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I.

I was never much of a partier. I spent my time with my nose in a book, as they say, and anything other than grades and extracurriculars seemed like a waste of time to me. And for the most part, it paid off. I made my grades, aced my tests and got admission into one of the top colleges in the country. I was set to study pre-law, get into Harvard or Yale and then move on to working at one the top law firms in the country, just like everyone in my family before me.  I had uncles and aunts, cousins, a brother and two sisters who had gone to law school at top institutions and were now working for massive firms in New York City. That was the path that was set out before me, and that was the path that I wanted to take. That is, until I met Becca.

It was move-in day my Freshman year. My parents had helped me load everything into my room and get everything set up the way I liked it: posters hung up just right, a photo collage of the few friends I had in highschool, all of my books neatly lined up on the wall mounted shelves we had brought. After they left, I took a step back and examined it. The whole thing looked perfect.

I was kind of a neat freak, or maybe a control freak. In any case, I had the definite feeling that I was a freak of some kind, and I was the type of person who needed things to be just so. My days were planned, my folders and notebooks color-coded, and my notes were systematized and indexed in a way that would have made a librarian envious. I got teased about it, sure, but at the end of the day it worked for me, and I never considered doing it any other way.

Becca didn’t come with her parents. I would later learn that she didn’t have any. I was sitting at my desk, getting a jump start by reading through the first few chapters in my business law textbook, when there was a knock on the door.

I turned to see one of the most gorgeous young women I had ever laid eyes on. Even as a straight girl you occasionally see someone--maybe on a movie or TV show, maybe just walking down the street--see a girl that is, who just knocks your socks off. You just stand there mouth agape wondering how it is even possible for someone to look like that, and wondering for a moment what it would be like to kiss her, wondering if the body under those clothes is as impressive as it looks. It’s a fleeting thing, one you laugh off with a comment to friend, or a post on Twitter for “Women Crush Wednesday”. It wasn’t the kind of thing you took seriously.

And yet, as I looked at Becca it was hard to stop my mind from wandering a little bit further down that rabbit hole than was usual. She was a knockout. Her hair was dark, raven black. Her frame was slim, but toned, the look of someone who spends more than a little time at the gym. Her smaller frame only made her chest stand out more. She must have been sporting at least C’s, but at her size they looked massive. Her hip was cocked as she leaned in the doorway, and I couldn’t help but check out her ass, feeling a strange mixture of admiration and jealousy as I did.

“Hey there,” she said. “I’m Becca.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Elise.” I stood up and offered my hand.

She shook it. “Nice to meet you too. Looks like we’re roommates. Where are you from?”

Now, that we were talking, I managed to drag my eyes up to her face, which was no less impressive than the rest of her. She had light blue eyes and a cute button nose. Her skin was flawless and her smile perfectly white. I had never felt so intimidated in my life. I wasn’t ugly, but I certainly wasn’t the supermodel that my new roommate appeared to be. I guess I would fit more of the sweet bookish girl:cute, if somewhat plain, glasses, and hair that rarely behaved itself when I did anything but a ponytail. I had once or twice received ‘sexy-librarian’ comments from guys that I knew, and there was some truth to it. I wasn’t the perfectly toned goddess that Becca was though. I wasn’t heavy really, or even all that curvy, but I certainly didn’t have the perfectly toned stomach that I imagined was hiding under Becca’s shirt.

“I’m from outside of Pittsburgh,” I told her.

“New York City,” she replied as she flopped onto the bed.

It was then that I noticed that she didn’t have anything with her.

“Where’s your stuff?”

“Oh, I think it should be getting here at some point. I had to take the school shuttle from the airport, but my flight was delayed, so I didn’t have time to wait for my bags. I talked to someone at the school and they said they have connections with the airport to make sure it gets sent here. Still, that means for now that I’m basically without anything.”

“Well, if you need anything just let me know, I have plenty of extra stuff.” I made the offer sincerely, hoping it would help build a friendship between us. I had been rather anxious about meeting my roommate. I knew that I wasn’t always the best at making friends, and a roommate was maybe one of my few options to find someone I could connect with. To top it off, I was even more interested now. There was just something about her that drew me to her, that made me want her to like me.

“Oh thanks,” she said. “That’s really kind of you.” She glanced at the book that I had open on the desk. “What are you reading?”

“Oh, this is just my law textbook,” I replied, somewhat embarrassed to be saying it outloud. “I just was trying to get a little bit ahead.”

Becca rolled her eyes. “Oh brother, looks like they put me with the nerd.”

She laughed and I could tell from her tone that it was just a joke. Still, I felt a slight sting from the words, though I tried to force a laugh. Becca noticed.

“Just a joke. Sorry, didn’t mean to offend you. Sometimes I just say things or do things without thinking.”

I shook off her concern. “Don’t worry about it. Just a joke.”

Becca didn’t seem to buy it, but she just shrugged. “If you say so. Still, I don’t think you should be so worried about that stuff. School hasn’t even started yet!”

I was used to hearing this kind of thing. Almost everyone I met and knew (outside of my family, of course) always told me that I was taking things too seriously, or that I was pushing myself too hard. I had learned to ignore it, let it roll right off my back.

“Oh, I’m just looking over it casually you know. No big deal.” I tried to play it off, but I could see the skepticism in Becca’s expression.

She shrugged again. “If you say so.”

I went back to reading the book as Becca lay on her bed. I wanted to say something to show her that I wasn’t just a stuckup bookworm, but every time I opened my mouth I froze. Instead, I just decided to read. It was something that I knew I was good at, something that I knew I could do.

“Hey, can I borrow a towel? I want to get a shower?”

“Yea, one sec,” I said not turning around as a speedily attempted to finish the paragraph I was on. When I did, I reached for one of the folded towels that was still sitting out on my desk and I turned to hand it to Becca. When I did, I froze.

My heart thumped in my chest as I looked at Becca standing there entirely naked. I was so caught off guard, I couldn’t control my eyes. They fixated first on her impressive tits which had lost nothing of their shape or perk without a bra to hold them in. My eyes wandered down over her flat stomach, but as they neared that secret between her legs, I was able to get a hold of myself.

“It’s not nice to stare, you know,” said Becca as my eyes shifted back up to her face. She had a smirk on her face that was hard to read.

Blood rushed to my face as I felt pinpricks of heat cover my chest and back. I thrust the towel out in front of me as I finally managed to avert my eyes.

“Uhhh, here you go,” I said as she took the towel and thanked me.

I mumbled something in response and didn’t look up until the door was closed behind her. My heartbeat slowed, my breathing became regular, but as I turned back toward my desk I noticed something else. There was a warm tingling in my lower stomach that was something over than nerves. I adjusted myself on the chair and felt a jolt of pleasure go through me as my pussy lips rubbed together: I was wet. I reached a hand down to see and found myself in full arousal. The feeling as my fingers gently brushed against my lips was heavenly. I closed my eyes and couldn’t help but moan as I probed and teased myself.

Suddenly, I pulled back as I realized where my mind was drifting: toward Becca. Just seeing her for a few brief seconds had me horny as hell. I tried to tell myself that anyone would have gotten turned on seeing that girl naked--which was probably true--but it still seemed somehow unconvincing. My pussy ached as the memory of her naked body flashed into my mind. Seeing her was one thing, but I wanted more. I wanted to run my hands across her stomach and put my mouth on her tiny pink nipples. I wanted to smack her round and perfect ass and I wanted to take her head and guide it down between my legs and feel her tongue as it worked across my sweetness.

The vividness with which those thoughts and images popped into my head shocked me. Like I said, I had always been straight as an arrow. Not even a kiss just to see what it was like. And while I certainly noticed a hot women here and there that made me joke about it, the thought, in detail, of what it would be like to be with another woman had never crossed my mind. Then again, no one with a body like Becca’s had ever stood in front of me naked either.

Partially not worrying and partially not caring, I pushed my concerns from my mind. This was a lot to take in, but with the lust that pulsing through my body at that moment I knew that it wasn’t time to decide it.

I let my hand fall back down between my legs. I shuddered as my fingertips brushed across my throbbing clit. In my mind, I saw Becca just as she had been before when she was standing there naked. But this time she didn’t just ask for a towel. She wanted more. I never made the first move with guys and I knew that with a girl this intimidatingly beautiful, now wasn’t the time to start--even in my fantasies.

I imagined the sultry look on her face as she moved toward me. I would be hesitant, coy; I wouldn’t give in right away. But as her eyes fixed mine, and as leaned forward, her breasts swaying back and forth, I would begin to crack. When she went for the kiss, I would move my lips away, but she would go for my neck instead, and when her lips touched my skin I would be hers. At that moment--in my mind--I let go.

She kissed up and down my neck as I moaned louder and louder. Her hands ran up and down my thighs, teasing and tempting me but never giving me what I wanted. Now, too horny to resist, I moved my mouth again and as our lips met, I felt myself cumming. I snapped back to reality as my fingers frantically circled my clit and a powerful orgasm hit me. I rode the wave of pleasure as it filled my body and wiped the stress from my mind. As I finished, I withdrew my hand, and thoughI never had before, I took my two fingers, wet with my juices, and put them in my mouth.

I was surprised at how pleasant I found the taste. Not only was it not bad, but I actually enjoyed it-- a thought that made my pussy throb once more. It seemed that it was a taste that I was inclined toward and as the full reality dawned on me that I just masturbated thinking about my female roommate, I was forced to consider the very real possibility that I wasn’t quite as straight as I had always thought.


II.

Thoughts on my new found sexuality aside, things with Becca went smoothly. While she often teased me about being a bookworm, we got along otherwise. She certainly was much more of a partygoer than I was (considering that I wasn’t at all), but we often got lunch together or hung out on the nights when even she was too tired to go out partying.

All in all, college was off to a better start than I had feared, but perhaps not as good of a start as I had hoped, at least not since the first day. What exactly was wrong was hard for me to decide at that point, but it mostly had to do with the things that I felt toward Becca. There was a tension that hung in the air that neither one of us acknowledged. It often seemed that she felt it too, but it was hard, maybe impossible, to know. And regardless of that, I had no idea how to feel about how I felt-- a rather confusing position to be in.

I was straight, had been straight, was always going to be straight. It wasn’t that I had any issue with a different orientation, just that it had never even crossed my mind, at least not for me. I had chased after guys, had crushes on male movie stars and musicians, cried when the guy that I wanted to ask me to the prom took someone else. Now, Becca was making me question all that.

I tried to reason it out, to make it a logical thing, but of course it wasn’t. This wasn’t a math problem that I could solve; their was no study guide to tell me what to do. Whatever happened between me and Becca was going to have to be something that I figured out through action, not thought.

Luckily for me, fate intervened. Though Becca was the partier and often came in very late on the weekends, she was usually in bed before me on weekdays. I would come back from the library to find her already fast asleep. Most nights, I took her example and collapsed into my bed, falling asleep almost as soon as my head hit the pillow. But that night was different.

I had been studying for my first quiz in business law and had gotten myself a cup of coffee late in the evening to pep myself up. Though I had exhausted my ability to focus by the time the library closed, I still couldn’t get my body to realize it was time to shut down. I lay awake in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, trying to empty my mind in the hopes it would help get me to sleep.

“Elise…”

I turned my head expecting to see Becca looking over at me, but she was still flat on her back, and as far as I could tell through the darkness, her eyes were still closed.

“Elise,” she said again, this time with an unmistakable moan mixed in.

I froze in shock. She was moaning my name; she was dreaming about me. I tried to calm myself down, to convince myself that I had misheard her. I had almost managed to talk myself down, when she spoke again.

“Oh yes, Elise. Just like that.”

After that, there was no way to come up with an alternative. I looked over at Becca. My eyes had become more accustomed to the dark and now I could see for certain that her eyes were closed. And that was not all that I could see. In her sleep, the sheets had crept down her body, revealing to my lustful gaze the swell of her bountiful breasts as they push against the fabric of her thin black camisole. As she continued to squirm and moan, I could not help but let my own hand drift under the covers. I paused for a moment as my hand paused just above its target. My fingers stood there, trembling as I watched her breasts rise and fall with each labored breath she took. The longer I watched the more unbearable it became; I could not resist. She moaned my name again and my fingers found their mark.

I bit back a moan as my fingers brushed across my clit. The sensation that ripped through my body was more intense than I was used to. The sight of Becca squirming and calling my name had me so aroused that the first touch brought the type of pleasure that I usually found only in orgasm. My fingers circled my clit faster and faster as I tried to imagine what she was dreaming about. Whatever she was doing to me, or I was doing to her, that was what I wanted in that moment. I wanted to kiss her, touch her, taste her. My mind was ablaze with passion and my eyes were locked on Becca’s face; when I saw her eyes open, I nearly had a heart attack.

As Becca’s eyes shot open, I quickly attempted to pretend like I was sleeping, but in my haste to remove my hand from what it was doing, I accidentally brushed against my clit, causing me to moan unintentionally.

“Elise.” This time her voice was lucid, not dreamy, and there was no hint of a moan.

I knew that she had heard me, that she knew I was awake, and yet I couldn’t face her. She had caught me red handed masturbating and probably thought I was some kind of freak.

“Elise,” she said again and this time I couldn’t hide any longer.

I opened my eyes and turned over on my side; my eyes locked with hers. I could feel the heat flush to my face as the embarrassment hit me with full force. I waited for her to yell, to shout, to call me a freak or a pervert. Instead, she smiled.

She threw off her covers and swung herself into a sitting position. Despite the situation, my eyes immediately went to the way her tits looked in the tight camisole that she was wearing, now entirely exposed to my lustful gaze. Next, my eyes fell to the tight pair of boy shorts that hugged her toned legs. From this angle, I couldn’t see how they made her tight ass look, but I was certainly imagining it in my mind. She stood up and walked toward me. I tensed in fright, not sure what was about to happen, not  understanding why instead of a scowl, there was a smile on her face.

“This was almost too easy,” she said as she looked down at me.

As I lay there looking up at her, utterly confused and mortified, she reached over to the lamp on my bedside table and turned it on. I squinted against the sudden intrusion of light, and I put a hand in front of my eyes to try to block the worst of it. Becca laughed.

“A little too bright?” she said. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it. Plus, I promise you’ll want to be able to see what comes next.”

What comes next? The phrase echoed in my head as my mind began to piece together what the hell was going on. Between my raging horniness and my shock at being caught, it was hard to get my thoughts together, but soon enough it dawned on me.

“You weren’t asleep,” I said, verbalizing the thought as soon as it popped into my head.

Becca shook her head and smiled, delighted that I had figured it out. “You’re a quick one,” she said. “But I guess I should have figured that the bookworm wouldn’t have too much trouble figuring it out.”

She sat down on the bed and I felt my body pulse with excitement. She was so close to me that I could feel the warmth coming off her body. I wanted nothing more than to reach out and touch her, but I knew that I couldn’t.

“You weren’t asleep,” I repeated, too dumbfounded for a moment to come up with anything new to say. “Why would you think… I mean I’m not... are you…?”

“A lesbian?” Becca finished the question for me. She grinned at me, seeming to find my innocence endearing. “Absolutely.” She leaned down so that her lips were almost brushing against my ear. “Nothing beats the taste of pussy.”

I swear I almost came just from hearing those words. My whole body quivered at the feeling of her breath against my neck.

“But I’m not a lesbian,” I protested meekly, not even knowing if the words were true anymore. “Why would think that you could seduce me like this?”

“Oh, I’ve known since the first day, when you looked at my naked body. I saw where your eyes were, where they were going.”

My heart was beating fast now, slamming against my rib cage, as I tried to come up with the words to convince Becca--and myself--that she was wrong, that I had just been caught off guard like anyone would have been, that sure she had a great body and I couldn’t help but admire it for a second, but that didn’t mean anything. Just as I was going to make this argument outloud, Becca let the other shoe drop.

“And after I left to go take my shower, I came back to see if you had any shampoo I could borrow.”

My stomach dropped as I realized the weight of those words.

“You mean..”

“Yep,” said Becca. “Only a few moments after you saw me naked, I come back in to find you with your hand down your pants going to town on yourself. You were so absorbed, you didn’t even hear the door.”

It was as if the whole world stopped at that moment. I couldn’t have imagined a more trapped feeling. I just lay there, looking up at her, and stared back mutely, paralyzed by the impossible humiliation of it all.

“And that was how I knew you wanted me, but I saw the prom picture you had on your wall and I scrolled through your Facebook to see your old boyfriends. Since it was clear that you were straight, I knew that it wasn’t going to just be a simple matter of coming on to you. So I can up with this little plan. I know you’re the brainiac here, but I think I did pretty good, don’t you?”

I was still unable to speak, but after my initial shock, I was beginning to come back to my senses. It was embarrassing sure, but my pussy was throbbing and the same girl that I had been imagining naked only a few minutes before seemed to be suggesting a willingness to make those fantasies a reality. The problem? There was a different between fantasy and reality. I generally did much better in the former than in the latter. I had a dirty mind and I always had, but acting on it in real life was another thing altogether.

“Someone’s shy,” Becca said. She leaned down closer to me, so that her lips were once more brushing against my ear. “Does the straight girl need me to take control? Is that what you want? Does the straight girl want me to take control and show her what pussy tastes like?”

I couldn’t believe what was happening at that moment. My body trembled as she nibbled my ear gently. Then her mouth moved down, kissing my neck and making me shiver in anticipation. My whole body seemed charged with an electric current. Each time her lips met my skin, it sent a jolt of pleasure through me. She kissed her way down further, until she stopped.

“Tsk, tsk,” she said. “It looks like this  t-shirt is in the way. Why don’t you take it off for me?”

I hesitated. With her kissing me there was no way I could resist, no way that I would want to, but to have to actually do it myself, to have to actually make the decision-- it was still too much for me. I couldn’t overcome that panicked voice in the back of my head telling me that I was straight.

Becca frowned. “I guess that’s my fault. I made it sound like a question. But it wasn’t. Take off the shirt, or you aren’t going to get that incredible pleasure that I know you are dreaming about.”

The matter of fact tone that she took snapped me out of my stasis. My hands trembled I pushed myself into a sitting position. I had been getting ready for bed, so there was nothing on underneath the shirt. I wanted to stop, to pause again, but as I looked at Becca’s stern expression, I knew that wasn’t really an option. My hand clutched at the hem of my shirt and in one motion I pulled it over my head. My body was shaking in terror and anticipation. I wanted her to want me, to find me desirable, and yet I had never felt more self conscious than I did in that moment.

“Oh those are some nice titties,” Becca cooed. Her eyes were glued to my chest and at her words I breathed out a sigh of relief. Before I had time to thank her, however, Becca’s head darted down, and her mouth closed around my right nipple.

The feeling as her tongue swirled around my sensitive areola made me moan. My whole body pulsed with excitement as I took in the sight of this super hot coed using her mouth on my chest. She clearly was no stranger to this; her skillful combination of her tongue and lip shocked me. I had always had sensitive nipples, and had enjoyed playing with them as I touched myself, but I never knew that it could feel this good.

Of course, Becca was not content to keep things above the belt. She lifted up her head and smiled seductively at me as she peeled off her own shirt. My breath caught in my throat as I admired her naked breasts. Though I had seen them only for a few moments that first day, they had been a constant fixture in my fantasies. She only gave me another few moments to look at them before she kissed me. This wasn’t a chaste innocent kiss; she attacked me with her mouth and tongue, in a passionate wrestling match as our tits were smushed together. The feeling as her nipples brushed against mine made my pussy throb. Her kissing me was incredible, but I was going to need more… and Becca was happy to give it to me.

Just as it seemed that I couldn’t take anymore buildup, I felt Becca’s hand trailing down my stomach. Her fingers worked their way gracefully into my underwear and a moment later they brushed across my pussy. I bit down on Becca’s lip. At first I was worried it was too hard, but the other girl only moaned in approval. It was just my reflexive reaction to the incredible feeling shooting through me as Becca’s fingers teased me. When she pressed two finger past my lips and into my warm and waiting pussy, I threw my head back and moaned.

Taking advantage of my exposed neck, Becca kissed her way ravenously from my collar bone up to my ear, where she whispered about the filthy things that she was going to let me do to her.

“I knew you would be an easy one,” she purred. “Some straight girls are tough to crack, but little uptight girls like you are always the ones that are secretly aching for a good fucking.” She emphasized the last word as she thrust her two finger deep inside of me and curled her finger back. My whole body trembled with pleasure.

“See?” she said. “This. Is. Almost. Too. Easy.” She punctuated each word with a hard thrust, causing my back to arch and my hips to buck as I struggled to deal with the pleasure flooding out from my pussy. Just as I started to feel an orgasm building inside me, Becca stopped.

My eyes which had been tightly shut, shot open. I saw Becca staring back at me.

“Alright, straight girl,” she said. “I got you nice and warmed up, but I wasn’t seducing you just so I could do all the work. Your turn now.”

“My turn?” I asked. I felt a stab of hesitation once more as I wondered if I could go through with this.

Becca scooted herself further onto the bed and assumed a position lying next to me. Lying on her side made her boobs seem even bigger, taking up all the space between me and her.

“Your turn,” she answered emphatically. “So far, everything I’ve done is something that a guy could have done for you. I can’t be sure that I’ve turned you until I see you eat my pussy.”

The way she said it was at once casual and passionate, a blend of disinterest and cool sexual confidence. She was right, of course: it was one thing to let her play with me and make me feel good, but doing the same for her, especially eating her out, would be a much greater step.

“If you don’t get down there, I’m gonna have to punish you,” she said as her gaze bored into me. “Although maybe you would like that. You would, wouldn’t you? The little straight girl is just a dirty, naughty slut that wants to get spanked. Isn’t that right? Isn’t that right?”

As she repeated the question the second time she took one of nipples between her thumb and forefinger and gave it a sharp pinch. It hurt slightly, but the pain was overshadowed by the rush of pleasure that came after it.

“Oh yes,” I moaned as she pinched harder.

“Yes what?” Becca demanded. “I want you to say.”

“Yes, your little straight girl slut wants to get spanked.”

Becca smiled as she released her grip. “Well, I’ll be happy to do that. But first, you’re going to eat me out.”

This time I didn’t hesitate, I pushed Becca onto her back as I climbed on top her. I was shaking from a combination of my nerves and the sensation I got as my pussy brushed against her leg. I kissed down her neck slowly toward her tits, which made my mouth water. Becca interrupted me.

“Enough with the foreplay. We will have time to take it slow later. Right now, I want you to eat me out. Right now.”

Her eyes burned with authority and passion, and there was no way I could ignore her. I slid all the way down, until my target was face level. I took a deep breath and pulled her panties down her legs, revealing her glistening, wet pussy. My heart thumped as my own pussy throbbed at the sight. My breathing was shallow as I leaned back down closer and closer to her. Tentatively I stuck my tongue out as it brushed against her pink lips, Becca moaned. The sounds of her pleasure, as well as the delightful taste, emboldened me. I ran my tongue across her lips, this time applying just enough pressure to part them slightly and find my way into her deeper wetness. Her hips began to move to the rhythm of my strokes, as did her moans. Though I had never done this before, I found myself instantly comfortable with it, as I never had been with men. There was just something inside of me that seemed to know what would feel good for me and to be able to translate that to Becca. It was as if, in some strange and beautiful way, we became one person at that moment. Desires became our desires, pleasures became our pleasures, and each time I changed or altered my technique, it seemed to be exactly what Becca was looking for. Her moans would grow louder and deeper and just when it seemed that I couldn’t do anything more to increase her pleasure, a thought would pop into my head, and then I would take her to even higher heights of ecstasy.

I got lost in the taste of her sweet pussy, in the sounds of her moans and whimpers as she struggled to hold off orgasm and prolong the pleasure that I was giving her. But as I continued to swirl my tongue around her clit, I knew that she couldn’t hold out forever. Her breathing increased; her moans grew louder. I continued with my feverish face as her body shook with pleasure.

“Oh fuck, Elise,” she moaned as her back arched. “Here it comes.”

I didn’t let up as her whole body tensed at the moment her orgasm started. She let out one long, low moan followed by a series of high pitched whimpers as my tongue circled around her sensitive clit. Her orgasm lasted nearly a minute. When she stopped her twitching and trembling, I lifted up my head.

Our eyes locked again. There was still passion there, but I could see the exhaustion as well. I felt the pride swell in me at the thought that I had managed to get her off.

“How was that?” I asked, trying to project a sexy confidence.

Becca pushed herself into a sitting position and pulled me toward her. She kissed me hard on the mouth, and reached her hand around to give me a smack on the ass.

“Oh, it was wonderful,” she said, giving a belated answer to the question. “You have certainly earned your spanking.”

I felt my pussy throb at her words and I knew that Becca was going to be the best roommate that I could have hoped for.


III.

When I awoke the next morning, it took me a moment to get my bearings. At first all I could feel was the deep throb between my legs and figured I must have had some rather dirty dreams. A moment later, I realized that I wasn’t wearing any clothes and that I wasn’t the only one in the bed. I turned over to see Becca, now stirring from her sleep, and as the fog of sleep cleared, last night came rushing back.

I shot up quickly in the bed, which seemed to startle Becca, but I ignored her as memories our ‘adventure’ last night flashed through my mind. My heart slammed against my chest and I could feel my throat tightening up as it all became clear.

“Shhhh.” I felt a hand on the bare skin of my back. Despite myself, I couldn’t help but moan slightly. Becca’s fingers traced a unknown pattern on my back as I felt a wave of calm wash over me. I turned my head to look at her.

“It’s okay,” she said with a smile. “I know it’s a lot to take in, but don’t panic. We go wherever you want from here. Back to being friends or just roommates. We can keep fooling around, or… we can even see where these feelings lead us.”

As she said that last part, she slid her hand down my side and forward, brushing her fingers lightly against pussy. She pulled back and I let out a soft moan, frustrated that she hadn’t gone further.

“Thanks,” I said softly, though for what exactly, I wasn’t sure. It was at least partially for what she had given me last night. Though I had no idea right then whether I was a lesbian or if I was straight, one thing was certain: last night had blown my mind in ways I couldn’t even begin to comprehend. I looked back at Becca. She had the sheets wrapped tightly around her, which had the effect of showing quite clearly the swell of her rather large breasts. I could still see them in my mind; I felt myself growing wet as I thought about doing much more than just seeing them.

“I know that look.” Becca laughed. She shook her head from side to side in mock chastisement. “When I said we can go wherever you want from here, I assumed you were at least going to take a little time to think about it.”

“Of course,” I said. “You’re right. I want to. I just, well…” My eyes shifted down once more to her chest.

“Ohhh,” Becca said with a wicked grin. “I get it. My body is just a little bit too distracting for you. That makes sense. Sorry about that. Hmmmmm.”

As she spoke she looked around for her shirt, clutching the sheet tightly to her chest. As much as I knew she had the right idea, I wanted nothing more in that moment than to yank that sheet off of her body and bury my face in her chest. Just the thought of it sent a twinge through my pussy that made me jump slightly.

“Found it.”

I closed my eyes as Becca slipped the camisole over her head and went across the room to grab a pair of underwear. Since that outfit would have been little better for clearing my mind than her just being naked, she also threw on a pair of jeans and a flannel shirt.

“You can open them,” she said.

I opened my eyes, half hoping that she would still be naked, but was oddly turned on by her rather casual outfit. The jeans and the flannel were a more down to earth style than Becca usually wore and they seemed to exude a certain kind of relaxed confidence that I found attractive.

“I’m going to head out to grab a quick breakfast and then head to the library to study,” she announced as she slung her backpack over her shoulder. “I’ll see you later. Text me if you need anything.”

When the door closed behind Becca, I collapsed back into bed. It was a cool morning and the thought of staying wrapped up in my sheets all day seemed much, much better than doing work. Plus, it was another way to avoid having to put any real thought into what I wanted to do about Becca-- or rather, it was a way to avoid dealing with the realization that I knew exactly what I wanted to do to Becca.

It took a good deal of mental willpower, but I finally managed to throw off the covers, climb out of bed and cross the room. I wrapped a towel around my body and grabbed my shower supplies. I knew that there was no way I was going to get my day started on a chilly morning without a warm shower, and it would certainly give me a good place to think.

Once the water was warm, I stepped under and let out a sigh of relief as the feeling chased away the cold. The water sluiced down my body. I watched as it ran in rivulets between my breasts. They weren’t large, only moderately sized B’s, but Becca had sure seemed to enjoy them. I wasn’t usually all that self-conscious, but comparing myself to a girl like Becca, it was hard not to be. Still… if she was as satisfied with my body as she seemed to be…

I shuddered at the thought of how her face had looked when I first took off my shirt. There had been no sign of disappointment or of judgement. The only thing in her eyes had been pure, unadulterated lust. Of course, she had used more than her eyes. Unconsciously my hands drift toward my sides, as I remembered the sight and the feeling of Becca’s mouth and tongue as they worked over my nipples. The slight warmth I had woken up with that morning was turning into a fire between my legs as I thought about the way she moaned as I went down on her. I thought about the taste of her pussy and the way her body shook when she orgasmed.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered to myself as I realized how turned on I was becoming. My hands slid up and I began to play with my tits. I grabbed both of nipples between a thumb and forefinger and gave them a little tug. I closed my eyes tightly as a rush of pleasure surged through me. Though I had always enjoyed playing with my tits, and especially my nipples, the thought that Becca had been doing the same thing only a short while ago, made the whole thing hotter. I reached for the bottle of bodywash and squirted out big globs onto my chest.

Using my hands, I worked the body wash into a soapy lather that covered my breasts. The sight of them drove me wild, and I could imagine what Becca’s reaction would have been if she were there. Then I thought about what Becca’s massive perky tits would look liked all soaped up. Oh, how I wanted to squeeze and play with them at that moment. My whole body was on fire, and as much as pulling and teasing my nipples felt good, there was only one way to really satisfy my urges.

I kept left hand where it was, alternating between gently teasing my nipples, and roughly manhandling my breasts. The contrast seemed to be just what my body wanted; as soon as the pleasure of one method began to fade, I switched to the other, which by then had regained all its novelty.

My other hand trailed slowly down my stomach. I shuddered as my fingers grew closer to their target. Inching ever so slowly, I thought that my body was going to explode with the feeling of anticipation that was building in me. As my fingers finally sunk into my warm pussy, I nearly came on the spot. Usually, I prefered playing with my clit, like most women I guess, but that morning I was possessed by the need for something a little rougher, something a little less gentle.

After I let two fingers sink gently inside me, I pulled them nearly all the way back out, paused, and then thrust them forcefully back in. A moan escaped my lips and I forced a cough in the hopes of covering it up. I didn’t think that there was anyone else in the bathroom, but I didn’t want to take the risk. I thrust in again. I thought I was going to lose it as the pleasure surged through my body. I bit back the moans and the whimpers that my body wanted to unleash. To keep silent as I continued to merciless fuck my pussy with my own fingers, was one of the most difficult things I had ever had to do.

My thoughts were on Becca. I imagined her behind me, pressing me up against the wall as she thrust two finger inside me--fast and hard, just like I was doing. The thought of how that would feel, with her soapy breasts pressed against my back and her lips resting on my ear, whispering filthy things to me as she finger fucked me… Only a few minutes after I had started, I knew that I was close to finishing. I added a third finger to the mix as I increased my pace to an unsustainable level. I could feel my wrist and arm burning as I pushed past my physical endurance. Still, I didn’t care. There was nothing more important in that moment than getting myself off to a massive orgasm. And it was going to happen no matter what.

With one final thrust, I buried my three fingers all the way into my tight pussy and began to cum. I felt my pussy tense around my fingers as my whole body trembled. There was no hope of holding it in, and I couldn’t help but letting out a deep, loud moan as the height of my orgasm hit and washed over my body. Half a minute later, I was left panting, three fingers still inside me, my legs like jelly.

It took me another few minutes before I was even able to resume what I come there to do, namely take a shower. When I got back to my room, I found that I was so exhausted that the idea of doing work seemed like nothing more than a pipe dream. Naked, with my skin still glistening wet from the shower, I crawled into bed, pulled the covers over me and quickly fell back asleep.


IV.

Later that day the sound of Becca entering the room woke me. I quickly rubbed the sleep from my eyes and looked over to see her laughing quietly as she watched at me.

“What’s so funny?” I asked, partly annoyed and partly confused as I still wasn’t entirely sure what was going on.

“Still in bed,” she said as she shook her head. “I left you alone so that you could give some thought to all of this. If I had known you were just going to stay in bed the whole time, I probably would have just stayed.”

Though I was still half-asleep and I had taken care of myself earlier that day, I felt myself grow aroused at her words.

“Oh, don’t say that,” I replied. “Still too sleepy to think straight. I might just take you up on it.”

Becca raised an eyebrow. “Looks like someone found their courage.” She took a few steps until she was standing at the side of the bed. “But what make you think that would be a bad thing.”

She leaned her head down. I watched as her lips drew closer to mine. I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter as I waited for our lips to touch. When they were only a few inches apart, I closed my eyes, expecting to feel them meet only an instant later. I waited...and waited. Finally, after two or three seconds, I opened my eyes to see Becca looking back at me. She had paused only a inch away from me. I could smell her fruity lip gloss and feel the heat of her breath against my cheek.

“You still haven’t given me any real decision,” she said softly.

“Who cares,” I moaned. I still wasn’t awake enough to be worried about what I was saying; all my inhibitions were gone. “We can figure that out later. Just climb into bed with me. I think it’s your turn to go down on me.”

From the spasm that went through her face, I could tell the words caught her off guard. I could also tell that they really turned her on.

“Wow, there Elise. Looks like the straight girl is really getting into this.” She sighed. “Don’t get me wrong, I would love to rip off my clothes, climb into that bed and lick your little pussy until you cum so many times you can’t think straight.” She paused and looked at me, her eyes smoldering. “But that wouldn't get us anywhere different than we are now, would it?”

She stood back up and I could feel my pussy throbbing in frustration. Groaning, I tried to think of a way to get her to change her mind.

“Come on, Becca. You know you want your dirty little slut to suck on you nice big titties. Don’t you want to show this straight girl what it feels like to have her pussy eaten out by a pro?”

I saw her legs clench together as I spoke. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Nice try, but I’m not budging,” she said. I could see that the words were only formed with great difficulty.

“Well, then what do you suggest?” I asked, barely concealing my frustration.

“How about you take me on a date?” Becca said, then she leaned back in and whispered in my ear. “If you sweep me off my feet, I’ll give you anything you want.”

Because I wasn’t much of a social butterfly, I hadn’t been on many dates in my life, and the only thing that occurred to me was the old cliche: dinner and a movie. If Becca was disappointed with my lack of creativity, she didn’t show it. She agreed quickly and even picked out the place and the movie. She was almost girlish in her excitement for the date, like we were middle schoolers going out with our first crush.

I can’t say that I didn’t feel somehow the the same about the whole thing. It was weird and obviously happening fast, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that even though we had gone absolutely crazy on each other last night, there was something more at play here. I found myself getting nervous at the idea of our date, but for some reason it was pleasant.

Becca insisted that she would go to a friend’s room to get ready. She wanted it to be more like a real date. Part of it, she told me, was also that she wanted to surprise me with what she chose to wear. The restaurant she chose was a casual affair so I knew she wasn’t going to walk in a ballgown or anything like that, but still I was delighted by the idea that she was taking time out of her day to pick something special for me.

I opted for a loose top with uneven sleeves and an irregular hem. It was playful, but also graceful. I thought that the way it flowed around me as I walked conveyed a kind of effortless elegance… or at least I hoped. For my pants I chose a pair of dark, tight fitting jeans that showed off what I considered to be my best asset: my taut, firm butt. It might not have had the same eye popping proportions that Becca’s did, but its shape was certain perfect. I turned and admired it. It curved out and back, making an almost perfect semicircle.

The restaurant in question was a slightly upscale take on the American Pub, combining a sleek modern interior with a casual dining atmosphere. I arrived to discover that Becca was already seated. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as the hostess led me back to into the dining area. When my eyes landed on Becca, they nearly popped out of my head.

She was wearing a light vest unbuttoned over a barely there gray tube top that could hardly contain her bursting cleavage. I was practically drooling as I mumbled a ‘hello’ and sat down at the table. The straps of both the vest and tube top were perilously thin. The perfect skin of her exposed shoulders made me shudder. My eyes, however, were more interested in those tits, half of which were spilling out of her rather low neckline.

“Up here,” Becca said with a laugh.

I realized I was staring and quickly adjusted my eyes. I felt my cheeks reddened slightly. “Sorry,” I muttered.

Becca smiled. “Don’t be. I wore it for that reason. I was just hoping we might be able to talk for more than thirty seconds before you decided you were going to spend the entire night starting at my chest… not that I could blame you of course.”

My confidence earlier in the day, which had been born partially from my half asleep state, had vanished. The ball was in Becca’s court and she was dribbling circles around me, something that she seemed to relish. From the start, it seemed that she was as much into me as she was into the idea of turning a straight girl. The idea of it bothered me a little since it didn’t seem sustainable, but at the same time it turned me one to think that she saw me as some piece of ass that was worthy of being seduced by someone that looked like her.

“So what’s good here?” I asked as I looked down at the menu.

Dinner was good. Our conversation was light, but fun. Even though we didn’t talk about anything that was all that important or meaningful, I could still feel the connection. It had less to do with what we said than with the way that we were saying it. Becca made a few hints about how she couldn’t wait to ‘pay me back’ for taking her on a date, but for the most part the only thing erotic were the thoughts in my mind as I stared at Becca’s exposed skin.

I picked the movie. It was some crappy rom-com that I knew would be lighthearted and half enjoyable. It was the kind that wouldn’t ruffle feathers but wouldn’t be winning any awards. I wanted to make sure that Becca wasn’t too engrossed with things. Though I had never been on a date to the movies before, I knew the old fashioned cliche about what happened there. I figured if Becca got bored with what was on the screen, she might take a little more interest in me.

It had seemed like a genius plan at the time, but now I was nervous. It wasn’t that I was worried it wouldn’t work, but rather that it would. Like I said, Becca’s aggressive dress and suggestive banter once more had me feeling timid. The idea of getting caught suddenly seemed more real to me, which both frightened and excited me.

For better or worse, twenty minutes into the movie my plan looked like it was working. Becca was getting fidgety and I could see her stealing glances at me every few seconds, while I pretended to still be engrossed in the movie. I waited in nervous anticipation for her to make her move. A rare funny moment elicited a laugh from the audience and gave Becca the cover she needed.

Her hand slid smoothly into my lap and down my inner thigh. Her fingertips were separated from my pussy only by two layers of clothing. The denim was thick enough that I couldn’t feel much, but it was the idea of more than sensation that made me moan. I looked over to see Becca smiling wickedly. She ran her hand up and down my thighs gently rubbing and caressing them. She turned her attention back to the movie. Her feigned disinterest somehow made it hotter and I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter. Teasing was all well and good, but I realized that I was soon going to be in serious need of real relief. Luckily, Becca wasn’t planning on leaving me hanging.

I had to stifle a gasp as I felt Becca’s finger begin to work at unbuttoning my jeans. I felt the dual thrill of exhibitionism and fear. The possibility of getting caught was real, but no matter how loud that voice in my head screamed, it was drowned out by the primal lust that drove me on. I did the best that I could to pretend like I was still paying attention to the movie as Becca managed to undo the button and the zipper and slip her hand inside.

She didn’t waste any time teasing me more, and she used her fingers to push aside the thin fabric and run two finger along my throbbing pussy. I clenched my jaw hard as I tried not to make a sound. I looked over to see that Becca had her attention on me once more. She removed the hand from my pants, placed one of her fingers, wet with my juice, up to her lips in a shushing gesture, then she smiled and popped the finger into her mouth. I had never seen anything hotter.

Once she had sucked that finger dry, she put all of them back to work. I couldn’t help but moan as I felt her sink three fingers at once inside of me. What I wouldn’t have given at that moment to be somewhere private. The pleasure that was filling made me want to yell and scream at the top of my lungs, but I knew that wasn’t an option here. In reality though, I wasn’t complaining. The need to keep quiet only made the whole thing hotter, and in no time I was cumming. I bucked my hips to the pace of Becca’s thrusting as the orgasm radiated out from my pussy. When I managed to recover enough to think straight, I buttoned my pants, grabbed Becca by the hand and pulled her out of the theater.

The walk home took no more than five minutes, but it felt like hours. I didn’t really think about it until afterwards, but I held Becca’s hand the entire way. I had to drag her at some points as she started to fall behind. When I yelled at her to pick up the pace, she just smiled and shrugged. “I like the view from back here.”

I wanted her in that moment in a way that I never wanted anyone or anything in my entire life. The moment we got into our room, I locked and bolted the door, and then practically threw Becca onto the bed.

It was obvious that she wasn’t wearing bra and I pulled down down her flimsy tank top to reveal her bare breasts. I only spent a moment admiring their fullness and their perfect shape before I lowered my head and took one of her nipples into her mouth. There was nothing slow and sensual about it. I sucked and licked at her breasts as if possessed. I used my hands as well, squeezing and fondling them as Becca moaned louder and louder.

She seemed to be as pent up as I was from our little adventure in the movie theater. Each time I brushed against her, it was like an electric shock was going through her. Her back arched as I sucked and manhandled her tits. Her hand ran up and down my back before going lower to my hem. I paused for a moment to allow enough space for her to pull the shirt over my head. Once that was off she quickly unclasped my bra and I shrugged it off my shoulders.

When then was finished I went right back to what I was doing. Now, however, I decided to up the ante. I reached down and snuck my hand under the waistbands of both her pants and underwear. A moment later, I found what I was looking for.

Her whole body convulsed as my fingers probed her clit. I could tell from how strongly she reacted to it, that she was getting close. My sucking on her nipples had been enough to get her close and now this was the icing on the cake. I was somewhat disappointed that I wasn’t going to be able to take my time with her, but the sound of her moans and the way her body squirmed beneath my touch was a good consolation. As she let out one final moan and arched her back, I lifted up my head to watch as her face spasmed with pleasure.

“Yes, oh yes. Oh fuck, Elise. That’s so fucking good. I love it when you touch my clit. I’m gonna cuuuuu--”

Her words were cut off as the orgasm overwhelmed her. I watched in delight as her whole body shook again and again. I could feel my own pussy on fire as Becca finally collapsed onto the bed, her chest rising and falling with each breath.

I leaned over her so that my face was only inches from hers. I kissed her hard on the mouth. I pulled back and looked at her perfect naked top, glistening with sweat.

“So,” I said, a smile creeping across my face. “How was that?”

We both laughed. Becca pushed me off of her, and then swung her legs over me so that she was sitting on top of me, straddling my waist.

“That was pretty fucking good, Elise. God, you are incredible.” Her eyes were locked with mine as she spoke, and there was something in them that made me really believe her words.

“But now,” she said, “it’s your turn.”

My pants were down around my ankles in a matter of minutes and Becca wasn’t going to take things slow. She lowered her head between my legs and I felt her tongue swipe against the lips of my pussy. She moaned in satisfaction. She paused and looked up at me.

“You taste fucking great,” she said, before she went back to eating me out.

I had fantasized about this, but it hadn’t prepared me for the intense pleasure that each stroke of her tongue brought me. I could hardly keep still as the pleasure rushed through my body making me squirm. I had always thoughts girl’s moans in porn were overdone, that there was really no way they needed to be that loud. Maybe they were faking, but I certainly wasn’t, and my moans would have been right at home in any porno. I balled up the sheets in my fists as I tensed every muscle in my body. The warmth built and spread, until my whole body was on fire with lust. I could hear the slick sounds as her tongue slid over my pussy. She moaned in pleasure as much as I did. Every now and then she would pause and her eyes would flick up toward mine. Eyes locked, she stayed like for a moment before diving back down between my legs.

If I was learning one thing in my time with Becca, it was that I had really had no idea before how long it should take me to cum. With guys it had always been a protracted affair filled with false starts and failed attempts. With Becca however it was a one way ticket on the express train. Within minutes of Becca deploying her oral talents, I knew I was getting ready to blow. I swiveled my hips, grinding them into Becca’s tongue as she circled it around my clit. My vision was beginning to swim, my lips beginning to quiver. I could feel that familiar feeling building in me, but it was more powerful than I could remember. Becca hummed her encouragement as she realized that I was getting close.

“Becca, oh yes Becca.” I couldn’t help but moan as I felt myself hurtling off the edge. My back arched one last time as my muscles began to spasm. Even as I came, Becca didn’t relent. She lapped greedily at my aching pussy, sending aftershocks of pleasure through me. Finally, I had to push her away only when I grew too sensitive. I curled up next to her, breathless but satisfied.

She kissed me first on the forehead, and then taking my face in her hands raised my chin up. She planted a hard kiss on my lips and I was greeted to the taste of my own pussy. I certainly couldn’t blame Becca for how much she seemed to enjoy it. Our lips parted and tongues got acquainted. For all we had already done, there was still something impossibly erotic about the simple act of kissing. I could feel the desire rising up in my body again as her hands roamed over me. Suddenly, she pulled away. Biting her her lip, she looked at me shily.

“I really enjoyed this,” she said. She ran her fingers across my cheek.

“Me too,” I said. I couldn’t believe what had happened in the past two days. It had gone from a few weird urges I was having about my roommate to… well to this. Though exactly what this was, I didn’t have a clue. But perhaps that was okay for now, perhaps this strange mixture of lust and something more was enough for us to make something out of it. Maybe, just maybe this was the start of something. At the very least, it was perhaps the first thing I had done in my life that wasn’t according to ‘the plan’, and I never imagined how good that could feel.

As I lay there, I felt Becca’s hand trail up the inside of my leg. I raised an eyebrow and she shrugged. Her finger crept higher and higher until it bumped against my lips. I gasped.

“Ready for another go?” she asked with a cocksure smile.

I couldn’t help but laugh. Shaking my head in disbelief, I answered. “Sure. Why not?”

And then I felt her finger slip inside of me.


V.

After our date--and what came after--things really started to move fast between me and Becca. Obviously, we had already gone pretty far physically, but things moved in other ways. We spent more time together, talked about things that were a little bit deeper than just classes or our favorite TV shows. We really started to try to get to know each other. And somehow…it was going smoothly.

I have to admit that I was panicked after that night when it seemed clear that this was going to be more than a just a little college experimentation. I had never been in a relationship--lesbian or straight--and I worried that I wouldn’t know what to do. Somehow though it worked out. Part of it was probably due to the fact that Becca didn’t have much idea of what she was doing either. Obviously, she was the more aggressive one when it came to sex, and she was certainly more experienced. But I soon learned that that hadn’t translated into many relationships. Becca had never had trouble getting others into bed, but it seemed that she hadn’t done as well getting them to stick around.

“I guess most of them just view me as a hot piece of ass,” Becca complained. I guess that when it came down to it, women could be just as bad as men with how they treated their sexual conquests.

Why they hadn’t stuck around, I certainly couldn’t fathom. There was the obvious fact that there weren’t many women out there that looked as good as Becca did, and even fewer, I imagine, that could do the things that she could in bed. But there was a lot more than that. Her whole demeanor and way of carrying herself was attractive to me. She was confident but not cocky, feisty but not stubborn. We could laugh and goof off just as easily as we could passionately explore each others bodies. All in all, it seemed to be working out. But that didn’t mean that we weren’t looking for ways to spice things up…

I was studying in our room one day, when Becca burst in. Her breathing was ragged and her face flushed. She looked like she had just run halfway across town. Maybe she had.

She had bag in one hand, the kind you would usually get at a department store, but it was black and unmarked. She quickly closed the door and locked it. I could tell from the smile on her face that whatever she had planned was going to involved one or both of shedding some of the clothes we were wearing.

“So,” she said, finally breaking the tension. “Whatcha doing?”

I laughed. “Just studying.”

“Wellllll-,”she stretched out the syllable, “if you aren’t too busy, I think I have a way that we might be able to have a little fun.”

Despite the fact that I had a quiz the next day, I knew there was no way I could say no. If there was any downside to my arrangement with Becca, it was that the temptation to jump into bed with her every five minutes had done a number on my study habits. Luckily, I was still acing all of my classes.

“You know I can’t say no to you.” I stood up from my chair and put my arms around Becca’s shoulders. I pulled her close to me. I loved standing like this since it allowed to me to feel the fullness of her breasts pressed against me. Plus, when I looked down I got a great view of her cleavage all scrunched up. I leaned in for the kiss as I felt my pussy already beginning to throb. Just as our lips were about to touch, Becca turned her head.

“No, no,” she said as she stepped back. “I have a special surprise planned for you.”

She reached her hand into the bag and produced a blindfold.

“But first, you need to put this on.”

I gladly took the blindfold and put in on. I found the idea of not being able to see what was happening rather erotic. I was trembling with excitement as Becca led me over to the bed. She had me sit on the edge. She kneeled down in front of me and pushed my legs apart. I moaned as she ran her hands up and down my thighs, stopping as she reached the bottom of my shorts.

“Why don’t we get these off?” she asked as her fingers played with the hem. I lifted up hips as she gave them a pull. She followed moments after with my underwear.

My heart was beating like a drum. Not being able to see anything made every noise louder. I could hear Becca suck her breath in as she lowered my underwear. I imagined the look of hunger in her eyes as she got a look at my wet and eager pussy. She ran her hands up and down my thighs again, going higher and higher each time until my whole body was shaking in anticipation. I need her to touch me. The waiting was killing me. I heard her shift her weight and a moment later I could feel her breath on my pussy. She laughed lightly and then blew on it. I whimpered as I did my best to stay calm. At that moment I wanted nothing more than to reach out, grab Becca behind the head and force her face into my pussy.

Becca, however, had other ideas. The feeling of her breath faded, and her hands retreated down my legs, all the way past my knees and to my ankles. A moment later, I felt her pushing my underwear back up my legs. Too confused to protest, I lifted my hips and allowed her to dress me. The pants came next and when she took off the blindfold, I couldn’t understand the knowing look on her face.

“So,” I said, not at all sure what had happened.

“So.” Becca’s reply was matter of fact, as if there was nothing odd in what had just happen. I felt a stab of annoyance at the way she seemed to be enjoying herself in all of this.

“What is going on?” I asked finally.

“Oh, nothing,” said Becca. “I just wanted to give you your surprise.”

I stared back blankly at her, now completely lost about what was going on here. I really had no idea what her point was or what exactly she was doing. If this was supposed to be funny, the joke was lost on me. Annoyed, I stood to head back over to my desk and notice something odd.

As I started to walk, I noticed the odd fit of my pants. I tried to adjust them but found no relief. There was something just a little bit… off about the way it felt. It wasn’t uncomfortable so much as different.  I wondered for a moment if Becca had put my underwear on backward, but as I pulled back my waistband to check, I realized that these weren’t the underwear that I had been wearing before.

I looked up with a puzzled expression. Becca was still smiling. I noticed she was hiding something in her right hand, but before I could get the question of my mouth. I saw her thumb press against something and my whole world went white.

The blast of pleasure that overtook my body was so strong and so sudden that it took me a moment to realize where it was even coming from. I wobbled toward the bed and threw myself onto it as my whole body spasmed. My underwear was vibrating! This was Becca’s surprise. I tried to organize my thoughts in order to come up with some coherent idea regarding how I should feel about it, but instead my thoughts were washed away as my brain geared up for an orgasm. Just as I was beginning to think that I might be cumming soon, Becca pressed the button again and everything stopped.

I took a few moments to compose myself. As I turned over on the bed, I saw that Becca was still smiling, only now I knew why.

“So, still don’t like your surprise?” Her hip was cocked to one side, and I couldn’t help but find her casual cockiness incredibly alluring.

“You are going to pay for that,” I said. I stood up from the bed and made my way toward her, ready to wrestle her onto the ground and go to town on her. Becca had other ideas.

I hadn’t taken a step before she pressed the button again and I collapsed to the floor as if I had been tased. Of course, instead of a painful electric shock, I was experiencing a mind blowing vibration that was setting my pussy on fire. She let it go for nearly a minute before turning it off. My body was screaming for release. The stop and start was not doing much for my mood either, and I could feel my sexual frustration boiling over.  Becca leaned over me, giving me a great view of her dynamite cleavage.

“Now, now, I got this present just for you,” she said, able to read the disappointment on my face. “The deal is that you wear it for the whole day, and when you get back here tonight, I promise to make it worth your while.”

My pussy was throbbing and as much as I wanted relief right then and there, I couldn’t help but find her idea for delayed gratification rather sexy. There was only one question one my mind.

“How far away exactly can does that remote work?”

Becca grinned and then leaned over until her mouth was right beside my ear.

“Let’s find out,” she whispered as my whole body shuddered.


VI.

I was on edge from the moment I left the dorm. I kept expecting the vibration to start back up again, but minutes stretched on and nothing happened. When I made it to class, I breathed a sigh of relief. I was worried that if Becca hit me while I was walking, I would simply collapse. At least in a seated position I might have some hope of gritting my teeth and pretending like nothing was happening.

Class started and I watched the minute hand move halfway across the face of the clock. I thought that maybe the range for the remote turned out to be rather short and Becca wouldn’t be able to turn it off and on at will. Still, I couldn’t really let my guard down. No matter how I tried to calm myself I found that the uncertainty just made me even more on edge. Turns out, my anxiety was very well founded.

There were only about ten minutes left in class when it happened. I turned a gasp into a coughing fit, as the vibrations shocked my pussy with orgasmic pleasure. I had to bite down on my fist as I struggled to keep a straight face. A few heads turned, followed by a few questioning glances. Even the professor shot me a worried look, but I managed to force a smile before I went right back to coughing. Just as I was about to excuse myself from class, the vibrating stop. I breathed a sigh of relief, but I could feel how warm my face was. No doubt I looked about as red as a tomato.

I managed to make it out of class and to the library before it turned back on. I found a secluded spot hidden in the stacks and rode out the pleasure until an orgasm burst on me. I did my best to keep quiet but I couldn’t help but let out one soft moan as my body tensed with pleasure. A student passing by cast a strange glance in my direction, but I pretended not to notice. I couldn’t much blame him. I was sitting on the floor with my back pressed against the shelf. I was sucking in lungfuls of air, and I could feel the damp sweat that covered my face. Coupled with my little moan, I’m sure he thought he had just caught me masturbating...which obviously wasn’t all that far from the truth.

The rest of the day was like that. I had class twice more and Becca upped the ante. Turning the vibrator on for a minute here and there, never giving me more than a few minutes rest in between and sometime only giving me thirty seconds or so. It was a nightmare--an ecstatic, orgasm inducing nightmare. I had no control over what was happening which made the whole thing even hotter. I never knew when it would turn on and when it would turn off. More than once, Becca decided to cut the power just as I was approaching orgasm. Despite those few missed spots, I had still cum four times by the end of the day. My pussy, however, was still raring to go as I finished with my last class and made my way back to the dorm.

Becca had said ‘end of the day’, but I wasn’t sure exactly what that meant. I said a silent prayer that she was already in the dorm room. The orgasm brought on by this impressive pair of underwear were mind blowing, but they still couldn’t satisfy me the way that Becca could. I need real flesh and blood release. Not to mention, I was greatly looking forward to doing what I could to return the favor.

I opened the door and saw Becca lying there in her bed. The sheets were draped around her in such a way as to make it clear that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. As the door closed behind me, Becca tossed the sheets off, and my eyes were immediately glued to her naked body. It had been a few weeks now since this had all started, and I had gotten more than few looks at Becca naked. I had seen and explored every inch of her. Despite that, I stopped in my tracks every time she got naked. She looked like something out of a magazine. Full, curvy proportions, with a flat toned stomach, and a face that just oozed sex appeal. I shuddered as I took in the sight of her heavy, perky tits, and at that moment Becca pressed the button.

I fell to me knees as the vibrations assaulted my pussy. In only a few seconds I was sure that I was about to cum. My vision was hazy as Becca got of the bed and walked toward me. I was hardly able to enjoy the saunter of her hips; I couldn’t get my eyes to focus. But I didn’t really need them.

Becca stopped with her pussy only a few inches from my face. I could smell her sex. The sweetness of it made my mouth water.

“Eat me, you little straight slut.” I loved it when Becca talked to me like that. I loved it when she called me her slut. She still liked to play that I was the straight girl that she was seducing and dominating. I had no trouble whatsoever with that. I felt her hands press against the back of my head as she guided me between her legs.

I eagerly ate out her pussy as my own throbbed and tremored. The overload of pleasure coursing through it right then made it difficult to concentrate on pleasing Becca. I traded technique for all out enthusiasm, a tradeoff that Becca didn’t seem to mind. I had a feeling that she must have been teasing herself while she was waiting for me, because within a minute of my tongue hitting her pussy, she was bucking her hips and moaning like she was about to cum. And I was right there with her.

“Yes, use that tongue, you little slut! Eat out my sweet pussy. Oh god, you love it, don’t you? Yea, you love being my dirty little-Ahhhhhhhh”

Her own dirty talk seemed to push her over the edge, though I’m sure my tongue had something to do with it. As I felt her release more of her sweet juices, I couldn’t hold off any longer. My own orgasm hit and I collapsed to the ground, curling into a ball as my body shook in pleasure. Becca managed to stumbled backward and collapse onto the bed where her hand went for the remote and she switched off the vibration. We both were out of breath like we had just sprinted up ten flights of stairs. When I recovered enough, I managed to peel off my own clothes before I slid into bed next to her.

“That was incredible,” I said, pausing halfway through the sentence to catch my breath.

She turned over and smiled at me.

“I thought you might like it,” she said. She kissed me quickly on the lips, pulled back, looked at me for a moment, and then kissed me again. This time it was passionate and forceful, and yet, at the same time, slow and gentle. There was something heavy about it. Not like those quick innocents pecks that we exchanged sometimes, and not like the frantic lustful frenching that often accompanied our sexual activities. It was more serious, more somber… more important.

When she finally broke the kiss, she looked at me and I at her. We lay like that for a minute and then two, and perhaps as many as four or five, before I felt her hand on my thigh. I didn’t break eye contact with her as I felt my pussy come alive again, nor did she. I parted my legs slightly to give her access. I moaned as I felt her fingers slip inside me, but I fought to keep my eyes open, even as my lips quivered. She licked her lips as her fingers languidly explored my wetness. I loved it when Becca fucked me hard with her fingers, shoving three or even four into my tight pussy and making me whimper in delirious pleasure, but this was a different kind of thing. It was slow and gentle, sexual but more than just sex. I could feel things happening inside me that I didn’t know could happen. I looked at the face in front of mine, I looked into the eyes and I realized that maybe, just maybe, this is what it felt like. There were movies about it, books and poems, song and TV shows, and anyone alive heard the word half a hundred times each day they were on this earth. But only then did I begin to think that perhaps I understood it, or might understand it.

Of course, it couldn’t last. At least not in that moment, not with her hand between my legs and the desire building in me. The pleasure built and built, but it could not keep pace with the lust that her fingers were awakening in me. I needed more than she was giving me. My body screamed for it. From the sly smile that spread across Becca’s face, I am quite sure she was aware of it.

Slowly, she pulled her fingers out. I could feel my wetness as I moved my legs together. I sighed in disappointment, missing the feeling of her fingers only moments after they were gone. But Becca wasn’t going to leave me hanging.

I was lying on my side facing her when she pushed me onto my back, and before I knew what was happening, she was straddling me. Looking down at me with her eyes ablaze, she asked “Do you trust me?”

I nodded my head ‘yes’.

Her hands grabbed my wrists and guided them over my head. A moment later, I felt the fuzzy handcuffs close around both wrists, locking my arms in place above my head. I hadn’t even noticed that she had them. I felt my pussy quiver as I gently pulled against the restraints. I was tied up with nowhere to go. Becca was in control and that was just the way I wanted it.

She leaned down and her lips met my neck. She kissed up to my ear and whispered, “If you need me to stop, just let me know, okay?” She pulled up and looked at me, her dominant facade being shed for a moment, replaced by a look that let me know I could trust her. It was gone the moment that I nodded my head. A smile spread across her face that made my whole body tremble with excitement.

“Just give me one second.”

I waited impatiently as she slid off the bed and retrieved the same bag from earlier. As soon as I saw her pull the bag out from under her desk, I felt my pussy throb. It wasn’t hard to guess what she was about to pull out of there. I gulped as it came into view: a massive strap-on.

I moaned just at the thought of it splitting me open. Becca noticed. She sauntered back toward the bed, smirking all the while.

She held it by the shaft and put it up next her face. She let the head rub against her cheek as she moaned and closed her eyes.

“Ten inches,” she said. “I don’t have too much experience with the real thing, but you must have a little. Ever seen one this big?”

I shook my head. I had seen a few back in my straight girl days. The largest must have been about seven inches and I thought that had seemed large. This was on an entirely different level. It was thick too, much thicker than any real one I had seen, except maybe in porn. It was bright pink, Becca’s favorite color.

She rubbed the plastic shaft along my stomach causing me to squirm in delight. She still wasn’t wearing it, so I knew that she was content to tease me for now. Still, as she slid it lower, I found myself silently praying that she would slip it inside of me. I needed it--badly. And the waiting was driving me insane.

But instead of relieving me, Becca went in the opposite direction, sliding it back up. She paused as she reached my breasts. She place the strap on in between them and used her hands to squeeze my tits around the shaft.

“Oh, that looks hot,” she purred. She admired the sight for a few moments before she let them go. I shivered from the feeling of her skin against my nipples. I wanted more of it, but Becca was already moving on. She finally decided to wear her newest purchase. My mouth was dry as she slipped into the harness and climbed back on top of me.

“Ready to get fucked?” she asked as she stared down at me. I started to answer, but Becca cut me off. “Of course, you are. I bet this is what you have wanted the whole time. Best of both worlds for the straight girl, right? You get to receive pleasure from this glorious sexy girl, but you still get the feeling of something long and hard slamming into you, isn’t that right?”

Once again, I was about to answer. This time Becca cut me off in a different way. My answer turned into a moan as Becca thrust the strap-on inside of me in one savage motion. My vision swam for a moment as a blast of pleasure exploded through my body. I could hardly breath as she pulled back and thrust again and again and again. She was fucking me without any care for rhythm; it was all about speed and force. Unable to use my arms to brace myself at all, each thrust shook my entire body. I watched my tits bounce each time she buried the strapon inside of me. Becca’s tits bounced wildly as well, only adding the arousing sight of her plowing me as fast as she could.

The length and girth of the plastic cock were near the limit of what my pussy could have safely handled. I could feel myself stretched almost as far as I could go. Far from being uncomfortable, pushing up to the limits like that was the most intoxicating feeling I could have imagined. My pussy throbbed and ached as the strap on slid in and out. The length made sure that my pussy was filled to the brim with each thrust and the girth stretched me out so that all of my spots received the attention that was needed. Though I had orgasmed only fifteen minutes before, I knew that I was soon going to be getting off again.

“God you look so hot just taking it like that, babe,” Becca dirty talked me as she continued to thrust. “Your tits bouncing, your face twitching with pleasure. I can just see how much you fucking love this. I think we are going to be doing this more often from now on. I am going to make sure that you walk with a limp. Oh Elise, I am going to fuck your tight little pussy until you can’t see straight.”

I was whimpering now. My mind was flooded with lust and I couldn’t focus on anything but the sultry tone of Becca’s voice, as she continued to talk dirty to me. My whole body was on fire. I could hardly breathe as each savage thrust seemed to knock the air from my lungs. The room seemed to be spinning as she slammed into me harder and faster. The whole bed shook as I shrieked with pleasure.

“Come on, babe. Cum for me. Fucking cum for me. You know you love me pounding that tight straight girl pussy of yours. Cum for me!”  She reached down and grabbed one of my tits--hard. The rough feeling of her squeezing me like that only turned me on more. I was her slut, her straight, submissive, little slut. Her fingers closed around my nipple and she pinched it just hard enough to make me shudder with pleasure. As she continued to pound me, her hand trailed lower. When her fingers began to circle my clit, I thought my body was going to explode.

It’s hard to even describe what I felt like at that moment. The pleasure was impossible. It filled every inch of my body as waves of ecstasy crested and crashed, but I needed that final release. Everything was straining to that climax and it was almost uncomfortable, unbearable as I willed myself to orgasm. The need was simply too great. As I finally felt myself hurtle over the edge, my vision went white as my body tensed. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, drowning me in a bliss that I could have never imagined, that I had never felt, not even dreamed of. It was hardly to tell how long it lasted as the waves turned to ripples, and my eyes were finally able to focus.

Becca was still on top of me.  As she shifted, I gasped; the strap-on was still buried in my pussy. She smiled at me as she ever-so-slowly pulled it out. The motion sent lightning bolts through me as my overloaded nerves protested against the feeling. When it was finally out, I breathed a sigh of relief. The feeling had been incredible, but now I just need a moment to collect myself.

My pussy throbbed and ached, as much in pleasure as in pain now that effects of Becca’s rough fucking were being felt. Still, I wouldn’t have traded it for anything. The pleasure...I closed my eyes and tried to recapture even a hint of that feeling I had had not two minutes before, but it was gone. I sighed deeply and opened my eyes again to find that Becca had undone the harness and was now holding the plastic shaft in her right hand. She pouted at me sexily as she brought the plastic cock toward her mouth. I held my breath as her tongue swirled around the tip. Becca closed her eyes and moaned as she wrapped her lips around it.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. “You taste so good, babe.”

The sight was incredibly hot. I felt my pussy throbbing as I looked at her bob up and down for a few seconds before she popped it out of her mouth. She ran her tongue up and down the length as her eyes remained locked on mine. When she had gotten it clean to her own satisfaction, she let out a contented moan.

“God, Elise. I’ve tasted more than a few pussies in my day, but yours is something special.”

Despite the raunchiness of the statement, there was something in Becca’s tone that made in almost… romantic. Almost. In any case, it did seem to carry a weight behind it that was about more than just letting me know that she liked the way I tasted.

“Why don’t we get you untied here?”

Becca scooted herself up and worked on unlocking the handcuffs. As she did, she tits were practically smushing my face. With those delectable nipples only millimeters from my face, I couldn’t resist. I leaned forward ever so slightly and took one of them into my mouth. Becca tense as she let out a moan.

“Hey now!” she chided me in a mock tone. “You keep doing that and I’m gonna have to keep you tied up and give you another fucking.”

She leaned back so that her breast was out of my reach. She looked down at me. “I don’t think you could handle that right now.”

I laughed. No doubt she was right. The dull ache in my pussy was barely more than a little uncomfortable, but I was sure it would be a little worse than that if Becca had another go at me.

“Fine,” I laughed, as Becca went back to uncuffing me.

When she was finished, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her body close to mine.

“I love you,” I whispered.

She pulled back and looked at me with a smile. “I love you too,” she said, and she placed her lips on mine.

As the exhaustion overtook us both, she collapsed into the bed next to me. We both fell into a restless, but beautiful sleep, from which neither of us ever wished to wake.


Check out more great romance and erotica!

http://bit.ly/ashleyhalladay

And then follow me on Twitter for news about new releases and great deals:

http://bit.ly/ahalladayfollow


Roommates

Chapter I

Liz paced her way back and forth across the carpet, listening to the sound of the tearful goodbyes and happy meetings that were taking place in the hallway outside. She felt a familiar pang in her chest as she saw the families walk past carrying televisions and suitcases and cardboard boxes full of knickknacks. She wondered what it was like to embark on this great adventure with the support of a family that loved and cared for you. It was something that she would never get to experience.

She had made the trek alone on a series of buses from the port authority in Manhattan down to Pittsburgh and then across the state line into Ohio. She had grabbed a bus from Akron and that had taken her here to Boller University, a small liberal arts school in the middle of rural Ohio.

Move in day for freshman had started that morning at seven AM. She had been the first in line to get her key and start unpacking everything. Without parents or siblings to help her, it took a little bit longer than otherwise, but she managed to get all her things unpacked and to put a few posters up on her walls. Her plan was to be totally unpacked by the time her roommate arrived. That way she wouldn’t have to endure the sympathetic stares when she told them that her own parents weren’t there.

Thankfully, she arrived early enough that she got everything squared away before her roommate arrived. She had a few hours to kill and she spent them pacing back and forth across her room. She left the door open, half hoping that one of her hallmates would wander by and strike up a  conversation. She was too shy to initiate a conversation herself.

Her back was turned to the door when her roommate arrived.

“Liz?”

She turned to see Ashley with her mom and dad standing behind her. Her younger sister lingered in the background. Liz recognized the other girl from her Facebook photos. Ashley had the classic look of a southern belle: tall, blonde, with long shapely legs and more than ample breasts. Liz was hardly homely herself, but she had a girl-next-door kind of vibe whereas Ashley had a look of simple elegance.

“Nice to meet you.” Liz took a step forward and stuck out her hand.

Ashley knocked it away with a smile. “Nonsense. We’re roommates,” she said as she wrapped Liz in a bear hug. She laughed uncomfortably as the taller girl's cleavage pressed against her face. She felt herself flush.

Next, her parents introduced themselves. Liz smiled and shook hands. They made small talk about the weather, about the drive and about the campus. They asked her if her parents were around, but she was able to deflect the question, telling them that they had been here earlier, but had headed back home to New York.

Ashley and her family were from North Carolina. They were more than nice, but she could tell that they came from money: more money than Liz would ever dream of having. She saw the handbags and the shoes that the well to do in Manhattan carried with them, and the clothing that Ashley’s family had was not much different.

“So, Liz,” Ashley began. “We were planning on going to one of the restaurants downtown to get some lunch. Would you care to come with?”

“Oh,” Liz felt the anxiety build in her. She didn’t have the money for a meal at a nice restaurant. She barely had enough money to feed herself for the next few days until her job at the library started. Then she might be able to scrape by enough money to not starve over the course of the semester. “I actually am waiting for my mom to wire some money to my account.” She wasn’t quite sure what that meant. She didn’t have any accounts, and her mother certainly had never ‘wired’ money to anyone other than the dealers that supplied her habit.

“Don’t worry about that,” Ashley’s mother said. “It’s our treat.”

Liz mumbled a ‘thank-you’ and the five of them headed out of the dorm to the car. The family drove a Range Rover that cost more than everything in the house that Liz had grown up in combined. She marveled at the spotless black exterior and the flawless chrome wheels. Ashley smiled at her as she helped her into the car.

At lunch, Liz made small talk with Ashley and her family. She hardly touched her burger, finding that the stress of trying to make a good impression robbed her of her appetite.

“So, Ashley,” her mom said after a sip of wine. “Have you seen any cute girls that have caught your eye?”

Liz choked as she struggled to swallow her mouthful of water. She watched as Ashley’s face turned beet red.

“Mom!” she intoned desperately.

Ashley’s mother’s face turned red to match her daughter’s.

“You didn’t tell her? My apologies. I assumed you two girls had already gotten to know each other on the Facebook.”

“Ugh, Mom,” Ashley said in exasperation. She buried her face in her hands for a moment before she turned to Liz. “Well, I guess the cat’s out of the bag. I’m a lesbian. I hope that doesn’t bother you.”

Liz felt every pair of eyes fixed on her. For once, however, she knew how to answer.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said. “I grew up in New York. We have all types there, and they’re all fine with me.”

Ashley wiped her forehead in exaggerated relief. “Phew!”

Though she was playing it off, Liz was sure she could see some real relief in her roommate’s face. In truth, the idea of living with a lesbian didn’t bother her in the least. In New York, she was friends with gays, lesbians, queens, queers and trannies. People were people to her. Who they wanted to sleep with or what relationship they had with the genitals they had been born with didn’t bother her one way or the other.

During the rest of the meal, the conversation turned back to more traditional topics. They chatted about their majors. Ashley was planning on studying art history. Liz was pre med. As they discussed their classes, they realized that they had an English Composition class together. Liz had been dreading the class, but now, knowing someone, it suddenly seemed much less daunting. In fact, as she felt herself becoming more comfortable with Ashley, the entire prospect of college was suddenly much less overwhelming.

When they had finished eating, Ashley had the idea that the two of them could take a walk around the town, while her parents and sister waited for the check. Her parents approved of the idea and Ashley was up from her chair and out the door a moment later. Liz followed after.

Boller University was named for the town of Boller, which consisted of very little besides the college itself. The year round population of the city was just over three thousand, which was roughly the same size as the school. Most of the businesses and shops relied on the school for business and as such, there was a great relationship between the students and the townspeople.

Most of the towns in that area of Ohio had once been part of the great steel revolution. The countryside had once been filled with steel mills and the towns that housed their workers. Steel production had long since died off almost everywhere and once booming towns had shrunk down to almost nothing. Boller was a rare example of prosperity in the area, and it was all thanks to the university, which though small was well endowed and infused quite a deal of cash into the town.

“So, what do you think of the town?” Liz asked as they walked.

“It’s so pretty,” Ashley beamed.

It was true. Everything was in good repair and the streets were lined with trees whose flowers were still in bloom. It was the picture of small town charm. There was nothing to dislike about it and yet, as Liz looked at the one story buildings and empty sidewalks, she felt an ache. She had grown up on the island of Manhattan, in the greatest city in the world. She was used to the sound of crowds and taxi horns. She didn’t know what quiet was. She had been all too happy to get away from the city, away from her tired life and her broken home, but now as the reality of it began to set it, she felt her chest tighten.

She jumped as she felt a hand on her shoulder.

“Sorry,” Ashley said. “I didn’t mean to startle you. You just spaced out there. Everything ok?”

Liz could see the worry in the other girl’s face. Though it was genuine, she knew that she couldn't burden her roommate with her homesickness. They had just met. Breaking down into tears was certainly not the best way to make a first impression.

“Yea,” she lied. “Just taking everything in, you know?”

Ashley nodded and the two of them walked on in silence down the main street. They stopped at a small bridge that crossed the stream that cut the town in half. Liz watched as a mother duckling led her three small chicks along the bank. It seemed that everyone was with their family but her.

Her moping was cut short as a shriek cut through the air. She turned in panic, half expecting to see someone dying or a car careening toward them. Instead, she saw a girl roughly her age sprinting toward them. Ashley shrieked too and opened her arms. The two girls crashed into each other. They exchanged greetings that were entirely unintelligible through their shrieking. Once things had calmed down, Ashley turned to Liz.

“Liz, this is Megan. We went to the same high school. Megan this is my roommate Liz.”

Liz shook hands with Megan. She had the same type of casual elegance that Ashley possessed. She had raven black hair and a face that could have been a billboard. Her body was tight and taut. Liz suddenly felt self-conscious as she looked at the two gorgeous hometown friends. She wondered if this was really the place where she belonged. Certainly not, if everyone looked like these two.

They continued to walk along the street, though now Liz tagged behind the other two as they spoke faster than she could keep up with. Eventually, she stopped trying, instead allowing her eyes to wander, taking in the sights of the town that would be her new home for the next four years. As she watched the two girls walking in front of her, she wondered when it would actually start to feel like home.

Chapter II

The first few weeks of school went by in a flash. Freshmen orientation zoomed by, followed by syllabus week and then the first real week of classes. Liz quickly found herself behind the eightball as the work piled up at a rate she could have scarcely imagined before coming here.

She had gone to a rather lackluster high school in New York, where she had been head and shoulders above the next smartest kid. Now… now, however, she found herself surrounded by students from private schools who were more prepared than she was for the rigors of an elite liberal arts school.

There were plenty of activities during the first month of school to allow students to get to know each other: plays, BBQs, improv comedy shows. Everyone else, Ashley included, seemed to go to each and every one of them, while Liz was forced to remain in the library rereading the same paragraphs about gene expression or rechecking the calculus homework that was due the following day. She wondered when she was ever supposed to have time to make friends.

Luckily for her, Ashley was a social butterfly. She had a number of friends from home besides Megan. Though an Ohio school wasn’t the most obvious place for a group of students from North Carolina to end up, it seemed that Ashley’s boarding school had a special relationship with Boller and sent a dozen or so kids every single year to attend.

In addition to her eleven or so other classmates, Ashley had made a dozen more close friends and what seemed to Liz like a thousand more casual acquaintances. She had an easy confidence that Liz envied. Everyone wanted to talk to her, to be her friend and she seemed to navigate the social scene of the college with ease, making friends with everyone: the upperclassmen, the freshmen, nerds, jocks and even the cafeteria workers. Everyone loved Ashley and by the third week, it seemed that everyone on campus knew her name.

She had spent most of the first three weeks pestering Liz to come with her to one of the thousand different clubs or parties that she attended. Liz wondered how the girl had time for her school work, but part of her imagined that art history wasn’t quite so intense of a major as pre-med.

By the third week, Liz could tell that Ashley’s patience with her roommate was growing thin. Foolishly Liz hoped that that meant that she might finally be left alone to do her work without the constant interruptions. Ashley, however, had other plans.

“Liz, me and some friends are going to go to a party in a little bit. You should tag along,” Ashley announced one day as she entered the room and threw her bookbag onto the floor. She tossed herself onto the bed as she waited for a response.

Liz didn’t even look up from the biology textbook she was reading. “Sorry, I have a quiz on Monday and I still have to reread two more chapters before tomorrow.”

“Hey Liz,” Ashley said in sing song voice.

Liz continued to read as she waited for Ashley to finish her thought.

“Hey Liz,” Ashley sang again, this time in an even more exaggerated fashion.

Liz sighed as she placed a pen in the spine to mark her place. She turned to see Ashley’s face screwed up in a ridiculous expression. She laughed despite how annoyed she was.

“What is it Ashley?” she attempted to sound angry, but it was hard when she was still giggling at the silly face that Ashley was making.

“You are going with me and my friends,” Ashley said forcefully.

“Ash, I can’t. I already t--”

Ashley held up her hand. “No, no, no. I am finished listening to your excuses. You are going to end up going crazy if you don’t get out and have some fun every once in a while. Just come out tonight and I will leave you alone… for another few weeks at least.”

Liz sighed as she looked at her roommate’s expectant face. In truth, she could use a break. Weeks of nothing but work had left her more than a little burnt out and she felt that she was barely even able to absorb the material that she was reading. Maybe a night of fun would help her decompress enough that she would be able to approach things with a fresh perspective tomorrow. It might be the best thing for her in the long run.

“Fine, fine fine,” she said as she threw up her hands in defeat.

Ashley sprang off the bed and wrapped Liz in a hug. “Yesssss! Awesome! So what are you going to wear?”

Liz looked toward her closet and then down at what she was wearing: a pink v-neck t-shirt and a pair of jeans. “Uh, what’s wrong with this?” she asked.

“Tsk, tsk,” Ashley shook her head. “Nothing wrong if you are going to class, but this is a party. There will be boy there! Or girls in my case. But the point is: there are people there that you need to impress if you are planning on getting lucky.”

Liz felt her face flush. “Getting lucky? I’m not… I mean I don’t think I’m really planning on getting lucky.”

Ashley screwed her face up in mock concentration. She ran a finger across her chin. Suddenly, her face lit up as if something had just occurred to her.

“You’re a virgin!” she shouted.

Her face went from flushed to fire engine red as she attempted to avoid Ashley’s gaze.

“Oh don’t worry about,” Ashley said. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of. But it definitely means we have to get you laid. You need to get the first one out of the way, so you aren’t nervous when you are with someone you really like.”

Liz couldn’t believe they were talking about this. Most of her friends in high school had been something less than popular. They had all been the studious types, the ones who were trying to get good grades so they could leave shitty neighborhoods and broken homes. Sex had never really been a topic of conversation. She hadn’t even kissed a boy until she had been a junior in high school.

Liz was thankful when Ashley changed the subject. She rifled through her own closet looking for something that Liz could wear. The process lasted another half hour before Ashley was satisfied with the outfit she had picked out for Liz. It took another forty-five minutes, however, until Ashley had put the finishing touches on their makeup. When it was finished, Liz could hardly recognize herself in the mirror.

“I look hot.” The words were out of Liz’s mouth before she realized.

Ashley laughed. “Hell yea you do. I wouldn’t mind getting a go at you.” Ashley winked at her. “Let me know if you ever want to have an lesbian experimentation phase. It would be a pretty sweet deal to have a such a hot piece of ass right in my own room.”

Liz felt herself blush at the compliment. She knew that Ashley was only joking with her, but she felt it building her confidence. Ashley was gorgeous. If someone that good looking thought she looked good, then maybe she could turn some heads at whatever part they ended up at.

They met a group of Ashley’s friends outside of their dorm and headed down toward the frat house where the party was being held. Megan was among the group of a dozen or so girls that they walked with. The girls chatted about this and that, about classes and professors, about alcohol and about the cute boys that they hoped would be there. When Liz had left her room with Ashley she had had some hope that this night might turn out well. That enthusiasm was quickly fading.

As if sensing her thoughts, Ashley slowed her pace and let Liz catch up.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered in Liz’s ear. “I know these girls can be a little bit much at times, but it's just how people are going to be for a while.”

Liz raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

“It’s the beginning of freshman year. The thing that everyone is most concerned with right now is fitting in. No one cares much for anything else if they are being honest with themselves. Everyone is sticking to the safe subjects: booze and boys. If they talk about drunk they were or how drunk they are going to be, they can avoid that moment where they actually have to reveal something true about themselves. Until that moment they can’t really be rejected.”

Liz and Ashley walked next to each other in silence as the other girls cackled like jackals in front of them. She marveled at how wise her roommate seemed. Ashley was of an age with her and yet she seemed to have the wisdom of some old yoga master. Liz stifled a giggle at the thought of Ashley as a wrinkled old man in a monk's robes. Ashley shot her a look, but she shook her head.

As she studied the silly look of curiosity on her roommate's face, she was once again struck by her beauty. Normally, when she saw a girl that good looking, she consoled herself with the thought that she must be dumb, or a bitch or that she must have something wrong with her that made things even out. The more she got to know Ashley, however, the more she was forced to recognize that her new roommate had it all: looks, brains and a compassionate heart. Liz wasn’t sure how large the lesbian scene on campus was, but surely Ashley had to be the catch of the century, even if they didn’t realize it yet. At that thought, she cast a smile in Ashley’s direction that the other girl returned with a wink.

“There it is!”

The moment was lost as one of the girls shouted and pointed to the large century old house that stood at the end of the lane ahead of them. The other girls took up the shout. Even Ashley joined in, but not before she turned and gave a shrug to Liz.

Inside the party, it was a loud and dark and the floor was covered with a thin layer of liquid that Liz assumed was a mixture of beer, sweat and broken dreams. She took a red solo cup that she was handed by some brother of the fraternity, thanked him and then put it down on a counter as soon as she was out of sight. She had been sneaking into shady clubs in New York since she was fifteen and she knew better than to take a drink from a stranger. As she watched the girls she had come with accept the drinks greedily and drink them down, she realized it was a life lesson that was not taught at North Carolina boarding schools.

For most of the part, the group managed to stay together. Groups of two or three might head together to the bathroom or to get drinks, but for the most part they managed to stay together in a tight group on the dance floor. Whenever a guy came over to talk to one of them, they would all laugh and the guy would invariably think better of it. Liz realized that for all their talk, these girls had absolutely no idea how to pick up guys at a party. She decided that she would show them how it was done.

As the next guy approached their group, Liz sized him up. He looked at least a few years older. Probably a senior, she thought to herself.  But he was a guy and she was a girl. All in all, it wasn’t really much of a difficult proposition.

Before he got close enough to trigger the giggling from the other girls, Liz took a step forward and placed her hand around the guys waist. She could see from the look on his face that that had been the last thing he had been expecting.

“Oh, s-s-sorry,” she said, intentionally slurring her word. “Thanks for catching me.” He opened his mouth to say something, but she kept talking. “Oh, you are strong,” she said as her hands found his arms. As she pressed her waist against his, she could feel that her actions her starting to have their desired effect.

As she studied his face more closely, she had to admit he was quite a cute. A thin layer of stubble covered his well defined jaw. His eyes were hazel brown and had an air of mystery to them. They met her own and she could feel the tension building. He leaned his face closer to hers. Their lips lined up, inching toward each other. Right at the last moment, she turned her face and gave a big smile to the group of girls, who had been watching with rapt attention. They broke into peals of laughter as the dumbfounded boy furrowed his brow. As Liz took a mock bow, she heard him mutter something about her being a bitch before he shuffled off and was lost in the crowd.

As she made her way back to the gaggle of girls, they all surrounded her. She was bombarded with questions and congratulations. They all laughed  at the look on the boy's face who thought he was going to get lucky. She basked for a moment in the glow of attention that her little prank had won her, but soon she found herself looking around the sea of faces for Ashley. As she continued to scan, she felt a sinking sensation growing in her stomach. Finally, she asked.

“Where is Ashley?”

Her question was met with a collection of shrugs, umms and I-don’t-know’s. She took a deep breath as she began to feel her heart beat faster. Now was not the time to panic, she told herself. Ashley had most likely just wandered off to the bathroom or to get a drink. In a few moments, she would come back to the group and Liz would forget all about this. Unfortunately, that wasn’t what happened. She continued to scan the room, but found no sign of Ashley. She checked the bathroom and then the kitchen. She checked each room on the first floor of the house. Each time she failed to find her roommate, she felt the panic growing in her stomach. When she was just about to give up her search, she felt a hand on her shoulder.

She turned with a smile, expecting to see Ashley smiling back at her. Instead, it was Megan and she was not smiling.

“She was really drunk,” Megan explained between sobs. “I don’t.., I tried to stop her, but…. but she wouldn’t listen. I.. I just…”

“Where?” Liz demanded. She didn’t have time for Megan’s drunk mind to piece together the story it was trying to tell. Liz had already heard enough to put the pieces together herself. As soon as Megan pointed toward the stairs, Liz was racing across the room. She pushed her way through the crowd, ignoring the curses and insults that were directed toward her. She had more important things to worry about. When she made it to the stairs she didn’t even pause for a breath as she bounded up them. She turned the handle of the first door she came to and pushed.

Inside, the lights were off, but she could make out the silhouettes of two people: one on top of the other. She couldn’t make out whether Ashley was one of them or whether one of them was even a girl, but when the figure on the bottom spoke, she got her answer.

“I think I should go find my friends.”

The voice clearly belonged to Ashley, but Liz seemed to be the only one listening. The figure on top of her made no sign of having heard her. She could see Ashley struggling weakly beneath him. Liz felt the anger flare in her as she took a step forward.

“Get the fuck off of her!” she shouted.

This time the figure took notice. He spun around. Suddenly, confronted with the size of the boy, Liz felt a shiver of fear go through her. Without a thought, she swung her purse around and was rewarded by a thump as it connected with the boy's face. A second thump followed soon after as the figure collapsed to the ground. Liz grabbed Ashley by the hand and quickly pulled to her feet and led her into the hallway. She helped her down the steps and found the group of girls they had come with.

“Let’s go,” she said to them. They seemed to catch her urgency and another girl helped her support Ashley, while the rest of them filed toward the exit.

Most of the girls wanted to head to another party, but Liz knew that Ashley needed to head back to the dorm. They parted ways with the other girls and Liz helped Ashley back to the dorm, where she tucked her into bed.

“You know something, Liz,” Ashley mumbled as her eyes closed. “Don’t tell my roommate this, but I think she is a great person.”

Liz laughed. “Ok, I won’t tell, but I’m not sure that needs to be a secret.”

Ashley yawned. “What about the fact that I think she’s sexy? That should be a secret, right?”

Liz felt a lump in her throat as blood rushed to her cheeks.

“Yes,” she said softly. “That should be a secret.”

She stayed up for another hour or so watching Ashley. She told herself it was to make sure she was ok, but part of just liked to watch her sleep.

Chapter 3

When Liz awoke the next morning, Ashley’s bed was empty. She rolled over and checked her clock: 10:30 AM. She never slept so late. It was a Saturday, but she still had plenty of studying to do for her exam on Monday. She quickly jumped out of bed and threw on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Grabbing her bookbag, she was just about ready to head out to the library when she saw a folded piece of paper sitting on her desk. She unfolded it and read.

Liz,

Sorry about last night. I talked to Megan and she explained what happened. You are seriously the BEST roommate EVER. Thanks a million. Talk to you later!

Ashley ♡

As she saw the heart next to Ashley’s name she felt her stomach lurch. She was just being silly, she told herself. Girls signed notes with hearts all the time. It didn’t mean anything. But how many of those girls are lesbians who have told the other girl they think they are sexy? another voice in her head asked.

She bit her lip as she stared at the note. Ashley’s words from last night still weighed on her mind. How big of a deal was it really? After all, Liz knew she was cute. Was it really that weird if her roommate thought so too? She glanced again at the clock and decided she would have time to puzzle this out later. Too much time had already been wasted and she needed to study for a test.

The library was nearly abandoned when she got there: a common sight for a saturday morning at Boller. During the week, it was difficult to even find a place to sit and study, but on the weekends it was a ghost town as most of the students recovered from hangovers or attended day time parties known as ‘Super Saturdays’. Liz assumed that was where Ashley had headed off to. The last place she expected to see her   was the library. That was, until she ran straight into her.

They both tumbled to the ground as books and papers went flying. Liz scrambled to help the other girl to her feet. It wasn’t until they were both standing that she realized it was Ashley.

“Hey roomie,” Ashley said with a smile. “So I guess this is my punishment for last night?”

“Oh no,” Liz said. “I totally didn’t see you there.”

“No worries.” Ashley bent down to pick up a few books. “Just a joke.”

When the both had collected their things, they found a table in the back where they both sat down to study. Liz was all ready to dive into her reading about DNA replication when Ashley let out a loud sigh. Liz looked up.

“You’re something of a celebrity, you know,” Ashley said.

Celebrity? Liz had no idea what she was talking about. Her face must have betrayed her confusion.

“Well, I mean no one knows that it’s you. But everyone is talking about the girl who knocked out one of the Deltas. It’s the talk of the whole campus. Pretty cool, huh?”

From the look on her face and the sound of her voice, it didn’t seem like Ashley found it all that cool.

“Something else on your mind?” Liz asked. In the back of her mind, she knew that she was falling even farther behind in her planned studying, but this seemed more important.

Ashley nodded. She paused for a moment, and it seemed as if she wasn’t going to offer any more details. Then something clicked in Liz’s head.

“What are they saying about you?”

It was then that she saw the tears in Ashley’s eyes.

“Everyone is talking about the lesbian freshman and how she likes to tease guys. Everywhere I have been today, whispers are following me. My sexuality wasn’t suppose to be a secret, but I also didn’t plan on it being gossip for the whole campus, you know? I’m mortified.”

As she finished speaking, she buried her face in her hands. The sounds were muffled, but Liz could tell that she was crying. Her heart broke as she looked at her roommate. Wasn’t it just last night that she had been thinking how Ashley had it all? She felt foolish now for that thought. Everyone had their struggles, she reminded herself. Everyone.

Nothing else occurred to her, but to reach across the table and place her hand on Ashley’s arm. Ashley looked up and gave her a weak, tear-stained smile before she broke down once again. Liz kept her hand there as the other girl cried. She knew that there were eyes on them, dozens of pairs of eyes watching as the now infamous freshman broke down in tears. She knew what they all must take her for at that moment, but somehow she didn’t care. Her hand remained on Ashley’s arm as the other girl slowly managed to compose herself.

Ashley raised her eyes, meeting first Liz’s before they scanned the library around them. Liz watched as her roommate’s tear stained face flushed a deep red.

“Well,” she said, pausing for what was some mixture of a laugh and a sob, “I’m guessing that little display didn’t do much to help my case, and my guess is that they have now figured out just exactly who you are.”

Liz looked around. By now many of the onlookers had averted their gazes, pretending to talk to their friends or to have become suddenly fascinated with whatever textbook they had open on the table in front of them. If people hadn’t known that she was the other girl from the incident last night, they did now. And she was sure that the gossip would spread quickly around the campus.

She waited for the anxiety to hit her, waited for the panic and fear, but as she sat there, she felt nothing. As the moments stretched on, she continued to feel nothing. She wondered why. She was hardly one who believed in rocking the boat. Anonymity was always to be prefered  to attention, and yet now she was the center of attention on the library’s first floor, and perhaps soon, the entire campus.

The thought had sent her heart racing, but not in the manner she had expected. It was not accompanied by the tightening of her chest, or the feeling that her breaths were growing shallower and shallower. The feeling in her stomach was odd too. It was not the gnawing pit that she expected. Instead it was something more like… like butterflies. Butterflies.

“Helloooooooo.” Ashley waved a hand in front of Liz’s face. Liz quickly snapped to attention. “You alright there?”

Liz nodded hesitantly. Her mind was still distracted with the realization that she was not at all upset about what had happened. In fact, there was something about it that excited her. She couldn’t understand it, but as she looked at Ashley’s expectant blue eyes, she was certain of it.

“Yea, I’m good,” she said and forced herself to smile.

Ashley returned it with tears still sitting on her cheeks. Suddenly, Liz found her hand reaching out across the table. Her thumb came to rest on Ashley’s cheek and wiped away the lone tear that sat there. She felt something like electricity surge through her as her skin felt the warmth of Ashley’s cheek.

She withdrew her hand quickly.

“Sorry,” she mumbled. She opened her mouth and then closed it again.

Ashley’s eyes narrowed for a moment and then she smiled. “Want to get out of here? Not sure if I can study with all these people watching my every movement.”

Liz nodded. The two girls gathered their books and made their way toward the exit. Liz felt eyes on her, but she ignored them, focusing her gaze on the ground in front of her. When they finally exited, she realized that she had been holding her breath. It took her a moment to catch her breath. She knew she must look silly, sucking in deep breaths as if she had just run a mile. Ashley cocked an eyebrow, but said nothing.

The library was close to their dorm building and the two girls decided to study in the lodge there. They walked in silence. In late fall, the trees that lined the pathways were beautiful displays of reds and yellows and burnished oranges, nearly the color of bronze. Liz felt her heart beat slow as she took in the sights. For a moment it seemed as if the events of the last night and what they entailed had suddenly melted away. Then she heard a yell.

“Lezzie!”

Both she and Ashley turned to see a group of three girls were walking toward them. Meghan was with them and the other two she recognized as part of the group that had accompanied them the night before. She could not remember their names. Both of them were laughing as they walked toward the roommates.

“Excuse me?” Liz said. “What did you say?”

“Oh, nothing,” one of the girls said, her face stretched in a grotesque smile. Liz thought her name was Kate. “Just saying ‘hi’”.

Liz’s eyes narrowed. She could feel her heart thumping against her chest as she considered what to say.

“So, Ashley, how are things?” Kate asked.

Liz interrupted before Ashley could answer. “That’s not my name.”

“I’m sorry?”

“Lezzie,” Liz said, her teeth clenched. “Was that really the best you could come up with?”

“It was just a little joke,” the girl said. “I guess I must have struck a cord if you are getting this upset about it.” Her eyes drifted back to Ashley. “Meghan has been telling us all sorts of interesting things about you.”

Liz saw Meghan’s face go red at the same time that Ashley’s did. Kate seemed to be thoroughly enjoying herself.

“No hard feelings, Ash, but you have to understand if we don’t want you hanging around. It’s not that we really have a problem with lesbians. It’s just… well, we are all a little worried you might try to make a move on us.”  Kate laughed as she said it, as if it were the funniest joke she had ever told. The other girls with her laughed as well. Meghan was silent.

“Meg, you can’t seriously be choosing these bitches over me,” Ashley said. Liz could hear the hurt in her voice.

“It’s not like that, Ash. I’m not choosing anyone.” Meghan paused, searching for words, but she found none. Ashley stared at her in disbelief.

Liz had had enough. “Come on.” She grabbed Ashley by the arm. “Let’s go.”

“Listen to your girlfriend, Ashley,” Kate said through laughter. The other girl joined in as well, cackling away with Kate as Meghan stood there silently.

“She’s not my girlfriend!” Ashley voice cracked as she yelled. Liz could see her lips trembling.

“Uh huh.” replied Kate. “And you wonder why we can’t be friends with you. You already put the moves on your roommate and it’s only been a few weeks.”

“She’s not my girlfriend.” Ashley’s face was flushed completely red. Her eyes were brimmed with tears.

“Let’s go,” Liz hissed. She pulled harder and finally managed to uproot Ashley. She placed her arm around her roommate’s shoulder and led her back toward the dorm.

Ashley said nothing. The tears streamed silently down her face.

Chapter 4

Back in the room, Ashley asked for some time alone and Liz complied. She took her books out into the common room to study.

“I’ll be right outside if you need anything,” she told Ashley. Her roommate nodded.

Outside Liz attempted to get back to her work, but she found herself rereading the same paragraphs over and over again, barely able to retain any of the material. She switched to quizzing herself with the flashcards she had made for her upcoming exam, but she was making simple errors almost constantly. Her mind was somewhere other than studying for this exam. Her eyes glanced back at the door to her room.

For another fifteen minutes, she tried in vain to focus on her studying. She couldn’t remember a time where she had been unable to simply switch on her laser like focus and apply it to the task at hand. She found that her eyes drifted again and again to the closed door of her room. Her thoughts continued to return to her roommate.

She tried to figure out something she could say or something that she could do. She knew that Ashley was hurting and she knew that there was nothing that she could do. Despite that, she found herself unable to shut off that part of her mind.

She let the book fall from hands. It thumped on the floor with a soft thud. Without knowing why she was doing it, she found herself  standing up. She took one step toward her room and then another. She paused for a moment outside, her hand resting on the handle. Then she turned it and pushed it open.

Inside, Ashley was still lying on her bed. As Liz entered, she sat up slowly. Her eyes were red and glassy. Her cheeks were puffy and slick with tears. She looked at Liz and Liz suddenly realized why she was here. The longing look in Ashley’s eyes told her that Ashley knew as well.

Liz’s heart beat against her chest. She felt the sweat on her palms even as her mouth went dry. This wasn’t possible. Was it? How could she feel this way? Ashley was only her friend… and yet as she looked at the girl sitting on the bed in front of her she knew that that was only a half truth.

Ashley was beautiful. There weren’t many women that Liz had ever seen in real life that could match the beauty of the girl she saw sitting in front of her. She had been struck by that from the first time she saw her. It wasn’t strange for her to notice that another girl was beautiful, but now as she looked at her, she found her thoughts drifting far away from that initial one. Her eyes were drawn to the swell of Ashley’s breasts. The shirt she was wearing was low cut and sitting forward as she was, her cleavage practically spilled out past the collar. Liz felt her heart beat faster. She wanted nothing more than to reach out and touch them. The thought was strange to her, but at that moment she couldn’t fight it.

“Something caught your eye?”

Ashley’s question snapped her back to attention. She felt a rush of warmth to her face. She was sure that it must have been bright red at that moment. What response could she give? Her mind turned over words and responses, but she found herself entirely tongue tied. Despite herself her eyes once more drifted to Ashley’s chest.

The other girl laughed. “Wow, you really can’t keep your eyes off of them, can you?” She took her hands and placed them on each side of her chest. “Is this better?” she asked, as she pressed them together.

Liz’s heart pounded in her chest. Her stomach dropped. And the first time since she had entered, she noticed a familiar feeling. It wasn’t a feeling that she had ever felt from looking at another woman, but it was an unmistakable feeling all the same: arousal. She could feel the jolt of adrenaline that coursed through her body even as she felt herself growing wet. Some part of her mind tried to tell her that this was madness, but it was drowned out by the carnal lust that was quickly building. She tried to think, to rationalize it all away, but she was powerless against her animal instincts.

“Oh, I think you do like that,” Ashley said with a laugh. “Do you want to give them a little touch?”

Liz was certain that her heart was going to bust out of her chest. Her eyes met Ashley’s. She couldn’t read her roommate. Was Ashley just having a little fun teasing the straight girl? Or was she really into this? Suddenly, Liz felt self conscious. Not because she was possibly about to have her first lesbian experience, but rather because, she was suddenly wondering why a girl as good looking as Ashley would be interested in her. Liz knew she was cute, but Ashley… Ashley was at another level of attractiveness.

“Do you?” Ashley repeated. This time her voice was lower. It gave Liz less pause regarding her roommate’s intentions. It was clear: she wanted Ashley and Ashley wanted her.

Without a second thought, she felt her arm begin to raise. She watched it shake as it carried her hand toward her prize. Her pussy was throbbing now. She could feel the ache and the moistness. It was worse than she could ever recall. She had never wanted something this badly. She had never been driven this mad with lust.

Ashley moaned softly as Liz placed her palm against her breast. The blonde’s eyes closed as Liz’s skin pressed against hers. Liz felt a jolt like electricity run through her. Tentatively, she squeezed her hand around Ashley’s breast. She was surprised by the firmness given how large they were. As she squeezed, Ashley groaned in approval. Encouraged by her roommate’s noises, Liz added a second hand.

She pressed Ashley back against the bed and climbed on top of her. One moment, her hand was  mauling Ashley’s breasts and the next Ashley’s hands were around her arms pulling her down toward the bed. Liz’s eyes locked with Ashley’s. Then, so did her lips.

Liz lost herself as her lips wrestled with Ashley’s. The feeling on her roommate's soft and feminine lips pressed against hers was unlike anything she had ever experienced. She could smell as well as taste a faint hint of strawberry flavored lip gloss. The sweet fruit scent filled her nostrils and made the moment real.

As much as she enjoyed the feel of Ashley’s lips on hers, Liz knew that there was something else she wanted more. She broke the kiss and pushed away from Ashley, who looked at her quizzically but said nothing.

Liz could feel her nerves now. For a moment she had lost them in her lust, but now they were racing back. She could hardly believe what was happening here, but something inside her drove her further and further. She knew she would not be satisfied until she answered that longing.

Her hands were shaking once more as they reached down to find the hem on her shirt. She saw the look on Ashley’s face change from curiosity to primal lust. Liz did not want to disappoint her. She took a breath to steady herself and then in one swift motion she pulled her shirt over her head.

She watched Ashley watch her. Liz knew she had a good body. Though her breasts were not as eye popping as the blonde’s, they were ample and firm. She had been told on more than one occasion that they were the perfect size, as if they were made for a hand to cup them. The bra she was wearing was a boring beige affair, but Ashley hardly seemed to mind. Her hungry eyes were glued to Liz’s chest. Liz felt her nerves beginning to calm as she saw that look of desire.

“So what do you think?” Liz attempted to make the question sound playful, but instead it seemed earnest, as if she truly were worried about the answer. Ashley smiled back at her.

“Incredible,” she said as she reached her hand around Liz’s back. Slowly, she worked her way toward her bra clasp. Her fingers lingered there for a moment before she unfastened it with practiced skill.

Goosebumps covered Liz’s skin as she felt the cool air against her bare breasts. In a moment, her nipples were hard, but that had less to do with the air and more to do with the ravenous look plastered on Ashley’s face.

“I think you’ll like this,” Ashley said before she leaned forward. Her mouth closed around Liz’s right nipple. Her tongue swirled around it, eliciting a sensual moan from Liz.

The feeling sent waves of pleasure through Liz. For the thousandth time in the last few minutes, she found herself marveling at what was happening here. Even a few hours ago, she would have thought this all to be impossible. Not only that, she wouldn’t have seen any appeal in it. As far as she had always been concerned, she was straight as an arrow. She had never had a reason to doubt that… until now.

As Ashley continued her tongue lashing on Liz’s nipple, her hand found the other one and pinched it. The pressure was just right, not too rough and not too gentle. As Ashley squeezed it between her fingers, Liz threw her head back and let out a moan. Her pussy was soaking wet now. There had been moments in her life when she had thought she knew the meaning of desire, but each of those moments paled in comparison to this one It was not just her throbbing pussy that ached for release. Her whole body was possessed by passion and lust. Each inch of her skin was alive with warmth and desire. Each time some part of Ashley brushed against her, she felt the animalism radiating through her. As much as she was enjoying Ashley’s attention, she knew she needed more.

She pressed Ashley away from her and the blonde reluctantly relented. Her eyes lingered with a hungry glare on Liz’s bare breasts for a few moments before Ashley met Liz’s glance. They locked eyes for a moment and Liz felt something stirring inside of her that was more than just lust. It wasn’t love, at least not in the traditional sense of it. It was a deep and true caring. As she looked into the eyes of this other girl, she knew that she was important to her, would always be so. She did not entirely understand how she could be so certain, but she was certain now of what she wanted.

Liz climbed off of Ashley. For a moment, she could the worry on Ashley’s face. Liz smiled inwardly. Ashley was afraid that Liz was having second thoughts. It might have been fun to tease her for a moment, and Liz might have done it had she not been so impatient to satisfy her own needs.

She extended a hand. Ashley took it as relief swept over her face. Liz pulled her roommate up into a standing position. She wrapped her other hand around Ashley’s waist and pulled her closer. Their lips met as their bodies pressed together. Once more, Liz felt herself intoxicated by the feeling of Ashley’s lips. The taste and the smell possessed her until she thought that she might get lost in the moment. She could have kissed that mouth for hours and not grown tired of it. But she had other plans.

She broke the kiss and attempted to give Ashley a sultry look. Without a mirror, she was not sure if she achieved her goal, but the lustful look on the blonde’s face gave her some idea.

“Why am I the only one without a shirt on?” Liz asked. She let her gaze drop slowly until it came to rest on Ashley’s breasts, her cleavage still threatening to spill from her halter top. It was those two beauties that had started this, after all, and Liz still had not gotten a chance to see them for real.

Ashley smiled. Liz watched as the blonde reached down and pulled at the hem of her shirt. Liz gulped as Ashley’s massive breasts came into view. Her bra did an even poorer job of containing them than the shirt. Liz felt her mouth water as Ashley’s hands reached around to the clasp in the back.

“No,” Liz said. “Let me.”

Ashley nodded and let her arms fall to her sides. Liz reached her arms around the other girl’s back. She traced lines across her bare skin that made Ashley shudder. As her fingertips reached the bra clasp she paused. Once more she leaned forward and kissed Ashley. as their tongues wrestled and fought, her fingers undid the clasp and Ashley’s bra fell to the floor.

When they broke their kiss, her eyes went immediately down. The sight of Ashley’s naked boobs did not disappoint. Liz felt a rush of desire go through her. Subconsciously, she licked her lips as she looked at them. They were large, easily DDs, and yet even with the bra removed, they hardly sagged at all. Her nipples were small and pink and they quickly grew hard under Liz’s ravenous gaze.

“Aren’t you going to return the favor?” Ashley asked. Liz looked back at Ashley, her reverie momentarily broken. Liz nodded slowly. This time, as she licked her lips, it was on purpose. Once more she moved Ashley back toward the bed and laid her down it. She took a moment to admire the topless beauty, before she climbed on top of her and began her work.

She kissed Ashley on the ear, whispering to her as she did.

“Do you want me to suck on those big titties of yours?” she asked playfully. Ashley whimpered. Liz kissed her way down the blonde’s neck, lingering longer than she needed, teasing Ashley. Her roommate was positively squirming in anticipation now, as Liz slowly made her way down her neck and then kissed across her collarbone. Down further she went, until her lips were only a few inches from Ashley’s left nipple.

“Please,” Ashley whispered huskily. Her whole body trembled as Liz teased her.

Liz wondered how wet the other girl was. Surely, she must be soaked. The idea made Liz shiver for a moment. That she could turn on such a beautiful girl was Ashley excited her greatly.

“Please what?” Liz asked coyly, feigning ignorance of the other girl’s desire. “I’m not sure what you want. You are going to have to tell me.”

Ashley moaned and Liz blew lightly against her nipples, first one and then the other. Just as her lips got close enough that Ashley could feel the heat of her breath, she pulled back. She reveled in the mixture of frustration and lust written on her roommate’s face.

“Oh god, Liz.” Ashley moaned again. “Please just suck on my nipples. I need it so badly.”

Liz complied. After all, how could she say ‘no’ to such an earnest request from such a beautiful woman. Her lips closed around Ashley’s nipple and she could feel the tension release from her roommate’s body. She used her tongue to lash Ashley’s breast with powerful strokes. The feeling of the blonde’s nipple against her tongue felt somehow natural. Liz could feel herself growing wetter and wetter.

Ashley’s moans were growing louder and louder and it seemed that both girls were reaching a  fever pitch of arousal.

“Oh fuck,” Ashley moaned as her hands reached for Liz’s chest. “You look so fucking hot sucking on my titities like that.”

Liz felt her pussy throb at those words of encouragement. A moment later, when Ashley’s fingertips found her nipple, it throbbed even worse, She knew that she couldn’t take much more of this. Build up and foreplay were all well and good, but her pussy was in desperate need of attention and she was hoped Ashley would be game to help her out.

“I need something in me,” Liz announced as she came up for air. She had tried to make it sound sexy, but once again it came out overly earnest. Ashley smiled warmly up at her and let her hands drift down Liz’s stomach.

Liz felt her stomach doing flips as the other girl’s hand reached the waistband of her shorts. Ashley smiled up seductively at her for a moment before she pushed her fingers past the waistband and into Liz’s pants.

Though her panties still stood as a barrier, the feeling as Ashley’s fingertips brushed against her lips sent a jolt of electric current through her. Her vision went white for a moment. She tried to think, to reason, but she felt as if she were drunk. Her thoughts were swimming in a haze of pleasure and lust and she could not organize them to form anything more coherent than the burning desire to feel Ashley’s fingers inside of her.

Luckily, she did not have to wait long. Ashley withdrew her hand, much to Liz’s disappointment, but a moment later she added a second one and helped Liz wriggle out of her shorts. Once Liz was in only her panties. Ashley maneuvered herself into an upright position and laid Liz down on the bed. Without wasting anytime, she grabbed the waist of Liz’s panties and removed them as well.

The cool air on her pussy raised goosebumps on Liz’s skin, though in truth that was not their only cause. As she looked at Ashley, she realized the blonde was not looking back at her. Ashley’s eyes were glued on Liz’s pussy. Normally, such a situation would have made her self-conscious, but something in Ashley’s eyes took all her fear away in an instant. It was not just lust that she saw there, but something warmer, something deeper. It was appreciation and it was acceptance, and it was something that she had never seen before in her life in the eyes of someone looking at her.

“Ready?” Ashley asked, shifting her gaze back up to Liz.

Liz nodded. Her heart stopped as Ashley pressed two fingers inside of her. Her whole body ached with pleasure as Ashley began her tentative exploration. Liz’s eyes closed as the feeling washed over her. Her breath shook with each exhale as Ashley’s fingers continued to work her over.

“Ashley…” she moaned. “That feels incredible.”

“Good,” Ashley answered flippantly as she added a third finger.

Liz felt a new level of pleasure hit as Ashley became more aggressive with her fingering. Suddenly, she felt an orgasm building. With all the foreplay as well as the clear skill that Ashley was displaying, she knew she wasn’t going to be able to hold it off much longer. Ashley seemed to sense it.

“Come on. babe. I know you’re getting close. Just let go. Cum for me.” Ashley pressed her three fingers deeper into Liz as she encouraged her toward orgasm.

Liz’s mind went blank with pleasure. She was aware of nothing but the feeling of Ashley pressing into her and the waves of pleasure that accompanied each thrust. Her whole body was consumed as the pleasure rushed out from her pussy and filled her with warmth. There was nothing in the world at that moment except for that pleasure. Then her orgasm hit.

She was pushed to the next level. She could feel her juices release onto Ashley’s hand as her pussy clenched around the fingers that were still inside it. Her back arched for a moment and she closed her eyes tightly. Her body trembled with a pleasure so intense she thought she would feint. It lasted for nearly a minute before it subsided enough for her to open her eyes.

Ashley was sitting above her, a smile on her face.

“So, how was it?”

“Good,” Liz responded, too tired to form a more complete response. She felt as if she had just run a marathon, or perhaps two.

Though exhausted, she knew that it wouldn’t be fair to leave her roommate hanging. She reached a hand toward the waistband of Ashley’s pants, but the other girl stopped her.

She laughed. “Don’t worry about it. This first one was for you. You can repay me next time.”

Liz nodded, thankful for the reprieve. It wasn’t that she wasn’t looking forward to returning the favor, but rather that she wanted to actually have the energy to do it justice.

Ashley laid down next to her and Liz turned so that their faces were only a few inches apart.

“So what does this mean?” Liz asked. As she began to regain her faculties following the orgasm, the reality of the situation was beginning to sink in.

Ashley shrugged. “I have no idea. We will have to figure it out as we go, I guess.”

Liz nodded as she looked the blonde in the eyes. The butterflies were back in her stomach. She felt a mixture of fear, confusion and excitement. The events of the last hour or so had been perhaps the most unexpected and yet wonderful that she had ever experienced in her life. She imagined that figuring it out as they went along was going to be a rather enjoyable proposition.




Part II

Chapter 1

Things definitely changed for Liz after that night. When she awoke the next morning, it took her a moment to remember what had happened. Her first realization was that she was not in her own bed. The second was that she was entirely nude.

As she looked over, she saw Ashley and her heart stopped. Her roommate was nude as well, with the sheets draped about her midsection, leaving her rather impressive breasts exposed. The cool air had made her nipples hard. Liz felt a jolt run through her as she took in the sight. The memories of the previous night came flooding back to her. They came in short clips and flashes as she relived the wild debauchery. Her heart had resumed its beating now, hard and furious. She could feel herself growing wet.

It was still too new a sensation for her to just give in to it, to just decide to act on it. She needed to  clear her head. She needed time to think on what had happened without the temptation of her roommate’s perfect figure there to distract her. Gently, she slid out of the bed and crossed the room to her side. She dressed herself in a pair of pajama pants and an old t-shirt and grabbed her toothbrush.

It was early on a Sunday morning and there was no sign of any other life as she walked through the halls of the dorm. In the bathroom, she brushed her teeth for a minute and then two, not really caring about the hygiene of her teeth. Her thoughts wandered as she looked back at herself in the mirror. The last time she had looked at herself like this, she had been straight.

It was an odd thought, and one that struck her in a funny way. What did that even really mean? Was she a lesbian now? Had she always been a lesbian? Or was she just bisexual? Had last night been a one time thing, a little bit of the college experimentation that everyone was always talking about? There were a hundred questions, yet answers seemed like they were nowhere to be found.

“I was wondering where you got to.”

Liz jumped at the sound. She turned to see Ashley leaning against the door frame. She had donned the same outfit as Liz: pajama bottoms and a t-shirt. With Ashley, however, the bottoms were a pair of shorts, rather short shorts, and without a bra, Liz could see her nipples poking through the fabric of the tight t-shirt. Her thoughts were thrown into chaos once more as she felt herself becoming aroused at the sight.

“Uh, yea,” Liz stammered. “Sorry, I was just brushing my teeth.” Her voice shook as she spoke. She could feel the sweat on her palms as she looked back at Ashley, who only laughed.

“Wow, somebody is a little nervous. You weren’t so tentative last night.” Ashley gave her a wink and Liz felt her face flush.

“Well, I mean… about last night… I’m not really sure… I just…”

Ashley laughed as Liz’s voice trailed off in confusion. “Don’t worry about it. I know it’s confusing. You don’t have to figure anything out right now. It’s kind of a crazy situation, I realize. Not only did you just have your first lesbian experience, but it was with your roommate. Double the confusion, right?”

Liz nodded and smiled back at the blonde. She was thankful for Ashley’s easy and understanding tone. It made things seem much less daunting.

“Thanks,” Liz said. “I just need some time to process it all, and it might be a little easier without…” Liz gestured to Ashley’s outfit.

Ashley furrowed her brow. She looked down at where Liz was pointing and laughed. “Oh, whoops! That makes sense. Must be hard for you to reason about it logically when this body is just on display.” Ashley winked again.

Though Ashley was only joking, Liz still couldn’t help feeling the desire build in her at that wink. She definitely was going to need to get some separation from that wink and the body that it was attached to if she was going to be able to sort this all out.

Ashley left her in peace to finish brushing her teeth. When she had finished, she changed quickly in her room (Ashley was nowhere to be found) and she headed to the library. She still had that exam on Monday and now she had wasted two whole nights not studying for it. It was true that she needed to sort out what exactly had happened between her and Ashley, but that didn’t mean that every other responsibility was simply going to take care of itself. She had a feeling that her crotchety old biology professor wasn’t going to care much about the personal issues in her life.

She found an empty table on a deserted floor of the library. Her mind was distracted, but she found that she managed to move slowly through the material. An hour passed and then a second one, it was near the third hour when she noticed that she was no longer alone on this floor. From somewhere distant, she could hear the sound of fingers on keyboards. She was still alone in her little corner and for that she was thankful. It wouldn’t last long she knew. Once everyone had recovered from their hangovers, the library would be crowded. Though Sunday was a weekend, it was also a school night and the library would be full to bursting by the time dinner rolled around. Liz hoped she might have another hour or two in peace and solitude.

That hope was soon dashed. She heard footsteps, but kept her eyes focused solely on her book. She hoped that if she seemed uninviting, whoever it was would pass by and find another place to study. The footsteps, however, did not continue. They paused and a moment later Liz heard the sound of a chair being pulled out from the table.

She looked up to see who had decided that the other empty tables weren’t good enough and they needed to sit at the same table as her. Part of her thought it might be Ashley trying to be cute, but it wasn’t. Her eyes met with those of another girl who was staring intently at her. Liz felt her heart leap, though exactly why she couldn’t quite say.

Perhaps it was the intensity in the gaze that met her own. The eyes that looked back her were an icy blue, that seemed almost too pale to be real. She wondered if they were the product of tinted contact lenses, but that thought was soon forgotten as her eyes drifted away to take in the person standing before her.

She was tall, perhaps even taller than Ashley, but the similarities ended there. Her hair was a deep red, not the type that one might naturally have, but a clearly artificial red, the color of a tomato. Whereas the first thing one might notice Ashley were her breasts, with this girl it was her lithe form. She was tall, but slim. Her stomach peeked out from the midriff shirt that she wore and Liz could see the toned lines there. Her legs were long and shapely and Liz found herself tracing their path up and down with her eyes.

“Can I help you?”

Liz snapped out of her daze. She felt the blood rush to her cheeks and was sure that they must have been as red as the other girl’s hair. She fumbled for an answer, but tripped over her words. There was something terrifying about the young woman who looked down at her. Ashley was bubbly and inviting, but this girl was hard, intimidating. The words ‘Fuck Off’ might as well have been written on her forehead. As Liz glanced once more at the outfit the girl was wearing, she realized that that impression was carried out by the clothes that she was wearing. That midriff shirt was actually a t-shirt that had been cut in half at the hem and then again at the sleeves. On the chest, she could make out the faded name of some band that she had never heard of. The jeans that the fire-haired girl wore were tattered and faded, and some part of Liz knew that they had not been purchased that way. They had been self-inflicted, an act of defiance. Liz knew this type of girl. New York was crawling with them: rebels, indie-chick, alt-girls. They had a dozen names and million different iterations, but the spirit was the same.

“Sorry,” Liz mumbled softly. She didn’t know what else to say.

The girl looked back at her, her face screwed up in concentration. Suddenly, her eyes lit up in recognition. “You’re her.”

“What? Who?” Liz was lost.

“The girl from the picture. I knew you looked familiar.” The smile that had come with the recognition slowly faded. “Shit, you don’t know do you?”

“Don’t know what?” Liz asked. She felt a shiver go down her spine. Something was wrong, but she didn’t know what.

“Well,” said the other girl, “I guess it’s best if I just show you.” She took a seat next to Liz and pulled out her phone. She pulled up an app that was used by kids on campus to post anonymous messages and pictures. Liz felt her heart beating faster. At the top of the list of the most popular messages was a thumbnail image. Next to it was the number 534: the number of times it had been liked.

“Brace yourself,” the girl said as she tapped the thumbnail to open the image. The picture was emblazoned with the words “Boller’s Newest Lesbian Couple”. The picture itself made Liz’s heart stop. It was picture of two women, naked from the waist up, with their chest pressed together and their hands on each other’s asses. Her and Ashley’s faces had been crudely pasted over the original models. She felt as though she was going to be sick.

“Just take a breath. You’ll be alright.” The other girl's tone was less supportive than her words. She closed the app and tucked her phone back into her pocket.

Liz felt like she was going to have a panic attack. The whole school had seen that picture, or nearly the whole school. And from the number of likes it had received, it seemed that the whole school thought it was a funny joke. She was mortified, devastate, and more than a little angry.

“You can’t get too upset over what these little shits find funny. Fuck them.”

Liz looked at the other girl. “Easy for you to say,” she said, her voice full of vitriol and misplaced anger. “I don’t see your face on one of those girls.”

The other girl laughed. “But I bet you’d like to.”

Liz felt anger well up inside of her. It had started with the lesbian jokes told by Meghan’s friends and progressed to that picture. Now, this girl who she had never met thought it was funny to tease her about it. Her anger must have been obvious.

“Take it easy. I’m not making fun of you.”

“Oh, really?” Liz asked disdainfully. “Then what are you doing?”

“Flirting with you.”

The words were like a bucket of ice water being dumped on her head.

“Flirting with me?”

The other girl nodded. “Yea, duh. I mean there aren’t really a ton of lesbians on this campus, and certainly not more than a couple that are as good looking as you.”

Liz’s mind was having trouble processing what she was hearing. This girl was coming on to her. Less than twenty-four hours ago she had been a happy, unconfused heterosexual.  Since then, she had hooked up with her roommate, been made the star of a pornographic photo, and now she was being hit on by a girl, who for all her alt-style was undoubtedly gorgeous. What surprised Liz the most was that she liked it. Perhaps not the photo, but even that seemed a compliment of some sort. She had been straight edged in high school, always worrying about the next test or the next paper that was due. She had never really considered herself someone that other people would desire.

“The picture… all those people who liked it… is it as a joke or do they, I don’t know, actually think it’s hot or something?”

The other girl laughed. “Oh man, you are cute. Of course, they think it’s fucking hot. You think that the guys liking that picture are doing it because it’s just funny? No, they are doing it because it gets them hard thinking about you.”

Liz’s heart was beating fast again. The thought that people were looking at that photo, not for laughs, but because it turned them on was almost too much to believe.

“I guess, I just never thought about it like that.”

“I’m Skye, by the way, with an ‘e’. It’s not short for Skylar.”

It was a fitting name for a girl with bright red hair.

Chapter 2

As Liz made her way back to the dorm a few hours later, she found herself even more confused than she had been when she left. To her issues with Ashley, she had now added quite a few more. The photo was of course something she was still having trouble wrapping her head around, and Skye… well, Skye had certainly piqued her interest.

She reminded Liz of home. Skye didn’t fit in at all with the preppy Boller culture, just as Liz didn’t, and while Liz certainly wasn’t alt in the way Skye was, they were both outcasts here. Girls like Skye would drift in and out of her social groups back in New York. They weren’t the kind of people that she knew well, but she interacted with them somewhat often. There was something about their attitude and their confidence that she respected, even if she did sometime roll her eyes at the lengths to which they took it.

Skye was everything that Liz wished she could be: confident, fearless, rebellious. She had an easy going attitude combined with a hard-edge that Liz admired. Skye didn’t give a fuck what other people thought about her, and she just did her own thing. Liz wondered if she could ever be like that.

So far, her time at Boller had been mixed. She enjoyed her classes, and obviously she enjoyed her roommate, but they were different people from different walks of life, and having spent the last hour with Skye only highlighted that. The previous night with Ashley had been… fun, to say the least, but what kind of future could she really have with a girl like Ashley? Getting involved with her was only going to complicate things, and things were complicated enough already. She didn’t want to add a lover’s quarrel with her roommate to that list.

When she got back to the room, Ashley was there. She was still in the same thing she had been wearing that morning.

“Busy day?” Liz asked.

Ashley laughed. “Absolutely. I got through like four hours of Netflix, took a nap and then made some Ramen. One of my more productive days to be honest with you.”

Liz usually found Ashley’s nonchalance endearing, but at that moment it just seemed pathetic. Just another item to go in the quickly growing cons column. She tossed her bag onto the floor and flopped onto her bed. She still had studying to do, but she needed a few minutes to just relax or she was certain she would go insane.

“So…” Ashley said. “Did you do any thinking about us?”

“Us,” Liz repeated the word, simply to hear it. When she thought of it in regards to Ashley it felt somehow uncomfortable. Part of her felt the pull of attraction that had led to last night, but another part of her remembered Skye and all that she represented. Ashley was the choice to become a part of Boller, to be subsumed into its culture and to learn and respect its ways. Skye was the choice for rebellion, a choice for revolution. It was a refusal to give up her past, a refusal to forget where she had come from. At least, in her mind that was how it felt. She knew she had feelings for Ashley, but the thought of giving into them was terrifying, she would take whatever excuses her mind could conjure up.

“I mean last night was great,” Liz began to talk without really know where she would end up. She had mulled it over a  hundred times and not gotten anywhere. Perhaps stream of consciousness was the best way to figure out what she really wanted. “But I can’t really get past the fact that we are roommates. This is all so new to me, and I’m not sure what any of it means. Hell, I honestly never even thought about being with another girl until yesterday, and I have no idea if I even ever want to do it again. I enjoyed it. Don’t me wrong. But I think that maybe it was a one time thing, or maybe it wasn’t, but I think I need to try and figure that out without someone who I am also living with. I can just see it getting too messy, too many things mixed up together that we won’t be able to make sense out of any of them.”

As her words ran out of steam, she could see the look of disappointment in Ashley’s face. She waited for her roommate to say something, but the other girl just sat there. She looked numb.

“What are you thinking?” Liz asked after a few seconds. She needed some kind of an answer. The silence seemed interminable and damning, as if each moment were an accusation.

“Nothing really,” Ashley answered, her voice flat. “I mean it all makes sense. I guess I hadn’t really given it much thought in terms of a long term kind of thing. Obviously, there are two different obstacles here and they are both pretty big. We live together and you are new to this. The first one we certainly can’t get around. Living together and trying some kind of relationship seems like it could be a recipe for disaster. And as for the other thing… I’m not going to lie and say that the idea of introducing a straight girl to being a lesbian isn’t a huge turn on… but it’s also a huge responsibility and I don’t know that it’s fair to you that I should be the one in charge of it. Maybe you need space and your own time to figure this stuff out.”

Liz nodded. Thankful for the words that Ashley spoke, though she could see that each one was uttered with enormous effort. She guessed that there was more pain, more disappointment lurking there than the other girl would let on, but Liz was thankful for Ashley’s restraint. This was not easy for either one of them and some things best remained unsaid.

“Thanks,” Liz said. “It’s not like we won’t still be friends, of course. And it was a lot of fun and it doesn’t have to awkward now. And who knows… maybe somewhere down the road, next year when I have some of this better figured out and you aren’t still my roommate…”

Her voice trailed off. She found that she couldn’t complete the thought. It felt too much like offering false hope to Ashley, but the blonde only nodded and smiled back at her weakly.

“Sounds good. I think I’m gonna go grab something to eat at the dining hall.”

And with that, Liz was alone, alone with her thoughts and her questions. Doubt was a constant companion as she struggled to complete her review of the material. For as complicated as her studies could be, she found comfort in the fact that were laid out before her. Questions had answers, definitive ones, and she took a great deal of comfort in that. It was late when she finished her studying and turned in for the night, but Ashley was still away. By the time Ashley returned, Liz was fast asleep, dreaming of city with eight million people and the girl with the bright red hair.

Chapter 3

She had not chosen Skye, she told herself as she walked through the rain to her 8 A.M. exam. She had not chosen anything, not really. If anything, she had chosen not to choose and that was reallying nothing like choosing anyway. The thoughts sounded like a Lewis Carroll poem in her head, but she could think of no other way to express it.

When she arrived at the auditorium where her exam would be taking place, she was surprised to find herself entirely calm. It was the first major exam of her time here and she had been so distracted by a number of things over the past few days that she had not devoted nearly as much time to studying for it as she had originally planned. By all accounts she should have been panicked, but as the text was passed out and she scanned the dozens of multiple choice questions that filled seven sheets of paper, she calmly answered them. In truth, she hardly strained herself as each question seemed clear and straightforward. The answers leapt from her mind as quickly as her pen could move. She was the first one finished. As she stood up and walked to the front of the room, she felt every eye upon her.

The professor looked up from his computer and cocked one eyebrow. “Yes?” he asked.

“I’m finished,” Liz whispered.

She heard a few groans of disbelief from the room behind her. The professor paused and stared at her for a moment, his brow furrowed in displeasure. Finally, he reached out a hand and took the paper from her. Without a word, he placed it on the desk and went back to his work. Liz backed up slowly and made her way up the stairs. She could feel the contemptful eyes fixed on her as she made her way to the exit. She breathed a sigh of relief as she closed the door behind her.

She had another class at 9:30, but a glance at her watch told her that it was only a quarter after eight. With an unexpected surplus of time, she decided to head to the library and get a little bit of reading out of the way. In truth, she had no pressing school work or reading to do, but there was never harm in reviewing material or getting a little bit ahead. Besides, the only other option was to head back to the room… and that meant possibly seeing Ashley. They hadn’t spoke since the previous night and Liz didn’t relish dealing with the looming awkwardness of the whole situation. In addition to the quasi-breakup that had occurred last night, Liz realized that she hadn’t even mentioned the photo to Ashley. She wondered if her roommate knew. Something told her the subject would have come up if she did.

She was thankful for the rain. Most people that she passed had their heads down. Though the picture had been taken down when she had downloaded the app and checked it later that night, she was certain that most of the campus had seen it. She was not looking forward to the flashes of recognition in the faces of every person she passed. Silently, she harbored the hope that most people had too busy looking at the naked parts to really memorize her face.

The first person she passed in the library quashed that hope. She watched as the boy’s face changed from bored impassivity to startled recognition and then back. As soon as she reached the main area, she took the stairs down to the lower level, wanting simply to get away from the main flow of people. Down here there were only a few tables and desks, mostly it was crammed with bookshelves and old rooms, filled with archived collections of specimens that no one expect for graduate students ever looked at. She always found it ironic that the most abandoned part of the library was where they kept the very things (the books) that gave the building its name.

She was happy for the solitude. There had been a bit of thrill as she saw the recognition in the face of that boy, but it had not been without a mingling of embarrassment. The thought of being wanted, of being a sex symbol, in some strange way was exciting, but the reality of the situation tempered it greatly. She felt at once flattered and degraded. A common feeling, she mused, for a woman in modern society.

With time to kill, she decided against sitting down to read or review her notes. Instead she wandered the stacks, reading the titles as she passed them. It was always interesting to see what names people gave to the collections of words they had struggled over for months or even years. She studied the bindings and the spines, delighting in the fine detail contained in some or the elegant simplicity of others. The contrast between old and new was also pleasing to her eye: shiny books covered in polyurethane plastic next to ancient hand bound collections of yellowing pages with frayed edges.

She was so lost in her visual journey through the library that she did not even see the person she was about to run right into. Stepping out into one of the aisles that ran between the shelves, she had no time to react before someone plowed right into her. Both of them shouted in surprise as they tumbled together to the floor, limbs tangled together.

“Fancy running into you here.”

It took Liz a moment to register the voice but once she did, she was astonished to realize who it was.

“Skye?”

As both girls struggled to their feet, Liz cast a suspicious glance at Skye, one that the other girl seemed to notice.

“Don’t worry. I’m not following you. This is just an unlucky coincidence.”

Liz was puzzled. “Unlucky?”

Skye nodded. “Unlucky for you. I mean at least based on what you told me yesterday. You wanted some time to think and figure all these different things out, but now that you’ve run into me in the middle of the book stacks like this, so isolated from any other people… well, let’s just say I don’t know that you are going to be able to control yourself.”

Liz felt her heart flutter. The confidence in Skye’s voice seemed complete. There was something about that cocksure attitude that enamored her.

“Oh really?” Liz asked, trying to mimic the confidence of Skye’s tone. “Are you sure it’s not the other way around? After all, what’s hotter than a girl who is just learning to be a lesbian? Don’t you want to teach me? Don’t you want to show me what real pleasure feels like?”

She could see the chink in Skye’s armor as she listened to the words. It seemed that, like for Ashley, the idea of teaching an inexperienced straight girl was a major turn on.  But the crack in the facade only lasted for a moment, before Skye countered.

“Please. You really think you can resist me?” She took a step close and her waist was nearly pressed against Liz’s.

Liz’s palms were slick with sweat and her arms trembled at her side. She swallowed down the knot in her throat and answered. “Absolutely,” she said, her voice unsteady. She could see the victory in Skye’s eyes. The other girl knew that she had won.

“Ok, then. Well, come with me, and we will see how right you are.” Skye slid her hand into Liz’s and it was like electricity was surging between them. Liz felt her breath catch, felt her heart flutter, felt the ache of deep desire. Skye, if she had felt anything, gave no sign; she pulled Liz onward.

Skye seemed to know the library better than Liz did, which seemed odd to her. She had not expected that a rebel like this red-haired girl would be the studious type, but she navigated the maze of shelves and and rooms without hesitation. By the time they stopped, Liz found herself in a section of the library that she had never been too, that she had never even known existed.

Skye turned to her, their eyes meeting. Their hands were still clasped tightly together. The red-haired girl smiled at her. It was a knowing smile, one that said ‘I know you’re secrets and I will show them to you”. Any thoughts she had had of playfully resisting were gone. She had not intended this, at least not consciously, but she found herself leaning forward, her eyes slowly closing, as she waited for Skye to do the same.

The red-hair girl laughed softly and placed a finger against Liz’s waiting lips.

“Don’t worry,” she said as if sensing Liz’s disappointment. “Not yet. Not here.”

She turned and once more led Liz onward. They came to a staircase that was roped off with a sign that read “Authorized Personnel Only”. Skye didn’t even stop to to consider the warning. She stepped over the rope and Liz followed after. The staircase spiralled up into the darkness. Light filtering up from below gave her just enough light to see the steps beneath her feet, but even then she stumbled more than a few times.

They climbed at least two stories, perhaps more. The staircase ended in a darkened walkway. Along the wall opposite the stairs, beams of light poked through and Liz could hear noise coming from somewhere.

“Where are we?” Liz whispered.

“See for yourself,” said Skye as she led Liz to the far wall. She poked her head up next to one of the slits and peered out. Below them she saw the main floor of the library. Students bustled from computers to printers and then out the door, heading to whatever class they were no doubt late for.

Liz turned back to Skye.

“Pretty cool, huh?” she asked with a smirk. “I think they used to use this for more books. A little ways down there are some carts filled up with old, dusty volumes that probably haven’t been read in a hundred years. I like to come up here sometimes. I like the solitude.”

Perhaps they were not so different, Liz thought. Skye likely was not a bookworm in hiding, but she seemed to have a similar appreciation for the magic solitude of certain places.

“So, is that why you brought me up here?” Liz asked. “To show me this place?”

Skye shook her head. “It’s a bonus.” She gripped Liz’s hand tighter. Her other hand found Liz’s waist. “But really I just thought this would be the perfect place, the ideal combination of solitude and public display. No one will no we are up here, so long as you can keep quiet.”

“Why would that be a problem?” Liz asked.

Skye answered, not with her words, but with her actions. Her hand that was resting on Liz’s hip moved deftly to the elastic waistband of her skirt, her fingers burrowed in, gaining access to her panties in the same movement. As if guided by a GPS, her fingers found Liz’s clit before Liz even had a chance to register what was happening. She felt a surge of pleasure attack her pussy, and she welcomed it. In her surprise, she moaned loudly, but Skye’s mouth met her own and silenced her.

The red-haired girl was clearly experience, perhaps even more so than Ashley. Her fingers traced practiced circles around Liz’s clit, giving her a constant dose of pleasure, but never overdoing it. Skye tongue wrestled with her own. It was a fight that Liz could not win, but it was not one she wanted to. Skye forced her backward against the wall. As they continued to make out, Skye’s other hand released Liz’s and found its way under her skirt. Once more, she moved past all obstacles with ease. This time, she sank two fingers into Liz’s wetness.

Liz moaned into Skye’s mouth, overcome by the feeling. It was not just what Skye was doing to her, but it was the passion with which she did it. Her fingers on one hand worked fiercely, driving themselves deep into Liz’s pussy. The fingers on her other moved with grace, tracing circles around Liz’s clitoris, building her up, higher and higher, until Liz felt her knees start to go weak.

Skye broke the kiss and moved her mouth down to Liz’s neck, kissing and sucking her there. Liz’s whole body was on fire now, the desire coursing through her with an intensity that stole her higher faculties. Skye was in charge. Skye controlled her body and her pleasure. Liz loved the feeling of giving herself up like this, of letting go and putting herself in someone else’s hands. As she moved closer and closer to orgasm, her thoughts disappeared until there was nothing left in her mind but a field of white and the feeling of ecstasy.

Skye seemed to sense Liz’s impending orgasm. She kissed her way back up her neck and lingered there. She whispered into Liz’s ears.

“I’m gonna make you cum harder than you ever have before. I am going to make you cum like the little lesbian slut that you are. You have been missing out on what your true nature for too long, you sexy little whore, and I am going to show it to you.”

Her thrusting fingers punctuated each word that she spoke. Liz could hardly draw enough breath to answer, but at last she moaned a ragged “make me cum, please”.

Skye laughed. “Don’t worry, babe. You don’t have to beg. I always love fucking sluts like you. Little closet sluts don’t need to beg. I give it to them for free.”

The whole situation was building Liz toward an orgasm she knew would be incredible. First, there was Skye: sexy and powerful, possessing confidence that Liz could only dream of. Second, was the location: down below the same students who had liked the photoshopped photo of her Ashley were going about their business, oblivious to what was happening up here. She wondered what they would give to be able to watch them now. That thought turned her on even more. She imagined the men on campus jerking off to that picture, jerking off as they watched Skye burying her fingers deep in Liz’s pussy, pushing her toward orgasm. And to top it all off, there was the thought of Ashley. She wondered what her proper blonde roommate would say if she could see her being finger fucked silly by Skye right now. It gave a her thrill that she imagined was the same thrill for those whose kink was infidelity, though of course she was not truly cheating on Ashley.

Just as Liz thought she was about to reach her end, Skye played her final card. She withdrew the hand from Liz’s clitoris and used it to spin her around. She pressed her forward against the wall, as she added two more fingers to the mix. Liz gasped as she felt four of Skye fingers penetrate her. It was practically like being fucked, and from behind no less. It sent a thrill through her. She felt so used, so dominated by Skye. The orgasm built in her and as she opened her eyes and peeked through the crack to library floor below, it hit.

At the same moment, Skye’s other hand reached around and covered Liz’s mouth and nose. Liz’s screams of pleasure were muffled as Skye pressed her hand harder against her face. Liz loved it. Skye had taken control, brought her to a powerful orgasm. She could feel her legs going weak beneath her. When the waves of pleasure finally abated, Skye removed her hands. Liz turned back around to face her.

“So, how was that?” Skye ask nonchalantly.

Liz marveled at the red-haired girls cool confidence. She mumbled something as she tried to get her thoughts straight in her head. Skye only smirked.

“Glad you liked it,” she said. “Well, I’ve got to get to class. I’ll see you around.”

Chapter 4

If Liz had begun that day confused, she ended it entirely lost. After her little tryst with Skye in the library, she felt like a zombie mindlessly wandering through the rest of her day. When all her classes were finally over, she walked, mostly on instinct back to the dorm. It wasn’t until she opened the door to her room and saw that Ashley was there that she snapped out of her stupor.

“Oh, hey,” she said. “I didn’t… I mean… Hey.” She could feel her face flush as the awkwardness of both the situation and her fumbling words hit her full force.

“Did you see it?” Ashley asked.

“See what?” Liz knew what she was talking about, but for some reason feigned ignorance. It seemed like a can of worms that she just didn’t want to deal with right now. Her mind was going in a million different directions trying to figure out what the hell life even was anymore. The last thing she needed was one more issue to try to work through.

“The picture,” Ashley said. Her tone was reserved, but Liz could see that her eyes were glassy and the skin around them was red and puffy. She had been crying.

“Uh, yea,” Liz answered. “I did. I didn’t want to say anything, because I thought maybe you would rather not know.”

From the look on her roommate’s face, Liz knew that had not been the correct thing to say.

“Rather not know?”  Ashley asked, her voice turning shrill. “You thought I would rather not know that there was a picture circulating of the two of our heads photoshopped onto a lesbian sex scene? That was what you thought I wouldn’t want to know?”

“Well, I mean it got taken down, right?” Liz answered meekly. She wasn’t sure that her position was really defensible, but she felt the need to defend it anyway.

“People saved copies of it though. It’s circulating out there on the internet. It’s on people’s phones. What if my family sees it? Or a future employer?”

None of Ashley’s concerns were foolish. In fact, Liz realized that they were entirely legitimate, but it was the one that was missing that made her angry.

“So that’s the only reason you are upset? Because it might ruin your reputation or inconvenience your family? How about the fact that it’s a super fucked up thing to do to two people? How about how wrong it is? Or how much it hurts you? Is being little miss proper the only thing you care about?”

As the words and accusation poured from Liz’s mouth, she knew that they were questions better directed inward. It wasn’t Ashley she was really angry with; it was herself. How the fuck had she not been more angry when she had seen what Skye had shown her? How had it not enraged her, upset her, made her cry? Instead, she had just shrugged it off, decided it was flattering and then gotten fingered by the very girl who showed it to her, and all this after essentially dumping her roommate, who was, you know, actually a nice person.

Her head spun. What the fuck was going on with her? It was as if the span of a few days everything had been turned upside down. She didn’t know what she wanted any more, or who she was. Was she making decisions out of her own desires or was she just going along where other people led her? Had she truly wanted what happened with Ashley, with Skye? It had felt good, great even, but… had it really been her decision? She couldn’t shake the feeling that the last few days she had been watching a movie of her life, rather than living it. She was powerless, out of control, with no idea where she was going.

“I’m sorry, Ashley. I didn’t mean that,” she muttered, feeling the tears being to well in her eyes. “I-i-i have to go.” She wiped her eyes with the sleeve of her shirt and burst out into the hallway. She heard Ashley calling after her but she ignored it. There was a panic in her breast. Her heart pounded like a drum as she struggled to draw a deep breath.

What is happening to me? her mind screamed. What the fuck is happening?

Liz blinked away the tears that had formed in her eyes.  She felt a stab of guilt in her breast. This was the girl she had said no to. This was the girl she had abandoned. It was too much for her. She took the stairs down to the first floor and then outside.

Once more it was pouring outside. She felt the rain as it washed over, soaking her in a matter of seconds. Her bag was waterproof. For that much she was thankful, but the rest of her was not, and before she made it more than a few hundred yards from the dorm, she was shivering violently. It took her only a few moments more to realize that an escape was not in the cards for. She looked down at her pale, cold hands. She needed to get back inside.

Inside the dorm, she shook herself like a dog. It was a motion of defeat, of surrender. Silently, with a sense of foreboding, she climbed the stairs back to her room. When she opened the door, Ashley was nowhere to be seen. Liz felt a rush of relief at the solitude. She needed to be alone now. She needed silence and a chance to think, as the goings on of the last few days rushed over her. The dam had burst and she was being swept along now by the current.

Chapter 5

Her relationship with Ashley remained strained and icy. The two girls hardly saw each other, and only when absolutely necessary. When one of them was in the room, the other invariably left to find somewhere else to be. There was almost a schedule of who would have the room when, though it remained unspoken.

Skye too had been absent from her life. Since that day in the library when she had blown Liz’s mind, no sign had been seen of the red-haired girl. Liz’s life consisted almost exclusively of her classes. She studied late into the night until sleep could no longer be put off. At that time, she wandered back to the dorm and threw herself into bed with Ashley already asleep on the other side of the room. When she awoke  early the next morning, she stole out to the library before her roommate was up and about. Then the day repeated itself: classes and studying, and little else besides.

It was a lonely existence, one that was all too infrequently punctuated with moments of interest. Her fame from the picture faded quickly, but was not entirely forgotten, now and then someone would recognize her. Once or twice, someone (always a guy) would even come and talk to her about it. They always hit on her with lewd and rather unoriginal comments. Sometimes she entertained them, buoyed by the attention, but mostly she ignored them, meeting their comments with icy silence.

It was during one such encounter, on a day when her mood had reached a low point, that she saw Skye again for the first time. Some frat bro was accosting her in the library, making a few pointed comments about a threesome that he was interested in having with her and “that other girl from the picture”. Liz sat there silently, her face forward toward her computer screen. Silence was her only weapon. She didn’t have the energy to fight back. When the young man placed his hand on her arm, she felt her blood go cold.

Quickly, she yanked the arm away. She turned to see the look of anger in the young man’s face.

“What the fuck?” he hissed. “You sit there and lead me on the whole time I’m talking and then the moment I make a move, you aren’t interested?”

“Lead you on?” a voice that was not Liz’s asked. She turned to see Skye, standing with arms crossed. Her face was the picture of defiance.

“Get the fuck out of here, you little twerp,” she barked, smiling as she saw the man recoil from her words. She took a step forward and he nearly tripped over himself as he turned and hurriedly walked away. Only after her laughter had subsided, did she turn her attention to Liz.

“Hey there.”

“Hey,” Liz said. “Haven’t seen you around.”

Skye shrugged. “Sometimes I’m here. Sometimes I’m there.”

Normally, Liz would have found such a statement pretentious, a sign of trying to too hard, but with Skye there was some truth to it. It was authentic on some essential level.

“Thanks for telling off that guy.”

Skye nodded. “No problem, but in all honesty what the fuck were you doing? Just letting him talk to you like that? You need to stand up for yourself.”

“I know,” Liz answered quietly. “I’m just…” Her voice trailed off. There was nothing more to say.

Skye frowned down at her. “Maybe this is my fault,” she said, though Liz was not sure what she meant. Skye continued, “I mean, maybe I was little too careless just messing around with you like that and then leaving you to your own devices. I’m not always the most… considerate when it comes to other people.”

Skye looked around and then sighed. “Alright, you can’t tell anyone that I’m actually a nice person, but how about we go somewhere and talk, help you sort through things a little bit? I’m guessing this ‘mood’ of yours is relating to your little sexual crisis, right? I’ve been there. Maybe I can help.”

Liz felt her spirits lift at the offer. Her thoughts had been caged and trapped inside her head for far too long at this point. To be able to get them out, to hear someone else’s point of view on the whole thing would be a godsend.

“Thank you,” Liz said. “I would appreciate that so much.”

Skye laughed. “Don’t get too excited about it or you are going to make me change my mind about this whole thing. Deal?”

Liz laughed and nodded her head. “Deal.”

Skye led her once again to her secret spot in the library. Memories of the previous time they had been here together flashed through her mind. She the twinges of arousal that they brought, but she fought them down. Jumping into yet another sexual encounter was not going to be the answer to these problems.

“Alright,” Skye said once both of them had settled into sitting positions on the floor. “Let’s talk.”

Liz began by telling her about Ashley and how things had led to that one night between them, how she had rejected her after meeting Skye, somehow convinced that Ashley wasn’t the type of girl she could be with. She told her about the last few weeks, how things with Ashley were cold and icy and how she didn’t really have any friends to talk to or even simply to distract her from all this.

Skye nodded along, showing just enough interest for Liz to believe she wasn’t entirely ignoring her. The red-haired girl paused for a few seconds.

“Ok, so you are telling me all these things that happened, but you aren’t telling me the simplest thing: are you a lesbian, are you bi? What’s the deal? Really, all your issues are about trying to answer that question and you have ignored it this whole time.”

Liz was taken aback by the Skye’s bluntness. This wasn’t someone who was going to hold her hand and tell her that everything was going to be ok. Skye was going to challenge her, not let her wallow in her own self pity.

“I like it,” Liz said simply. “Being with another girl. I never really did all that much with guys back home. I mean I’ve made out with plenty and even done a few more things than that, but I never had sex, and I never really had any experience that can compare to what I experienced with Ashley… or with you.”

Skye nodded. “Well, then isn’t that your answer. You’re into girls, still not sure if that’s all you want or if you like guys too. What’s the problem?”

“It’s just a shock I guess,” Liz said. “It feels like you always hear about people who always knew. I just sort of stumbled into it.”

Skye shrugged. “Plenty of people know from an early age. Other people have a more fluid sexuality and it takes them time to figure out what works for them. I don’t think one is better than the other. It’s just different. I think what’s important is that once you get an idea of what you want, you need to own it. Sex and all the baggage that comes with it is hard enough without you doubting if its normal or natural, or worrying about what other people think. Fuck other people. Your friends don’t approve? Fuck them; they aren’t your friends. Your parents don’t approve? Fuck them; you don’t need them anyway. If you enjoy it, and trust me, you do, then that’s the end of the discussion. It doesn’t mean that you have it all figured out, but it does mean you need to stop beating yourself up about it and start diving into it headfirst so that you actually can figure it out.”

There was a fire in Skye’s voice that matched the color of her hair. Each word she spoke was so forceful, so confident and entirely self-possessed. Liz felt herself once again drawn to this mysterious red-haired girl. Liz could hear the words echoing in her mind, building her confidence as if by osmosis. Skye’s presence alone was almost enough assuage her doubts and clear her mind.

“So what was that you said about diving in headfirst?” Liz asked. She arched one eyebrow and screwed up her face in what she hoped was a sultry look.

Skye laughed. “Are coming on to me now? Wow, I guess my speech did a pretty good job.”

Liz would have been a little offended by the laugh were it not for the flush of red that she saw on Skye’s cheeks. Confidence, Liz told herself. All it ever took was confidence.

“Well, we had a good time when we were up here last, or at least I did. So, I think I owe you, and if I need to be doing things head first, it seems to me like there is an easy way to kill two birds with one stone…” Liz let the implication linger. She watched as the flush crept out across Skye’s cheeks and down her neck.

Without waiting for an answer she moved forward, leaning closer to Skye until their faces were only a few inches apart. She could feel her own nerves, but there was something else she felt too. It was a counterattacking impulse that pushed against that fear, forcing it to an equilibrium. It was a revelation to her: she could be afraid, but she didn’t have to show it.

She bent her head so that her lips hovered a fraction of an inch from Skye’s ear.

“So, how about it?” Liz asked in a whisper. “Do you want your pussy to be the first one that this little slut eats? Do you want me lose my pussy-eating virginity with you?”

She smiled to herself as she saw Skye’s body tense from the words. Goosebumps rose on the other girl’s neck and Liz knew the answer before Skye even said it.

“Yes,” the red-haired girl said, her words half a whisper, half a moan.

Liz pulled her head back and paused, her eyes locking with Skye’s. She smiled at the other girl.

“What do you like?” Liz asked. “Do want to take control again and tell me what to do?” She watched the other girl’s expression. “No. That’s not what you want, is it? You want me to tear your clothes of and just go to town on you, don’t you?”

Skye nodded. Liz could see her lips trembling. Liz marveled at the power of her new found confidence. It seemed that she could melt even the hard exterior of a girl like Skye and make her putty in her hands.

“Well, then let’s get started.” Liz moved down Skye’s body, not pausing to tease or kiss. There was only one thing she wanted and now was not the time for foreplay. She was going to take what she wanted.

Her hands undid the button of Skye’s tattered jeans and she pulled them down the girl’s legs. Next was her thong. Liz paused a moment to admire the skimpy piece of underwear, so thin that she could see the margins of Skye’s lips on either side of the floss. The sight made her own pussy ache with desire. When she recovered herself, she wasted no more time. Her fingers found the waistband and pulled. As she slipped the barely there piece of underwear down Skye’s lithe legs, her own eyes fixated on the prize she had uncovered. She gulped at the sight of it.

As she felt her own pussy throb, she believed she had all the confirmation that she needed that she was truly attracted to women. The sight of it called to her. She felt something more than desire; it was need. She smiled up at Skye as she moved her head forward, closer and closer to her final destination. Liz did not break eye contact as she inched ever closer, the scent of Skye’s womanhood filling her nose, intoxicating her. Eyes still locked, she reached out her tongue and brushed it softly against Skye’s folds.

The red-haired girl shook as if electrocuted as she eyes closed and a loud moan slipped from her mouth. The next stroke of Liz tongue was less tentative, more forceful and self-assured. It only elicited a louder moan from Skye, whose eyes now were shut tightly with her contorted in ecstasy. With Skye’s eyes closed, Liz changed the target of her own. She shifted her gaze to the object of her oral affections.

She had never seen another woman’s vagina from this distance, and certainly she had never tasted one. Her own, she had only ever been able to see in sideways glances in the mirror. It had never garnered much thought for her, but now as she studied it at the same time that her tongue explored it, she realized that it was beautiful. The comparison to a flower was something that she had heard often, but it was only at that moment that she understood it. The way the lips folded like petals around the central bloom… it was the perfect comparison.

Her admiration was cut short for the need she had to taste Skye. Each time she brushed her tongue against the other girl’s lips, she was rewarded with a strange taste that she found surprisingly pleasant. She pushed her tongue deep and harder, parting the lips to reveal the source beneath. Skye seemed to to appreciate the new level of attention. As Liz’s tongue brushed against her clit, Skye let out a shout that could have woken the dead.

Liz paused and looked up at Skye. She brought on finger to her mouth in a gesture for quiet. A few more screams like that and Liz doubted that this secret place would remain so for much longer.

Skye nodded and bit down on her lip as Liz resumed her oral assault. She wasn’t exactly sure what she was doing, but from her experience with her own vagina, she knew that the clitoris was probably a good target. As she moved her attention to Skye’s, she was quickly rewarded with the sound of muffled moans and tremors of pleasure that shook Skye’s body.

She circled around Skye’s clit with gentle strokes, making sure to give it attention without overloading it. Her own clit often became numb or even painful when overstimulated. There was a fine balance between pleasure and overload. So far it seemed that she was having little trouble maintaining this balance. Even muffled, Skye’s moan grew louder and more intense. Liz could tell that the other girl was closing in on her release. Her whole body was trembling now. Each stroke of Liz’s tongue made Skye jump as if shocked. Liz maintained her pace and pushed Skye closer and closer toward a mind blowing orgasm.

When it finally came, Liz had never been prouder. She observed as Skye’s whole body went taut. Her back arched and Liz felt her thighs clamp around the sides of her head, pushing her deeper into Skye’s flower. She felt the rush of juices as they filled her mouth and covered her chin. They tasted even better than what had come before, and the smell was intoxicating. Her own head spun as she took in the aftermath of the powerful orgasm that she had caused.

When Skye’s thighs released her, she withdrew her head and stood up. Looking down at Skye, she felt her own desire reaching its zenith. Skye looked up at her, exhausted but glowing. Liz smiled wickedly at her as she dropped her own pants to the ground and then her underwear. Naked from the waist down, she took a step forward and grabbing Skye behind the head, she pushed the red-haired girls face between her legs. As Skye’s tongue brushed against her lips, Liz muffled a moan. Her legs went weak. She let the pleasure wash over her.




Part III

Chapter 1

With three lesbian trysts under her belt, it was become more and more apparent to Liz that this might not just be a phase in the way she had imagined. After the first time with Ashley, she had been confused and unsure, wondering if she still liked guys, or if she ever had. Did she like girls, or had it just been Ashley who had managed to get her engine going?

That question had been answered by her two encounters with Skye, the red-haired, other-side-of-the-tracks loner, who seemed to ooze sex appeal as effortlessly as she pulled off her frayed t-shirts and faded jeans. There was no doubt anymore: Liz was into girls. She was a lesbian… or at least bisexual.

Her recent activities had sent her sex drive into the stratosphere and she had been forced to self-pleasure on more than a few occasions. Unsurprisingly, her thoughts had mainly been about two people: Ashley and Skye. Most of the time, she replayed her previous encounters, but from time to time, she invented new scenarios, her favorite of which was a debauched threesome with her and her two lesbian lovers. She always came hard from as she played with herself while imagining their three naked bodies pressed together, hands and tongues exploring tits and pussies.

And yet… more than a few times, her thoughts drifted to that picture of her and Ashley that had received so much attention, and she imagined guys from her classes looking at it, growing harder and more aroused, until they were forced to tend to their needs. The thought of them jerking off while imagining her naked body was a thrill that sent her over the edge. Sometimes, she imagined herself, walking into one of their rooms, catching them in the act and then… helping them finish.

Still, most of her thoughts were on women and two women in particular: the southern belle and the New York outcast. They were polar opposites. They were oil and water; no matter how she tried, there was no way to mix the two. With Skye, she knew that things could be passionate and fun, light and free of the concern of relationships or messy morning afters. With Ashley… there was more behind the acts. There was a closeness there, born not out of time or place, but out of some unspoken resonance between the two of them. Something drew them together. No words needed be spoken.

Which might have been a good thing, since very few words were being spoken. Though most of Liz’s actions had been motivated by the desire to prevent awkwardness between her and her roommate, that was exactly the current situation. They saw each other rarely, often only at night and in the morning. Liz tried to plan her day so that she only returned to the room when Ashley was in class. She imagined Ashley was doing something similar.

It bothered her, but she wasn’t sure how to go about fixing it. After her talk with Skye, a talk that had devolved into something else, she felt much more confident in everything that had happened. She felt as if now she might actually be able to make sense of the complicated feelings between her and Ashley. But it seemed somehow too late, as if a wall had been thrown up, or a trench had been dug that separated her from the other girl. There were words she wished to say, but she had no idea how to start the conversation. The conversation may have never started had fate not intervened.

Liz was once again in the library. It was her home away from home. She spent more time there than she did in her dorm room. There was comfort in that fact, although there was also a tinge of sadness. There was so much that she loved about it. She loved the quiet business of the main floor, where students typed away furiously on the computers that lined the floor. She loved also the somber silence of the lower floors, particularly early in the morning or late in the evening, when the silence was so complete that the sound of page turning seemed to echo forever. In addition to those images, she also had those moments with Skye: the time that they had met and then those two more times in Skye’s secret spot. She stole away there herself sometimes. She had hopes of running into Skye and perhaps repeating their last dalliance, but the dark corridor overlooking the library was always empty… until that day.

She had finished studying. It was late, well past midnight and nearing 1 A.M. Sleep was close, she knew, but for some reason she was not ready. The library did not close for another hour, and she decided she would stay until that time. In the quiet of the nearly abandoned library, she made her way through the labyrinth of bookcases and then up the roped off staircase. She could hardly see two feet in front of her. Were it not for the window slits, the darkness would have been complete.

It was too dark to read up here, but that never bothered her. She had decided to treat it as a sanctuary: from work, from other people, from the world. She would sit in the dark, usually for no more than fifteen minutes or so before returning to her day. She rarely made use of the spyholes that lines the wall, but that night she was drawn to the prisms of light that filter in to her hideaway.

Below she could see people walking this way and that, many of them heading toward the exit. This late, most people were already in bed. Only a dedicated few still made use of the library after one day had turned into another. Liz was frequently one of them. She recognized a handful of the figures that moved below, oblivious that they were being watched. She didn’t know names, but they were familiar to her. Fellow travelers on a late night journey: the same group of students who closed out the library night after night.

Her eyes caught on a familiar figure, but not one familiar for the same reasons. It was out of place here and now; it was Ashley. She felt her pulse quicken ever so slightly as she watched her roommate walk from the computer over the printer. Even from this height, her beauty was obvious. Liz watched her hips sway; she could almost imagine the bounce in her breasts as she walked. That was what she had tossed away in a moment of confusion. What had she been thinking?

“She’s a looker, huh?”

Liz nearly jumped out of her skin as she heard the voice behind her. She managed to stifle a scream as she turned to see Skye crouched behind her, a smile spread on her face. Clearly, she was quite pleased with herself for having surprised the other girl.

“You almost gave me a heart attack,” Liz hissed. She was not truly mad, but as the adrenaline surged through her veins, she had trouble regulating the tone of her voice.

Skye shrugged. “It’s my spot, Liz. You can’t be upset when I happen to be here.”

Liz had to give her that. “What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I come here sometimes,” Skye said, “like I told you. I’m not usually here this late, but I was having a little trouble sleeping and figured that a little solitude might calm me down.”

“Have you been here the whole time?” Liz asked.

“That you’ve been here? Yea. I was down there a little ways, so you wouldn’t have been able to see me. I couldn’t really make you out from the distance, but the sound of your footsteps gave you away.”

“The sound of my footsteps?” Liz asked.

“Yea,” Skye said. “You have a way of walking that isn’t quite like anyone else’s. When I heard the door open, I thought that someone might have finally found me out up here, but then I heard the footsteps and I knew it was you.”

Liz turned back to the spyhole and looked down again at Ashley. Her footsteps? She wondered about that as Ashley retrieved her papers from the printer and made her way back to the computer.

“That’s the other one isn’t it?” Skye asked, no doubt in reference to the picture.

“Yea,” Liz said softly. “She’s my roommate.”

“That’s what all the rumors said,” Skye replied matter-of-factly. It was odd to Liz that there were rumors about her life. Rumors about her… about her and Ashley.

“What else do the rumors say?” It was an idle question and she only half listened to the answer. Her eyes were still locked on Ashley.

“You are really into this girl, aren’t you?” Skye asked, breaking from her explanation.

“I think so,” Liz said, and she knew it was true. Skye was fun and fiery; her personality and her hair mirrored one another in that way. But Ashley… there was something about Ashley that warmed her heart. She still found her sexy and desirable, but it went deeper than that. But was it enough? Liz knew she didn’t fit in with Ashley and her friends. She was better off with Skye. Skye, for all her airs of mystery, was eminently simple; Liz understood her. The same could not be said for her buxom blonde roommate.

“Then what are you doing up here?” Skye asked. “She’s down there. It’s late at night… hell; you can even bring her up here if you want to.” She paused. “As long as you don’t mind knowing that I’ll be watching from behind on of these shelves.”

Liz did not respond, though she glanced back placidly at Skye.

“Sorry. It was just a joke. Don’t look so somber.”

“What?” Liz asked. “Oh, no. I wasn’t upset about that. I’m not upset really. It’s just… me and Ashley, you know? How could that ever work? Her friends aren’t the kind of people I could actually hang out with? I feel like you are more familiar to me. You, I can understand.”

“Well, I don’t want to rain or your parade, honey, but I’m not sure there is really a choice between the two of us. It’s not like you and I are gonna suddenly start dating. Fucking, absolutely, but dating… that’s a messier area. I don’t know that anyone is ever gonna get me to settle down and become all domestic. But that girl down there, she’s got girlfriend written all over her. She’ll be there when you need her. You’ll be able to trust her, to know that she means what she says. With me, all you can be certain of is let down. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not telling you to pick her, but I am telling you to understand your choice. I’ll fuck your brains out a million ways and it will be hundred times better than little miss priss down there, but dates, dinners, that sort of stuff? Well, there I am sure she has me beat.”

Skye’s voice faded out into silence. Liz sat there, not knowing what to say. She waited for Skye to continue, but her waiting was greeted only with silence. When she turned around, Skye was gone.

You know Skye, Liz told herself, more certain of it than ever. You know the good… but you also know the bad.

She gathered her books and made her way back down the staircases, through the maze of shelves and down another set of stairs to the main floor. Her eyes scanned the rows of computers for Ashley. Her heart fluttered as she caught sight of her roommate’s long blonde hair. The distance between them closed quickly. Liz was right behind her before she even really knew what she was doing.

“Hey,” she said weakly.

Ashley turned, her face widening into a smile as she saw Liz. “What’s up? Can you believe that I’m here this late? I’m turning into you.”

Liz forced a laugh, but from the look on Ashley’s face, the other girl wasn’t buying it.

“Something up?” Ashley asked, her brow furrowed.

“I just wanted to talk,” Liz said. “Things have been a little weird between us, and that’s my fault. I know I didn’t do anything wrong or anything like that, but maybe I was a little rash, you know? This has all just been so crazy that I think maybe I ran away rather than dealing with any of it.”

“So what does that mean?” Ashley asked.

“I don’t know really. I guess, what I mean is that I’m still not sure what I want, or how any of this will play out, or even if it's a good idea but still, I want to see where it goes.” Liz paused, trying to summon up some courage for the next part. Ashley smiled at her, clearly amused. “Will you go on a date with me?”

Ashley’s smile only grew wider as she nodded. “Sure. I would love to.”

Chapter 2

The date was set for Friday and Friday quickly approached. The tension between the two of them had lifted for the most part. Liz was still quite busy and rarely around the room, but she no longer planned out her day around her roommate’s presence. When they ran into each other, they were friendly. At night, they often chatted for an hour or more before heading to bed. In short, things were going well between them. There was still some awkwardness that came naturally with having two people in the beginnings of a would-be relationship living together.

Liz had little idea where it was heading, but after her talk with Skye, she realized the truth: the red-haired girl was fun and feisty, but as she had admitted herself, she wasn’t relationship material. Ashley, on the other hand, most certainly was. That, however, didn’t stop her thoughts from wandering often to Skye, to her fiery hair, to her lithe form, to her impossibly long legs. There was a lot there to be enticed by, and there was of course, a certain sense in which her admitted unreliability and recklessness made her even more desirable. Ashley promised stability, but Skye promised passion.

She didn’t see why she couldn’t play both hands, at least for a while. She planned on being upfront with Ashley about it, but if things got more serious… they could always be figured out later. She didn’t need to worry about it all now. The last few weeks had been a quagmire of doubt and self-questioning. Now, it was time simply to go for it, to follow her desires wherever they led. That Friday they led to a small pizza place on Main Street.

It wasn’t the fanciest of dates, but Liz thought it was perfect. It kept the mood light (and the bill), while at the same time given her a glimpse of how the southern belle handled something that wasn’t a fancy restaurant.

To her surprise, Ashley seemed much at home in the pizza joint, scarfing down first one piece and then another, and all this before Liz had managed to take more than a few bites out of hers. As Ashley reached for her third piece, she caught the odd look that her roommate was giving her.

“What? Do I have something on my face?” Ashley asked.

Liz laughed. “No, I’m just watching you wolf those down. It’s like watching feeding time at the zoo.” She winked just to make sure that Ashley knew she was teasing her.

“Oh, you thought the skinny rich girl wouldn’t appreciate some pizza?”

“Something like that,” Liz answered.

Ashley shook her head. “Please. You don’t know me as well as you think you do. Look, my parents might have some money. There’s not much I can do to change that fact, but maybe you are jumping the gun a little bit with what you think that means about me. I know the other side of the tracks thing gets it done for you, but I honestly don’t think I would look good with red hair.”

The smile vanished from Liz’s face. She knew. Ashley looked at her with an amused smiled, waiting for her response.

“Wait, what? How do you know about Skye?” Liz asked. She thought back over the past weeks, trying to find an instance when Ashley might have seen them together, or when she might have said something that gave it away. Her mind was drawing a blank.

Ashley shook her head. “You have your secrets, and I have mine.” It was a cryptic answer, but as much as Liz wanted to push for more, she knew Ashley had a point. Still, her mind raced, searching for an explanation. Ashley hadn’t been around any of the times she had been with Skye, but… Ashley was friends with what seemed like nearly every other person on campus. Skye and Liz hadn’t spent a great deal of time where others would have been able to see them, but all it would have taken was someone to spot them moving through the stacks toward Skye’s secret spot. After that it would only take a quick text to Ashley and…

“Are you mad?” Liz asked. Her answer to the question of how Ashley knew seemed satisfactory enough, now it was time to move on to exactly what it meant to the other girl.

Ashley shook her head. “No, not really. I mean I wish you would have told me, but it’s not exactly as if we have been on the best of terms lately. We weren’t together. We aren’t together. You can mess around with other people if you want to. I’m not going to hold it against you. But we are also roommates and I expect gossip about the ladies that you are getting into bed with.”

Liz smiled. She was bemused by the odd mix of relationship and friendship contained in Ashley’s words. It seemed to sum up the complicated interplay of being both romantically involved and first year roommates.

“Yea,” Liz said, “I guess that’s only fair. As long as you do the same for me.”

Ashley cocked an eyebrow. “Oh, yea? You want to hear about my exploits?”

Ashley’s voice went quickly from playful to sultry. Liz could feel her arousal growing as the blonde’s eyes smoldered. Ashley held her gaze, refusing to look away, refusing to blink.

“Of course. I want to hear all about it,” Liz’s voice trembled.

“Well,” Ashley said with a quick glance around the restaurant. “I would have to say that this is likely not the right place. Let’s take a walk, huh?”

Liz followed Ashley out into the night. It was well past nine and the town was strangely quiet. In another two hours it would be bustling with students heading to the bars and to parties, but for now, as they walked along the streets, they were alone.

Liz broke the silence. “So, you made it seem like maybe you had some sexy stories to tell me?”

“Oh, but I do,” replied Ashley as she let her hands slip into Liz’s. “Let’s go somewhere a little more private though.”

Ashley led her by the hand down another street and then into an alley. It was well lit, but abandoned. Ashley pulled Liz close to her and kissed her. Liz took a moment to respond. The feel of Ashley’s lips on hers took her back to that night, that glorious first night. Her hands found Ashley’s waist as she returned the kiss with passion. The two wrestled tongues. Liz felt herself growing wet.

Breaking the kiss, the taller girl looked down at Liz with a smirk. “Just making sure that my memory was correct,” she said. She continued as she saw Liz’s expression: “That you were such a great kisser. Just making sure that I hadn’t embellished things in my head.”

“And?” Liz asked.

Ashley leaned in until her lips were an inch from Liz’s ear. “Even better than I remembered. You really know how to use that tongue.”

Liz felt her pussy twinge at that comment. She ached to feel Ashley’s hands on her once more, to replay the events of that first night. Driven crazy with her lust, she had almost forgotten why they had even come here, until Ashley spoke.

“So, you want to hear that story now?”

Liz nodded. The thought of hearing Ashley narrate a sexual encounter turned her on more than she would have guessed. It was a removed form of voyeurism, she figured.

“Ok,” Ashley said, “but there is one condition. I will tell you the story, and I’ll give you all the good details, but you are gonna be pleasuring me the whole time I do. In case you haven’t notice, I’m wearing a skirt. Do you want get on your knees and see whether or not I have underwear on under there?”

Liz just about came right there. The wickedness of her roommate’s plan sent deep throbs through her pussy that radiated out through her body and stole her breath from her. She was going to eat Ashley out in a public place! It might have been unlikely that anyone was going to wander down this alley at that time of night, but there was still a chance, some chance of being caught. That thought drove Liz wild.

Her hands were shaking as she dropped to her knees in front of the blonde bombshell, she called her roommate. The first time they had been together only Liz had reached completion. It seemed fitting that there second time would start like this: with Liz giving pleasure to the other girl. The fact that she was on her knees with her head under the blonde’s skirt only added to it.

The darkness was near complete as she stuck her head under Ashley’s skirt. She slid her hands up the blonde’s legs, delighting in the way Ashley’s gasped as her fingers reached their destination. It didn’t take her long to confirm that Ashley wasn’t wearing anything under the skirt. Liz let her fingers dance around Ashley’s flower, teasing the other girl.

“So,” Ashley said, stifling a moan. “Story time. Since the night that we hooked up, I have only been with one other girl. We met at a party. I was sober, dancing by myself when I felt an arm on my waist. I was ready to turn around and tell some douchey frat bro to back off, but instead I saw her. The look in her eyes was pure sex. We hadn’t spoken a word and she was already undressing me with her eyes… more than that: she was fucking me with her eyes.

“Immediately, I felt myself getting wet. I mean I went from minding my own business to out of control horny in a just a few seconds of looking at the girl. She was gorgeous, fucking beautiful, but it was the look in her eyes that really did it for me. Without a word she took me by the waist and pulled me closer. She could really dance. I mean, I have some sense of rhythm, but this girl could move like she was born to do it. She was-- oohhh.”

Ashley broke off her story as Liz’s finger brushed against her lips. Up until that point, Liz had just been teasing her, moving her hands up and down her thighs, moving her face close enough that Ashley could feel Liz’s breath against her lips. Now, Liz was taking it up a notch. Her fingers danced across Ashley’s lips. The movements were slow, languorous; Liz was taking her time. Once the shock had worn off, Ashley resumed her story, with Liz still probing her lips.

“Ohh, fuck… uh, yea. So this girl could dance. At a certain point though, it was more like we were just fucking on the dance floor. She would put her thigh in between my legs and pull me closer toward her. I was so wet that I soaked right through my panties and my jeans and onto her thigh. I’m sure she felt it. She looked at me with a sultry smirk and just ground her leg harder against me.”

As Ashley continued to describe their grinding and dancing, Liz finished her probing and slid two fingers into Ashley’s wet, warm pussy. The blonde girl’s words were punctuated with moans as Liz fingered her, first slowly and then faster and faster, until she was pumping her fingers as fast as she could, fucking Ashley’s tight pussy.

“And then...uhhh… and then we went upstairs,” Ashley said through the moans. “We found an empty room and she was on me before I even knew what was happening. My shirt was over my head and my bra was off an instant later. She attacked my breasts with her mouth, sucking on them roughly as her hand pinched and played with which ever one her mouth wasn’t on. She really knew what she doing. I’ve been more than just a couple girls before, but none of them were as good as this girl. She was experienced, passionate, forceful. I was close to cumming just from her sucking on my tits, but she had other ideas.”

Liz’s own arousal was building as she fucked Ashley harder and harder with her fingers. Part of her wondered why the story wasn’t making her jealous at all. The idea of Ashley with another girl should have made her territorial, or self-conscious, she thought, but instead it only made her wet. Liz dropped her free hand to the waistband of her own skirt. Her fingers slipped beneath the fabric, and soon she was mimicking the actions of her other hand.

“She stripped naked,” Ashley continued. “She made a show of it, removing each item slowly as she danced to some silent rhythm. By the time she was entirely naked, I was ready to pounce on her, but she took control again. She slid my panties down my legs and dove head first between my legs.”

Liz thought that was a good signal for her to start as well. Her fingers slipped out of Ashley’s pussy only to be replaced a moment later by her mouth. She ran her tongue across the other girl’s lips in a broad, powerful stroke. Ashley’s broke off her story as a loud moan escaped her lips. Liz wondered if anyone was close enough to hear it. That thought only sent her heart racing faster and faster. She wanted someone to walk by, to see what she was doing to Ashley, to see how good she was at it. Ashley struggled to continue the story as Liz’s tongue worked its magic.

“She ate me out like a pro. It was as if her tongue had been made specifically for my vagina. She hit so many different zones of pleasure, some I hadn’t even realized I had. The feeling was indescribable as she drank me in, lapping up my juices like she was dying of thirst. I had never felt anything like it. My body went numb everywhere except for my pussy. It was as if the pleasure there was so intense that my brain couldn’t handle the nerve sensations from anywhere else. My vision swam with spots as she kept going. My moans grew louder and louder until…. uhhhhhhh!”

Ashley reached orgasm in real life at the same moment she did in her story. This time she didn’t simply moan. It was a scream, unmistakably of ecstasy, almost pornographic. Liz relished in the sound of it as it faded out only to be replaced by a series of moans that followed with each aftershock from the orgasm. The lower half of Liz’s face was covered in her roommate’s juices. She licked her lips as she came out from underneath the skirt. She looked up at Ashley.

“Mhhmmm! Not bad,” she said. “Not bad at all.”

Ashley was still trying to catch her breath from the orgasm that Liz’s tongue had given her. Liz felt a swell of pride as she saw just how much Ashley had been affected. It was only the second time she had brought another girl to orgasm. She was beginning to think that she might be good at it.

“Holy fuck!” Ashley exclaimed as she finally caught her breath enough to speak. “Where did you learn to eat pussy like that?”

Liz beamed at the compliment. “Well, I had a little bit of practice before you, but the truth is that I’m a natural. I just think it’s what I was born to do.”

Ashley grabbed the smaller girl by the waist and pulled her against her. She leaned her head down and locked lips with her. A shiver went through Liz at the thought that Ashley was tasting herself on her lips. When they broke the kiss, it was Ashley’s turn to lick her lips.

“I do taste good,” she said with a grin. “So, I guess I can understand your enthusiasm. But about this ‘practice’ that you had… is it time for another story? Maybe we can turn the tables here and I can be the one down on my knees?”

Liz’s pussy throbbed at the prospect. Before she could even agree, Ashley was on her knees. Being taller, the position was somewhat awkward, but once Ashley found the right angle, she set to her work diligently. Liz’s panties were down around her ankles and she felt Ashley bury her face into her pussy before she had even made it past the exposition of her story.

She started with her first encounter with Skye, though she left out the name and a few obvious give aways. When she reached the part where Skye had spun her around and finger-fucked her to orgasm, Ashley decided to recreate the scene, at least partially. While Liz was still talking, she turned her around. A moment later Ashley’s tongue retreat only to replace not by two fingers, or even three, but by four fingers. Her pussy ached as it stretched around the Ashley’s long fingers. She could feel herself growing wetter as a series of moans escaped her mouth, obscuring the story that she was trying to tell.

She thought that she might cum before she had a chance to finish the story, but Ashley relented as Liz reached the first climax with Skye. As Liz began to set up the second encounter, leaving out much of the emotional talk that had preceded it, Ashley’s fingers gently explored Liz. They brushed against her lips here and there, or tickled her clit for a just a moment before moving on. Liz was near ready to blow and Ashley knew it. She was teasing her; she was building her up for what promised to be a mindblowing orgasm, and as Liz reached the part where she had eaten out Skye, Ashley pounced.

The first stroke of her tongue made spots appear in Liz’s vision. She was almost certain that she was going to cum right then and there, but she managed to grit her teeth and continue the story. Her words almost indistinguishable from her moans, she forced them out one by one until she reached Skye’s climax. It was at the same moment that she reached her own.

Her vision went white for a moment. She felt so lightheaded, she thought she might faint, but something kept her standing as the waves of pleasure crashed over her. Her body shook and trembled as Ashley lapped up her reward. She felt light, almost like floating as the immense pleasure pushed every care from her mind and every stress from her body. When it was finished, she felt as free and as calm as she could ever remember being.

Ashley peeked out from beneath the skirt with a smile on her face. Liz could see the wetness that covered much of her mouth and chin. She helped Ashley to her feet, and putting her hand behind the other girl’s neck, she pulled her down for a kiss. Now, it was her turn to taste herself. Her tongue was greedy as it attacked Ashley mouth. She had loved the taste of Skye, and she had loved the taste of Ashley, but her own taste was on another level. When she had tasted all there was to taste, she felt the desire for more still. She broke the kiss and looked up at Ashley.

“How about we head back to the room for round two?” she asked. She was still hungry, hungry for the taste of Ashley, as well as of herself.

Chapter 3

Things with Ashley only picked up steam from there, at least sexually. They fingered and ate each other out multiple times a day. Liz learned every inch of Ashley’s body and Ashley likewise with Liz’s. It was an indescribable flurry of sex, desire and pleasure. It seemed like every moment was filled with either sexual activities or the thought of them. Of course, Liz still spent a good deal of time on her studies, but somehow those hours seemed to disappear as she looked back over her days. Her only memories were of Ashley and her, tumbling together in the sheets.

It wasn’t purely sex, but as far the romantic aspect of it went, things moved much more slowly. The two girls had agreed to exclusivity, at least for now. Though they had each delighted in telling their tales of past flings while getting each other off, the thought of future occurrences was met with less enthusiasm. Still, there wasn’t much in the way of passion or romance. It was more like being really good friends who also had sex. Liz, who had never been in a relationship, was not sure if this was what a relationship was. Either way, she was enjoying the days, taking them one at a time. The things she learned about her own body and her own sexuality in those few weeks quickly outpaced all the knowledge she had accumulated on the subject up to that point.

Even Ashley, who by all accounts was much more experienced than Liz, seemed to be learning something. One day after a particularly mind blowing session, in which the two girls had sixty-nined each other to orgasm, Ashley explained it to Liz: “It’s like I’m totally comfortable for the first time with another person. Before when I would hook up with a girl, I always felt like the lust and desire was enough to make me let go, but I’ve realized that there were other things, things deeper down that I was still holding on to. With you, I can finally let them go.”

When she said things like that, there was nothing for Liz to do but to kiss her. For all their debauchery together, Liz still loved the feeling of a simple kiss. Not the passionate tongue wrestling that often led to more, but rather the simple furtive kisses that came from nowhere and lasted an instant were what she loved most. Was that romance? Liz asked herself. Could that possibly be love?

The ‘l-word’ was something that she would never say aloud, but something that she often thought about. Honestly, she didn’t think she was in love with Ashley, but it seemed like maybe this was a person that she could be in love with, someday. She often wondered how you realized you were in love. Was it like a lightbulb going on in dark room? Or was it more like watching the sunrise on a cloudy morning when it grows lighter and lighter, almost imperceptibly and then suddenly you realize that it’s day?

She also thought of Skye. How could she not? The girl was wild and passionate. Dangerous, that was the word that Liz often lingered on. There was something about that feeling of danger that called to her. The call, paradoxically, seemed to grow louder the more and more comfortable she became with Ashley. It was as if, sensing the danger of impending domestication, some part of her called out in warning, telling her to run before it was too late. Yet even as the call grew in intensity, the pull she felt toward Ashley was strong enough to resist it.

Still, there was something nagging her: the identity of Ashley’s lover from the story she had told Liz that night in the alley. At first Liz had been too distracted by her own lust to give much thought to the story, but now, as time passed, it seemed to become clear who Ashley had been with that night: Skye. When it first occurred to Liz, the thought at once shocked and excited her. She felt a tinge of jealousy, but a much larger one of lust. Replacing the faceless figure in Ashley’s story with the red-haired girl made it infinitely hotter, but it still made Liz uneasy. One afternoon as Ashley and Liz walked across the quad, she decided to get to the bottom of it.

“So, you remember our first date?” Liz asked, starting the conversation innocently enough.

Ashley looked over at her, one eyebrow arched. “Hmmm… you mean when got down on your knees in an alley and ate me out? That one? I have a vague recollection of it.”

“Very funny,” Liz said with a laugh, “but I’m trying to be serious here. You remember how you sort of implied that you knew about me and, uhh, Skye? Well, at the time I just thought that one of your million friends had maybe seen me with her, but that’s not it, right? Skye told you. She was the girl from the party.”

Ashley didn’t seem surprised by the question; she even laughed. “Took you long enough. I was wondering when you were going to figure out. I figured since you are such a brainiac that it would have been obvious…” she teased, “but on a more serious note, I thought it might be better left unspoken until you brought it up. I mean, it was obvious to me that that was who your story was about… I wasn’t sure if it would complicate things if I just came out and said it. I hope you’re not mad.”

“No,” Liz said with a shake of her head. “I’m not mad at all. I guess it really was obvious. I mean, how many other lesbians are there on this campus, especially ones that could get you into bed so easily?”

“Ehhh, I don’t know,” Ashley said jokingly, “I am a little bit of a slut.” She winked at Liz and both girls laughed.

“So you sure you're cool with this?” asked Ashley. “You look a little pensive.”

“For sure,” Liz responded. “I’m just thinking.”

“About?”

“Well, we were both with her, right? And if I’m not mistaken, we both had a pretty damn good time.” Liz’s heart fluttered. Could she really say this? It was an insane idea, but one that called to her louder and louder as she thought it over.

Ashley looked at her expectantly. Liz wanted her to say something, to ask some question and interrupt her, but the other girl was silent.

“What if we, I don’t know, maybe tried to see if she were interested in joining us?” Liz looked away as the words lingered in the air. Ashley stopped walking beside her.

“Liz…” she said softly as Liz kept walking. “Liz,” she said again more forcefully; the other girl stopped.

Liz turned back around; her cheeks flushed red. “Yes?”

Ashley’s expression wasn’t mad or even hurt, rather it looked quizzical. “You are serious about this?” she asked, her eyebrows climbing up her forehead.

Liz nodded. Why not? she asked herself. It would be wild, exciting and as long as it was handled properly there was no need for jealousy. In fact, it was the perfect solution to any jealousy issues. Both of them were hot for Skye and this way no one got left out.

Liz tried to put this into words: “Look, I don’t want you to take it the wrong way. It’s not like this is a hint that I don’t like things with you. I love how things are going, but I will admit that sometimes I think about Skye. It’s not romantic, just sexual, if that makes it any better. And I thought that maybe you did too, and this way we could indulge those fantasies together, you know?”

Ashley laughed. “Oh, Liz! You are so adorable when you’re nervous. I love the idea. Don’t get me wrong it makes me nervous as hell and I’m not positive that I could through with it, but just the thought of me and you with her get my engine going.”

Liz felt like a weight had been lifted. She had been more than a little worried that Ashley was going to shout at her or slap her, or simply storm off.

“I mean, if there is anyone on campus that would be up for a no strings attached lesbian orgy, it would have to be Skye, right?” Not that Liz even knew any other lesbians on campus, but something told her that Skye’s receptivity to the idea would be well above the average.

Ashley nodded. “I think you’re right about that. She is definitely pretty kinky and certainly isn’t afraid of expressing her sexuality in any way she sees fit. I think it really got her off that she was fooling around with both of us at different times. I would have to think she would be even more game to do it at the same time.”

Liz nodded. They were both in agreement about the threesome then. It would just be a matter now of getting Skye on board. Something told her it wasn’t going to be a difficult sell.

Chapter 4

“So,” Skye said as she walked, not even bothering to cast a glance back at Liz. “You guys want me to come spice things up for you?”

Liz had found her wandering the book stacks on the lowest level of the library. In between and after classes for the last two days, Liz had been scouring the library for Skye. Now, having finally found her, she was becoming annoyed at her disinterest. Even once Liz had revealed her reason for coming, Skye had only nodded absentmindedly and continued her stroll down the aisles. That had been ten minutes ago.

“You are enjoying this, aren’t you?” Liz asked, not bothering to hide her annoyance. As the minutes dragged on, the idea of being with Skye was becoming less and less tolerable. Liz was fine with a little teasing, but this just seemed like gloating.

“Of course,” Skye said as she disappeared around the corner.

Liz followed after, doing her best not let her anger get the better of her. “Look, if you aren’t in to this, I can go. I have better things to do than chase you around the library all day.”

Skye stopped and looked over her shoulder. She raised one eyebrow. “Do you?” And then she was walking again.

Liz huffed as Skye continued her game. “Whatever,” she called after the other girl. “I don’t have time for this.”

She turned to leave, but before she got more than a few steps the sound of Skye calling her name, forced her to turn around.

“Yes?” she asked, trying to muster the most disinterested tone that she could.

“Come on, Liz,” Skye said, rolling her eyes. “You don’t have to be so dramatic. You know that I’m going to say ‘yes’.”

“How could I know that?” Liz asked, still annoyed by Skye’s earlier antics. Part of her just wanted to let it slide and be happy that their plan was working out, but she couldn’t bring herself to listen.

“Seriously?” Skye walked toward her. “Do you really think I would pass up an opportunity to be with the two hottest lesbians on campus at the same time?” She stopped in front of Liz, so close that Liz could feel her breath against her face. “I’m a junior, Liz. I have been here for two and a half years and there hasn’t been a better opportunity presented to me in all that time. You know me: I’m used to the whole I-don’t-give-a-fuck attitude. Just overcompensating here so you don’t realize how bad I want this.” She placed a hand on Liz’s waist. The other one found the button on the front of her jeans.

Liz pulled back. “No,” she said forcefully. “This doesn’t mean you get to have me whenever you want me. Only with Ashley, and only once, unless we say so.”

Skye rolled her eyes. “We’ll see about that.”

When Ashley returned from her classes later, Liz was waiting for her in the room. The blonde hardly had time to put her things down before Liz was on her. Her lips attacked Ashley’s aggressively and passionately. Ashley’s confusion melted away as Liz kissed down her neck and toward the swell of her breasts.

Still making out, Liz led Ashley over toward her bed. Once she was lying on her back, Liz’s hand undid Ashley’s belt and then the button and zipper that held her jeans in place. The blonde’s pants were off and her underwear soon after, all before she had even managed to say a word to her roommate. Liz saw the puzzled look on Ashley’s face, but it faded away as Liz dove headfirst between her legs, driving her tongue into the blonde’s warm and wet pussy.

When Liz had pushed Ashley all the way to orgasm and Ashley had returned the favor, the two girls lay naked together in the bed, hearts beating fast, skin glistening with sweat.

“So,” Ashley said at last. “What was that all about?”

“I needed to get you off so you aren’t too excited for tonight,” Liz replied.

“Tonight?” Ashley looked quizzically at her roommate.

Liz smiled. “I talked to Skye,” she said and she watched a smile form on Ashley’s face.

“Tonight then? That’s so soon.”

Liz pouted. “You don’t want to do it?” she asked as she ran a hand up Ashley’s thigh. “You don’t want to get to be with two gorgeous girls, who are going to fuck and suck you every way that you can imagine?” Her hand reached Ashley’s wetness and she slipped two fingers in. “Seems to me like someone is getting excited just thinking about it” She thrust her fingers deep into Ashley’s pussy and the other girl moaned loudly.

“Fuck, Liz,” Ashley whimpered as Liz continued to finger her. “I want it. I want it bad. Both of you.”

Liz nodded as she finger fucked her roommate even harder. “Then that, my love, is what you’ll get.”

Chapter 5

As an upperclassmen, Skye lived off campus. Most students who lived in town lived on the side of Main Street closest to campus, but the address that Skye had given her was on the far side of town. It would be nearly a thirty minute walk.

“Are you sure we’ll be safe walking that far?” Ashley asked for the fifth time that evening.

Liz sighed as she looked at herself in the mirror, putting the finishing touches on some light makeup. She still needed to do something about her hair.

“It will be fine, Ash.” She didn’t even look back as she grabbed the brush from her dresser and went to work vigorously unknotting her hair. “This is Boller, not Baltimore. Don’t worry so much.”

“Ok,” Ashley answered, the uncertainty clear in her voice.

Liz felt a little guilty. She didn’t mean to be so dismissive, but Ashley’s concerns seemed so silly to her. She realized that to someone with Ashley’s upbringing anywhere that wasn’t Greenwich might seem like a rough and tumble neighborhood.

“Hey, don’t worry about it, babe,” Liz said, trying to reassure her roommate. “Don’t forget I’m from the streets. Anybody tries to mess with you and they have to go through me.” She screwed her face up into a mock tough guy expression, eliciting a shriek of laughter from Ashley.

“Okay, okay,” the blonde said. “I guess if I have you to protect me…”

Liz quivered as she looked in her roommate’s eyes. There was something there that set her off. She took a step closer, but then stopped. If she gave into that feeling, there was no telling when they would actually manage to get to Skye’s.

“Don’t give me that look,” Liz chastised Ashley in a joking tone. “Skye is expecting us and if you keep looking at me like that, I’m afraid of what I might do.”

This time it was Ashley who took a step closer. Liz felt her throat tighten.

“Oh really?” Ashley asked. “Well, then why don’t we just stay here instead of walking all the way downtown?” She pouted. “We can just spend time together.”

Ashley’s adorable puppy dog eyes aside, Liz wasn’t going to be lured into this.

“Come on, Ash,” Liz said, trying to muster a stern tone. “You and I both want this. You are just a little scared, and that’s fine, but it will be alright. We will be together and it is going to be great.”

Ashley still pouted, seemingly unconvinced by Liz’s words. Liz simply stared back at her, forcing her face into a mask. Finally, Ashley relented. The exaggerated pout disappeared from her face.

“You promise?” she asked.

“I promise,” Liz said as she slipped her hand into Ashley’s and stood on her tippy-toes to kiss the taller girl on the cheek.

The walk was mostly silent, save for a few times Liz had to reassure Ashley that everything was going to be ok. She didn't mind her roommate’s worrying. In fact, working to calm down Ashley was the perfect distraction from her own nerves, which weren’t inconsequential. After all, she was the newbie to this whole lesbian thing and now she was about to embark on a threesome. She had always heard that college had the power to change you, but she doubted it was meant in this way.

When they finally reached Skye’s house, she was surprised by the look of it, which was strange given that it looked almost exactly like every other house in the town of Boller. It was a quaint one story house, with a porch on which sat a wicker rocking chair. Flower boxes were hung from each window and an American flag affixed to the eaves fluttered listlessly in the evening breeze. It was quintessentially Boller, but hardly the type of house she expected Skye to live in.

She checked her phone again, worried that perhaps she had the wrong address, but knowing that she didn’t. Pausing at the door, Liz cast a glance at Ashley, who shrugged. She reached her hand out and wrapped tentatively against the door. No response. She cast another glance at Ashley. She raised her arm to knock again, when the door opened, revealing Skye.

“You’re late,” she said as she moved aside to let them enter.

Inside, things were a little more as Liz had expected. The place was somewhat untidy, but not gross. The walls were covered with posters for bands and festivals that she had never heard of. The faint smell of marijuana was detectable in the background, likely a permanent adornment to the smellscape of the house.

“My roommates are out of town, so we don’t have to worry about that.” With that Skye’s hands went to the hem of her shirt and she pulled it over her head.

Liz felt herself flush, partially from the sight of Skye’s toned body and medium sized breasts pressed together by the bra, but mainly because of the boldness of it. There was no warm up, no small talk. It looked like the girl with red hair was ready to jump right into it. The look of surprise must have been obvious on the two girls’ faces.

“What’s the matter?” Skye asked. “Were you two expecting that we would cuddle first? Maybe drink a bottle of wine and sit in front of the fire?”

“No,” Ashley answered, her face flushed red. “We just weren’t expecting to get things going so… quickly I guess, or at least, I wasn’t.”

Liz moved closer to Ashley and put her hand around the blonde’s waist. She was guessing Skye’s overly aggressive approach was not doing any favors for Ashley’s nerves.

“Just caught us off guard,” Liz informed Skye. “But no worries. We are ready now, if you are.”

Skye smiled and her hands went to the front of her bra. She unhooked the clasp and paused for a moment, looking first to Liz and then to Ashley before she let it fall to the floor. Liz let out an involuntary sigh.

Compared to Ashley, even compared to Liz’s, Skye’s breasts were on the smaller side, certainly no larger than B’s. Yet… they were somehow perfect. Their shape, swell, feel: all of it was perfect. Even their size in relation to Liz’s hand was ideal, as if they had been made specifically for that purpose. Her nipples were quarter sized, not too light and not too dark. As Liz’s eyes devoured the sight, she watched them grow hard.

Skye placed her hands on her hips, which were cocked to one side. “What’s the hold up? Am I gonna be the only one getting naked?”

The words were playful, but Liz could sense the impatience there. She turned and gave a look to Ashley. The blonde was still clearly on the nervous side. Liz gave her a little smile. It looked like she and Skye would have to start things off.

Her own shirt was off and over her head a moment later. She took a few steps forward before reaching out and pulling Skye in for a kiss. As their lips locked, she felt an electric current move through her skin. There was nothing quite like the feeling, and the fact that Ashley was watching only made it that much better. As Liz hoped, Skye’s hands quickly went around her back to find her bra. It was unhooked in seconds and she pulled back slightly to allow Skye to pull it past her arms. When they resumed their kissing, Liz relished the feeling of her bare breasts against Skye’s. Whenever their nipples brushed past each other, she felt her pussy throb.

Skye seemed to be getting into it as well. Her hands traced lines across Liz’s back as they made their way lower and lower, moving deftly to her front when they reached their target. Liz gasped as Skye dipped one finger into her waistband, the tip brushing just above her lips. Skye broke the kiss and smiled seductively at Liz as she unbuttoned and then unzipped her shorts. Then in one swift motion, she hooked her fingers into Liz’s underwear and pulled both the shorts and Liz’s panties to the floor.

Already partially bent over, Skye simply dropped to her knees in front of Liz. The other girl didn’t even have time to register what was happening before Skye’s tongue was burrowing into her folds. She threw her head back and moaned as Skye began a vicious oral assault. Skye ate her out with a ravenous hunger that was already beginning to make Liz’s legs weak. The whole world seemed to melt away as the pleasure built and built. She could have forgotten that there was anything else in the world, until she heard a moan that was not her own.

Her eyes snapped opened and quickly found the source. She locked eyes with Ashley who was watching the scene unfolding before her with rapt attention. One hand was in her pants while the other massaged her breast outside of her clothing. The look on her face was one of pure lust. She seemed to be enjoying the show, but Liz was certain that she could take things up a notch.

She brought her own hands up to her tits, not taking her eyes off Ashley for even a moment. Taking each nipple between a thumb and fore finger, she pinched them gently. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment as a soft moan escaped her lips. When she opened her eyes again, she could see the strained looked on Ashley’s face. The blonde’s left hand gone underneath her shirt and bra now and was tweaking her own nipple as her right hand furiously rubbed her clit.

As Liz continued to play with her nipples, a thought struck her. She smiled wickedly to herself as she thought of how to add even more excitement to the show. Her hands dropped down and she rested them on the back of Skye’s head. The red-haired girl paused for a moment and looked up at Liz. Skye nodded and Liz pushed her head back between her legs.

Ashley let out a moan at the sight. Liz watched her furiously rubbing her clit as she played with her tits. Her own arousal was reaching peak levels. Skye was skilled at eating pussy, but the dominance of simply pressing the other girls head into her lap made it even more pleasurable. She was absolutely in love with the feeling of power that it gave her. She knew that an orgasm was coming and it was going to be a big one. She just needed something to push her over the edge.

That something came in the form of Ashley reaching her own climax. The buxom blonde stumbled backwards and collapsed onto the couch, her fingers still mauling her clit. Liz watched as Ashley’s eyes shut tight; a second later, tremors of pleasure shook her body.

“Fuuccck, oh yessss!” Ashley called out in the throes of her self-administered orgasm. The sight of Ashley’s face all screwed up in pleasure was more than Liz could take and her own orgasm followed shortly after.

“Oh yea, Skye. Eat that fucking pussy.” Liz pressed Skye’s head even harder into her folds as the orgasm hit. She felt herself release her juices as Skye’s tonguing became even more frantic. The red-haired girl lapped up the sweet liquid like she was dying of thirst. Eventually, her pussy too sensitive, Liz was forced to push Skye away as her knees wobbled and her breath caught in her throat. The pleasure exploded through her and, like Ashley before her, she stumbled toward the couch and collapsed onto it.

It took her a minute or so to catch her breath and reorient herself. It was as if the orgasm had shut off her brain, and now it was in the process of starting up again. As her senses returned to her, she saw that Skye had wasted no time admiring her handiwork. She had crawled onto the same couch as Ashley and was busy helping the busty blonde undress. Skye’s own pants had been left behind and now she wore only a thing g-string that barely managed to cover her pussy.

Once she had Ashley completely in the nude, she bent down and kissed her. Liz watched from her spot on the other couch. She marveled at how aggressive Skye was. For her kissing, or really anything for that matter, was a competition. She always needed to have the upper hand. It wasn’t control that she needed; she just needed it to be clear that she was the aggressor, that she was the one who was winning. Even with her head between Liz’s legs and the other girl's hands pushing her down, she hardly assumed the role of the submissive. She had still assaulted Liz’s fold with fast, powerful strokes that had made it clear who was really in charge.

Ashley laid back and allowed Skye to drive the action. Skye’s hands roamed Ashley’s body, teasing her. No doubt, Ashley wanted her to play with her tits, or her pussy, but Skye was intentionally avoiding both. Her fingers would lazily move across Ashley’s skin until they reached just above her groin. Then they would walk their way back up, skirting the swell of the blonde’s massive breasts, or else splitting them down the middle. Though it was Skye who had yet to have her first orgasm, it was Ashley who was squirming. Even without words, it was clear that the blonde was begging for more. Liz watched as Skye’s hands finally stopped teasing.

Ashley gasped as Skye’s fingers plunged into her pussy. The blonde arched her back as the red-haired girl thrust first two and then three fingers deep inside of her. Liz was beginning to feel her own desire coming alive again. It had been one thing to hear Ashley talk about being with Skye, but seeing it was setting her off in a way she could have barely imagined before. She climbed off the couch and made her way over to the other two girls. Ashley’s eyes were shut tight as Skye’s fingers fucked her forcefully. Skye nodded at Liz as Liz bent down and engulfed one of Ashley’s nipples in her mouth.

The blonde’s eyes shot open immediately at the new sensation. Liz smiled at her roommate without ever removing her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the hard nipple, before her teeth closed around it gently, just enough to elicit a ‘Oh, fuck!” from Ashley.

Liz could feel her own pussy dripping, surprising her with how turned on she was so soon after her first orgasm. She came up for air and looking at the scene in front of her, it wasn’t hard to see why. These two beautiful girls were busy going to town on each other while she watched and even got to join in. She felt a throb go through her pussy as Skye added a fourth finger to the mix; Liz wondered how it had taken her so long to realize that she liked girls.

Though her own pussy was aching, Liz was able to think clearly enough to realize that it was Skye who hadn’t yet gotten off. She stood up from the couch, letting her eyes linger for a moment on the swell of Ashley’s breasts. She could have explored them with her mouth all day, but other duties called to her.

“Skye,” Liz called. The red-haired girl stopped her frantic fingering, much to Ashley’s dismay, and looked to Liz. “I have an idea. Here. Get up.”

Skye climbed off Ashley slowly, the reluctance clear on her face. “You better know where you are going with this,” she said, only half-joking.

“Hands and knees, slut,” Liz said. From the look on Skye’s face, she could tell she was a little caught off by the tone.

Skye smiled. “Whatever you say, Liz.”

Both girls knew that there was no real dominance at play here, but it was a game, an act, and each of them knew their roles.

“You too, Ashley. Lay down in front of Skye on your back. The other way.” Liz took a moment to admire it: Ashley on her back with Skye on her hands and knees, perched like a predator above her prey. Liz could see how wet Ashley’s pussy was from this angle.

Liz took a step forward until she was standing right behind Skye. “What’s the matter?” she asked mockingly. “Not hungry?”

Skye turned her head over her shoulder and gave Liz a wicked smile, before turning back around and lowering her head into Ashley’s pussy. The blonde let out a scream like she was being murdered as she experienced Skye’s incredible pussy eating skills for the first time that night. Liz took a moment to admire the look of ecstasy that spread over Ashley’s face before she joined in once more.

Skye was the only one not entirely naked, and Liz knew that needed to change. She reached around Skye’s waist and pulled her shorts and panties down. She had to finagle things a bit as Skye seemed unwilling to pause her oral adventures, but finally Liz managed to get the red-haired girl in her birthday suit. From the position she was in, Liz had a perfect view of Skye’s taut, toned ass, just below which she could catch a glance of her glistening pussy lips. That was Liz’s target.

To start things off she gave Skye a hard slap on the ass. It wasn’t something she had ever tried before, but the idea seemed like a good one to her. Skye let out yelp of surprise, but then wiggled her ass, inviting Liz to continue. Liz was happy to oblige. She smacked Skye harder and harder as the red-haired girl went down on Ashley. Ashley’s eyes were shut tight as Skye devoured her. Liz felt her own juices dripping down her legs at the sight. Things were going better than she could have imagined them.

Skye’s ass was growing red, and Liz figured that she had beat around the bush long enough. Skye must have been soaked at that point, ready to finally have something inside of her. On the next slap, Liz let her hand slide down the curve of Skye’s ass, where her fingers found her dripping pussy lips. She pressed inward.

Even with her mouth full, Skye’s moan filled the room as Liz pushed herself into her. She thrust first with two fingers and then with three. Skye bucked her hips back, keeping rhythm with Liz’s fingering. Skye was the only one who had not gotten off yet and it showed. Without any difficulty she slipped a fourth finger inside of the other girl, eliciting more moans. Skye increased the pace of her hips until she was practically fucking herself on Liz’s fingers. The warmth and the wetness as Skye’s pussy engulfed her fingers drove Liz wild. She licked her lips as she remembered what it had been like to taste that sweet, tight pussy. She remembered how Skye had whimpered as the orgasm hit her. That was the only time when Skye’s mask was down: when she was deep in throes of orgasm. Liz had an idea.

She removed her hand from Skye, but only for a moment. She brought all five fingers together in a point and pressed it into Skye’s waiting pussy. As she thrust it forward, Skye’s head shot up for a moment as an animalistic groan issued from her.

“Holy fuck,” she moaned, hardly able to draw breaths for the words. She turned back toward Liz. “Whatever the fuck you are doing, don’t stop!”

And with that she lowered her head and resumed eating Ashley toward her orgasm. Liz was able to push her fingers into Skye up to the second knuckle, but not further. Anymore and she would have been practically fisting the other girl. Still, it seemed that this level of stimulation was enough for Skye. She was dripping now; her juices covered Liz’s hand. Her moans were interspersed with whimpers as her oral attention on Ashley began to wane. Liz smiled. She knew that Skye’s concentration was breaking as her orgasm neared. She could think of nothing but the pressure that was building in her, threatening to burst at any moment. Liz knew that when the dam broke, the red-haired girl would not be able to hold back. Finally, it did.

Skye’s back arched as she lifted her head and let out a vicious moan. Her whole body went taut for a moment before she collapsed down and rolled onto her side. Liz looked down, pride swelling in her breast, as Skye tried desperately to suck in air.

“Holy fuck,” Skye finally got out once she had gathered her breath. “I think I’m going to need a minute or two to recover from all this.”

Ashley was back on her feet and walking slowly toward Liz. She wrapped her arms around the shorter girl’s waist and pulled her close.

“I guess it’s just you and me,” she said, and as their lips touched the world faded away.
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I.

“Nice swing, Devon!” the coach called out as he and the other dozen people on the field watched the ball sail in a high arc past the dumbfounded outfielders and over the fence, clearing it by nearly twenty feet.

The coach shook his head and laughed as he wound up and tossed another ball toward the batter. Devon coiled and swung again. The ball shot off her bat as a screaming line drive that nearly took the head off of one of the girls standing idly by first base.

“Pay attention girls!” the coach roared. “She really knows how to hit.”

Devon continued to scorch balls all over the field, hitting a half dozen over the fence. She wondered if perhaps she should scale it back a little. It was her first day with the team and she didn’t want to look like she was showing off. Still… she hadn’t transferred here to sit on the bench, and she knew she only had one chance to make a first impression. She coiled back and snapped the bat through the zone, clobbering a ball to dead center where it landed nearly fifty feet behind the fence.

“Alright,” the coach laughed. “I think that’s enough for today. Good job, Devon. It looks like we’ve got ourselves a live one.”

As the coach headed back to his office, Devon helped the other girls collect the balls and other equipment. She hadn’t had a chance to meet any of her teammates before practice. Now, as she attempted to make eye contact in order to introduce herself, they acted like she wasn’t even there. It seemed they felt that they had been shown up, and they weren’t too happy about it.

“Don’t worry about them,” she heard someone behind her say.

She turned to a see a petite blonde. The girl stuck out a hand. “I’m Meghan,” she said as Devon shook her hand. “I’m one of the assistant captains. The other girls are just pissed, because they know they can’t hit like that. Plus, everyone was worried that you were going to be taking Kate’s spot at first base and now… well, that looks like a guarantee.”

“Oh, I didn’t… I mean, I don’t,” she fumbled for words. “That wasn’t my goal.”

Meghan laughed. “I wouldn’t worry about it. You deserve the spot. That’s all that matters. The rest of them will come along soon enough. You are a much better hitter than anyone else on the team. Hell, I’m not sure I’ve seen anyone who can hit like that. How is it that you were playing division II?”

“I got injured my senior year of highschool,” Devon explained. “Tore my ACL and my MCL. I lost all my offers for D-I with the injury, so I went D-II. My first year, I was still getting my strength back, not playing at 100%. Then last year, I was really able to turn it on. That was when I got the call.”

She was referring to the phone call she had received from Boller’s softball coach, informing her that her transfer request had been approved. She had never expected it. After her performance that year, she figured she would be able to move to D-I team, but Boller was one of the best. They had won four straight championships in the nineties and had made it to the finals in half the years since.

“Change bothers some people,” Meghan said. “The girls don’t want things to get all messed up, but as far as I’m concerned we are here to win. It’s been too long since this school has hoisted the trophy and I’m not planning on graduating without it.”

“You’re a senior?” Devon asked.

Meghan nodded. “Yea, I have been second base since my freshman year. Never missed a game. We’ve made it to the finals twice and lost both times. With your bat in the lineup, we aren’t going to lose again. The other girls will realize that. Just give them time.”

II.

That night the softball team hosted a party at an off-campus house where some of the girls lived. Devon was nervous. After Meghan had talked to her, a couple of the other girls had been willing to acknowledge her, but they had still been cold. She had gotten some names and a few handshakes, but they were devoid of any friendliness or warmth. The thought of going to the party made her sick to her stomach, but she knew that not showing up would be worse. She hoped that Meghan was right. She just needed to be patient, eventually she would become part of the team.

The house was packed when she got there. Loud music pumped through speakers that were set up in each room. Students danced and drank, and shouted to each other over the noise. Devon searched the crowd looking for some sign of her teammates. In particular, she was looking for Meghan.

She found her in the kitchen, the only room that had not been converted into a dance floor. As she entered, Meghan broke off the conversation she was having with two other girls from the team and waved Devon over. Tentatively she made her way up to the group. Meghan smiled at her. The other two looked at her with blank expressions. The room suddenly felt much colder.

“Hey Devon,” Meghan leaned forward and wrapped Devon in a hug. Caught of guard for a moment, Devon stood frozen.

Meghan laughed. “Sorry, didn’t mean to surprise you there. This is Kelly, she’s a sophomore,” she said, indicating the girl on her left. “And this is Lilly, she’s a senior with me. She’s our catcher.”

“Nice to meet you guys,” Devon said, her voice unsteady. The other two girls nodded and her with pursed lips.

“Nice to meet you too,” Lilly replied, but there was no warmth in her words.

“Soooo,” Meghan said, trying to cut the tension. “How are you liking Boller so far?”

“I like it alot,” Devon said, though she was not at all sure what she felt. Classes had not yet started. She had only arrived on campus the day prior, and so far the only two people who had even acknowledge her existence where Meghan and the coach. It wasn’t exactly the warm welcome she had been hoping for, but part of her wasn’t surprised.

She knew that collegiate teams could be cliquish, and new players who transferred in were a threat to the playing time of the established players. Given her performance today and the way that the coach had praised her, Devon understood why the other girls might be a little cold. She just hoped that with time, and maybe with a little help from Meghan, things would warm up a little bit.

Meghan didn’t seem to buy Devon’s clipped response. “Ehhh, don’t worry about them.” She looked at both Lilly and Kelly accusingly. Lilly is good friends with Kate, whose spot you are about to take, and Kelly is just towing the party line.”

The two girls rolled their eyes and stormed off, leaving Meghan and Devon alone in the kitchen.

“You’re the captain?” Devon asked, wondering how she managed to go completely against the wishes of her teammates and still retain her authority.

Meghan nodded. “I was a walk-on. The girl at second base that year was a senior, who had started all three previous years. There was even talk that she could be all conference this year. By the end of the first day of practice, everyone knew that wasn’t going to happen.”

“Wow, really?” Devon was now beginning to see why Meghan seemed to understand what she was going through so well. “The girls were bitter at first, and I couldn’t really blame them, but eventually they came around. They respect skill and hard work, and as long as you show that you put the team first, they’ll welcome you in.”

“And how do I do that?” Devon asked. She wanted nothing more than to put this awkwardness behind her and focus on the season. It had taken her quite a lot to get to this level and she couldn’t afford to be drowning in distractions.

“Just keep playing hard. Keep coming to the parties. I know they might not be much fun at first, but that will change as the other girls warm up to you.”

“Is that what you did?” Devon asked.

“What?” Meghan asked, her voice suddenly an octave higher.

Devon furrowed her brow. “I just asked if that was what you did, if you just kept playing and hard and all that.”

A flush bloomed on Meghan’s face. In a few seconds, her face went from a sun kissed bronze, to bright red.

“I… uhhh… That’s not exactly it.”

Devon watched her eyes search the room, looking for some escape, another person that she could call out to in order to avoid the question. Devon had no idea why. Just then the door to the kitchen swung open. A tall girl with long brown hair entered with Kelly and Lilly at her sides. Devon recognized her from practice that day: Kate.

“So, you think you’re getting my spot?” Kate asked.

Devon froze under the larger girl’s death stare. She had a head on Devon, who was already on the taller side for a girl. Despite Kate’s size and intimidating demeanor, she wasn’t mannish. In fact, Devon couldn’t help but notice just how incredible those hazel eyes were that were staring dagger at her. She pushed the thought from her mind.

“I never said that.” It was true. Devon hadn’t made a single comment on whether she would or wouldn’t be starting. Meghan had said a few things, but…

“But that’s what you think,” Kate said. She crossed her arms against her chest.

Devon was taken aback. It seemed that no matter what she said, she was going to end up looking bad here, and yet she knew that keeping her mouth shut was not a real option either.

“I’m just here to play,” she said at last. “That’s all I can do.”

Kate stared at her for a moment. Kelly and Lilly did the same. Devon cast a glance over at Meghan, whose face had returned to its normal color. Her embarrassment had been replaced with worry.

“We’ll see about that,” Kate said. “You need to prove that you’re loyal to the team before any of us will even think of accepting you.”

“She’s new,” said Meghan forcefully. “This isn’t supposed to happen until right before the season. Those are the rules.”

“But that’s for freshmen.” Kate didn’t seem cowed by the glare that Meghan was giving her. “That puts her nearly two years behind.”

“She’s right,” said Lilly. “There’s no rule that says we have to wait if she’s a transfer. It’s even more important to make sure she’s loyal.”

Kelly nodded silently in approval. What was going on? Devon looked to Meghan for some explanation, but the blonde’s eyes were focused on Kate. She chewed her lip, her face contorted as if she were trying to solve the world’s most difficult puzzle.

“Only if she agrees,” Meghan said at last. Devon felt her stomach drop as she saw a smile spread across Kate’s face.

“You’ll agree, won’t you?” Kate turned her attention to Devon. “You want to prove you are loyal; here is your chance.”

“My chance?” Devon asked, not really understanding where any of this was going. “What are you talking about?”

“Do you want to explain it Meg, or should I?”

Meghan sighed. “I’ll do it. Give me a second with her, will you?”

Kate nodded and the other two girls followed her out of the kitchen. A moment later the music cut off, and Devon could hear disappointed groans as the party came to an abrupt end.

She could feel the sweat on her palms. Hastily, she rubbed them against her jeans, but they were slick again a moment later.

“What’s going on?” she asked. She was nervous, but she had no idea why.

Meghan took a deep breath and began to explain. “Well, the Team, that’s with an uppercase ‘T’, is a big deal here. Everyone on this team puts the Team in front of themselves, or at least that’s the goal. We realize that it’s not always easy to do that, especially for newer players. They come here thinking that they own the place--”

“But, I don’t--” Devon started, but Meghan held up her hand.

“I’m not talking about you,” she said. “Just generally. Now, let me finish. Like I was saying, sometimes the freshmen can be a little much. So before the season each year there is a sort of initiation ceremony. Each girl is given two choices. The first is that she can run naked from the softball house to the field and back.”

Devon could feel the blood draining from her face. She wasn’t exactly a wallflower, but the idea of running naked a half-mile to the field terrified her.

“And what’s the other choice?” Devon asked, desperate for something, anything else that she could do.

“Well,” Meghan paused. “It’s sort of a version of spin the bottle. Now, you don’t have to do it. You can do the run, or even, honestly, you can not do the run. No one is making you, you understand? But anyway, it’s like spin the bottle. The girl being initiated spins the bottle and then whoever it lands on is her ‘partner’.”

“Partner?” Devon asked, not exactly sure where this is going. “You mean the two girls make out?” The thought made her nervous, but she would gladly choose it over a naked run.

Meghan shook her head. “Not exactly.”

III.

Devon could feel her heart beating against her chest. She wondered for a moment if it might burst. Was that even possible for someone her age? The question was interrupted as Meghan returned to the kitchen.

“We’re ready for you,” Meghan said.

Devon only nodded.

“Don’t worry,” said the captain. “You’ve got this.”

Meghan led her out of the kitchen and into the living room, where the rest of the team, minus the two freshmen, were assembled in a circle. The furniture had been pushed to the edges of the room to make space. The circle had two empty spots directly across from each other. Meghan pointed Devon in the direction of one and took the other for herself.

As she sat down, she stared across at Meghan. She knew that every eye was fixed on her, but she refused to look. She could feel the nerves. Her heart pounded. Her hands were slick with sweat. She wondered if she would be sick.

“Welcome, girls,” Meghan said, breaking the silence. Her eyes scanned around the circle as she spoke. “As you all know, we are here for a very special occasion: the initiation of the newest member of our team, Devon. Now, as you also know, this usually doesn’t happen until right before the season starts. A couple of other girls and I were talking and we decided that since Devon is a transfer student, she should have a choice regarding whether or not to be initiated now, or to wait for the season.” Her gaze stopped on Devon. “And she was brave enough to go along with our craziness. Now, for the moment of truth. Devon, which option have you chosen?”

For a moment she was worried that she wouldn’t be able to speak. The fear she felt at what she was about to do threatened to silence her, but there was also something else that unnerved her. In addition to being afraid, she could feel… excitement. The butterflies in her stomach, which she had at first dismissed as nerves, were no longer unpleasant. Try as she might, she could not truly convince herself that she was not in someway looking forward to this. The thought shocked her.

“The second option,” she said. Her answer was followed a round of ‘woo’s and applause. Meghan had told her that most of the girls chose the second option, not because they wanted it, but because the first option was seen as something of a cop out.

Meghan smiled back at Devon after she gave her answer. The blonde’s look of approval made Devon’s chest swell. It helped buoy her confidence, but it would not be enough on its own. There was still a great deal for her to do.

“Ok, settle down,” said Meghan. “I told you all she was a team player. You ready to spin, Devon?”

Devon nodded as she crawled forward and grabbed the empty beer bottle that sat in the middle of the circle. She took a deep breath, said a silent prayer and spun. It seemed like it spun for minutes, but when it came to a rest she couldn’t believe her luck: it was pointing directly at Meghan.

The blonde raised one eyebrow. “I think that might have been on purpose,” she said with a laugh.

Devon felt herself blush.

Meghan smiled. “Not time to get bashful now,” she said, “we are going to be getting to know each other pretty well pretty soon.”

The other girls hooted and hollered as Meghan stood up, took Devon by the hand and helped her up.

“We will see you girls in a little bit,” Meghan said in a mock sultry voice. Devon could feel the blood filling her cheeks.

Meghan led Devon across the room and up the staircase. On the second floor at the end of the hallway she led her into a sparsely decorated room with a queen sized bed.

“Get comfy,” she said as she closed the door. She turned back to Devon, who had taken a seat on the bed. “So, I already explained it to you, but is there anything else you want to know before we get started?”

Devon shook her head. She didn’t trust herself even to speak at that moment.

“Alright,” Meghan said, “let me get it.” She walked over to the closet and ruffled through a pile of rumpled clothing before she found a gray duffel bag. She unzipped and withdrew ‘it’. Devon’s heart caught in her throat. It was a massive dildo, at least a foot in length, jet black and as thick around as a soda can. The room began to spin.

“Ok, so you sure you still want to go through with this?” Meghan asked.

Devon nodded again. There was no turning back now. Meghan had told her that all the other girls had gone through with it. She had enough trouble being the new girl; she couldn’t also be the one who backed out of the initiation.

Meghan took a position at the foot of the bed. She looked quizzically at Devon for a moment before she climbed on.

“Ok,” she said. “I guess you can take off your shorts.”

Devon followed the instructions, somewhat struck by the way that Meghan seemed nervous now. The older girl had seemed positively delighted earlier. Now, it was as if something had changed. Devon brushed the thought away as she shimmied her shorts down her legs. She felt goosebumps raise on her thighs as the cool air touched them. She looked up at Meghan, who frowned.

“Alright, so… uhh… I guess your underwear next. After this there is no going back,” Meghan’s voice was shaking as she spoke. Devon wondered if she had ever done this before. She realized that it was possible she had only ever been on the receiving end. Perhaps that was why she was so nervous.

Devon’s fingers gripped the waistband of her underwear. Could she go through with this? Her eyes locked on the dildo that Meghan grasped in her hands. Her heart pounded. There was no way that she could fit that inside of her. How could anyone? She imagined how it could fit inside a petite girl like Meghan. Surprisingly, she found that she liked the image. She felt a thrill go through her as she realized that she was turned on by the idea of the little blonde in front of her getting fucked by that massive dildo. She was going to do this. She began to remove her underwear when Meghan stopped her.

“Wait,” she hissed, dismay clearly written on her face. “Are you kidding me?” She held up the dildo and looked back and forth between it and Devon.

“What?” Devon asked, not sure what was going on.

“You were seriously going to go through with this?” Meghan asked, incredulous.

Devon nodded uncertainly. “Yea. What do you mean? You told me that all the other girls had. I just wanted to be part of the team.”

Meghan laughed and shook her head. “None of the girls have gone through with it! Look at this thing! It’s just a gag to see how far the girl will go before she backs out. Half of them just choose the naked run. The rest quit the moment they see this thing. I don’t think anyone has actually gotten this far.”

“Oh,” Devon said, as she felt her cheeks flush. She wanted to sink into the bed and disappear. She couldn’t believe what Meghan was telling her, or rather, she couldn’t believe that she had truly been about go through with what she should have realized as an obvious prank. She had never been so humiliated in her life.

“You sound disappointed,” said Meghan an eyebrow raised.

“Maybe a little,” Devon answered truthfully. What did she have to lose at this point? “Don’t get me wrong. I was absolutely terrified, but aren’t you a little bit curious what something like that would feel like inside of you?”

“Inside of me?” Meghan asked with a laugh. “I think it would split me in two, if we are being serious here.”

“Maybe,” Devon said, her eyes drifting once again toward the object in question.

“You’re imagining it,” Meghan said with a gasp. “Whether or not it would split me open.”

Once more Devon’s face flushed bright red. “Well...uuhhhh.” She paused. What the hell did it matter? The current situation had pushed her past embarrassment and into zero-fucks-given territory. She put on the most serious face that she could. “And if I am?”

She could see the wheels turning in Meghan’s head.

“Are you a…you know?” Meghan asked, her voice uncertain.

“A what?” Devon asked, though she knew what Meghan meant. For all the stereotypes about softball players being lesbians, the truth was that Devon had always been straight as an arrow. In fact, she wasn’t even sure that this was anything other than being incredibly horny. Devon had always had a thing for larger packages and when she had seen that dildo, her body had simply reacted. Now, Meghan was here, a warm body, and a cute one at that. What was the harm in seeing where things went?

“A lesbian?” Meghan finished the question sheepishly. “I mean no judgement. It’s just that that’s not really my thing. Some of the other girls…”

“Don’t worry,” Devon said as she pushed herself up into a kneeling position. She moved toward Meghan. “I’m not a lesbian either.” Her hands found the other girl’s waist and pulling her toward her, Devon’s lips met hers.

It was electric. The feeling of Meghan’s lips on her, the smell of her hair, the feeling of her soft skin: it all captivated her. As they continued to make out, Devon became bolder. Her tongue was added to the mix, taking it from some chaste kissing into a full blown passionate makeout. Her hands were not idle either. They snaked their way under Meghan’s shirt. Her fingers traced lines against the other girl’s bare skin.

Meghan shuddered and then pulled away. Devon could see the conflict in her eyes. The blonde girl bit her lip as she studied Devon.

“I don’t know about this,” she said. “I’ve never been in o girls before, but… just wow. I don’t know that anyone has ever kissed me like that. I liked it.”

The last sentence was said sheepishly as if she were embarrassed to admit it. Devon smiled at her.

“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.” Meghan nodded as Devon spoke. “But just because you do this doesn’t mean that you’re a lesbian or that I am. It just means that we are fucking horny, and we are just good teammates helping each other out.”

Meghan laughed. “Yep, just a little bit of team bonding.”

This time it was Meghan who leaned forward, and their lips met once more. This time, the captain lived up to her leadership role. Before she had been tentative, but now she took control. She pushed Devon back flat on the bed and climbed on top of her. She attacked her neck with her mouth. kissing and sucking up to her ear, where she lingered for a moment before moving down her neck and to the swell of her breasts.

Devon could feel her own wetness now. Her arousal was building with each moment. She ached for a release, but she wasn’t sure how far this was going to go. Making out was one thing, but she wasn’t sure if either of them were up for going past first base. That was until Meghan grabbed at the hem of Devon’s shirt and pulled it up toward her head. Devon sat up partially to make it easier for the blonde.

Once unveiled. Meghan’s eyes went to Devon’s cleavage.

“Man, you have great boobs,” Meghan said, more as an observation than as anything sexual.

“Thanks.” Devon laughed. “You can do more than look at them… if you want.”

Meghan eyes shot up to Devon’s. She was uncertain. She bit her lip again, her newfound assertiveness waning in the face of taking things to the next level. Devon figured she would help her along. She sat up once more, with Meghan still straddling her across the thighs. Her hands reached behind to the clasp that held her bra, and she undid it. She slid the straps off her shoulders and smiled at Meghan in what she hoped was sultry manner.

Her hands took Meghan’s wrist and pulled them toward her. She could feel the slight tremor of anticipation that went through Megan's body. A moment later the blondes hands closed around her breast and she released her grasp. She closed her eyes and let out a soft moan.

“Don’t just sit there,” she said with her eyes still closed. “Do something with those hands.”

Meghan followed the order tentatively. At first she brushed her fingertips across the skin, tracing circles around Devon’s areolas. Devon gasped as Meghan took one of her nipples between her thumb and forefinger and gave it a gentle squeeze, but Meghan didn’t linger. Her fingers moved on, tracing around the whole circumference of Devon’s breast. As she looked at the blonde, she could see the look of wonder in her face, as if she were experiencing breasts for the first time.

“Squeeze them,” Devon purred. She was all for letting Meghna explore, but she was going to need something a little more intense to really get her going.

Meghan looked at her, a question in her eyes. There was something cute about. This was the captain of the entire softball team and yet Devon was the one that was in charge. She nodded to Meghan letting her know that it was okay.

“Do it, babe,” she whispered as Meghan’s hands cupped her breasts. “Give my titties a nice squeeze.”

Her own dirty talk made her pussy throb. She had never been all that vocal in the bedroom before, but the forbidden and unexpected nature of this tryst was bringing something out of her that she had never known was there before. It was like her true sexual identity was awakening for the first time. She had an appetite that she had never known existed before. Sure, she had enjoyed sex, but this was something else entirely. This wasn’t just something she wanted; it was something she needed.

“Come on,” Devon purred. “Do it.”

And she did. Meghan hands closed around her breasts, squeezing them with just the right amount of force. Her breasts and her nipples had always been sensitive, and now was no exception. Meghan’s manhandling of her boobs sent waves of pleasure racing through her entire body.

“Oh, fuck,” Devon moaned as Meghan savaged her breasts. The more she moaned the more it seemed to encourage Meghan to be rough, and that was exactly what she wanted. She had heard that some women liked having sex with other women, because they could be gentle lovers, but that idea held no appeal to Devon. She wanted it hard and rough and passionate.

She threw her head back as a burst of pleasure made her mind go blank. It wasn’t an orgasm, but she could begin to feel the rumors of one coming on. She wasn’t sure if she could get there just with Meghan playing with her titties, but it seemed like it might be possible. As much as the idea appealed to her, she had some other things that she wanted to do first.

“Lose the shirt,” she said to Meghan.

This time, the blonde smiled. It seemed that she was getting over her nerves. She quickly pulled the shirt over her head. She paused for a moment as her fingers found the bra clasp behind her back. With a smile, she undid the clasp and let the bra slide off of her shoulders.

“What do you think?” Meghan asked. Devon could see that she was trying to sound confident with the question, but behind that facade there was real uncertainty, real insecurity.

Devon smiled back at her. “They are perfect.”

The petite blondes chest didn’t match up to Devon’s in the size department, but in every other way Devon thought Meghan had her beat. While Devon’s C-cups breasts didn’t really sag, they simply didn’t have the impossible perkiness of Meghan’s B-cup boobs. Her nipples, as well, were perfectly shaped and colored. Devon wondered if they were sensitive. She wondered what they would feel like in her mouth.

“My turn,” Devon said, and in one swift motion, she spun Meghan onto her back and took position on top.

Being taken control of seemed to be a turn on for Meghan. As Devon looked down at her, she breathed heavily, a light moan escaping with each exhale as she ground her pelvis against Devon’s.

“Looks like someone is horny,” Devon said with a grin. She watched as Meghan’s exposed nipple grew hard and goosebumps spread out across her skin. She knew that it was not from the air. Devon licked her lips. “You look fucking hot.”

She leaned forward, keeping her eyes locked with Meghan’s as she kissed the blonde’s stomach. Meghan shuddered as Devon’s lips touched her skin. Devon smiled as she kissed her way up the girl’s torso, toward her perky breasts, which even lying flat still managed to retain most of their size and shape.

Meghan was practically whimpering now with each breath. The closer that Devon’s mouth reached to her erect nipples, the higher pitched her noises became. She was squirming now. When Devon’s mouth finally closed around her right nipple, she sounded as if she had just been stabbed. She squealed in delight as Devon’s tongue circled her nipple. She moaned in pure ecstasy as Devon’s teeth nibbled gently on them. Devon paused for a moment and looked up at her. Smiling, she brought one finger to her mouth. They needed to be quiet.

After that, however, Devon didn’t make it easy on the other girl to do so. She switched to the left nipple as her hand moved up to play with the right. She tweaked one nipple as she sucked on the other. Meghan was thrashing now as the pleasure became almost unbearable. Devon knew the feeling, when the pleasure of foreplay built to such a level that she wanted nothing more than something inside of her. She was certain that Meghan had reached that point. The blonde’s jaw was clenched tightly as she struggled not to make a sound even as the pleasure consumed her completely.

Unfortunately, her previous noises hadn’t gone unnoticed. Both girls froze as someone knocked on the door. The moment was momentarily lost as Meghan looked at Devon in panic.

“What’s going on in there?” a muffled voice asked through the door. “This is taking longer than it should.”

Devon’s throat seemed to close off, and she found herself unable to make the words come out. Meghan, it seemed, was likewise speechless. The doorknob turned and as the door opened. Devon rolled off of the blonde and tried to reach for her shirt.

“Oh my god!”

She turned to see Kate standing dumbfounded in the doorway. Her mouth was open and her eyes wide, but that lasted only for a moment as a smile spread across her face and she stepped into the room. She closed the door and, unlike Meghan, she locked it.

“Well, well, well,” she said with a satisfied smirk on her face. “What do we have here? Meghan… I didn’t think you were into this kind of thing.”

“It just sort of, I don’t know… happened.” Meghan muttered, still clearly in shock from this interruption.

At first, Devon’s heart had been ready to leap out of her chest. She had expected Kate to call down to the other girls, but she hadn’t. Instead, she had entered the room and locked the door. Devon felt a her pussy throb as she studied Kate. She was the tallest girl on the team, with long slender legs that were bronzed from the sun. Her chest was larger even than Devon’s own, double-D’s at least, perhaps bigger, given that they managed to look massive even on her tall frame.

Devon sat up in the bed, using her arms to press her cleavage together. She saw Kate’s eyes dart to the display and she smiled.

“So, what are you waiting for?” Devon asked. “I’m guessing you didn’t lock the door behind you so that no one would interrupt a lecture.”

Kate’s eye darted quickly up and locked with Devon’s. Her smirk faded, replaced by a sneer of disdain. “You’re not wrong,” she said. “But don’t think that means you are in charge here, rookie.” She looked to Meghan. “You either. You might be the captain out on the field, but in here, I’m in charge.”

Devon shuddered. Kate’s hard-ass demeanor, coupled with the fact that she no doubt disliked Devon, only made the whole situation hotter. She wanted it rough and she was sure that Kate would be more than happy to oblige that desire.

“Now, it looks like you two sluts have already started undressing, but why don’t you strip all the way.”

Kate’s voice was powerful and commanding. Devon loved it. Her shorts, she had already taken off, and now she slipped her panties down her legs as Kate watched, her eyes filled with ravenous hunger. It was only one small piece of clothing, but it made all the difference. Now completely naked, her body tingled in expectation.

Kate’s gaze lingered on her naked body for a moment, drinking it in, before she turned to Meghan. The blonde was once again the shy one. She sat frozen on the bed, seemingly unable to process everything that was happening here.

Kate frowned. “What are you waiting for, Meg? I told you to strip.”

Meghan looked to Devon. Devon smiled at her. “Go ahead,” she said. “It’s okay. It’ll be fun.”

Meghan nodded, though the action seemed more to reassure herself than anything else. Her hands made their way to the waistband of her skirt, but there they stopped. Kate didn’t look pleased.

“I don’t have time for this,” she said. “Rookie, you do it.”

Devon looked to Meghan. “It’s okay. I got this.”

She rolled over so that once more she was straddling Meghan. She leaned forward and kissed her hard on the mouth as her hands replaced Meghan’s on the blonde’s skirt. She slid down Meghan’s legs, taking the skirt with her. Once Meghan had kicked her legs free, Devon did the same for her underwear. Both girls were naked now. Their eyes met, and for a moment, Devon forgot that Kate was even in the room.

“How adorable,” Kate said, her sarcasm ruining the moment. “But I didn’t come here to watch a sappy love scene. How about you use your mouth, rookie? Why don’t you show the captain that you can be a team player?”

Devon saw the lust return to Meghan’s eyes at the prospect. Devon licked her lips as she leaned forward. This time, there was no teasing. She used her hands to push apart Meghan’s legs and buried her face between him. As Devon’s tongue slid across the blonde’s folds, Meghan moaned loudly. Her whole body shook as Devon licked her again and again. She was surprised to find the taste of the other girls juices to be somewhat pleasant. She obviously had never eaten out another girl before, but she simply tried to mimic what she liked when she was eaten out; it seemed to be working.

Meghan’s hips bucked to the rhythm provided by Devon’s tongue. Already worked up from Devon’s previous attentions, it seemed as though she was quickly approaching an orgasm. Her breathing grew more and more ragged as Devon’s tongue continued it’s work.

“Oh, god,” she moaned. Devon delighted in the sound. It was her first time eating out another girl and she was already proving to be quite good at it. The sounds emboldened her and she set to her task with even more enthusiasm, eliciting even louder moans from Meghan, whose words devolved into animalistic cries of lust. The blonde captain didn’t last much longer.

“I’m cumming,” Meghan managed to force out between moans as her whole body tensed and trembled. Devon continued with her tongue and she was rewarded as Meghan released her sweet juices. She hardly had time to revel in her accomplishment before she felt a pair of hands on her hips. Before she knew what was happening, she felt herself being pulled backwards and then she felt a massive pressure slam against her pussy, spreading her lips as it sunk into her wetness.

Her eyes widened as a combination of pleasure and pain shocked her body. Her heart pounded as she realized what it was: the dildo. She turned her head to see Kate standing behind her next to the bed. It seemed that the dildo had come with a harness that effectively turned it into a strap on, and Kate was starting to push the massive plastic cock into her. The feeling was indescribable.

She had been with half a dozen guys of varying sizes, one of whom had been particularly impressive in that department. Still, it was nothing compared to the toy that Kate was wearing. The guy’s cock had been north of eight inches and thicker than any she had ever seen, but it still would have been dwarfed by this one. She honestly wasn’t sure if it would even be able to fit inside of her, but she certainly wanted to find out.

As Kate pushed forward, Devon pushed her hips back. The head had managed to sink itself into her, but she could feel her pussy straining as it was stretched near its limits. She reached down with one hand and rubbed her fingers along her lips, collecting her own juices which she used to lubricate the shaft of the strap-on. That seemed to help. Kate thrust again and the full thickness of the cock was slipped in. Her whole body trembled as Kate thrust again. She closed her eyes as her whole body shook from the feeling. She was almost in shock from the pleasure; it felt like her body was going to be split in two. Even her hips and abdomen seemed to be stretched by the intrusion of the impossibly large toy. Kate pressed harder and even more of it slid inside of her.

She was soaking wet now. She could feel her juices as they poured out of her, coating her own legs as well as the shaft of the strap on. It was almost too intense to stand, but she realized that this was only the beginning of it. Kate was pushing deeper, preparing her pussy for what was to come. The thought made Devon’s face flush. It was one thing to have that monstrosity inside of her, but it was going to be quite another to have it fuck her.

“Come on, Kate,” she moaned as she wiggled her hips back against the plastic shaft. She turned her head and looked back at the older girl. “What are you waiting for? Aren’t you going to show this rookie who is in charge here?”

She saw a glint of lust mixed with anger in Kate’s eyes. It was exactly the look she was hoping for.

“You are going to regret that, rookie,” Kate said, as she drew back her hand. It shot forward, smacking Devon’s ass and sending pinpricks of pleasure-pain spreading across her cheeks and into her pussy. “You think you can take my spot on the team.” Smack. “We’ll see about that.” Smack. “I wonder how much coach is going to like you when you can’t even walk to tomorrow.” Smack.

Kate pulled her hips back, leaving the head of the toy inside of Devon. She gave the other girl a wicked smile, before she slammed her hips forward. Devon’s head jerked forward as the force of the impact knocked the air from her lungs and brought spots to her eyes. She couldn’t believe the feeling that emanated out from her pussy: a pleasure so intense that it almost seemed unbearable. Her whole body crawled with a white hot electricity that seemed hot enough to burn her skin. As Kate pulled back and thrust again, she screamed in ecstasy.

Kate settled into a fast rhythm that shook Devon’s body with each thrust. She could feel her tits bouncing beneath with each thrust. Her pussy ached with pleasure, but the immediacy of it began to fade and she was able to wrestle control of her thoughts from the impossible pleasure that was consuming her whole body.

Meghan was stirring. It seemed that her own orgasm had put her into a minor coma from which she was beginning to awake. She locked eyes with Devon, raising one eyebrow. Shifting herself to her hands and knees, she leaned close to Devon. Her lips kissed down Devon’s neck, even as Kate continued to barrel into her from behind.

“You look so hot getting fucked like that,” Meghan whispered as she kissed Devon’s ears. “But I think I know something that will make it feel even better.”

With another wicked smile, Meghan pulled back from Devon and moved to her side. Her hand brushed against Devon’s abdomen, causing Devon to shudder in anticipation. When she felt Meghan’s fingers brush against her clit, she thought that she might explode right then and there. Somehow, she managed to contain herself as Kate fucked her with abandon and Meghan furiously played with her clit. Her moans grew louder and louder as the pleasure built and built. It was like nothing she had experienced, or even imagined. She had never known that the human body was capable of this level of pleasure, of this level of passionate need.

“Harder,” she moaned as she felt herself beginning to approached orgasm. “Fuck me like you mean it Kate!” She was practically screaming at this point, giving little thought to who might hear her downstairs.

Kate seemed happy to oblige as she plowed into Devon with faster and more powerful thrusts. Devon could hardly see straight as the world shook like an earthquake had hit. Meghan continued her rhythmic manipulations. The two sensations combined into one impossible feeling of warmth and pleasure that was about to explode into orgasm. As it did, Devon’s mouth fell open and the world went white.

Warmth raced through her whole body as she gasped for air. It seemed the pleasure was so intense that no energy could be spared for anything other than it’s experience. Her mind went blank; her heart skipped a beat. For a moment every muscle in her body went taut, before she became dead weight and collapsed onto the bed. A slight aftershock went through as she felt Kate slip the massive toy out of her gaping pussy. She laid there for a long time as the feeling washed over her, growing fainter and fainter, but never seeming to completely disappear. It was over a minute before she could even think straight and another few minutes before she had the energy to turn herself over.

She was greeted by the sight of Kate standing over her, with the harness held in one hand. She held it out to Devon. “I think it’s my turn,” she said.

Devon felt her pussy begin to grow wet again as she took the harness from Kate. This was going to be a fun team to be on.

Check out more great romance and erotica!

http://bit.ly/ashleyhalladay

And then follow me on Twitter for news about new releases and great deals:

http://bit.ly/ahalladayfollow
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