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      “How the hell is it this hot in March?”

       Emily peered out of the window, noticing the waves of heat bounce off of the road just outside of her and her friend’s dingy University apartment.

       The blonde-haired college student wanted nothing more than to strip right then and there in front of the window down to only her sports bra and panties, while the beat-up air conditioner blasted cold air on her smooth skin.

        “I mean, it’s got to be triple digits,” she continued, brushing a hand through her shoulder-length blonde hair and feeling the light sweat against her scalp.

       She knew that if the temperature rose any more, she’d be one step away from naked and down to her tank top and panties; something she wasn’t quite ready to do in front of her roommate.

       “Just wait until the summer,” Michelle laughed from behind her.

       The dark-haired girl was sprawled out across the sofa - herself only in red boy shorts and a white crop top.

       Emily tried not to look back too often, knowing she’d let her eyes hang on the tanned girl’s smooth toned thighs that left Emily wondering where they led.

       Michelle laughed once again, her feet adjusting against the sofa as she watched a flickering Spanish-language soap opera.

       “You can’t even understand this crap,” Emily scowled, but couldn’t help but laugh herself.

       Michelle chuckled and threw her head back.

       “I get a little of it. And that doesn’t mean it’s not funny,” she argued.

       Michelle sat up and grabbed the remote, muting the television as she eyed Emily, who was still fixated on the blistering sunshine outside.

       “This is what you signed up for when you moved out to the desert to go to school,” Michelle laughed. “You just gotta strip already; quit being so damn prude,” Michelle budged.

       Emily wasn’t amused. If there was one thing the lean blonde couldn’t do in front of her roommate, it was anything the least bit sexual. It was bad enough that Emily had come to college that January a total virgin, and even worse that she was struggling with the fact that she may not be as straight as she’d thought.

        There was little resistance to her denial until she met Michelle on moving day. The twenty year-old was cruelly attractive, sporting pillow lips, deep and perfectly styled cinder-colored hair and hazel eyes that seemed to read everything the blonde had been hiding, and that wasn’t even counting anything below the neck.

       They introduced themselves cordially enough, but Emily quickly discovered that Michelle was hardly shy, constantly making physical gestures toward her like playfully touching or even attempting to wrestle with her, all while sporting the cockiest grin Emily had ever seen; girls like Michelle didn’t exist so naturally where she was from.

       “I’m not going to strip,” Emily replied.

       The dark-haired girl stepped in front of Emily and peered out of the old dusty blinds herself, seeming to focus on a cactus back by the brown mountains.

       Emily couldn’t help but quickly steal a glance down at Michelle’s ass, perky and round, and covered only in the thinnest boy shorts ever.

       What is your problem, she thought to herself, before jotting her eyes back up to the back of Michelle’s head.

       “I mean, we could do something,” Michelle said, turning her glance half back to the blonde.

       “I’ll do anything,” Emily quickly answered.

       “Oh really?” Michelle said, grinning as she turned to face the blonde.

       If there was one thing Emily knew she shouldn’t do with her roommate, it was leave herself vulnerable like this. Michelle loved a good prank, or even a naughty joke, and Emily was practically rolling out a red carpet for her.

       “Well I mean,” Emily started to clarify.

       “Eat a pussy?” Michelle said, her lips curling before she busted out in laughter.

       “Of course; your suggestion for everything,” Emily said.

       “I’m waiting,” Michelle said. Her expression suddenly turned serious, as her hazel eyes looked up and down the blonde’s skinny frame.

       Emily laughed, but deep down inside herself she knew that she slightly wanted to take her friend up on the offer, even if to see what she’d say.

       That would change Michelle’s attitude, she thought to herself.

       Michelle suddenly shoved Emily once more and laughed, shaking her head and returning back to the sofa.

       “Whatever dude,” Emily dismissed, opting for her usual response.

       Emily turned back, her eyes locking with Michelle’s as the tanned student settled on the sofa cushion. Emily knew there was something Michelle wanted to say, or maybe something serious at the core of her incessant sexual suggestions.

       But she knew that if she wanted to keep things between her and her roommate less awkward, she would stick to her usual gestures.

       “I’ll text Lyla,” Michelle suddenly said.

       This suggestion seemed to make Emily more nervous than the humorous prospect of going down on her roommate.

       As Emily and Michelle became a bit more settled only days after they moved in on that cold and grey January weekend, Emily knew she was forming a decent friendship. But the first time Michelle invited one of her friends over to meet Emily and hang out with them, the lean blonde knew that Lyla would always be someone she dreaded.

       There was nothing off-putting about Lyla, and this was one of Emily’s biggest problems with her. The sandy-haired nineteen year-old was just as attractive as Michelle, but perhaps even more sexual.

       “Lyla?” Emily asked, trying to sound enthused. She figured that Michelle had picked up on her disdain for Lyla, but she constantly tried to play dumb.

       “Yes Lyla; why not?” Michelle challenged, holding her cell phone in her palm but watching Emily unfazed and waiting for a good reason not to text her friend.

       “What? No, it’s totally cool,” Emily said, shrugging. She couldn’t even begin to fake her enthusiasm, though.

       “You know, ever since you met Lyla you’ve always been weird around her,” Michelle noted.

       Emily’s heart started to pound just a little harder and the blonde noticed a tad more sweat on her forehead as she faked a dismissing shrug.

       “What? I don’t mind Lyla at all,” Emily faked.

        “No, no there’s definitely something,” Michelle said, squinting toward the blonde as if to read it on her expression.

       “It’s because she’s a lesbian, isn’t it?” Michelle finally asked.

       “Um, what?” Emily said, her jaw nearly dropping at the revelation.

       “Don’t act like you didn’t know,” Michelle laughed, shaking her head and beginning to text Lyla.

       “You never even told me that!” Emily said, feeling not only surprised not, but a bit insulted that her roommate kept such a thing from her.

       “Well I mean, she’s ‘bisexual,’” Michelle said, laughing as she formed air quotations.

       “But you know,” she added with a chuckle.

       “Bisexual?” Emily asked.

       “Yeah you know, she likes dick and pussy,” Michelle smirked, even biting her lip as her eyes widened. Again, Emily swore she could sense something behind those hazel eyes that was excited by the idea.

       Ever since day one she’d suspected that Michelle was hiding something deep down. Emily wondered if behind every little tease, every little physical shove or every lip bite of Michelle’s, there was something sincere. She wondered if the dark-haired desert girl had been trying to feel out just how confused Emily had been about her sexuality.

       “I know what a bisexual is,” Emily clarified. “Still though; you never told me that,” she quipped.

       “Girl, so what? I thought she’d have told you or something. What difference does it make?” Michelle asked.

       “What? I mean, it doesn’t. I mean, it doesn’t matter to me at all,” Emily said, feeling herself grow even more heated and looking up at the creaking and pathetic ceiling fan that spun lazily. What she’d have given in that moment for a fan the size of a jet engine.

       “I’m just kind of surprised is all,” Emily said, rubbing the back of her neck as her eyes wandered around. Suddenly, as they sought out something to focus on, Emily couldn’t help but notice Michelle’s nipples puckering through her top despite the heat.

       For one seemingly eternal awkward moment, her eyes locked with Michelle’s, who looked down at her chest and then back up to Emily, before shifting her body and laughing nervously.

       “Right, anyway,” Michelle said abruptly as Emily turned back toward the window.

       As she turned and peered back out toward the brown desert mountains in the distant horizon, she couldn’t help but wonder if Michelle was eyeing her ass. The thought flared her body into a slight lust, before she reprimanded herself.

       This heat is making me crazy, she thought.

       I’ve got to get cooler or I’m going to keep thinking these ridiculous things.

       But she knew that they weren’t ridiculous, and they were no product of the heat. Emily had harbored some seriously dirty thoughts about Michelle from day one. And this had been her main gripe with Lyla; the overly-sexual prankster seemed to always be investigating the sexual lives of Michelle and Emily, as if she were a smutty Sherlock Holmes.

       “So you and Michelle still don’t have boyfriends?” Lyla had asked once as the three of them sat on the sofa drinking.

       “Michelle, what’s this girl doing to you? You always had guys on the brain before she moved in,” Lyla had said with a grin, shoving Michelle.

       “Dude cut it out,” Michelle had dismissed, but Lyla had only laughed.

       “I mean, Emily’s quite the looker so I completely understand,” Lyla continued, letting her eyes hang on Emily’s.

       At the time, Emily figured that Lyla had been teasing like any overtly straight girl would do; faking gayness to get a cheap laugh from her friends. But as Emily recalled this moment in her mind after news of Lyla’s bisexuality, she had to reassess everything.

       Lyla was attractive, though her longer and styled sandy hair, blue eyes and softer jaw didn’t quite register as her ‘type’ in the way that Michelle so strongly had. Emily took her finger from the blinds and turned back to Michelle.

       The blonde started to wonder why Michelle hadn’t had a boyfriend the entire time she’d known her.

       There was nothing inherently suggestive of being single for a long time, but a girl with Michelle’s looks seemed like she’d have to make a concerted effort to remain single.

       “So?” Emily said, her lips pursed.

       Michelle turned up and smiled.

       “She’s bringing a margarita mix,” Michelle said.

       “Margaritas are probably the last thing we need in this heat,” Emily laughed.

       “It’ll help us forget about it at least,” Michelle started, shifting herself along the sofa.

       “Plus, you kind of seem like you could use one,” she added with a touch of insinuation.

       “What’s that supposed to mean?” Emily asked, her brow furrowed.

       “You won’t just relax and embrace the desert heat,” Michelle joked, out-stretching her arms as Emily noticed once her breasts once again.

       “Strip down to your panties, girl. You won’t regret it,” Michelle grinned.

       “Oh yeah?” Emily smiled for a moment, beginning to revel in the challenge.

       In the heat, her reservations quickly started to fade away, and the chance to disprove her roommate never sounded like a bad idea.

       “I can relax,” Emily said, grinning as she bent forward and unzipped her jeans.

       She smiled, watching Michelle’s face turn to surprise as the blonde quickly grabbed at the denim over her thighs and pulled her pants down. About halfway down though, she realized she’d made a huge mistake.

       The rush of seemingly stripping for Michelle had made Emily’s panties wet.

       “What’s the matter? You chicken after all?” Michelle said, making a clucking noise.

       “No,” Emily defied.

       “Then do it; yank them off already,” Michelle said, jumping from the sofa and starting toward the blonde.

       “Just a second,” Emily said with fear in her throat as she saw Michelle launching toward her.

       “You’re so close already; why not just…” Michelle said as she grabbed Emily’s jeans and tugged them down further.

       “Wait!” Emily cried as she tried to back up. Her legs were locked together with the jeans around her thighs though, and she couldn’t get far as her dark-haired roommate grabbed at her.

       Emily’s hands were set over her crotch, hoping at least to hide her arousal from Michelle’s clawing fingers.

       “Girl, stop,” Emily laughed as Michelle’s fingers tickled her legs while grabbing for the jeans.

       Emily wanted nothing more than for her panties to be dry, but the idea of Michelle’s smooth fingers coming this close to her pussy, only made her wetter. And as the blonde looked down to see the dark-haired college girl on her knees before her, she found even more to get heated over.

       “Come on! What’s the big deal?” Michelle laughed, finally grabbing the jeans and yanking them down.

       “See?” Michelle said as she dragged the jeans down to Emily’s knees and scooted back to admire her work.

       Emily’s hands remained glued to her crotch, covering the wet stain beneath them as she looked down and noticed something shocking between her roommate’s legs.

       “What’s wrong now?” Michelle asked, stumped.

       Emily’s eyes darted down from Michelle’s face and glued on wet stain in her dark-haired roommate’s panties.

        “Shit,” Michelle laughed nervously as she shifted to cover herself.

       Emily noted how casual Michelle was about hiding herself though; she seemed barely concerned with the fact that Emily had seen her arousal and instead simply surprised that it had happened, as if she’d done something as innocent as dropped a pen.

       “Like what you see?” Michelle asked, looking up to Emily.

       “What?” Emily asked, her heart speeding now, as her breath grew shorter.

       “Girl, you’re crazy,” Emily added, shaking her head and dismissing Michelle’s joke.

       “Maybe you need another look?” Michelle laughed before pulling her hand from her panties. Emily looked down to see the way the stain clung to Michelle’s pussy lips, defining them through the fabric.

       Emily could only swallow hard and after a moment peel her eyes from the welcome sighting.

       “Girl, what’s wrong with you?” Emily finally said, laughing nervously and shaking her head once again.

       “You know you like it,” Michelle insisted.

       Emily wanted badly to look back down, but she knew she couldn’t. The blonde had everything to lose by doing so. Michelle was simply being her usual over-sexed self, though this was certainly a new level for even the cocky dark-haired student.

       But for Emily to admit that she was interested in what she saw would be disastrous.  As far as Emily knew, she was the only one in that room who didn’t know if she was straight or not.

       “Cut it out, girl. You know I don’t want to see that,” Emily dismissed.

       The blonde suddenly forgot about her own wet panties as she jokingly blocked out the sight with her arm over her eyes.

       Only when she noticed Michelle’s laughter die down, did she remove her arm to see the dark-haired girl looking straight at her panties.

       The tanned student moved in closer and suddenly ran her fingers up each of Emily’s thighs.

       “Hey… what are you?” Emily started, looking down.

       “This is stupid,” Michelle laughed, shaking her head.  “We’re both horny and we’ve got nothing else to do,” Michelle suggested with her lips curled into a cocky grin as her hazel eyes darted back up to Emily’s.

       “Wait; what?” Emily asked, her eyes wide with surprise.  “What the hell are you talking about?”

       Michelle rose and looked Emily in her eyes, before leaning over toward her ear.

       “Tell me you don’t want this right now, and I’ll stop,” Michelle growled before pulling back and smiling as she eyed Emily.

       “Are you… a lesbian?” Emily asked.

       “I don’t know about that; but I do know that I’m down to have a long, sweaty afternoon with my hot roommate in a more interesting way than watching Mexican soap operas,” Michelle confessed.

       The sultry words sizzled on Michelle’s smooth pink lips and awoke every cell inside Emily’s hungry skin. If there was one thing she’d wanted to do during that heat wave, it was get dirty with the dark-haired girl she shared her apartment with; such an idea was the stuff of fantasy. But to actually be hearing Michelle suggest this? It was almost too much for the blonde to handle.

       And yet, what if it was some elaborate joke, Emily wondered.

       Those panties are too wet for this to be a joke, she considered, eyeing the contour of Michelle’s pussy lips through her panties.

       “Girl, this is so crazy,” Emily smiled.

      “I thought you knew,” she continued, shaking her head.

       “There you go again, assuming I know things that I have no way of knowing,” Emily argued.

       “I figured sooner or later we’d end up like this,” Michelle confessed. “I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

       The revelation shook Emily, who firstly wanted to shake her head and argue the fact. But instead, the blonde could only laugh. Busted.

       “So what, you just assumed I was a lesbian because of how I act or something?” Emily asked, contentiously.

       “No, I assumed you were a lesbian when I saw your eyes practically glued to my tits and your panties getting wet,” Michelle laughed.

       “I’m not a lesbian. At least, I don’t think I am,” Emily admitted, her eyes shifting back and forth as she seemed to go over the idea in her mind.

       “No one is saying you’re gay or not. So you’re a little wet because you saw my body; so what? Maybe you swing both ways like I do,” Michelle explained, her lips curling into another cocky grin.

       “How long were you going to let me dangle?” Emily asked.

       “I don’t know. I thought I’d let Lyla get it out of you one of these drunken nights before I made a move,” Michelle explained.

       “Lyla…” Emily remembered.

       “Wait a second. You said she’s bi; is this how you know? Have you and her…” Emily asked.

       Michelle only curled her lips further before laughing and shrugging, as if she’d been caught red-handed, but couldn’t care less.

       Emily shook her head for a moment and laughed before Michelle’s expression grew more serious and she pressed her hot body against Emily’s as the blonde’s back hit the wall behind her.

       “Now, are you going to ask questions all day or did you want to do something about these hormones?” Michelle whispered.

       The words sent a shockwave of lust up and down Emily’s body. She was a total virgin with women and men, but Michelle seemed far from a virgin. Emily didn’t know what she was supposed to do, but as she nodded, she had a good idea that Michelle would lead.

       And without hesitation, the dark-haired girl pressed her warm pink lips against Emily’s. The soft texture of her lips sent a thrill of arousal up and down Emily’s body, and she knew instantly that she wanted Michelle.

      Michelle’s hands were everywhere all at once, sliding up Emily’s sides, removing her shirt, and finally slipping beneath the waistband of her panties. Emily gasped into the kiss as Michelle’s fingers hooked into the fabric, tugging it down over her hips. The cool air hit her skin, sending a shiver through her despite the heat of the room. Michelle pulled back just enough to look down at her, those hazel eyes dark with desire.

      “You’re beautiful,” Michelle murmured, her voice low and rough. She dropped to her knees again, her hands trailing down Emily’s thighs as she went. Emily’s breath hitched as Michelle pressed a kiss to the inside of her knee, then another higher up, her lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

      When Michelle’s lips finally met the softness between Emily’s thighs, she couldn’t hold back the moan that escaped her. Her hands flew to Michelle’s shoulders, fingers tangling in the dark waves of her hair as Michelle’s tongue dipped inside her. It was like nothing Emily had ever felt before—electric and overwhelming, every nerve in her body alight with sensation.

      Michelle’s hands gripped Emily’s hips, holding her steady as she worked her tongue in slow, deliberate strokes. Emily’s legs trembled, and she leaned back against the wall for support, her head falling back as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside her. She could feel herself getting closer, the pressure building until it was almost too much to bear.

      And then she was coming, waves of ecstasy crashing over her as Michelle’s tongue pressed against just the right spot. Emily cried out, her body arching as pleasure ripped through her. Michelle didn’t stop until Emily’s legs gave out and she slid down the wall to sit on the floor, panting and trembling.

      “Holy shit,” Emily breathed, looking down at Michelle with wide eyes. Her heart was still pounding, her skin flushed and sensitive. She pulled Michelle up to her feet and kissed her hard before discarding Michelle’s top and tugging off her panties. “Now it’s your turn,” Emily dared to say.

      Michelle led Emily to the sofa and lay on her back. Emily climbed over her, but hesitated for a moment, unsure of herself. She had no idea what she was doing—this was all so new to her—but the look in Michelle’s eyes gave her confidence. She moved lower, kissing Michelle’s breasts, then sucking in one nipple at a time, coaxing delicious moans from Michelle’s soft lips.

      With trembling fingers, Emily slid Michelle’s boy shorts down over her hips. Her breath caught as she took in the sight before her—Michelle laying there completely bare, so confident and unashamed.

      Emily lowered over Michelle’s lap slowly, feeling awkward but determined. She hesitated for a moment, her heart pounding in her chest. Michelle’s hand reached up, gently cupping Emily’s cheek, her thumb brushing over her skin in a reassuring caress.

      “It’s okay,” Michelle whispered, her voice soft but filled with warmth. “Just do what feels right.”

      Emily took a deep breath, letting Michelle’s words steady her. She leaned down, pressing a tentative kiss to the inside of Michelle’s thigh. The sound of Michelle’s soft gasp sent a thrill through her, and she did it again, this time lingering just a little longer.

      Her lips trailed higher, and when she finally reached the delicate folds of Michelle’s body, she paused once more. Her mind raced—what if she got it wrong? What if it wasn’t good enough? But then Michelle’s fingers tangled in her hair again, gently guiding her forward.

      Emily closed her eyes and let instinct take over. Her tongue brushed lightly against Michelle, and the sound that escaped Michelle’s lips made Emily’s entire body hum with desire. She did it again, firmer this time, and Michelle’s hips lifted off the sofa in response.

      Encouraged, Emily explored further, finding a rhythm that seemed to make Michelle sigh and squirm beneath her. Every moan, every gasp fueled Emily’s confidence until she was lost in the sensation herself—the taste of Michelle, the way her body responded to every touch, the way her hands tightened in Emily’s hair as she got closer and closer to the edge.

      When Michelle finally came, it was with a sharp cry and a shudder that rippled through her entire body. Emily held on until the tremors subsided, then slowly pulled back, looking up at Michelle with wide eyes.

      Michelle lay there for a moment, catching her breath before reaching down to pull Emily up into her arms. She kissed Emily deeply, their bodies pressed together as they both came down from the high of what had just happened.

      “You’re amazing,” Michelle murmured against Emily’s lips when they finally broke apart.

      Emily blushed, burying her face in Michelle’s shoulder. “I had no idea what I was doing.”

      Michelle laughed softly, her fingers tracing patterns along Emily’s back. “You didn’t have to. You were perfect.”

       Before each of them had a chance to process what had happened, they heard a knock on the front door.

       “Shit,” Michelle whispered, turning to Emily.

       “Lyla?” Emily asked as she sat up and sought out her clothes.

       Michelle nodded with a devious smile.

       “You guys in there?” Lyla shouted through the door before knocking once again.

       “Just a minute,” Michelle called back.

       Emily found her pants and started to pull them up her legs, already wondering if she could hide what had just happened from Lyla.

       Michelle looked over to Emily and whispered, “We’ll talk about this later.”

       “You’re not just going to one and done me, are you?” Emily laughed quietly.

       “Not after how good that was,” Michelle hinted.

       “You guys having sex or something?” Lyla shouted jokingly, surely without any hint of how correct she was.

       Michelle and Emily struggled to keep their laughter quiet, eyeing each other.

       “Screw you,” Michelle shouted back with a laugh. “Then again…” she added, pondering aloud.

       Emily noticed the cocky smirk returning to Michelle’s lips as the dark-haired girl turned to her.

       “Maybe she’d be down for round two?” Michelle joked.

       Emily’s eyes widened at the idea before adding, “It’s going to be a long night.”

       “Um, it’s going to be a long summer,” Michelle corrected her with a hungry smile as both young women pulled their shirts back on and headed for the front door.
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