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Foreword to the Second Edition

An explanation and an apology

 


Julia Child is quoted as saying, “Never explain, never apologize.” On the whole, I consider this to be good advice, but as I’m not a 6’-2” chef with tits I can freely ignore it.

Of all the tales I’ve written thus far—nine at present count—Bending Catherine
is my favorite. I think this may be due to it being on a smaller scale of depravity than I normally employ. There are no fembots, no hucows, no legions of latex-encased hotties poised to take over the world. There is simply one girl’s love for another, and a hope that it might be reciprocated.

There is also the titular Catherine herself. In creating a character that could drive Hayley to desperation, I accidentally ended up falling for her, too. Sure, Cath is beautiful and stacked, but she’s also kind, intelligent, funny, and considerate. If only she were a brunette, then she’d be perfect.

So, yes, I fell in love with one of my characters, a form of narcissism that will probably allow my future psychiatrist to publish a few journals of his own at my expense.

So that’s the explanation part of this. The apology is for the less than stellar writing of the first edition. Neurotic of me, perhaps, but there were too many run-on sentences and various other bits of slop for my liking. I’ve learned a few things in the four years since this was originally published, and have put them into practice here, namely punchier sentences, better structure, and brevity.

One of the other things I’ve learned is to not look back, so unless someone points out some glaring error to me, there will be no third edition of this novella. I may love Catherine, but there are plenty of characters in future books for me to obsess over, and yes, they will probably all be blonde and busty.

It’s a living.
  



Chapter 1

Meeting Catherine

 


From the very first moment they met, Hayley knew she wanted Catherine. Some people would call it love at first sight, but Hayley knew it was something altogether different: it was love at first smell.

For as long as she could remember, Hayley had enjoyed a much greater sense of smell than most people. Scents and smells were as much a part of her world as vision was to others, often giving her a greater understanding of what was going on around her due to her more detailed sensory palette. She loved the smell of flowers, of baking things, the aromas of coffee and chocolate (separately and together), of sawdust and new-mown grass, and while she disliked the smell of cigarette smoke her olfactory sense was so acute that she could distinguish between different brands of tobacco on other people’s clothing, sometimes even days after having been exposed.

“Hello?” she said through the slightly cracked door of the dorm room. She did not expect an answer, having received none at her tentative knock, but it was possible that her roommate-to-be might have her iPod cranked up. Hayley took an exploratory sniff, quickly identifying lavender, cucumber hand lotion, and pizza—correction: veggie pizza, extra sauce. She sighed, feeling somewhat disappointed, which she knew was silly since sophomores never rated a single, but there was always that forlorn hope that a late drop-out or a clerical error might result in a glorious semester of freedom and privacy.

Buck up, girl,
she told herself.
Hopefully this one will be better than your freshman roomie, Rachel, with her posters of goddamn sparkly vampires over her bed.
Sighing again, Hayley entered the room that she would have to share with a stranger for the next nine months.

“Hello?” she said again, opening the door fully, no longer concerned that she might catch her unknown roommate diddling herself with her hairbrush; she had certainly given fair warning. The dorm room was quite spacious, it being a corner room, but the layout was such that she had to walk down a short hallway—the back walls of the room’s two small closets—before coming into the room proper. Turning the corner at the end of the hall, Hayley discovered that the room was indeed unoccupied. Unoccupied, but not empty.

Her mystery roommate appeared to be completely moved in, judging by the lack of cardboard boxes, suitcases, and other paraphernalia involved in launching a young chick from the nest. The left-hand bed was neatly made, which for being just barely eight in the morning caused Hayley to worry that she might be rooming with a squared-away, anal-retentive, possibly Bible-toting neat freak.

Hayley moved past the already claimed bed and set her backpack and suitcase on the bed that would be hers. She silently cursed herself for putting off her arrival until the second day of admissions, but earning an extra day’s wages had outweighed her desire to get first dibs on the room’s few simple furnishings. “Well, at least there aren’t any goddamn sparkly vampires on the walls.”

Her roommate, judging by the possessions she had in plain view, appeared to be reasonably normal. The laptop sitting on her desk, while not new, looked to be in good shape, and had none of the tape or scratches indicative of a goth. The makeup laid out on her tall dresser looked to be of fairly normal coloration, nothing too bizarre, and there were thankfully no cutesy stuffed animals lying on the bed. This one, whoever she was, appeared to have her freshman roomie beat by a long road.

It was then that Hayley noticed the pink sweater hanging on the door of the closet nearest her roommate’s bed. It was a medium pink, neither fuzzy nor fussy; a simple, classic everyday wool sweater. Since it was in the common area, Hayley felt she could get away with a quick sniff, and thereby get a good idea of her new roommate. Smiling impishly, she walked over and placed her nose just above the surface of the material, proximate to where its owner’s right breast would be, and inhaled.

Peaches?
she mused, quite liking the aroma but having some difficulty placing it.
No, peach-scented pipe tobacco…with hints of...vanilla…and almond. Your father drove you down here, I’ll bet. Probably from Chicago, more probably from Lake Forest or Winnetka, or some other tony suburb.
Hayley took another whiff and got detergent, quite mild, and…is that…semen?
She took another sniff, concentrating hard on the last scent. Yes, it was there, all right, a day or two old, no more.
Well, you’re certainly no virgin, young lady. Did you give your boyfriend a little goodbye hummer the night before you left home? You’d best be a bit more fastidious when it comes to swallowing cum, my dear, if you don’t want Chief Inspector Moore knowing your secrets.

Hayley sighed again. The scent of jizz on her roommate’s sweater meant in all likelihood that her roommate was straight, thus putting an end to her other forlorn hope: that she might be paired up with a beautiful sister lesbian. But it had been such a lovely fantasy, spending her evenings and weekends canoodling with her very own private playmate, free from judgmental eyes, free from gossip, and free to explore every possible way there was to make love to another girl. Someone with whom she could stay comfortably in the closet and steal kisses, without anyone being the wiser.

The sound of a key in the door lock put an end to her musings. Hayley stepped back from the pink sweater and opened her suitcase and began unpacking, so as to allow her new roommate the opportunity to discover her, rather than be surprised by someone standing in the middle of her room looking at her all Hannibal Lecter-like.

“Oh, hey…hi!” came a pleasant sounding voice from behind Hayley. She turned, ready to repeat the dance she had done with her previous roommate, and looked up into the sparkling blue eyes of Catherine Wells—and almost fainted.

“Oh…” Hayley started, but nothing else followed as her brain had immediately ceased to function.

An elegant vision wearing a white terry cloth bathrobe stood before her, holding out a hand and smiling, exhibiting the kind of perfect white teeth usually reserved for billboards. “You must be my roommate. I’m Catherine Wells, but everyone calls me Cath.”

“I-I’m…Hay-Hayley,” she barely managed to get out, automatically bringing her hand up to her throat, feeling slightly dizzy, a feeling borne out by the bed having come up to meet her rump.

“Hey, are you okay? You look a little pale. Here, do you mind if I take your pulse?” Without waiting for an answer, Catherine took the limp hand and pressed two fingers against the thumb-side of Hayley’s wrist. “Goodness,” she said, her eyes on the wall clock she’d hung over her bed, “is your pulse always this fast? I bet you suffer from low blood pressure, or maybe a little too much blood sugar. My mom’s a public health nurse, and she says girls today just don’t know how to eat properly…”

Catherine continued on in this vein, but Hayley wasn’t listening. She didn’t want to listen, all she wanted to do was drink in the glorious image of the girl holding her hand. Catherine was beautiful. No, scratch that—beauty was an attribute ascribed to human beings. Catherine was sublime, majestic, awe-inspiringly, heart-stoppingly magnificent in a way that transcended mere mortals.

She had obviously just come from the shower, judging not by the knee-length kimono-style robe she wore, nor the fact that her hair was wrapped up in a towel, but because of the aroma of Ivory soap, a scent which Hayley had never realized could be so intoxicating.

Catherine continued looking at the wall clock, playing nurse, giving Hayley the opportunity to gaze upon her, which she did, taking in every inch of her new roommate’s magnificence. She was tall, at least a good half a foot taller than Hayley, making her at least 5 feet 8 inches, possibly a little more. Her skin was tan, but not as though she’d just summered in Mazatlán. It was the tan of a gardener, or possibly a hiker, someone who loved the outdoors and spent as much time there as possible. Her face was completely bare of makeup, which she certainly didn’t need, though Hayley knew that even a modest application of blush or eyeshadow would transform her from simply stunning into a living Aphrodite. Her cheekbones were high, but not supermodel high; her nose was straight and true, neither narrow or broad or upturned; her jaw was strong without being obtrusive; and her lips were full without looking like collagen-injected pole-smokers.

Hayley continued slowly downward, her brain in overdrive, burning Catherine’s image into her brain so that she could replay this moment whenever she wanted. Her eyes roved over the swanlike neck, imagining what it would be like to nuzzle that warm hollow, to plant little feather kisses down the length of her throat, and to ultimately disappear down into her deep cleavage, which despite the coverage of her robe appeared to go on forever.

Because deep was the best way to describe Catherine Wells’s cleavage. Better still would be to say that it was deep, rich, and inviting. Hayley sat there as her roommate continued talking, mesmerized by the movement of her full bosom as she inhaled, captivated by the soft jiggling of her breasts as she gestured with her free hand, which was something she did a lot of. Hayley had never been terribly interested in breasts, and usually found those who were to be somewhat lacking in character. ‘After all,’ she had once said to a girl with whom she’d had a brief fling, a bi-curious babe who had been rather enamored of her own modest rack, ‘they’re just boobs.’

But Catherine’s boobs were hardly just anything, except possibly just marvelous. Yes, they were big, all right; tan globes slowly rising and falling within their soft cotton confinement, yearning to be set free. Hayley realized she was staring, and tore her eyes away from her roommate’s mythic bosom, a task made doubly difficult due to the drops of water that had coalesced in Catherine’s stunning cleavage, and that were now refracting the light of the morning sun streaming through their east-facing window, causing her splendid chest to sparkle like so much gleaming treasure.

Sitting as she was, Hayley was treated to a glimpse of inner thigh, as tanned as the rest of her. Catherine’s legs were long and smooth, reminiscent of a ’forties pinup, tapering down to a pair of well-turned ankles. Even her feet were beautiful, her carefully manicured toenails painted pink to match her fingernails.

“Did you eat this morning?”

“I, uh…” Hayley began, as though being awakened from a dream. “I’m sorry, what?”

“Did you eat this morning?” Catherine repeated gently. “People with blood sugar issues often get a little shaky if they don’t get in a good breakfast.”

“N-no,” she lied, hoping Catherine wouldn’t be able to smell the hours-old Sausage McMuffin on her breath. “Just some coffee.”

“Well, we certainly can’t have you fainting all over the place, little miss,” said Catherine mock sternly, releasing her grip on Hayley’s wrist. “I prescribe a big breakfast with plenty of fruit, and in between mouthfuls you can tell me all about my new roommate. Deal?” Without waiting for an answer, she turned to face the mirror over her simple dresser. Hayley watched, still finding it difficult to breathe, as the incredibly beautiful girl reached up and pulled the towel from her head, sending wave upon wave of shining yellow hair cascading downward, a golden-blonde mane that fell almost to the middle of her back.

“Oh, my,” gasped Hayley quietly, but not so quietly that it didn’t cause Catherine to give her a slightly quizzical look in the mirror. “I’m sorry,” she said, mortified at her positively goofy behavior before this showstopper of a woman. “It’s just…your hair. It’s very beautiful.”
God, I sound like a complete idiot,
she thought.

Her roommate didn’t seem to think so, however. She smiled warmly, causing Hayley’s insides to turn to water, and then turned back around to face the slightly dazed girl. “Two shakes while I dress, okay?” Again she didn’t wait for an answer, which was just as well, for she quickly untied her sash and opened her robe.

__________________________

 


They breakfasted in Ikenberry Dining Hall, Catherine doing most of the talking while they ate. This suited Hayley just fine, considering that she didn’t think she could put two words together without sounding like a fool. She picked politely at her fruit plate while Catherine spoke at length about her family, her three younger sisters especially; her cat Mitzi; her boyfriend Jack, a sophomore at the University of Chicago who she was hoping to see this weekend; her summer stint as a swimming instructor at her local YMCA; her nervousness at being a second-year transfer student; and about her goals, “…I mean, what’s so wrong with being undeclared? Lots of sophomores are still filling in their general education requirements. I mean, yes, nursing would be rewarding, but so would English lit, or physical education for that matter. Unnh!” she finished dramatically, throwing her hands up in mock frustration.

Hayley listened patiently through it all, but in actuality she’d barely heard one word in three, the majority of her consciousness still back in their dorm room, sitting on her bed, poring over the nude image of her roommate. All during breakfast she played and replayed the scene in her mind, her mental camera roaming lovingly over Catherine’s wondrous softball-sized breasts, her flat belly, her toned ass, and perhaps most of all her perfectly triangular bush, which left no doubt that her golden-blonde hair was entirely natural.

Despite her strong desire to do so, Hayley had not openly stared, had in fact turned away the moment that Catherine had unselfconsciously doffed her robe, not out of prissiness or modesty, which her exhibitionist roommate appeared to have none of, but rather due to self-preservation.

If someone on campus were to take a poll regarding their fellow student Hayley Moore, the responses would be widely varied: quiet, cute, smart, fuckable, intense, nice ass, driven, cock-tease, and stuck-up would probably top the list—but it would be doubtful that the word ‘lesbian’ would be there. Of course not all of these qualities were true: she had certainly not teased a cock during the whole of her freshman year, and she had been unfailingly polite in her demurrals whenever a guy asked her out. She had also been hit on by a few girls as well, from the meekly bi-curious to the more well-established gash-guzzlers, but had not partaken, no matter how tempting. It was rumored that she had a boyfriend back home in Bumfuck, Indiana, a rumor she encouraged, having started it herself, because if there was one thing Hayley loved it was the warmth, comfort, and the privacy of the closet; the freedom to be Hayley. Of course there wasn’t much sex in the closet, but she had found ways to get by.

“Oh, listen to me,” Catherine said, mildly exasperated. “This conversation’s been all about me. So, tell me about yourself.”

“There’s not much to tell, really.” Hayley pushed her uneaten strawberries away from her, hoping she wouldn’t say anything stupid, which she felt was highly probable. She spoke at length, despite her nervousness. Catherine listened interestedly, fascinated by Hayley’s summer job at an aromatherapy spa, impressed by Hayley’s being an organic chem major, doubly so that she’d won a full scholarship, and further awed that she already made and sold her own line of perfumes, with her ultimate goal of working in the perfume industry, and in Paris no less.

“But what about your family? Wouldn’t you would miss them terribly, living in France?”

Hayley smiled at Catherine’s theatrical choice of words, but realized that she would probably smile at anything Catherine said, for she knew that she was already in love with her.
You’re such a dope,
she told herself.
She’s straight!
Straight or not, though, Hayley didn’t care. Catherine was just so wonderful. She was just so beautiful and vivacious. She was just so
everything!
Her face, her hair, but mostly it was her smile. God, if she didn’t have the most beautiful smile. It was wide, it was cheerful, but most of all it was genuine. It was a smile that would never fail to light up a room, and if she directed it at you it would be all you could do to keep your breathing steady.

“Well,” said Hayley, clearing her throat, trying to pass it off as a swallow of milk, “there’s not really much family to miss, as I’m an only child. I mean, of course I’d miss my mom and—”

“Hey, how ya doin’?” came a voice from behind Hayley. The voice was masculine, smooth and friendly, but Hayley didn’t need her sense of hearing to know that it belonged to Brendan the Breastman, his aftershave being only slightly less pungent than anhydrous ammonia. Hayley looked down at her strawberries and went quiet, grimacing slightly at the ritual about to be played out. She should have known this would happen. Catherine was a guy magnet, no two ways about it, and guys were something there was never a shortage of on the Urbana-Champaign campus.

“I’m Brendan,” the breast man continued, “but my friends call me—”

“Ooh, let me guess,” Catherine interrupted, her voice light, yet with a distinctly sharp edge to it, “do they call you Rudy, because you’re very rude?” Hayley looked up, surprised by her roommate’s caustic response, and further surprised by her icy expression.

Brendan brought his hands up, a little taken aback that his winning demeanor was being so cruelly attacked. “Uh, hey, I’m sorry if I was—”

“You were,” Catherine broke in, her tone one of chill disapproval. “And if you’re so sorry, why are you apologizing to my tits instead of my friend?”

Hayley pressed her lips tightly together, suppressing the laughter that was bubbling up inside of her. She kept her eyes forward, fighting the desire to look up at Brendan to see how he was taking his quite public abuse at the hands of the goddess sitting across from her. She didn’t imagine that a person as shallow as he would deal with it very well, a feeling borne out by his response.

“Whatever,” he said, turning away, making it sound as though he were rejecting her. “Fucking lesbo,” he muttered.

“Don’t
you
wish,” Catherine said to his retreating back, not bothering to lower her volume. She turned back to Hayley, her expression slightly sheepish. “Sorry about that.”

“It’s all right,” said Hayley, her voice soft. “I’m sure you get that a lot.”

“I do, but probably no more than you do.”

Hayley smiled at the compliment. “Not so much as you might think, and certainly not from Brendan. I’m at least two cup sizes beneath his radar.”

Catherine laughed, her smile returning, causing Hayley to feel decidedly moist between her thighs. “His loss,” she said, her blue eyes sparkling. “I think you’re a cutie, especially your hair. God, I’d love to have such beautiful, dark hair.”

Hayley was momentarily confused. Was Catherine hitting on her?
But she has a boyfriend. Unless…she’s bi?

You’re imagining things,
she told herself; a warning.
You want her to be bi.

Hayley’s mind was spinning. Was Catherine hitting on her, feeling her out? Hayley had made similar remarks in the past, to girls whom she’d found attractive, making a friendly compliment that was actually an opening move in the sexual dance. If the girl responded favorably the dance could continue, but if there was resistance, or confusion or suspicion, then she would simply change the subject and the dance would cease without ever really starting.

Is that what this is? Is she making the first move? Seeing if I’m interested? She did strip right in front of me, for God’s sake. Paraded her gorgeous body around as though we already were lovers.
Despite herself, Hayley felt her hopes rising, a mixture of excitement and dread overtaking her where she sat.
What do I do?
She could feel her heart racing, while at the same time her stomach was tying itself in knots.
What do I say?
There comes a moment in every relationship, she knew, where one wrong word or gesture can irretrievably destroy any hope for a relationship, or even friendship. But faint heart never won fair lady. It was time to man up, or woman up in this case, and take the next step in the dance.

“Thanks, Cath,” she said, determined to keep her voice steady.
She’s new here. I’ll ask her if she’d like me to give her a tour.
“Say, I was wondering—”

“Um, Hayley…” Catherine began, her voice shaking slightly, “I, um, I want to apologize to you.”

Hayley looked confused. “Apologize to me? What for?”

Catherine sat up straight, arching her back somewhat, causing her plenteous bosom to be thrust deliciously upward. “For my behavior back in our room. What I did, stripping like that. It…it must have shocked you.”

She’s nervous,
Hayley thought, her hopes edging a bit higher. “Oh, don’t worry about that. People make such a big fuss about nudity—”

“It was very provocative of me, and certainly not the kind of thing I’d do in front of a girl I’d just met.” She took a halting breath, her eyes slightly downward, if anything more nervous. “I have something to confess, and I think you should know…”

Hayley sat there, holding her breath, unconsciously pressing her lips tightly together.
She’s going to come out right now!

“…that it was just a test.”

Hayley blinked, confused. “Test…?”

“I needed to find out if you were gay.” She said this very fast, almost blurting out the words. “I guess you could say I gave you a lesbian test. I hope you’re not angry with me. But…at least you passed.”

“…passed…?” Hayley felt numb, but could feel her numbness sliding towards anger.

“Oh, I’m sorry, ‘passed’ isn’t really the right word, is it? I mean…it’s just…at least now I know you’re not gay.”

Now Hayley really was angry. But more than that she was hurt, which her expression was clearly communicating to her presumably small-minded roommate.

“Oh, I’m saying this all wrong!” said Catherine, obviously distressed, the words pouring out of her. “I know I must sound like the worst sort of homophobe. It’s just that I needed to know…and the way you were embarrassed…the way you avoided looking at me, told me that you were straight. Please don’t think I’m a bigot, but—”

“And why would I think that?” Hayley snapped, no longer finding Catherine quite so beautiful. “Just because you hate lesbians—”

“I was assaulted by one…” Catherine said, her voice barely audible above the clattering of plates and the jangle of silverware going on around them, “…last year.”

Hayley’s eyes opened wide, her outrage forgotten. Catherine sat opposite her, looking somewhat smaller in her anguish, her gaze lowered to the table. “Oh, Cath. I’m so sorry. You were…?” she faltered, not knowing how to proceed, or even if she should.

“Oh, it’s not all that bad,” Catherine said quietly. “It’s not like I was raped or anything. It’s actually pretty tame stuff, really.”

“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to—”

“No, you deserve to know, considering what I just put you through. It was my previous roommate. She seemed all right. A nice quiet girl, Amber. I’d figured she was perfectly straight, not that it would have made any difference to me at the time.” Catherine paused here, her eyes looking in the vicinity of Hayley’s uneaten strawberries. “But one night, just after the start of the spring semester, I was having what I thought was a sexy dream…and woke up to find her sucking on my left breast.”

“Oh, my…” whispered Hayley, bringing her hand up to her mouth.

Catherine looked slightly embarrassed. “Like I said, not exactly scarred for life kind of stuff.” Privately Hayley disagreed, imagining how she would feel if she’d discovered her vapid ex-roomie Rachel suckling her in her sleep. She shuddered at the thought.

“I complained to the Residence Advisor, who told me to notify campus security, which I refused to do, because then it really would be like getting raped. Well, the R.A. must have reported the assault to someone above her because Amber was gone the next day, and no one was put in with me for the rest of the year.”

“I should hope not,” said Hayley, outraged on Catherine’s behalf.

“It was all right, at first, having the room to myself, but I come from a big family, and I don’t like being alone. I know that makes me sound terribly co-dependent.”

“No, I understand,” Hayley said sympathetically, but at the same time finding it strange. One would think a person growing up in that dynamic would relish their newfound privacy.

“Well, after my freshman year I decided that I wasn’t so terribly fond of Titty Suck U. I transferred here.”

“I’m surprised you didn’t go in for off-campus housing. You’d have a room to yourself, but still live in a house full of people.”

“I almost did that,” Catherine replied, her mood improving somewhat, “but I really do like living on campus, and thought I’d give it one more shot. I hope you can forgive me about that whole lesbian thing, Hayley. It was stupid of me. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, Cath. You’d be weird if an incident like that didn’t make you a little distrustful of your future roommates.” But even as Hayley said the words she felt a slight pang of guilt, because despite the creepiness of Catherine’s tale, she secretly hoped that passing her lesbian test meant that she would be seeing her in the nude again.

“So,” she continued, a little forced, trying to brighten the mood, “would you like me to give you a tour of Champagne U? Introduce you around?”

“Maybe later?” said Catherine, her smile returning. “I need to get to the bookstore, and then I really want to try out the pool. Care to join me?”

“Pool,” repeated Hayley, almost inaudible.
That means showers afterwards.
Her mind briefly flashed on an image of the two of them in the communal showers, steam billowing about them, shrouding them, rivulets of water streaming down those perfect breasts. “Sure,” she said, her voice slightly hoarse. “I’ve got to get back and unpack first. Swing by the room after you get your books and we’ll go.”

“All right.” Catherine grasped her purse and stood up. “See you in a bit.” But instead of leaving, she came around the table and bent down and gave Hayley a little shoulder hug, putting her roommate’s nose right into her golden-blonde mane, the scent of her lavender-vanilla shampoo causing the little brunette’s nipples to harden to almost diamond-hard points.

“Thank you again for accepting my apology, Hayley. I hope we’ll be good friends. The best of friends.” And with that she straightened up and departed the cafeteria, her dazed roommate watching her pert fanny all the way to the glass double-doors and out.

Hayley looked down at her uneaten strawberries and shook her head. “I am so screwed.”

 

  



Chapter 2

Wanting Catherine

 


Hayley groaned as the rubbery phallus slipped inside her. Pressing her lips tightly together, she thrust her ass backwards, wordlessly encouraging the tubular invader to further explore her depths. Inch by delicious inch it proceeded up her quivering quim, filling her completely, expanding her insides until she thought it might expel life’s breath from her lungs.

“Yes!” she hissed, her eyes moist with incipient tears as the pale pink monster bottomed out inside her. It pulled back out with agonizing slowness, allowing her to feel every bump and ridge of the stiff shaft, the little irregularities along its length causing her to whimper, until it vacated her sodden snatch. It entered her again, more quickly this time, whereupon the fat dick began pistoning in and out of her, each stroke eliciting inarticulate mewls of pleasure from the cute co-ed.

“God, you’re one hot piece of ass, Hayley,” said a masculine voice from behind her, its owner pumping away at her bare backside.

“Less talk…more cock,” gasped the prick-spitted lesbian, her forearms resting on the low branch of the magnolia tree, her rucked-up sweater allowing her erect nipples to trail over the rough bark. It wasn’t the most comfortable position to get nailed in, bent over as she was, but she made sure to keep her legs locked so that she wouldn’t collapse, scuffing her knees on the bare ground, or knocked sideways into the bushes screening the two of them from public view.

The guy sawing his dick in and out Hayley gave a barking laugh and began moving back and forth with a slow and steady rhythm, his hands on her hips, a measured tempo to ensure that he wouldn’t climax too quickly, and thus prolong his enjoyment of her lissome body.

Hayley relaxed and let him do his thing, enjoying the cool of the early evening on her exposed breasts, not to mention the fat prick working its magic inside her. Some people might think it strange that a lesbian should take pleasure in being fucked by a male, but then Hayley had never really cared much about what other people thought. She liked guys, as far as guys went, but more to the matter she liked their cocks. She liked how they felt and how they smelled, if they were clean. She liked their shape, especially the circumcised ones, the lack of a foreskin giving the flared head an almost regal quality. But most of all she liked their simplicity, their straightforward get-in-there-and-come attitude that almost always made for a good, uncomplicated, though usually all too brief time.

But that straightforward rutting quality also tended to make males somewhat self-centered, focusing almost entirely on their own pleasure. Hayley sometimes fantasized about futanari—dickgirls—and wondered how much better sex would be if such impossibly endowed creatures really existed. But upon further reflection she had decided that there would probably be precious little difference, because a dick was a dick, and it was very likely the penis itself that was at the core of men’s selfishness—after all, why else was it shaped like the letter
I?

That being said, this guy Brad (or was it Bill, or maybe Biff?) was pretty good. She could see doing it with him again sometime, although it was his bay rum aftershave more than his cocksmanship that might warrant a repeat boinking. In truth Hayley didn’t often have sex with men; they were just walking dildos that she used whenever her pent-up sexual urges began to get the better of her, and a quick jilling off in the bathroom wasn’t getting it done. In actual fact she’d indulged herself only three times throughout the whole of her freshman year.

This was her seventh time in the last three weeks.

“Unnh,” Hayley grunted, the walls of her vagina contracting about the pulsing tool inside of her. It was time. Closing her eyes, she pulled a diaphanous pink scarf up from around her neck and put it up to her nose. “Mmph…” she whimpered weakly as Catherine’s scent invaded her brain, driving out practically all other sensory input. Brad or Bill or Biff went away, save for his fat prick, which continued slamming into her, only now it was being wielded by the girl who had lately come to dominate her every thought. Catherine stood behind her now, soft hands grasping at her hips, repeatedly driving a thick strap-on into her wet and willing cunt.

Her head resting upon her forearms, Hayley continued fantasizing that it was Catherine fucking her. This was hardly a new thought. She had imagined her roommate so many different ways since they’d met: Cath’s golden-blonde head between her thighs, lapping away, then coming up for air, her pink lips glistening with Hayley’s juices; or cradling those heavy boobs, feeling their warmth, their softness, tonguing an erect nipple, teasing it, and then finally sucking it into her mouth, suckling her long into the night. But most of all she imagined sleeping with her, their bodies pressed close together, spoon fashion, the dream-Catherine cuddling her as they slept.

And then there were the dreams. Sexy dreams, romantic dreams, dreams where they kissed for a seemingly endless time, dreams where all they did was talk, and dreams where the two of them walked down a dirt road, hand in hand, no words, just a shared closeness as they made their way toward the infinite horizon, a promise of forever. Her sweet roommate haunted her dreams and her waking life, driving Hayley mad with unrequited love and lust.

“Unnh…!” Brad or Bill or Biff groaned, bringing Hayley back to reality. She could tell he wasn’t going to last much longer, which meant that she would have to take her pleasure into her own hands. Doing her best to time his rising animal grunts, she brought the scarf back up to her face just as he pulled her ass fully backwards, impaling her on his spasming cock. Hayley gasped, taking Catherine’s scent as deep into her lungs as her impromptu date was into her, the double penetration driving her instantly over the edge.

“Mmmph…!” she screamed into the scarf, an all-consuming orgasm made possible by the sensory illusion of her unattainable love. Hayley’s moans continued unabated while Brad/Bill/Biff got his rocks off inside her, her cries of pleasure muffled within the folds of scented fabric, which she fantasized were the folds of Catherine’s soft, sweet pussy.

__________________________

 


“You’re going to get a reputation, Hayley-girl,” Hayley said under her breath as she made her way back to the dorms.
Great, not only am I in danger of becoming the campus slut, now she’s got me talking to myself.

She continued her solitary journey across the campus, her head bowed, her arms crossed underneath her modest bosom, her insides feeling slightly squishy after the great sex. There were no worries of there having been a deposit left behind, though. She had provided a condom of her own—ribbed, of course—and ensured its use by rolling it onto Brad/Bill/Biff’s prick herself.

You know this can’t continue. You’re going to have to do something about it.

And just what am I going to do?
she challenged herself.
Am I going to come out to her? Confess to Catherine that the roommate she’s come to trust is really a lesbian who’d suck her pussy if she so much as crooked her finger?

She’d had this argument with herself before, quite often in fact, its frequency increasing with each passing day. Yet each time the outcome seemed more hopeless, resigning herself to loving Catherine from afar, afar unfortunately being just across the room. But the thought of being further away from her than that was unbearable: of not being able to hear her soft, throaty voice, especially when calling her ‘Little Miss,’ a nickname she used half-jokingly whenever she thought Hayley was misbehaving in some way; watching her brush out her long, luscious hair before bed, her rhythmic strokes almost hypnotic; or sneaking peeks of her while she did her morning yoga exercises, her movements smooth and graceful; and yes, seeing her in the buff, displaying that breathtakingly beautiful body as though she were providing a private show for Hayley alone.

But there was more to Catherine than her beauty, which was certainly the least of her qualities. She was polite to a fault, always asking if Hayley needed something washed when doing her own laundry, or if she might like a soda from the machine since she was getting one for herself. Only yesterday she had noticed a small rip in one of Hayley’s sweat tops, and had it repaired in twenty minutes (asking beforehand if she’d wanted it done, of course).

Catherine was wonderful. She was perfect in every way a woman could be perfect. She was the woman that every man wanted, and the woman that every woman wanted to be. She was also the woman that Hayley most desperately wanted for her own, and she was the one woman that Hayley couldn’t have.

But Catherine was all she could think about. Hayley daydreamed constantly of her, of a life with her: a little house with a white picket fence, the beautiful blonde waiting for her at the front door, wearing a frilly apron (pink, naturally), martini in hand. They would make dinner together, Catherine asking interestedly about her day. Later on they might sit on the divan, listening to music, their hose-clad legs touching, perhaps a back rub after. And then bed, lying next to one another atop rumpled sheets, their bodies spent from an hour of joyous loving, the smell of sex upon the air. She sometimes imagined Catherine pregnant, her belly swollen, smiling beatifically in maternal bliss, her already large breasts heavy with milk. Hayley even included herself in the pregnancy scenario from time to time, imagining her own stomach equally huge, perhaps even from the same donor, giving birth together, side by side, sweating and huffing and grunting, holding each other’s hands as they brought new life into the world.

But that was a fantasy, a dream life. The reality was that Catherine was irretrievably straight. Oh, it was barely possible that her roommate might conceivably forgive her for having lied to her (should a lovesick Hayley be so stupid as to come out to her). She might even accept Hayley for what she was (though she was not so deluded as to imagine that Catherine would ever reciprocate!). It was far more likely that an angered and betrayed Catherine would vent her righteous fury from the rooftops, and with it the knowledge of her deceitful roommate’s sexual identity, thus ending Hayley’s ability to be just Hayley, consigning her to spending the rest of her college days as Hayley the Lesbian.

Of course Hayley knew there was nothing wrong or shameful about her sexual identity, but she also knew full well what happened to girls once they were out, or outed. Her parents would be shocked, to say the least, but they would be supportive. And yes, she could expect harassment, from small-minded guys and girls alike. But the thing she would not be able to abide was not the negative reactions of people but rather the positive ones, and the total loss of privacy that would come with it. ‘What do you think about gay marriage?’ ‘Have you always liked girls?’ ‘I know how you feel. I think cocks are kind of ugly, too.’ Once it was known that you were a lesbian, it became the first and last thing people saw or thought about you. She had seen it happen to other girls in high school, and had no desire to continue her education like that.

Then again she might not have to. Getting a ‘C’ on her first essay in Intermediate French had come as a shock—it was the first ‘C’ she’d gotten in anything since junior high. She’d also missed a lab in her Organic Sci class, and had completely blown off a quiz in Calculus II, making it up the following day, but only getting eighty percent credit for having been late. The daydreams and distractions were beginning to affect her grades, and that was something she could not allow to continue. Losing her scholarship would cost her her education, her career, Paris, and most of all it would cost her Catherine.

Two people turned the corner ahead of her, heading her way, a boy and girl coming from the direction of Flagg Hall, Hayley judged, and making a beeline for the very same magnolia she had just made use of. Hayley put her head down and looked at the pavement, having no wish to be noticed.

“Fuck!” she muttered angrily once they’d passed. She looked back to see whether the young lovers had noticed her outburst, but as each of them had a hand down the back of the other’s pants she felt it unlikely that they would notice the school marching band.

“So what are you going to do?” she asked herself, turning the corner of Barton Hall’s concrete walk, her short skirt brushing against the manicured front hedge as she did so.

There was only one thing to do. She had known it for weeks, often doing her best to actively avoid thinking about it, but with her education hanging in the balance, Hayley knew she had no other choice: she would have to leave Catherine.

Of course she couldn’t rent a place off-campus; she had no money. No, she would have to trade with another resident. It shouldn’t be too hard to find someone with whom to trade. Hell, she could even, in that grand tradition of Chicago politics, auction off her spot to the highest bidder. As popular as Catherine was, Hayley could probably get enough to buy herself a new laptop.

Swiping her ID in the slot let her into her building, which might not be her building for much longer. How would Catherine take it? Would she be hurt? She would certainly want to know why her roommate was dumping her, as would a lot of other people. What would Hayley tell them?

“Christ, what a mess!” she said under her breath, narrowly avoiding missing a step on the stairs up to the second floor.
You’re a mess!
she continued inside her head, the need to loathe herself only serving to escalate her internalized anger, causing her to actually miss a step as she gained the landing, making her grab for the railing and sending her purse to the floor.

“Oh, God, what a mess!” she sobbed, her voice breaking as she brought a hand up to her mouth, frustrated tears forming at the corners of her eyes as she surveyed the mass of condoms and fragrance sticks that had spilled from her purse. She quickly knelt down upon the landing, the rough carpeting pressing uncomfortably into her bare knees, and began gathering up her things, a silent stream of thought running through her mind as she did so.
But it’s my mess and I’ll clean it up. Catherine will be hurt, and she’ll probably hate me, but there just isn’t any other way. She’s straight and I’m not, and that’s the way of the world. She’s straight and I’m not, she’s straight and I’m…

Hayley knelt awhile, even after the landing was cleared of her possessions, slowly coming to terms with the reality of the situation. Catherine, through no fault of her own, was driving her to distraction and threatening her education, and thereby her future. Catherine was straight and therefore unattainable. If she continued to live with her she would lose everything, therefore she had to leave. That was it.

Hayley sighed, a desultory acceptance of the way things must be. She stood up, wiped her eyes, and took a deep breath, composing herself, and then opened the door onto the second floor hallway.

She made her way down the floor, greeting the occasional girl, quite a few of them Austen-esque
in their silliness.
“Hey, Hayley,” called Jennifer from her doorway, which was one down from the room she shared with Catherine. Jennifer, or Jen, as she was most often called, was a tall-ish, slightly horse-faced sophomore from Indianapolis. Their relationship was cordial, though there was a trace of animosity—she had been one of the girls who had hit on Hayley the previous year, and had apparently not liked being rebuffed. “Why don’t you and Cath swing by later? Sarah from upstairs is getting us some beer.”

Hayley smiled crookedly. She had seen Jennifer’s lingering glances at Catherine, and knew that she would like nothing better than to get her soon-to-be ex-roommate drunk and feel her up. “Thanks, Jen, but Cath’s off with her boyfriend for the weekend, and I’m up to my neck in work.”

“Cath’s out?” said Jennifer, looking slightly confused. “Oh, well. If you change your mind…” she let the invitation hang, and turned back to enter her room but stopped short. “Oh, and Hayley…?”

“Yes, Jen?” Hayley replied, her key in the lock.

“You might want to wash your knees,” the taller girl said a touch waspishly, nodding at Hayley’s bare legs, which were waffled and dirty from their contact with the carpeting. “That’s how a girl gets a reputation, you know.” She sauntered back into her room, a small smile on her horsey face, apparently pleased that she had scored on Hayley.

Shit,
thought Hayley, reaching down and wiping away the evidence of a sex act she hadn’t even committed. That was all she needed, to have Jen the Mouth telling everyone that she was a cheap date.

Shake it off,
she told herself.
You’ve got the whole weekend to knuckle down and study, with no temptations or distractions other than the occasional break for Champagne U’s less than stellar cafeteria pizza.

Hayley opened the door to her room, her mood somewhat brightened by the knowledge that she wouldn’t have to think about the ‘Catherine Problem’ for at least the next two days, not to mention having the opportunity to study in relative peace. She discovered upon turning the corner into their shared living space, however, that even the best laid plans of mice and lesbians gang aft agley.

“Hey, girlfriend,” said Catherine. She was reclining on her bed, looking like a page out of a Playboy pictorial. To make matters worse, she was still wearing the little black dress she’d modeled for Hayley earlier, the cause of the little lesbian’s having to go out in search of some much needed relief.

“W-what are you doing here, Cath?” asked a surprised Hayley, her pulse quickening to a faster rate than during her recent boffing. “Shouldn’t you be counting ceiling tiles in some seedy motel room right about now?”

“I should be,” Catherine replied with an exasperated sigh more suited to Broadway than a university dorm room, “but Jack called just after you left for your walk. It appears that he’s falling behind, so yours truly got stood up in favor of Western Civilization III. And here I thought getting a little nookie
was
the goal of Western civilization.” She sat up and sighed again, her fetching bosom heaving slightly over the bodice of her strapless satin dress.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Hayley replied, almost but not quite averting her eyes from her roommate’s considerable mammalian charms as she hung up her coat and returned Cath’s borrowed scarf to its hook on the closet door. “But why are you still dressed for a night out? Got a stand-in waiting in the wings?” she teased.

“Don’t I wish?” said Catherine, getting up from the bed. “No, I guess I just wanted to feel sexy for a little while longer.” She pivoted on a spike heel, turning toward the mirror over her dresser, giving Hayley a crotch-dampening view of her sweetly rounded backside. Catherine regarded her stunning reflection for a moment or two, more appraising than narcissistic. “Oh, well,” she said resignedly, reaching up and removing the lacquered black chopsticks that were holding her hair up. A shake of the head sent her golden mane to tumbling about her soft shoulders, causing Hayley to whimper. “It’s not as though I was going to have the dress on for long anyway, but I was hoping to work off a little tension, if you know what I mean.”

“I know
exactly
what you mean, Cath,” Hayley said, smiling, which considering that her own tension levels had shot back up to pre-Brad/Bill/Biff levels came off more as a grimace. Catherine missed her pained expression, though, as she was busy trying to reach behind her to unfasten her zipper. “Here, let me,” Hayley offered. The little brunette stepped forward and reached up to take hold of the zipper, instantly regretting her offer of help, for this was just the sort of intimate gesture that she had so often imagined as part of her dream life.

“Thanks, Hayley,” Catherine said, reaching a hand back to lift her hair up and out of the way, which only served to place her fragrant locks that much closer to Hayley’s nose.

Unable to stop herself, Hayley breathed her in, the scents of her roommate’s hair, perfume, and body wash intoxicating, but underneath them all was the delicate aroma of
her—sweet, with an underscent of spice. Hayley swooned, the rich bouquet of the woman she loved having much the same effect on her as a snifter of brandy would on an alcoholic.
God give me strength!
With her hair up, Catherine’s long neck was exposed, her gloriously tan skin making her look like a bronze Greek statue. Trembling slightly, Hayley took hold of the zipper and pulled.

The zipper whispered slowly downward, Hayley’s fingers registering the separation of each tooth as more and more of Catherine’s sensational body was revealed. She savored the moment, stretching it out for as long as she could possibly get away with, not knowing if she would ever have such an opportunity again. She could feel the warmth rolling off of the taller girl’s back as the zipper continued its southward course, could feel that warmth spreading throughout her own body, her own breasts warming in response, the warmth continuing downward, over her belly and finally settling in her sex, her sopping pussy more desirous of a kiss than she could ever remember.

The zipper was a little more than three-quarters of the way down now, almost to the swell of Catherine’s hips. It would be so easy to snake her hand inside the material, feel her way along Catherine’s skin, so much smoother than the satin that was now only barely covering her, questing onward, slowly around her rib cage, her palm coming upward to cup a full breast. She inhaled again, the scent of wildflowers and sweet baby powder acting like an aphrodisiac, making her drunk. Hayley leaned in, unable to stop herself, her lips separating, desiring only to make contact with the base of Catherine’s neck.

“Thanks, Hayley,” Catherine said brightly. She turned, holding her dress against her bosom with one hand while deftly removing a dangly earring with the other. “You’re just about the most wonderful roommate a girl could ask for.” And before Hayley knew what was happening, being still a little bit woozy from the act of unzipping her dream girl’s dress, Catherine leaned in and put her soft lips to the little lesbian’s cheek in a sisterly fashion that nonetheless felt as though she’d planted a wet kiss directly on her clit. “Better than a sister.” Catherine turned away and began placing her jewelry upon her dresser, leaving a slightly dazed Hayley wreathed in her scent.

“Oh, look at us,” Catherine said to Hayley via her reflection in the mirror. “A couple of old maids on a chilly Friday evening with no men to keep us warm.” She turned back around, a devilish look in her eye. Hayley felt her breathing pick up again, amazed at how much control Catherine seemed to have over her. “Say, I know what we could do to work off some tension, and we wouldn’t even need any stupid boys to do it, though we’d need to take a shower afterwards.”

“Yes…?” said Hayley thickly, her voice seeming to come from a long way off, as though she were speaking through an empty paper towel roll. She looked into Catherine’s mischievous eyes, not daring to believe that she could possibly be suggesting what she so very much wanted her to suggest.

“The pool’s still open for another hour yet, and I bet if I wear my white bikini, that cute lifeguard will let us go a half-hour longer. What do you say?”

Hayley looked at her desk, which was buried beneath a mountain of half-finished homework. But then she saw an image of Catherine standing in front of the desk, her golden body clad in her white bikini, wet, as though having just stepped out of the pool, her large areolae clearly visible through the sheer material.

“Let me get my suit, Cath.”

__________________________

 


Catherine was wrong about the lifeguard letting them swim an extra half-hour; so intent was he upon her exquisite form that he’d let them go a full hour and a quarter before a campus security guard had come in and shut it down. The two girls laughed about it all the way back to their dorm, but most of Hayley’s mind was still back in the showers, seeing Catherine’s exquisite form wreathed in steam, her golden body glistening from a layer of soap, her beautiful breasts shimmying as she dried off.

A group of guys whistled at them as they passed, Catherine pointedly ignoring them while slipping her arm into the crook of Hayley’s elbow. The whistles grew louder and were now accompanied by mock groans. “Guys,” Catherine said, giggling. “So predictable, aren’t they?”

“Mm-hm,” Hayley replied, not trusting herself to speak. She was thankful that she’d gotten Brad/Bill/Biff’s cell phone number, though the sexual tension he’d helped to relieve had since multiplied to the point where she didn’t think even Champagne U’s football team could possibly cool her down.

__________________________

 


Hayley awoke to the sound of moaning. She opened her eyes, instantly awake, unsure if she was hearing what she thought she was hearing, or whether she might dreaming it.

“Mmm…” it came again, a soft sound, a sound that stole through her, settling in her lower belly.

Hayley sighed, knowing that sleep would be a long time returning.
She’s probably dreaming about Jack, or maybe that cute lifeguard.
Another moan came from the bed kitty-corner to hers, making her want to rub her thighs together, full well knowing that it was an itch she daren’t scratch.

It had been Cath’s idea, the second day that they had been roommates, to move their beds closer together so that they would be head to head at a ninety-degree angle to one another. This made late night conversation easy, but it had the unfortunate effect of putting Cath’s naked bosom on display, since she only ever wore panties to bed, and sometimes not even those.

Staring at the wall, Hayley listened as more moans followed; mewling, plaintive cries that threatened to drive her to the edge of sanity.
Oh, God,
she isn’t masturbating, is she?
Pressing her lips together in frustration, she closed her eyes, determinedly keeping her fingers away from her already soaked slit; whether Catherine was dreaming or jilling off, she wasn’t going to do anything that might interrupt her. Nor was she going to miss it.

With a soft sigh, Hayley rolled over in her bed, trying to make it appear as though she was sound asleep. She settled on her right side, eyes closed, listening for any change in her roommate’s behavior. The moaning continued unabated, which meant that Cath was dreaming, or too intent upon her own pleasure to notice movement in the bed next to hers.

Hayley took a slow, deep breath, inhaling Cath’s sex scent, her own pussy practically vibrating in response to the pheromones she was taking into her lungs. It was all too much; she had to see what Catherine was doing. Very slowly, ready to shift her head into the soft fabric of her pillow, she opened her left eye, and was frustrated to discover that she was unable see her masturbating roommate, her beautiful body being hidden behind a wall of covers that she had undoubtedly thrown off in the throes of her passion.

Damn!
Here Catherine was only scant feet away, yet she might as well be on the other side of the room!
Well, I’m going to be moving out anyway. I might as well grab an eyeful while I can. I can always say I thought she was having a bad dream.

Hayley slowly slipped her bedclothes downward, glad that she had opted to wear plain cotton panties to bed rather than her football jersey nightshirt, as the heat had come on while the two of them slept. Channeling her inner ninja, she rolled quietly off of the bed, her bare breasts coming to rest upon her thighs as she crouched below the level of her roommate’s covers. Taking a deep breath, conscious of her every movement, she rose up and peered over the assorted rumpled sheets and blankets screening her roommate from view. “Oh, my God,” she whispered.

Catherine was completely and utterly nude. Now this was nothing new, certainly; Hayley had seen practically every inch of her knockout body on numerous occasions. Hell, she’d seen it in the showers only hours ago. But this night (or perhaps it was the morning—she certainly wasn’t going to tear her eyes away from the vision on the bed so that she could check her alarm clock!) her Valkyrie roommate was far and away a more dazzling sight to behold, for every inch of her incredible body was bathed in the silver moonlight streaming through the window above her bed, giving her a golden glow.

It was the single most erotic sight Hayley had ever beheld. Catherine lay on her bed, jerking and moaning, her movements erratic, yet obviously sound asleep. She moaned and writhed, her whimpers peppered with half-formed words, evidently enjoying the attentions of…who, her boyfriend, or maybe that cute lifeguard?
Cath’s eyes were closed, looking not so much like she was asleep but rather in throes of an unearthly passion. Her full lips moved constantly, as though kissing someone, and then began making little moues of pleasure, perhaps in response to having an erect (oh, so erect!) nipple sucked on by her dream lover.

Hayley stood there, as if in a trance, looking down at the luminescent being thrashing about on the rumpled sheets. “My God,” she whispered, dazzled by her roommate’s radiance, “how can I possibly leave this?”

“…oh, God,
yes!”
her dream girl cried hoarsely, practically panting. Hayley continued watching, almost hypnotized as Catherine’s hands began moving downward, caressing her ripe body, her right hand gripping a heavy breast, fingers digging into the firm flesh, while her left hand inched towards her golden cleft. “...oh, God, yes! Oh, yes, suck me, Hayley!”

She’s dreaming about me!
Hayley’s heart raced, her mouth suddenly dry, every drop of moisture in her body having flowed southward. “Oh, this is so unfair, Cath,” she whispered to the unconscious girl diddling herself in her sleep. “We can only be together in your dreams.”

“…unnh!” her golden roommate moaned, her passion so overwhelming that Hayley dropped a hand to her own crotch and began fingering herself through her thoroughly soaked panties. “Oh, yes, Hayley…” Catherine groaned, squeezing her breast roughly, her voice ragged with lust, “…yes…suck my tit, you hot little bitch!”

Hayley’s knees immediately weakened, a feeling of faintness almost sending her to the floor.
Oh, my God,
she thought, thinking being a difficult task in light of the live sex show being performed barely two feet in front of her.
This is what happened to her previous roommate, isn’t it?

A thoroughly overheated Catherine kicked the remaining covers off, forming a tableau upon the bare bed of which she was the scintillating centerpiece. Her moans doubled and redoubled, becoming louder and more insistent as her fingers tugged at an erect nipple, her ministrations driving her sexually frustrated roommate wild with desire. “I love you, Hayley…” the blonde bombshell howled plaintively.
“Suck me!”

Hayley could bear it no longer. She so wanted to touch Catherine, to feel her yielding flesh beneath her fingers, but most of all she wanted to taste her. To hold her and to smell her, to cuddle and kiss her until the sun rose…which might just be possible. She tore her eyes from the thrashing body on the bed and looked at their shared nightstand, and found what she expected—hoped!—to see there.

If Catherine could be said to possess a fault, aside from an endearing co-dependence, it was a predisposition to anxiety. Neurotic, certainly, but something from which she legitimately suffered, sometimes causing quite debilitating insomnia, for which she had an ample supply of prescription sleeping pills. ‘Mother’s little helpers,’ as she often referred to them, Hayley had learned of their existence the evening prior to classes starting. Heavy-duty hypnotics, according to
Wikipedia,
a single pill would knock Catherine out for a full eight hours, making it almost impossible for her to wake up until morning, which was why she almost always took a half-dose—the same dosage she had taken the night that Amber had assaulted her.

Feeling a little like
Dirty
Harry, Hayley asked herself just one question:
did you take a full dose, Cath, or only half?
There really was no way of knowing. She could see no residue on the nightstand to indicate that her insensate roomie had broken a pill in half, but then she might have had half a pill left over from the last time she’d taken one. It was a gamble.

Hayley took another step toward the bed, her heart pounding in her chest. What she was about to do was wrong, tantamount to rape, but she couldn’t help herself. It was as if she were a passenger in her own body, with someone else doing the driving. Her legs moved of their own accord, taking her to the bed, bending, kneeling next to it. Catherine lay there, whimpering and moaning, her back arched as though someone who really knew what she was doing was licking her sweet pussy.

“Unhh…” Catherine grunted, a desperate peal of unrequited pleasure that caused Hayley’s labia to swell in response. A round tit was less than six inches from her mouth, its unconscious owner squeezing and massaging it furiously, proffering it to Hayley as though it were the first course of a fine banquet.
Could anyone refuse such temptation?
she asked herself dazedly, the nipple before her eyes more erect and enticing than any she had ever seen.
Amber managed to go a full six months, and here I am about to rape Cath after just a few weeks. What does that say about me?

A mixture of dread and fear washed over Hayley at that moment, the realization of what she was doing hitting her. The fat nipple was just below her mouth, a faint scent of cream arising from it, a tit just made for suckling. Hayley paused, her lips slightly parted. If she lowered her head her future would be irrevocable—she would be guilty of rape, made all the worse by Catherine’s already having been victimized by another lesbian. But a soft hand at the back of her neck made the decision for her, impelling her head downward, her mouth making contact with the succulent flesh, the stiff nipple gliding across her tongue, an answering moan from the drugged and dreaming girl beneath her.

Hayley moaned as she sucked, guilt and pleasure combining into one, with a healthy dollop of fear added on for good measure. What she was doing was wrong, absolutely insupportable, but she simply could not bring herself to stop. Sucking Catherine’s tit was the single most exciting sex she’d ever had, and that was without any reciprocation from her insensible partner, a feeling that paled two seconds later when she felt questing fingers probing at her quivering belly.

“Hm-mm?” she whimpered, as Cath’s fingers moved slowly downwards, sliding under the elastic of her panties. Uncaring now that she might be caught, Hayley buried her face in the soft breast, praying that the firm dug would absorb the sound of her moans. The questing hand found what it was looking for, fingers teasing the tiny patch of sable pubic hair there, causing Hayley to audibly mewl and groan, her plaintive moans mingling with those of the sleeping girl until they could not be told apart.

The further down Catherine’s fingers moved, the greater the feeling of danger, but Hayley could not stop herself. It was as if she had grabbed onto a live wire and was unable to let go. But able to let go or not, she continued working the tit, lashing and sucking the fat nipple as if it were her first, or quite possibly her last.

Catherine’s fingers continued to tease her roommate’s pussy unmercifully but continued no further, driving Hayley to the edge of sanity. She so wished to feel Catherine fingers inside her; a proper finger fucking to round out this incredible experience, but the sleeping girl did not seem disposed to take the next step, therefore Hayley did. Throwing caution to the winds, she began trailing a finger down Catherine’s stomach, a slow but steady beeline towards her sweet slit, hoping that her actions could induce her sleeping lover to go further. Hayley teased her, just for a bit, and then let her middle finger slip into Cath’s slippery cunny, and was rewarded with the feeling of her own sopping hole being gently invaded.

The moans of the two girls continued, each softly frigging the other, until their moans were all Hayley could hear. Catherine’s pussy was by far the best she’d ever felt, softer than rose petals after a spring rain. But she wanted more, and the only way she could get it, she knew, would be to continue training the dreaming girl. Slowly, very slowly, she withdrew her finger from Catherine’s silky snatch, and was gratified to feel Catherine do the same. Pulling her hand back slightly, she found the little nub she was looking for and started rubbing.

“Unnh…” she heard Catherine moan, echoing her own response to the finger that was now rubbing her clit. Despite the danger and despite the wrongness of her actions, Hayley had never felt more alive, had never felt more pleasure than she did at this moment.
Oh, Cath, I could make you such a good lesbian. I could make you the perfect lesbian.

The clit rubbing continued, Catherine’s middle finger moving in slow circles to match those of her teacher’s, the mirror moans of the two girls echoing through Hayley’s brain. Nevertheless, a small part of her consciousness listened for any different response from Catherine, for any warning that she might soon awaken.

“…oh, Hayley…” she heard Catherine sigh, a soft hand coming to rest on the back of her neck, caressing her, wordlessly encouraging her to continue her soft suckling. It was all too much. With every movement of her finger across Cath’s clit, a slightly delayed response was brought to her own hot button, as though she were masturbating through an intermediary; it was turning out to be the most delicious sex she had ever enjoyed.

“Hmmm….” Hayley moaned into the soft boob, hoping the vibrations would carry upward, the better to help program her unconscious lover.

“…Hayley…?” came the response, stronger this time, punctuated with an urgency that Hayley felt as much as heard, her own body experiencing the same need, a hunger for release, a shared climax with the woman she loved.  Hayley stepped up the pace, fingering Catherine’s pussy as if it were her own, the desperate fingers at the back of her neck and the increasing fervor of her lover’s cries proof that her efforts were having the desired effect.

“Hayley!”

“I love you, Cath!” Hayley screamed into the tit as her climax broke like a summer cloudburst.  “Come with me, my—!” but she was instantly silenced as her face was pressed deep into her dream girl’s voluminous titflesh, the soft breast ballooning over her nose and mouth, cutting off further speech, not to mention her ability to breathe.

“HAYLEY!”

“Mmmph…!” the suffocating girl burbled into the pillowy dug, fighting for life’s breath but unable to block out the waves of pleasure caused by Catherine’s skillful manipulation of her clit. “Mmmph…!” she murmured again, weaker this time, unconsciously bucking her hips against the knowledgeable fingers as they did their soft work, her face buried in her lover’s bosom, fearing that she might die of erotic asphyxiation while coming like a freight train.

“HAYLEY!”

Hayley awakened with a scream that was half-orgasm/half-shock, to find Catherine looking down at her, a troubled expression clouding her soft features. “Hayley…?”

Catherine sat on the edge of the bed, her arms wrapped around her middle, her bare bosom goose-pimpled in the slight chill of the room. “Hayley…?” she said again, her tone wary, her skin ever more golden in the light cast by the antique banker’s lamp sitting upon their nightstand.

“I-I was…” Hayley began hoarsely, barely able to think, all the more fearful that her roommate might have heard her declarations of love. “I was…dreaming.”

“I guess,” said Catherine, her smile coming back. “Goodness, I expect the airport to call up any minute to complain about the noise.”

“Did I…did I say…anything?”

“Nothing I could understand. You were mumbling into your pillow, but pretty frantic, y’know? What were you dreaming about anyway? Falling?”

Hayley sighed, saying a silent thank you to the gods. “No, I was dreaming that I was…smothering,” she replied carefully, fearful that her barely awake brain might accidentally blurt out, ‘No, I dreamed we were finger-fucking each other until we both came.’

“Oh, you poor thing.” She dropped a hand to Hayley’s blanket-covered thigh and began stroking it, a gesture of comfort.

“I’m all right,” said Hayley, her voice beginning to tremble slightly, for the hand on her thigh was not comforting, but rather uncomfortably close to her still sodden kitty, which was in great need of comfort. But more than that was the closeness of Catherine’s breasts, hovering just inches above her chin. All it would take would be to lift her head slightly and open her mouth, and she could glom on to that warm tit. The jaws of life wouldn’t be able to prise her off. “It was…just a dream.”

“No, Hayley, you had a nightmare,” Catherine replied in a parental tone of voice. “Trust me, I’ve got three younger sisters that I helped get through childhood.” She stood up suddenly, revealing that she was dressed much the same as the dream-Catherine had been, save for a pair of soft cotton panties. “All right, Little Miss, scootch over,” and without waiting for a response she grabbed the pillow from her own bed and placed it next to Hayley’s head, lifted up the bedclothes, and began insinuating herself into the double-bed.

“Cath…?” began Hayley, automatically sidling over and making room for her roommate, not out of desire but rather due to the larger girl’s imposing will.

“Now, now, young lady,” said Catherine, settling in behind Hayley spoon-fashion and putting an arm around her waist, her hand coming to rest scant inches below the surprised girl’s bare breast. “You’ve had a fright, and you need a good cuddle to help keep others away.”

“Well…okay, Cath.” Trembling slightly, she laid her head on her pillow, Catherine’s arm cushioning her neck. The hand around her waist shifted upward, at which Hayley stiffened. She prayed for the hand to cup her breast, but it came up out of the sheet, fumbled about a bit, and then Hayley heard the
snick
of the pull chain as the room was plunged into darkness. The hand came back down and settled around her waist again.

“Night-night, Hayley,” came her roommate’s voice. Hayley almost gasped as she felt a pair of soft lips on the base of her neck, a tender kiss that almost made her come where she lay. “Catherine loves you.” She sighed then, a soft exhalation, and pulled her spiritual sister in close.

“Night-night, Cath,” Hayley replied, determinedly keeping her voice from shaking, close to tears, yet unable to let them out for fear of losing the moment. “I love you, too.”

If there were a more delicious form of torture, Hayley couldn’t imagine what it might be. Here she was, in bed with the women she loved, being cuddled by the woman she loved, could feel the press of her breasts against her back, the tickle of breath on the back of her neck. It was everything she ever wanted, yet she had never been more miserable. She could not touch Catherine the way she wanted to, could not kiss her as deeply as she wished, nor could she tell her how desperately she loved her. The plain and simple truth was that her love did not love her as a lover, but rather as a sister. They lay together, fully half their bodies touching, warm beneath the shared blanket, but for all that Hayley might as well be in Paris.

Catherine was already asleep, her breathing regular and deep. Hayley lay there, her eyes open, staring at the wall, her thoughts solely for her dream girl, and much like her dream self half-wishing that her sleeping roommate could hear her thoughts.

Oh, Cath, why can’t you be a lesbian? I could make you so happy. We could make each other happy. This isn’t fair, to be so close to you and not be able to love you, to make love to you. If I could have one wish, it would be to make you gay. If there were such things as genies or leprechauns, I wouldn’t hesitate.

Hayley closed her eyes and sighed unhappily, memorizing the feeling of Catherine’s breath on the back of her neck, unable to keep herself from imagining what it would be like to have this every night, to be cuddled by her
every
night.

Stop it!
she told herself, a solitary tear falling from the corner of her eye.
You’re driving yourself crazy. There are no genies, no leprechauns, no magic spells that can change Cath’s sexual polarity. She is what she is, and there is nothing you can do to change that fact!

Hayley eyes snapped open. Was it a fact? She was a science major, for God’s sake, and the first thing you learned in science is that there are no facts. Science was all about theories…theories that are subject to refinement!

She raised her head slightly off of the pillow, her feelings of desperation dissipating like wisps of smoke caught in the winds of logic. If Catherine’s heterosexuality was a theory, then it was subject to refinement,
to
modification. Catherine’s sexual identity could be modified—changed!

Hayley’s pulse quickened, this time having nothing to do with her runaway libido. Despite the pop culture’s claims, Catherine’s sexual preference was not carved in stone. No, like all theories it was akin to words written on fogged-up bathroom mirror—breathe on the glass and the words would disappear. So Hayley breathed, taking in Catherine’s scent, making it a part of her, consuming her, and that was when the answer came to her.

Eureka. She was asleep less than two minutes later, her lips curved in a small smile.
  



Chapter 3

Bending Catherine

 


“Do you really think this will help me?” asked Catherine the following Friday evening. She was sitting on her bed, her back against the wall, a diet soda in one hand and a small blue bottle in the other.

“It’s worth a shot, don’t you think?” replied Hayley, sitting in half-lotus position on her own bed. “I mean, do you really want to take sleeping pills for the rest of your life?”

“Well, no, but—”

“But…?” Hayley echoed, drawing her out.

“Aromatherapy? It just seems so…New Age.
You know, pyramid power, chanting, dream catchers, and all that.”

Hayley laughed. “It is a little eccentric, I suppose, but trust me, aromatherapy can calm nerves, relieve stress, boost memory, reduce fatigue, curb addiction, even act as an aphrodisiac.”

Now it was Catherine’s turn to laugh. “Aphrodisiac? Like I need that. I’m almost a month without a fill-up, Hayley. The clothes dryer in the laundry room is all the aphrodisiac I need.”

“Well…” said Hayley, pausing, which could be construed as embarrassment caused by Catherine’s frankness, but was actually a conscious attempt on her part to keep from rubbing her foot against her crotch, “I might be able to help with that, too. What do you say?”

It had been an excellent week for Hayley, because for the first time since having met Catherine she finally felt in control. She awoke the Saturday morning following their cuddling session refreshed, though a little sad to discover that Catherine had gone back to her own bed during the night. She was consoled, however, by the knowledge that that behavior would soon change.

From that morning on she spent practically every spare moment in the library, researching, exploring, investigating whether it might actually be possible to rewrite a person’s sexual programming, and also if it could be done on the cheap, for unlike Catherine, Hayley had no money. She’d devoured websites, forums, archives, every avenue she could think of, investing the kind of energy in Project Catherine—or
‘Operation Lesbo’
as she sometimes called it—that a National Science Fair candidate would on cold fusion.

“Okay, I’ll try it,” Catherine said finally. “After all, what have I got to lose?”

“Nothing at all, Cath,” said Hayley, keeping her face impassive, “at least nothing you won’t miss, I promise.”

“I believe you, Little Miss. Just don’t be too surprised when my insomnia kicks in and I’m back on the pills.”

“You’re a tough sell,” Hayley said, her air confident. “Here, sit up straight, put your hands in your lap and close your eyes.”

“Okay.” Catherine obediently followed Hayley’s instructions, putting the can of soda and the blue bottle on the nightstand. She placed her hands in her lap and closed her eyes.

Hayley extracted a round, squat jar with a black top from the pocket of her sweats. It was clear glass and had no label. Its contents were white. “Clear your mind, Cath. Okay?”

“Okay,” Catherine replied, giggling slightly, braless breasts wobbling beneath her wife-beater undershirt.

Hayley twisted the lid off, bent forward, and brought the jar under her roommate’s nose. “Take a whiff, but keep your eyes closed.”

Catherine’s nostrils flared slightly as she took a quick sniff. “Paste,” she said brightly, pleased with herself for having correctly identified the scent, but then her face took on a curious expression and she cocked her head slightly, her incipient giggles gone. She opened her eyes a moment later.

“See anybody?” asked Hayley, a wry smile upon her face.

“I was back in the second grade,” Catherine replied, her voice hushed. “I was sitting with my best friend, Mary McDowell. We were making a Mother’s Day picture in class. I haven’t thought about her in years.”

“Anything else?” asked Hayley, enjoying Catherine’s look of awe.

She closed her eyes again, concentrating intently. “She’s wearing a blue dress…with white polka-dots…and she has…blue ribbons in her hair.” She opened her eyes again in frank wonder. “Oh, my God, Hayley. How did I do that?”

Still smiling, Hayley leaned back and put the jar of paste on the nightstand. “It’s how we’re wired, Cath. When human beings smell something for the first time, or if there’s some strong emotional component to that scent, we create an associational link to that experience. When we smell that same scent years or even decades later, that link is still there, and will take us right back to the memory.”

“That’s so cool,” said Catherine, looking at the jar of paste as though it might hold the answers to the universe.

“Agreed. Way back in our hunter-gatherer days our sense of smell was quite a bit stronger than it is now, and considering that there were no streetlights back then was even more vital to keeping our primate forebears from becoming some tiger’s dinner.”

Catherine laughed. “I never thought about it.”

“Few people do. Let’s face it, the nose just doesn’t get the respect it deserves.”

“I guess not.” She sat back again, thoughtful, but then looked back up at Hayley. “What do you see, when you…?”

“My mom. We’re sitting at our dining room table, cutting out paper dolls that she had from when she was a little girl. Her hair was longer then, and darker, but mostly I remember her looking down at me. She’s smiling. That’s why I keep that jar of paste. So I can see her whenever I want.”

Catherine beamed, apparently imagining the scene. “Okay, let’s do it! I’m all yours.”

Hayley beamed back.
That’s all I want, Cath.

__________________________

 


“I’m lying by the pool. It’s a warm day. I feel…oh, this is silly.” Catherine tapped the space bar on Hayley’s laptop, pausing the recording. “I hate the sound of my voice.”

“It’s all right, Cath,” said Hayley calmly, her hands deftly massaging Catherine’s neck and shoulders. “Nobody likes the sound of their own voice, but you won’t be able to hear the subliminal messages anyway. They’ll be buried under the sound of crashing waves.”

“Mmm, that feels lovely, Hayley.” Catherine let her head droop forward, encouraging Hayley’s fingers to continue working their magic. “A few more minutes of this and I will go to sleep, pills or no pills. Maybe I should just keep you as my roommate forever.”

“You’re very sweet, but I don’t think your boyfriend would approve.”

“Au contraire, ma chere,”
said Catherine, positively purring. “I love Jack very much, but his knowledge of French is limited to
ménage a trois.”

“Ick,” said Hayley, laughing despite herself. She had briefly considered trying to initiate her dream girl in the ways of Sappho via a slightly drunken threesome, but had rejected it—she had no wish to share Catherine. “Thanks, but no thanks. Seriously, Cath, the subliminals will help you. Try it again.”

“Oh, very well.” She took another drink of her soda. “Slave driver.” She deleted the aborted file and restarted. “I’m lying by the pool. It’s a warm day. I feel relaxed. I am calm and comfortable. I…”

__________________________

 


“Mmm…that smells nice. What did you say it was? Rose oil?”

“Damask rose oil,” said Hayley patiently, daubing the scented lotion from the blue bottle onto her roommate’s upper lip, her voice couched in soothing tones, “and it’s very good for alleviating stress. How are you feeling?”

“’Top o’ the world, Ma,’” replied Catherine giddily, her smooth features even softer in the light from the banker’s lamp on the nightstand. She yawned, bringing her hand up from under the sheet to cover her mouth in a ladylike fashion.

Smiling, Hayley capped the blue bottle and put it on the nightstand, then shifted slightly on the bed and looked down at her charge. “I guess I don’t have to ask if you took your pill?”

“No, you don’t,” said Catherine in a petulant, little girl voice. “But it seems silly, me taking a sleeping pill to help me stop taking sleeping pills.”

“Yes, I know, but you’re trying a new thing, and people are almost always nervous when they’re trying a new thing. We’re cheating, but it’s in a good cause. Here, put on the sleep-phones.”

“Yes, Mother.” Catherine took the fleece-lined headband from Hayley and settled it over her ears. “I look like I’m wearing a turban, don’t I?”

“You look lovely, Cath. You always look lovely. Ready to begin?” Catherine nodded and closed her eyes. Hayley got up from the bed and walked the few steps to her desk, bent over her laptop and moused down the screen, highlighting the file that had been recorded barely an hour before—’Cath1.’ She double-checked that it was set on ‘loop’, and then clicked the mouse. “How is that? Not too loud?”

“Fine….” Catherine replied dreamily, her sweet bosom softly rising and falling. “Are you going to bed…” she yawned again, “…too?”

“Not just yet, dear. I’m going to stretch my legs for a bit, but then I’ll come back and go to bed.” She stepped back to the side of Catherine’s bed and reached over to switch off the lamp.

“Okay…. Kiss me g’night…Hayley.”

Hayley stopped short and looked down at her roommate. God, she was just so beautiful, even wearing a turban. She bent down, her face hovering just above her dream girl’s. “Goodnight, Cath. I love you.” She kissed her.

“Mm-hmm,” Cath murmured. Her breathing was slow and steady, her lips warm and soft, but she did not return the kiss.

Hayley straightened up and took her cellphone out of the pocket of her sweats. “Ten minutes.”

__________________________

 


The masculine grunts coming from the giant shrubbery just outside Barton Hall trailed off, to be replaced moments later by good, old-fashioned heavy breathing, and Hayley knew that her work here was done. She straightened up, letting the fat penis slip from her mouth, bent her head downward and allowed the noisome goo to dribble into the small jar in her hand.

“What are you doing, Hayley?” Brad/Bill/Biff asked, looking down at the little brunette, his disgust apparent despite the minimal light filtering in through the multitudinous leaves. “Saving it for later?”

Hayley screwed the lid onto the jar and slipped it into the pocket of her denim jacket, then wiped her mouth off with the back of her hand. “Science project. Later.” She stood up, brushed her knees off, and exited the shrub, leaving her bewildered date standing there with his dick hanging out.

__________________________

 


“Forgive me, Cath,” said Hayley, kneeling on the floor next to her roommate’s bed. She wiped the rose oil lotion from her roommate’s upper lip with a tissue, then daubed on a new layer, this one an unscented carrier lotion mixed with Brad/Bill/Biff’s generous donation. There was no danger of her subject awakening during this procedure—between the half-pill Catherine had taken before bed, and the other half-pill with which her diet soda had been spiked, Hayley could count on at least six hours of uninterruptible sleep.

I know what I’m doing is wrong, Cath,
she thought, hoping in vain that her sleeping beauty might somehow receive her telepathic apology,
but I swear I’ll make it up to you. I’ll make you happy. I’ll love you every day for the rest of our lives.

What she was doing was wrong; Hayley had no doubts in that regard. She had gone back and forth over the ethics all week, alternating between feelings of guilt and desperation, finally rationalizing it thusly: If it doesn’t work, then no harm done.
But if it does work….

She got up from the floor and leaned against the corner of her desk, faint sounds of partying in the next room reverberating through the wall behind her. After watching the sleeping girl a while, she turned her laptop to face her and tapped the down arrow on the keyboard until another selection was highlighted, this one entitled ‘Hayley1’, and clicked the ‘Enter’ key. She watched Catherine’s face intently as a new slate of subliminal affirmations began pouring into her brain, affirmations recorded only the day before, her slightly higher voice pitched in a convincing imitation of Catherine’s warm contralto and masked by the crashing of ocean waves: one thousand repetitions per minute having nothing to do with relaxation or self esteem:

 


Penises are ugly. Sperm is slimy and tastes awful. Scrotums are wrinkly and disgusting. Cocks are...

 


Hayley watched Catherine’s big chest rise and fall, each inhalation of the freshly harvested semen helping to rewrite her roommate’s sexual programming. That was the theory, at any rate. The reality was that there was no evidence whatsoever that any of this would actually work—most of what she was doing was untried, at least in this application. But Hayley hadn’t lied: aromatherapy had been shown to be effective in helping to curb addiction, and what was heterosexuality, for a woman at least, but an addiction to dicks?

The problem was that the light bulb has to want to change, and this particular light bulb happened to like dicks just fine. Hayley had spent two full days in the library poring over case histories and methodologies, trying to determine the best course of action for weaning Catherine off cock without her being aware of it, only to find absolutely no data on a subject that was tantamount to brainwashing.

But to the sufficiently motivated there are always options. Hayley knew of the use of subliminal recordings to help people quit smoking, overeating, nail biting, etc. The aromatherapy spa where she worked during her summer vacations sold them. She researched various programs online, finding a copy of a quite expensive one on a file-sharing website, and downloaded it, definitely getting what she wasn’t paying for. The user-friendly program would record whatever affirmations were fed into it, and then layered those recordings one on top the other, delivering up to one thousand affirmations per minute, thus counteracting a lifetime of negative input and making it possible to rewire the brain relatively quickly.

She’d ordered the Bluetooth sleep-phones from the spa, thankful that she still qualified for the employee discount. Thus far she had managed to bring Operation Lesbo in for just under forty dollars, cheap at twice the price—if it worked.

Hayley quickly stripped down and got into bed, setting the alarm on her watch for five hours, at which point she would remove all traces of her nefarious activities. Yes, this project would cost her some sleep, but the rewards for success would far outweigh such hardships. Such is the price of science.

She fell asleep almost at once, not noticing Catherine wrinkling her nose in her sleep.

__________________________

 


The rest of the week was a repetition of the first evening, save that Catherine went to bed pill-free, and Hayley neither spiked her drinks nor coated her upper lip with jizz cream. She hoped that the initial exposure combined with the subliminal messages had firmly established the association in Catherine’s mind that
penis
=
bad. Hayley very much wanted to accelerate things, to continue her roommate’s sexual indoctrination on a nightly basis, but she knew that she needed to take things slowly, mostly out of fear that she might be discovered drugging her roommate, something that was at least as serious as software piracy.

Every night, Catherine was treated to a neck or back rub to help relax her before bed, something that Hayley was quite good at, having received lessons in the art of massage from one of the staff masseuses at the spa—lessons given after hours, often by candlelight. Hayley would then give Catherine her damask rose oil mustache and put her to bed, the sounds of ocean waves crashing in her ears.

 


Penises are ugly. Sperm is slimy and tastes awful. Scrotums are wrinkly and disgusting. Cocks are...

 


And it wasn’t just during sleep that Catherine’s senses were subjected to her roommate’s sensual bombardment. Hayley, drawing from her sizable stock of essential oils, kept their room smelling sweetly, always using a light touch, a scented web in which to trap her unwary inamorata.

Hayley introduced Catherine to scented lip glosses at this time, cosmetics she’d made herself, in the lab after classes. The two girls would often sample them together, giggling giddily, each sniffing the other’s lips, Hayley surreptitiously getting Catherine used to their proximity.

Catherine was also given perfumes, body lotions, even shampoos to try out, only too happy to be Hayley’s test subject. Like everything else Hayley made, they smelled wonderful, so wonderful in fact that Catherine frequently offered to buy her wares. Hayley always demurred, invariably responding that they weren’t quite ready yet.

For Catherine, every minute of every day was spent in a fragrant cocoon of Hayley’s creation, every second an olfactory onslaught on the blonde beauty’s hopefully weakening heterosexual sensibilities. When Catherine left their room for class in the morning, every square inch of her wondrous body was covered in aromatic emollients designed to make her feel fantastic, their combined scents permeating her brain, presumably associating those good feelings with Hayley.

Which was why Hayley was surprised to find Catherine sitting on her bed late Friday afternoon, her eyes red-rimmed and her makeup streaked with tears. The room was dark, the gloomy atmosphere within not so very different than the rain-lashed campus without. She sat there, unnaturally still in the weak pool of light the banker’s lamp provided, her knees drawn up to her chin, her arms clasped about her legs.

“Cath…?” Hayley started, surreptitiously looking around the room, fearful that she might have left evidence of Project Lesbo lying about.

“Hay…” it came out more like a croak than speech, but then the tears won out. Catherine’s head dropped forward onto her knees and she began sobbing, her shoulders shaking in obvious grief.

Hayley threw her books onto her bed and was at Catherine’s side in a heartbeat. “What is it, honey?” she said, her arms around the weeping girl, holding her close. “What’s happened?”

“It’s…” but the words would not come, her sobs alternating with halting gasps so that she sounded perilously close to hyperventilating. “It’s…Jack. We….”

“Shhh…” Hayley whispered, rocking the distressed co-ed back and forth, wondering what Cath’s boyfriend could have done from a hundred and forty miles away to cause her such pain.
If that bastard’s hurt you, I’ll get a knife and do something to him that will end up landing me on the evening news.
Catherine’s sobs slowly quieted, replaced by sniffles. Hayley reached back and grabbed the box of tissues off the nightstand and handed it to her.

“Thanks…” Catherine said hoarsely, going about the business of cleaning herself up, the floor quickly becoming littered with used tissues. Hayley continued holding her, inwardly angry with Jack, but also concerned that her roommate’s woes might have something to do with the constant midnight mindfucking she was being subjected to. “Thank you, Hayley,” she said after a while, her voice a bit stronger.

“Are you all right, Cath?” Hayley asked, not sure what to say. She had never seen Catherine so emotional before.
I’ll just bet that bastard has been banging some strange pussy up in Chicago. Probably broke up with her on the phone. Asshole.
“Can I get you something?”

“Dear Hayley…you’re always so good to me.”

“Shhh,” Hayley crooned, still worried for Catherine, though inwardly pleased that whatever was wrong wasn’t bouncing back at her. “Now, what’s wrong? Do you want to talk about it?”

“There’s not much to say, really.” Another tissue hit the floor. “I’m a bitch.”

Hayley backed away slightly, surprised by Catherine’s self-invective, only just realizing that her roommate was wearing her low-cut pink sweater. On its own this piece of clothing would turn the head of every male on campus, but matched with the black skirt and black hose she was wearing, the combination could easily put her on the front page of a Victoria’s Secret catalogue. It was not everyday wear. “You are not a bitch, Cath,” she said softly, and began rubbing her back. “You’re my best friend. You’re not a bitch.”

“You’re sweet, Hayley, but I have it on good authority that I am. Jack was here today.”

“Here? When?” Must have been a surprise visit, Hayley figured. This wasn’t the kind of news Catherine would ever keep bottled up.

“This afternoon. He called up about ten and told me he was coming down. He knows Friday is my short day, so we had lunch.”

Catherine continued talking, but Hayley barely paid attention to her words, doing her utmost to suppress a growing excitement. Jack had been here…and now he wasn’t!
If this was going where she hoped it was going, she didn’t want to spoil the moment by leaping up and doing a happy dance.

“…well, since we couldn’t get any privacy without renting a hotel room, we drove on up to the quarry….”

“Um-hmm,” murmured Hayley, not trusting herself to speak.

“I’m not sure if I’ve told you, but Jack’s an awfully good kisser.” She had, innumerable times. Hayley could see them in her mind’s eye, wrestling in the back seat of his convertible fuckmobile. “So, we were kissing, and I could feel his hand on the back of my neck, pressing down, you know, how they do when they want you to…do you really want to hear this?”

“Only,” and it was Hayley’s voice that was hoarse now, “if you want to tell me.”

“Okay. Well, I got it out of his pants, his dick, and…and it was so weird, Hayley. I mean, I know it was only a month since the last time I’d seen it, but it looked…different. It looked …ugly.”

Yes!
Hayley’s heart was dancing a jig in her chest.
It’s working!
She balled up her fist, pressing the fingernails of her free hand into her palm, making sure to keep her voice level. “You know, Cath, it’s not like penises are terribly attractive anyway. You know?”

“You think so? I always rather liked Jack’s. Well, there it was, standing up, all hard and ready, waving about in the sun, and all I could think was, ‘I used to like putting this in my mouth?’” She laughed then, a mirthless sort of snort.

“And you…?” Hayley prompted, unable to contain herself.

“Oh, I blew him. I mean, it was a pretty expensive lunch.”

“Oh,” said Hayley hollowly, her mind casting back just a week ago, recalling the feeling of Brad/Bill/Biff’s prick in her mouth with some distaste.

“But all the time I was blowing him, I hated it. It just felt so
wrong.
I used to love his cock, Hayley. I enjoyed sucking him off. It’s hard to describe, but whenever I was giving him head I knew I was the center of his world. I knew I was making him happy. Do you know what I mean?”

“Yes,” replied Hayley, not having the slightest idea what Catherine meant.

“Well, he came, and I always loved it when he’d come in my mouth—I guess it’s some kind of instant gratification thing. Anyway, he came, and…I couldn’t help myself. I spit it out.”

“You…?”

“I did. All of it. Right over the side. It just tasted so slimy and awful. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, Hayley. I never used to feel like that.”

“There is nothing wrong with you, Cath. Trust me, I know. And besides, you’re not obliged to swallow that stuff.”

“I know, and Jack’s never insisted on it, but he really likes it when I do.”

“Great guy,” Hayley said sarcastically, unable to stop herself.

“I always thought so,” Catherine replied, missing the sarcasm, “but I could tell by the look in his eyes. He was hurt.”

“Just because you wouldn’t swallow his load?”

“Well, yeah.”

“And he got mad at you.”

“Well, no. At least not then.”

“No?”

“Well, I sort of obsessed about it on the drive back to campus. I kept apologizing, but it seemed like the more I said I was sorry, the angrier he seemed to get. We got back here, and it began starting to rain. I got out…and we said goodbye. Just before he pulled away, I told him that I loved him…and….”

“And he didn’t say it back,” supplied Hayley.

Catherine shook her head, her chin on her knees.

“Oh, sweetie, I’m so sorry.” They sat awhile, side by side, Catherine sniffing dejectedly every so often, Hayley feeling somewhat sad as well, knowing that she was the cause of her roommate’s unhappiness.
But all the same she was surprised at how quickly Catherine had responded to the subliminals.
Should I begin phase two tonight? She’s so sad. Maybe I should give her a day or two.

With a pregnant sort of exhalation, Catherine raised her chin from her knees and let her legs slide down fully onto the bed. She pulled another tissue from the box and wiped at her eyes, smearing what was left of her makeup.

“God, I’m being such a drama queen,” she said, shaking her golden locks disconsolately. She put her hand on Hayley’s nail-ravaged one and curled her fingers underneath. “Hayley…I know you probably want to go to down to dinner, but I really don’t want to see other people right now. Do you think maybe we could order in a pizza? My treat.”

Hayley squeezed the hand holding hers.
I love you, Cath, but I can’t have you feeling independent just now.
“No, dear,” she said, pulling her in close. “You’ve had an absolutely shitty day, and you need someone to take care of you. Let’s make it my treat.”

Catherine snorted. “Just so long as you don’t expect me to blow you afterwards.”

__________________________

 


The two girls spent a quiet night in. At Hayley’s suggestion they eschewed electric light, opting for candles instead: patchouli, frankincense, and lavender combining to help console a distraught Catherine.

Hayley made them herbal tea, managing to borrow an illegal hot plate and an actual kettle from some girls down the hall; it was her intention to pamper Catherine, which she set about doing with the thoroughness of a Nobel prize-winning scientist. She had decided while watching her roommate eat her pizza that it was time to move on to phase two. It was unfair, not to mention manipulative, continuing to work on her while she was in such an emotionally weakened state, but that had always been the plan. Besides, if there was ever a girl in need of the ‘spa treatment’ it was Catherine.

Hayley started with her makeup, removing every trace of it using rose-scented facial wipes. When this was done she gave Catherine a steam facial, using the water from the kettle infused with rosemary, to help rebuild her self-esteem. After this, Hayley applied an herbal mask, a mixture of chamomile and ginger designed to improve circulation as well as rejuvenate the skin. With the mask doing its work, she expertly removed her roommate’s fingernail polish, followed by her toenail polish.

Not unexpectedly, Catherine protested these attentions, though weakly, but it was a
fait accompli,
for Hayley had gone to great lengths to create just the right kind of environment for her subject; a safe, comfortable, and relaxing environment, right down to the light jazz coming from the bookshelf speakers, aided, thankfully, by the softly falling rain outside. It was precisely the sort of environment conducive to rebuilding a shattered psyche,
in just the right way,
her approach based entirely on good science.

It was in high school that Hayley discovered Maslow’s
Hierarchy of Needs.
Succinctly put, Maslow’s theory describes a five-layer pyramid, each layer being an essential human need: physiological, safety, love/belonging, esteem, and self-actualization. Where these needs are met, the layers will build up to form a well-adjusted human being.

The first two layers of Catherine’s pyramid were already in place, as mommy and daddy were providing food, water, and shelter; and safety was not an issue considering how seriously the university took campus security. But the layers above those had been demolished by Hayley’s subliminal messages, and she needed to work quickly, to rebuild those layers,
her way,
before someone else tried to get in there and play stonemason.

Hayley peeled the mask from Catherine’s face, leaving behind clear, healthy skin, the trauma of the day no longer evident. Looking in the mirror, the blonde beauty was pleased by what she saw. “Thanks, Hayley.” She pulled the little brunette in close so that their reflections were side by side in the glass. “You’re so good to me.” Her voice had fugged up slightly, and Hayley could see there were more tears on the way.

“Now, now, Cath. No more of that. Besides, you’re not done. Take off your robe and get into bed.”

“Wha…?” Catherine started. “But I’m not sleepy.”

Hayley smiled mischievously. “Who said anything about sleep? I’ve got something better in mind.”

“I don’t…” she started again, a faint look of worry clouding her freshly cleansed face.

“Trust me.”

__________________________

 


“Unnh,” Catherine groaned into her pillow, enjoying the feel of soft hands on her body. Hayley smiled as she worked, touching all the right spots, bringing forth a continuous chorus of moans, whimpers, and stifled cries from her highly responsive roommate. A person with an ear pressed to the adjoining wall might think the two girls were having sex.

“God, yes!”
Catherine hissed. “Oh, do that again!”

“As you wish, Cath.” Hayley bore down again, using a full-handed effleurage, both hands pushing upwards, sliding gently but firmly over her dream girl’s back, their passage eased by a thin layer of jasmine-scented massage oil.

“God, that’s so wonderful, Hayley,” she sighed. “You’re wonderful.”

“Nonsense,” Hayley replied softly, gazing down upon the mostly-naked bronzed beauty, the lit candles about the room causing her oiled skin to glisten as though she were made of gold. She would have liked nothing better than for Catherine to be minus her panties, but did not want to rush it. “It’s nothing you couldn’t get for fifty bucks from a professional masseuse.”

“I beg to differ,” Cath sighed again, seemingly unable to speak any other way while in such a relaxed state. “A professional masseuse couldn’t give me what you give me, Hayley, not for any amount of money.”

“Probably not,” Hayley admitted, “but she certainly wouldn’t be half-naked and sitting on your butt either. Talk about grossly unprofessional.”

Catherine giggled. “Are you saying my butt’s gross?”

“Hardly, Cath,” she said, sliding backwards a little bit, framing the sweetly rounded backside between her naked thighs. “I would kill to have your ass.”
And you’ll never know how true that is,
she added silently.

“Come on, girlfriend, none of that. Even Brendan the Breastman checks out your tush when you walk by. Don’t think I haven’t noticed.”

The last thing Hayley wanted to talk about was men, which was also the last thing she wanted Catherine thinking about. “Please don’t, Cath. You’ll make me ill. But how are you feeling?”

“Never better.” And here she paused. “I mean that, Hayley. I’ve
never
felt better.”

This was getting too heavy too soon. She had established intimacy, which according to Maslow was essential to building the third level of the pyramid, but she could hear worry in Catherine’s tone. She needed to keep things light.

“Good,” Hayley replied, slapping one of those sweetly rounded asscheeks playfully. “Maybe I should turn pro. Don’t get up.” She dismounted from her confused quarry and began collecting all manner of things necessary to the completion of tonight’s business. She moved slowly, hoping that the purple demi-camisole she was wearing would help her maintain an illusion of grace and beauty. She didn’t own many sexy underthings, but she knew she looked good in this. Catherine still thought of her as a sister—it was time to blur that line.

As though having read her mind, Catherine asked, “Do you miss your family, Hayley?”

Hayley half-turned, willing her nipples hard, presenting an image of something sexual, nothing terribly blatant, but certainly not sisterly. “Very much. I know that you do.” She walked over to the bed and knelt down, placing a small plastic tub full of hot water from the kettle on the floor next to her.

“I do. Mmm, that feels nice.” Hayley had taken a washcloth from the tub and was now gently scrubbing the oil from Catherine’s back. “But what about the sheets? They’ll get—”

“Shhh, Cath. I know what I’m doing. You won’t have to sleep in the wet spot, I promise.”

Catherine giggled. Hayley worked carefully, diligently cleaning the woman she loved, then patting her dry, making sure to bend so that her jiggling bosom was kept within Catherine’s sight at all times. She noted with some satisfaction that the beautiful blonde did not avert her eyes. “There, that’s done,” she said finally, leaning back, her hands folded in her lap. “Ready for bed?”

“Goodness, yes.” Her voice sounded hoarse.

Hayley quickly cleared things away, then snuffed all but the lone candle on the nightstand. When she approached their beds she found that Catherine was looking up at her, apprehensive. “Hayley, you’ve been so very good to me tonight. You’ve been very good to me, period. But I was wondering if….” she halted, dropping her gaze to the drawer of her desk—the drawer where she kept her sleeping pills.

“No, Cath,” the little brunette replied, her voice low. “No pills. But don’t worry. I’ll help you get to sleep.” She had been expecting this question; had hoped it would be asked. Without another word, she reached smoothly up and pulled her camisole over her head, then bent down and snuffed out the candle.

“Hayley…?”

“Scootch over, little miss,” and before Catherine could say another word, Hayley had grabbed her pillow and began jostling the surprised girl across the width of her bed with it, finally settling in next to her, their bodies nestled spoon fashion. “Comfy?”

“Yes,” Catherine replied with a giggle.

Hayley snuggled in close and put her arm around her dream girl’s waist, nothing provocative, although it took every ounce of her restraint not to reach up and caress a heavy breast.

“Thank you, Hayley,” a whisper in the dark. Catherine’s hand took hold of hers. “Thank you so much for everything.”

“You’re welcome, honey.”

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Mm-hmm,” Hayley murmured, trying to steer her love toward sleep. She had done everything right thus far tonight, and was fearful that she might fuck things up if she said much more.

“Why did you remove my nail polish?”

Hayley sighed sleepily. “You had a miserable day, Cath, and you don’t need it coloring your tomorrow. When you wake up, it will be as a blank canvas. You can be whatever you want to be.”

“Whatever I want to be,” she repeated, almost trancelike.

“Mm-hmm. Now go to sleep, dear. Hayley loves you.” She kissed the nape of Catherine’s neck and squeezed her hand lightly, hoping she wasn’t pushing her too hard.

“I love you too, Hayley,” she whispered back, squeezing Hayley’s hand in response. She then brought both their clasped hands upward, holding them against her warm breast.

It was all Hayley could do to keep from rubbing her thighs together, to scratch an itch that had been growing in intensity all night. And now here she was, precisely where she wanted to be—unsatisfied, yes, but well ahead of plan. The third level of the pyramid was building nicely.

She was proving Maslow right. Catherine loved her family, and they her, but they were in another city. She loved her boyfriend, but he’d abandoned her. Add to all of that, that she was living in a strange place far from the safety and security of her home. That left Hayley, whose goal it was to provide all the love and belonging the poor, emotionally dispossessed girl could handle.

But not sex. At least not yet.
  



Chapter 4

Rebuilding Catherine

 


Hayley awoke in Catherine’s bed, Saturday morning sun streaming through the window. But she woke up alone. Not quite alone—there was a note on the pillow:

 


I didn’t want to wake you. You’re even cuter when you’re asleep, and I didn’t have the heart. Thanks so much for getting me through such a tough time. It’s too bad you weren’t my little sister, growing up; I don’t think I’d be so anxious today. But you are right: I am a blank canvas. I can be whatever I want to be.

Love, Cath.

 


 
 

p.s.— I’m glad we’re not sisters. I think we’re much closer than sisters ever could be.

p.p.s.— I’m buying you a present. Don’t even think about saying no.

 


Hayley pressed the slip of scented pink stationery to her chest, carefully considering what she’d just read:
I’m glad we’re not sisters….
Did that mean what she thought it meant? Was Catherine obliquely saying that she loved her, and was glad that love wasn’t sisterly?
Or am I reading things into perfectly innocent sentiments? Face it, Hayley-girl, not only have you fucked Cath up, you haven’t done such a bad job on yourself.

She shook her head, clearing away the remaining cobwebs. Even alone it felt right, being in Catherine’s bed. It felt proper.
If only she were here with me.
She turned over and looked at the clock.
Ten-thirty? Jesus, I’ve slept the morning away!
Not that she could blame herself. She had stayed awake as long as she could, breathing in the faint scent of jasmine, her hand clasped to Catherine’s bosom, the backs of her fingers pressed into the yielding softness of her breast. She could not remember ever having spent so wonderful a night.

But remembering that feeling brought about another feeling, a more urgent one, her mind flashing briefly on her closet, or more precisely what was inside her closet, or to be even more precise, what was inside the map tube inside her closet: sixteen inches of translucent green double-headed dildo. What would Cath say if she knew it was there? Hayley had bought it a little more than a year ago. It sat in the map tube, never used, waiting for a special occasion, which she felt this morning certainly qualified as.
No, not yet,
she told herself.
It’s made for two, and you know who the other one is. Be patient, Hayley-girl. Just a little longer.

But the itch still remained, and as she was all alone Hayley had little choice but to scratch it herself. She pulled Catherine’s pillow over her face and took a deep breath, filling herself up with her love’s essence, all the aphrodisiac she would ever need. Slightly light-headed, she slipped a hand down her panties and let her fingers do the walking. It was a deliciously dirty thing to be doing, jilling off in her roommate’s bed, enveloped within the bouquet of her soon to be lover, though she nonetheless wished it were Catherine’s fingers playing with her pussy.

“How long must I wait, Cath?” she whispered into the pillow, brushing a finger lightly over her clitoris, causing a shudder of pleasure to roll over her. She began rubbing herself in earnest, wriggling about atop the rumpled sheets, mewling and moaning as she brought herself off.
God, this feels so good. Soon I’ll be doing this to you, Cath.

Hayley continued masturbating, her every inhalation laced with the bouquet of her dream girl. Rubbing herself had never felt so good. Of course she knew the reason why. Sex, as the researchers so often say, is in the brain, and it was because of Hayley’s brain that her blonde goddess roommate was about make the transition from confirmed cocksucker to enthusiastic cuntlicker. The idea that she was responsible for Catherine’s re-awakening was acting as the ultimate Spanish Fly, goading her onward, her gentle ministrations accompanied by an urgent whispered litany. “God, Cath, you’re going to love pussy. I’m going to make you the best lesbian ever.  When I’m done with you, you won’t remember why you thought you needed some dick with a dick to make you happy.”

She brought herself off in good time, drunk on the scent of her future lesbian lover, uncaring that she might be discovered at any second. When it was over she lay there, sated but hardly satisfied, her smallish bosom rising and falling in the afterglow of hastily performed self-love. “We’ll start tonight, Cath,” she confided to the pillow she held in lieu of her lady love. “I’ve got a new recording all ready to go, and a new carrier lotion I know you’ll love, or at least learn to.”

The sound of a key in the door lock acted like cold water, rousing Hayley from her post-orgasm lethargy.

“Thanks again, Jen,” came Catherine’s voice, amplified slightly due to the acoustics of the short hallway leading into their room. “I owe you one.” Hayley quickly threw off the sheets and slid out of bed. She grabbed her robe from the foot of her own unused bed and slipped it on, tying the sash just as the door to their room closed with a pronounced
thunk.

“Hayley?” Catherine called, probably wondering whether she wasn’t out having breakfast, or perhaps even lunch considering the time of day. Hayley stood there, briefly wondering whether she shouldn’t doff her robe and allow Catherine to catch her in a state of undress, but then decided against it. Her budding lesbian wasn’t quite ready for that kind of intimacy yet, and would probably be vexed with her for being a slug-a-bed. She stole a quick look in the mirror: hair ratty, skin blotchy.
Cute?
she thought, remembering Catherine’s letter.
God, she must love me.

“Hey, Cath.”

Catherine peered around the corner, apparently checking to see whether the coast was clear. Smiling, she came into the room proper, looking like a million dollars in a cream skirt and blouse, her golden hair flowing down over her shoulders. “Still in our robe?” She cocked an eyebrow in mock-disapproval, which was belied by her warm smile, making Hayley feel a little weak in the knees. “What am I going to do with you, Little Miss?”

Hayley could think of a hundred things they could do, none of them acceptable to the Southern Baptist Church. She was saved from answering, for Catherine had tossed her purse onto her mussed bed and came up and wrapped her arms around her. Surprised, Hayley melted into the hug, the combined scents of lavender and rose hips emanating from the majestic cleavage just beneath her chin causing a fluttering in her belly.
Damn, I just jilled off. Give me strength!

“Thank you so much for last night, Hayley. I’ve never been treated so wonderfully, by anyone. I’m so lucky to have you in my life.” She pulled away, gazing into Hayley’s dark eyes, her own sparkling blue ones shining with incipient tears. “I don’t know what’s going to happen…with Jack and me, but as long as I have you I think I’ll be just fine.”

Hayley started to speak but pressed her lips together tightly, fearful that she might say the wrong thing, possibly blurt out her love for her Aphrodite roommate. Instead she just nodded and smiled, which although a safe response was evidently the correct one. Catherine smiled back, giggling slightly, and reached up and began carefully arranging the little lesbian’s hair as she might a doll’s, smoothing it out so that her dark locks lay flat on her shoulders. “Goodness, fresh out of bed and you’re still a cutie. Come, open your present!”

Taking Hayley’s hand, Catherine led her around the corner into their mini-hallway. Leaning against the wall was a large, flat box, wrapped in pink paper, a big red bow sticking jauntily up from the center of it. Catherine nodded her head toward it, and Hayley, smiling a Christmas morning smile, wasted no time in ripping the paper off of her present, which when revealed caused her to gasp. “Oh, Cath, you shouldn’t have.”

Catherine’s reply was no-nonsense. “I already did. Now, you spent last night helping me to feel better. Do you really want to waste all that effort by refusing my gift?”

Hayley smiled, touched by Catherine’s generosity, and also because the gift was the best possible confirmation that her plan was working. “Let’s set it up!”

__________________________

 


They had it unpacked and assembled in thirty minutes, and Hayley couldn’t fail to be impressed. The massage table dominated the room, not so much due to its size, but by its obvious grandeur. The butter-soft leather shone with a rich luster, and its folding wooden legs, which adjusted to her short stature with ease, looked as if they could support a light truck. “Oh, Cath, this is too much, really.”

“Au contraire, ma chere,” Catherine replied, jumping up and settling herself onto the table, wriggling about as though in a comfy bed. “As Goldilocks said, ‘it’s just right.’”

“Cath….”

The blonde goddess looked up at Hayley, shaking her head slowly. “Dear Hayley, are you always going to be this difficult to please? If it will make you feel better, don’t think of this as a gift. It’s more like a bribe.”

“A bribe?” Hayley stroked the soft brown leather, which was only slightly less soft than Catherine’s bronze skin. “Is this your way of saying that you’d like me to be your live-in masseuse?”

“Goodness, who wouldn’t? But that isn’t why I bought it. I was hoping, well…that you’d teach me.”

Hayley cocked her head. “Teach you? Massage?”

“Mm-hm.” She reached over and took Hayley’s hand in hers and began absently playing with her fingers, which while not a sexual gesture caused the little brunette to grind her thighs together. “Hayley, last night should have been one of the worst nights of my life, but you made it one of the best. I woke up feeling wonderful, and I want to wake up that way every day.” She looked into Hayley’s dark eyes, smiling but serious. “But more than that, I want to give that kind of pleasure. To make others as happy as you’ve made me, as you do make me. I mean, I know you’re not a professional, Hayley, but will you do that for me. Will you be my teacher?”

Hayley’s heart raced a little faster, and though it was all she could do to keep her small bosom from heaving noticeably, her delighted smile broke through all the same. “Of course I will, Cath. Nothing would make me happier.”

__________________________

 


They spent the day together, Catherine overriding Hayley’s objections and buying her a late breakfast in payment for the previous evening’s dinner.
She’s becoming more confident,
Hayley realized,
exerting her independence. And that independence seems to be focusing on me.
But whether that was a good thing or not, Hayley didn’t know, as Dr. Maslow hadn’t covered brainwashing in any of his theories.

Catherine was her normal animated self all day, humming at her desk while she wrote an essay, humming while she sorted her laundry, humming still when they went down to dinner. Hayley watched her while she ate, wondering how much of her roommate’s psychological makeup she was now responsible for. Cath seemed happy, too happy, really, for someone nursing a wounded heart. It was as though Jack had never existed for her, which she knew wasn’t true—they were engaged to be engaged!
Yet she hadn’t mentioned him once throughout the day.

 


Penises are ugly. Sperm is slimy and tastes awful. Scrotums are wrinkly and disgusting. Cocks are...

 


Could a bunch of subliminal messages really rewrite a person’s psyche so thoroughly, and so quickly? Again, Hayley didn’t know. She was treading new ground in an area she knew little about. All she could do was to monitor her project closely, and avoid missteps and rash decisions. The latter was her biggest fear, because the biggest hurdle was not Catherine’s sexual preference, but rather her own.

As far as Catherine knew—as far as everyone knew—Hayley was straight. If Catherine really were in transition from penis to pussy, which was still theoretical, Hayley had to move delicately and deliberately. She would have to avoid the temptation to swoop down and start licking her dream girl’s sweet cunny when she got her on the massage table, which was due to happen when they got back to the room. It was also the reason the butterflies in Hayley’s stomach were fluttering about madly.

__________________________

 


“Hayley?”

“Yes, dear?”

“Are you a mermaid, or a princess?”

Hayley stopped what she was doing and let her hands rest on the small of Catherine’s back, scant inches from the hem of the white towel that covered her love’s sweet tush. “Come again?”

The beautiful blonde lay on the expensive leather table, her head resting on her forearms despite the comfortable headrest it provided. Her eyes were open. “My dad says that girls fall into two categories: mermaids, and princesses. Princesses are pampered and cared for, taken care of and deferred to.” She paused, looking off into the corner of the room. “Everyone loves them.”

Hayley cocked her head slightly and looked down at the poor, troubled princess.
Here it comes—introspection time. Looks like I wore my red bikini for nothing.
She slid both her hands up her roommate’s lightly oiled back, pushing down lightly but firmly, until she reached her neck and began working the tense muscles there, determined to say nothing. Catherine needed to talk, or perhaps more accurately,
purge.

“But mermaids are the adventurous ones. The fun ones. They do things for themselves, they explore the world around them, they take risks. They do the things that princesses are afraid to do.” She paused, continuing to stare at nothing. “My dad always called me his princess, growing up. ‘You’re my princess, Catherine,’ he would say. I’m nineteen fucking years old, Hayley, and he still calls me that.” She paused again, her face mask-like. “I’ve never shown you pictures of my room, have I? It’s pink. It’s always been pink. A pretty, pink room for the precious princess. Like living inside a bottle of Pepto-Bismol.”

Despite herself, Hayley laughed. “You make it sound horrible.”

Catherine sighed, her eyes still open. “No, it wasn’t horrible. Not ever. I’ve probably had the happiest childhood of anyone on this campus. Only it wasn’t
my
happiness.” She closed her eyes, causing Hayley to wonder if she was crying.

But when she opened them again there were no tears, instead an unmistakable revulsion. “I wasn’t born a princess, Hayley, I was made one. All my life I’ve been what other people wanted me to be: the good daughter, the doting sister, the faithful girlfriend. And in another few years I expect I’ll be the perfect trophy wife: a big-boobed, platinum-blonde Barbie-doll, mother of two-point-three kids, who does her pilates after breakfast and gives her hubby hummers in the Hummer after dinner parties out with his up and coming junior-partner buddies.”

Hayley could feel Catherine’s anger increasing through her delicious skin, could feel her muscles tensing up. “Cath—”

“You’re a mermaid, Hayley. You’re going to get everything you want in this life, I know it. You’ll work in the perfume industry. You’ll live in Paris. You’ll have lovers. And when you finally settle down, it will be with someone who loves you for
who
you are, not what they want you to be. You’ll have beautiful children and be blissfully happy. Because you’re not afraid.”

Hayley stopped what she was doing, at a complete loss for what to say. “Cath, dear…um, I think we should…uh, take a little break.”

But the blonde beauty didn’t respond. She simply lay there, unmoving, her unaccustomed lack of animation making her look eerily like a mannequin. Finally she said, “You’re right, Hayley. A break is exactly what I need.” She raised her head from her forearms and sighed. “I’m going to get a soda. Would you like one?” She started to get up, but the smaller girl pushed her gently back down onto the table.

“No, dear. This one’s on me. You just lie here and be comfortable, okay?” Hayley pulled the fluffy white towel upward, covering Catherine’s back to keep her warm. She wiped her hands and arms down with another towel, as oily skin would certainly elicit comment, and then quickly threw her bathrobe on over her red bikini and left the room.

She had almost made it to the concession area when the shakes hit her. She looked about, frantic, her breathing coming rapidly, fearful that she might begin hyperventilating at any second. She ducked into the bathroom and shut the door, thankful that the room was empty. The tears came hot and fast. She collapsed onto one of the room’s two toilets, giving herself over to a long overdue bout of guilt and self-disgust, a litany of half-formed thoughts racing through her fevered brain.

Oh, God, Cath, I’m so sorry. Oh, Jesus God, what have I done? I’ve made you so unhappy. I didn’t want this. I just wanted for us to be happy! Everyone’s treated you like a possession all your life, and here I am trying to turn you into a lesbian Barbie doll for my pleasure. Jesus Christ, I’m so sorry, Cath.

She sat there, shivering in her hand-me-down bathrobe, unable to think of anything beyond the weight of guilt pressing down upon her, of her arrogance in actually attempting to remake another human being along more suitable lines; a beautiful, sweet-smelling lesbian lover, tailor-made just for her.

No more, Hayley-girl,
she told herself, tearing a long piece of toilet paper from the roll and dabbing at her eyes.
You’ve got to put things right. You go back to the room and start the process of rebuilding Catherine properly, into what she wants to be.

Hayley found it difficult getting back to her feet, the weight of guilt still on her shoulders, though lessened somewhat by her resolve to undo the damage she’d done. She washed her face quickly at the sink, and then left to get the promised soda pop. She got them, thankful that the floor was deserted, and stuffed them in the pockets of her robe. It was as she was leaving the little concession area that horse-faced Jen sidled past her into the narrow space, reeking of cigarette smoke, cherry sloe gin, and men’s cologne. She was dressed nicely, in a cute little minidress that showed off her coltish legs. Her lipstick was mussed.

“Hey, Hayley,” she said, blearily examining the front of the pop machine, apparently trying to choose the best kind of soda for washing down her date’s jizz. “How ya’ doin?”

“Not bad,” Hayley mumbled, turning to leave.

“Say, where’s that life-sized Barbie doll of yours, huh? I’ll bet you’ve got her scotched away in your little Malibu Dream—urggh!” Jen’s diatribe was cut short, the sash of Hayley’s bathrobe making a highly effective gag. Turned away as she was, she couldn’t see the expression on the smaller girl’s face, which was just as well, for the face that her fellow students so often referred to as ‘pixieish’ had been replaced by a feral mask of snarling, spitting rage.

But Jen’s surprise was nothing compared to Hayley’s, who found herself pulling back on the ends of the makeshift bit, remembering a lesson she’d learned in her high school self-defense class:
if you control the head, you control the body.
Taking advantage of the slightly drunken girl’s surprise, she put a foot against the backs of the shocked co-ed’s knees, causing the slow-witted girl to kneel on the floor next to the pop machine. Jen immediately tried to get up, but Hayley, her mind in overdrive, knowing that the taller girl would kick her ass if she regained her feet, leaped onto her back, forcing her onto all fours. Jen went wild, screaming for someone to come and help her, but between the terry cloth lodged in her mouth and Hayley’s knees pressing against her sides, her cries amounted to little more than hoarse grunts.

Hayley held on for dear life while the larger girl tried to shake her off, but this proved difficult, owing to the chute-like confines of the concession area. Jen bucked and reared, trying to throw her rider off, but Hayley, her righteous anger having morphed into a desire to punish the girl beneath her, had somehow channeled the queen of the rodeo, skillfully adjusting her seat astride her mount with every frenzied movement, her feet completely off the ground, holding tight to the reins at all times.

But Jen refused to give in without a fight. Mustering all of her available strength, she reared up, almost sending her rider flying, but Hayley simultaneously threw her weight forward and jerked hard on the reins, forcing Jen’s body down and her head up. “Try that again, bitch,” Hayley hissed sharply into her ear, “and I’ll yell ‘Giddyup!’”

Jen immediately ceased her defiance, her large brown eyes wide with horror. Hayley straightened up, a cruel smirk on her face, confident that she knew what was going on inside that simple mind. If Hayley yelled, half the floor would be out of their rooms within seconds, and oh, wouldn’t they get an eyeful? Add to that the possibility—no, the
probability—that one or more of them would have their cell phones with them, and she could count on this humiliating scene being posted on
YouTube
by midnight. If there was one thing every college girl knew, it was that the Internet is forever. She gentled down.

“There’s a girl,” said Hayley, crooning softly, her little chest rising and falling as she got her breath back. She switched the reins to her right hand so that she could pat Jen’s shoulder, able to feel the bigger girl trembling beneath her, though whether it was fear or fury she didn’t know. Nor did it matter, for there was no question that she
owned
Jen. None of this had been planned, and it certainly wasn’t the sort of thing she was into (although she often rode horses on her uncle’s farm in nearby Louisville when visiting over the summers), but Jen’s slur against Catherine was precisely the wrong thing at the right time, triggering an upsurge of disgust and self-loathing, an internalized anger that needed a suitable other upon whom to vent.

Hayley leaned forward and put her lips next to Jen’s ear, her voice almost a whisper. “There’s something we need to get straight, Jen-Jen. Do I have your full attention?”

“Ye— ” she started to reply, but a sharp pull on the reins silenced her.

“Try again, ponygirl.”

The broken girl didn’t attempt to speak this time, but simply nodded her head, an exaggerated up and down motion to show that she understood.

“Good girl.” Hayley’s voice was soft in her mount’s ear, but her soothing tone was no-nonsense. “If you ever badmouth Cath again, I’ll get my needle and thread, and sew your goddamn lips shut.
Both
pair. Understand me, Jen-Jen?”

Jen, still trembling, hesitated for the briefest moment, but then nodded, this time with no prompting from her owner.

“Good girl,” repeated Hayley, straightening back up and scratching the top of her mount’s head. For her own part, Hayley was surprised at how easy it had been to break Jen, but then taking a quick sniff realized that there was a new scent upon the air—the faint but unmistakable aroma of orgasm. She turned her head and found that Jen’s short skirt had ridden up, a red thong bisecting what was quite a shapely ass. Hayley smiled crookedly, an evil thought having taken shape in her mind.

“Why, you dirty girl.” Hayley reached up and brought her hand back down—hard!—smacking the beleaguered bi-ponygirl upon her rump so that her handprint was clearly branded upon the pale flesh. Jen was so surprised by this that she almost bolted out into the hallway, but a quick pull on the reins halted her.

Sitting astride her mount, Hayley felt flush with victory, but she knew she was pushing her luck. “Well, this was fun, Jen-Jen, but Hayley’s got to go now.” She put her feet on the floor and stood up, making sure to dismount from the left side as her uncle had taught her. She moved to the front of the stall-like space, bent down and removed the terry cloth bit from her ponygirl’s mouth. Jen continued looking at the floor with perfect docility.

“I don’t want you following me home, girl,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady. “Stay.” Hayley turned and strode purposefully down the corridor, avoiding the urge to look back, her open robe trailing behind her like a cowboy’s duster.

The door to the dorm room clicked shut behind her a few seconds later. Hayley leaned against it, her legs wobbly.

God, what did I just do? OhJesusfuckingChristIcan’tbelieveIjustdidthatOhmy….

She stood there for a moment, her mind racing,
fearing the impending hue and cry over her possibly felonious—and certainly expellable!—assault upon another student. She closed her eyes, a hand to her thumping chest, waiting for the inevitable knocking at her back. Several seconds passed, but nothing happened. There was no noise in the hallway behind her. No screams or laughter at Jen’s expense. She had gotten away with it. Hayley breathed a sigh of relief. Now all that remained was to attend to Catherine, to repair the damage that she had so selfishly caused.

“Well, you can just fuck off, Jack! I don’t care if I never see you, or your stupid, ugly prick again!”

Hayley eyes snapped open, dread seeping into her as though she were absorbing it through her pores.
The room was utterly quiet again, the scent of patchouli heavy upon the air. She moved forward, as if in a dream, her bare feet noiseless upon the wooden floor, and peered around the corner into the room. Catherine stood at the other end of it, unmoving, her golden body facing the opposite wall, the white towel held to her chest with one hand, her cell phone held loosely in the other. Hayley went to her, her small body trembling more than her ponygirl’s had been during her short ride. “Cath…?”

Catherine turned, tears streaming from her crystal-blue eyes. “Hayley…?”

Hayley barely had time to register that it was her name that had been spoken before the distraught girl’s arms were around her. Cath’s soft breasts pressed into the hollow of Hayley’s throat, practically burying the petite brunette’s face in her considerable cleavage. Whether or not Catherine was aware that her towel had fallen to the floor Hayley didn’t know, nor was now the time to trouble her about it. She held the naked girl close, rocking her wondrous body as it undulated against her in silent grief, crooning softly while she cried it out.

Hayley could not remember how many times she had dreamed of this particular moment, the moment when she could hold Catherine in her arms and love her. But in all of those dreams she had been happy, often crying with joy, because in all of those dreams she hadn’t realized that she was a manipulative fucking cunt.

__________________________

 


Two hours later found Hayley sitting in semi-lotus on her bed, a single candle doing a feeble job of lighting the room. She didn’t care, having little use for light this early morning.

“’Dark for dark business,’” she quoted under her breath, her eyes on the sleeping figure in the bed kitty-corner to hers. Catherine’s soft body was nude beneath those covers. She could go over there, lift the blankets, crawl in and do whatever she wanted. The sleeping pill Catherine had taken, at Hayley’s insistence, would make it all too easy.
Why not?
she thought, her eyes lambent in the semi-darkness.
I’ve raped her mind. Why stop there?

Hayley continued looking over at her, the sleeping girl’s face so very like an angel’s in repose. “I love you so much, Cath,” she whispered to the darkness.

She had been sitting on her bed since Catherine had fallen asleep, her anguished expression perfectly mirroring her frame of mind. Catherine and Jack were officially broken up, irrevocably so, according to her comatose roommate. A three-year relationship destroyed in just over a week, with little more than perfume and new age psychobabble.
Nice work, Hayley-girl.

Yes, it was nice work, all things considered, and so easily done. Catherine lay there, snoring softly, her rose oil mustache putting her in a positive and receptive state of mind while the subliminals poured into her subconscious:

 


I’m lying by the pool. It’s a warm day. I feel relaxed. I am calm and comfortable. I…

 


Hayley remembered wondering earlier in the evening just how responsible she was for Catherine’s psychological makeup. There was no doubt now that she was
entirely
responsible. Cath was, by her own admission, off dicks. ‘…ugly fucking things,’ were the words she’d used. This should have made Hayley happy, the culmination of a dream, but she had never felt worse.

‘All my life I’ve been what other people wanted me to be: the good daughter, the doting sister, the faithful girlfriend.’ Those had been her words too, spoken about the people she loved, and who loved her. And Hayley was no better than any of them—worse, in fact, for none of them had drugged Catherine and attempted to turn her into a doughnut-bumping fucktoy.

As she watched Catherine sleep, she was reminded of
The Sorcerer’s Apprentice. She had seen it as a little girl, first on video, then on DVD. She’d giggled as Mickey messed with powers that were beyond his comprehension, bringing his master’s brooms to life so that they could do his bidding, then scared for him as things became increasingly out of control.

 


Penises are ugly. Sperm is slimy and tastes awful. Scrotums are wrinkly and disgusting. Cocks are...

 


Those affirmations
(oh, let’s not be coy, Hayley-girl, don’t you mean commands?)
had effectively erased Catherine’s sexual preference, leaving her a blank page upon which new instructions could be written, guideposts to a happier life. Hayley snorted at that thought.
A happier life as what? My doting wife? My faithful mistress? My perfectly programmed pussy-slave?

Hayley shook her head in disbelief. “I’m so sorry, Cath,” she whispered, quietly confessing her sins to her drugged roommate. “I didn’t mean for any of this to happen. I just wanted for us to be happy.”
But in truth she had never known so much unhappiness, had never been the cause of so much unhappiness. Like Mickey, she had messed with powers beyond her comprehension, and things were out of control, but unlike the famous mouse there was no one to step in and fix things for her.

She could not return Catherine to normal.

“I want to, Cath, I really do,”
she whispered for what seemed like the hundredth time. But the basis of the problem, once she began considering how to undo the damage she’d done, was elusively simple: how do you take a girl who’d loved cock but now hates it, and turn her back into a girl who likes it—without turning her into a slut?

 


Penises are handsome. Sperm is sweet and tastes good. Scrotums are cute and interesting. Cocks are...

 


Sure, she could upload those commands into Catherine’s sleeping brain. And how many hours of subliminal messages would be enough? Would too few hours cause a mild dislike of cock, thus turning her into a frigid spinster? Or would too many hours result in her becoming Champagne U’s resident sword swallower? It was a lack of forethought that had brought her to this place, and despite what the ponygirl who might still be waiting in her stall might think, Catherine was not a Barbie doll. This was for real. Getting it wrong might wind up with Cath in a convent, or on the cover of Bukkake Monthly.

Hayley sighed in the semi-darkness; a heavy, penitent exhalation. She got up from her bed and rummaged through her panty drawer for a few seconds, then withdrew a pair of squat glass sample jars. She held one up to the feeble light:
Jizz Cream—Brad/Bill/Biff’s generous donation to her misguided cause. She put it back in the drawer.

Kneeling next to her roommate’s bed, it took only a few moments to wipe the rose oil mustache from Catherine’s upper lip, then another few to daub on the contents of the second sample bottle, its label perfectly readable now that she was in closer proximity to the candle—Essence d’Hayley.

When she was done, she leaned in and kissed her dream girl gently upon the lips, inhaling the scent of her own juices as she did so. She straightened back up and wiped her hands clean with a few tissues, which she threw in Catherine’s pink wastebasket. That done, she turned to her laptop and began tapping keys. “Forgive me, Cath,” she whispered, and then pressed the ‘Enter’ key. “There just isn’t any other way.”

Five minutes later, Hayley lay in her own bed, drifting off to an uneasy sleep. In the bed near hers, Catherine slept on, her drugged sleep dreamless and deep, the sounds of crashing waves drowning out the thousands of affirmations that were busily rewriting her sexual identity:

 


Hayley is cute. Hayley is sexy. I love Hayley.
  



Chapter 5

Touching Catherine

 


Hayley awakened the following morning to find herself looking into Catherine’s sparkling blue eyes, her roommate’s breath redolent of violets. She was smiling.

“G’morning, sleepyhead.”

“Mrrf?” said Hayley, short sleep having a detrimental effect on her normal eloquence.

Catherine’s face took on a mock-stern expression. “It’s about time you woke up, Little Miss.” She got up from her kneeling position beside Hayley’s bed and sat down on the edge of it, erect nipples straining the fabric of her wife-beater undershirt. “Let’s get you dressed and fed. I want to go shopping.”

Hayley groaned. “Shopping? Before noon? Cath, you’re a thoroughly decadent Westerner.”

“You’ve no idea. So, what’s it going to take to get you out of that bed, girlfriend? Shall I bribe you with a mocha? Or am I going to have to crawl in there with you?”

Jesus God, already? No, it can’t possibly work that fast. She’s just joking—I think.
Hayley was tempted to see what Catherine might do if she chose the latter, but quickly decided against it. Catherine might be off dicks, perhaps even in some sort of sexual limbo, but she didn’t want to push her. “Make it a double-mocha and I’m all yours.”

Catherine’s brows arched. “Be careful, Hayley. I might just hold you to that.”

__________________________

 


Catherine was better than her word, not only buying Hayley a double-mocha, but throwing in a shot of hazelnut syrup plus whipped cream on top. The blonde beauty behaved normally at breakfast—abnormal for someone who’d just ended a three-year relationship over the phone, Hayley considered. She chatted amiably with Hayley, and with those nearby, even stopping Jen as she passed by their table, thanking her for helping lug ‘the gift from her parents’ up the stairs.

“No sweat, Cath,” she mumbled, avoiding looking at Hayley, which irritated the petite brunette.

“Hey,
Jen-Jen,”
Hayley said, making a point of using her pet name. “How was your date last night?”

The horse-faced co-ed turned to Hayley but seemed unable to meet her gaze, nor was she able to speak above a whisper. “Fine.” She left.

Catherine turned back around to the table, her mouth set in a sly smile. “I’ll bet it was fine—for her date, at least. Did you notice the state of her knees?”

Hayley looked scandalized. “Cath…!”

“Well, look at the way she’s walking.” As she said this, they both turned to look at the retreating ponygirl, who at that moment absently reached back and rubbed her right buttock through her denim skirt, directly on the spot where Hayley had smacked it. “Goodness,” she continued, shaking her head. “It looks like she was rode hard and put away wet.”

Hayley snorted into her mocha.

__________________________

 


They hit the mall shortly after it opened, taking Hayley’s ancient P.O.S. since Catherine’s car was sitting in her parents’ garage in Lake Forest. Catherine actually dragged Hayley by the hand into the cathedral of consumerism, low heels clacking on the concrete pavement, her manner giddy.

Hayley watched her try on a little white dress, emphasis on the ‘little’.
It was strapless, backless, and so short it was damn near bottomless. It clung tightly to every inch of her gorgeous body in a way that Hayley wished she could.

The blonde goddess preened before the mirror, turning this way and that, her hands on her hips. “How do I look?”

“Wonderful, Cath. Like a pair of boobs with a girl attached.”

“Perfect! Just the look I’m going for. Seriously, though, do you like it?”

“I love it. I don’t think you could look more beautiful.”

Catherine beamed.

__________________________

 


Next stop: the cosmetics counter, where Catherine picked out some new nail polish and lipstick, none of it, Hayley couldn’t help noticing, even remotely pink. She raised an eyebrow questioningly at her roommate.

“I’m a blank canvas, Hayley. I’ll be damned if I’m going to repaint myself the same color.”

__________________________

 


She next dragged Hayley into a department store, where they picked out an electric kettle, a red one, Catherine giggling as she paid for it. “Goodness, we’re just like a pair of newlyweds, aren’t we?”

Afterwards, she bought Hayley a smoothie, in payment for the company, followed by a light lunch that the little brunette graciously accepted. Under normal circumstances, Hayley would never let a friend spend so much money on her. It was as if they were on a date, and the starry-eyed blonde across the table was her suitor, which suited Hayley just fine. In fact, it was completely necessary.

If her plan were to succeed, any seduction had to be Cath’s doing. This was critical. At first she’d figured that they would just sort of fall in together; perhaps a cuddle would lead to kissing, and proceed from there. But lying in her bed the previous evening, Hayley had decided that Catherine must assert herself, be the pursuer. The blonde goddess was a naturally dominant personality, and it would make more sense if she were the aggressor, as well as helping her newfound girl-love ‘take’ better.

Also, any seduction of her by Catherine would go a long way towards helping her bullshit herself that her brainwashed roommate was acting of her own free will, and thus assuage the incredible load of guilt she was carrying.

__________________________

 


“Oh, Hayley, isn’t she beautiful?”

Hayley smiled. “Yes, she is.”

They stood together, side by side, their bodies not quite touching as they looked in the shop window. Dozens of prints and original paintings stood on easels, were mounted on the walls, some beautifully framed, others in simple mattes. But Catherine only had eyes for the one directly in front of her. It was a mermaid.

Hayley thought it was quite lovely. Done in the Impressionist style, it depicted a lone mermaid, in profile, swimming upwards, her lithe figure striking in contrast to the blue-green plants in the background. Shafts of sunlight streamed through the water’s surface, giving her body a golden glow and imparting an entrancing shimmer to her silvery-blue tail. She was blonde.

“Look at her hair….” Catherine continued gazing upon the picture, her expression rapt. Hayley watched her dreaming dream girl lose herself in the one-of-a-kind work, no doubt imagining herself swimming in the sea, her golden hair flowing behind her, her glorious body shining in the filtered sunlight, naked save for a clamshell bra held together by a strand of pearls.

“I want it!”

“Then get it. You should have the things you want, Cath.”

Fifteen minutes later they exited the shop, an excited Catherine holding her wrapped painting, a pleased and smiling Hayley carrying her other purchases.

__________________________

 


Hayley hung the picture, being slightly more skilled with a tack hammer than her roommate. They’d argued good-naturedly about where it should go, but in the end Catherine acquiesced, allowing Hayley to hang it directly across from her bed. A mermaid would be the last thing Cath would see at night, and the first thing she would see in the morning—provided she slept in her own bed, of course.

It was later in the day that the opportunity Hayley had been expecting cropped up. Despite Catherine’s somewhat dramatic personality, she was extremely organized in all things domestic, and at three o’clock she grabbed her laundry basket and asked Hayley the question she asked every Sunday afternoon. “Hey, girlfriend. Got anything that needs doing?”

Hayley pulled her nose from out of her organic chemistry book. “Sure. A few pairs of undies. Would you mind?” She got up from her bed and rummaged in her closet, surreptitiously removing several pairs of specially prepared panties from a sealed plastic bag. These she placed atop the pile of Cath’s own lacy underthings, in close though not suffocating proximity to her inamorata’s nose. Treated with a spray version of Essence d’Hayley, with a little added jasmine as a mood enhancer, they would subtly reinforce her previous night’s programming. “Thanks, Cath. You’re a gem.”

Catherine looked over the laundry basket at her petite roommate, her nostrils flared a bit wider than normal, unconsciously taking in her roommate’s heady scent. “You’re welcome, Hayley,” she said, her voice slightly husky. “You’ll always be welcome.”

The statuesque blonde left for the laundry room, leaving Hayley to wonder just how
welcome
she’d meant.

__________________________

 


The week proceeded apace, filled with the usual classes, labs, studying, and late-night lesbian indoctrination. Hayley felt a twinge of guilt every time her unwitting subject put the sleep-phones on, but those feelings were lessening day by day. She knew what she was doing was wrong, but rationalized it away by her unspoken promise to give Catherine everything she deserved, for the rest of their lives.

As the week progressed, Hayley paid close attention to every nuance of Catherine’s behavior whenever they were together. In truth she hardly seemed changed, although she did at times seem a trifle flirtier, which Hayley thought might be romantic overtures, but couldn’t be sure. Glances appeared to linger just a tad longer than normal; she seemed to stretch more often, throwing her majestic body into profile for Hayley’s benefit. It was as if she were testing the waters, seeing if Hayley might be receptive to her hopefully burgeoning Sapphic interest.

But then again Hayley wondered if she weren’t imagining it, reading her own desires into her roommate’s perfectly normal behavior. Catherine had always been kind of flirty, though seemingly more so since her anti-penis programming had begun. It was hard to tell. And Hayley didn’t want to ruin things by accepting a pass that hadn’t been made. One misinterpreted action could put the kibosh on the whole project.

And then there were the massages. Every evening after dinner, Hayley would run her hands over Catherine’s sweet body. It was supposed to be training,
which it was, Hayley telling her student what she was doing at all times, quizzing her as to the names of the techniques she was using. Cath was a quick study, getting all the names down by Tuesday evening, learning the difference between
perissage
and
effleurage,
and able to recite the order in which Hayley worked.

But the fact that class was in session didn’t mean that either girl wasn’t enjoying it. Catherine moaned and groaned and sighed often, responding as though to a lover’s touch, her soulful responses making it difficult for Hayley to keep from humping the table while she worked. But even though Cath was naked, or nearly so, for Hayley always placed a towel over her roommate’s superlative tush, the blonde goddess never behaved in the least bit provocatively, no invitations, spoken or otherwise, requesting that Hayley lift the towel and begin massaging her beautifully toned ass with her tongue.

So many indications of
possible
behavior changes, but nothing Hayley could really put her finger on. At least not until Wednesday.

Hayley had just entered their cozy little room, her last lab of the day done, ready for a bite of dinner. She was also more than a little excited by the prospect of their post-dinner plans, for it would be Cath’s turn to play masseuse. She turned the corner into the room proper, to find Catherine sitting at her desk, her eyes on her laptop screen, completely oblivious to Hayley’s presence.

“Hey, chere.”

Catherine looked up, startled, and quickly closed her laptop, her cheeks pink in a manner that Hayley was sure wasn’t rouge. “H-Hey, Hayley. Goodness, you scared me.”

Scared her? Now this was certainly strange behavior, because if there was one thing it was impossible to do, it was to enter their room without being heard: the loud click of the door lock, the hardwood floor, the bouncy echoing acoustics of the hallway, all combined to make a space a ninja assassin couldn’t sneak into. “Oh, I’m sorry. Engrossed in your studies, were you?”

“Yep,” the blonde beauty replied, averting her eyes and pressing her lips together in a manner that could only suggest guilt, or perhaps embarrassment. “You know how absorbing Milton can be.”

Hayley smiled, positive she was being lied to, a feeling she’d never gotten from Catherine before. “No, I don’t, and never hope to find out, either. But I am starving. Feel like a bite?” This last was a test, an innocuous invitation to see if her incipient lesbian love might respond with something indicating that her nightly mindfucking was taking hold.

“Absolutely, girlfriend.” She pushed away from the desk and stood up. “Two seconds while I wash my hands?” She was gone in a flash, the combined scents of lavender and rose hips trailing after her.

Hayley came further into the room and placed her backpack on her bed. If she were waiting for un-Catherine-like behavior to occur, she had just witnessed it. She had known Cath for a little more than five weeks, and had never seen that look from her before. But it was a look she recognized, having seen it once on her father’s face, when she’d accidentally discovered him doing something on his computer.

Hayley wasted no time crossing the small space, her thumb on the latch of Catherine’s laptop in a matter of seconds. Concerns about invading her roommate’s privacy entered her mind, but she dismissed those without a second thought. Considering everything else she’d done, sneaking a look at Cath’s computer was definitely small potatoes. She opened the laptop.

“Oh, my fucking God.”

It was porn, all right, just as it had been with her father. But unlike the smut she’d seen on his computer screen, which had been pretty much straight vanilla porn—chicks with surgically stuffed boobs taking freakishly large dicks in every orifice simultaneously, plus one in each hand to boot—Catherine had been perusing a site that even Hayley had never seen: LovingLesbos.com. It was a fairly classy website, chock full of photos and videos of hot girl-on-girl action, a streaming banner across the top of the page proudly proclaiming the site a completely penis-free zone. Hayley closed the laptop and stumbled back to her bed, her head filled with a strange buzzing.

Oh, my God. It’s working!
There was no question of that now. They’d had a couple of discussions about porn, and about guys’ obsessions with it, Catherine laughing at Hayley’s assertion that without naked chicks, the Internet would be little more than want ads and pictures of cute puppies.

“But it’s so boring,” she’d said, rolling her crystal-blue eyes. “God, I’d much rather do it than watch it. Wouldn’t you?” Hayley agreed, racing off to the bathroom a few minutes later to masturbate furiously.

Things had changed. Cath
had changed. She was definitely interested in porn now, and judging by the theme of the website, definitely interested in the poon.

Hayley heard the click of the door opening, followed by Catherine peering around the corner a few seconds later. “Ready?”

“I’m past ready, chere. Let’s eat.”

__________________________

 


“Am I doing it right?”

“You’re doing it beautifully,” Hayley groaned, the feeling of Catherine’s hands upon her skin magical. “I’ll give you just six hours to stop what you’re doing.”

Catherine giggled, a low but slightly nervous laugh. “I’m glad you’re enjoying it. Thanks so much for doing this, teaching me.”

“You’re entirely welcome, Cath. Feel free to practice on me whenever I want.” Catherine giggled again, a melodious accompaniment to the pleasurable massage she was giving. It being her first time, she was doing it oil-free, so that she could get a feel for it, and so that Hayley could feel her dream girl’s hands upon her skin without anything getting in the way. For a beginner, Catherine was doing an excellent job, feeling out the knots and working them gently until they turned to jello. She also appeared to have no qualms about running her hands over another woman’s body, an excellent quality in a lesbian.

Hayley knew that Cath was ready for it, was ready to experience girl-love, proper love, love in its most pure expression. All Catherine had to do was lift the towel covering her pert bottom and it would happen. Hayley would roll over for her. They would kiss, and from that kiss their love would flow, the two of them slick with their combined juices. They would drink of each other until they were drunk, inebriated on their love until they were old and gray. All it would take would be for Catherine to make the first move.

But that move did not appear to be forthcoming. Catherine gave Hayley another fifteen minutes of truly wonderful massage, then removed her hands from her teacher’s shoulders. Hayley bit her lip, waiting to feel her soon-to-be lover’s hands lift the towel up, making her completely naked, only too ready to complete Cath’s implanted lesbian programming. And the towel did lift up, but the trainee masseuse was pulling it upward, covering her roommate’s body rather than revealing it. Hayley then felt Catherine’s hand light softly upon her lower back. “How did I do?”

“Marvelous, Cath.” The little brunette’s voice was hoarse, almost shaking with unrequited lust, an understandable response considering she’d spent the last forty-five minutes with her head turned to the side, sneaking looks at her dream girl while she worked. Catherine had worn her white bikini, her favorite, the one she felt showed her body to its fullest advantage. Hayley had watched her marvelous bosom dip and sway, jiggle and bounce; a visual feast that was a perfect accompaniment to the massage she’d just received. “You have a wonderful touch.”

“That’s down to you, girlfriend.” Catherine stepped back and leaned against her desk, allowing Hayley to take her in from the knees up. “I don’t know, Hayley. Maybe being a masseuse is my calling. A girl could do worse.”

“Perhaps, Cath, but I don’t think I could do better. You should know I’m planning on taking you with me to France.” Hayley was doing her utmost to couch her tone somewhere between friendly banter and inviting come-on, keeping things light, but at the same time trying to communicate to her budding lesbian lover that pursuing her was not only okay, it was something they both wanted.

Catherine hesitated, seeming to consider her words carefully. When she spoke again, her voice was only barely louder than a whisper. “I think I’d like that. Would we live in Paris?”

Hayley’s heart began to lift. “Possibly.”

“I don’t speak French, though. That might be a problem.”

“No problem, chere.
I’ll teach you.”

Catherine smiled. “Dear Hayley. Will you always be my teacher?”

Hayley bit her lower lip, afraid to press, but more afraid not to. “Til death do us part.”

Catherine hesitated again, but then smiled, a noticeable blush upon her cheeks. “I do,” she said, and then burst into a fit of giggling. “God, Hayley, you’re such a tease.” Her giggles trailed off, Hayley able to hear nervousness in her laughter. Cath grabbed her robe and slipped it on, flipping her blonde mane outside of the neck as she did so. “Can I make you a cup of tea?”

“Tea would be lovely,” Hayley said, her look of relaxed contentment disguising her frustration. “Lady Grey?”

“Excellent choice, girlfriend. Two shakes.”

Hayley watched her dream girl move about the room, getting out the matching cups she’d bought on Sunday and putting teabags in them. She had seemed so ready for it. For a few seconds it had looked as though she might join Hayley on the table, put her head down and begin lapping at her sable muff. But then she had wavered, retreating to the safety of her own metaphorical closet.

Despite her frustration, Hayley could appreciate what was going on in the mind of her burgeoning lesbian roommate. The subliminals were working; there was no question of that. But still and all, the idea of sister-love was new to her. Add to that, that Cath’s only real brush with a daughter of Sappho had been in the form of an assault—on her—and she was very probably afraid that Hayley might construe a come-on as the same sort of thing.

Hayley wondered what signals she could send to the poor, sexually confused girl that would tell her to go with her feelings, what buttons she could press that would let Catherine know that those feelings would be reciprocated. How do you say, ‘Yes, I want you to play with my boobs,’ without tipping your hand?

Her eyes lit upon the bottle of jasmine-scented massage oil on the desk, and she knew she’d found her answer.

__________________________

 


Hayley spent the whole of the next day in a dither, barely able to focus, her mind on the blonde beauty who almost always resided at the center of her thoughts. It would happen tonight. Tonight she would get Catherine on the table, and when she got up from it she would be a bona-fide lesbian, a sister in all but name. After that it would be three more years of hug and munch at Champagne U, and then on to France, where they could celebrate their love openly. Out of the country and out of the closet.

They ate dinner together, as they so often did, though Catherine did not quite seem her normal, animated self. She was friendly, but it was obvious that she was preoccupied with something. Hayley wondered if she might not be nervous, perhaps unconsciously aware of what would be happening to her in just an hour or so.

The two of them walked back to the dorms in virtual silence, Catherine’s nervousness an almost palpable thing.
No matter,
Hayley thought.
A slow, sensual, oiled body massage will put her at her ease.
It would be something of a surprise, not being a part of their planned curriculum. Hayley wasn’t exactly sure how best to bring it up, but she was sure Cath would go for it.

But once they were in the comfort and privacy of their room, it was Hayley who was surprised.

“Hayley…do you know anything about sensual massage?”

Hayley had to hand it to her. It was the perfect way to broach the subject, but without committing to an action that could be rebuffed. This was the come-on, the moment she’d been waiting for. But she couldn’t make it look too easy. This would be a dance, a carefully orchestrated tango with Catherine leading—Hayley had simply to follow that lead, pay close attention to her dance partner’s subtle signals, and respond accordingly.

“I know a bit. The spa where I worked offered them.” This last wasn’t exactly true, but she had heard tales of some clients receiving services that weren’t strictly on the menu. “The masseuses showed me how, though obviously I couldn’t work on any of the clients, not being licensed.” Hayley winked, a tacit admission that what the state of Indiana didn’t know wouldn’t hurt it.

Catherine laughed, her nervousness abated somewhat. “And these women didn’t mind…you know…?” She let the sentence hang there, allowing Hayley to pick it up.

“You mean, didn’t these
heterosexual
women mind being touched intimately by another woman?”

“Well, yes.”

“Cath, is your gynecologist a man or a woman?”

“Point taken,” she replied, her nervousness giving way to a smile. “Then it didn’t bother you? Giving them?”

“Skin is skin, dear. And I’ll tell you a secret, I’d much rather massage a woman than a man any day.”

“Really?” Catherine looked slightly incredulous. “Why?”

“Because with a woman you can be relaxed, let your hair down, you know? But a guy, well…there’s just no way that you can touch a guy that won’t make him think he can’t stick his dick in you.”

“So you don’t think there’s anything weird…or wrong…?”

Hayley let her voice slide down a bit, hoping to simultaneously relax and excite her would-be lover. “Cath, women are sensual creatures. We respond to touch and to scents, unlike men, who are primarily visually-oriented. These things are good for us. Touch is healthy, don’t you agree?”

Catherine’s voice also dipped into her lower registers, unmistakably turned-on. Hayley was pleased at how well their tango was progressing. “I never really thought about it before, at least…not until meeting you.”

It took everything in Hayley’s power to keep from licking her lips. “I can teach you sensual massage, Cath, if that’s what you’d like. That is, if you don’t mind me touching your breasts.”

Catherine’s voice was almost a purr. “They’re just boobs, girlfriend.”

__________________________

 


“Turn over, Cath.” Hayley’s voice was soft, barely more than a whisper. She wasn’t speaking in hushed tones in order to set the mood or to put her subject at ease, but rather because she knew it would be impossible to keep her voice from shaking.

She had spent most of the last thirty minutes with her hands on Catherine’s ass. There was no other way to put it. Yes, it had been a massage, conducted with professional detachment, no copping feels or otherwise taking advantage of the completely naked girl lying in front of her. Well, mostly.

The mood was perfect. Classical music played in the background; soft, romantic stuff she’d downloaded off the Internet. Hayley managed not to feel too guilty about piracy, since all of it was technically in the public domain. Scented candles flickered all about the room: patchouli, jasmine, ylang ylang, rose, sandalwood, and vanilla. A mishmash, certainly, but every breath Catherine took was pure aphrodisiac. Then again, every breath that Hayley took was also pure aphrodisiac, but she was inured to such things; living with the beautiful blonde meant that her every waking moment was spent in a state of perpetual arousal.

Hayley’s hands had glided over every inch of the back half of Catherine’s soft body. She’d started at her lower back and progressed outward from there, the jasmine massage oil imparting a soft shine to her wondrous form, setting her golden goddess to shimmer like an Egyptian statue, an image of Isis, an object of worship.

Catherine whimpered when Hayley’s hands had flowed over her buttocks, unsuccessfully stifling an obvious moan, which was lucky for Hayley as it masked the weak moan that had come from her own lips. She’d worked her not quite lesbian lover’s body mercilessly, kneading, rubbing, squeezing, and teasing the succulent flesh.

But now was the moment of truth. Uttering a relaxed groan, Catherine raised herself on one arm and turned over. When she came to rest upon her back, it was all Hayley could do not to cry out at the beauty before her. Catherine was looking up at her, her eyes shining in the light of the multitudinous candles surrounding them. There was a hint of nervousness in her expression, of apprehension, knowing that she was about to be touched intimately by another woman, but Hayley could tell that she was ready for it.

Gingerly, Hayley placed her hands on Catherine’s flat belly, eliciting another barely audible whimper from the excited girl. She felt a soft trembling at her touch, and looked upward to find Cath still looking at her, her lips pressed tightly together. Hayley gave her a reassuring smile. “Close your eyes, dear,” she said with a nod, “and let your mind go.” Catherine took a slow breath and closed her eyes. The trembling quieted.

Hayley could scarcely believe it. This was it, right now, the most perfect moment of her life. Each and every one of her senses was alive, being fed by the richness all around her: the
sound
of violins coming from the bookshelf speakers mingling with her love’s plaintive mewls; the
feel
of Cath’s firm flesh; the
sight
of her jaw-dropping beauty; and best of all there was the
scent
of her, riding just above the fragrant candles all about—a rich, musky perfume emanating from the triangular thatch directly beneath her. Hayley took a long, slow breath, inhaling Catherine’s bouquet much as a connoisseur might sample a fine wine, taking her essence deeper into her body than she had ever taken a man. The only sense remaining was taste, curiosity she hoped to satisfy before the evening was out.

Practically drunk on the combined sensations, Hayley’s hands glided over Catherine’s body, working upwards to the swell of her stupendous bosom, able to feel the racing heartbeat beneath, and then back down, rubbing the oil into her thighs, noting with satisfaction the obvious frustration in her subject when she had avoided touching her breasts.

Hayley continued plying her craft, working in circular motions, coming so close to Catherine’s sweet slit that the luscious latent lesbian was practically panting, her bosom actually heaving upon her chest. Smiling impishly, Hayley slowly slid her hands upward, an inexorable beeline toward the twin mounds that so often captivated her, only to veer around them at the last second, causing Catherine to mewl again in frustration as oiled hands slid up and around them to come up and caress her neck. Hayley gently worked the muscles there, her forearms making incidental contact with her roommate’s jiggling boobs, each brush against the warm titflesh causing the fully aroused girl to purse her full lips, an unspoken invitation for Hayley to kiss them.

Do it!
she told herself.
Kiss her!
But she couldn’t and she knew it. The beautiful blonde was turned on, but who wouldn’t be under such circumstances? Giving someone a massage, especially a sensual one, was by its nature an intimate act, but there was nothing so personal as a kiss; no way that it could be interpreted as being other than it was. If Cath wasn’t fully, one hundred percent ready to embrace her lesbian programming, it would shock her out of her ardor and break the mood.
She
would have to be the one to make the first move.

Catherine moaned when Hayley slid her hands downward, finally making contact with her breasts. She arched her back, almost to the point of sitting up, wordlessly urging Hayley to caress them, mash them, squeeze them—all of which the little brunette did, her eyes fixed on those big glistening boobs. Time slowed as Hayley gently, though not too gently, played with the twins, alternately kneading and teasing them, driving the whimpering girl to a state of near-euphoria, her excitement evident, clutching at the sides of the table, sliding her thighs up and down while grinding her hot ass into the leather covering.

Hayley could not remember ever being more turned on than she was at this moment. Following her own advice she closed her eyes, reveling in the feeling of Catherine’s magnificent mammaries. They were hardly the first pair of breasts she’d ever caressed, but they were undoubtedly the best: large, round, and firm. Everything else went away while she mauled the slippery masses, oblivious to the passage of time. There was only the soft music, the soft lighting, and the soft moans of her soon to be lesbian lover.

But despite the soft moans and the soft breasts, Hayley’s patience was beginning to unravel.
Come on, Cath,
she thought, telepathically encouraging the thoroughly agitated girl.
Give me a sign. I’m groping your fucking tits, for Christ’s sake. I can’t be any more obvious. Call my name, grab my ass, something!

And something did happen. Hayley felt Catherine’s hands forcefully close upon the backs of hers, holding them in place, pressing them tightly to her warm breasts. Hayley’s eyes snapped open, momentarily fearful that Catherine might have realized that the masseuse was enjoying the massage more than the client. But the expression on the beautiful blonde’s face was not one of anger, but rather one of surprise. “Omigod, Hayley…” she gasped, her eyes wide, her mouth opened in an ‘O’ that could only mean one thing. “Oh…” she repeated, and then her mouth closed, her lips pressed tightly together as she rode out her spontaneous orgasm.

Hayley watched her, wanting to join in, to kiss her and hold her, but Catherine’s grip was like iron, so she simply stood there and experienced her dream girl’s climax vicariously.

“OhJesusfuckingChristIcame…” Catherine said finally, panting as though she’d just run a marathon. “I came…just from you…touching me. Oh, my God, Hayley, how…?”

Hayley smiled indulgently. “You had a breast orgasm, Cath.” She kept her voice soft, her tone soothing, her hands still clutching her roommate’s flawless pleasure pillows. “Are you all right?”

“Jesus God…Hayley. I’m better than all right. God, that was…wonderful. Better than the best.” She lay there, looking up at Hayley, her chest still heaving, her eyes liquid in the romantic candlelight. Hayley could feel Cath’s heart fluttering through her breasts, and while Catherine’s grip on her hands had loosened somewhat, it didn’t seem as though she wished her to let go of them. “Did…did you know that would happen?”

“No, dear. I’ve read about them but I’ve never had one. How does it compare to—”

“It doesn’t. Not even close.” She smiled up at Hayley, a twinkling secret in her eyes. “I don’t think we should tell anyone about this. They’ll all want one. There’ll be a line out the door and down the stairs.” She giggled, then squeezed the hands holding her warm breasts, which Hayley took as her cue to let go. She did, reluctantly, but was surprised when Catherine turned her wrists and caught hold of her hands. “Help me up?”

She pulled Cath to a sitting position, the taller girl’s golden body positively gleaming in the candlelight. Hayley turned away, fearful that she might be caught staring, but then a slender arm slipped around her waist and pulled her close.

Hayley’s mind raced as Cath’s hair brushed against her cheek.
She’s going to kiss me! Oh, God, I hope my breath doesn’t smell bad!

Catherine’s lips made soft contact with Hayley’s cheek, causing the little brunette’s insides to instantly turn to water. “Thank you for that…well, you know….” Cath whispered, her voice husky with the promise of deliriously good sex. “Goodness, Hayley. Another massage like that and you might just turn me into a lesbian.” Hayley could barely contain her breathing, feeling as though she might faint, but a slap on the fanny brought her back to reality.

Catherine had slipped off of the table and was standing before the full-length mirror affixed to her closet door. “Holy cats, look at me. I need a shower, girlfriend.” She grabbed her robe and slipped it on, somewhat gingerly owing to the fact that a good bit of her body was slathered with oil.

Hayley stood there, watching her, unable to speak, her whole body trembling with unrequited lust. She was fully able to appreciate how Jen-Jen must have felt after their little rodeo by the vending machines. Catherine really and truly
owned
her.

The blonde beauty grabbed a fluffy white towel from the top of her dresser and then turned to Hayley. “The showers are probably pretty empty about now, don’t you think?” She paused, her full lips slightly compressed. “Wanna come?”

It was the most loaded question Hayley could remember having been asked, but she could see no trace of guile on Catherine’s face, nor any awareness of her double-entendre. Yes, she most desperately wanted to come, in every sense of the word: to be with the woman she loved, and to get off with her. “I’d love to, Cath,” she replied, trying to keep her voice steady. “Just let me put these candles out.”

The hallway was deserted, which suited Hayley fine. There was nothing strange or suggestive about roommates showering at the same time, especially since both bathrooms on the floor had multiple shower stalls, and the lack of locks on the doors also meant that the bathrooms were hardly private.

The butterflies in Hayley’s stomach were doing a rumba as the two girls approached the bathroom door. Was it going to happen here? Was Cath actually, finally ready for it? She seemed to be. Add to that, that she apparently wanted her first experience to be in a semi-public place. A little water, a little steam, and a little danger—was there a better way to lose one’s virginity? Perhaps, but not this night.

“Shit,” muttered Catherine out of the corner of her mouth. Hayley looked over the taller girl’s shoulder, instantly discovering the cause of her consternation. Of the three shower stalls in the large bathroom, two of them were occupied.

“Hey, Cath. Hey, Hayley,” said a vivacious copper-haired girl in the far left stall, a cheerleader Hayley had had something of a crush on during her freshman year. “What’s doing?”

“Hey, Mara,” Catherine replied, Hayley able to discern the tension in her voice. “Nothing much.” She gestured in Hayley’s direction. “We thought we’d get in a quick shower before bed.”

“Oh, sorry. We just got in. It’ll take us a while to get this face paint off.” She nodded toward her roommate in the next stall, a leggy strawberry blonde named Kim, who was likewise in the act of scrubbing orange and white paint from her face. “Homecoming’s tomorrow night, y’know?”

“Oh, shit. That’s right.”

“Yeah, why don’t you take the empty stall, Hayley, and Cath can share with Kimmie,” said Mara playfully. “I’m not supposed to tell, but she’s got this fantasy of soaping up your roommate’s giant hooters.”

Kim rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Christ, Mara, you’re such a cunt.” She threw a large sponge around the wall dividing their two stalls, catching the redhead smack in the face. “Everyone knows I prefer the little Gypsy types. Be a good girl, Hayley, and come on in and scrub my back? Hmm?” She dissolved into a fit of giggles.

Catherine turned to Hayley. In her face could be seen disappointment, nervousness, and perhaps the faintest trace of relief. “Why don’t you go ahead, Hayley, and I’ll use the other bathroom.”

“No, Cath,” the little brunette replied, trying to keep the disappointment from her voice, “it might be full, too. Besides, I don’t need a shower. A quick washing up will do. But you’ve got more oil on you than the coast of Florida. You get cleaned off, and I’ll see you back at the room, okay?”

Catherine gave Hayley a small smile. “Okay, Little Miss.” She turned and made her way to the unoccupied stall, the steam from the other girls’ showers masking the shininess of her oil-covered body. Hayley washed up at the sink, trying not to look over her reflection’s shoulder at her beautiful blonde roommate showering behind her. The last thing she needed was for Mara and Kim to gossip about their aborted tryst.

She brushed her teeth quickly, then waved goodbye to the trio and left. She had just closed the bathroom door behind her when Jen stepped out of her room, likewise dressed in her robe and slippers. “Oh,” she said, clearly surprised, her eyes darting about nervously. “I was…I—”

“Trot on over to the other bathroom, Jen-Jen. This one’s in use. Giddyup, now.” She watched with satisfaction as the ponygirl turned on her heel and walked to the opposite end of the floor, her head down the whole way. Hayley shook her head, bemused at the mean streak she hadn’t known she’d had. She put it aside and entered the room, nervously awaiting Catherine’s return.

She put her bathroom kit on her dresser and then wiped down the massage table, removing the liberal amount of oil that had not clung to Cath’s wondrous body. That done, she undressed and turned off the overhead light, leaving the banker’s lamp on for her belatedly latent roommate.

She was just about to get in bed when she remembered what was inside the closet, or more precisely, what was inside the map tube inside the closet. She looked at the closet door, wondering if what was inside was really ready to come out. Was tonight the night for props? No, tonight was for love. Kissing and cuddling, licking and fondling. That was what was called for. Hayley got into bed, arranging the covers neatly over her body, making sure to leave room for her sweet virgin to slide in next to her, hoping she wouldn’t fall asleep before Cath got back.

She did fall asleep, but the click of the door lock unknown minutes later awakened her. Hayley’s eyes snapped open. She held her breath, waiting for Catherine to come into the room. The blonde goddess entered their shared living space, clad only in her towel, which she removed and hung negligently on the hook on the closet door along with her oily robe.

She moved forward into the light, as naked as Mother Eve, with no trace of makeup on her face or polish on her nails. She truly was a blank canvas. When she reached the side of Hayley’s bed, she looked down at her roommate, seeming to consider her, but given the low lighting it was difficult for Hayley to read her expression. Finally, Catherine bent downward—putting an arm across her chest so that her breasts wouldn’t spill forward and smack Hayley in the head, which would not have been a problem for the little brunette. Hayley closed her eyes, trembling in anticipation of their first kiss, which she received—on her forehead.

“Goodnight, Hayley.”

Hayley opened her eyes, her earlier excitement giving over to confusion, to find Catherine slipping into her own bed. She turned her head in the direction of her almost lover, who had just clicked off the light and was now settling herself in amongst her bedclothes, facing away from her.

“Cath…?” she started, her confusion now giving way to frustration and embarrassment, wondering what she must have done wrong, what signals she was mistakenly sending, or perhaps not sending, close to tears. “I…” she tried again, but nothing came, no words, no thoughts, no inspiration as to how she could tell the woman she so desperately loved that she wanted her in bed with her—right now!
“I…goodnight…Cath,” was all she could think to say.

Hayley settled down onto her mattress, her eyes open, watching her roommate breathe, noting by her uneven rhythm that she was as far from sleep as she was herself.

Jesus Christ, Cath, what do I have to do? I know you want to. How long must I wait? What will it take for you to make the first move?
But Hayley already knew the answer to her questions, fully able to understand the cause of Catherine’s reluctance, having once been a virgin herself—she was afraid.

Cath had been so close, on the verge of letting go, emboldened by the sensual massage and her unexpected orgasm. She had embraced her subliminal programming and newfound feelings of sister-love, and had been ready to act on them. But their separation in the bathroom had given her time to think, and therefore time to doubt. And then there were Mara’s and Kim’s jibes, which probably gave her even more reason to doubt herself, not to mention feeding her fears that any pass she made at Hayley would be rebuffed.

So what can I do to get her past her fears?
she asked herself, noting that Cath’s breathing seemed to have resumed a more relaxed rhythm.
How can I help her to feel more courageous?
No answer was forthcoming, no sound other than Cath’s steady breathing, and the cursing of the theater department’s stagehands as they erected the bandstand in the quad just outside Barton-Lundgren house.

Homecoming,
she thought, turning the revelation over in her mind,
the biggest party of the year.
She smiled as she closed her eyes, wondering which senior she would ask to buy her some beer.
  



Chapter 6

Bent Catherine

 


Catherine was already up and gone when Hayley awoke the following morning. This was hardly surprising, as Cath’s first class on Fridays was at eight o’clock. Then again, considering the events of the previous evening, Hayley wondered if her roommate’s hasty departure might have more to do with a fear of spending the rest of her love life eating at the ‘Y’.

“Stop second-guessing yourself, Hayley-girl,” she said to the ceiling over her bed. “You’re committed.”

She grabbed a quick breakfast and was on her way to her first class by nine o’clock. The rest of her morning and afternoon trudged by at an agonizingly slow pace, Hayley barely able to focus on her work. Her mind kept repeatedly flashing back to the previous evening, remembering the feeling of Cath’s heavy breasts in her hands, those slightly parted lips pursing as she squeezed and groped that tight body, firm thighs sliding back and forth in response to Hayley’s much-practiced manipulations, so that by four o’clock the petite brunette was little more than a hundred and five pound bundle of nerves and sexual tension.

Catherine wasn’t in the room when she got back, but there was a note lying on the massage table, written on lavender-colored stationery, likewise scented with the lavender/rose hips blend Hayley had made for her:

 


I hope that what happened last night wasn’t too embarrassing for you. It’s never happened to me before (and I can’t wait for it to happen again, hint-hint).

See you at the party!

Love, Cath.

 


Hayley smiled. It had crossed her mind that Cath might be angry with her, rather than just confused, upset, and fearful, but the note seemed to confirm that it was mostly just nerves. Well, perhaps a little Dutch courage would help calm those particular nerves. Hayley pressed the note to her chest.

Let it be tonight, Cath. Please let it be tonight.

__________________________

 


The campus was already rocking when she arrived a little over an hour later. There were about five hundred or so bodies milling about the quad, most of them watching the grunge band on the stage playing their incomprehensible noise, others sitting on the edges of the circular concrete planter that was filled with dead trees and assorted branches that the groundskeepers had supplied for tonight’s festivities.

Standing at the top of the ramp leading down to the lower level of the quad, Hayley could see pretty much everybody who was there; everybody except the person she most wanted to see.
Where is she?
she wondered, when she felt a hand swat her on the butt.

“What’s up with you, Hayley?” Kim the cheerleader asked, her face now paint-free. She gave the little brunette an appreciative whistle. “Is Playboy down here shooting Hot Ass of the Big Ten, or what?”

Hayley laughed. “I’m sure I don’t know what you mean, Kimmie.” But she knew perfectly well what the leggy cheerleader meant, not to mention perfectly aware of the several dozen pairs of eyes roving over her body as she stood above the crowd, the salmon pencil skirt clinging to her pert bottom quite the attention-getter.

“I’ll bet you don’t. Are you trying to get a date with the football team or something? That skirt is so cute. Oh, and I love those boots! Where did you get…?” The two girls chattered on, their conversation entirely concerned with Hayley’s attire: the suede ankle boots that made her look taller than she was, the black tights that made her legs look longer than they were, and the charcoal sweater that made her look a bit more busty. It was a winning combination.

“I just thought it would be nice to dress it up a little tonight, you know?”

“I know,” said Kim. “Well, if you’re looking to get laid, there’ll only be a couple hundred guys to choose from. Christ, Hayley, you’ll outshine the bonfire. Oops, gotta go.” She left.

Hayley looked back out over the crowd, wondering whether to descend among the masses or continue her aerial observation, when she felt a hand at the small of her back. “Hey, girlfriend,” whispered a familiar voice in her ear.

It was very nearly a repeat of the first time they’d met. Hayley was glad that she was standing next to the low concrete wall that edged the ramp, needing its support lest she faint. Cath was wearing the white dress she’d bought on Sunday, which had looked stunning on her in the store, but had moved into purely panty-soaking territory with the addition of sheer white pantyhose and matching four-inch heels. If one chose to proceed upward from her bosom, (and Hayley wondered whether anyone would—she was certainly having trouble doing so!) they would find her shoulders and neck wonderfully bare, with no pendants or necklaces to break up the flow of her flawless skin. Her makeup was subdued, the only obvious spot of color being her full lips, which were painted a dusky plum, and her golden hair was up, held in place tonight by a pair of ivory chopsticks.

“So what do you think? Do I clean up nice?”

“Jesus God, Cath,” Hayley replied, on the verge of gasping. “You’d better be careful walking down into that crowd, or you might pull a Helen of Troy and cause the launch of a thousand erections.”

Catherine fixed Hayley with a small smile. “I’m not interested in erections, Hayley. At least, not tonight.” She paused and looked Hayley up and down, pursing her lips in apparent satisfaction. “And what about about you, Little Miss? Goodness, you look good enough to eat. Come on, let’s get something to drink?” Like one of Odin’s Valkyries, Catherine marched down the ramp into the crowd, Hayley following in her wake.

It was a party, loud and close. Alcohol was banned from the event, which of course meant that they had no trouble finding some. Catherine procured a pair of Styrofoam cups from an older girl, and passed one to Hayley. The blush wine was worth what she paid for it, but Hayley didn’t mind; she needed a little Dutch courage herself this evening. She no sooner knocked it back than Cath pressed another cup into her hand. “It’s a party, babe,” she said, her voice raised enough to be heard above the throng. “Let’s have some fun!”

Hayley grinned.
She’s trying to get me drunk! Oh, Cath, I have a feeling that this will be the best night of both our lives.
They chatted with friends, graciously accepting more donations of shitty wine, all of which Hayley surreptitiously poured out—she was going to have Catherine tonight, and she was for damn sure going to be sober for it. Everyone complimented them both on their respective looks, Cath receiving the lion’s share of attention, both good-natured and envious.

“Excuse me,” a male voice said. Hayley turned to see a tall-ish, dark-haired male addressing her. “Would you like to, um…?” He tilted his head to indicate where a large group of people were dancing.

“Um…” Hayley started, surprised that a guy should ask her to dance in favor of the blonde goddess standing only a foot away.

“Go on, Little Miss,” Catherine said, taking Hayley’s empty cup from her, her blue eyes sparkling with mirth. She turned to the guy who’d asked Hayley to dance. “Have her back before midnight, stud, or I’ll turn you into a pumpkin. Scoot!” And before Hayley knew what was happening, she was being led through the crowd, away from her dream girl.

Hayley danced, not knowing what was going on. What was Catherine playing at? One moment she looked as though she was perfectly ready to go on a muff-diving expedition, and the next she was encouraging Hayley to go off with someone who could only be considered a rival.

She’s resisting again,
she told herself.
Or maybe she’s testing how hetero she thinks I am.
The song ended, another one starting immediately thereafter. The guy asked Hayley if she was up for another one, but she politely demurred so that she could get back to her real date, only to find upon returning that Catherine was no longer there. She looked around and spotted her easily, her white dress a beacon in the night, dancing in the center of the crowd she had just left, shaking her incredible boobage to the delight of her quite tall and muscular partner.

“Pardon me—”

“Yes,” Hayley replied, grabbing the anonymous guy’s hand and dragging him out into the crowd. She danced her way near Cath, not so close as to be stalker-ish, but close enough so that Catherine could see her if she looked in her direction.

I knew I should have jumped on her last night!
she berated herself.
All these people, all these guys, are undoing my fucking hard work! I need to get her alone.

The number ended, Hayley wondering how much more ritual she was going to have to endure, when she realized the dance area was emptying out. She made her way back to the sidelines, Catherine pressing another filled Styrofoam cup into her hand upon her arrival. The two of them listened politely while boosters nattered on about tomorrow’s impending victory over who-really-gave-a-rat’s-ass, Hayley’s eyes constantly darting sideways, taking in the steady rise and fall of Catherine’s incredible bosom, nor were hers the only ones.

“Look at Brendan,” came a voice midway between the two of them. It was Mara, pointing a finger between the two girls’ shoulders at the besotted young man standing not twenty feet away, his gaze firmly fixed on Catherine’s impressive rack. “Fuck me, Cath, I bet he’d sell his soul to play with your boobs for five minutes.”

Catherine snorted. “Too bad for Brendan.” She brought her hands up and began unashamedly adjusting the bodice of her dress, shifting her breasts slightly to the delight of those around her, as well as Brendan, whose lips were pursed in obvious appreciation of Catherine’s considerable endowments. “These babies are already spoken for.” She leaned sideways and brought her lips close to Hayley’s shell-like ear, her breath maddeningly warm. “And I think we both know by whom. Don’t we, Little Miss?” The blonde beauty pulled away, the corner of her mouth edged upward in a sly smile, her expression leaving no doubt in Hayley’s mind that the needle of Cath’s sexual polarity meter was buried in the red.

It was time. Fuck all this party nonsense and fuck all this teasing! It was time to go back to their room and indulge in some serious pussy-licking. “Cath, I think we—”

The kindling caught with a whoosh,
sending orange-red flames up through the dead branches and into the night, the crowd giving an extended
‘ahhh’
of approval. The band then struck up a power chord, causing the assembled student body to race for the dance area. Catherine grabbed Hayley’s hand, her expression mischievous. “Let’s tease the boys!”

Hayley handed her undrunk cup off to Mara, who took it, laughing as Hayley was dragged off once again. The two girls had no sooner merged with the crowd than Catherine’s hands were on her, pulling her in close, then spinning her around, pulling her back in and putting a hose-clad thigh between her legs, grabbing her by the shoulders and shimmying their chests together, Hayley unable to stop her and having no desire to try. All around them, people laughed and cheered as the two hot babes engaged in their sexually charged mambo, the firelight providing an undulating backdrop for their undulating bodies.

And when the last chord struck, Catherine, her face blazing with undisguised lust, pulled Hayley close and kissed her full on the mouth.

The crowd around them cheered loudly, whistles and catcalls resounding throughout the quad as the blonde goddess repeatedly shoved her tongue down the little lesbian’s throat. Hayley heard none of this. All she could hear was the pounding roar of the surf in her ears, much as Catherine listened to every night during her skull-fucking sessions. The kiss lasted an unknowable time, Hayley giving herself completely to it, to
her,
never wanting for this moment to end, uncaring that their first kiss was so incredibly public.

Catherine pulled away finally, her normally sparkling blue eyes now red in the glow of the reflected bonfire light.

“Let’s go home, Hayley,” she said quietly. “There’s something I want to give you.”

__________________________

 


They walked hand in hand back to the dorms, neither of them speaking; there was nothing to say. The crowd parted for them as they left, still clapping and cheering as the two girls sauntered through their midst. All except for the horse-faced girl who watched them pass by, a crushed Styrofoam cup in her grasp, the expression on her face a jumble of disappointment, anger, betrayal, and sadness.

They entered Barton-Lundgren Hall, Hayley half-expecting Catherine to swoop down on her the second the elevator doors closed behind them. Her roommate behaved with perfect propriety during the short ride up to their floor, save that she constantly clenched the hand holding hers, giving away both her desire and her nervousness.

As they walked down the hallway to their room, Hayley could feel her heart pounding in her chest.
It’s going to happen! It’s really, finally going to happen! Please, God, don’t let her change her mind.

Catherine unlocked the door to their room and led Hayley inside. No sooner had the door closed than Catherine was upon her, pushing the smaller girl back against the door and pressing her body into hers. Hayley gasped as she felt her love’s lips brush her ear. “I want you naked and on the table in two minutes, Hayley. Don’t make me ask twice.”

Catherine pulled away, her eyes fixed on Hayley’s, stretching the moment out. She then turned and strolled into the room proper, leaving her dazed roommate standing in the short hallway a quivering, panting wreck. With shaking fingers, Hayley began removing her clothing, tossing them piece by piece onto the hallway floor. If she could expect this kind of treatment throughout their possible future relationship, she could almost forgive herself for the less than noble fashion in which she had caused it to come about. She could see the wall around the corner lightening, Cath lighting candles, setting the mood. Taking a deep breath, she slipped her panties down her legs and kicked them onto the pile, and turned the corner into the room.

Catherine stood on the other side of the leather-covered table, now clad in her shorty robe, her hair down around her shoulders. Shaking with anticipation, Hayley made her way forward, silently praying that she wouldn’t stub her toe on the foot of her dresser and thus spoil the perfect moment. When she reached the table she put her hands on it, spreading her fingers wide. She needed to confess her feelings; needed for her lover to know exactly how she felt. “Cath, I—”

“Shhh, Little Miss,” she said softly, her eyes glowing in the flickering candlelight. “It’s my turn tonight. Time for me to graduate.”

Hayley took another deep breath and slid onto the table, never more acutely aware of her body, of her nakedness, and never more ready for love. She lay belly down, waiting with breathless anticipation to feel those soft hands upon her bare skin.

She gasped when Catherine touched her, hearing a muffled giggle in response. Hayley closed her eyes and let go, sighing as oiled hands massaged her neck and shoulders, crooning softly as those same hands worked her lower back, moaning audibly as Cath kneaded the ripe globes of her ass, and then finally whimpering as her love’s capable fingers groped at her thighs, ever so slightly brushing the lips of her moist slit as she did so.

She had done this before with other girls, quite often during the summer, but it had never been better, and it wasn’t just because of her love for Catherine. Her sweet virgin really was good at massage, wanting to give of herself and to give others pleasure. It was an arrangement Hayley could quickly grow used to.

Soft lips brushed her ear. “Turn over, Hayley.”

Taking a calming breath, Hayley raised herself onto one arm and turned over. She settled herself on her back, her entire body in a state of nervous excitation. She took one last look at the be-robed beauty standing over her and then closed her eyes, more than ready to feel her lover’s hands upon her breasts.

She gasped in surprise when she felt Catherine’s mouth clamp onto her small but sensitive breast, and gasped yet again as she felt her roommate sliding her tongue over the already erect nipple. “Ohh…” she cried hoarsely as her nipple was sucked between Cath’s teeth, which the Valkyrie took as her cue. Without missing a beat, Catherine moved upward and covered Hayley’s mouth with her own, shoving her tongue down her throat, thereby silencing the little lesbian.

Oh, God! Oh, Jesus God! She’s going to make me come right now! Without even touching my cunt!

Catherine’s hand began mercilessly working Hayley’s saliva-lubricated tit, knowing fingers alternately tugging and circling and squeezing the erect nipple, Hayley’s moans all but inaudible due to the tongue that had made itself at home inside her mouth.

Hayley was in seventh heaven, gripping the sides of the leather table tightly with both hands, Catherine’s seduction of her the culmination of a dream. After another minute of this oral onslaught, Catherine pulled away slightly, their lips still brushing one another’s, her hand nevertheless continuing to knead Hayley’s little breast.

“I love you, Hayley,” she said quietly, practically panting, yet with the utmost solemnity.

“Oh, Cath, I—”

Catherine lowered her head again, her hungry mouth stifling Hayley’s words. They kissed for several more minutes, the pair of them whimpering and moaning, the music emanating from the quad adding a further element of romance to their fevered passion. Hayley brought a hand up and began fondling a heavy breast through the fabric of Cath’s robe, reveling in its weight and warmth, her pleasure doubled by the feeling of Catherine’s hand doing the same to her.

Catherine broke the kiss again and looked down at Hayley. “There’s something I want to show you, Hayley.” She straightened up, releasing her hold on Hayley’s breast, then quickly undid the belt of her robe and stripped to the skin. Hayley gazed upon her Aphrodite roommate, slightly puzzled; a naked Catherine was wonderful, but certainly nothing new. Smiling nervously, Cath reached down and took Hayley’s right hand and placed it upon her left breast, and pushed upwards.

“Oh…my God, Cath!” The tattoo was by no means small, perhaps three inches tall, but its placement midway at the fold beneath her large breast made it all but invisible. It was a mermaid. Even by candlelight there was no mistaking the figure’s dark hair and eyes. “Oh, my God,” Hayley said again. “That’s me!”

“I hope you like her. It hurt like hell having her put on.”

Hayley looked with wide eyes upon her diminutive aquatic twin, amazed at Catherine’s audacity and apparent tolerance for pain. She recognized her image in ink, placed indelibly upon Catherine’s sweet skin. It shone with a layer of lotion, which meant that she was following her aftercare instructions diligently.

“She’s you, Hayley. She’s there to remind me not to be a selfish, spoiled princess. I want to be a mermaid. I want us to be inseparable. For always. I love you, Hayley.”

“Oh, Cath—” Hayley started, her breath catching in her throat, but her brainwashed blonde goddess was upon her again, stopping her mutual protestations of love with another fervent kiss, making further words not only unnecessary but entirely impossible.

A twinge of guilt tugged at the little brunette, the knowledge of Catherine’s artificially induced actions and feelings acting like a wet blanket.
What I’ve done is so wrong,
she told herself as their tongues intertwined.
I need to confess, to tell her that I really am a lesbian. That I…
but at that point Cath pulled away from the kiss and shoved an erect nipple into Hayley’s mouth, instantly quelling any feelings of guilt or desire to speak on the part of the thoroughly overheated co-ed.

Catherine’s hands explored Hayley’s body, enthusiastic, eager, and without hesitation. After several minutes of reciprocal tit-sucking, she released the excited nipple and proceeded to kiss her way down her lover’s body, forcing Hayley to relinquish her liplock on the most perfect pacifier she had ever known. The blonde beauty continued inexorably southward, past Hayley’s bellybutton, each subsequent millimeter of the journey causing Hayley’s heartbeat to increase, her lungs practically on the verge of hyperventilating.

…ohGodohGodohGod…

Though Cath moved with agonizing slowness, she all too soon arrived at her destination. Panting, Hayley raised her head up so that she could see Catherine’s face, suddenly fearful that she might rebel against her programming, might realize that she was acting contrary to a lifetime of sensory input, possibly her very nature.

Her knees splayed out, her thighs trembling with anticipation, she watched as Cath lightly nuzzled her trimmed bush, hot breath blowing over her thoroughly excited clit. This was it, the ultimate test: either Cath would suck pussy, or she wouldn’t.

“Oh, God!” Hayley cried as she felt her clit sucked in between Catherine’s soft lips, her legs reflexively spasming in response.

“Mmmm…” Cath hummed, the vibration from her lips sending shockwaves throughout the little lesbian’s body, causing Hayley to jerk like a puppet on a string. Cath’s full lips released the little bud after a few deliriously wonderful moments, and then began encircling the erect nubbin with her talented tongue. Hayley moaned and whimpered, her flat belly convulsing as her now fully committed lesbian lover began lapping at her quivering cunt, driving her well past the greatest sexual excitement she’d ever known.

…ohGodohGodohGod…

Any feelings of guilt or shame Hayley had left were gone, her long-since weakened morals blasted away by Catherine’s apparent desire and skillful cuntlicking—and the blonde beauty had only just begun.

Hayley cried out as she felt something slip past her thoroughly lubricated labia and enter her tight little cunny. Confused, she looked down with wide eyes to discover that Catherine had brought a little something extra to the party. A
big
something extra, actually.

For a moment she thought that the giant fake penis sliding into her was the double-headed one that she kept in her closet, that Cath had somehow found it and was using it on her. But this one was purple, and not her still unused green one. She watched in dumbfounded fascination as Cath passionately licked the bulbous head sticking out from her fist, while at the same time sliding more of the fat shaft into her pussy with each stroke.
JesusfuckingChrist,
thought Hayley,
her mind racing.
She’s giving me a blowjob!

The little brunette panted and jerked while her lesbian lover blew her, sucking the fake cock with the same gusto that she had once sucked real ones, taking the purple beast further down her throat while simultaneously sliding the other end deeper into Hayley’s tight little poon.

…ohGodohGodohGod…

It was a masterful performance, made all the more effective by Catherine’s skill and dexterity. Hayley watched in awe as Cath deep throated the monster cock, amazed at her porn star ability. Catherine, amused at her lover’s expression, winked at her, and then began brushing her clitoris with the fingers holding the shaft of the dildo, driving the sexually overwhelmed girl into a state of utter euphoria.

The simulated blowjob continued for an unknowable count of minutes, Catherine’s cocksucking technique being slow and languorous, and Hayley having long since lost track of the time. But though this was Cath’s first stab at lesbian sex, she certainly knew her way around a vagina, her knowledge and enthusiasm ultimately forcing Hayley to put her fist against her mouth so that she might muffle her screams.

…ohGodohGodohGod…“OH, GOD!”

Hayley came hard, her little body jerking and trembling, every nerve ending on fire as Catherine expertly plied her newfound craft. In a state of sexual limbo, an unnatural quiet surrounding her, Hayley watched as her Valkyrie lover let the fake dick slide out of her mouth, a line of spit forming and breaking as she did so. The blonde beauty straightened up and wiped her lips off with the back of her hand, a gesture Hayley knew well, having done it a few times herself, given greater significance now that Cath had bridged the gap between cocksucker and cuntlicker.

Smiling serenely, Catherine joined her lover on the table, a tight fit. They lay next to one another, Cath’s warm breasts lying upon the smaller girl’s chest, one hand still holding onto the purple dildo emanating from her lover’s body. She turned Hayley’s head toward her and kissed her softly upon the lips, the little brunette still delirious with pleasure.

“It’s great being a lesbian, Hayley,” she said, her voice low and sensual. “I can suck you off, with no slimy semen to swallow afterwards. I’d say that’s a win-win. Wouldn’t you?”

Hayley couldn’t speak. She just lay there in a state of sexual aphasia, panting, her little body heaving, her mind still trying to come to grips with the best sex of her life. “My God…” she said finally, bringing a hand up to stroke the heavy boobs that were acting as a blanket, “…that was…that was—”

“That was just the beginning, my love.”

__________________________

 


They fucked for hours: furiously wriggling ‘69’s, another bout of pseudo-cocksucking—this time with Hayley handling the purple monster—and finally a bit of scissoring, the plastic prick buried inside both of them, each of them feverishly gripping the other’s calves, fucking each other insensible.

Orgasm after orgasm after orgasm, they made the most perfect love imaginable, until finally exhaustion set in. The two of them lay in Catherine’s bed, naked in each other’s arms. Hayley’s head rested on her dream girl’s shoulder, her hand cupping a heavy breast, absently thumbing the erect nipple. She could hear Cath’s heart thumping lazily in her chest, a sound that she would be only too happy to let lull her to sleep every night.

All was perfect now. All was quiet. She raised herself up onto one elbow so that she could look upon the beautiful blonde lesbian who had once loved cock, but who now loved her. Catherine didn’t stir, the endorphins released by her multiple orgasms doing a better job of putting her to sleep than pills ever could. Hayley gently kissed her sleeping lover on the cheek and then pulled back, a soft smile on her lips, and whispered the three little words that she had so longed to say:

“I did it.”

 

  



Chapter 7

Leaving Catherine

 


Morning sun streamed through the window, bathing Hayley’s nude body in shining light. “Mmm….” she groaned, her eyes closed, her small chest rising and falling, her mind and body in a state of perfect contentment.
I really should get up,
she thought, bringing an alabaster thigh slowly upward, but then thought better of it. Right now was the golden time, the quiet before people rise and begin the hustle and bustle of their day, the time where all things are possible.

But all things were possible; she’d proven that. In a matter of weeks, she’d taken a perfectly happy heterosexual female and successfully converted her into a well-adjusted and enthusiastic lesbian, with little more than a few sleeping pills, perfume, and subliminal messages. The door was wide open, and this (well, what was this? a technology, technique, therapy?) had applications well beyond the uses to which she’d put it. The field of psychiatry alone would be completely transformed by her method, if she were to make it public. If a person had a fear of heights, it could be easily cured. Addiction to drink, or drugs, or sex? Perfectly manageable. The Moore technique could eliminate a great many of the world’s ills.

There was a downside, though, as she well knew. In the wrong hands, the technique that could be used to help calm a fear of public speaking could just as easily enable someone to reprogram a person’s religious beliefs, or their political views, or even feelings of racial superiority. Yes, thousands of psychiatrists could use her approach to cure gambling and sex addictions, while at the same time millions of unscrupulous males might implant in their wives a desire to have larger breasts, or instill a fetish for wearing French maid outfits.

A brief twinge of guilt hit her at that moment, but given the events of the previous evening she couldn’t bring herself to feel too terribly bad about it.
I’m sorry for the things I’ve done, Cath, but I’m not sorry for the way things have turned out.

But now was not the time to think about guilt. Now was the time for love, for closeness and intimacy, and perhaps a quick snatch-sucking before breakfast. She reached out to take Catherine’s hand.

It wasn’t there.

“Cath?”

Hayley opened her eyes and looked over to where Catherine should be, lying next to her on the bed. She was gone.

“Cath?” she called again. Hayley raised herself on one elbow, a rising sense of panic coming over her.

She’s left me!
She was up on her knees on the rumpled sheets in a trice, her respirations accelerating, her eyes on the side of the bed where her love had slept,
where she should be right now!

Hayley brought a hand up to her mouth, her heart pounding in her chest. “Cath…?” she said, looking about the room, a plaintive whisper.

But everything was as it had been the night before. The banker’s lamp was still on the nightstand, Catherine’s makeup and sundries still on her dresser, the mermaid on the wall still hanging there in her wooden frame. Hardly the room of an abandoned lover.

She’s probably taking a shower, Hayley-girl. Are you going to be this way whenever she’s out of your sight? Not exactly the best way to begin a relationship, is it?

“Fuck you,” she muttered to the empty room. Okay, so maybe she was a little on edge. Who wouldn’t be? Yes, they had passed a night of wondrous, bed-shaking love, but what was going to happen today? What were people going to think? People were no doubt talking about their rather dramatic exit from the party last night. And Cath was out there right now. What was she telling people? She was hardly the type to hide in the closet, which would force Hayley out of it.

And how would Cath comport herself as a lesbian? Would she be gay and proud, marching front and center in the next parade, develop a fondness for flannel shirts, perhaps even join the local chapter of Angelina Jolie’s fan club?

Well, one thing was certain, it would no longer be proper for them to live on campus together. Perhaps they could get an apartment. Swinging the rent would be no problem for Catherine; her parents had offered to set her up. But then again, would they be happy to shell out for a love nest for their newly lesbian daughter and her muff-diving partner? Hayley didn’t think so.

She sat on the edge of the bed, contemplating their respective futures.
I’ll get a job. We can both get jobs. It’ll be rough, working and making grades, but if straight couples can do it, so can we.
She smiled, imagining the two of them having dinner over a chipped and battered Formica table in a tiny kitchen, poor college marrieds, replete with happiness. Her smile broadened.

Sighing contentedly, Hayley stood up and made her way to the closet, where she retrieved her robe and slipped it on. Her eyes fell upon the map tube, thinking of the still unused dildo within. She giggled, remembering the sexual acrobatics of the night before, using Cath’s double-headed one, which she had confessed purchasing directly after getting her tattoo. Hayley dropped a hand onto the map tube, suppressing yet another giggle, imagining the two of them, pronging one another in both holes; a little quadruple penetration. “Maybe on our honeymoon,”
she said, snorting lightly.

She remembered having thrown her clothes in a heap on the floor the night before, and went to get them, having to edge around the massage table as she did so. Hayley automatically dropped her hand onto the leather, stroking it, remembering the love they had made on it.

“Oh, Cath,” she whispered, shaking her head in quiet wonder, “this couldn’t have turned out more perfect.” She smiled again, her dark eyes falling upon the headrest, remembering the shocked expression on her lover’s face as she came hard, her euphoria made possible by the kind of pussy licking that only another girl can give. That was when she noticed the empty space on Cath’s desk beyond.

Her laptop was gone.

It was Saturday.
There was no need for her laptop to be anywhere other than where it wasn’t right now, so where…?

“No!”

Hayley spun around and opened Catherine’s closet door. The space within was empty. “No,” she repeated, her voice weaker this time, shaking. She edged around the table and began opening the drawers of Cath’s dresser, kneeling on the hardwood floor so that she could check them all: they were empty. Not quite empty—everything pink had been left behind.

“No, Cath…” she said croakily, rolling backwards to a sitting position on the floor, bumping her head on a leg of the massage table as she came to a stop. “Why…? What did I…what did I do wrong?”

It was then that she noticed the slip of lavender-colored paper on the floor, within arm’s reach, which she presumed must have been knocked off of Catherine’s pillow while she slept. Holding her breath, she picked it up.

 


I’m so sorry, Hayley.

 


“No, Cath…” Hayley said again, her lips trembling.

 


I won’t ask you to forgive me, because what I’ve done is unforgivable. You’re not a lesbian, Hayley. The things you did with me, that I did to you…you were drugged. That last glass of wine I gave you had some of the powder from the sleeping pills you helped me to quit taking.

 


Hayley looked up from the note, confused, her tears sparkling in the sunlight streaming through the window. “But…I didn’t…”

 


I know it was wrong, drugging you, but I just couldn’t… I’m sorry, Hayley, it’s just that I’ve wanted you for a while now. I didn’t used to be this way, a lesbian, I mean, but you’re just so cute and sexy, and you’re strong. I wanted you so much Thursday night, after you gave me that breast orgasm. You have no idea how close I was to throwing caution to the winds and climbing into your bed that night. But you’re straight, Hayley. I knew that from the moment I met you, and have had it confirmed many times since (I don’t know if you’re aware, but you do have something of a reputation).

So I drugged you. Please don’t feel embarrassed or ashamed. Everything you did was my doing.

I guess I’m still writing because I hope you’ll wake up and tell me everything’s all right, that you don’t hate me. But that’s just wishful thinking. You’ll hate me, and you’d be right to do so. I’m a horrible person for doing what I did, for raping you. You can give this letter to the police. I don’t care. But those are just hollow words. I know you won’t, because then everyone would know what happened to you, and that would make you even more of a victim, which makes me that much worse a person because I know that about you.

I’m moving to San Francisco, partly because it’s far away from the Midwest, which I think you deserve for your own peace of mind, and also because that’s where the lesbians live, isn’t it?

Please don’t judge all gay people by me. I was wrong, and I’m sorry. You’re a good person, Hayley. Certainly much better than a rapist like me deserves. Move to Paris. Give this letter to my father. He’ll help you. He’ll want to make things right if he can.

I’m sorry, Hayley. You were wonderful to me, and I repaid the gift of your friendship and trust by drugging and raping you. And now I have this mermaid on my tit. She was supposed to remind me to be strong, to be like you, but instead she’ll be a reminder of what I’ve done, and maybe that’s better.

I’m rambling, still hoping you’ll wake up, still living in my fantasy world.

I’m sorry, Hayley. I know I said I wouldn’t, but I hope you can forgive me.

 


Hayley pressed the letter to her chest, tears raining down onto the lavender paper. “No, Cath…” she began, shaking her head, her words practically unintelligible for her gasping. “…oh, please, no….”

She raised herself up, shakily, collapsing onto her bed as she tried to walk, grief and tears wracking her petite frame.
“Please, Cath, no….” She sobbed into her pillow, replaying the events of the last few weeks, reliving their relationship, seeing herself anew in light of Catherine’s confession. For all that Catherine purported to be weak, she at least had had the guts to admit what she’d done,
and she hadn’t even done it!

“No!” Hayley cried. “I’m not letting you go, Cath! Not like this!” She retrieved her cell phone from the nightstand.

“We’re sorry. The subscriber has suspended—”

“Fuck!” Hayley slammed the phone down on the bed. She was at her laptop seconds later. Cath’s car was at her parents’ house, which meant that she was either going to fly to Chicago and then drive to California, or perhaps just fly directly to San Francisco. “Either way she has to cab it to the airport.”
She muttered under her breath, impatiently pounding her fists against her thighs as her web browser pulled up the page for Willard Airport with agonizing slowness. “…fly to O’Hare at….” she looked at the upper corner of her screen—God, it was late! She pulled up the departing flights from Chicago/O’Hare, cursing Champagne U’s less than blazing wifi. “Two-thirty,” she said, licking her lips, her breathing rapid. She got up from her desk and was at her closet in half a heartbeat, hastily throwing on a pair of jeans and a hoodie. “…make it to O’Hare by….” She grabbed her purse from her dresser, praying that she had enough on her debit card to cover gas. She raced to the door and threw it open.

Catherine stood in the doorway, her suitcase held before her, her hands nervously clutching the pink handle. “I couldn’t do it.”

Hayley burst into tears.

Catherine looked stricken, half like she wanted to comfort the crying girl, half as though she wished she could disappear. “Oh, Jesus, I’m so sorry, Hayley. I should have just gone.” Her normally sexy contralto voice was shaking in anxiety. “If you want to call campus security, I’ll con—”

Hayley’s arms were around the taller girl in a flash, pulling her into the room, the pair of them stumbling over Catherine’s suitcase which had slipped from her grasp, oblivious to the stares of the other girls in the hallway. There were so many things Hayley wanted to tell her, so much she needed to confess. She got barely a half a sentence out before words failed her, so she communicated her feelings silently, with much kissing, heavy breathing, and only a modicum of groping.

“What do you mean, you didn’t drink the wine?” said Cath once they’d come up for air, the two of them sitting on Hayley’s bed. In actuality, it was only Catherine who was sitting on the bed; Hayley was sitting on Catherine.

“No, I didn’t. I was stone-cold sober, Cath. Last night was everything I ever wanted.
You
are everything I ever wanted.”

Catherine looked happy but hesitant. “But Hayley, you’re…well, I’ve heard tales….”

It was time to tell the truth. “I’ve got a confession to make, Cath. I’m…I’m not really, exactly…”

Catherine’s smile faltered. “What are you saying, Hayley?”

“What I mean to say is…I’m actually….”

Cath smiled and took Hayley’s hand and brought it up to her breast, placing it upon her less than day-old tattoo. “You’re a mermaid, remember?” she said, her voice soft. “Be brave.”

Biting her lower lip, Hayley took a deep breath. “It’s just…you’re so beautiful, Cath…I—”

“You two really should get a room, you know that?” It was Mara, standing at the entrance to their living space, her roommate Kim at her side, the pair of them smiling, their expressions wryly curious. “I found this wedged in the door,” she said, holding up Catherine’s pink suitcase. “You know, you guys really should be more careful about your privacy if you’re going to engage in hot, girl-on-girl action.”

Catherine laughed, and Hayley followed suit, the two lesbians giggling like schoolgirls, which was only fitting. But then the blonde beauty fixed her petite lover with a serious look, not to be deterred, even by the presence of onlookers it seemed. “You were saying, Little Miss?”

Hayley looked sideways at the two girls, who were paying rapt attention to the lovers’ little scene. She leaned in and whispered in Catherine’s ear. “I guess living with you has turned me lez.” She paused, pensive. “Can you live with that?”

The beautiful blonde lesbian fixed Hayley with a serious expression. “’Til death do us part.” She pulled the little brunette forward and sealed her pronouncement with a kiss.

Applause erupted from the two girls watching the tender scene, joyful tears sliding down their cheeks. Hayley pulled away, crying as well, her smile bright, though not without a certain rueful quality. Yes, she had lied, a little white lie—but what relationship didn’t have a few of those?

“We’ll have to move, Hayley,” Cath said seriously. “You know that, don’t you? We can’t stay here, not if we’re going to….” she squeezed the hand still holding her fulsome boob.

“But Cath…I’m on a scholarship. I can’t afford to make rent!”

“We can,” Mara piped up. The two girls on the bed turned to look at the copper-haired cheerleader, their expressions mirror images of bemusement. “Well, you gotta admit, this place’ll be awful damn dull without you dykes around.”

Catherine laughed, her eyes sparkling. “You wouldn’t mind living with a pair of—”

“My sister’s gay, Cath. It’s nothing new to me. And Kimmie here would like nothing better than to be the filling in a hot chick sandwich.”

“Eat me, bitch,” Kim replied, slapping her roommate’s shapely fundament hard enough to make the redhead’s full bosom jounce noticeably.

“But what about my share of the rent?” Hayley said, releasing her hold on Catherine’s breast and putting her hands on her hips. “I’m not going to be some pitiful charity case.”

“Well,” drawled Mara, leaning against the massage table, lightly stroking the leather surface, “if what Cath told us last night is true, you give one hell of a good massage, Hayley.”

Hayley turned to Catherine, her face screwed up in consternation.

“It slipped out,” the golden-haired lesbian replied sheepishly. “But that isn’t the half of it,” she continued, turning to the two cheerleaders. “Hayley knows how to make a girl feel
good,
in just about every way possible. Isn’t that right, Little Miss?”

“Cath—” began Hayley, but was unable to complete her sentence, having been tossed onto the bed by the larger girl, who had gotten up and was now talking in earnest to the prospective roommates.

“…shampoos, body washes, incense, even lip gloss! And she can make these subliminal .mp3’s that will help you to…” She went on at length, explaining the benefits of having Hayley living with them, not just as a roommate, but as masseuse, beautician, and psychotherapist. The more Catherine spoke, the more the two cheerleaders nodded, their expressions intent, the more Hayley’s future living arrangements seemed a
fait accompli.

“What do you say, girlfriend?” Catherine said finally, standing between the busty redhead and the leggy strawberry-blonde, her arms around their waists. “Wouldn’t you just love to give these two skanks a makeover?”

Hayley lay on the bed, looking over her small bosom at the trio, and for a moment, just a brief moment, she imagined the two girls flanking her lesbian love wearing French maid outfits, surgically enhanced breasts practically spilling out of their black satin bustiers. She shook her head, clearing the image from her brain, for the nonce at least. “It would be my pleasure, Cath.”

“Yay!” the blonde beauty cried, pulling the two cheerleaders closer. “Hey, am I the only one around here who’s starving? Let’s go down to brunch, and we can settle the living arrangements.” Her arms still around the two girls, she turned them about and marched them toward the door. “Come on, girlfriend,” she called over her shoulder. “I want to buy my sweetie a mocha.” They continued around the corner and down the short hallway. “So anyway, I figure I’ll cover Hayley’s portion of the rent, since we’ll be sharing…”

Hayley got up from the bed and took a quick look in the mirror. She grabbed a tissue from her dresser and wiped away the remnants of her tears, for even happy tears made a girl’s face blotchy. She quickly appraised her reflection, a frown stealing across her face as she did so.

I’m sorry I lied to you, Cath. I’m sorry that I took away your sexual identity, but I swear I’ll make it up to you. I’ll give you everything you’ve ever wanted, and more.

An impish smile stole across her reflection as her mind flashed again on the image of the two cheerleaders dressed as French maids, their cartoonishly large breasts wobbling as they tottered about a future Paris townhouse, feather dusters in hand. She pursed her lips at the image.
Why not?
she thought. Every girl deserved to have her own maid, or even two.

Satisfied with her appearance, Hayley exited the room to find Catherine the center of attention in the wide hallway. She joined the group, ready to leave the closet behind, having little choice in the matter.

“So what do you think about gay marriage, Cath?”

“When did you realize you were a lesbian?”

“Great, now my boyfriend’s gonna want me to arrange a three-way…”

The questions weren’t really all that intrusive, Hayley decided. In fact, she found the support of her fellow students to be quite comforting.

“What’s up with you, Jen?” This last was asked by Mara, for the horse-faced girl had come out of her room, still dressed in her bathrobe, and was leaning against the door, shaking her head blearily.

“God, I’m so whacked,” she mumbled, dazedly sputtering air through her lips. “I think there was something in that wine you gave me, Mara.”

Hayley and Catherine looked at each other, their lips frozen in conspiratorial smiles as they fought to keep from laughing. Holding hands, they turned and made their way to the stairwell. Turning the corner, Hayley caught a final glimpse of Jen-Jen leaning against her door, her hands in the pockets of her robe, another brief image coming to mind: hoof-shaped high heels, a leather bit and bridle, perhaps even a tail. Yes, definitely a tail.

Why not?
thought Hayley. After all, every girl deserved a pony, too.

 


 


The End
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