

[image: ]


Autumn Sizzle
Copyright © 2016 by Amber Skye

Published by Amber Skye Erotica

All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information retrieval or storage system, without the prior consent of the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, events, or locales, is entirely coincidental. All characters in this book are over the age of 18.


Chapter 1

A warm breeze kissed my body as I bounded out of the dormitory—temperatures in the mid-eighties betraying the October calendar. The thin material of my tight running shorts and the hot-looking sports bra surely turned the heads of the numerous campus dwellers gathered outside on this beautiful Friday afternoon. My olive skin, still tanned from the Alabama summer, glistened in the sunlight as I sprinted the mile to the school’s rec facility. Checking my watch upon arrival, I was pleased to see that I’d made the run in just over eight minutes.

I entered the building, stowed my belongings in the locker room, and found my way to the weight room. A fifteen-degree drop in temperature greeted me as I stepped into the gym, and my nipples stiffened under the sheer fabric of my top. About a dozen people occupied the facility, mostly guys attempting to add that last-minute bulk to flex for horny coeds who would drool over them during a drunken Friday night party.

I smiled and waved at Kyle. He was a good-looking junior who was considerably less of a Neanderthal than most of the gym rats currently occupying the space. I had even bedded him on two occasions since my return to school. At first, Kyle had been an attentive and spirited lover and the first boy I’d fucked since the spring semester. The initial frolicking with him had been quite satisfactory. Well-endowed, trim, and muscular, Kyle had gotten me off several times in the first go-around. The encore had been less inspiring, and consequently I had written him off as a brief fling.

I had become a bit of a fitness buff over the summer and had added about seven pounds of bulk to my already curvaceous body. My ample, rock-hard ass invited plenty of gawking amongst the boys on campus, and sometimes I caught a few of the girls giving me a mouth-watering stare. I must admit it was quite a turn-on to have pretty, young women ogling my body. I must also admit, I’d been doing a little ogling of my own. In fact, Autumn had been one of the reasons I timed my workouts for Friday afternoons. As I went through my progressions on the machines—I usually avoided the free weights—I noticed the recent object of my desire plucking a few dumbbells from the rack along the far wall. Returning with the weights to the middle of the room, she plopped down on a bench, facing the mirrored wall.

I had learned to make good use of the mirror. My voyeurism knew few bounds as I gazed at Autumn’s reflection. Being the only other female in the gym aside from me, Autumn had attracted the attention of most of the guys. While some, including Kyle, took only cursory glances at her hot body, others leered at her without reservation.

I was working my shoulders, triceps, and biceps today, and I tried to focus on my workout. Nevertheless, I couldn’t stop myself from frequently using the mirror to monitor Autumn’s movements. Slightly tall, thin and sculpted, her dark red hair hung in a ponytail halfway down her back. Emerald-green eyes and a cute little button-nose centered a lovely face. She wore loose-fitting shorts and a sports bra similar to mine that showcased small, perky tits—the nubs of her nipples prominently pressing against her top.

Suddenly, I realized my mouth had run dry while gazing at the object of my lust. Strolling toward the water fountain, I walked directly behind her and got a close-up of her toned arms and shoulders as she grunted through fly repetitions. Quenching my thirst with several sips from the fountain, I turned and made my way back. As I approached the bench where Autumn was continuing her chest exercises, I noticed that every male in the room had ceased his workout and that the aggregate of them stood like sentries staring into the mirror. Slowing my pace, I took in the scene around me. A few of the guys were snickering quietly, but most were staring into the mirror utterly dumbstruck. I followed the gaze of the boys into the mirror and gasped. Autumn was continuing her fly reps on the bench. Instead of posing her knees into the air, she had straddled the bench and was damn near spread-eagled. The loose-fitting shorts had pulled to one side, and her vagina was prominently displayed in the mirror’s reflection. I caught my breath as a feeling of vertigo swept through me. I felt a twitch in my own pussy as I stared into the mirror at Autumn’s hairless snatch. Her lips were thick and ruby-red. They glistened from her sweat or perhaps her lust—maybe both. I stood motionless, my breathing audible. Just like the boys, I couldn’t take my eyes off the spectacle in front of me. I felt the juices flow between my legs and the heat rise within my body.

Mercifully, she dropped the weights and sat up, ending the riveting performance. The boys all turned abruptly and rustled barbells in an effort to appear preoccupied. But I had been caught. Autumn’s eyes stared into the mirror directly at mine. A mischievous smile graced her countenance, and I felt myself blush deeply. For several seconds, our eyes locked knowingly until I finally broke the spell. I returned to the water fountain. I was in desperate need of a cool drink!


Chapter 2

After taking several sips of water, I glided into the vacant women’s locker room. Ironically, I nearly tripped over a yellow, out-of-service floor sign that had been left in the middle of the area. I nudged it against the wall, figuring it had been left there incidentally as the locker room seemed perfectly serviceable to me. I opened my locker, extracting my fanny pack that held my keys, wallet, and a few personal items. Suddenly, I heard footsteps behind me. I froze in place. As there were no other women in the facility, it could only be Autumn encroaching my privacy.

“Hi, Jodi,” she offered cheerily as she moved toward a bank of lockers on the wall perpendicular to where I faced.

I had only spoken to her briefly once or twice before. Clearly, she had committed my name to memory.

“Hi, Autumn,” I tried casually, but I heard my voice crack a bit when I spoke.

I was flustered at the scene I’d just witnessed but also incredibly aroused. Five months ago, I would have been unaffected by her. But during summer break, I had been seduced by my two female bosses, and attractive women were completely on my radar now.

“I can’t believe how warm it is outside, Jodi,” she said, making small talk about the weather of all things. “I think I’ll grab a shower.”

I realized I was still perspiring from my run and the workout…and probably from Autumn’s recent weight-room display. Normally, I would sprint back to the dorm to complete my workout, but I was so frazzled by Autumn’s performance that I wasn’t sure which way to turn. But turn I did. And just as I faced her, she pulled her sports bra over her head, revealing her perfect, petite breasts. Her tummy was flat and contoured, likely from a variety of abdominal exercises. A silver navel ring adorned her shapely belly that glistened like morning dew on a fresh spring leaf. Her toned arms were slightly tanned, sinewy and athletic. Looking strong and fit, she stood smiling at me. Then she abruptly dropped her shorts. Wearing no undergarments, she stood butt-naked in front of me. She smiled big, displaying pretty white teeth.

I must have been holding my breath, because when she turned and exposed her perfect, tramp-stamped ass to me, I exhaled audibly. Busying herself with her soaps and shampoos, her focus was momentarily distracted from me. I pulled water from my pack, and gulped greedily as my mouth had once again gone bone-dry. When I glanced her way again, she had disappeared, leaving a singular bottle of conditioner on the bench near her locker.

I was in a daze. Gazing at Autumn’s body had gotten me hotter than Georgia asphalt on a ninety-five degree day. I couldn’t get the ruby-redness and the thick folds of her labia that she had taunted me with in the weight-room mirror out of my mind. I stripped the sweaty sports bra from my body. My nipples were stiff, engorged with desire. I pulled out of my shorts and thong and kicked off my shoes. I was standing only in my socks when I heard Autumn’s voice from the shower.

“Damn! Hey, are you still out there, Jodi?”

I paused. “Y-yes,” I stuttered.

“I forgot my conditioner. Do you see it on the bench?” she inquired.

“Yeah. It’s out here. Do you want me to bring it to you?”

“Oh, thank you,” she said over the sound of the spraying water.

I kicked off my socks and grabbed the bottle of conditioner from the bench. Moving in slow motion, or at least it seemed that way, I headed toward the shower stall that Autumn occupied. The curtain was closed and I stopped abruptly, not sure how to proceed. I didn’t hear the normal sounds of sloshing around in the shower. I stood and listened for what seemed like minutes. Then I heard a whimper, followed by a low moan. A louder moan ensued, causing my mind to race. Surely she wasn’t. But when I considered that she had just exposed herself to the entire gym, it was undeniable that the hot-bodied Autumn was a bold exhibitionist.

My arm reached up to pull the curtain back and just as I grabbed the plastic barrier between Autumn and me, I heard her moan yet again. My heart raced and I paused again. Then I heard her cry out.

“Ah! Oh! Aaahhh! FUCK!” she exclaimed.

I pulled the curtain. Autumn was facing me with her back against the wall of the shower stall. Water sprayed between us, but it didn’t obscure my view. Her hips were jutted out as she stood on her tip-toes. Autumn’s left hand held her right breast as she tweaked her hard nipple. Her right hand was wedged between her legs, two long fingers embedded inside her pussy as her thumb drummed her clit. Her face was twisted into an agonizing look of ecstasy. Our eyes locked again as she continued to masturbate. I was frozen in place, staring at the beautiful specimen before me. She began to stroke herself faster, then frantically. I thought she would explode in orgasmic bliss within seconds, but she surprised me.

Reluctantly, she pulled her fingers from her depths and panted, staring straight into my eyes—her act unfinished. I saw my arm shoot out as I offered the bottle of conditioner to her. She reached out past the bottle, grabbing my wrist firmly. I stumbled into the shower almost slipping on the slick floor as I was pulled forward. The bottle of conditioner fell from my hand and bounced several times before settling upright in the far corner of the stall.

Our bodies converged, my larger breasts pushing into hers as the warm water soaked us both. I grabbed her hips—partially in lust but also in an effort to steady myself. Her hungry mouth met mine. We kissed feverishly, her tongue darting past my lips, exploring my mouth. I felt her smooth, slick legs straddling my upper, right thigh—her meaty lips rubbing my flesh. Autumn pressed closer into me, riding my leg frantically up and down with desperate strokes.

“Oh, FUCK!” she bellowed in my ear, as her mouth separated from mine. “OH! FUCK!” she screamed again.

She quieted but her manic pounding of my leg continued at a faster pace, the feel of her warm pussy on my leg causing a low rumble of desire deep within me. My pussy was drenched—not so much from the water, but from my own juices gushing from my sex. Her head flung back as the first wave of orgasm shot through her. Her cum face twisted with a tortured look as the paroxysms of climax overwhelmed her. I suddenly felt my upper thigh turn hot and sticky. I was so turned on that I could hardly breathe—the heat and steam from the shower unhelpful to my condition. Nevertheless, I had a singular mission. I pressed Autumn into the corner of the shower and knelt between her legs. I reached under her thighs, and then pressed my mouth to her quivering pussy. Her taste was sweet and tangy as I lapped at her nectar. Starting my tongue at the bottom of her slit, I licked through the luscious folds of her labia until I found her engorged clit.

“Yes! Yes!” she panted, as my rigid tongue flicked her swollen bud.

I made several quick vertical strokes before pressing my face firmly into her yummy twat and administering small hard circles to her clit. She began to writhe and gyrate as I did my best to maintain pressure. Her juices began to soak my face with gooey sweetness, and her scent was making me hotter and hotter.

“I’m gonna cum,” she whispered. Then she repeated it over and over, each proclamation louder than the former until she was almost screaming again.

“Oh, Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she yelled.

Her whole body suddenly began to shake, and I felt her grab the back of my head as she literally humped my face.

“Aaahhh…aaahhh,” she moaned, before releasing a feral cry as her juices flowed from between her legs.

I continued to lick her—savor her—until she was whimpering, her tortured pussy unable to take one more stroke. I stood in the cooling water and kissed her deeply, letting her taste the fruits of her desire. Minutes went by before we untangled, giggling like schoolgirls.

She dried herself with a towel hanging just outside the stall, and I finished my shower as she fetched a towel for me.

Autumn gazed at me with a devilish grin. “Your turn,” she purred.

I looked around and located the unoccupied sauna. “Let’s go in there,” I said, pointing down a narrow passage to the familiar cedar doors.

She grabbed my arm and tugged me along. When we reached the door, I stopped.

“Wait!” I said. “I have an idea.”

I hustled back down the passage and grabbed the yellow “out-of-service” floor sign and scrambled back to Autumn. I placed the sign a few feet in front of the sauna, and we slipped inside the cozy confines of the chamber. The room was slightly warm, but it probably hadn’t been used in hours, so it was comfortable warmth. Autumn slipped out of her towel and mischievously tugged mine from my body. She laid them out on the lower bench and directed me to lie on them. The wide seat was perfectly accommodating for our intended frolicking, and Autumn easily moved in between my spread legs. She reached under my thick thighs and I heard her sigh.

“You have such a hot body, Jodi. I’ve wanted this since I first saw you.”

She lifted my legs into the air and pushed them back, allowing unabated access to my sex. She took in the close-up of my Brazilian Bush Wax—the newest fad for girls who wanted pubic hair up top, but a smooth hairless slit below. I had read that pubic hair trapped arousing pheromones for interested parties, and I hoped Autumn would find my scent enticing. I wasn’t disappointed. She nestled her nose into my pubic hair and inhaled. I watched her breathe in my musk, her eyelids closing halfway as she did. I felt her shiver as she held me in her grasp. Her muscular, athletic arms looked sexy as hell holding my legs in the air. My pussy was totally exposed, completely available to her wildest desires. I felt my juices flowing steadily, further moistening my already soggy slit.

Autumn teased me; vertical licks to my skin narrowly avoiding my glistening labia. She ran her tongue through my hair, just inches north of my clit. It was my turn to shiver. After moments of her tantalizing strokes, she got down to business. I was grateful, knowing I could hardly take another second of her teasing. She ran the flat of her long, thick tongue over my lips as I quivered in delight.

“Oh, Jodi!” she breathed. “You taste so good.”

“Fuck me!” I pleaded.

Autumn ran her tongue over my asshole and giggled. All I could do was sigh, and beg again. “Please, fuck me with your tongue, Autumn.”

She lifted her tongue from my puckered asshole and made small circles at the bottom of my slit. I nearly screamed. Then she ran her tongue upwards through the corrugated folds of my pussy, pulling back just before she found my clit. I couldn’t take anymore. I reached through my raised legs and grabbed her on both sides of her head. Pulling her face into my drenched vagina, I began to grind against her. She coiled her tongue and rammed it inside my hole as her nose connected with my clit. My body shook uncontrollably. I was quaking in desire. She probed me incessantly, her tongue reaching the sensitive tissue inside my twat. Finally, she pulled back and ran her remarkable tongue over my clit. I bucked and shook. My head flew back as her rapid-fire strokes tortured my inflamed bud. Suddenly, there was nothing in my universe but my clamoring pussy and Autumn’s wonderful mouth.

The world centered on my throbbing cunt. It was as if I were standing on a train track, looking into the distance, the faint rumble of the train from afar announcing its approach. Similarly, the rumble centering in my body was distant but powerful. Then the train came into view—bold, massive, unrelenting. Autumn swirled her tongue in tight circles on my throbbing clit. I was nearing the point of no return, like the unstoppable train approaching with a screeching roar. I lost total control. I’m not sure how loudly I screamed, but I bet it was comparable to a deafening train whistle, shrill and inhuman. My orgasm seemed to last minutes, wave after wave of climax encompassing my body as I trembled in the grasp of my new lover. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful. Then mercifully, I began to settle into the fog of post-orgasmic bliss. I exhaled and glanced between my legs at Autumn, who eagerly continued to lap at my juices. Her face dripped with my cum, my love nectar glistening from her brow to her chin. Easing my aching legs down, she slithered up my body. Clear bands of my sticky cum stretched from my crotch to her chin until they popped from her face as she moved up my frame. Her lips found mine and we shared a long soulful kiss, her mouth sweet with my desire. I reached around her ass and found her dripping slit. Two of my fingers slid easily inside her as she moaned her approval. We continued kissing as I finger fucked her, gliding my digits around her slickened depths with ease. Autumn began humping my hand as I slipped a third finger inside of her. She gasped, and then began humping my hand with increased vigor, gyrating, moaning, and sighing with heightened arousal.

I could hear my hand sloshing inside of her wet cunt as she began to pant in my ear.

“Fuck, Jodi! Oh fuck!” she exclaimed.

“Cum for me, baby,” I whispered in her ear. “Cum all over my wet fingers!”

The intensity of her gyrations became so magnified that I feared she might injure herself. Her head began to flail in no specific direction or pattern, and quick spasms of her arms and legs appeared epileptic. Her eyelids fluttered and her mouth opened wide just before an animalistic scream echoed through the balmy chamber we had used for our clandestine tryst. Her cries bounced off the walls as her body bounced all over mine. I continued to drive my hand into her soaking snatch, the heat emanating from her body like from a stoked campfire.

Autumn pushed up on all fours and rode my hand home. She was almost sobbing with ecstasy, as her body released the first wave of orgasm.

“I’m fucking CUMMING!” she screeched. “Oh fuck!”

She let out a string of expletives that would make a hooker blush, as hot juice exploded from her wondrous cavern. Her nectar ran from her pussy down my arm. Her juices accumulated at my elbow and dripped in little droplets, soaking the towel that covered the cedar bench. Beaded sweat covered her pretty face as she panted and finally fell on me in a heap. I felt her racing heartbeat as our breasts squished against each other—a hard insistent throb. Our wet pussies melded as one, my pubic hair sticky with our combined cum. We maintained this position for a spell, recovering from the unexpected, mind-blowing sex we had shared. After some time, Autumn peeled herself from me and stood—unsteadily at first, woozy from the spirited lovemaking. Once she gathered herself, she giggled and stretched her hand to me. Wrapping our dripping towels around our respective bodies, we exited the sauna. Stepping around the undisturbed floor sign that protected us from intrusion, we made our way back to the shower. We stepped into the stall together and I bent and reached to the corner.

Plucking the bottle from the floor, I said, “I found your conditioner, Autumn.”

We both laughed loudly, and then I stepped into the neighboring stall, deciding that showering solo would be the only way I’d actually complete the task!


Chapter 3

Autumn and I went our separate ways after getting cleaned up. Figuring I’d gotten enough exercise for one day, I slowly strolled back to my dorm room. My muscles were a little sore from the day’s activities anyway. As I walked, I charted the remainder of my day. I needed to study for a few hours and the solitude of a private dorm room—I had earned some extra money over the summer to facilitate that—would allow me the opportunity. Plus, I needed a nap. The sex with Autumn had energized me initially, but I was crashing from the adrenaline rush from my afternoon delight!

Autumn and I had traded contacts, including our respective dorm numbers, and we decided to hang out during the evening. When I returned to my place, I hit the books. Figuring to get the most unpleasant tasks removed from my things-to-do list first, I plopped down with my Calculus homework. I followed that with about a half hour of Chemistry, and then finished with forty-five minutes of American Lit.

Following my homework, I spiffed up my room a bit so that it looked presentable for my nighttime visitor. After that, I spent some time grooming my pubic area—a recent wax on the lower region had remedied any issues there, but I demanded that the hair I kept above remain properly groomed. I did my nails and then slipped out to grab a little lunch and pick up a few items for the evening—Autumn had promised to bring a bottle of wine for our Friday night.

I passed the chubby girl who occupied the room next to mine—I had yet to meet her roommate—and smiled pleasantly at her.

She smiled back and gave me a little wave as she scurried into her dorm room. She had seemed a little shy, and we had yet to hang out. I wasn’t sure she even wanted to. A few of my friends had rooms on the floor below mine, but I wasn’t particularly close to the girls on my floor.

Dusk had settled in by the time I returned from my errands. As I approached my building, I saw a familiar figure emerge from the shadows of the large pines separating my dorm from the adjacent building. I greeted Autumn cheerfully, and briefly squeezed her hand as she strolled alongside of me. She carried a bag over her shoulder that bulged with several items, one looking to be a large bottle of white wine. My curiosity was suddenly sparked about the other items in her bag.

When we reached my dorm room, I unlocked the door and Autumn followed me inside. She pulled the bottle of wine from the bag and handed it to me. I reached for the bag trying to peek inside, but Autumn playfully swatted my hand and said, “Later, Jodi.”

Now I was really curious. I set the snacks and cups I had procured on the bed and moved back toward my new lover, still holding the wine. She tossed her bag behind her as I slid into her arms. We shared a long, wet kiss. I ran my free hand over her firm ass. She wore yoga pants that accentuated her desirable assets, and I could feel every ripple of her tight ass through the sheer material. I had chosen a pair of short-shorts that were plenty snug, hoping to entice Autumn into a repeat performance of our hot, afternoon lovemaking session. After a few minutes of heavy petting—enough to cause a significant twitch in my moistening vagina—she pushed back from me and smiled.

“Pour some wine for us, Jodi,” she instructed.

I moved back to the bed and located the small stack of plastic cups I’d purchased and pulled two from the wrapper. Pouring the wine into the cheap receptacles, I glanced at Autumn who had busied herself stowing her bag under my desk.

She gave me an admonishing look. “No peeking, Jodi!” she scolded, a mischievous grin spanning her face.

I gave her a coy look, and then glanced at the mysterious bag. “Just one little peek?” I pleaded, brushing up against her as I handed the wine to her.

“NO!” she said firmly, but still grinning. “You can wait a little while.”

We sipped wine and chatted idly about the similarities and differences between our rooms, classes we were taking, and about our hometowns. I discovered that Autumn was from Memphis, was a year older than me—a junior—and was majoring in Political Science. She had aspirations of going to law school after completing her undergraduate studies. She had played volleyball and been a member of the track team in high school.

“What about you, Jodi?” she asked.

I told her about my high school gymnastics career, a little about my family, and a few other tidbits that seemed pretty mundane to me. Nevertheless she seemed to take an interest in my monologue and listened intently while I spoke.

“How about some more wine?” I asked.

“Yeah, that would be nice,” she said, polishing off the remainder in her cup before handing it to me.

I poured more for each of us, and returned to the bed where I sat closer to her than before. We each took a few good slugs of our wine, the alcohol beginning to loosen us both up.

“So what do you want to do?” I asked sheepishly. I rubbed my bare foot along her leg as I spoke.

“Probably the same thing you want to do, Jodi.”

I took the almost empty cups and set them on my little nightstand. I pulled her down so that she was on top of me. I took her in. She was a beautiful girl. Fit and athletic like me, she was thin and angular where I was thick and curvy—a yin to my yang. Her full lips met mine in a soft and delicious kiss. Her body, while rippled and hard, maintained a certain level of femininity. Lying on top of me, I realized she fit the contours of my body like a glove.

As our kisses became more fervent, we commenced to grind our crotches together. I could feel Autumn’s prominent pussy lips through the thin material of her yoga pants. I ran my hands along her hard and muscular thighs and heard myself release a soft moan. Grabbing her butt in both hands, I pushed her into me. The pressure on my now throbbing clit was sending shivers through my body. Autumn kissed my neck and I sighed audibly. She continued with licks under my ears, as she pulled my torso off the bed. Smoothly, she pulled my T-shirt over my head, removed my bra, and had me half-naked in the wink of an eye.

“You have perfect tits, Jodi,” she breathed, as she took an erect nipple into her mouth. “I could kiss them all night long.”

“I’ll let you,” I panted, placing my hand on the back of her head and encouraging her to increase the pressure.

The juices in my pussy were flowing freely now. I felt the hot and wonderful stickiness building below. And as if Autumn read my mind, she placed a cupped hand on my sex. I arched my back as she rubbed my cunt, her mouth continuing its assault on my tit.

Then she lifted my butt off the bed, her toned and corded arms making my heart skip a beat. She removed my shorts and thong in one quick sweep.

“Stay there,” she commanded, as she stood and walked to her bag.

A void rushed through me. She had brought me to the brink of heightened arousal, but had now decided to delay my ecstasy. I popped my head up on a pillow and watched her. She glanced at me and laughed at my confusion as she removed a hotplate from her bag, set it on my desk, and plugged it into the outlet. Removing two mugs, herbal tea, and bottled water, she proceeded to make tea. While the water warmed on the hot plate, she extracted a Tupperware container and opened the top.

“How about a cookie, Jodi?”

“What the fuck?” I said.

She laughed and walked toward me, extending the Tupperware container as she approached.

“Be careful with these,” she said.

I glanced at her offering, still steaming with arousal and not remotely interested in a cookie.

“What is this?” I asked. “Your pussy seems much more appealing to me than these cookies.” I waved my hand in frustration.

“Try one, Jodi.”

“What are they? Chocolate chip?”

“They appear to be, yes. But they have a secret ingredient.”

“What?” I asked.

She smiled deviously. “Weed.”

I was aghast. I had smoked pot fewer than a half dozen times with mixed reviews. On several occasions it had been fun—silly and absurd, but fun. But twice, I had overdone it, I guess, and found myself nervous and paranoid—anxious to have the effects wear off.

“I don’t know,” I said, suddenly curious as to what this odd creature had in store for me, but equally nervous.

“Eat about half a cookie to start,” she said. “See how you like it.”

Autumn munched an entire cookie, broke another in half and tossed it to me.

I laughed. “Okay, but you’ll have to take care of me if this backfires.”

She licked her lips—I could see a little chocolate on her tongue. “Oh, I’ll take good care of you, baby!”

I ate the partial cookie, noticing a slight earthy taste as I chomped it down.

“Are we having tea with our cookies?” I purred, as I polished off the last parcel of the treat Autumn had provided.

She turned and glanced at the mugs on the hot plate. “Almost ready,” she chirped.

“When do we feel the effects of the cookie?” I asked.

“It has to digest…first effects at twenty minutes, maybe. Full effects around forty-five minutes.”

Autumn stripped out of her clothing, displaying her fine ass as she popped two tea bags into each mug. Then abruptly she flew across the room and sprung on me. Our naked bodies entangled and soon I was as aroused as before. Our lips met hungrily, the fresh taste of chocolate mixing on our tongues. I felt the dewy folds of my pussy moistening further, and I longed to be touched there. Autumn slid down to my breasts, resuming her kisses and causing me to sigh with delight. She rubbed her torso against my damp flesh below, causing a fire to rage within me. She teased for quite a spell, building my arousal to heights I could barely stand.

Then, as abruptly as she’d done before, Autumn climbed from the bed and darted across the room. I was left on the bed, writhing with unfulfilled desire and frustration. I watched as she steeped the tea bags for several moments, the steam rising seductively from the mugs like a genie from a bottle. She turned the hot plate to a lower setting, left one of the mugs on the surface, and sipped carefully at the steaming brew in her hand.

“None for me?” I asked incredulously.

Autumn grinned devilishly again. “Oh, Jodi, you’ll get yours.”

She took several sips of the tea, placed the mug close by on the windowsill next to my bed, and dove between my legs. The feel of her steaming tongue on my sex sent ripples of pleasure through my loins. Now I understood.

“Holy fuck! That feels good!” I exclaimed as Autumn lapped at my pussy, avoiding my clit with her hot tongue. She licked the intricate folds of my labia, breathing hot breath on my sex, and causing every nerve in my body to tingle. She gave my clit a few flicks with her tongue that almost sent me through the roof.

Suddenly, to my dismay, she popped her head up and took several sips from the still-steaming tea. Before I could protest, her tongue once again connected with my flesh. This time her fiery mouth went directly to my clit. The sensation was overwhelming. I bucked and kicked, thrashed and arched my back, seemingly all in one movement. I immediately felt the rumble deep in my belly as the familiar rush of ecstasy swept through every fiber of my tortured pussy. The sensation was deep and powerful, like a rush of water gushing through a coiled garden hose. I felt almost removed from my body, as if I were watching the hose fatten with unrelenting force and power—a maddening anticipation building until the gush of water burst through the spout, sending me into crazed paroxysms of lust and desire. My frame shook and shivered as the initial orgasm took over my body. Autumn’s tongue pressed feverishly into my soaking cunt, my mind devoid of any thought except for the overwhelming pleasure centered in my vagina. Then another wave of sensation consumed me, as I creamed my lover’s face with an explosion of copious love nectar.

I nearly lost consciousness, as the pleasure between my legs was almost unbearable. I climaxed countless times, one after another until I could take no more. When I came to my senses, Autumn was straddling me, my juices dripping from her chin. I reached for her and pulled her down. We kissed passionately, my cum, mixed with the pleasant herbal tea, tasted divine as my tongue explored her mouth. We kissed for several minutes, and then she dismounted. She sashayed to my desk, where the second mug of tea simmered patiently on the hot plate.

Returning with the mug, she chirped, “My turn!”

Still panting and trying to recover, I sat up and took the hot beverage from my lover. My hands trembled, but after a few deep breaths I managed to steady them.

Then it hit me. My head felt like a balloon. I felt giddy and pleasantly light-headed. It was a different vertigo from post-coitus frolicking. It had to be the dope-laden cookie Autumn had fed me. She smiled at me knowingly, and I grinned back at her lustily. I’d had sex with an old boyfriend once when I was high, but had yet to experience it with a woman. Suddenly I was wickedly horny, yet calm and singularly focused.

I took a sip of hot tea, set the mug on my nightstand, and pulled Autumn down again. I rolled her over, taking control of this hot-bodied freak in my bed. I planted my mouth on her perky little tits, nibbling and squeezing her erect nipples with my lips. She moaned loudly, causing me to emit a small giggle. I recovered quickly and commenced my tongue-lashing. I moved down her washboard stomach, and swirled my tongue inside of her navel.

“OH FUCK!” she yelled.

I raised my head, giggling again as I tried to quiet her. I had neighbors all around, and the dorm-room walls were pretty thin.

“Autumn,” I whispered. “People will hear you. Try to keep it down, sweetie.”

Her only response was to push my head south and to pant like a dog in heat.

Instead of immediately complying, I reciprocated her routine from earlier. I grabbed the mug of tea from the nightstand and swirled the hot beverage around my mouth for several seconds before swallowing. Then I dove straight to her gorgeous pussy. The cannabis seemed to enhance the sensation for me—I can’t say that I wanted to get high before sex every time now, but the novelty of it was incredibly enticing. But whether it was the weed or the reality of the situation I can’t say for certain, but her ruby-red lips seemed even fuller, richer, and heavier than earlier in the day. The hot scent of her filled me with desire as I ran my tongue slowly through the thick folds of her fiery pussy. Her juices were sweeter, warmer, and more viscous than I remembered from earlier—each sensation with every tongue stroke heightened the experience for me exponentially. I used my fingers to open her up farther, exposing her throbbing clit. I gazed at it in wonder. Her bud was engorged and simply an object of beauty for me. I managed to see my tongue connect with her clit on the initial contact.

“HOLY FUCK!” she screamed, even louder than before.

But I was absorbed in the moment and the world had closed down for me—nothing existed except for the hot flicks of my tongue over Autumn’s clit.

“Don’t stop, Jodi!” she bellowed. “Fuck me, baby.”

I was dialed in completely now—heading for home. I flicked her pussy with rapid-fire strokes. Her back arched and she grabbed the sides of my head, somehow pushing me into her but pulling my hair simultaneously. My face was embedded in her sex. She writhed and moaned, emitting profanity-laden screams as I lapped vigorously at her pussy. My face was a sticky, hot mess. I didn’t mind—her taste was delicious and I couldn’t get enough.

“Aaahhhh! OH MY GOD! AAAHHHH!” she wailed as climax gripped her relentlessly.

She ceased screaming and began panting, and that’s when I heard the loud bang on the wall.

“SHUT! UP!” a strange voice beyond the wall screamed. It didn’t fit the chubby girl…I thought I detected a little accent, but I couldn’t be sure. Perhaps the yet unseen roommate was not entertained by our performance.

As Autumn recovered from her mind-numbing orgasm, she began to laugh…and not quietly either. And another bang on the wall did nothing to alter her laughter.

“THAT’S ENOUGH!” the odd voice scolded belligerently. “Put your dick in her mouth.”

Now we both were laughing, and we couldn’t stop.

“YOU ARE NOT FUNNY!” The voice blared.

I got my laughter under control, but Autumn was still in hysterics…I think the allusion to dick absolutely set her off. I jumped on her and covered her mouth with my hand.

“Hush!” I giggled softly.

She stared at me and her face changed. I removed my hand and planted my lips on her mouth. We kissed passionately, yet quietly. When I lifted my lips from her and raised my head, a devilish grin crossed her countenance. She funneled her hands, turned her head to face the wall, and proceeded to yell as loudly as before.

“OH FUCK! OH FUCK! OH FUCK!”

I glared at her, but couldn’t completely wipe the smile from my face. Initially, there was no response from beyond the wall. But within several seconds, we heard a door slam and clomping in the hall. We both turned silent and held our breath. The first loud bang on the door caused me to nearly jump out of my skin. We waited…then another more insistent bang followed.

I pulled Autumn from the bed and whisked her into my closet, placing a solitary finger over my lips as I did. I grabbed a towel from my nightstand and wiped my face. Quickly slipping into my shorts and T-shirt, I composed myself as well as I could.

Taking a deep breath, I opened the door. At first I saw nothing. But as I shifted my eyes downward, I noticed the girl. An elfin figure stood before me. I can’t imagine that she was five-feet tall, and I doubt she weighed more than ninety pounds. She was light-skinned with a snowy mane of hair pulled back into a ponytail. Thick, exquisitely manicured eyebrows looked like ice. Sparkling and piercing blue eyes pinned me with their gaze. She looked almost like a child. Pink, pouty lips and a cute, little nose were centered perfectly on her face. She wore no makeup that I could tell, and a turquoise ring was the only jewelry she sported.

“Miss,” she said formally. “I am studying, and you are being extremely loud.” Her voice, light and lilting, betrayed the severe look clouding her face, and I considered once again if I detected a slight accent.

She shifted slowly to the side, trying to peek around me. I shifted with her, not knowing what antics Autumn might be up to behind me.

She huffed. “You and your boyfriend should be more considerate,” she admonished. “Please do not disturb me again this evening, or I will be forced to report you.”

With that, she turned and scampered back to her dorm room.

I watched until the uptight, but pretty little thing disappeared into her room. I exhaled, closed the door, and stood with my head against the sill, trying to recover from the confrontation with my diminutive neighbor.

“Aaahhh …” I heard from behind me.

Autumn had emerged from the closet—she probably spent all of ten seconds in there if I had to guess—and was lying on my bed naked, feet in the air and a jack rabbit vibrator slithering between her legs.

I started laughing again, partially because of her boldness but also because of the goofy grin covering her face.

“W-w-wanna play?” she stuttered, as she feverishly worked the toy in and out of her dripping slit.

I shook my head and went to her. “YOU! HAVE! TO! BE! QUIET!” I said.

Autumn gave me a pouty face and nodded as if she were a little child, promising to behave. I wasn’t convinced.

The weed still had me a little giggly, but the tiny figure at my door had been somewhat sobering. Nevertheless, watching the toy slide inside of Autumn and hearing her wet pussy slurping and sloshing had me hot-in-the-bother. The low hum of the jack rabbit luring me in, I moved between her legs and took the device from her hand. She lay back and sighed. I wedged my head toward her pussy as I began to work the dildo. I teased her with the clitoral stimulator as I pushed and pulled the device. Her thick cream began to cover the shaft of the fuck stick, confirming her arousal…as if it needed confirmation. I pulled the toy almost completely from her twat and noticed it was the kind with the rotating head, designed for G-spot stimulation. I worked the fake cock back inside of her, toying, teasing, torturing her. She began to shake and writhe. Her eyelids closed halfway, and her head flew back as she began to gyrate on the toy.

“I’m gonna cum, Jodi. I’M GONNA CUM! OH MY GOD!” she hissed, but thankfully kept her voice low.

She bucked and arched and panted. Still riding the toy with spirited enthusiasm, she reached for a pillow and crammed it into her face. Grateful that she had muffled her scream, I returned my focus to her abused cunt. I worked the jack rabbit faster as she thrashed around my bed. I desperately wanted to watch her exotic expressions as she came, but I knew removing the pillow from her face would be folly. When she began to calm and the pillow fell from her grasp, I removed the dildo and planted my mouth on her dripping snatch. The first flick of my tongue across her sensitive flesh caused her to shudder. She tried to pull away from me, but I used my strength to hold her in place. I relished the idea of making her pay for her transgressions earlier and causing me to have to deal with the tiny twit from next door. She tried to bounce me off of her, but I squeezed my arms around her thighs and rode the waves of this bucking bronco until she cried mercy.

“Jodi, stop!” she breathed.

“Uh-uh,” I managed, my face still planted on her pussy.

“Oh God, I need a break,” she pleaded. “Just a few seconds? PLEAZE!”

“No,” I said, in a garbled voice.

She grabbed my hair firmly and tried to pull me off, but I managed to snake both of my hands up and grab her wrists. I had her in an awkward hold. She was surprisingly strong, but her strength didn’t match mine. I spent plenty of time in the weight room too, and I simply had considerably more girth than she did. I overpowered her.

I got my tongue on her clit and began to administer wicked flicks to her sex. She tensed mightily, emitted a short shriek that was probably heard next door, and began whimpering. But soon she relaxed and began gyrating her hips again. I released her hands and she reached for the pillow. Her clit was as swollen as I had seen. I gripped her nub between my lips and pulled and nibbled her. I could hear her cry out under the pillow. Sucking on her engorged bud, I continued my assault. Autumn’s hands flew from the pillow and beat the mattress before returning once again to secure the pillow over her face. Her cunt was dripping wet, a soggy mess. I lapped at her greedily, savoring the warm, sweet stickiness of her juices.

Lifting the pillow a few inches from her face, Autumn whispered, “Jodi, I’m going to cum again. I’M GONNA CUM ON YOUR PRETTY FACE!”

Her face was sweaty, and strands of her lovely, auburn hair stuck to her forehead and cheeks. I took one last look at her twisted and grimacing countenance before returning my focus to her honey pot.

I figured she had planted the pillow back over her face, because the muffled screams resumed. Then her entire body began to thrash and buck again as I felt a warm, wet gush drench my face. I held on tightly to her, thinking if I let go that I might possibly suffer an inadvertent injury as she writhed uncontrollably.

I licked her until she began to quiet, gradually loosening my grip. She removed the pillow from her face. Her breathing was labored, as if she’d just sprinted a mile on a hot day.

“Holy fuck,” she breathed. “That was insane, Jodi. You screwed me senseless.”

She panted a bit more, and I sensed she was thirsty. I snagged a bottle of water, removed the cap, and brought her a cool drink. She sat up and gulped greedily, consuming almost half the water before returning it to me and slumping back on the bed. I drank the remainder of the water, then slipped into the bed, spooning my new lover. We both fell asleep shortly and didn’t stir until Saturday morning sun shone through my dorm window.


Chapter 4

Autumn and I spent Saturday together. We went to the gym and worked out, although we had to skip any locker room antics this time around. A number of coeds bustled about the facility during their Saturday workout, and there simply wasn’t an opportunity for a little steamy, sauna sex. We did, however, make it back to Autumn’s dorm for a change of scenery. But in all honesty, little was changed in regard to scenery—mostly our respective faces were buried in each other’s pussies.

I left her on Saturday night. She was going on a planned trip to Jackson, Mississippi with her Political Science class early Sunday morning—something to do with meeting state legislators and observing operatives inside the political arena. Truth was, I needed to get some studying done, but with Autumn around, I studied little other than her body.

I spent two hours with my head in the books, completing most of what I needed for Monday’s classes. Before going to bed, I couldn’t resist texting with Autumn a bit. But ultimately, we cut it short. She needed to rise early, and therefore required a good night’s sleep. I showered, brushed my teeth, and climbed into bed. I slept until almost 11 a.m. on Sunday morning…boy did I need the rest. I did some laundry, regrettably washing Autumn’s scent from my sheets. But I preferred clean: clean sheets, clean clothes, and especially a clean body. I spent about forty-five minutes straightening my room, and was just finishing, when there was a knock on my door. I wasn’t expecting company, but in a college dorm one never knew.

I flung open the door and the chubby girl from next door was standing in the hallway. Considering the previous encounter I’d endured with her bitchy roommate, a moment of apprehension consumed me. But her easy-going smile quickly disarmed me, and I smiled back.

“Hi!” she said brightly. “I’m Candice…the girl from next door.”

“Hi,” I said cautiously. “I’m Jodi.”

She held out her hand for a formal handshake, and I accommodated her by extending mine.

“Uh…um, I came by to …” she said, trailing off and looking toward her room nervously.

I pulled the door open wider and invited her inside. She smiled with relief and quickly slipped into my room.

“Look,” she said. “My roommate is a little hard core. I’m sorry about how Ingrid reacted the other night. I don’t want to be on bad terms with the other girls in the building.”

I laughed and blushed a little. “Well, Ingrid was a bit overwhelming,” I said. “But thanks, Candice.”

She stood there wringing her hands for a moment, and then she glanced around my recently spiffed-up room.

“You have a nice room, Jodi. Is this a private dorm room?

“It is,” I answered. “I saved some money from my summer job. I managed to talk my parents into paying half of the extra cost since I made good grades last semester.”

She smiled again but said nothing. I pulled out the chair from my desk and offered her a seat. She accepted and I sat on the bed facing her.

Candice was a pretty girl. She had straight, shoulder-length, honey-colored hair, full cupid lips, symmetrical features, and a cute smile. She wore shorts, exposing smooth, thick legs tapering to sturdy ankles. As she sat, I noticed a little outward wave to her belly under a fitted shirt that exposed an extremely ample bosom. She was curvy with a moderate complexion. Among her most striking features were thick, dark eyebrows that were incongruous with the rest of her features, yet not unappealing. In fact, as I studied her face I found her quite striking.

We chatted about her hometown—Macon, Georgia—and she said she was still trying to determine a major, but she was leaning toward Biology, and perhaps going to medical school in the future. I told her about my family in Birmingham and a little about high school. She was a pleasant and engaging young lady, and I found myself enjoying our conversation. Noticing the bevy of snacks and drinks on my desk, I offered her a drink.

“I have water, herbal tea, or some wine if you’re interested,” I said.

Candice scrunched up her nose when I mentioned the wine as if she were considering it. Ultimately, she decided against it.

“Perhaps some tea would be nice, Jodi…if it’s not too much trouble.”

“Of course not,” I replied, and stood to fix the brew using the hot plate Autumn had left behind. After several minutes of heating and steeping the tea, we took mugs back to where we were sitting. Suddenly, my phone jangled from the nightstand. I stood again and stepped over to retrieve it. The caller ID displayed a familiar name, so I figured I should take the call.

“Candice, hang on a second while I take this. It’s my mom. Help yourself to some snacks over there,” I said, waving toward the desk. “I won’t be a minute.”

I turned my back as Candice surveyed the goodies. I heard rustling as she moved the bags around, searching for something of interest to her. I finished my conversation with my mom, and turned back to my new acquaintance. Then I froze in place.

Candice sat on the chair again, sipping tea and gnawing the last bit of a very large cookie from the Tupperware container Autumn had supplied. I had completely forgotten about it. I vaguely remembered shoving the plastic receptacle under the chips and other items as I hastily did my cleaning earlier in the day.

“These are really good, Jodi,” she said. “Did you bake them?”

“Uh…well…uh, no,” I stammered. “Um…a friend gave them to me.”

I stood paralyzed; knowing that what was done couldn’t be undone. This girl who had just turned down the wine, was going to be higher than a kite in a short time. I plopped back onto the bed and looked at her. We continued making small talk and soon she was blinking her eyes and giggling a bit.

“Would you like some more tea, Candice?” I asked.

“Sure, Jodi. Thank you,” she said.

I got up to prepare another cup for her, trying to think fast about how to handle a stoned girl in my room who didn’t even realize she was stoned. With my back to her, I fussed with water, mugs, and tea bags. Finally, I decided I could do only one thing: play it by ear and see what unfolded. I silently cursed Autumn for bringing the darned things into my room. I decided against telling the girl what she’d ingested; I liked her and didn’t want her freaked out. I resolved to simply hang with her through the afternoon and see her through it.

When I turned back, Candice was bent over with her head in her hands, causing me to panic a bit. But then she threw her head back and laughed.

“I don’t know what’s gotten into me, but I feel really light-headed and goofy.”

She stood and wobbled a bit and I reached for her. I guided her to my bed.

“Maybe you should lie down for a minute. I’ll have your tea for you in a just a sec,” I told her.

“You’re sweet, Jodi,” she said. Then she giggled again.

I got her settled in the bed, lying on her side, and sat down on the edge. I stroked her head. “You’ll be okay, I’m sure,” I said. “Just lie back and relax.”

Her hair was silky and luxuriant, and I enjoyed the feel of it in my hand as I soothed her. She sighed and touched my hand as I continued petting her. I looked her over. Her body reminded me of seductive pictures from previous eras—erotic renderings of curvy women. I placed another hand on the swell of her hip and rubbed her through her shorts. She sighed again and smiled. Her tongue involuntarily moved over her luscious lips, and I felt familiar stirrings in my pussy. I took a good look at her ass. It was big, but not flabby…perhaps slightly jiggly, but in a sexy way. I peeked at her face and her eyes were closed, so I risked a look at her big tits. Her massive boobs nearly spilled from her low-cut shirt. Her tits were about the size of Autumn’s ass, and equally sensual in my eyes.

I continued to lovingly stroke her hair with one hand as I let the other move a little lower. She shivered slightly when my hand drifted off the fabric of her shorts where her ass and legs met. I quivered at the buttery feel of her smooth flesh and felt my pussy moisten. She giggled again and I glanced at her face. Her eyelids fluttered and opened halfway for a moment before closing again.

“Feels nice,” she whispered and smiled again.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I feel…feel…uh, really good.”

I kept rubbing her and she kept sighing. I began running my hand along the length of her upper leg. She released a stuttered breath and goose bumps appeared on her silky thighs. I thought back to an old movie I’d seen with some friends in high school: Animal House with Jim Belushi. It was the scene where the angel and devil popped up on the guy’s opposite shoulders.

“Fuck her” the devil said, while the angel admonished the boy for impure thoughts.

Candice reached out with a hand and patted my bare leg. I boldly took action. Facing her, I rolled into my bed in the vacant spot alongside of her. She opened her eyes as I continued to run my hands through her silky hair. A momentary look of alarm flashed through her eyes, but the burning curiosity that followed trumped it. Still she was uncertain.

“What are we doing, Jodi?” she breathed, the sweet smell of herbal tea and chocolate caressing my senses.

“Snuggling,” I said, and grinned devilishly at her.

Her eyes glazed over a bit, and I took the opportunity to press into her pillowy breasts while simultaneously brushing her lips gently with mine. She moaned but stiffened slightly, so I pressed my lips harder onto hers. She didn’t respond at first, but then she returned my kiss. We melted into each other, my hands searching her body lustily, absorbing her softness. She hesitantly wrapped her arms around me and began stroking my back. Our tongues met in a wet and passionate French kiss. I explored her, sucking her into me. I removed my tongue and kissed her again fully on the mouth, intoxicated by the puffy softness of her pouty lips. I felt the hard pebbles that were her nipples stiffen against my breasts, and I removed a hand from her curvy ass to tweak one with my fingers. She stretched her head back and moaned, granting me access to her neck.

“No, Jodi. This is wrong,” she panted.

But her protestations were weak, and I began nibbling her neck. “Doesn’t it feel good?” I whispered into her ear. “You really don’t want me to stop, do you?”

“Yes. No. Oh, God. I don’t know,” she breathed.

I fingered a nipple through her shirt, the bud growing in my fingers. I was amazed at its size. I could hardly wait to take it into my mouth and suck it, caress it with my tongue.

“Relax and enjoy this, Candice,” I said as my tongue swirled in her ear.

“H-have…have you done this before, Jodi?”

“Oh, yes. Many times. Let me love you,” I cooed.

I scooted down her neck to her chest and began plucking her nipples between my clinched lips. When her hands ran softly through my hair, I knew she would yield.

“I’m gonna make you feel so good,” I told her.

My hands reached inside of her shorts and rubbed her ass cheeks lovingly. I teased her with my fingernails, running the length of my digits close to her crack and then out again. Heat emanated from her loins and I imagined the dewy wetness of her secret garden.

I removed her shirt and deftly unhooked her bra before she could protest. Smooth, white melons sprung buoyantly into my face. I attached my lips to the biggest nipple I had ever seen. At least a half inch long and the diameter of a penny, her pink bud was a marvel. I grew ever hornier, my pussy now fully lubricated and aching for her touch. But I would see to her needs first.

I alternated back and forth between her fleshy mounds, flicking her nipples with my hot tongue. When I reached her navel, running a wet trail down her body, she stiffened at my forbidden approach.

“Relax and enjoy,” I whispered into her tummy.

I hooked my hands into her tight shorts and peeled them down to her knees. She wore a pink thong underneath, a line of moisture outlining the slit below. I used one hand to pull her shorts completely off while the other caressed her hip and upper thigh. I blew hot breath over her sex, and watched incredulously as she soaked her panties.

“Oh! My! God!” she cried.

I licked the outside of her thong, savoring her musky scent and the sweet taste of her sticky nectar. I slowly pulled her thong down, revealing a thick and beautiful patch of dark pubic hair that matched the color of her eyebrows. Her aroma was stronger now, thick, pungent, and heavenly. I inhaled deeply, taking in her scent. I blew hot breath once again over her pussy and she quivered. I could wait no longer. I ran my tongue inside of her pink petals, slickened with her desire, and she released an audible cry of lust and need. Her fluids were thick and gooey, warm and delicious. Like her nipples, Candice’s clit was bigger than normal—clearly, she had won the lottery in erectile tissue! When I ran my tongue over her large and engorged bud, she quivered again—her heavy thighs squeezing my head.

“Aaahhhh! Ooooohhhh-weeee,” she screamed, making me wonder if I’d get another visit from the little elf from next door.

I didn’t let it deter me, and I made no attempt to quiet Candice. Instead, I sucked her sex into my mouth. I had her clit secured between my lips while I used my tongue to swirl over the end of her rigid nub. Her pubic hair tickled my nose and her musky aroma delighted my olfactory senses. I got both hands on her plump ass, vigorously kneading her cheeks. She seemed almost as noisy as Autumn. Perhaps she was just as loud, but with her big thighs pressed firmly against my ears, my hearing was considerably impaired. But what the little twig from next door thought was of little concern at the moment. Getting this juicy specimen of a young woman to orgasm was my singular goal. And juicy she was. Her thick girl cum was running down my cheeks as her body bounced and jostled in my grasp. Then Candice succumbed to her lust.

With a mighty heave and thrust, she grabbed the bed cover. I saw her knuckles turn white as her hands twisted the bedspread and her body twisted in violent convulsions. My face was soaked in her juices as I continued to lap away at her amazing pussy. I stayed with her, keeping the constant pressure and friction on her sex. It seemed that I rode her waves of pleasure for minutes before her wild spasms tapered. And then she gradually calmed, lying quietly in my bed. The rise and fall of her massive chest was the only indication that she was alive and had survived her first lesbian experience. I couldn’t resist giving her clit another tongue flick as she remained in my grasp. She shivered and yelped when I did, causing me to giggle. Giving her a brief time out, I slipped quickly out of my clothing. Then I moved up her body, over her huge, soft mounds and allowed her to taste herself on my lips. We kissed hungrily as I began to rub my pussy on her thick thigh, leaving a trail of my sticky wetness along her leg. But just as I was beginning to feel the burning sensation of my carnal lust, a loud bang to my door pulled me from my erotic trance.

A bitchy voice from outside, interrupting the glorious sex with this ripe young girl, incensed me.

“I WILL NOT TOLERATE THIS,” my annoying neighbor roared. “OPEN THIS DOOR RIGHT NOW.”


Chapter 5

Pulling Candice up, I sprung from the bed. I whisked her into my closet just as I had previously done with Autumn. I pulled on my shorts and shirt and opened the door. Candice’s elfin roommate stood in the doorway. Her face, flushed with anger, likely mirrored my own. She glared at me, nostrils flaring. And then she surprised me by taking a step toward me. And to my utter astonishment, she poked a finger into my chest.

“I warned you!” she shouted. “You are disrupting my studying. Your lurid sexual escapades do NOT trump my pursuit of an education!”

What a piece of work I thought. Who talks like this? I noticed her finger was still wedged between my boobs. When I looked down, she pulled back for effect and attempted to ram me again. I grabbed her tiny wrist and twisted. She nearly fell to the ground. I’m not violent. Previously, I’d struck only two people in my entire life: once I slapped a boy who pinched my ass in the seventh grade, and in kindergarten I had pushed a girl on the playground for cutting in front of me on the monkey bars. But this girl had gotten me so angry, I saw nothing but red!

I pulled her roughly into my room and kicked the door closed. She stumbled and fell to the floor, lying prone next to my bed. She pushed up with her hands, leaving her cute little fanny exposed. I’m not sure what got into me, but I stepped in and swatted the little bitch—hard and flush on her ass. She yelped and flew forward onto my bed. I pounced and twisted her around, flipping her over my lap. She cried out, and I reached over and grabbed Candice’s soaked, pink thong and crammed it into her open mouth. Pulling her hands behind her back, I easily held both of her dainty wrists in one hand. I used my forearm to hold her in place, and raised my other hand and gave her another hard smack on the ass. A rush of thrilling adrenaline shot through me with the sound of her muffled scream. With the second swat to her ass, my anger had transformed into delight. I was astounded with myself, as I realized I was enjoying punishing this girl as if she were a belligerent child.

I reached under the waistband of her snug, little running shorts and pulled the lightweight material down to her knees. Ingrid wore no panties, her ripe little butt displaying my vibrant, crimson handprint. Her bare ass was remarkably cute—shaped like two perfect cantaloupes, marred only by the fiery, red markings of my lust. I gave her another wicked slap and she writhed over my bare thighs. I could feel her soft, warm flesh pressed against me. I suddenly realized that I was extremely turned on by this little nymph.

“You’re a naughty little girl!” I heard myself say, but could hardly believe the words coming from my mouth. I rubbed her fanny soothingly, the warmth from my strikes heating my hand. Ingrid lay still, whimpering. I kept stroking her smooth and beautiful bottom.

“Do you promise to be good if I let you up?” I asked.

A “Pfft” sound emanated from her as she finally ejected Candice’s panties from her mouth.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed.

I was dumbfounded at her response, but I quickly recovered. I raised my hand again, and smacked her little ass twice more. She yelped audibly, and I heard the creaking of my closet as Candice peeked out—obviously curious as to all the commotion.

Remaining inside the closet, Candice viewed the spectacle on my bed. I winked at her and she smiled and winked back, making me wonder just what went on next door when the lights went out. Maybe I’d find out, or maybe I wouldn’t. But I had other fish to fry at the moment. I slowly moved my hand down between Ingrid’s butt cheeks, rubbing the little button of her puckered asshole. She was warm and smooth, silky skin caressing my fingers. I slipped a little farther downward and was greeted with wet, sticky desire. Clearly excited from the spanking, her pussy was drenched with her juices. I rubbed her soaking cunt with my hand, exploring the intricate folds of her dripping labia. Slowly, I inserted a finger inside of her, her moans of pleasure confirming her hunger. She was so wet that I was able to get another finger, and then a third, into her tight little box.

Suddenly I was anxious to see all of her. I easily flipped Ingrid over, bending her knee and spinning my tiny neighbor like a top while keeping my fingers inside of her without too much effort. She was a gorgeous specimen! Dewey pink petals protruded from her sex, begging to be kissed and suckled.

“Pull your top off,” I demanded.

She replied simply to my command. “Yes.”

She wore no bra; she didn’t require one. Her pale skin was smooth and soft, pink nipples protruding outward, longing to be licked. I couldn’t wait. With her still on my lap, I bent over and took a stiff nipple into my mouth. Keeping my fingers inside her warm pussy, I continued my thrusts as I kissed her tiny breast. I tried her other tit and found it equally enticing. Moving down, I kissed her belly, swirling my tongue around her cute, little navel. I glanced down at her pussy again. She was mostly hairless, but it didn’t appear to be waxed or shaved—she simply had little pubic hair. It existed entirely above her pussy and it was as icy white as the hair on her head—a small patch of snow, symmetrical and lovely.

Ingrid moaned as I drove my fingers in and out of her. As tight as her little cunt was, it was amazingly elastic. When I shoved the fourth finger inside of her, she managed to take it easily, groaning with delight. Wet sloshing sounds mixed with her cries of ecstasy as I rammed her harder and faster. Her juices were soaking my hand, so it took little effort to get my thumb inside with my other fingers. I was utterly astonished by this little pussy, and the pleasure Ingrid seemed to derive from my entire hand inside of her. Gradually, I made a fist. I could feel her insides stretching, and I knew I was hitting every nerve ending of all her erogenous zones.

“Ooohhh! Aaahhh! Eeehhh!” she exclaimed.

She was every bit as loud as Autumn, and I began to understand what had made her furious. She had wanted to be involved all along. She had felt jealous and left out in regard to our female frolicking—or perhaps she’d believed a guy was actually a participant and wanted a part of that too. Whatever the case, she had longed to be fucked, and I was determined to give her a grand fucking! I continued fisting her, and she was riding my hand and wrist like a champ. I wondered how many times she had shoved her own fist up her throbbing snatch.

Her accent seemed more pronounced now…I guessed her to be Scandinavian, perhaps Swedish. “JES, JES, JES!” she bellowed. “Aaahhh, Aaahhh, AAAHHH!”

Suddenly she began convulsing frantically. She was so wet, I had to grab along her shoulders to make sure she didn’t slide off my hand and fly into the wall. Ironic, considering just minutes earlier I’d considered throwing her into the wall myself.

Straight, pearly whites protruded from her mouth as she gritted her teeth. The first wave of orgasm was rushing through her body, as she remained impaled on my arm. Then she bit at her lower lip and bobbed her head up and down before releasing a feral scream that shook the room. When I pulled my wrist and hand from her pussy, it made an audible slurp as a deluge of fluids gushed from her sex. She was panting now, but I wasn’t ready to give her a break. I slid under her little body, pulling her soaking pussy into my face with her cute little fanny pressing into my breasts, her inner thighs on either side of my head. Wrapping my arms securely around where her legs met her slender hips, I coiled my tongue and slid it into her canal. As I tongue-fucked her, my nose connected with her clit. She screamed lustily on each thrust, begging for more.

A shadow passed to my left, and I saw Candice creeping alongside the bed.

“I wanna play,” she said demurely.

Ingrid froze and gasped, clearly surprised at the presence of her roommate. I continued my thrusts as Candice climbed aboard, her bulk causing my little bed to creak and groan with the added weight. She kissed Ingrid’s little tits while I continued to be preoccupied with her sweet, little twat. I ran the flat of my tongue over Ingrid’s clit and she shivered maniacally on each stroke. I saw Candice run a finger inside her own pussy as she continued licking and sucking Ingrid’s pink nipples.

Ingrid once again commenced to squirm in my grasp, and I knew she was nearing the point of no return. My face was covered in her drippings, sweet and pungent, thick and rich. I lapped at her with gusto, devouring her delicious little cunt. When I sensed she was at the precipice of climax, I aborted the strokes and grinded my face into her sex. She yelped and bucked, throwing her head back in orgasmic bliss and drenching my face with girl cum. As she began to settle, I lovingly licked at her inner thighs and ran my tongue over her asshole. She shivered and whimpered, spent and breathless.

Candice was now in a world of her own. She had leaned back in my bed, her back flush against the wall and several fingers lost inside of her hairy box. Her mammoth tits bounced with every thrust. I rolled Ingrid off me, and she landed between Candice’s spread legs. Her face was now only inches from her roommate’s clamoring pussy.

“Eat her,” I commanded. “Lick Candice’s pussy!”

Ingrid hesitated. She looked over her shoulder at me, a countenance of uncertainty and a frightened look in her eyes.

“Suck her cunt,” I hissed, and gave her ass a hard smack, pushing her to the threshold of the chubby girl’s dripping slit.

Candice grabbed her roommate’s head and pulled her in. Ingrid’s face was lost in the girl’s thick thighs and forest of dark pubic hair. But after a few licks of Candice’s tasty pussy, Ingrid transformed into an enthusiastic participant.

It took less than a minute for Candice to orgasm. Apparently, Ingrid was a quick study, figuring out exactly how to please another woman in short order. Or maybe she had just gotten lucky. I was about to find out. I was beyond need, and required a good tongue lashing of my own at this point.

I scooted up next to Candice and flopped a leg over her meaty thigh, her bulk warm and comforting. Grabbing Ingrid by her snowy white hair, I pulled her between my legs. Her face glistened with Candice’s nectar, causing another twitch in my own pussy.

I smiled sweetly at the tiny thing whose face was now inches from my throbbing slit. I gently stroked her cheek, confusing her by my change in demeanor.

“I want you to make me cum, Ingrid. Lick my pussy just like you licked Candice’s, sweetie,” I purred.

The little elf dove in greedily. Her hot mouth connected with my pussy just as Candice found my nipples with her fingers. I groaned and snaked my right hand to Candice’s love nest. I dipped a finger into her gooey swamp of lust, and she sighed. I ran a slick finger in and out of her, pulling it out several times to taste her from my fingers. Then I fingered her again, withdrawing briefly to allow her to taste herself. She licked her nectar from my fingers, and I went to work on her clit as Ingrid was stroking my own bud with her eager tongue.

The undeniable swirl of pleasure began to radiate through my belly and legs, and I heard myself emit a low, long moan. A pleasant warmth built in my pussy as Ingrid sucked my bud between her lips, then releasing it and firing several rapid strokes with her tongue across my sensitive tissue. I ran my hand through her platinum hair lovingly.

“That’s it, baby,” I breathed. “Lick my pussy. YES!”

I removed my hands from Candice’s crotch and licked her again from my fingers. I didn’t return my hand to her bush though, instead I grabbed Ingrid’s head and thrust her face into my quivering pussy.

“Oh fuck! OH! FUCK!” I screamed, as the rush of sheer pleasure burst through me.

My nose tingled and my whole body began to shiver. Ingrid’s tongue worked magic over my clit, and there was no going back. I humped her face like a madwoman. Candice took one of my boobs into her mouth and sucked, adding to the ecstasy roaring like a race car through every pore of my being. I was going to cum all over Ingrid’s pretty face very soon, and suddenly I wanted a pussy in my face too. I angled away from the wall and laid myself flat on the bed. I pulled Candice’s big ass over so that she faced Ingrid. I plunged into her messy cunt with lust and desire, absorbing her thick aroma and the sweet taste of her juice. The softness of her pubic hair on my face adding to the thrill of fucking these two young women in my dorm room. Then I lost control, screaming into Candice’s pussy and thrashing about. Ingrid kept with me like a pro, centering her tongue on my tortured bud as I came. Time stood still as wave after wave of orgasm shot through my vagina, until finally I began to calm.

My face still wedged between Candice’s ass, I flicked out my tongue and concentrated solely on her pleasure. I saw two tiny arms fly over her back and realized Ingrid was now straddling my body, likely kissing Candice as I sucked the chubby girl’s twat. Soon Candice was crying out, her pussy oozing cum down my cheeks as I drilled her hole with renewed passion. She pressed into me and I held her thick rump in both hands, thrusting my tongue into her luscious pussy. She began to shake violently and I heard her cry out.

“Suck me, Jodi! Oh, yes. OH! MY! GOD!” she wailed.

My tongue fired flicks and strokes and wet, luscious licks to Candice’s love canal, fast and steady. Her buttery flesh pressed even harder into me as my mouth was virtually planted on her steaming cunt.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming! OH! FUCK! I’M CUMMING!” she screeched.

I continued to lap her juices from her inner thighs and ample butt as she calmed. Finally, she rolled off of me in a heap, landing sideways in my bed. Her huge melons heaved with every breath as she tried to recover from the frantic round of sexual bliss she’d just experienced.

Ingrid, still for several moments, finally slid over to Candice and buried her head in the big girl’s puffy breasts. Ingrid nipped lovingly at her roommate’s tits while stroking her leg with her hand. I got up and turned off the hot plate, Candice’s tea bubbling on the surface. I let the girls rest while I cleaned up the best I could. My face was flushed and wet with a mixture of sweat and the sticky love of my neighbors.

I made three fresh cups of tea as the girls recovered. When I finished steeping the hot beverages, the girls came over to the desk and took their mugs. Then to my amazement, Candice pulled out the Tupperware container containing Autumn’s devilish treats.

“How about a cookie, Ingrid?” she asked.

Ingrid smiled and selected the largest one remaining.

“Thank you, Candice!” she said sweetly.

Then we sat down, still naked, to sip our tea. The night was young!


Epilogue

My lover returned from her trip with her Political Science class on Monday evening. I was horny for her and longed for her touch. I had many things to share with her, and I was looking forward to introducing her to my new playthings—our new playthings.

The fall weather had remained warm and showed no signs of cooling soon. I liked it. What little winter we had in Southern Alabama was my least favorite time of year. I enjoyed the heat and watching the scantily clad coeds stroll the campus, dreaming of new encounters I might share with my new pals. I solaced myself by knowing that when colder weather arrived, I would have three hot girls to keep me warm. But in the meantime, I would enjoy the Autumn Sizzle!
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