a good look at just how wet she was now. I skipped out on making a comment since I’m pretty sure I felt a sticky drop slowly crawl down my leg when I stood up. So instead I perused through the draw next to my bed, before I found Mr. B.



Belle and I have a history with Mr. B, and it involved an impulsive trip to our city’s sex shop our freshman year of college on a search for sexual liberation. Which I figured now was just the result of us recognizing how sexually repressed we had to keep ourselves from when we both lived in small towns.



Mr. B is hardly the vision of sexual liberation, nor revolution. It was a small vibrating wand that Belle and I had anxiously picked out for each other. Though she has her own model, who she calls ‘Richard’. At this point in time, I have seen many different, and way more extreme, versions of people’s ‘Richards’. Though my Mr. B is special because it’s just for me, and right now it felt like just the thing we needed to finish.



“Ooh, turn it on Janie!” Belle cheered.



“Okay one sec,” I turned it on and a low buzz rang in the air. “Tadaaa!”



“Let me see you use it.” she said with a change of tone in her voice that told me not to question the request.



I hesitated. It wasn’t what I initially planned to do, I actually planned to ask her to use it on me. But I figured why not? I felt sexy at this moment, so I did feel like entertaining the thought, figuring I could give her a show and seeing how far I can push it. Climbing on to the bed, I opened my legs towards her so she could see everything I was doing. Belle smirked as she took in the view, and waved her hand as if motioning me to continue.



Gentle vibrations hit my body as I teased myself with the wand. First, dragging it along my neck, then down my sides before finally placing it over my clit. I had it bounce a couple times up and down to tantalize her eyes. Then I let it linger there as I used my arousal to lubricate it. There was something nice about having someone watch me and giving them a performance, I learned.



My toes curled over my soft bed sheets as I got to work at pleasuring myself for Belle. I exaggerated a bit by adding soft moans in between my motions, but even those became genuine since it felt so good to vocalize.



“You see what I’m doing for you, Belle? I’m teasing myself so good for you.” I cried out while flipping my head back in pleasure. I finally succumbed to the feeling and found myself lying on my back this time. A need to keep myself right on the edge emerged while I grinded my hips along the length of the vibrator. I traced my free hand over my sternum, before cupping it on one of my breasts, pulling lightly at my nipple to tease myself.



“Ride it, Janie.” Belle urged. Out of the corner of my eye I could see her hands moving all over her body, matching my actions as she began to rub herself.



My face felt hot receiving her command. I felt obliged to obey her command. In fact, I needed her to take control now, I wanted to be her little doll to mess with. And I was going to look hot doing it. Fumbling a bit to sit on my knees, I moved my vibrator for ease of entry. It had no resistance going in, and I rocked my hips in short, quick motions to get a rise out of myself. My voice rose up an octave, and I had to keep myself from getting too loud.



“I’m riding Mr. B for you, I’m riding him so good.” I was losing control over myself.



“Shh, slower.” The order came from Belle but it echoed through my head, I was fully unable to focus on her. She now switched our roles so she was fully in control. And all I could take in was her voice.



I could see her sticking a finger inside herself, matching the speed of my movements. Her other hand rubbed the inside of her thigh, and she squeezed it every once in a while as if she wanted to grab my own thighs.



I slowed my gyrating to please her. Now instead of feeling the stiffness of my wand gliding through me, I could feel the vibrations stimulating me from inside. My free hand instinctively reached between my wet folds to pleasure myself, until Belle told me to deny myself. I didn’t know I could be so submissive and still love it.



“Oh please, please let me cum.”



Belle shook her head.



“I wanna cum all over Mr B.”



My face turned to Belle with my mouth hung open in rhythmic moans and pleading eyes. She smiled, still keeping her fingers to pleasure herself, taking pride in knowing I was at her mercy. Her eyes told me she was close, they tried their best to look at me but every few moments they rolled behind her head. I knew I could send her over the edge.



“Please let me finish, I just wanna cum only for you.” I whined in desperation. My acknowledgment of her power over me was just the key to get her off.



“You’re just so sexy, Janie…!” Belle started to say but was caught off guard by her own release. Her moans crescendoed and her hips rocked into her hands before her breathing became ragged. My eyebrows raised in amazement, vibrator still in me as I slowed down to take the view in. It dawned on me just how intimate this moment was, us just sitting in my bed, exploring the ways we can make each other feel good. And I felt great, euphoric too, even though I haven’t-



“Ahh!” I cried out in surprise as Belle’s fingers swiftly reached between my legs, searching expertly for the right button to push. Wave after wave crashed over my body, the sensation of both the vibrator in me and her fingers outside of me causing my brain to totally short circuit. I pushed out a moan at every wave, getting louder, almost too loud, and Belle pressed her lips on mine to quiet me down.



I breathed sighs of relief into Belle’s mouth as we shared a few more kisses, that turned into pecks, and ended in cheek kisses. I settled onto my bed, and Belle snuggled herself into my arm, laying her hand on my chest. All I could think was how amazing I felt at that moment. And how lucky I was to have a friend so open minded and fun to mess with. We stared up at the ceiling for a moment, and Belle was the first one to break the silence.



“Soo… are we still going to go to that pajama party or…?”



I gave her the snarkiest look I could with what energy I had left at the moment. “Duh! Of course we’re going to go. I’ve waited all semester for this.”



We got up and made our way in and out of the shower as quickly as we could, remembering that if we were too late we would miss out on the takeout that the host usually orders. It was like everything was being put back to the way it was before it all happened. Though now I had a greater sense of power knowing I could make ‘The Belle’ so weak in the knees. Music blasted from my phone as we fixed our face and hair up in the bathroom. Belle put on her outfit from earlier, still committing to her vacation plans. Once again I’m impressed by her commitment, I’m already exhausted, and I did end up choosing that animal onesie from before. All I wanted now was to be comfortable and full of food.



Making our way to the door, I paused our party train before bringing up that we should grab the bottle of alcohol to bring to the party. We swung into the kitchen only to be greeted by our other roommate, Oren. He stood there cooking over the stove, and as Belle and I plodded into the kitchen he let out a small laugh.



“Happy thotcation, Belle?”



We all looked at each other, but I don’t think either of us felt embarrassed or surprised for that matter. School’s out, after all.







 The Princess Wins Her Lady







L
 ydia and her friend group all sat in a circle for their monthly sleepover hangout session. Everyone wore a variety of different pajamas. Some, like Lydia, chose to wear a matching set of full coverage pjs. Hers was a silky mint green shirt and pants combo, and the bottom hems on both were lined with plush fluff. She always enjoyed the way the silk felt when it drifted across her skin.







Others found a way to wear night clothes in a way that looked like they were going out to get laid. She would never be the type to judge, though. After all, it was her friend group and everyone was welcome to wear whatever they wanted. But tonight there was one unfamiliar face in the circle. Someone who had her frustrated from the start. Her name was Candice, she was a friend of a friend.







When she walked in, Lydia was immediately distracted by her. Candice chose to wear a velvet pink nightgown that flowed off her shoulders. Her gown shimmered under the lowlights of the living room. And it was short. Almost too short. Lydia struggled to keep her eyes off Candice’s athletic thighs. But even when she looked elsewhere, like Candice’s beachy blonde hair or green eyes, she was hit with the same feeling of a brewing chemistry.







Candice was feminine, but the sharp angles of her body made her look tougher. Lydia shuffled in her spot when Candice was sat next to her, as she just barely detected the fruity smell of her perfume. If only she had a reason to lean her head on Candice’s shoulder, she would’ve been able to name those fruits.







“Hi!” Candice said. She noticed the stare that Lydia gave her. And rather than feeling thrown off, she met the brown-eyed stare with equal interest. “I’m Candice. Paula’s friend. I don’t think I got your name yet.”







Her voice was sugary sweet to Lydia. Something that sounded so innocent but if she had enough of it would be trouble.







“It’s Lydia. Nice to meet you.”







“I like your glasses, Lydia. Very retro.” Candice was on her knees, she bent forward to tap Lydia’s oversized glasses. Lydia’s ears felt hot, her eyes were too nervous to look back into Candice’s. At the angle Candice was bent, Lydia’s eyes found themselves looking right down her low cut gown. Lydia’s heart beat with the sight of Candice’s breasts, before she blinked away she took note of the array of moles that covered them.







“Your nightgown… uh.” Lydia gestured at Candice’s open collar.







Candice only looked down and shrugged. “I know. It does that sometimes. Do you like it? I find that it’s pretty good at breaking the ice.”







Lydia wasn’t sure what to say. She only nodded and hoped that Candice didn’t notice her checking out her body too much.







“I like your pajamas too, girl. The fluff looks so comfortable. You’re like a cute princess.” Candice said.







Her words rang in Lydia’s head. The pit in her mind that led to a rabbit hole was looking more and more tempting to jump down into. She wanted to be Candice’s princess, she just needed a push to get her there.







The night continued as normal, only this time Lydia’s thoughts were consumed with Candice. She wanted Candice to stroke her head, to kiss her, and take care of her. She was impressed with how bold Candice could be, how well she melded in with the friend group, she was quite a pleaser. There needed to be some excuse to get them closer.







“Guys we should play truth or dare.” Candice said.







Whoa wait, what?
 Lydia thought. She also thought that truth or dare seemed pretty juvenile for this age group. The truth of that matter being that she was terrible at the game, she wasn’t good at making dares and her questions were always so tame. To her dismay, everyone nodded enthusiastically to Candice’s proposition.







Lydia couldn’t believe that everyone was so quick to agree to a game like that. But the more she thought about it, the more it seemed like the perfect way to ramp up her connection with Candice.







She was ready to concede to the group’s wishes. “Fine. Fine. I just thought we were going to do something more tame tonight.”







“Oh my gosh, Lydia, lighten up.” a friend said, “In fact… truth or dare?”







No way was she picking dare, “Truth.” Lydia chose.







“So, how do you feel about our newest edition: Candice?”







Lydia felt her face go red hot. She felt tempted to look next to her at Candice to see her reaction, but she was already too flustered at the question. Suddenly she felt Candice put a hand softly on her shoulder.







“Guys, don’t call her out like that. We literally just met. I personally already think Lydia’s a cutie. But I can tell she’s pretty shy, right Lydia?”







Her head began to buzz when she heard Candice say her name in that sing songy voice of hers. That hand on her shoulder felt heavier now, like she was stuck under its hold. She then felt Candice’s hand rub side to side on her shoulder, and slide down to the small of her back.







Lydia shuddered. Her mind wandered quickly away from the question, and began to imagine just how much lower she would allow Candice’s hand to go if she were to try. She didn’t want to seem so shy, but Candice’s gestures were taking her breath away. If she told her full truth, she would’ve said she wanted Candice to dominate her the first chance she could.







“She still has to answer the question though, babe.” a friend snidely remarked.







Candice giggled and shifted her face to look at Lydia. “You… do like me, right?”







Lydia’s eyes finally met Candice’s, and with the full realization of how she felt on her mind, she finally answered the question. “Yeah, I like her. I just…” she wasn’t ready to admit her full on sexual attraction for her, “I’m just shy, like Candice said. But yeah. You’re pretty cute too.”







Candice flashed her a big smile and a wink. She patted Lydia’s back, and playfully tugged at her pants waistband. Lydia’s heart pounded.







“Aw Lyd, you’re so sweet. Ask a truth or dare.” a friend urged, clearly unaware of what Candice was doing.







She turned to Candice, who looked at her eagerly, “Uhh, truth or dare.”







Candice smirked, pulling her wandering hand away from Lydia’s pants. “Dare.”







“I dare you…” Lydia always struggled making dares, “I dare you to karaoke and dance to a random song on your playlist!”







She felt proud of that dare, but everyone booed her, even Candice looked a little let down. “Really? That’s it? What is this, grade school? We’re adults, give me an adult dare.” she asked with a roll of her eyes.







Lydia threw her hands up in the air in a shrug, “Uhm… I don’t know… strip while doing it?”







Now that encouraged ooo’s from the group, and a nod of approval from Candice. She clearly wanted to show off her body. Rather than feeling defeated, Lydia had to hold back her own excitement.







She watched as Candice hit shuffle on her phone and a song began to play. It was an old r&b song with inherent sexual overtones, and cheers began to sound out from the group when they recognized it.







Candice kept her eyes locked on Lydia’s as she bent forward to slowly stand up. Lydia couldn’t tell if she purposefully tried to flash her breasts at her or not. But in the position Candice was in, Lydia couldn’t help but to look down her dress again. She so badly wanted to massage them in her hands.







Candice sang, she wasn’t too bad actually, she knew every lyric like she practiced for this. The rest of the friend group found themselves dancing in their seats, but none were able to outshine Candice’s moves.







She stood above a jaw-dropped Lydia, placing her leg on Lydia’s lap as she sang. Heartbeats in Lydia’s ears crescendoed looking at Candice’s strong calves. It almost drowned out all other sounds.







Candice kept her leg in place and she rocked her hips in small circles, each forward sway dragged her nightgown higher up her body. The view from Lydia’s angle was mesmerizing, as she got a view of Candice’s thong before everyone else did.







Shrill calls from the group rang out when Candice dropped back down, her bare legs spread open to straddle Lydia’s lap. She grabbed Lydia’s hands and placed them on her hips, and began to grind slowly, leaning her face to sing into Lydia’s ear. Her warm breath, that sweet voice, caressed Lydia’s ear and started to make her feel dizzy. Signals from her brain were sent right below her navel. Lydia could’ve sworn she felt Candice swipe her tongue over her ear too. Her pussy began to throb.







Her skin felt so soft, and yet as she was grinding, Lydia could easily feel Candice’s muscles working at her. She took a chance and gently squeezed Candice’s sides. Candice let out a small moan, just quiet enough that only she heard. “Oh, you’re such a bad girl for that.” Candice whispered while the song blared.
 I am so bad, but you’re torturing me
 . Lydia thought to herself. There was a part of her that thought Candice knew exactly what she was doing to her.







She watched as Candice clumsily turned herself around so her backside faced her, she found it charming. Lydia wasn’t sure where to place her hands, and chose to hover them in the air. Candice continued to grind into her lap, bending herself over to arch her back and show Lydia her round ass. Before she could even register it, Candice slipped out of her nightgown, and sat up with her breasts fully exposed for everyone
 except
 Lydia to see. She could only catch glimpses of the sides of her breasts. As far as she could see, they were a perky handful, and she blushed at the idea of being able to hold them. That was until Candice grabbed her hands again and placed them on her breasts.







Oh fuck.
 Lydia thought again as Candice held her hands in place. She squeezed them for her, and she felt them pour over her hands. Candice kept up the performance for everyone, though, she sang away while everyone whooped around them.







Lydia was so lost in thought that she almost didn’t notice the song stopped. The clapping brought her out of her head. Candice turned back around to face her, a coy smirk on her mouth, but Lydia was finally able to see what she had been feeling. Candice’s wavy hair was just shy of covering her brown nipples, which stuck out like the goosebumps that were all over her body. She only had her thong left on, the straps sat right above her hip bone.







“Like what you saw?” Candice asked, sticking a hand on Lydia’s head to stroke it. It was everything Lydia expected to be. The weight of her thighs around her body was even more apparent.







“Y-yes. That was great.” she said, flustered by everyone giggling and looking at the both of them.







Candice got off Lydia’s lap and sat back down next to her. She kept her nightgown off, doing nothing to help Lydia’s imagination which had run off with the idea to lust for her. Lydia had to admit to herself that Candice’s lapdance turned her on, and the more she embraced the idea, the more she began to shuffle in place to get closer to Candice. She felt emboldened by the time it was her turn again.







“Truth or dare, Lydia?”







“Dare.”







“I dare you…” her friend hesitated, until Candice crawled over to whisper in that friend’s ear. Lydia watched as they exchanged nods, and Candice positioned herself back in place. “I dare you to nibble Candice’s ear.”







Lydia tried to act cool, but there was a part of her that was nervous when she heard the dare. To be so close to Candice again, she wondered if Candice was thinking the same way she was. She wanted to impress, if that were the case. So she figured, fuck it, if Candice wanted her ear nibbled, she was going to go above and beyond with it.







Lydia turned her body to Candice, who had an eager look on her face. Lydia wanted so badly to catch her off guard and really get her going. She leaned towards Candice’s ear, and poked her tongue out at it. She heard Candice gasp and giggle in response, but Lydia wasn’t done. She wrapped her arms around Candice’s neck, and pulled herself onto her lap. She felt exhilarated being this close to her again, enough to smell fruity perfume on her skin again.
 Apples and cherries
 , she thought.







Lydia cupped Candice’s face in her hands and tilted it away from her to get a better view of her jawline. She then trailed little nibbles and kisses up to her ear. The sounds of the group were totally drowned out by her beating heart, and the sensation of Candice shuddering under her touch. Lydia traced the outside of her ear with her tongue, letting out quiet, satisfied sighs into Candice’s ear. To her own surprise, she felt Candice’s hands on the small of her back again. She felt them glide down towards the elastic of her pajamas, slowly easing their way underneath. Lydia stifled a moan by giving Candice’s ear the nibble that she asked for, which caused a squeak to arise out of Candice’s mouth.







“Ooh damn, be careful Lydia or you’ll turn me on.” Candice giggled.
 As if she weren’t already turned on
 , Lydia thought. It was so obvious that she was, Lydia couldn’t ignore Candice’s fingers which were now fiddling with her underwear. That sound that Lydia was able to elicit from Candice made her feel powerful. She felt the need to give Candice more to sound out about.







“Maybe that’s what I’m good at.” Lydia whispered in Candice’s ear.







Candice leaned away from her, the arch in her back making her breasts look perkier. She tilted her head to the side, and gazed at Lydia with half open eyes. “Are you flirting with me, Lydia? If so, I’d love to make you weak in the knees.” she purred.







Lydia wanted to push it further. She had to admit she was having fun messing around with Candice. And the friend group was obviously getting their kicks from seeing the two interact. But before Lydia could answer, someone started chanting for a round of seven in heaven, it felt like a sign from above. The two of them would be alone in a closet. Lydia adjusted her glasses and straightened herself out on Candice’s lap. The idea now of spending time alone with her seemed tempting now.







“Okay you guys! We’ll do it.” Lydia conceded with a laugh.







Hollers came from the group as they urged the two of them into a closet.







“Seven minutes, ladies. We’ll be listening.”







Candice and Lydia sat in the closet now, draped in all the clothing hanging from the rungs. There was a moment of silence between the two before Lydia spoke.







“Hey, can I just say something?”







“Sure, of course.” Candice twiddled her hair in her hand.







“When you came in here, I was pretty much instantly drawn to you. I felt kinda weird about it at first.”







“Oh jeez, why feel weird?”







“I don’t know! I’m so bad at social stuff. Sometimes I can come off as bitchy. And I just hope that wasn’t how you perceived me. You just brought out a lot of…” Lydia started choking on her words a bit. But in the darkness of the room, she felt more open. “...sexual feelings.”







“I’m honored, Lydia!”







“W-wait, really?”







“Your sweet little crush. You really brought out my sexual side too. You’re just my type of girl.”







“I… uh…”







“Well okay I’ll tell you something. Your friend actually invited me here to get to know you. She kinda knew we would hit it off instantly.”







“Hold on… what’s your type?” Lydia asked with amusement.







“Nerdy, innocent, but you can tell there’s a naughtier side to them. A little princess who needs someone bold to serve them.”







Lydia’s own ears were burning with embarrassment. She felt thankful that the dark of the closet brought her some sort of privacy. She could feel the warm fuzziness of Candice’s skin pressing against hers. A warm hand searched for hers, and it was held lightly as it was brought to Candice’s mouth for a kiss. Lydia now realized she was the one being pursued this whole time.







“I’m sorry if I was way too forward. But also, we’re in this closet. There’s maybe three minutes left. And I think everyone would wanna know if we kissed or not.”







“Oh… yeah. What should we tell them?”







“Nothing. Be my little princess and come kiss me.”







“Really?”







Candice leaned over and brushed her lips with Lydia’s. It was a quick brush, but enough to let Lydia detect just how soft they were. “Yes. I promise I’ll treat you right.” Candice hummed, before pressing her mouth against Lydia’s.







To Lydia, it felt like instant gratification, the way she smelled to the way she began to grab at her hair. Her kisses were firm with the occasional bite sprinkled in. Lydia responded with a tongue full of kisses, gently pulling at Candice’s lower lip. Their hands quickly began to explore each other for the time they had left. In the dark, Lydia was able to grip Candice's hips, bringing her right on to her lap.







She felt her pajama buttons begin to pop open as Candice’s fingers delved their way to her chest. They were warm, and wasted no time putting her nipple between them. Lydia’s body began to ache with pent up desire. It felt so cruel to her that they only had just a few minutes here alone. She moved one hand to Candice’s chin and rotated it so that she’d be able to place more kisses up her neck. Lydia felt Candice’s legs start to tighten against her waist, her pelvis searching for stimulation. Lydia moved her hands to the strap of Candice’s thong, and pulled it up ever so slightly to send sensation between Candice’s thighs.







“Oof, you like a little torture, huh?” Candice said, feeling pleasure from the slight discomfort Lydia gave her. “I’ll remember that when I’m going down on you later.”







They were interrupted by the door opening. “Okay okay, we gave yall an extra five minutes, now get the fuck out, haha!” a friend laughed.







They both slinked out, and Candice could see how messy Lydia’s brown curly hair had gotten in the time together.







“Oh no… your hair right now. I’m so sorry.” Candice said with sincerity. “Let’s go fix it.”







Lydia didn’t even think about how disheveled she must look coming out from there. She quickly felt around her head, and figured that Candice was right, she could feel how loose her bun had gotten, and a lot of stray hairs were present. She instinctively started to fix it, but felt a light slap from Candice.







“No, no! Let me do it. I have stuff in my bag, let’s just go to the bathroom. Which… is…” Candice looked to the host’s face, who pointed in the direction of the bathroom. She grabbed all of her stuff, clothing included, and held Lydia’s hand to walk towards the bathroom.







Lydia could only imagine what was on Candice’s mind. She imagined the bathroom door shutting behind them, and Candice pushing her against the wall in the throes of passion. She imagined wedging her knee in between Candice’s legs, and letting her ride her leg to completion.







Then a thought crossed her mind. Why wait for Candice to be the one to make a move? She’s an adult too, after all. She didn’t want to let the moment get away from them anymore.







When Candice closed the bathroom door, Lydia was quick to reach over her and lock it. Candice looked behind her with a curious glance. And that’s when Lydia decided to gently grab her shoulders and push her against the door.







“Ohoh shit.” Candice chortled, gazing up at Lydia with green eyes that showed she was impressed.







“Let’s make out again, Candice. You’ve been driving me wild.” Lydia huffed boldly, eying at Candice’s breasts.







Candice whipped her hands up to Lydia’s neck and pulled her in towards her mouth. Soft, warm lips collided in pent up heat. Lydia could hardly stop herself from devouring Candice’s mouth. She alternated between gentle kisses and chin bites. Her ears filled with the sweet sounds of Candice’s mewling and her hands softly pounding on the door. Candice’s body arched into hers, and she felt Candice’s hands begin to pull off the last bit of clothing she had on.







Their mouths separated and they stared at each other with heavy breath.







“So you like my body?” Candice said, framing her body with her hands.







“Yeah. It’s sexy.”







“Well I showed you mine, now where’s yours?”







Lydia totally forgot she was fully clothed. Around Candice, she already felt so naked. She chuckled, wagging her finger as if realizing her mistake. She went to unbutton her shirt. Candice stopped her.







“Ah, ah, ah. Allow me. A princess should never have to lift a finger.”







Candice’s fingers slipped between the buttons that kept Lydia modest. She undid those buttons with ease, and slid her silk pajamas off her shoulders. Underneath was an all black bra, holding her boobs in place.







Lydia shivered as Candice wrapped her arms around to the back, and watched her eyes lock on to her cleavage. Within moments, she felt cool air rush to her chest, and goosebumps rise as she felt the suction of Candice’s kisses work their way down her sternum and to her left nipple. She gasped as she felt Candice take her breast into her mouth, feeling her tongue go from flat licks to precision point flicks. She worked on it until it was hardened in her mouth, and teased Lydia by gently biting on it. Candice kept her hand on Lydia’s other breast, massaging it in circles, occasionally squeezing it in her hand.








 Lydia found herself becoming a whimpering mess.
 My underwear must be a mess.
 She thought as she uncontrollably squeezed her thighs together in pleasure.
 I can’t ruin this pair!
 She unlatched herself from Candice, who hummed in satisfaction while she shed her pants and underwear.







“Impatient?” she said coyly, “Couldn’t even wait for me to strip you, huh?”







Lydia blushed. Telling Candice that she was wet felt like letting her win the game of who can tease who. But Lydia felt ready to give in. She reached out for Candice’s hand and guided it towards her sex. Feeling just how turned on she was made Candice’s eyes widen.







“You really want this. You want me. You can have me, of course. But I like when you command me. Tell me you want me.” Candice said in a sing song voice. Her naked body pressed into Lydia’s, and while letting Lydia think, she peppered kisses onto her collarbone and neck with subtle hums. Her kisses were driving Lydia wild, each one sent electricity throughout her body.







“Yes. Yes I want you.” Lydia murmured.







“Say you want my fingers in you, princess. Like you need my fingers so bad. I can feel how wet you are. No more need to be shy.”







“I want your h-hands on me.” Lydia could feel her eyes starting to flutter shut, her mind bending to Candice’s words.
 Her princess…
 she thought, trying to summon the strength to command Candice. A hand stroked the outsides of her folds, lightly slapping at the crevasse just before her entrance. She felt herself starting to grind on Candice’s hand.







“Such a needy girl. Say you -.”







“Fuck, Candice, just fuck me already!” Lydia gasped, barely able to keep herself standing.







“Of course, lovely, come over here.” Candice pulled away from her and led her into the bathtub shower. She turned the handle on so water began to run, but tilted the head away so neither of them would get soaked. “Let’s shower fuck. In case someone comes by.”







Lydia was at a point where she really didn’t care anymore whether someone came in or not. Instead she was more focused on the movements Candice was making in front of her. She watched as Candice knelt on to her knees, ready to serve her. And Lydia could barely keep her eyes on her when she felt Candice’s hands wandering her inner thighs, pulling them apart. She raised one leg to rest on the side of the bathtub.







“You’re on display for me now, Lydia.” she said, stroking up and down her heavy thigh, allowing her hand to brush lightly against her wet pussy folds. “And your pussy looks so wet. I can see it drooling from down here. So beautiful.” she hummed.







Lydia felt embarrassed to be looked at in such a way, unable to hide herself. Before she could respond, she felt Candice’s flat tongue drag itself between her pussy lips.







“Ah, oh my gosh.” Lydia sighed, shaking into Candice’s mouth. Her hot tongue felt like relief to her throbbing pussy. It lapped around her clit, drawing zig zags, circles and straight lines. Candice worked eagerly, like she had been starving for this moment, every lap she took she let out a moan of satisfaction.







“Can I just say, I love the way you taste?” Candice moaned between her legs.







Lydia couldn’t help but to grind herself deeper onto Candice’s tongue. And Candice supported her moves by placing a hand on her waist to push her inwards. Sometimes she would stop using her tongue altogether and just softly kiss her clit, dragging it in between her lips.







“Oh wow you’re so good.” Lydia hurriedly said between moans. She managed to look down at Candice’s head, noticing her blonde hair darken under the shower’s water. Green irises stared directly at hers, watching her every movement so that she could change actions whenever the time arised.







A knock on the door almost caused Lydia to fall over. Candice sat back and put a finger to her lips to signal for Lydia to not speak.







“Hello? Kinda gotta pee here!” A voice rang out.







Lydia had almost forgotten they were at a party. In fact she had no idea how long they’ve been in there for. She waved her hands in a panic at Candice, who waved back as if to tell her not to worry about it.







“Come in!” Candice said. Lydia was surprised. What if someone saw them, she thought. It felt scandalous. But the idea of being caught in such a compromising position turned her on even more. She almost wanted to.







“Oh! Candice, yay!”







Lydia heard the person open the door and walk in. She looked back and forth from the shadow moving across the curtain to Candice, who was petting her legs to reassure her.







“Hiii Paula!” Candice droned. She feigned interest in Paula but was very much still focused on her princess’s pleasure.







The two of them got caught in conversation while Lydia stood naked in the shower wondering why the hell Candice let her come in. Her eyes could have burned holes into Candice’s head, but rather than look back at her, Candice’s fingers began to trail up between her thighs again. Her pussy was missing Candice’s touch, and the teasing wasn’t enough. Lydia was shaking with nerves, feeling Candice’s fingers slide between moist folds and into her pussy. Lydia wanted to release her breath in the biggest sigh. But she had to cover mouth to stop her breath from vibrating through.
 This must be the torture,
 Lydia thought,
 I can’t fucking come until we’re alone again.







“So… what do you think of Lydia? You two seem to really be connecting.” the friend said.







“Mm,” Candice hummed, looking up at Lydia, “I think she’s such a pretty girl. And she knows it too.” Lydia could feel her fingers slowly slipping in and out of her.
 She really thinks I’m pretty,
 she thought. She sensed her knees beginning to shake and wanted badly to let out a whimper, but that would reveal their tryst.







“I knew you would like her. She can be kinda boring at first.”







“I don’t think she was boring.” Candice chirped, her fingers picking up speed. “I think she just needed someone to give her permission to let loose.”







“Aww, you’re so nice.”







Lydia’s eyes bored into Candice’s, a signal to her that she was going to cum all over her fingers if she wasn’t careful. But Candice shook her head no, making Lydia hold back her orgasm. It was beginning to be too much for her. Her hips bucked forward into Candice’s hand, making her fingers rub up against her tender spots. She would’ve ridden her fingers to completion if Candice hadn’t suddenly pulled them out. She huffed in frustration.







“Where is Lydia anyway? I saw you guys walk back here but I didn’t think you’d be showering.”







“Don’t know. I’m sure she’ll come back around.” Candice shrugged.







The two of them continued their conversation outside of Lydia’s whereabouts, and now all Lydia could think about was her own orgasm. How she wanted to finish so badly but didn’t want to rub herself in front of Candice who was doing such a good job at pleasing her.








 Lydia also wondered what game Candice was playing with her now. Denying her orgasm and allowing a potential voyeur in on their action to further suppress her. It was as if she was signaling to Lydia that if she were to come now, the curtains would open and their nakedness would be punishment enough.







A click of the door latching brought her back to reality. That, and Candice waving her hand up to her face.





“You were such a good girl for not coming with someone around. I know it’s so hard to wait.” Candice said with praise.







Something about being called a good girl rang true to Lydia. She was a good girl, and it was so cruel for Candice to make her wait like that, she thought.







“T-thank you. It’s harder than you realize. You really brought me to the edge there.”







“I know, Lydia,” Candice said, resting her chin below Lydia’s navel. It was beginning to get steamy from their shower, her hair now lay in sandy blonde tendrils over her head. “And I think it’s time I let my princess come on my fingers.”







She flashed her toothiest smile, pressing her teeth lightly into Lydia’s lower belly. Her hands wrapped around Lydia’s back and grabbed her ass with a squeeze. Lydia squeaked, arching her back into Candice’s face instinctively.







“Show me your ass.” Candice growled, helping Lydia turn herself around. Speechless, Lydia found herself mindlessly bending herself over for Candice. She felt her body throbbing for stimulation, and she was at the mercy of Candice.







A flat tongue brushed around her inner thighs. Lydia let out tiny cries whenever Candice nipped them. Two fingers rubbed against her outer lips occasionally parting them to reach her aching clit. She felt Candice’s nose drift between her legs, the hot breath gliding through her hairs.







“I love your fucking thighs, princess. I love the way they jiggle for me.” Candice sighed. “You’re dripping so much right now, are you sure you haven’t came?”







“Mm mm.” Lydia was reduced to sounds. She shook her head, not that Candice could see. Her mewls and heavy breathing were all that she could let out.







“But, you do still want to come, right?”







“Mhm.” Lydia sounded a yes. It wasn’t enough for Candice.







“Is that a yes? I need to hear your pretty voice say it.”







“C-Candice cmon…” Lydia choked out through her desperation. She let out a tiny shriek as she felt Candice’s disapproval in the form of a firm bite to her leg.







“Tell me you want me to fuck you, Lyd. I want you to be dirty with me.”







Lydia wasn’t sure how much more she could hold herself back if she were to get that far. “Fuck me, Candice. Please fuck my pussy. I need your fingers so badly. I wanna come all over them.” she whispered sharply, hoping no one could hear them.







“I’d do anything for your pretty little sounds.” Candice murmured, appeasing Lydia’s quivering pussy with her fingers. She reveled in the moans she was able to caress out of Lydia’s body, the pent up frustration of her night of seduction. She found herself entranced by Lydia’s sounds, and she used that as her motivation to please her more.







Candice buried her face and tongue into Lydia’s pussy, lapping up the wetness that was made available to her. Lydia’s hips rolled in counter-motion to her tongue. Both their minds were fully empty now, with Lydia wanting to orgasm and Candice wanting nothing more than to reach Lydia’s orgasm with her.







“Fuck, Lydia, you taste so good too.”







“Yeah? You like eating me out? You’re doing such a good fucking job.”







“Of course. Every cute princess deserves to come.” Candice said, raising her hand to meet Lydia’s clit. “Now I think you can come for me, sexy lady.”







“Oh, shit okay— ah!” Lydia hardly needed her verbal permission. The moment she felt Candice’s hand across her clit, it sent her over the edge. Her thighs involuntarily clenched around Candice’s wrist, nearly squeezing it into place. Her hips jerked forward into Candice’s hand, letting her clit stroke it over and over.







“Yes Lydia… you’re so fucking beautiful right now like damn.” Candice purred, encouraging Lydia’s actions by stroking her legs. “In fact, come down here and kiss me.”







“Fucking gladly.” Lydia groaned, turning back around to look down at Candice, who was smirking at her handiwork. She knelt down in the tub, which inconsequentially pushed Candice under the water. Rather than looking bothered, Candice only laughed.







“Okay, I guess that’s fine cause we gotta shower up anyway.” Candice giggled.







That giggle that Lydia could now only tie to this moment of pleasure. She didn’t want to say she was in love, or anything. But certainly there was a solid sense of infatuation with Candice now. It was as if she were going through orgasmic tunnel vision. She reached behind Candice’s head and pulled her in for a kiss, one filled with deeper questions beyond whether their friend group missed them or not.







They stood themselves up, and Candice threw her head back into the water to wash off. Lydia watched the way Candice’s body moved. It was like everything was happening in slow motion. Her strong thighs supported her weight shifting from one foot to the other. Her stomach stretched upwards as she combed her hands through her hair. A subtle collar bone poked out here and there. And her breasts followed the movement of her arms. Candice kept her eyes focused on the ceiling while she spread water over herself, but the small coquettish rotations of her hips let Lydia know she was still on her mind.







“Can I wash you? Yknow, since you did so much for me?” Lydia asked in a trance. She wanted to give back, but she also wanted to feel her body again.







“Mhm, here.” Candice took out a small travel soap from her bag. She shimmied her shoulders in preparation.







Lydia lathered the sweet smelling soap onto Candice’s body, enjoying the way her hands glided over her skin.







“So… what happens after this?” Lydia asked.







“As in?” Candice side-eyed her.







“Us? Where do we go from here?”







“Hmm. I mean, I really did enjoy tonight.”







“I did too. Like I actually feel great. Wait.” A thought rushed across Lydia’s brain, something she felt she forgot. “Did you want me to finish you off? I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to forget!”







“I… uhh…” Candice laughed, the bubbly soap rushing down her sternum, Lydia could only watch.







“What?”







“I already came. When you squeezed your thighs around my arm. It sent me.”







Lydia blushed. “Oh.”







Candice moved her fingers through Lydia’s hair. “Don’t be embarrassed. It was hot. Like all I thought about was if your thighs were around my head. What a way to die that would be.”







“Oh wow…”







“Lydia, I wanna do this again with you. Not right now obviously but let’s maybe make a day out of it?” Candice shyly asked.







“A day?” Lydia’s eyes widened.







“Not like a day of sex. Unless you really want that? Kidding. I meant we could do other things. We could hang at my place, get takeout and listen to music or something.”







“This sounds kinda like a date to me.”







“It could be. If you want it to be.”







“Candice… yes.”







 First Time For Everything







W
 arm rays of sunshine bathed two enamored women in the afternoon glow. At a glance, they would seem very different, Holly’s hair was buzzed short, while Natalie’s was in a curly bob. But to anyone that knew them, it was clear to see that it was only a matter of time before these two fell in love.







They had a mutual love of nature, of baking, and movies. Nat just preferred to wear frilly nature themed clothes while Holly wore nature in the form of arm and leg tattoos. Part of them loved the way they looked like total opposites, and would giggle at the stares they got from people when they walked in public.







Only now they were outside, alone, for a more private reason. Holly brought a blanket for them to lay on, and eventually roll around in. For her the blanket was precious, something she wouldn’t bring out for anyone other than her partner.







But this occasion called for it. She really wanted to make today special for Natalie. Holly remembered earlier on in the week when they woke up together in bed. Nat had rolled over to let her know that she’s never had sex before, and that she would like to try it with Holly. The only issue was that Holly lived with three other roommates, and so did Nat, so someone was always home. Holly doesn’t care about making noise, they’re adults after all and sex happens, but Nat was too shy to try at either apartment.







Holly had the brilliant idea of scoping out a clearing in a local forest. The clearing was once the spot of an old stone house. But now all that was there were wildflowers and tall grass. It was the perfect scenery for Holly to introduce Nat to her fingers.







She knew that for Nat’s sake that she needed to take it slow. Holly has had plenty of experiences before Nat came around. It was honestly refreshing for her to not have to jump into bed with Nat the first night they spent alone together. Instead, they’ve taken their time. Some days they would have long makeout sessions to their favorite music, some nights they would wake up and Nat would latch on to Holly’s neck to sneak in a few hickies. Holly just left it up to Nat to dictate their speed, and she’s been more than happy with that.







Holly spread the blanket out while Nat secured their stuff. They brought simple snacks, chips and peanut butter sandwiches, in case they got hungry.







Holly kicked her feet up almost immediately and threw her head back into Nat’s lap, looking up at her curly brown hair that just barely touched her shoulders. The sun illuminated the peach fuzz that decorated her face. A face lightly speckled with moles and freckles.







“We finally made it! What do you think?” Holly asked Nat, waving her hands around at the scenery.







“I love it. Good job, babe.” Nat chirped, watching as tiny birds flew across their periphery. It really was peaceful, she felt like she was in a movie. She knew why they were here, of course, and loved how this scenery was able to calm her nerves.







Nat looked down at Holly, grazing her hand over Holly’s fuzzy head. Every time the warm breeze blew their way, Nat found herself laughing as her own hair would tickle her face. Holly laughed watching Nat struggle with her hair, but it was all in pure fun. Though Nat could tell there was a hint of suggestion behind Holly’s eyes, even more so now that Holly started to bite her own lower lip.







“Holly,” she giggled, reaching out a hand to nudge her girlfriend’s shoulder, “Why are you looking at me like that?”







Holly’s deep brown eyes stared at her girlfriend’s mess of hair with loving admiration. Holly had buzzed her hair short months ago, and chose to express herself through facial piercings and tattoos. To her there was such a freedom in not having to worry about hairstyles, and not only that, but feeling more like her true self the shorter her hair got. But she had to admit her girlfriend looked like a hot princess right now, even if Nat would only consider herself a hot mess.







With a smirk, Holly reached her hand up to swipe the hair out of her girlfriend’s face, so she could take in the slight concern of bright blue eyes. Holly always found herself intoxicated by how they looked. But especially now, in this forest, the green grass reflecting off of them made her eyes that much more intense.







“I’m just looking at your boobs from below. And maybe I’m just thinking about running my hands up your dress.” Holly responded, bouncing her eyebrows, only to see her girlfriend’s face blush and look away.







“Wait, I’m sorry Nat, that was kinda crass.” Holly apologized, that full feeling in her chest being replaced by a lump forming in her throat. She could tell that Nat was somewhat offended by her words. “Ugh, forgive me.”







“Yeah, you know how I feel about that kind of stuff. Just…” she struggled to find the words to explain. Holly sat up and placed a firm hand on Nat’s bare shoulder with an apologetic sigh. It took a moment, but eventually Nat was able to grace her girlfriend with her eyes again.







Nat wasn’t the most in tune with her sexuality, although she always knew she was into women. Twenty-seven years spent repressing herself meant she was locked out of that part of her brain that would’ve told her all the things she would find pleasurable.







She was very much envious of Holly, how she was able to carry herself and just
 know
 how to
 be.
 She wished she would’ve been able to grow up in the same environment that allowed Holly to fully be herself. So whenever she found herself alone with Holly, she was able to see part of herself that she wanted to be and wanted to express. Those parts of herself she saw in Holly would slowly come out the more they spent time with each other. And it’s how she knew she was falling in love with her.







“Hey, listen, I understand.” Holly recognized when her girlfriend was flustered. “I’ll go slow, and you take the lead. I’m just happy to be around you, that’s all.” She moved in closer, leaning her head on Nat’s shoulder, and letting her hands intertwine with Nat’s. Holly felt her girlfriend’s free arm drag in her closer, and a hand graze over her buzzed head. A comforting touch by Nat to let her know that everything was alright.







“Thank you.” Nat gingerly said, her words washing a sense of comfort over Holly, who was so worried she just ruined the afternoon’s vibes.







There were times where Holly would forget how bashful her girlfriend would get in terms of sensuality. Holly always found it easy to be direct, and it was initially difficult to remind herself to take it slow around Nat. But there was such a level of respect she had for Nat’s boundaries, how she knew the pace she needed to take things. It was never a problem for Holly that they never explored each other sexually beyond just make out sessions.







Today felt different for Nat, though. Recently, she had felt a flame beginning to spark in her body. All of the patience and care that Holly has given her in these past few months has helped her feel secure. It wasn’t enough anymore for her to just be able to cuddle her girlfriend in her arms. She needed more than kisses and caresses. More than naked showers and cuddling in racy lingerie. With the warm afternoon sun on her back, and her girlfriend’s face so close to hers, she was reminded why they were here. And it wasn’t just to enjoy a picnic lunch.







Nat’s hand stopped petting her girlfriend’s head. Noticing the lack of sensation, Holly raised her head in question. “What’s up?” Holly asked.







“Nothing… I just…” Nat’s words trailed off as she stared at Holly. They locked eyes, an all too familiar gaze of romantic initiation. Nat’s hand moved to stroke Holly’s cheek, in a way so tender that even Holly found herself red faced and speechless. Her eyes fluttered shut as she leaned into Nat’s hand. Sweet little kisses were planted on Holly’s cheeks, trailing closer to the corner of her lips, and finally their lips were locked together.







Light hums rumbled in both of their throats as they felt themselves melding together in an unspoken rhythm. Before they knew it, what little space was between them was now completely nonexistent.







Nat’s heart was pounding through her chest. She was taking the lead. It was her that pulled Holly in closer. It would be up to her to decide what happens next. She could hardly think clearly, taking in the sweet peppermint scent of Holly every time she moved in to kiss her again. Somehow though, she was able to break their rhythm to speak with her.







“You’re so warm,” Nat said, taking note of how their bodies had started to entwine, “And I think I look like a hot mess.” Holly had been lightly tugging on her hair as they made out, which did way more to ruin her look than the wind.







“Oh, haha, my bad.” Holly responded.







“You’re good.” Nat rolled herself on to all fours, her orange sundress just barely covering her backside. She crawled onto Holly’s lap and wrapped her legs around her waist. She loved the way Holly looked up at her. And she could feel her dress riding up as Holly’s hands reached up her back to support her.







“Kiss me more.” Holly urged, pulling Nat’s hips in even closer.







Their faces met again, and with Holly’s hands on Nat’s hips could feel Nat grind slowly in her lap, itching for more sensation. Instead of reaching down however, she reached up and over Nat’s bra, pressing fingers into her soft breast.







Nat let out a soft sigh, and leaned her neck forward into Holly’s face, allowing her to take in the scent of citrus and cinnamon. Holly badly needed a taste. With a quick poke using her tongue as a signal, she grazed her teeth on Nat’s neck and softly bit them, drawing out a moan from her girlfriend.







“I love the way you smell.” Holly purred, dragging her lips under Nat’s chin. “I could just eat you up.”







“I thought you might like it. You bit me up pretty good.” she responded, wrapping her arms around Holly’s neck so that she could lean back and face her better.







“You love it though.”







“Hah… maybe…” Nat teased.







Holly marveled at the sight of her girlfriend on her lap, the straps of her dress hanging off her shoulders and the skirt fully lifted up with her hands on her warm body. The breeze carried the scent of nectar, and billowed the skirt even more. She could see the pair of lacy bright underwear Nat was wearing, and how it made her skin look even more peachy in this light.







“I love you…” Holly found herself murmuring, for perhaps the hundredth time in their dating history. But Nat never grew tired of it, instead, she touched her nose to Holly’s and nuzzled it.







“Holly… I think I’m ready for a little more?” she asked.







“Like…?” A sly smile appeared on Holly’s face, and it was quickly mirrored by Nat.







“I want you to finger me a bit, yeah.”







“Oh! Oh, are you sure?”







“Yes, I’m very sure.”







“Hell yeah. Turn around, then.” Holly said, giving Nat a quick nip on her lip.







Nat obliged, rotating so that her back could lean into Holly’s chest. She faced out into the clearing, hearing the birds chirp at each other, feeling Holly’s chest rise and fall as she adjusted herself.







“I’m gonna keep you close to me,” Holly whispered into her ear, “And I’ll take good care of you. You can lean back and just enjoy.”







Holly’s words were hypnotic to Nat. It wasn’t too long before she felt soft fingers trace up and down her sides, dragging her mind back into a lustful mode. It felt ticklish, yet at the same time arousing. Nat’s head leaned back onto Holly’s collarbone, and she felt her Holly’s cheek press into her forehead.







Holly’s hands once again found themselves over Nat’s bra, they inched themselves underneath her bra to cup her breasts. Nat drew in her breath and shuddered as she felt her girlfriend’s fingers lightly pinch her hardening nipples. She could hardly hold back mewls of pleasure. And something else she was beginning to notice too was how her underwear was becoming more and more wet as her breasts were being played with.







“That feels so good…” Nat moaned.







“I’m so glad, babe.” Holly responded, giving her girlfriend loving forehead kisses while she melted in her arms.







Nat felt herself needing to feel Holly’s lips on hers again, but she settled for Holly spreading kisses around her forehead, and for her own pointer finger to rest horizontally on her quivering mouth.







More waves of sensation rolled through her body, and she found her hips once again being unable to stop themselves from squirming in place, in search of Holly’s fingers. But those fingers were too busy pulling and rolling her nipples in place, building her up to a new level of euphoria.







“I love you doing that.” Nat said. If she were more bold, she would’ve told Holly that she loved her nipples being played with. That she wanted them to be licked and sucked until she was weak all over. But she was still too shy to speak the lewd words that she wanted to say. And instead had to imagine what it would be like if Holly were on top of her, taking control.







Nat could hardly take it anymore, her body pushing and turning in Holly’s lap, just on the edge of release. “Oh Holly, please…”







Holly slipped her hands away from Nat’s breasts, feeling her girlfriend’s body sigh as all of her stimulation was put on pause.







“How are you doing, Nat?” she asked lovingly.







“I… I feel so good.” Nat replied, turning her torso around to face Holly and give her a quick peck on the chin.







“I’m glad.” Holly peppered her forehead again with kisses, taking in the sweaty but sweet smell coming off of Nat. She expertly pulled Nat in closer, so that their bodies were more level. Her hands went back underneath Nat’s dress, but this time they circled around her inner thighs. Another shudder erupted from Nat’s body, and impulsively she leaned back into Holly.







“Oh wow… I just feel like I’m so sensitive, every touch just–.” Nat’s words cut off and became a whimper as Holly’s fingers slid under the elastic leg holes of her underwear. She felt her fingertips traveling the crevasse of where her thighs met her pelvis and wriggled when they rested just above her sex.







“Are you ready?” Holly asked, and Nat could feel her deep voice echo in her head.







Nat moved her head up and down in a nod. “Yes. Please.”







“Okay, let me know how this feels.” Holly moved the lips of Nat’s wet folds apart, searching gently for what Nat herself has been trying to find for so long, a way to stimulate her clit. Relying only on her sense of touch, she felt her way towards that hypersensitive area, knowing she reached it when Nat let out a breathy sigh.







To Nat, this was it. To have her supportive girlfriend hold her in her arms, giving her access to stroke her in spots she was too scared to touch on her own, was the definition of her losing her virginity. It felt like she was also gaining a new perspective on emotional and physical connection. Her hips found themselves bucking in response to Holly’s careful touches, and her quiet moans broke the sounds of bird songs trailing in the air.







“You’re doing good. It feels really good.” Nat said through heavy sighs. “I’m just so damn sensitive.” She found herself embarrassed by her high pitched mewling, and was so grateful that they chose a spot secluded enough that no one would hear.







Holly reveled in her handiwork, the way her girlfriend wiggled in her arms felt like pure magic. She wished she could see the ecstatic faces that Nat was making. She instead let herself imagine the way that Nat would be gritting her teeth while also gaping her mouth, rolling her eyes back as she sucked in air and heaved it out in moans.







Holly kept her right hand working on Nat’s clit, and shifted her left hand up to expose Nat’s body from underneath that orange sundress she had on. She found her way to Nat’s breast again, and began massaging it in circular motions, occasionally bringing her fingers in the pinch her nipple. Her body responded the only way it could, by getting more and more wet, to the point where even outward stimulation was causing sticky noises to occur.







“Ohh fuck Holly. More…!”







“Mm yeah? My baby is so sensitive. You want more?” Holly asked, holding back on heavy dirty talk before she was able to ask.







“Yes, please!”







Nat’s resounding plea sent shocks to Holly’s core. Her own pussy began to throb with desire, and unknowingly she started grinding herself into Nat’s backside while also pulling her in closer. Feeling Holly’s body start to rock behind her, Nat stretched her neck as far as it would allow her to reach Holly’s lips. Tender kisses turned into longing ones, anything to exchange the heat that was flowing between them.







Nat could hardly bear to not face her girlfriend anymore. To Holly’s surprise, she flipped herself around and grabbed her whole face with both of her warm, soft hands. She plunged her tongue deep into Holly’s mouth, both of them breathing and moaning into each other’s mouths amidst the passion.







Nat was the first to break them off, a trail of saliva bridging the both of their lips. In a huff, she shed her dress, leaving just her lingerie set on. Before Holly was able to get a word in, she lay herself down in front of her, with her lower torso facing Holly’s body.







With a face still bright red, Nat covered her head shyly with her dress, and spread her legs apart for Holly to get a better view of her pussy. It was absolutely drooling with desire.







But Holly so badly wanted to see Nat’s face. She didn’t care that it was her first time, so much of Holly’s pleasure was derived from that fact that she could watch the reactions her girlfriend had while she played with her body. Knowing how bashful Nat could be, she wasn’t going to push the matter, ultimately, she just wanted her to be comfortable.








 So instead, she refocused her efforts to where Nat was directing her. Holly crawled forward and over Nat’s body, feeling it twitch as she brushed up against it. Nat still kept her face covered, so Holly instead chose to narrate her actions so she would be aware.







“I’m going to go lower now this time, is that okay?” Holly whispered, laying her body right next to Nat’s.







“Yes…” Nat muffled through the dress, wiggling her legs in anticipation.







“You’re going to feel my fingers on your pussy.”







“Oh, Holly…” Nat sighed as she felt Holly’s hand glide over her again.







Holly tried to press her luck, “Can I see your face, babe?” she asked, rubbing circles on Nat’s stomach.







Nat giggled and shook her head, “No, no, I’m just too embarassed right now. I’m shy…”







“You’re sexy.”







“I just feel so naughty.”







“It shows. You’re very wet.” Holly’s fingers tapped right outside of Nat’s entrance, causing her to squeak in surprise. “You’ll feel much more comfortable if you’re at least kissing me.”







“Hmm…”







“I won’t even be able to see your face. I keep my eyes closed while I kiss you.”







That seemed to convince Nat, who slowly peered over the dress to see her girlfriend smiling above her. “Okay.”







Holly leaned down to kiss her, rubbing the outside of Nat before pressing slowly into her entrance. Holly felt Nat’s lips break away from hers, and in a moment of concern, stopped. Nat’s eyes fluttered open, mouth still agape, and tilted her head at Holly.







“You’re okay, right?” Holly asked.







“Yes, I’m okay. I’ll tell you if something feels off. I love you.”







Their eyes locked in trust, and Holly continued with pushing just a single finger into Nat. She was warm, wet. And she could feel the muscles of her walls contracting tightly around her finger.







“You feel amazing.” Holly said in a reassuring tone. “I could just hold you like this forever, and just have fun with you.”







Every bit of Holly’s sweet nothings made Nat more embarrassed. But at the same time she was beginning to believe the words that Holly spoke to her. That she must really feel amazing. That she was really beautiful. She felt herself relaxing into her position.







“Your finger really does feel good inside me.” Nat said, sending a smile towards Holly.







“Yeah?”







“Yeah. I can barely describe the feeling. But just knowing that it’s you makes it so special.”







“Let me know if you want me to slow down ever, okay, babe?”







Nat nodded, and Holly continued thrusting her finger in and out of her girlfriend, watching Nat’s facial expressions to make sure she was still comfortable. Holly loved every moan she was able to elicit out of Nat’s body, and the closer Nat got to orgasm, the closer she pulled their bodies together.







“You’re just so good, Holly— ah!” Nat squeaked, and wrapped her arms around Holly’s body tightly.







“I want you to feel good, that’s all.” Holy said, leaning into Nat to lock lips.







“I feel so good…”







“Yeah?” Holly quickened her pace just a little bit.







“I love it when you do that.” Nat moaned, her legs writhing around Holly’s body. Her back rose and fell as waves of pleasure built between her and her girlfriend. Holly quelled her soft whimpers with cheek kisses.







“I love your moans.” Holly sighed in Nat’s ear. It was enough to send her over the edge.







“I think I’m going to come?!” Nat huffed out. She was so unfamiliar with the sensations in her body, a pressure built in between her legs that needed to be let go.







“Yes, baby, let yourself come. Don’t be shy. I wanna see what your face looks like when you do it, though.” Holly placed her head on Nat’s chest, and pulled her finger out from inside her. She then placed it between her wet folds, making gentle circles around her clit to finish her off.







“Oh god, Holly, I love you…!” Nat bucked her hips upward, grinding onto Holly’s body as the pressure of all her built up love and appreciation was released.







“I love you too, babe.” Holly said, landing a kiss on Nat’s forehead.







Nat lay on the blanket, she soaked in the sun that dappled through the trees. Her eyes softened, and focused towards the sky. “That was amazing.”







“You looked so hot.” Holly chuckled, watching her girlfriend’s dazed appearance. She sat up, and reached into their travel bag for stuff to clean up. When she turned back, she saw Nat’s eyes looking right back at her.







“Could I… please return the favor?” she asked shyly, almost unable to keep her eyes on Holly.







“Really,” Holly didn’t expect Nat to want to give anything. After all, it was her first time, “Are you sure? I wanted to be sure that we focused on just you.”







“Of course I’m sure,” Nat exclaimed, leaning on her elbow, “I can only imagine you’re as wet as I was.”







Holly scooted forward towards Nat. Her lips were pressed in a wry smile. She was starting to feel proud of her girlfriend’s curiosity. “Heh, alright. Let’s do it, Nat.”







“Well, ma’am, if you’ll lay down for me.” Nat faked a posh accent, swinging her arm out to gesture where she wanted Holly.







Holly clasped her hands together, then positioned herself on her back beneath Nat. The blanket she brought was perfectly soft, and she relaxed into the ground. “Alrighty.”







“Tell me what you like, my dear.” Nat said while she patted Holly’s fuzzy head.







Holly shut her eyes to enjoy the pats she was getting, while trying to imagine all the ways her girlfriend could pleasure her. She still kept in mind to go easy on her requests, she didn’t want to overwhelm Nat with her kinkier ideas. “Oh,” she burst out, an idea coming to mind, “I’d love it if you could suck on my nipples.”







“Mhm, as you wish.” Nat’s eyebrows raised playfully, and she whipped herself on top of Holly, raising her shirt to access her body.







“Whoa, heh… Nat, you’re so, a-ah!” Holly’s sentence was cut off with a bright moan as Nat began to suckle on her breast. She watched as Nat gently pulled her nipple up and released it out her mouth. The weight of her breasts made them jiggle.







“Oh fuck, Nat, I didn’t know you had this in you!” Holly exclaimed as Nat began to massage her breasts together. She could tell that Nat enjoyed playing with them, as she felt like putty in Nat’s hands.







“I think you’ve accidentally unlocked something in me.” Nat said while she flicked at Holly’s nipples. She shifted her weight forward so she could lock lips with Holly. Holly supported Nat’s body with arms wrapped around her. She was able to pull out a squeak from Nat by pinching her butt.







“You think? Well I’m not complaining.”







“You’re so beautiful, Holly.” Nat purred, laying her head on Holly’s chest.







“Aw, thanks, lady.”







“Can I… play with you a little?” Nat asked, maneuvering her hand between Holly’s thighs.







“B-be my guest…” stuttered Holly, who assisted Nat by unbuttoning her pants.







“Okay, I’ve never done this before. Just be patient with me.” Nat said. She started making little movements over Holly’s clit. Holly kept her eyes focused on Nat’s face, it warmed her to see her girlfriend working so hard to please her.







“You’re doing such a good job.” she reassured Nat between tiny moans.







“Does it feel good when I do this?” Nat was searching for confidence. She could tell that Holly was trying to make her feel better but she certainly wasn’t causing the same fireworks that Holly was giving her.







“Yeah… go a little slower maybe, nice round circles.” Holly grabbed Nat’s hands and guided her actions. Together, they built a rhythm that began to resonate within Holly. She felt herself beginning to meld with the ground around her. She let go and had Nat take control.







“Like this?” Nat kept the rhythm, watching Holly wriggle below her. She rose and fell with Holly’s legs, and the sound of her arousal was becoming more pronounced as time went on.







“Oof, that’s so good, babe. If you don’t mind, I’d really like your fingers inside me too.”







Nat smiled to herself, feeling a sense of pride to be able to pleasure Holly the same way she did for her. She worked her way inside Holly, surprised with how easy it was to slip inside her. “How’s that feel?”







“Yeah, it feels so good Nat. I wanna feel you thrusting into me.”







Nat took that as permission to quicken her pace, and it wasn’t difficult to do, considering how slicked up her fingers felt from Holly.







“Uhn uhn, that’s so good, Nat!” Holly’s voice raised by the octave. She rolled her hips in circular motions while Nat fingered her. And Nat could only watch the way her girlfriend’s body vibrated and jiggled in motion. She kissed the soft rolls of Holly’s stomach, and nuzzled her way up her sternum, below her chin. Holly’s eyes were rolled back in her head, she couldn’t see that Nat was trying to meet her gaze.







“I really wanna kiss you.” Nat said in a tiny voice to get Holly’s attention.







“Kiss me, then.” Holly breathed.







Their mouths met again, Holly moaning into Nat’s mouth as she was reaching her climax.







“I love you so much…” Nat sighed, enamored by Holly’s body.







“Ah! Me too! I love you…!” Holly choked on her words as vibrations took over her body. She hugged Nat close, kissing her hard as if to try and transfer the energy she was emitting.







Holly’s mind felt clearer now. Nat’s head rested on her chest, and they both relaxed into the blanket. They kept a silence between them, listening to cicadas and birds chirping between the grass. They shifted their bodies so their cheeks would touch, Nat held Holly's head in such a way she could give it small scratches.







“That was… magical, I think.” Nat sighed. The warm air that breezed between them brought her peace. She felt the need to burrow herself even deeper towards Holly’s body, though she knew that was impossible.







“It was!” Holly said with a curl of her toes and a very elongated stretch.







“Was that actually good for you? I know I’m not experienced.”







“I know that too. And yes it was good, honestly it was even better because it was from you, sexy lady.”







“Oh my goodness stop,” Nat sat up and gave Holly a small smack on her leg, “You’re just saying that to make me feel better.”







“Or…! Or,” Holly stuck a finger up to tap Nat on her nose, “Because I like you, a lot. And you’ve been way better than any lame hook up I’ve had in the past.”







“Hmm, okay, I’ll believe you for now.”







“Okay but how do you feel though? Was I good enough for you?”







“Holly? Really? Of course you were good enough for me. You were perfect. I actually am super excited to do it again, yknow?” Nat’s feelings were so genuine. The joy and confidence she felt now about the future couldn’t get any higher. She felt secure, unmovable both emotionally and physically. Her mind was catching up to her body, a satisfied exhaustion was taking over her, and she closed her eyes for a rest.







“You make me so happy, Natty.” Holly whispered. She let her girlfriend rest uninterrupted in her arms, and soaked in the late afternoon sun.







*****







Excerpts From More Titles Below!








The Mistress Tames her Brat:








“
 Portia gasped as the pleasure she built up was taken away. Right at the very edge. How cruel it was of the Mistress to stop, as if she knew that Portia needed just a little push before falling over into ecstasy. Portia was throbbing once more. But this time, she wasn’t frustrated. She was only determined to get more from Mistress Kay, her body demanded it
 .”
 
More here…









Fixated On Her Crush:








“
 Soon, she felt it press her lip down, and open. There was such a hunger in Portia’s eyes that Janie almost felt scared. Portia mirrored the look she created on Janie’s face, gaping her mouth open while remaining focused on Janie’s bottom lip. Janie just stood still, feeling every brush of Portia’s thumb across her face. Her hair stood up on end as Portia’s free hand crawled around her neck. She felt trapped, but in a good way, it seemed as if Portia didn’t want her to move. It was exhilarating being caught in her grasp.”
 
More here…
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