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Chapter One

The door to our cramped dorm room swung open with a familiar creak, and there she was—Tracy, my childhood best friend turned insufferable roommate, towing another girl behind her. 

Kristie, the petite redhead with that perpetual playful smile, giggled as Tracy pulled her inside, their bodies already brushing too close for my liking. The room smelled like stale coffee and the faint vanilla from my body lotion, but tonight it felt heavier, charged with the kind of energy that made my skin prickle. 

I'd been trying to study on my narrow bed, textbooks splayed out, but the second they stumbled in, my focus shattered. This was the third night this week Tracy had brought someone home, and each time, the jealousy clawed deeper into my chest. 

Tracy kicked the door shut with her heel, her curvy frame illuminated by the harsh overhead light. She was all confidence in her tight jeans and cropped top that hugged her full breasts, blonde hair tousled like she'd been running her hands through it all evening. 

'Miss me, Lace?' she teased, her voice low and flirtatious, but her eyes were already on Kristie, ignoring the way I sat frozen on my bed. 

Kristie, smaller and wiry with freckles dusting her nose, leaned into Tracy, her short skirt riding up her thighs. 

'This your roommate? She's cute,' she said, her green eyes flicking to me with open curiosity. But Tracy just laughed, pulling Kristie onto her lap as they collapsed onto Tracy's bed across from mine. The space between our beds was barely three feet, forcing me to watch every second. 

My heart pounded as Tracy's hands roamed up Kristie's sides, cupping her small breasts through her thin blouse. They kissed then, deep and hungry, Kristie's soft moans filling the room like a taunt. 

Jealousy burned hot in my veins—I'd known Tracy was a lesbian since we were kids, but sharing this tiny room with her parade of girls made me ache in ways I couldn't ignore anymore. I wanted her attention, all of it, on me. 

My slim body tensed under my tank top and shorts, nipples hardening against the fabric as I watched Tracy's tongue slip into Kristie's mouth, their bodies grinding together. The wet sounds of their kiss, the way Kristie's fingers tangled in Tracy's hair—it was torture, stirring the hunger I'd buried for months. 

'God, you're so fucking hot,' Tracy murmured against Kristie's lips, her hand sliding under the redhead's skirt. Kristie arched, letting out a breathy gasp, her eyes half-lidded but still darting toward me now and then, like she knew I was watching. 

I shifted on my bed, thighs pressing together to ease the growing wetness between my legs. Why did it have to be like this? Tracy was mine first—our history, our secrets. She brought these girls home to piss me off, I was sure of it, teasing me with what I craved but never took. 

I couldn't take it anymore. Standing up, my bare feet padding softly on the worn carpet, I crossed the short distance and stepped right up to Tracy's bed. My body pressed against her back, the heat of her skin seeping through her shirt into my chest. 

'Tracy,' I whispered, my voice rough with need, my hands hesitating before resting on her shoulders. She paused, turning her head slightly, her blue eyes meeting mine with a spark of surprise—and something darker, like she'd been waiting for this. 

Kristie pulled back, her lips swollen and shiny, a sly smile curving them as she looked up at me. 

'Hey, join us,' she said softly, her voice playful but inviting, no jealousy in her tone. Tracy didn't move away; instead, she leaned into my touch, her body relaxing against mine. 

Emboldened, I leaned down, my breath hot on Tracy's neck as I craved those lips I'd fantasized about for so long. 

'You've been ignoring me all week,' I said, my fingers trailing down her arm, feeling the goosebumps rise. 'Bringing her here every night... it's driving me crazy.' My heart raced, the possessiveness surging as I pressed closer, my breasts brushing her back. 

Tracy turned fully now, twisting to face me while keeping Kristie tucked against her side. 

'Jealous, Lace? Thought you didn't care.' Her words were a challenge, but her hand came up to cup my cheek, thumb brushing my lower lip. The touch sent a jolt straight to my core, making my pussy throb with anticipation. 

Before I could respond, Kristie's hand slid onto my thigh, her fingers light and teasing, inching up under the hem of my shorts. The sensation was electric—soft skin on mine, warm and insistent. 

'She cares,' Kristie murmured, her eyes locked on mine, full of mischief. 'I can tell. Let me help with that.' Her touch lingered, tracing circles that made my breath hitch, the jealousy twisting into something hotter, more urgent. 

Tracy's gaze darkened, her free hand pulling me down onto the bed beside them. Our bodies tangled now—my slim frame wedged between Tracy's curves and Kristie's petite form. The air thickened with our shared breaths, the scent of arousal mixing with the room's stale air. 

Tracy's lips finally met mine, soft at first, then demanding, her tongue exploring with the same boldness she showed Kristie. I moaned into her mouth, my hand fisting in her shirt, pulling her closer. Kristie's fingers ventured higher, brushing the edge of my panties, teasing the damp fabric. 

The tension coiled tighter, my mind racing with plans—I wouldn't let this night end without claiming them both, making Tracy see she was mine, and Kristie just a bonus in our twisted roommate game. Tracy broke the kiss, her lips trailing to my neck as Kristie watched, her hand pressing firmer against me. 

'What do you want, Lacy?' Tracy whispered, her voice husky, waiting for me to take control. 

Chapter Two

Tracy's words hung in the air, her breath warm against my ear, her body pressed so close I could feel the rapid beat of her heart mirroring mine. Kristie's fingers still teased the edge of my panties, sending sparks of unwanted heat through me. 

For a split second, everything blurred—the jealousy, the ache between my legs, the way Tracy's lips had tasted like forbidden fruit. But then it crashed over me like a wave: this wasn't what I wanted. Not like this, not with her, not sharing. 

I wanted Tracy all to myself, not some half-baked threesome that would just leave me feeling more empty. 

I jerked back, shoving Tracy's hand away from my cheek and scrambling off the bed. My chest heaved, anger boiling up from the pit of my stomach. 

'Stop! Just... stop it, both of you!' I shouted, my voice echoing off the thin dorm walls, sharp and fierce enough to make the overhead light feel like it flickered. The words tore out of me before I could rein them in, fueled by the possessiveness that had been festering for weeks. 'Dial it back! I don't want this— I don't want sex with both of you. This is my room too, and you're turning it into some fucking free-for-all!' 

The room went dead silent. Tracy's eyes widened, her confident smirk vanishing as she sat up straight, her cropped top askew from our earlier tangle. 

Kristie pulled her hand back like she'd been burned, her playful smile fading into a look of genuine surprise, her skirt still hiked up but her body going still. The air, thick with the scent of our mingled arousal—sweat and the faint musk of wetness—now felt suffocating, heavy with my outburst. 

'Lace, I—' Tracy started, her voice soft, almost pleading, but I cut her off with a glare. 

'No. Just... apologize and knock it off.' My hands trembled at my sides, the heat in my cheeks burning from both embarrassment and rage. I hated how vulnerable I sounded under the anger, how the jealousy twisted everything into this mess. 

Tracy exchanged a quick glance with Kristie, then nodded slowly. 

'I'm sorry, okay? We got carried away. Didn't mean to make you uncomfortable.' Her tone was subdued, the bold flirtation stripped away, leaving her looking smaller, more like the girl I'd grown up with than the teasing roommate who'd been driving me insane. 

Kristie nodded too, tucking her legs under her on the bed. 

'Yeah, sorry, Lacy. We should've asked or... something.' Her voice was quiet, submissive, her green eyes downcast, no trace of the mischief that had lit them up moments ago. 

I stood there for a beat, my heart still pounding, before turning away and climbing back onto my own bed. The silence stretched, awkward and thick, as they straightened their clothes and murmured goodnights. Kristie slipped out soon after, the door clicking shut behind her, leaving Tracy and me in the dim light of our lamps. 

Tracy didn't say another word, just slid under her covers, her back to me. I lay there staring at the ceiling, the wetness between my thighs cooling into discomfort, regret already nibbling at the edges of my anger. What the hell had I just done? 

The next morning, sunlight filtered through the cheap blinds, casting stripes across the cluttered floor. I woke with a headache, the events of last night replaying in fragments—Tracy's lips on mine, Kristie's touch, my shout shattering it all. 

Tracy was already up, brewing coffee in our tiny shared mug, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. She looked tired, shadows under her eyes, but she forced a small smile when I sat up. 

'Hey,' she said softly, handing me the mug. The steam rose, carrying the bitter scent that usually comforted me but now just soured my stomach. 

'Hey.' I took it, avoiding her gaze, the guilt twisting harder now in the light of day. 

She sat on the edge of her bed, facing me. 

'About last night... I'm really sorry. We won't do that here anymore. All our... passion, whatever you want to call it, we'll take it to Kristie's room from now on. She has that single down the hall—no more invading your space.' Her words were careful, laced with that old friendship, but there was hurt there too, a subtle edge that made my chest ache. 

I nodded, sipping the coffee to hide the lump in my throat. 'Thanks. I just... I didn't mean to yell like that.' But even as I said it, the lie hung between us. Part of me had meant every word, the possessive fire still smoldering. Yet another part regretted it fiercely, wondering what I'd thrown away in that moment of panic. 

Tracy shrugged, standing to grab her backpack. 'It's fine, Lace. We're good.' She leaned down, pressing a quick, platonic kiss to my forehead—chaste, like we were kids again—before heading out for class. The door clicked shut, and I was alone, the room feeling emptier than ever. 

That night, I lay awake long after the campus quieted, the sheets tangled around my legs as regret flooded me in waves. My body still hummed with the memory of their touches—Tracy's strong hands, Kristie's teasing fingers—the heat they'd ignited now a dull throb I couldn't ignore. 

I'd shouted them down, pushed away the very thing my jealousy had been screaming for. What if I'd just let go? Let Tracy's curves press against me fully, Kristie's playful energy pull me in deeper? 

The thought made my pussy clench, a fresh wave of wetness soaking my panties as I pictured it: our bodies slick and grinding, moans filling the room instead of silence. 

But fear gnawed at me too—losing control, sharing Tracy when all I wanted was her eyes on me, her lips claiming mine without distraction. The jealousy battled the guilt, a storm in my chest that left me restless, hand slipping under my waistband to circle my clit in slow, frustrated strokes. 

The pleasure built, sharp and needy, but it wasn't enough. Not without them. As my breath quickened, fingers dipping into my slick folds, I wondered how long I could keep this up—pretending I didn't crave their touch, dreading the next time Tracy slipped out to Kristie's room without me. The door was locked, but my desires weren't, and they were clawing to get free. 


Chapter Three

The orgasm hit me in shallow waves, my fingers slick with my own arousal as I gasped into the pillow, Tracy's name slipping from my lips in a whisper I hoped the walls didn't catch. 

But it left me emptier than before, the sheets twisted around my thighs like a reminder of what I couldn't have. Sleep came fitfully, dreams tangled with flashes of soft skin and urgent mouths, waking me before dawn with a fresh ache low in my belly. 

The next day dragged through classes, my mind replaying every awkward moment—the way Tracy's eyes had dimmed after my shout, the hurt in her voice that morning. By the time I got back to the dorm, guilt had won out over the lingering jealousy. 

Tracy was there, sprawled on her bed with a textbook open but unread, her blonde hair loose and wild, those curvy hips shifting as she glanced up at me. 

'Lace,' she said, sitting up, her voice cautious, like she was testing the waters. 

I dropped my bag by the door, heart pounding as I crossed the room. 

'Tracy, wait. I... I need to apologize. For real this time.' I sat on the edge of her bed, close enough to smell her faint vanilla shampoo mixed with the coffee we'd shared earlier. 

'Last night, and this morning—I was a bitch. Yelling like that, it wasn't fair. I've been jealous, yeah, but it's more than that. I miss us, you know? The way we used to talk, just hang out without all this... tension.' My words tumbled out, raw and honest, my slim fingers twisting in my lap. 'I want to understand you better. Really know what's going on in that head of yours, not just watch from the sidelines.' 

Her blue eyes softened, the wariness easing as she reached out, her hand covering mine. Warmth spread from her touch, steady and reassuring. 

'I get it. I've been pushing boundaries, bringing Kristie here every night. It was thoughtless.' She squeezed my fingers, her thumb tracing a small circle that sent a shiver up my arm. 'I miss that too—the old us. Friends first, before all the... complications.' 

Relief washed over me, loosening the knot in my chest. 

'So, truce? Maybe we hang out after classes today? Just you and me, no drama.' 

She smiled, that bold flirtation peeking through but gentler now. 'Yeah, I'd like that. Catch up properly.' 

The afternoon classes blurred by, anticipation buzzing under my skin like a low hum. When we met up outside the lecture hall, Tracy looked lighter, her cropped jeans hugging her curves, a loose tank top showing the swell of her breasts. 

We walked across campus, the fall air crisp with turning leaves, easing into casual conversation about professors, bad cafeteria food, and old high school stories. Laughter came easier, the silence between us comfortable instead of charged with unspoken wants. 

As we sat on a bench near the quad, sharing a bag of chips, our hands brushed reaching for the same one. Sparks ignited instantly—electric, pulling a soft gasp from me. Tracy's fingers lingered, curling around mine for a beat too long, her gaze locking on. 

Heat flushed my cheeks, the jealousy that had gripped me so tightly softening, melting into something warmer, more inviting. Her touch reminded me of the girl I'd crushed on since we were kids, not the roommate stealing my peace. 

'Sorry,' she murmured, but didn't pull away, her voice husky. 

'Don't be.' I turned my hand, lacing our fingers, the simple contact stirring the ache between my legs. My pussy throbbed faintly, remembering her lips from that stolen kiss, but I pushed it down, focusing on the moment. 

Tracy's eyes sparkled with that hopeful caution. 'You know, there's this spot I love—quiet overlook by the edge of campus. Want to check it out? It's my favorite for unwinding.' 

We hiked up the path as the sun dipped lower, the trees rustling around us. The overlook opened to a view of the valley, golden light painting everything soft. We sat on a weathered log, knees touching, and Tracy opened up—sharing secrets about her first crush, how college had made her bolder but lonelier too. 

'Bringing girls around... it's fun, but it's not filling that gap, you know? The real connection.' Her words hung vulnerable, mirroring my own regrets. 

I laughed at her stories, the sound light and genuine, my shoulder bumping hers. 'God, remember that time in eighth grade when we snuck out for ice cream and got caught? You always dragged me into the best trouble.' 

She grinned, nudging me back. 'And you loved every second. Still do, I bet.' Her tone teased, but there was depth, an invitation in her eyes that made my pulse quicken. 

As night fell, stars pricking the sky, we headed back to the dorm, the air between us thick with rekindled ease. My hand slipped into hers again, natural now, the jealousy a distant echo softened by her laughter still ringing in my ears. 

But as we neared the building, anticipation built low and insistent—a wondering if tonight could shift, if I was ready to let go and see where this led. Kristie's door was just down the hall; the thought of her joining us flickered, stirring a mix of nerves and heat. 

Would Tracy suggest it? Would I say yes, let our bodies tangle in a threesome that blurred the lines I'd drawn so sharply? My thighs pressed together, the dampness in my panties a secret promise as we climbed the stairs, the door to our room waiting like an open question. 


Chapter Four

We pushed open the dorm door, the familiar creak echoing in the quiet hall. The room felt smaller tonight, charged with the day's unspoken promises. 

Tracy's hand slipped from mine as she flicked on the lamp, casting a warm glow over the rumpled beds and scattered clothes. And there, lounging on the edge of my bed like she owned the space, was Kristie—her petite frame curled up in a tank top and shorts, red hair tousled, that playful smile lighting her face as she looked up. 

'Hey, you two,' she said, her voice light and teasing, eyes flicking between us. 'Heard you had a good day. Figured I'd wait up—Tracy mentioned grabbing me if things got interesting.' 

My heart stuttered, the anticipation from the overlook crashing into reality. Jealousy flickered, a sharp pang at how easily Kristie fit into this, but it melted fast under the heat building in my core. 

Tracy shot me a glance, her blue eyes questioning, hopeful. I nodded, the decision settling like a weight lifting. No more fighting it. 

Tracy closed the door with a soft click, the sound sealing us in. She turned to me, her curvy body closing the distance in two steps, hands finding my waist. 'Lace,' she whispered, her breath warm against my ear, 'you sure?' 

I was. The jealousy that had twisted me up for weeks twisted into something hotter, hungrier—a possessiveness that wanted to claim this moment, make it ours. I pressed forward, my slim body molding against her softer curves, and crashed my lips to hers. 

The kiss was fierce, tongues sliding together in a rush of vanilla and need, her mouth opening for me like she'd been waiting all day. A moan escaped me, low and needy, as her hands roamed up my back, pulling me closer. 

Kristie's laugh was soft, intrigued, as she slid off the bed and padded over. Her fingers trailed down my spine, light as a feather but igniting shivers that raced straight to my pussy. I arched into the touch, breaking the kiss with Tracy just enough to gasp. 'God, that feels...' 

'Good?' Kristie finished, her voice husky now, pressing her body against my back. Her small breasts nudged my shoulders, nipples already hard through the thin fabric. The three of us stood tangled like that, a heated sandwich of skin and breath, the air thick with the scent of our arousal—musky and sweet. 

Tracy's mouth found my neck, lips brushing the sensitive skin before her teeth grazed, biting gently. The mark she left burned possessively, a claim that made my thighs clench. 

'Mine tonight,' she murmured against my pulse, her words vibrating through me. Emotion swelled with the sting—years of friendship blurring into this raw intimacy, her confidence wrapping around my vulnerability like a promise. 

I turned my head, capturing her lips again, deeper this time, while Kristie's hands slipped around my sides, dipping beneath my shirt. Her fingers were cool against my warm skin, tracing the curve of my waist before sliding up to cup my breasts. 

She teased my nipples with feather-light pinches, rolling them until they peaked hard and aching. A whimper broke from my throat, my body trembling between them, the dual assault flooding me with heat. 

'You're so responsive,' Kristie breathed, her lips nipping at my earlobe. Her touch was playful, teasing, but it stoked the fire Tracy had lit, my jealousy fading into a shared hunger. I wanted this—them both—our roommate lines dissolving in the press of bodies. 

We moved as one toward Tracy's bed, shedding clothes in a frantic trail. My shirt hit the floor first, then Tracy's tank top, revealing the full swell of her breasts, heavy and inviting. Kristie tugged at my jeans, her fingers brushing the damp spot on my panties as she peeled them down. 

'Wet already,' she teased, her green eyes gleaming with mischief. I kicked them aside, standing bare, my soft curves exposed under their gazes—Tracy's bold and hungry, Kristie's flirty and appraising. 

Tracy pulled me down onto the mattress, her body covering mine, legs tangling as she kissed a path from my mouth to my collarbone. Her hand slid between my thighs, fingers parting my folds with gentle insistence, finding my clit slick and swollen. 

I bucked against her touch, the intimacy hitting hard—not just the physical spark, but the way her eyes held mine, full of that old friendship laced with new desire. 'I've wanted this for so long,' she confessed, her voice rough, circling my clit until stars burst behind my eyelids. 

Kristie knelt beside us, her own clothes discarded, petite frame glowing in the lamplight. She leaned in, mouth latching onto my free nipple, sucking with a wet pull that made me cry out. Her hand joined Tracy's between my legs, fingers dipping into my entrance alongside Tracy's, stretching me with a delicious burn. 

The fullness, the shared possession—it unraveled me, emotions crashing with the building pleasure. Jealousy was gone, replaced by a possessive thrill: this was ours, a threesome born from tension we'd finally embraced. 

I reached for them, one hand fisting Tracy's blonde hair, the other tracing Kristie's thigh, pulling her closer. Our bodies shifted, exploring every curve—my fingers mapping the dip of Tracy's hips, the soft give of her ass; Kristie's hand roaming my breasts while her mouth claimed Tracy's in a sloppy kiss over me. Moans filled the room, a symphony of gasps and whispers, the bed creaking under our weight. 

Tracy's fingers thrust deeper, curling inside me, hitting that spot that made my vision blur. 

'Come for us,' she urged, her bite on my shoulder turning tender, affectionate. Kristie's tongue flicked my nipple in time with the rhythm, her free hand squeezing my thigh. The pressure built, coiling tight, my pussy clenching around them as waves of heat crested. 

But I held back, wanting more—wanting to taste them, to lose myself in this delicate dance of passion and possession. The night stretched ahead, full of possibilities, our breaths mingling as we paused, eyes locked in silent agreement to draw it out.


Chapter Five

The pause hung between us, heavy with promise, our eyes meeting in that electric silence. I couldn't wait any longer. My hands, still tangled in their hair and skin, tugged gently, urging them closer. 

'Bed,' I whispered, my voice rough with need, guiding Tracy and Kristie toward the mattress where we'd already started to tumble. But this time, I took the lead, my fingers tracing the heated flush of Tracy's neck down to the swell of her breasts, feeling her pulse race under my touch. 

Kristie's hand slipped into mine, her playful squeeze pulling her along, her red hair cascading over bare shoulders as we collapsed into a heap of limbs and sighs. 

Tracy's mouth crashed back onto mine the moment we hit the sheets, devouring me with a hunger that stole my breath. Her lips were soft but insistent, tongue plunging deep, tasting of mint and the faint salt of our earlier kisses. 

I moaned into her, my body arching as her curvy frame pressed me down, her weight a comforting anchor amid the whirlwind. Emotions surged—years of buried longing bubbling up, mixing with the raw ache between my legs. 

This wasn't just lust; it was reclamation, turning my jealousy into a fierce, shared fire. 

Kristie's fingers roamed boldly over my curves, starting at my hips and sliding up the soft line of my waist. Her touch was lighter, teasing, nails grazing just enough to send sparks dancing across my skin. 

She nuzzled against my side, her breath hot on my collarbone as her hand cupped the underside of my breast, thumb circling the already sensitive nipple. 

'You feel incredible,' she murmured, her voice laced with that flirty lilt, eyes sparkling with invitation. I shivered, the dual sensations overwhelming—Tracy's deep, possessive kiss grounding me while Kristie's exploration lit me up like kindling. 

We shifted, bodies pressing closer in the narrow dorm bed, the sheets twisting under us. My hands weren't idle; I reached for Tracy's thigh, squeezing the firm muscle there, pulling her leg over mine to grind our cores together. 

The slick heat of her pussy brushed my skin, making me gasp into her mouth. Kristie laughed softly, a sound that vibrated through me, as she peeled away the last barriers—though we'd shed most clothes, her shorts finally hit the floor, revealing the neat trim of red curls above her own glistening folds. 

'No more waiting,' she said, her tone playful yet urgent, leaning in to nip at Tracy's shoulder. 

Tension built like a storm, urgent kisses peppering our skin—Tracy's lips trailing from my mouth to my jaw, then lower, while I captured Kristie's mouth in a messy clash of tongues. 

Our breaths came in pants, the room filling with the wet sounds of mouths and the creak of the bedframe. I felt exposed, vulnerable in the best way, my slim body sandwiched between their warmth. 

The roommate walls we'd built crumbled further, jealousy dissolving into this intoxicating blend of affection and desire. 

Tracy's hand found mine, interlacing our fingers as she whispered against my lips, 'I never wanted to hurt you, Lace. This... us... it's everything.' Her words hit deep, stirring a swell of tenderness amid the heat, making my heart clench even as my pussy throbbed. 

Kristie, ever the instigator, slid down my body, her mouth latching onto my nipple with a gentle suck that turned firm, teeth grazing the peak. Pleasure shot straight to my core, making me buck. 

'So responsive,' she teased, her green eyes locking on mine as she switched to the other breast, tongue flicking in lazy circles. Meanwhile, Tracy's free hand ventured lower, fingers parting my thighs with ease. 

She found my slick, swollen clit almost immediately, stroking it with slow, deliberate circles that had me whimpering. The touch was intimate, knowing—her thumb pressing just right, building that coil of tension low in my belly. 

'You're so wet for us,' she breathed, her voice husky, blue eyes dark with want. I nodded, lost in the sensation, the emotional tether of her gaze pulling me deeper into surrender. 

Our bodies tangled tighter, a knot of heated skin and urgent need. I reached between us, my fingers dipping into Kristie's warmth first, feeling her slickness coat my digits as I thrust shallowly. She moaned against my breast, the vibration humming through me, her hips rocking into my hand. 

Tracy joined the fray, her fingers sliding alongside mine into Kristie, our rhythms syncing in a messy, shared exploration. Tongues moved fast now—mine on Tracy's neck, tasting the salt of her sweat; Kristie's trailing up to claim my mouth again, all sloppy and desperate. 

Fingers plunged deeper, curling inside wet heat, the sounds obscene and thrilling: slick slides, breathy gasps, the occasional slap of skin. 

Jealousy was a distant memory, melted away in the press of their bodies against mine. Tracy's curves molded to my side, her breast heavy against my arm as she fingered me harder, her clit-rubbing turning to full thrusts that stretched me deliciously. 

I returned the favor, my hand finding her pussy, two fingers sinking into her tight warmth while my thumb worked her clit. Kristie writhed between us, her petite frame trembling as we both filled her, her playful facade cracking into raw pleas. 

'Don't stop... please,' she gasped, her hand squeezing my thigh hard enough to bruise, a mark I'd wear like a badge. 

Emotions wove through the physical rush—Tracy's soft 'I love this, love you like this' murmured into my hair, stirring a warmth that rivaled the fire in my veins. The threesome felt right, a bridge over the tensions we'd navigated, roommate dynamics shifting into something deeper, more connected. 

My climax hovered close again, but I pushed it back, savoring the tangle, the way our scents mingled—musk and vanilla and something uniquely ours. Kristie's mouth found Tracy's over my shoulder, their kiss a wet counterpoint to the fingers moving inside me, and I wondered how much further we'd go before one of us shattered the night with release. 

The lamp flickered, casting shadows that danced with our movements, the dorm's thin walls a forgotten barrier. We had all night, and I intended to taste every inch, to let this passion unfold without end. 

Chapter Six

The words barely left my lips before Tracy's mouth was on mine again, deeper this time, her tongue sweeping in with a hunger that matched the fire in my core. I opened to her fully, our tongues tangling in a slow, exploratory dance, tasting the sweetness of her breath mingled with the faint tang of sweat. 

Kristie's lips joined from the side, brushing against our cheeks, her tongue flicking out to trace the seam where Tracy and I connected. Our bodies were slick now, skin sliding against skin in the humid heat of the dorm room, desire painting us in a sheen that made every touch glide effortlessly. 

I felt the emotional pull stronger than ever—Tracy's hand cradling my face like I was something precious, even as her hips ground against mine, her pussy leaving a wet trail on my thigh. 

This was more than release; it was us, finally syncing after all the tension, roommate walls dissolving into shared vulnerability. 

Tracy shifted above me, her curvy form straddling my hips as she positioned herself. Her blue eyes locked on mine, filled with a tenderness that made my chest ache amid the lust. 

'Let me make you feel good,' she whispered, her voice rough with emotion, before sliding two fingers into my soaked pussy. She fucked me slow at first, deliberate thrusts that stretched me just right, her palm grinding against my clit with each push. 

The sensation built like a wave, intimate and overwhelming, her gaze never leaving mine as if she were pouring years of unspoken longing into every movement. I gasped, my hands gripping her ass, pulling her closer, feeling the soft give of her flesh under my fingers. 

At the same time, her other hand reached for Kristie, who was pressed against my side, her petite body trembling with need. Tracy's fingers plunged into Kristie's wet cunt hard and fast, the slick sounds echoing in the room, mixing with Kristie's sharp inhale. 

'Fuck, yes,' Kristie moaned, her red hair sticking to her forehead as she arched into the touch. The sight of them—Tracy pleasuring us both, her focus split but intense—stirred something deep, turning my old jealousy into a fierce gratitude. 

We were connected now, fingers and bodies weaving us together, the roommate dynamic evolving into this raw, emotional bond. Tracy's thrusts in me quickened slightly, syncing with the harder rhythm in Kristie, our moans blending in a chorus that filled the cramped space. 

Kristie leaned in, her mouth latching onto my neck with a hungry suck, teeth grazing the sensitive skin just below my ear. The pull sent jolts straight to my core, pleasure laced with a teasing edge of pain as her nails dug into my back, scratching lightly down my spine. 

It hurt in the best way, a sharp contrast to Tracy's steady, loving strokes, making my body clench around her fingers. 

'You like that, don't you?' Kristie murmured against my skin, her voice playful but breathless, her flirty nature shining through even now. I nodded, whimpering, the pain heightening every sensation—the stretch of Tracy inside me, the wet heat of Kristie's mouth marking me. 

Emotions swirled: the possessiveness I'd felt for Tracy now extended to this, to all of us, a threesome that felt like home after the storm of tension. 

The build was relentless, our bodies moving in unison, slick with sweat and the evidence of our arousal. Tracy's fingers curled inside me, hitting that spot that made stars burst behind my eyes, while her hand in Kristie pumped faster, drawing out those desperate, throaty sounds from the redhead. 

Kristie's nails raked harder, her sucks turning to bites that left faint red marks, each one a claim that thrilled me. I thrust my hips up to meet Tracy, my own hand slipping between her legs to mirror her, fingers diving into her dripping pussy. She groaned into my mouth, our kiss breaking into pants as the coil tightened unbearably. 

'Come with us,' I begged, voice breaking, the words carrying the weight of my transformed jealousy—now a shared fire, not a solo burn. 

We climaxed together, a shattering wave that hit us all at once. My pussy clenched around Tracy's fingers, pulsing as pleasure ripped through me, my cry muffled against her shoulder. Kristie shuddered violently, her cunt squeezing Tracy's hand as she bit down on my neck, her moan vibrating through my skin. 

Tracy followed a heartbeat later, her body tensing above me, walls fluttering around my fingers in raw release. We trembled in unison, bodies locked tight, the room echoing with our loud, uninhibited moans—mine high and keening, Kristie's a playful gasp turning guttural, Tracy's a deep, satisfied rumble. Sweat-slicked skin stuck together, hearts pounding in sync, the emotional high crashing with the physical one. 

It was perfect, every insecurity from our roommate spats washed away in this tangled, heaving mess of limbs and affection. 

Panting, we collapsed in a heap, breaths mingling in the afterglow. Tracy's fingers slipped from me gently, trailing wet paths up my thigh as she nuzzled my neck, her curves soft and warm against my slim frame. 

Kristie curled into my other side, her playful smile returning as she traced lazy circles on my stomach, the teasing pain from her nails now a soothing memory. Satisfaction hummed through us, deep and bone-melting, the threesome sealing something profound. 

My heart swelled with a mix of lingering desire and newfound clarity—the jealousy that had simmered for so long now felt like fuel for this connection. 

'I don't want this to end,' I said softly, my voice still husky from the moans, turning to look at them both. Tracy's eyes met mine, hopeful and tender, while Kristie's sparkled with that inviting flirtation. 

'What if... we make it official? A throuple. You, me, and Kristie—forever intertwined, no more tensions, just us.' The words hung in the air, vulnerable but right, my hand reaching to lace fingers with theirs. They exchanged a glance, smiles blooming, and in that moment, the dorm felt like the start of something unbreakable. 
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