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A thundering roar shook the foundations of her house and rain pelted the window of her room. The fourth thunderstorm of the week had Sara on edge. If her laptop had any battery power left, she wouldn’t have cared. Her laptop charger broke last night, the poor thing was nearly six years old. Living this far out from the city, it was only a matter of time until the power went out.

Inevitably, the power died and Sara called the power company to report the outage. She was told that it would be about six hours until it was restored. Candles were lit and her roommate, April, knocked on Sara’s bedroom door.

“Hey, Sara?”

“What’s up?” Sara eyed her roommate’s body. In the flickering candlelight, she could see April’s curves, her lithe body with wide hips and a perky pair of breasts. The shorts April wore hid nothing from view. Of course, April only wore them in the house for ‘comfort’, but Sara got the feeling that April did it to torment her.

They’d had the conversation before, April had a boyfriend, but damn, the things Sara wanted to do if the woman didn’t.

“I was hoping we could talk for a bit?”

“Yeah, sure, I probably need to get off my phone before it dies. Is everything okay?” Sara asked.

April walked to Sara’s bed and sat beside her, “Kind of. But not really. Eric broke up with me after he cheated on me. So I guess you could say things aren’t so great.”

The emotion in April’s voice concerned Sara. They joked and had fun most times, mostly at Sara’s expense. Having a cock was something that April likes to tease Sara for. Seeing April in this state annoyed Sara, Eric was a real dick.

“Want me to kick his ass?” Sara asked.

“No, I really don’t. I want to forget him,” April said.

Sara nodded towards the door, “We could grab a bottle of whiskey.”

“I wasn’t thinking of that kind of forgetting. When we first moved in here, you told me I was pretty. I mean, yeah, you were drunk. But you did say that,” April said.

“I’m not sure if you’re in a place where I can talk about that. I mean, if Eric just broke up with you, wouldn’t that be a little shitty of me to step in on?” she asked.

“It was a few days ago. I just… I had to make sure it was real. But I want to move on. I’ve been with that manipulative asshole for two years and I’ve been waiting for so long to be wanted again.”

Sara leaned back on her bed, relaxing into the mountain of pillows, “And you know that I want you as a friend, so you’re good.”

April joined her in the relaxation. Her smooth leg draped over Sara’s leg and she spoke softly, “I was hoping you might still want me as more.”

“This is pretty unfair to me. I do want to be here for you and I’d be lying through my teeth if I said you weren’t the sexiest damn thing around. But I don’t know if I’m a good match for you,” Sara mumbled.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m a little on the, you know, unwanted side? All the people that know I was born as a dude don’t want me around here. So associating yourself with me on a more intimate level, that isn’t going to go well for you.”

“And?”

“One-word answers have always pissed me off,” Sara said.

April’s shifted her body a little further onto Sara. Her leg pressed against Sara’s cock and she ground against it, “I don’t care what other people think. If you want to keep things private and we pretend to be single, that’s fine. I’ve been wanting to give you the chance you’ve been waiting for since high school.”

“I never said I was waiting for it.”

“You didn’t have to. Besides, you think I never read your diary?” April asked.

Sara put her hand on April’s crotch and pulled her tiny frame on top of her. Her fingers mashed the denim shorts into April’s pussy and she spoke in a firm tone, “You know better than go through a girl’s shit, don’t you?”

April let out a soft moan, apparently not bothered by the attempt at making her yelp, “Mm, you keep touching me like this and I’m going to call you daddy.”

“Oh my god, April, you’re the worst,” Sara said. Her hand loosened but stayed on the woman’s heated center, “Look, if you really want to make this a thing, I’m fine with it. But we’re going to have to be exclusive. You know how I am.”

“I’m not the kind of woman to cheat. Besides, if things don’t work out, I’ll just charge you more for rent. That’s fair, right?” April asked.

“That would be scummy of you,” Sara said.

“Yep, and I wouldn’t do it, but I can still make idle threats.”

Sara’s fingers once again dug into April’s core. This time she got a hiss from April, “Something wrong, April?”

“Not a damn thing,” she said through clenched teeth.

“Sounds like you’re lying again,” her hand moved from April’s heated crotch to her stomach. “Are you sure about all of this, April?”

Sara wanted to get involved with April, she had for a long while. Now that the opportunity presented itself, Sara didn’t know if her morals would let her. Having April rebounding to her felt strange, but there was still the chance that April truly wanted her. April did wait a few days to tell Sara, that had to mean something.

April scooted off of Sara and sat beside her on the bed, “I’m pretty sure. You’ve been good to me and I want to see where it can go. I mean, you know a lot of my issues already. I’m really codependent and it feels horrible to be alone. But I understand if you don’t want me. I’m a bit of a basket case, aren’t I?”

Those sad blue eyes bore into Sara, “You’re not a basket case. You’ve been through shit and I understand how that goes. April, I just want to make sure we’re both taking this seriously if we do this.”

“I’m not saying all this stuff lightly, Sara. I know you and I trust you. That means a lot, doesn’t it? I don’t want to find someone new and spread my legs for them to make them say they love me. You’ve told me that before and I didn’t even show you my clam.”

Sara sat up and looked to April, “If we’re going to make this real, then I want to make it official soon. Let’s go out on a date. All dressed up, all that shit. If you want to be with me, we’re going to make it a public thing.”

“Are you sure you want to do that?” April asked.

“Yeah, I said it for a reason.”

“Even after last time?”

“Even after last time.”

“Okay, can you drive in a storm?” April asked as she stood from the bed.

“I could, but I’d rather stay inside with my girl tonight,” Sara put her hands on April’s waist and pulled her back onto the bed. “I know she’s a bit of a nympho anyway.”

“Hey, I only… Yeah, I get pretty loud when I masturbate, don’t I?”

“I can admit to listening in a time or twenty,” Sara said.

“Pervert.”

“I’d like to think that you would have gotten quiet if you didn’t want me to hear.”

April pushed Sara onto the bed and climbed on top of her. Groaning as the tight ass pressed against her stiffening cock, Sara called out, “I’m going to make you scream if you keep this up, April.”

Having April’s warm hips grinding against her cock brought a groan from her. April leaned down and whispered, “Screaming is fine. That’s the only decent thing about living this far out of town. No one is going to come to save you when your cock is raw from fucking me so damn much.”

Sara pulled April’s head lower and kissed her deeply. The taste of caramel lingered on April’s tongue, likely from the candy she loved so much. A soft moan escaped April and April’s hips stopped moving.

Breaking away from the kiss, Sara spoke quietly, “We don’t have to do this tonight. I’ve been patient this long, I don’t mind waiting a little longer to make love to you.”

“Making love is something we can do after we have that fancy dinner. Right now, baby, I just want you to fuck me like you hate me.”

“Good song.”

“I know you like Seether,” April moved Sara’s hand to the bottom of her shirt. “I’m not wearing a bra, want to see?”

Sara smiled at the teasing minx and pulled the shirt up. From her position, she got stuck trying to get it over April’s head and the ensuing giggling made Sara blush. April helped get the shirt off and her perky breasts met with the cool air of the room.

“Fuck they’re so cute. Why haven’t I seen you naked before?” Sara asked as she put her hands on the breasts. Fingers toyed with nipples and April gasped as she tilted her head back.

“Mm, because you’re a pussy who never asked to see me naked? I’ve seen your tits before. Your dick has been a mystery for me though. I mean, I’ve seen your bulge when you were hard a time or two,” April said.

“What? When? I’ve tried to be decent about that.”

“Just because I never said anything about it doesn’t mean I’ve never seen it. I wear these shorts for a reason.”

Sara groaned and pressed her hips against April’s ass, “You’ve been wearing them the entire you were dating. You trying to say you wanted to torture me for all this time?”

“Torture? That’s one way to look at it. I’d like to think that I was letting you enjoy a show without having to pay for it,” April said as she lifted her hips away from Sara. “I’m not wearing panties either. Want to see?”

“Is that even a question?” Sara put her hands on April’s ribs and rolled them over. With Sara on top of April on her king size bed, she had all the room in the world to play with her.

“I guess it is? I mean, by definition it was a question. I’ll rephrase the question for you. Want to take my shorts off and eat my pussy?” April asked.

Sara unbuttoned those tiny shorts and pulled them slowly down April’s pale legs. The scent of her sex made Sara’s mouth water in anticipation. It seemed that April had been paying attention to Sara’s drunken conversations about loving oral sex. That, or April was just being hopeful, either way, Sara was excited to make the sexy woman’s body squirm under her.

Sara leaned over April’s body and placed a kiss on April’s lips. Then she worked her way down April’s body leaving behind a trail of wet kisses. April’s chest rose and fell rapidly as Sara continued to tease her with the slow descent towards her desire. Sara kissed each of April’s breasts and sucked the nipples into her mouth for just a moment to get them stiff before she continued lower.

Her tongue dipped into April’s belly button and ran a circle before Sara moved on. Sara could hear April’s breath catching in her throat as Sara’s breath rolled over her sensitive sex. She looked at April and shot her a wink before she kissed her sensitive clit.

Sara let her lips surround the bead and suckled with little pressure. She didn’t want to overstimulate her partner too quickly. While making April soak her bed was an end goal, it was a goal that needed to be achieved one step at a time.

Sara’s tongue licked the bead and then she let herself enjoy the taste of the woman’s channel. April bucked her hips against Sara and encouraged Sara with her soft cries of pleasure. This is all Sara could want from April. To show her the pleasures they could share if only they took the time to enjoy one another.

Her hands slid up April’s body, fingertips tracing the curve of April’s hips. Sara’s left hand rested on the bed to support herself while her right stroked along April’s breast.

April couldn’t stem the stream of sounds coming from her. Being serenaded by April didn’t bother Sara in the slightest. Having her efforts appreciated was enough to keep Sara going. Her tongue continued to delve into the woman’s folds until Sara slipped it inside April’s depths.

The taste of April’s juices flooded Sara’s mouth and she swallowed. April’s hand reached down to stroke Sara’s head, expecting Sara to stop after her orgasm. Sara wasn’t finished.

Sara’s hand slid back down April’s body and rubbed April’s clit back and forth as she picked up the pace.

“F-Fuck! Sara, I can’t!”

April’s protests didn’t stop Sara. She knew April could handle multiple orgasms. April told Sara to fuck her like she hated her. If that was going to happen, Sara wanted to know that April was satisfied before her cock came into the picture.

The cries that filled the room never once sounded pained and Sara continued lavishing April’s sex with her tongue. By the third orgasm, Sara’s jaw ached from the effort. Finally, she pulled away and sighed as she came away from April’s thighs.

April’s chest heaved as she panted for air. Sara smiled and moved to kiss April. Letting April calm down wasn’t on Sara’s list of things to do. Sara’s tongue slipped into April’s mouth and shared the taste of her orgasm.

Sara broke the kiss and slid off the bed for a moment to remove her own clothes. With her cock stiffer than steel, she looked at April, “Are you okay to keep going?”

April had the chance to catch her breath and after a few moments, Sara got back on the bed. Sara’s hands rubbed April’s legs while she waited between April’s thighs.

“Holy fuck, Sara. You’re ridiculous,” she said.

“Huh?”

“The things you can do with your mouth, oh my god. Teach a class. Get the fucking word out. Women everywhere need to be treated like that.”

Sara laughed and shook her head, “I had my learning experiences in college.”

“I want to find your teacher, or did the student surpass the instructor.”

“I think Mrs. Thompson would be in her fifties now, it was like eight years ago,” Sara said.

April gasped, “No shit? I knew that woman was a cougar!”

“Baby, I’m not trying to sound selfish, but I’m still waiting for your answer. I’m a little worked up.”

“Well if you keep calling me baby, I guess I don’t mind if you fuck me,” April spread her legs and stuck her tongue out at Sara.

Sara laughed, “Are you really going to lay on your back?”

“Wait, I don’t get to be lazy?” April sat up on the bed. “How about you sit on your butt, I’ll sit in your lap and we’ll see what happens.”

Sara shifted to sit on the bed, leaning against her pillows, comfortable as could be. “Sounds like a plan, babe. Sure you can take me?”

“You’re big, but I’m pretty sure I can handle it,” April said as she climbed into Sara’s lap. Sara used a hand to guide her tip to April’s entrance and moaned as April lowered onto it.

The tight grip around Sara’s shaft made it hard to keep herself from shooting her load immediately. Sara couldn’t remember the last time she got laid, probably before her transition. Had it really been three years?

She didn’t have time to think about it as April started riding her, “See? You’re a big girl but I’m doing just fine.”

“You’re doing more than fine. Keep it up and I’m going to paint you white,” Sara said.

April laughed and put her hands on Sara’s shoulders. Her hips rose and fell at an ever-increasing pace and loud moans escaped her. Their sounds mixed into the air. Without the heat on, the warmth they found in each other’s arms became all the more desirable.

Sara tried to rock her hips in time with April’s bouncing. Once she caught the rhythm, she knew she wouldn’t last long. Sara laughed and April asked, “Whats funny?”

“Just thinking about you having to wait until the lights were out to sleep with me,” Sara said.

“Oh shut up, you know I would have fucked you under a spotlight.”

“A spotlight, huh?”

“Do you want me to stop?” April silenced Sara by kissing her. Her hips bounced with fevered passion as she felt her fourth orgasm of the night consume her. April moaned into the kiss and her warm juices drenched Sara’s thighs.

The tight walls constricting around her cock were heavenly. Sara thrust into April a few last times as she felt her orgasm building within her. Years of friendship and fantasies intertwined and fed into Sara’s physical release. More important to Sara, the emotional connection she felt with April felt strengthened.

They were inseparable before, but now, she couldn’t imagine a scenario in which they wouldn’t be at one another’s side. Sara’s orgasm wouldn’t be denied and she felt her balls tightening as she unleashed ropes of her cum into April.

April dropped as far as she could onto Sara’s cock and ground her hips into Sara. Once Sara’s balls were emptied, April broke the kiss and panted as she leaned back. “God damn, Sara. I want to do that again.”

“I do too, but I can’t right now,” Sara looked out the window and listened to the rain. It seemed that it was slacking up, but she couldn’t be sure that the bottom wouldn’t drop out again. “How do you feel about going on that date?”

“We probably should have left before we got all sweaty. The water is going to be cold and we can’t shower.”

“We could, but it would suck.”

“Speaking of sucking. What the fuck were you even doing when you went down on me? That was amazing and I want to figure out how to do that.”

“I’ll tell you when you’re older, April,” Sara teased.

April rocked her hips slowly onto Sara’s softening cock, “I’m older than you or did you choose right now to forget that you call me old all the time?”

“You’re two months older than me, and calm it down granny. We’re still young enough to fuck like rabbits. Or did you forget you came four times?”

“More than I usually get off. Eric couldn’t even get me off once without trying super hard. Then again, he was lazy.”

Sara shook her head, “You’re going to have to get off me, baby.”

“I don’t wanna.”

“But you have to.”

“Why?”

“Because I want a poptart and a shot of whiskey. If we’re staying in tonight, I’m going to get nice and comfy and we can snuggle for a while. My phone might live long enough to watch a movie or something. You down?”

“Sounds like a plan. But uh, if you’re going to keep calling me baby and stuff, could I ask something?”

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“Are we dating?”

“I’d like to think that we are. If you want me to write you a note with check yes or no boxes on it, I could,” Sara said with a smirk.

April eased off of Sara’s cock and then leaned in to kiss her before rolling to lay on the bed. “Can I pick the movie?”

“You’re already making me feel like I’m pussy whipped.”

“You are.”

“I’ve waited a few years to say this shit like I’ve always meant it. April, you know I love you, don’t you?”

“Of course I do and I love you too. Now go get the poptarts and the whiskey, that is sounding like a much better idea than it did a few seconds ago.”

Sara got off the bed and walked to the kitchen. Finding the poptarts and the whiskey only took a few seconds. Trying to stop the flow of tears took much longer. Maybe there was a higher power at work in her world. How much longer could she have gone without finding someone to love, she couldn’t have guessed. And now, she didn’t have to.
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