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Dirty Roommate



The scrunchie was pink.

That was the first thing I noticed when I reached for the doorknob. A pale, stretched-out cotton band wrapped loosely around the handle like a warning sign, as if to say: Turn back, virgin.

I sighed, dropped my hand, and let my backpack slide off my shoulder with a heavy thud. Kelsey and her damn scrunchies. I couldn’t decide if I hated her or just didn’t understand her. Probably both. She was the kind of girl who wore crop tops in November and acted like she invented sarcasm. Cool without trying. Sexy without effort. And completely, utterly inconsiderate.

I stood in the hallway for a second, debating whether I should try knocking. Maybe she’d just forgotten it was my room too. Or maybe she wanted me to walk in. She liked drama. She’d probably find it hilarious if I barged in on her mid-thrust, or worse, mid-blowjob. I winced.

No thanks.

There wasn’t anywhere else to go, though. The common room was always packed this time of night, and it was too cold to walk all the way back to the library. I thought about texting my lab partner, but I’d already canceled on her twice, and I didn’t exactly want to crash on someone’s couch over a scrunchie.

So I slumped down against the wall beside our door, hugging my backpack like a pillow and tugging my hoodie tighter around my middle. The hallway smelled like pizza and floral body spray. I wrinkled my nose and pulled out my comparative literature textbook.

Midterms weren’t going to study themselves.

I tried to focus. I really did. But it was hard to concentrate when I could hear the rhythmic creak of mattress springs and soft thudding sounds coming through the door behind me. At first I ignored it. Kelsey had sex. A lot. I knew that. Everyone on our floor knew that. I just didn’t usually have to sit outside and listen to it.

I flipped a page.

And then I heard it.

A moan—high, breathy, unmistakably feminine.

I froze.

My first instinct was confusion. Maybe Kelsey had a guy over who just had a really weird voice? But the sounds kept coming, and they didn’t sound like anything a guy would make. There were gasps, sharp little cries, and someone—definitely a woman—panting, “God, yes… Kelsey…”

My stomach dropped. Or twisted. I wasn’t sure which. I pressed my back harder against the wall, suddenly hyper-aware of how thin the drywall was. Every creak and breath on the other side reached me like they were happening in the same room.

Kelsey’s name came again, half-whimpered.

It was unmistakable now. She was with a girl.

I didn’t know why that surprised me. Kelsey had always had a kind of loose, flirty energy with everyone. Girls. Guys. Professors. She’d never labeled herself. Of course she hadn’t. Still, it caught me off guard.

I shifted my legs, trying to cross them casually, but the pressure in my core gave me away.

I was wet.

Just from listening.

I stared down at my open textbook like it had betrayed me. Like Wordsworth was responsible for the heat blooming between my thighs. I couldn’t stop picturing it now—Kelsey, shirtless and smirking, her wild dark hair fanned out over her pillow as she bent over another girl. I didn’t even know what the girl looked like, but my brain filled in the gaps with softness—full lips, flushed skin, legs parting eagerly.

God. I was such a perv.

I squeezed my thighs together, humiliated.

I’d never even kissed anyone. Guys always made me nervous—too pushy, too loud, too sure of themselves. I told myself I was waiting for the right person, but maybe I’d just never wanted it enough. Not with them.

But this?

This was doing something to me I didn’t know was possible.

I pressed my palms into my lap and tried to breathe through it. I told myself it was just hormones, proximity, boredom. A glitch in my system. I wasn’t… I wasn’t gay. I’d never thought about girls like that before. Not even a little.

But the sounds through the door didn’t stop. They got deeper. Slower. The kind of rhythm that made my skin prickle. There was a long, drawn-out moan that ended in a stuttering sigh, and I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from making a noise myself.

My cheeks were burning. My chest felt tight. I had never been more aware of my own body in my entire life.

And then—it stopped.

Just like that. A final gasp. A giggle. The sudden shift of silence.

I stared at my textbook for another few minutes, not reading a word.

The door cracked open just as I was trying to look like I hadn’t been sitting there for over twenty minutes, listening like a total creep. I snapped my book shut and straightened my spine, pretending I’d been deeply engrossed in Comparative Lit instead of daydreaming about my roommate’s sex life.

Except… it wasn’t just Kelsey in the doorway.

A girl backed out first—blonde, tall, wearing a black tank top with no bra and these tiny shorts that left nothing to the imagination. Her arms were wrapped around Kelsey’s neck, and they were still kissing. Not in a polite, goodbye kind of way either. It was messy and slow, all lip and tongue and the kind of breathless hum that made my skin burn.

I should’ve looked away.

I didn’t.

Kelsey’s hand slid up the girl’s back, fingers brushing under the hem of her tank top as their mouths moved in sync. The blonde giggled mid-kiss and bumped into the opposite wall. That was when Kelsey pulled back, blinking lazily—and saw me.

I was still on the floor.

Our eyes locked.

She didn’t jump or act embarrassed. She just smirked. That lazy, I-do-what-I-want smirk she always wore when she was getting away with something.

“Shit,” she said, brushing a hand through her hair like she’d only just remembered I existed. “Sorry.”

She reached down and yanked the scrunchie off the doorknob, stuffing it into her back pocket.

I nodded, cheeks on fire. “It’s… fine.”

The girl beside her looked confused, like she hadn’t noticed me at all until that moment. She started to say something, probably to ask what was going on—but Kelsey cut her off.

“I’ll call you,” she said, already turning.

She didn’t give the girl a chance to respond. She just spun on her heel, grabbed my wrist, and yanked me to my feet like we were in some kind of weird rom-com standoff. My book hit the floor with a soft thud. Before I could pick it up, the dorm door slammed shut behind us.

I stood frozen inside the room, blinking as my brain tried to catch up. One second I was on the floor feeling like a loser. The next I was prioritized over her hot date.

Kelsey still hadn’t let go of my hand.

The air smelled like coconut body spray and sex. Not the cartoonish kind, either. It was real. Musky. Intimate. Her sheets were a mess, the comforter half hanging off the bed. Her bra was dangling from the desk chair.

My heartbeat was in my throat.

I should’ve said something. Demanded to know why she dragged me inside or why she thought she could just slam a door in someone’s face like it was nothing. But I didn’t. Because her fingers were still wrapped around mine. And even though I didn’t like Kelsey—she was rude and arrogant and smoked in the room when she thought I was asleep—my chest was doing this fluttery, traitorous thing just from the way she touched me.

“You good?” she asked, cocking her head.

I nodded too fast. “Yeah. Yep. I’m fine.”

Kelsey grinned like she didn’t believe a word of it, but didn’t call me out.

She let go of my hand and walked toward her bed like none of this was weird at all, like she hadn’t just shoved me out of a hallway and into the scent of her orgasms. She picked up a hoodie from the floor and tossed it onto the desk.

I stood there, completely unsure of what to do with myself. My backpack was still outside. My textbook was on the floor. I was sweating through my bra.

“So…,” I started, then realized I had nothing to follow it with.

Kelsey sat on the edge of the bed, legs slightly parted, that black tank top of hers slipping down one shoulder. “So?” she echoed.

I looked at her. Really looked.

Messy hair, smudged eyeliner, flushed cheeks. Her lips were pink and a little swollen from kissing that girl so hard. She looked relaxed. Satisfied. The opposite of me, vibrating with questions I couldn’t bring myself to ask.

But she had apologized.

And that surprised me more than anything.

“Nothing,” I mumbled. “I’m just… gonna grab my stuff.”

But I didn’t move. Not right away.

Kelsey leaned back on her palms and gave me a once-over that made me feel half-naked, even though I was still fully dressed. Her gaze lingered at my chest just long enough to make me shift my weight awkwardly.

“Suit yourself,” she said, then laid back completely, one arm thrown over her eyes like she was already done thinking about it.

I bent to grab my book. My fingers shook.

I wasn’t supposed to want her attention. I wasn’t supposed to care. She was cocky and impulsive and the kind of person who kissed girls in doorways and made eye contact while doing it. She wasn’t nice.

But she had pulled me in.

And for some reason, that tiny moment of contact—her hand in mine, that single pull—felt like the first time someone had really seen me all semester.

I told myself I didn’t like her.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about the way she said, “I’ll call you,” like the other girl didn’t matter.

I thought about saying something to her. Hey, I know we don’t get along, but thanks for apologizing.

Or maybe just, I think I misjudged you.

But when I stepped back into our dorm room and saw Kelsey tugging her shirt over her head without warning, every prepared sentence disappeared from my brain.

I froze halfway between the doorway and my desk, mouth open, blinking like an idiot.

She didn’t even look at me. Just shimmied out of her shorts and stood there in a dark red thong, facing the full-length mirror as if she were completely alone. Her skin was golden, smooth, the kind of tan that looked expensive. Her back was long and lean, muscles shifting just beneath the surface as she reached for a silky robe hanging on a hook by the closet.

I made the mistake of glancing at her reflection—and she was already looking at mine.

Our eyes met in the mirror. My breath hitched.

“What?” she said, sliding the robe on. “I need to head to the showers. Never seen another woman naked before?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. My tongue felt too big in my mouth.

It wasn’t like I hadn’t seen other girls undress. I’d gone to summer camp. But this felt… different.

“I—I have,” I managed, my voice catching. “Just not, like… recently. Like this.”

That made zero sense, and I hated myself for saying it, but Kelsey only smirked.

She turned around slowly, arms loose at her sides, the robe falling open just enough to show the swell of her breasts and the deep shadow of cleavage in between. I looked away. Too late.

“Sorry you had to wait in the hallway,” she said, voice low but teasing. “Knock next time so I can make her cum faster.”

My face went hot. Too hot.

I stared down at the floor, gripping the strap of my backpack like it might ground me. My legs felt shaky, and the air was too thick. She was still there, half-naked, acting like this was the most normal thing in the world, while my body couldn’t decide if it wanted to run or lean in closer.

“I wasn’t—” I started, but gave up halfway through. My throat was dry. “I wasn’t trying to listen.”

“Didn’t say you were.” Kelsey grabbed her shower caddy from under her bed, her robe sliding higher up her thighs as she bent over. She straightened with a soft laugh and turned toward the door like she hadn’t just derailed my entire nervous system.

I watched her walk out, and I stood there, still holding my backpack, completely and totally undone.

I didn’t understand what was happening to me. Kelsey was infuriating. Loud, rude, self-absorbed. She ate my yogurt without asking and smoked weed with the window cracked an inch like that somehow made it okay.

But then she’d said sorry. Twice. And she’d looked at me—really looked at me—in a way that didn’t feel mean.

And now… now I couldn’t stop picturing her naked, that smooth curve of her back, the gleam of her skin in the mirror, the way her eyes lingered like she wanted me to look.

God. I was a mess.

I sat down on the edge of my bed, heartbeat thudding, thighs pressed together like that might somehow help.

It didn’t. I knew I didn’t like her. But suddenly, not liking her didn’t seem to matter.

I lay back on my bed and stared at the ceiling, the faint crack running above the light fixture suddenly fascinating. My heart was still racing, like my body hadn’t gotten the message that Kelsey was gone. That she was probably in the shower by now, lathering up that perfect body with bubbly soap.

I could still hear it if I closed my eyes. The moaning. Soft at first, then louder. A woman’s voice saying Kelsey’s name like it meant something important. I could still see it too. Her standing in front of the mirror, naked and unbothered, watching me watch her. The way she’d said it so casually, like it was a joke. Knock next time so I can make her cum faster.

My stomach fluttered all over again.

“She’s an asshole,” I muttered to the ceiling. “I don’t like her. I don’t even like girls.”

The words sounded right, but they didn’t feel right. Not anymore.

My body buzzed with something restless and sharp, like static trapped under my skin. I shifted on the bed, thighs pressing together, and immediately regretted it. The friction sent a jolt straight through me, lighting me up from the inside.

I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to breathe.

This was ridiculous. I was tired. I was stressed. I’d had too much caffeine and not enough sleep. That was all. This didn’t mean anything. I’d never thought about girls like this before. Never wanted to touch myself to one. Never—

My hand drifted down to my stomach without me really deciding to move it.

I froze for a second, heart pounding, like I’d just caught myself doing something wrong. But the heat between my legs didn’t fade. If anything, it got worse, heavier and more insistent, a dull ache that made it hard to think straight.

I unfastened my jeans slowly, the sound of the zipper impossibly loud in the quiet room. I tugged them down just enough to give myself space, my breath hitching as cool air brushed against my skin. My panties were already damp, clinging to me in a way that made my face burn with embarrassment.

I slid my hand inside.

I was soaked. Completely, unmistakably wet.

A soft sound escaped me, half gasp, half whimper, before I could stop it. I pressed my palm against myself, feeling the heat there, the slickness. It shocked me how ready my body was, how little convincing it needed.

I told myself not to think about her.

I failed almost immediately.

Kelsey’s face filled my mind. That crooked smile. The arch of her brow when she caught me looking. The confidence in her voice when she talked about making another girl come, like it was second nature to her. Like she knew exactly what she was doing.

My fingers brushed over my clit, tentative at first, like I was afraid I might change my mind. The sensation sent a sharp thrill through me, and my hips lifted slightly on instinct. I bit my lip to keep quiet.

My other hand slid up my shirt, cupping my breast through the thin cotton. I squeezed gently, surprised by how sensitive I felt, how every touch seemed magnified. My nipples tightened under my palm, aching in a way I’d never really noticed before.

I started to move my fingers more deliberately, circling, teasing, the way I’d done before but never with this kind of urgency. My breath came faster, chest rising and falling as the images in my head sharpened. Kelsey in the mirror. Kelsey’s mouth on another girl’s. Kelsey saying my name the way that girl had moaned it.

“Kelsey,” I whispered before I could stop myself.

Hearing it out loud made my whole body tense. Shame flickered through me, quick and hot, but it didn’t stop me. My fingers moved faster, pressure building, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter inside me. I rocked my hips, chasing it, my hand slick and sure now.

I didn’t recognize myself.

I wasn’t the careful girl who color-coded her notes and avoided parties. I wasn’t the straight girl who’d never even kissed anyone. I was just a body, aching and needy, unraveling on a narrow dorm bed because of my roommate.

My breathing turned ragged, little sounds slipping out with each stroke. The pleasure crested suddenly, overwhelming and sharp, stealing the air from my lungs. I cried out softly, clamping a hand over my mouth as my body shook.

“Kelsey,” I moaned again, helpless this time.

The orgasm hit me in waves, rolling through my hips and stomach, leaving me boneless and trembling. I rode it out, fingers slowing as the intensity faded, until all that was left was warmth and a deep, satisfied ache.

I was still breathing hard when the door flew open.

My heart nearly stopped. I yanked my hand out of my panties so fast I scraped my knuckle on the zipper. I scrambled to fasten my jeans, my fingers fumbling uselessly as I tried to pull the denim up and shove my shirt down at the same time.

Kelsey stepped into the room like nothing was unusual, towel-wrapped hair dripping down her back, that same silky robe clinging to her like a second skin. The air smelled like her shampoo—coconut and something sharper, like citrus. She shut the door with her hip, already walking toward her side of the room.

That’s when she paused.

The sound of my zipper—loud and unmistakable—seemed to echo in the quiet.

She glanced over at me.

And smirked.

“Fantasizing about me?” she asked, her voice a little too casual, a little too amused.

I froze. “No,” I said automatically. My face burned. “Of course not. I’m straight.”

Kelsey let out a low, throaty laugh and tossed her shower caddy in her closet. She turned toward the mirror, eyebrow raised, that same infuriating confidence shining in her eyes.

“Sure you are,” she said, slowly untucking the robe’s belt. “That’s why you stared at me like I was a delicious snack.”

I pulled my knees up to my chest and curled into myself, wishing I could disappear inside the mattress. “I did not.”

She didn’t argue. Didn’t even answer. She just smiled like she knew everything.

And then, without ceremony, she let the robe fall.

It slipped off her shoulders and pooled around her ankles in one smooth motion, leaving her completely naked again—like it was nothing. Like this was just a normal Thursday night and not some fever dream I couldn’t wake up from.

My mouth went dry.

Kelsey didn’t look at me directly, but I knew she was aware of me watching. She bent over slowly, giving me a full view of her backside as she picked up a pair of soft gray pajama shorts and a ribbed white crop top from the floor. The curve of her spine dipped, her legs parting slightly as she reached. And for a second—just a second—I caught a glimpse between her thighs.

A sliver of bare skin. The folds of her pussy. The slit.

My breath caught.

I looked away fast, face on fire, heart thudding like I’d just been caught stealing.

But I had been stealing.

A glance. A fantasy. Something that wasn’t supposed to belong to me.

I stared at the wall, willing my face to cool, willing my body to calm down even as my thighs clenched under the covers. I didn’t know who I was right now. This wasn’t me. I didn’t do things like this. I didn’t stare at other girls. I didn’t touch myself to the sound of their moaning. I didn’t imagine how it would feel to run my fingers along her smooth, tanned skin or press my mouth against her flushed, perfect pussy.

“Night,” Kelsey said, slipping her arms through her crop top as if none of it had happened.

I didn’t respond.

I couldn’t.

Because if I opened my mouth, I wasn’t sure what would come out.

She didn’t bring it up. Didn’t tease me further or call me out. She just crawled into her bed and plugged in her phone, lying back against the pillows with her legs crossed, scrolling casually like she hadn’t just peeled off my entire sense of self and tossed it across the floor with her robe.

And I lay there across the room, tangled in my sheets, trying not to want her.

Trying not to admit that maybe I already did.
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I was already in the room when she came in the next day.

The door flew open hard enough to rattle the mini whiteboard we kept forgetting to write on, and then Kelsey stormed in, dropped her bag like it had personally offended her, and collapsed face-first onto her bed with a groan.

I blinked at her from my desk, highlighter poised mid-air, a half-finished graph theory problem open in front of me. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

The silence stretched until her muffled voice reached me through the blanket.

“Nothing,” she muttered. “I’m just going to fail calculus, that’s all. Man, I hate math.”

I hesitated, then turned in my chair slowly, the wheels squeaking like they were warning me not to get involved. She was still face-down, her arms splayed wide like she’d given up on life entirely.

I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, the way I always did when I was nervous or overthinking. “I’m really good at math,” I said. “I could help. Tutor you or something.”

She didn’t move for a second. Then she lifted her head just enough to glance over at me, eyes narrowed with curiosity like she wasn’t sure if I was serious or setting her up for some long game of revenge.

“Yeah?” she asked. “You wouldn’t mind? I know I’m not exactly the best roommate. I wouldn’t blame you for hating me.”

I gave a small shrug, my pulse fluttering. “I don’t hate you. Not at all.”

Her brows lifted in disbelief.

I laughed before I could stop myself. “Okay, maybe I hated you a little bit. But that was before I knew you were capable of apologizing.”

Kelsey rolled onto her side, head propped on one hand. The corner of her mouth curled. “You mean before you knew how good I could make a girl cum.”

My face flushed instantly.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out at first except a startled noise that might have been a laugh if it weren’t so breathless.

“That’s not—I didn’t—” I tried again. “That’s not why I said that.”

She smirked but didn’t press it. Instead, she pushed herself upright, letting her legs dangle off the side of the bed, and patted the space next to her.

“Well come on, then. Let’s study.”

I stared at the spot like it was a trap. Which it kind of was.

But I was the one who offered. And she had asked nicely. Sort of.

I swallowed and reached for a notebook, closing my textbook and grabbing a pen as I stood. My knees felt weirdly shaky for someone about to explain derivatives.

She shifted over to make room, and I sat down slowly, the mattress dipping under my weight. Her thigh brushed mine, and I pretended not to notice even though it was all I could feel. Even through two layers of jeans, it felt like it reached deep into my core.

“So,” I said, flipping open my notebook to a fresh page. “Where exactly are you lost?”

Kelsey pulled her crumpled calculus test into her lap and smoothed it across her thighs with the same frustrated energy she'd slammed the door with ten minutes ago. The red ink bled through the page like a crime scene—circles, slashes, a dramatic 53% in the corner that made even me wince.

She leaned over, close enough that I could smell her usual mix of rose-vanilla perfume and whatever spicy clove cigarette she’d probably bummed from someone outside the liberal arts building. It was heady, warm, and completely distracting.

I tried to focus anyway.

I jotted down a cleaner version of the problem from her test, writing slowly to give my thoughts time to line up. But my hand faltered when I realized I could feel the heat of her leg again, her jeans brushing against mine every time she shifted. I cleared my throat and kept my eyes on the paper.

“You just need to isolate x first,” I murmured, circling it in the equation. “That’s what’s tripping you up. Everything else flows from there.”

I expected her to follow along, maybe ask a question or at least pretend to be interested. But when I looked up, Kelsey wasn’t even glancing at the notebook.

She was watching me.

Not subtly either—her eyes were on my face, locked in with this soft, unreadable expression that sent a strange flutter through my stomach.

“What?” I asked, trying to play it casual. “Do I have food on my face or something?”

Kelsey smiled, and it wasn’t her usual smug smirk. It was smaller. Almost sincere.

“No,” she said. “You’re just really cute.”

I froze, pen hovering over the page. My cheeks flared hot, and I had no idea what to say. The compliment slid into the space between us like it belonged there, like she hadn’t just said something completely unexpected.

I shifted awkwardly, trying not to read too much into it.

She was probably messing with me. Kelsey liked to provoke people. Maybe this was just another version of that—some playful mind game to see how easily she could fluster the nerdy roommate who couldn’t even look at her without melting.

But… what would she gain from flirting?

My gaze dropped to the test again. It wasn’t like she needed help with grades. I was already helping. She’d asked nicely. She’d even apologized. Twice. And this didn’t feel like manipulation. It felt too real.

I swallowed hard and forced my attention back to the math.

“Okay,” I said, my voice thinner than before. “So, you bring everything that’s not attached to x to the other side first. Then divide.”

I talked like I was in a hurry, like the faster I got the words out, the less time my brain would have to replay what she’d just said.

Kelsey didn’t interrupt. She leaned in a little closer, and this time she actually watched the page. Her brow furrowed with concentration, and her lips moved silently as I worked through another equation, explaining how the negative signs flipped and where the exponent came from.

It should’ve made me feel relieved. I’d gotten her to focus. She was finally taking this seriously.

But instead, I felt… disappointed.

I wanted her eyes on me again.

That was the part I didn’t understand. Or didn’t want to. I’d spent most of the semester avoiding eye contact with her, annoyed by her constant presence and the way she seemed to take up more than her fair share of the room without even trying. I wasn’t supposed to want her attention.

And yet here I was, half-hoping she’d stop looking at the math and look at me again instead.

“You’re getting it,” I said, pointing at the correct answer she’d written earlier. “You just forgot to simplify here.”

Kelsey nodded slowly. “You make it make sense,” she said, nudging her knee against mine. “No one else ever has.”

I felt that nudge all the way up my spine.

I tucked another piece of hair behind my ear and tried to breathe. “It’s just practice,” I said. “Repetition, mostly. Anyone can get better at it.”

She didn’t answer right away. Her attention was still on the notebook, but I could feel the shift in her body language—less tense, more present. Like maybe she really was trying.

I should’ve been proud of that.

Instead, my chest tightened in this strange, painful way, like I wanted something from her and didn’t know what.

We kept working, her test still creased in her lap and my hand still trembling every time our thighs touched.

We’d made it through the entire test. Every circled mistake, every skipped step, every half-hearted attempt at partial credit. The room was quieter now, and my notebook sat open between us, filled with arrows and scrawled notes in my neat handwriting. Kelsey was sitting cross-legged on her bed, hair messy from raking her hands through it, her head tilted back against the wall.

She let out a breath like she’d just finished running a mile.

“Thanks,” she said, turning her head toward me. “I think I actually understand some of it now.”

I nodded, feeling a small flicker of pride rise up in my chest. “You’re welcome,” I murmured, eyes dropping back to the page even though we were done.

She was still looking at me. I could feel it.

“Man,” Kelsey said suddenly, “I’d love to kiss you.”

My heart skipped.

I looked up, startled. She wasn’t joking. Her eyes were on me, direct and warm, but not pushy. Just honest.

“It’s too bad you’re straight,” she added, more softly this time. Like it was a fact she’d already made peace with.

And I hated how much it stung.

I blinked at her, my stomach flipping over. That stupid word—I’d said it like a defense, like a shield, and now it felt like a door slamming shut between us. I wanted to say something. Anything. But my mouth didn’t cooperate right away.

So I forced myself to speak.

“Well…” I began, picking at the corner of my notebook page. “I mean, I’ve never officially been with anyone. Guy or girl. I just… always assumed.”

Kelsey sat up straighter.

“Assumed what?”

I shrugged, suddenly unable to look at her. “I don’t know. That I’d eventually like guys. Or find the right one. But I’ve never really… felt that thing. Not the way people talk about it.”

Kelsey was quiet for a moment, and when I finally glanced up, her expression had changed. She wasn’t teasing anymore.

“Well,” she said, her voice low and calm, “I could help you find out if you like girls. Can’t really help with the guys part, though.”

I swallowed. The offer hung in the air like a held breath.

I stared at her, searching for some hidden trick, some laugh waiting to burst out—but there was nothing smug in her face. Just a kind of quiet confidence, and something else underneath it. Care. Patience. Willingness.

“I mean,” she added gently, “you could stop at any point. It won’t hurt my ego or anything.”

My pulse pounded in my throat. I felt hot and dizzy, like my body had already made a decision my brain hadn’t caught up with yet.

This was Kelsey. My messy, infuriating, cocky roommate. The girl I’d judged all semester. The girl who walked around half-naked and unapologetic. The girl I could not stop thinking about.

And she was offering to kiss me like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I was scared. But the curiosity was louder.

I nodded.

It was small. Barely more than a tilt of my chin. But it was enough.

Kelsey leaned in slowly, giving me every chance to back out.

I didn’t.

Her lips brushed mine—barely at first, just the softest contact. It was warm, gentle, almost reverent. My whole body reacted at once. I let out a tiny sound, something between a sigh and a whimper, and it surprised even me.

She smiled against my lips.

“I’m going to slide my tongue in now,” she murmured, her voice low and careful, as if she was reading my mind and asking for permission all at once.

I gave a small nod, just enough to show her I understood. My lips parted before I could second-guess it.

Kelsey moved slowly. Her tongue slid between my lips, not invasive, not demanding—just curious, teasing. She swept it lightly across mine, tasting me, coaxing a response I couldn’t have controlled even if I wanted to. My head tilted to the side, and I sank into her like my body had been waiting for this moment longer than I’d realized.

Her hand came up to cradle my cheek, her palm warm, fingers resting softly near my ear. The other traced down from my jawline, her fingertips gliding over the side of my neck in a delicate line that made me shiver.

I moaned softly into the kiss.

God, I was melting.

I felt like I was being drawn out of myself—like every time her mouth moved, every flick of her tongue, I unraveled just a little more. My arms had somehow ended up on her shoulders, gripping the sleeves of her shirt like it was the only thing keeping me upright.

Her hand drifted lower.

I felt her fingers trail gently over my collarbone, then down across the top of my chest, brushing over the curve of my breast through the fabric of my T-shirt. It was so light at first I wasn’t even sure it was intentional. But then she cupped me, and I gasped against her mouth.

The sensation was too much and not enough all at once.

Kelsey broke the kiss, her breath still mingling with mine, her lips pink and slick from kissing. Her eyes didn’t leave mine.

“I want to take this off,” she said, voice husky. “Your bra too.”

My breath caught.

She wasn’t pressuring me. There was no expectation in her voice, no push. But her gaze was steady, and I could feel her hand still resting against my breast, waiting. I knew I could stop this. Say no, change my mind, make some excuse.

But I didn’t want to.

I nodded.

Her fingers slipped under the hem of my T-shirt. She moved slowly, watching my face as she lifted it up inch by inch. I raised my arms without thinking, letting her peel it away from my skin. The air hit my stomach, my ribs, and finally my chest. I sat there in just my bra for a breathless second, heart hammering.

She didn’t rush.

As she leaned forward to reach behind me, her mouth moved to my neck. She pressed tiny, open-mouthed kisses along the sensitive skin there—just under my ear, down the side of my throat. Her breath was hot, her lips soft, and I had to close my eyes to keep from making another humiliating noise.

I clung to her shoulders, fingers curling into the cotton of her shirt. The clasp of my bra gave way with a soft click. I felt her hands draw the straps down slowly, sliding over my shoulders, then lower, slipping the whole thing away with practiced ease.

She leaned back, holding the bra in one hand.

And then she looked at me.

Really looked.

Her gaze dropped to my chest, her eyes dark and intense as they settled on my nipples. She didn’t speak. Her mouth parted slightly, and then—

She licked her lips.

My whole body lit up like a struck match. I’d never felt more exposed. Or more wanted.

Kelsey cupped my cheek with one hand, her thumb brushing the edge of my jaw, so gently I almost didn’t feel it at first. I leaned into the warmth without meaning to, like my body was already acting on instincts I hadn’t caught up with.

Her fingers trailed down, slow and deliberate, dragging softly along the curve of my jaw, then lower, skimming the slope of my neck. I shivered as her touch brushed across my collarbone, featherlight, playful, maddening. I had no idea it was possible to feel so much from so little.

The teasing was unbearable in the best possible way.

I was hyperaware of everything—how exposed I was with my shirt and bra off, how warm the room suddenly felt, how my thighs pressed together on instinct even though I was still fully clothed from the waist down. My nipples were tight with anticipation, aching. Every brush of her fingertips set off another little pulse low in my belly.

And then her hands moved to my chest.

She cupped both breasts at once, her palms warm, her fingers splaying wide and giving a slow, tender squeeze that sent heat straight between my legs. I gasped—sharp and small, more of a sound than a word—and arched slightly into her touch before I could stop myself.

Kelsey slid her hands down to my waist, firm and sure now. I barely had time to process what she was doing before she gave a sudden, playful tug and pulled me farther down the bed.

I yelped—more startled than anything—as my back hit the mattress and I found myself flat on my back, Kelsey already climbing over me. Her hair fell around her face as she leaned in and kissed me hard, her mouth hungry, her body pinning mine down with just enough pressure to make me feel helpless in a way that didn’t scare me at all.

Her hands roamed again, gliding along my ribs, teasing over the undersides of my breasts, and then she broke the kiss—just long enough to start trailing her lips lower.

Down my throat.

Across the center of my chest.

Then lower.

She took one nipple into her mouth, her tongue swirling softly as her lips closed around it. The sensation made my whole body twitch.

I didn’t know where to put my hands. They hovered awkwardly at my sides, half-clutching the blanket, half-floating in air. Kelsey moved to my other breast, licking, then sucking gently until my hips shifted against the bed in some desperate attempt to relieve the pressure building between my legs.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, and it came out more like a moan.

She kissed lower again, her mouth moving down the middle of my torso. Her lips brushed my stomach, lingering there, her breath hot and slow and teasing.

Then I felt her fingers at the waistband of my jeans.

I tensed, just for a second. But then she looked up at me from under her lashes, her hands still, waiting.

I gave the smallest nod.

She unfastened them with practiced ease, dragging the zipper down. Her mouth hovered just above my belly as she eased the denim down my hips, then over my thighs. I lifted my legs to help her, nerves and arousal mixing in a dizzy swirl that made it hard to breathe.

My panties were still on, but they were soaked.

I was sure she could see it.

She knelt between my legs, jeans forgotten on the floor, and pressed her palm lightly over my center, rubbing slow, steady circles over the cotton. I whimpered, biting down on my bottom lip to stay quiet.

Kelsey leaned in, her breath skimming over the damp fabric.

“When you touch yourself,” she asked, her voice low, “do you like penetration?”

My breath hitched. I nodded. “Sometimes.”

She pressed a soft kiss right over my clit through the fabric. My hips jerked at the contact, involuntary, heat pulsing through me like a current.

And then I felt her fingers slip inside the waistband of my underwear.

She touched me.

Just one finger, skimming along the wet seam of me, teasing where I needed more. I moaned without meaning to, thighs trembling slightly as she pulled back, only to hook her fingers around the waistband and slowly tug my panties down my legs.

I lifted my hips again, letting her peel them away completely.

Then she resettled herself between my legs, her shoulders sliding under my thighs, her hands gripping them gently to keep me open.

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe.

I just waited—aching, unsure, shaking with want—as Kelsey looked up at me like she knew exactly what she was doing and I was about to find out.

Kelsey didn’t break eye contact as she lowered her head between my legs.

I could barely breathe. My thighs trembled slightly where she held them, her fingers warm and steady against my skin. Every part of me was exposed. Open. Wanting.

Then her tongue touched me.

Just a single swipe—slow and deliberate—dragging upward through my soaked folds. I gasped, my hips lifting instinctively at the sensation. Her tongue was soft but purposeful, and she moved with an ease I could feel in my bones, like she knew exactly how to make someone fall apart.

She circled my clit with the tip of her tongue, teasing it, coaxing it. My thighs tried to close around her, but she gripped my hips tighter and held me in place.

“Please,” I heard myself whisper.

She didn’t say anything. Just pressed her mouth more firmly to me, her lips wrapping around my mound as she sucked—slow and hungry, like she was savoring the taste of me. My clit throbbed under her attention, heat spiraling out in every direction. I couldn’t stop my hips from trying to rock again, but Kelsey held them down, her hands firm and grounding on either side.

And then she slipped a finger inside me.

I gasped, my fingers flying to her hair, tangling there like I needed something to hold on to. Her finger moved gently, curling upward, stroking that place inside me that made my whole body clench.

“Fuck,” I breathed, the word escaping before I could filter it.

She smiled against me—I could feel it—and then she kept going.

Her mouth stayed locked to me, licking and sucking and teasing my clit as her finger moved slowly in and out. It was everything at once—pressure, rhythm, heat—and my body didn’t know how to process it. All I could do was feel. My head fell back against the pillow, my breath coming faster, sharp little gasps as she built me higher and higher.

I moaned again—louder this time—and her free hand slid up to my stomach, steadying me, keeping me grounded even as I started to come undone.

And then I did.

It rushed over me like a wave crashing down. My thighs shook, my fingers tightening in her hair as I cried out, back arching as the orgasm rolled through me. I’d touched myself before—more than once—but nothing had ever felt like this. My whole body pulsed with it, every nerve lit up, my chest heaving as I tried to come down.

Kelsey didn’t pull away until I stopped shaking.

Even then, she kissed the inside of my thigh first. Soft. Almost sweet.

Then she climbed back up my body, her skin warm against mine. She settled over me, her jeans brushing my bare legs, her shirt bunched slightly where it had ridden up.

And then she kissed me.

It wasn’t gentle. It was messy and full of heat, her mouth claiming mine with the same hunger she’d used between my thighs. I could taste myself on her tongue. My hands slid up to her shoulders, holding her close even though I was still trying to catch my breath.

When she finally pulled back, her forehead rested against mine.

“So,” she said, lips still hovering near mine, “how was your first time?”

I laughed—quiet and breathless, my body still warm and buzzing.

“Better than I ever imagined.”

Her grin was wicked, but there was something tender in her eyes too, like she was proud of herself and maybe a little surprised by me.

I hesitated, my face flushing all over again. But the curiosity I’d been holding back for days finally slipped out in a whisper.

“Can I… taste you?”

Kelsey tilted her head, one eyebrow lifting, that smirk returning.

“I thought you’d never ask.”

Kelsey stood up without a word, her smile lingering as she stepped back from the bed. I propped myself up on my elbows, still breathless, watching her.

She reached for the hem of her shirt and peeled it off slowly, drawing it over her head in one fluid motion. Her bra came next, unhooked and slipped down her arms like it weighed nothing. She let it fall to the floor, revealing breasts that were full and natural, tipped with dusky nipples already slightly peaked.

Then came the jeans.

She unbuttoned them with a flick of her fingers and rolled them down her legs with deliberate slowness, revealing long, toned thighs and the curve of her hips. Her panties followed last—dark gray cotton, wet at the center—and she stepped out of them easily, her body fully bare now under the soft, afternoon dorm light.

“How do you want me?” she asked, her voice playful but edged with something more intimate. Her confidence was effortless, like being looked at this way wasn’t new to her—but being looked at by me felt different.

I chewed my bottom lip, tapping a finger to my chin like I was deep in thought. “Up against the wall.”

She barked a laugh, raising both eyebrows. “Dirty girl.”

I grinned, surprised by my own boldness. “You said I could find out what I liked.”

Kelsey smirked, backing up until her shoulders touched the wall next to her bed. Her hands came to rest behind her, bracing herself, and she tilted her chin up like she was giving herself over completely. Her dark hair fell around her face, slightly messy, and her legs parted just a little—inviting, not demanding.

I slid off the bed and crossed the short distance to her, my heart pounding in my ears but my feet steady beneath me. My palms were already tingling with nerves, but my curiosity—my want—was louder.

I kissed her first, slow and sweet, letting it build before I opened my mouth to deepen it. My hands came to her sides, sliding over her ribcage, then up to her breasts. I sucked one nipple into my mouth, then the other, teasing them with the tip of my tongue, switching back and forth and listening for every sigh, every moan.

Kelsey let her head fall back against the wall with a soft thunk. “You’re pretty good for your first time,” she breathed, her chest rising under my hands. “Your mouth is so perfect.”

I moaned softly at the compliment, feeling it in my stomach like a spark. I was enjoying this—really enjoying this—and the way she responded to me only pulled me deeper in.

I kissed lower, trailing my mouth down her stomach, feeling the heat radiating from her skin. Then I dropped to my knees on the floor, settling between her legs. The position was new and strange and thrilling, and when I hooked one of her thighs over my shoulder, I felt her muscles tense and shift above me.

My thumb slid gently along the slick seam of her folds. She was soaked, soft and hot and so smooth under my touch. I looked up at her, heart pounding, waiting for a sign to keep going.

Her hand moved through my hair, not pushing—just there, comforting, guiding. “We can stop anytime,” she said softly. “If you don’t like the taste or something.”

I met her gaze and smiled. “You smell amazing.”

And then I leaned in.

My tongue moved carefully at first, gliding along the length of her slit just the way she had done to me. I tasted her—salty, sweet, warm—and it made something inside me unfurl. She moaned above me, her hand tightening in my hair.

I circled her clit slowly, then flattened my tongue and licked her more firmly, mimicking what I remembered, adding a few variations of my own. My other hand slid between her legs and, with a deep breath, I gently pushed one finger inside her.

Her walls clenched around me, wet and warm and pulsing.

“Fuck,” she muttered.

I pumped slowly, finding a rhythm, letting her guide me with the way her body moved. She rolled her hips against my mouth, her thigh trembling on my shoulder.

“Two,” she said, breathless. “Use two fingers.”

I obeyed, easing in another finger and curling them both upward, the way she had done to me. My mouth stayed steady, sucking and licking, building her up.

Her hips started to grind harder, small gasps turning into breathless moans. I could feel her getting closer, the way her muscles tightened, how her body moved without hesitation now. She let out a sharp cry as she came, her thigh jerking, her hands clutching at my hair.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “No one has ever made me cum so fast before.”

I looked up at her, my lips and chin wet, and smiled.

That feeling—that smile—was pure pride.

Kelsey was still catching her breath when I stood up, my knees unsteady but my chest full of something warm and quiet. Her body leaned heavily against the wall, skin flushed, hair damp against her neck. I hesitated, unsure of what to do now that the rush of movement had ended.

She opened her eyes and smiled at me—not her usual smirk, not cocky or playful. Just soft. Real.

“Come here,” she said, reaching out.

I stepped forward, and she pulled me gently into her arms, wrapping them around my waist as she leaned her forehead against mine. We stood like that for a moment, both still undressed, pressed close in the quiet.

“Was that okay?” I asked, my voice smaller than I expected.

She laughed softly. “Okay? Sammie, you were incredible.”

My cheeks flushed. I didn’t know what to say to that. Compliments still felt foreign, especially ones that reached so deep they left me exposed in ways I wasn’t used to.

We moved back to the bed together, tangled ourselves in the blankets and each other. She laid on her side, facing me, and I mirrored her without thinking. Her fingers brushed along my bare arm like she couldn’t stop touching me even now.

“I didn’t think today would go like this,” I said quietly.

She chuckled. “Neither did I. But I’m glad it did.”

I nodded. My gaze drifted down to where our legs touched under the sheets, bare skin against bare skin. “I thought I knew myself,” I whispered. “But I think I’ve been… wrong. Or maybe just not ready to ask the right questions.”

Kelsey didn’t respond right away. She just leaned in and kissed me—softly this time, like it was a promise and not a dare.

“Sometimes it’s not about labels,” she said against my lips. “Sometimes it’s just about what feels good. And you? You felt really fucking good.”

I smiled into her kiss, my heart thudding slow and steady.

For the first time, I didn’t feel confused. I just felt wanted.

And maybe—finally—seen.
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By the time the next semester rolled around, everything between Kelsey and me had shifted.

We still shared the same tiny dorm room with its flickering overhead light and one window that never opened quite right. But the space felt different now—warmer, more lived-in. More ours. The silence between us had changed too. It wasn’t tense anymore, or passive-aggressive, or filled with the sound of me sighing dramatically at her weed and cigarette smoke. Now it was the comfortable quiet of skin brushing skin under shared blankets, of sleepy morning kisses, of tangled legs during study breaks that never lasted long.

We hadn’t meant to become addicted to each other.

But somehow, between the kisses that turned into full-body aches and the “quickie before class” promises that turned into missing class entirely, we stopped pretending this was just casual. The sex was constant, sometimes clumsy, sometimes slow, but always hungry. I couldn’t get enough of her—of the way she smelled like roses and trouble, the way she touched me like she knew me.

And underneath all the heat, we actually started to like each other.

Kelsey surprised me. She could be soft when she wanted to be. Thoughtful, even. She’d bring me coffee in the morning and scribble dirty notes in the margins of my lecture notebooks. She teased me nonstop, but she also listened when I talked about books or over-explained something nerdy. And one night, after we’d both skipped our separate Friday plans just to be alone together, she rolled over in bed, kissed my shoulder, and said, “I’m not seeing anyone else. I don’t want to.”

I blinked at her in the dark and whispered, “Me either.” Though my declaration had probably been more obvious since I’d never been with anyone else before.

We made it official a week later. Somehow, against all odds, Kelsey passed her Calculus class. She credited my tutoring, but honestly, we barely studied. Mostly, we made out on top of our notes.

Still, she got a C+.

I told her I was proud.

She told me she was in love.

And for once, I didn’t overthink it.

I just kissed her back.
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