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Naughty Excerpt from “Lesbian Lust”
 
   I yanked the door open, prepare to deliver a tongue lashing. I almost choked.
 
   “Hi, Shannon. Is Marissa around?”
 
   My cheeks went beat red. Gorgeous, perfect Ruby stood at my door wearing the cutest, pink top that hugged her round breasts like a lover's hands, her hard nipples peaking through the fabric—she clearly wasn't wearing a bra. 
 
   Shit! I'm a mess, wearing a pair of sweats and a loose T-shirt—comfort clothing. My black hair must be an awful wreck. I hadn't left the dorm all morning. I wasn't even wearing any makeup. Oh, no, Ruby's going to think I'm a complete slob.
 
   “So, is Marissa here?” Ruby asked, an amused smile on her face. “Earth to Shannon?”
 
   “Um, no,” I said, shaking my head. “She's at the library, I think.”
 
   “No. I just checked. And she's not answering her phone.” A hint of panic entered Ruby's voice.
 
   “She probably forgot her charger and her phone died,” I told her, patting her on the shoulder. “She does it all the time.”
 
   “Oh, okay.” Ruby stirred. “Um, do you mind if I wait in here. I really need to see her.” She shifted her wait, dancing on the balls of her feet like she had some great itch or needed to pee really bad. Her cheeks were flushed and I smiled—she was horny for her lover.
 
   This was my chance.
 
   “Yes, come in,” I smiled at her. “You're Marissa's girlfriend. Make yourself at home.”
 
   “Thanks,” she smiled; my heart beat faster.
 
   I was going to do this. I was going to seduce my roommate's lover. My stomach felt like it was twisted in knots, but my pussy had turned into liquid warmth. My curiosity had to be satiated. I had to know how amazing the sex was to turn my uptight, religious roommate gay.
 
   But first I had to do something about my appearance.
 
   “I'm going to take a shower,” I smiled at her. “Hope you don't think I'm being rude, but I have a hot date tonight.”
 
   “Oh, no,” Ruby nodded, sitting on Marissa's bed, folding her legs up and sitting cross legged. My eyes fell on her tight jeans hugging her flesh, digging into her vulva and forming a hot cameltoe. “So, who's your date with?”
 
   “It's a secret,” I giggled, walking to my bathroom. “If you're good, maybe I'll tell you.”
 
   “Oh, okay,” she shrugged.
 
   I ripped off my baggy clothing, starting up the shower. I impatiently shoved my hand beneath the water, waiting for it to heat up. “Come on,” I hissed. I only had so much time. Marissa could return, and I wanted to have done the deed before she returned.
 
   Finally, the water warmed up and I leaped in, grabbing my loofah and body wash, soaping my round breasts, my nipples tingling, and perky butt. I dunked my black hair beneath the spray, lathered up with my apricot-scented shampoo and conditioner. And then I grabbed my razor. I was a little stubbly and I wanted to be perfect. I deftly shaved my legs, learning to do it while standing in the shower was a skill I had quickly mastered, then I carefully shaved my pubic mound and vulva, making sure I was smooth as silk.
 
   Was Ruby shaved? What must it be like to lick a pussy covered in hair. Would it tickle my face. The water was suddenly cold, snapping me out of my reverie. I needed to be quick. I couldn't blow this golden opportunity. I turned off the shower, grabbed a towel and wiped off my skin. Then I wrapped a fresh towel around my wet hair, and stepped out of the bathroom naked, crossing the room to my closet.
 
   “Oh, um, hi,” Ruby gasped. “I'm still here.”
 
   “I know,” I smiled at her over my shoulder. “I hope you don't mind. Just us girl's here.”
 
   “Uh, no, I don't mind.” Her voice sounded like liquid sex. She could bottle that sound and make millions. 
 
   As I stood before my closet, I could feel her eyes on my ass. Feeling very naughty, I bent over, my legs slightly spread, and gave her a good view of my shaved pussy between my thighs; Ruby groaned.
 
   “Do you mind if I ask your opinion,” I said, turning around and facing her, my breasts jiggling.
 
   “Sure.” She licked her lips then smiled.
 
   “Am I pretty?”
 
   “Uh-huh.” Her hand reached out, grabbing one of Marissa's pillows and pulling it onto her lap, hugging it to her. And maybe pressing it against her itching pussy, getting some relief. A pleased smile split my lips.
 
   “You're not just saying that?”
 
   “No, Shannon. Trust me. You are stunning.”
 
   I took a few steps towards her, squeezing my right breast. “And my tits aren't too small?”
 
   “There's no such thing as that. Believe me. They're all beautiful.”
 
   “But mine are smaller than Marissa's. And you must really love hers.”
 
   “I love everything about her,” Ruby purred. “She's amazing.”
 
   I took another step, reaching Marissa's bed.
 
   “And what about shaved pussies?” I asked her, dragging my finger down my taught stomach to my bare pubic mound, idly tracing a circle above my aching clit. “As someone that loves pussy, which do you prefer.”
 
   “I'm partial to a landing strip,” she answered. “Best of both worlds.”
 
   I traced my finger down the imaginary line of a landing strip, ending at my clitoris. “I bet it just draws your eyes right to what your mouth is hungry for, right?”
 
   “Yes, it does.” Ruby licked her lips, then her right hand reached out, resting on my hip; electricity surged through me. “Are you seducing me, Shannon?”
 
   “You're my roommate's lover,” I purred, taking a half-step forward, my legs pressing against Marissa's bed. “I wouldn't do that.”
 
   “Then what are you doing?”
 
   “Just satisfying my curiosity.”
 
   Ruby's finger traced my pelvic bone down into my groin, stopping just before my clitoris. I wanted her to move that finger a little bit more and touch my aching nub. “And what are you curious about?”
 
   “Being with a woman. Could you help me out?”
 
   “I love mentoring young ladies.” She leaned forward, pressing the pillow hard into her lap. “You're making me do something very wrong, Shannon.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Cheating on Marissa.”
 
   “It's not cheating. You're mentoring.”
 
   Ruby growled like a hungry lioness, and buried her face between my thighs. Her tongue touched my clit. Fireworks burst inside me. 
 
   To find out what happens next, read on!
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Lesbian Lust
 
   I was finally getting the hang of college after the first month. There was so much to adjust to: waking up on my own, getting to class on time, working on my homework, hot guys, and having a roommate for the first time ever. Not to say Marissa, my roommate, wasn't great. In fact, we had become as close as sisters, but there was some friction at first. Particularly, the night I had brought a guy back to our dorm to have a little romance. It had been so awkward when Marissa had walked in on us mid-doggy-style, the guy pulling my black hair and slapping my ass.
 
   We had settled on hanging a sock or stocking on the door knob—the old college standby—to let each know if one of us was getting frisky.
 
   I had used it a few times since. Not with anyone serious, just having some fun with a hot guy. You know, playing the field and enjoying my Freshman year of college. But I had never thought Marissa would actually use the sock—she was a devout Baptist. So I was shocked to see a black stocking tied around the doorknob when I reached for it after class and heard a rather passionate moan coming through the door.
 
   “Holy shit!” I gasped out loud.
 
   “What, Shannon?” Melody, a Sophomore that lived two doors down, asked, stopping next to me.
 
   “Marissa has a guy in there!”
 
   “No way!” giggled redheaded Melody. “Unless she's teaching him about the Lord.”
 
   “Listen.”
 
   Another amorous, feminine squeal came through the door and a muffled, “Oh, God!”
 
   The Sophomore grinned. “Sounds like she found quite the stud to pray with!”
 
   “Lucky,” I sighed. “Last guy I brought back was a dud.”
 
   “Premature fire?”
 
   “Big time. He caught me in the face when I pulled him out of his pants.”
 
   Melody patted my cheek. “Poor you. Don't date the frat guys anymore. They're all overcompensating for something.”
 
   “Yeah, I'm learning that.” I glanced at the door and sighed. “Well, I guess I can get some work done out here.”
 
   “Have fun,” Melody smiled. “I gots to go. Later.”
 
   “Bye.”
 
   I walked over to a small lounge where two hallways met. It had a few vending machines and some comfy, if a little ragged, chairs. I plopped down on one, pulled out my laptop, put in my earbuds, and began working on my English paper, keeping an eye on my door. I hated writing with a laptop actually on my lap, even if that's what it was designed for. I preferred my desk. In my dorm.
 
   Who was she with? What cute boy was getting into her panties? Was it serious, or just a fling? Knowing Marissa, she had probably found her soul mate, the man she no doubt was already planning their life after college, their wedding, and how many kids they would have.
 
   When my dorm's door opened, I was startled by who walked out. Not a man, but a woman—Ruby.
 
   I gaped at the beautiful Senior walking down the hall. She was tall and lithe, a pleased smile on her tan face, and her honey-brown hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She had a sway in her hips, covered in low-riding skinny jeans, and her breasts bounced beneath a loose top. She fixed her hazel eyes on me and they roamed my body with bold admiration, as aggressive as any guy.
 
   A strange heat flushed through me. “H-hi, Ruby,” I stammered.
 
   “Hello, Shannon,” she answered. 
 
   Ruby was the floor monitor, and she had changed from the mousy girl with acne I had met a month ago into this sex bomb last week. She was a completely different person, totally confident in her looks and delighting in showing off her body. I don't know what type of moisturizer she was using, but her skin was flawless now. I don't know what switch had flipped inside her, but I was digging the new her.
 
   “You are looking great today,” she smiled, her eyes roaming my entire body.
 
   I preened at her compliment without thought, and realized that I was responding to her like she was a hunky guy. Why? I wasn't gay. I wasn't even bi-curious. But there was something about her that demanded my attention and set my nethers on fire. Well, maybe I was becoming a little bi-curious. It was college—the time to experiment and discover whom you were.
 
   “Thanks,” I breathed, leaning back to let my round breasts mold against my V-necked shirt. “Um, you're looking good, too.”
 
   She grinned and winked at me. “I'd give Marissa a few minutes. I wore her out.”
 
   “Okay,” I blushed as her hazel eyes twinkled.
 
   She strolled off, my eyes falling on her firm rear writhing beneath her tight jeans, a purple whaletail peaking out the back. I licked my lips and wondered what it would be like to be with a woman—with Ruby.
 
   I had to dish with Marissa.
 
   I gathered my things and rushed down the hallway, pulling out my keys while juggling my possessions. I fumbled, almost dropping my laptop, before I succeed in unlocking my door. I opened it, bursting in, excited to talk to my roommate. She was in the bathroom.
 
   The room reeked of hot pussy, a sweet musk that assaulted my nose.
 
   The shower hissed on. I grinned, I bet she needed to spritz off. Her bed was rumpled and I could see a big, wet spot staining her sheets. I guess one of them was a squirter. I crossed the room, setting my school supplies on my desk and threw open the windows. The room needed a thorough airing. Though the smell of hot pussy was tickling my fancy and that familiar itch returned; I pressed my thighs together. I wanted to have a nice jill and bury my face in that wet spot and—
 
   Get a grip, Shannon!
 
   I flopped onto my bed, fighting the urge to jam my hands down my jeans and stroke my pussy until I had a nice cum. The itch beckoned, and my hand crept down my shirt to my pants, stroking my aching sex through the denim; a shudder passed through me.
 
   Maybe if I was quick, I could cum before she finished.
 
   I unsnapped my jeans, shoving my hand inside. My shaved pussy was already dewy and another shudder shot through me as I stroked and teased myself, wonderful heat blossoming throughout me. I squirmed as I plunged one finger into my liquid—
 
   The bathroom door opened. I yanked my hand out of my jeans, my face crimson.
 
   Marissa walked out of the showers naked and damp, a towel wrapped around her blonde hair. We were both comfortable being naked together, but now I was seeing her in a whole new light—the way Ruby must see her. Her large breasts heaved and jiggled, and my eyes appreciated the generous curves of her hips and rear. Her face was gorgeous, a cherubs, framed by golden hair and with a pair of pouty lips. Her skin was flawless and her legs were long and tone.
 
   “Hi, Shannon,” Marissa smiled, pulling on a pair of panties; I caught a momentary glimpse of her golden bush.
 
   “Hey,” I said, flushing and hoping she wouldn't notice my fly was undone. She turned away to dig out a bra, and I quickly buttoned up my jeans. “So, you and Ruby, huh?”
 
   She froze in the middle of putting on a bra, her cheeks turning red. “Yeah.”
 
   “So, you're gay?” I tried to sound casual.
 
   “No, not really.”
 
   “But you just fucked Ruby?”
 
   Her cheeks were still burning, but a happy smile creased her lips. “Yeah.”
 
   “And?”
 
   “And I have to get to church.”
 
   “But you just fucked a woman! How can you still go to church?”
 
   “What does that have to do with my religion?”
 
   “I didn't know the Southern Baptist were down with lesbians.”
 
   “Well, I don't really understand it myself. Ruby is so...” That smile returned. “I guess I'm gay now.”
 
   “So, how was it?”
 
   “Intense.” Marissa's smile grew. “She made love to me like no man ever has.”
 
   “I thought you only had one guy.”
 
   “I may have hooked up two weeks ago.” Her flush was deeper and she looked down with embarrassment. “It was a mistake.”
 
   “Wow,” I whispered, then my curiosity grew. “So what's so different about being with a woman than a guy.”
 
   “It was kinda the same, just more intense and loving.” She pulled on a pair of jeans, not skinny jeans like Ruby, but mom jeans that didn't show off her curves that much. 
 
   “Come on, dish. How'd you two even hook up?”
 
   She grabbed a loose top. “I was looking for some advice and we just...ended up in bed yesterday.”
 
   “Ooh, you've done it twice.”
 
   “Three times.” She grabbed her purse. “Ruby is...special.”
 
   “You sound like you're in love.”
 
   “Maybe. Have a nice one. I got to go, okay.”
 
   “Alright,” I sighed.
 
   She walked out the door; my hands unbuttoned my jeans and shot in them in record time. My fingers pumped into my pussy, my eyes squeezing shut. I imagined the pair together, Marissa lay naked on her bed, trembling, and Ruby loomed over her, full of confidence, spreading her legs and diving into her pussy, licking her until she came and left that big wet spot on her sheets.
 
   “Oh, yes!” I gasped, my orgasm nearing. With my other hand, I began stroking my clitoris, my back arching as bliss tumbled through me.
 
   And then it wasn't Marissa getting licked in my fantasy—it was me. Ruby was between my thighs, stroking my shaved pussy, then burying her tongue into me, licking all the wonderful places inside my pussy. I gasped and convulsed, cumming hard.
 
   “Eat me, Ruby!”
 
   One, last shudder passed through me, then I collapsed on my pillows. I pulled my fingers out, enjoying that happy glow I had after a nice jill, and brought my sticky digits to my lips. I had never tasted my pussy before, but now I had to satisfy my curiosity. I sucked my fingers into my lips, scared that I would hate it. I loved it, savoring the wonderful, tart flavor. Would Ruby's pussy taste like this?
 
   I had to find out.
 
   Marissa was walking on cloud nine for the next week. She and Ruby seemed to be going at it like rabbits, and I found the stocking tied about the door knob most afternoons. The room always reeked of their musk, and that heady scent made my pussy itch to find out just what Ruby had done to Marissa to put those big smiles on her face. But my roommate resisted any of my questions, always saying, “It's complicated.”
 
   My lusts were boiling over, but none of the hot guys on campus seemed to cut it any longer. I wanted to get the same loving as Marissa. I wanted Ruby, even if I was poaching my roommates lover from behind her back.
 
   It was Saturday and I was cramming for a test on Monday, my head beginning to pound and my eyes growing tired as I poured over my notes. Why did I ever take Philosophy? What had possessed me to want to get an English Major? I was glad that Marissa was out, I needed the peace and quiet. I think she was studying at the library, or maybe the little minx was fooling around with Ruby again.
 
   My pussy started to itch, picturing them sixty-nining, devouring each other's cunt's like they were eating the finest meals, their arms wrapped around each other, hips humping, mouths moaning, bodies quavering. My hand crept down to my lap.
 
   “Stop that,” I hissed, tearing my hand away. “I need to study. Bad pussy! I'll play with you later.”
 
   I tried to read the paragraph again. Heaving breasts, sucking lips, juicy pussy. Dammit! I need to concentrate!
 
   A light rap echoed on my door.
 
   “Now what,” I growled.
 
   I pushed back from my desk and wandered over to the door, prepared to chew out whomever was disturbing me. I needed to do well on this test. So I had to learn everything I could about the Enlightenment Movement and their influence on modern laws and morality.
 
   I yanked the door open, prepare to deliver a tongue lashing. I almost choked.
 
   “Hi, Shannon. Is Marissa around?”
 
   My cheeks went beat red. Gorgeous, perfect Ruby stood at my door wearing the cutest, pink top that hugged her round breasts like a lover's hands, her hard nipples peaking through the fabric—she clearly wasn't wearing a bra. 
 
   Shit! I'm a mess, wearing a pair of sweats and a loose T-shirt—comfort clothing. My black hair must be an awful wreck. I hadn't left the dorm all morning. I wasn't even wearing any makeup. Oh, no, Ruby's going to think I'm a complete slob.
 
   “So, is Marissa here?” Ruby asked, an amused smile on her face. “Earth to Shannon?”
 
   “Um, no,” I said, shaking my head. “She's at the library, I think.”
 
   “No. I just checked. And she's not answering her phone.” A hint of panic entered Ruby's voice.
 
   “She probably forgot her charger and her phone died,” I told her, patting her on the shoulder. “She does it all the time.”
 
   “Oh, okay.” Ruby stirred. “Um, do you mind if I wait in here. I really need to see her.” She shifted her wait, dancing on the balls of her feet like she had some great itch or needed to pee really bad. Her cheeks were flushed and I smiled—she was horny for her lover.
 
   This was my chance.
 
   “Yes, come in,” I smiled at her. “You're Marissa's girlfriend. Make yourself at home.”
 
   “Thanks,” she smiled; my heart beat faster.
 
   I was going to do this. I was going to seduce my roommate's lover. My stomach felt like it was twisted in knots, but my pussy had turned into liquid warmth. My curiosity had to be satiated. I had to know how amazing the sex was to turn my uptight, religious roommate gay.
 
   But first I had to do something about my appearance.
 
   “I'm going to take a shower,” I smiled at her. “Hope you don't think I'm being rude, but I have a hot date tonight.”
 
   “Oh, no,” Ruby nodded, sitting on Marissa's bed, folding her legs up and sitting cross legged. My eyes fell on her tight jeans hugging her flesh, digging into her vulva and forming a hot cameltoe. “So, who's your date with?”
 
   “It's a secret,” I giggled, walking to my bathroom. “If you're good, maybe I'll tell you.”
 
   “Oh, okay,” she shrugged.
 
   I ripped off my baggy clothing, starting up the shower. I impatiently shoved my hand beneath the water, waiting for it to heat up. “Come on,” I hissed. I only had so much time. Marissa could return, and I wanted to have done the deed before she returned.
 
   Finally, the water warmed up and I leaped in, grabbing my loofah and body wash, soaping my round breasts, my nipples tingling, and perky butt. I dunked my black hair beneath the spray, lathered up with my apricot-scented shampoo and conditioner. And then I grabbed my razor. I was a little stubbly and I wanted to be perfect. I deftly shaved my legs, learning to do it while standing in the shower was a skill I had quickly mastered, then I carefully shaved my pubic mound and vulva, making sure I was smooth as silk.
 
   Was Ruby shaved? What must it be like to lick a pussy covered in hair. Would it tickle my face. The water was suddenly cold, snapping me out of my reverie. I needed to be quick. I couldn't blow this golden opportunity. I turned off the shower, grabbed a towel and wiped off my skin. Then I wrapped a fresh towel around my wet hair, and stepped out of the bathroom naked, crossing the room to my closet.
 
   “Oh, um, hi,” Ruby gasped. “I'm still here.”
 
   “I know,” I smiled at her over my shoulder. “I hope you don't mind. Just us girl's here.”
 
   “Uh, no, I don't mind.” Her voice sounded like liquid sex. She could bottle that sound and make millions. 
 
   As I stood before my closet, I could feel her eyes on my ass. Feeling very naughty, I bent over, my legs slightly spread, and gave her a good view of my shaved pussy between my thighs; Ruby groaned.
 
   “Do you mind if I ask your opinion,” I said, turning around and facing her, my breasts jiggling.
 
   “Sure.” She licked her lips then smiled.
 
   “Am I pretty?”
 
   “Uh-huh.” Her hand reached out, grabbing one of Marissa's pillows and pulling it onto her lap, hugging it to her. And maybe pressing it against her itching pussy, getting some relief. A pleased smile split my lips.
 
   “You're not just saying that?”
 
   “No, Shannon. Trust me. You are stunning.”
 
   I took a few steps towards her, squeezing my right breast. “And my tits aren't too small?”
 
   “There's no such thing as that. Believe me. They're all beautiful.”
 
   “But mine are smaller than Marissa's. And you must really love hers.”
 
   “I love everything about her,” Ruby purred. “She's amazing.”
 
   I took another step, reaching Marissa's bed.
 
   “And what about shaved pussies?” I asked her, dragging my finger down my taught stomach to my bare pubic mound, idly tracing a circle above my aching clit. “As someone that loves pussy, which do you prefer.”
 
   “I'm partial to a landing strip,” she answered. “Best of both worlds.”
 
   I traced my finger down the imaginary line of a landing strip, ending at my clitoris. “I bet it just draws your eyes right to what your mouth is hungry for, right?”
 
   “Yes, it does.” Ruby licked her lips, then her right hand reached out, resting on my hip; electricity surged through me. “Are you seducing me, Shannon?”
 
   “You're my roommate's lover,” I purred, taking a half-step forward, my legs pressing against Marissa's bed. “I wouldn't do that.”
 
   “Then what are you doing?”
 
   “Just satisfying my curiosity.”
 
   Ruby's finger traced my pelvic bone down into my groin, stopping just before my clitoris. I wanted her to move that finger a little bit more and touch my aching nub. “And what are you curious about?”
 
   “Being with a woman. Could you help me out?”
 
   “I love mentoring young ladies.” She leaned forward, pressing the pillow hard into her lap. “You're making me do something very wrong, Shannon.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Cheating on Marissa.”
 
   “It's not cheating. You're mentoring.”
 
   Ruby growled like a hungry lioness, and buried her face between my thighs. Her tongue touched my clit. Fireworks burst inside me. 
 
   “Oh, yes!”
 
   Ruby's arms shot around my waist, gripping my rear, and pulling my pussy tight against her face. She nuzzled and licked, her lips so gentle and loving, not the eager, hurried brutishness of a guy. She was taking her time, savoring what she was doing. Ruby enjoyed eating my pussy. It wasn't a chore, some task she had to accomplish before I would spread my thighs. This was the goal, this is what she craved, and she worshiped me for giving it to her.
 
   “Oh, Ruby,” I gasped. Her tongue stirred me up, sending shuddering swells of pleasure crashing through me. My hands reached down, gripping her honey-brown hair, my hips twitching, grinding my pussy into her hungry lips. “Oh, wow!”
 
   Her tongue wiggled deep into my hole like a mini-cock, swirling and squirming, moving in ways a cock never had. Her fingers dug into my ass, pulling me even tighter against her hungry lips as she slurped and licked, drinking my juices down like they were the finest drink. The crashing waves of pleasure built and built inside me, churning in the very core of my being.
 
   “Keep doing that!” I gasped, swaying, her hands keeping me from stumbling or falling as she churned my pussy into liquid passion.
 
   She moaned and purred, enjoying my pussy, her enthusiastic tongue whipping through me. Her lips sucked my labia into her lips, sucking the wrinkled flaps, working her way up and down my slit. The pleasure surged inside me, threatening to overwhelm me entirely and drown me in rapture.
 
   Her lips found my hard clitoris.
 
   She sucked.
 
   I came.
 
   “Ruby!”
 
   My body writhed.
 
   Pleasure flooded my mind.
 
   My body became ecstasy.
 
   “Yes, yes! Ruby!”
 
   I fell forward on top of her, pinning her beneath my writhing flesh, my pussy grinding on the pillow trapped beneath us. My lips found hers and I tasted my tart musk, savoring the delicious thrill of tasting my own juices on another woman's lips. My orgasm receded like the tide and our kiss grew more gentle and deep.
 
   “Wow,” I panted after a few minutes. “That was amazing.”
 
   “I'm glad you've had your curiosity satiated. But, we should probably stop.”
 
   “Fuck that. I need to return the favor. I want to taste you.”
 
   “Oh, that's not necessary,” she said.
 
   I found her breast with my left hand gently squeezing and playing with her pliant flesh. She was smaller than me, and her breast was firmer, but her nipple was hard as diamond. My right hand pushed under the pillow, heading for her crotch. I traced her hip, pushing down towards her groin.
 
   “No, it's really not necessary,” panted Ruby.
 
   I kissed her, thrusting my tongue into her lips while I pinched her nipple. She moaned, her hands wrapping around me, stroking my back. I pushed deeper beneath the pillow, finding her thigh, sliding up her inseam to that special spot. She bulged with excitement beneath her jeans, hard as any guy I had ever—
 
   “What the fuck!” I gasped, puling away and looking at her jeans.
 
   I broke the kiss, sitting back, my eyes wild, and I grabbed the pillow. She tried to stop me, but I ripped it away. Her jeans were so tight they perfectly a shaft bulging in her pants, thicker and longer than any dick I had ever seen. But it wasn't a real cock, the rubbery tip peaked out the top. She had a thick dildo in her pants.
 
   “Where the fuck did that come from!” I gasped.
 
   “Sorry,” she flinched.
 
   “You didn't have that when I walked out of the shower! There's no way you could have been hiding that monstrous dildo in those tight jeans! Where did it come from? What the hell is going on?”
 
   “I lost control of my magic,” Ruby wailed, zipping down her jeans”
 
   Magic? “What are you talking about.”
 
   “Oh, well, I'm a witch,” she shrugged. “You got me all excited, and I love to fuck Marissa with this dildo, and well, I summoned it by accident.”
 
   My eyes widened, lust brimming in my eyes. “You fucked Marissa with that?”
 
   “All the time,” she smiled, leaning towards me. “She loves it when I pound her with my strap-on!” 
 
   I couldn't tear my eyes away as she unfastened her jeans and pulled out her thick, rubbery cock strapped to her with a black harness. It was shaped like a real cock, just bigger than any I had ever tried. My pussy clenched in a desire to feel that monster.
 
   Ruby wiggled out of her jeans and panties, flashing her dripping pussy, shaved bare, beneath the dildo strapped to her groin.
 
   “Well, you wanted to satisfy your curiosity,” grinned Ruby, “and I'm in need of some relief.”
 
   “That's why you're here?” I asked.
 
   “My magic drives me wild with lust. Ever since I discovered it, it's all I can do not to enchant the pants off one of you hotties and ravish you. I needed Marissa bad this afternoon. But you're here, and I need to cum.”
 
   The fake cock wiggled before her.
 
   I leaned down and licked fake cock. I was powerless. Ruby wanted me to fuck her, and I had to give into the lust churning in my body. I had to pleasure this woman. I had never seen anything sexier in my life than the perfectly-shaved pussy of an absolutely gorgeous woman. I thought I had burned to fuck Ruby before, but now all I could think of was tasting her pussy.
 
   My tongue reached the base of the dildo, my lips brushing through her pussy lips, tasting her tart flavor—it was better than a guy's cum. Ruby shuddered, smiling down at me. She ripped the towel wrapped around my head and my wet hair spilled onto her thighs, then she grabbed my hair and shoved my face into her pussy.
 
   “Start licking,” she growled. “My pussy needs to be loved. And then I'll fuck you.”
 
   “Does Marissa do this?” I asked. “Or do you just fuck her with the strap-on?”
 
   “That girl was made to lick pussy,” laughed Ruby. “Now let me see if you were made to as well.”
 
   I pushed my tongue into her pussy, drinking her tangy musk and delighting in the feel of her silken labia pressing on my lips. Then I reached the base of her fake shaft, my tongue worming beneath to brush her clit—Ruby shuddered and moaned—then I slid back down to nuzzle at her tasty cunt, working my through the folds of her labia.
 
   “Umm, you love pussy, too.”
 
   “Maybe,” I gasped. “You do taste delicious. And you're so beautiful.”
 
   I shoved my tongue deep into her pussy, pressing as deep as I could into her warm, silky flesh. Her walls pulsed around me, quivering and contracting as Ruby gasped and moaned. I wiggled my tongue in deep, fucking her as I reveled in her flavor of pussy—I loved it. No wonder Marissa became gay, the taste of pussy was amazing. 
 
   “Oh, yes!” Ruby purred, the fake cock wiggling as she writhed, her thighs squeezing my head. “Feast on my pussy. Oh, yes! You're so hot! Oh, wow!”
 
   Her hips bucked, smearing her juicy flesh against my lips. My own pussy was on fire, aching to experience the joy Ruby did. Her hands tightened in my hair as she pulled my lips deeper into her pussy lips. She shuddered, spasmed, and came on my lips.
 
   I drank down every drop of her passion, happy I made her cum. Her breasts heaved and her face was flushed as she smiled down at me. I needed to cum as hard she she did.
 
   But I needed more. I needed to feel her monster dildo inside of me.
 
   I lifted my face from her pussy and straddled her waist. “I'm going to ride you so hard,” I purred, grasping the fake cock and rubbing the wide tip along my slit.
 
   “Do it!” she gasped. “I've been staring at your tits all semester. I want to see them bouncing free and beautiful before me.”
 
   “Fuck!” I groaned as I slid down the rubber shaft. It was so wide, and my little pussy stretched almost painfully before its girth until I finally bottomed out. I shuddered before rising, my breasts bouncing. I slammed back down, the pain lessening and the pleasure blossoming.
 
   “That's it!” Ruby purred, her hands grabbing my hips. “Ride me! Fuck me like the horny slut you are!”
 
   My hips rose and fell, plunging that thick shaft in and out of me, my nerves coming alive. I tossed my wet hair, gasping and moaning. Her eyes were fixed on my breasts heaving as I fucked her. Never had a cock felt this good inside me. No man had ever made my pussy feel as amazing as this thick cock and the hot lesbian it was strapped to. 
 
   My hands reached down pushing up her blouse, exposing her conical breasts. I squeezed them, my hands sliding up their slopes to pinch her dusky nipples. They felt so wonderful. I shuddered, bounding faster as the pleasure burned
 
   “Oh, my god! Your dildo is so big!” I shuddered, squeezing down on its girth. “You are fucking amazing, Ruby!”
 
   Her hands slid up my body to my breasts, stroking and tracing them as they bounced. Her fingers were gentle as they played with my nipples. The pleasure shot straight down to my pussy. I gasped, bouncing faster, leaning over so my clit could grind into the strap-on's leather harness.
 
   “I'm going to cum! The dildo's is driving me wild!”
 
   “Cum, slut!” she purred. “You're a lesbian slut now!”
 
   “I am,” I moaned as I bucked atop her, shuddering as wave after wave of bliss crashed through me. I leaned back, writhing on the fake cock as I was carried away on a tide of orgasmic ecstasy, working my pussy up and down on that magnificent dildo that stabbed deep inside me.
 
   “Oh, wow!” I moaned my hips slowing, sweat drenching my body. “Holy fuck! Your dildo is amazing, Ruby!”
 
   “Umm,” she purred. “You are so hot. I need to cum so bad. Get on your hands and knees like a good slut and let me fuck your pussy hard.”
 
   “Oh, yeah,” I purred, gasping as I rose up on the dildo, the shaft popping out with a nasty, wet squelch. I felt so empty. I got on my hands and knees, wiggling my ass at her, facing the door of my dorm.
 
   Suddenly, I felt like I had forgotten something.
 
   Smack!
 
   “That is a beautiful ass,” Ruby cooed, my butt stinging from her slap. Her monster dildo nudged my cheeks as she slid it towards my pussy. “You ready, slut!”
 
   “Yes!” I moaned. “Please, fuck me with your big cock! It's so much better than any guy's! I'm your little, lesbian slut”
 
   “Marissa said the same thing,” laughed Ruby, then slammed the dildo home.
 
   My eyes widened as the fake cock reamed me. I hadn't put the sock on the door. Marissa could walk in at any moment. But the dildo in my pussy felt too amazing to care about any of that. Ruby stabbed it deep inside me, and I pushed my ass back. So fucking wonderful.
 
   “Yes, yes, yes!” I panted.
 
   Her hand seized my wet hair, pulling my head back so she could hiss in my ear, “You like that, slut? You like my hard cock reaming your tight cunt!”
 
   “I fucking love it!”
 
   She let go of my hair and pounded my pussy. I squeezed the sheets, moaning and gasping as she invaded my cunt over and over. She fucked me so hard it hurt, and that just made the pleasure building inside me that much more intense.
 
   “Oh, fuck! I'm gonna cum again, Ruby! Shit! Shit!”
 
   “Do it! You little slut! Cum on my big cock!”
 
   “I am!” I moaned, shuddering and shaking as she kept pounding me with the dildo, driving more and more waves of pleasure through my body. My breath came in ragged gulps as my insides were churned into ecstasy by the fake dick. “I'm gonna cum again again!”
 
   “You love my cock more than any other guys, don't you, slut?”
 
   “I do!” I howled. “It's the best cock I've ever fucked! I don't need a man if I have a woman with a strap-on!”
 
   She grunted, slamming the dildo into me, her fingernails digging into my flesh as she came. My pussy writhed about the fake cock, my lust burning through me. Her strokes slowed as she moaned her pleasure. With a groan, she pulled her dildo out of me.
 
   I flopped down into the wet spot our gushing pussies formed, rolling onto my back and staring down at my thighs stained with my pussy juices. I reached down and scooped up a glob of pussy juices leaking out of my hole, bringing it to my lips. I sucked my finger clean, savoring my tart juices. Such a wonderful, delightful flavor.
 
   “Wow,” I gasped. “I have never been fucked that hard.”
 
   “Thanks.” Her smile was as pleased as any guy after fucking me. “But we better clean up before Marissa finds out.”
 
   She waved her hand and the dildo vanished. Wow, she did have magic.
 
   A little guilt tumbled through me. “Yeah,” I said. I didn't want to betray my roommate, I had just wanted to satisfy my curiosity. And now I knew why she had such a big grin. I had never been fucked so well before. 
 
   “I don't want to hurt my girlfriend. She's special and—”
 
   A key scraped at the door's lock. My roommate was home.
 
   “Fuck!” I gasped, grasping one of Marissa's sheets and pulling them over my naked flesh. Ruby shoved her top down over her breasts, grabbed her skinny jeans, and began working them up her legs.
 
   The door opened. Marissa gasped, her voice full of pain.
 
   “It's not what it looks like!” Ruby pleaded.
 
   Marissa gave one heart-wrenching sob, then she fled. Ruby cursed, working her pants up, then chased after her.
 
   Nervous fear tumbled inside me. I probably was going to need a new roommate. But it had so been worth it to feel the pleasure of fucking a woman. After today, I was certain I couldn't go back to men. If women were this amazing, I wouldn't need one.
 
   And I wanted to learn about her magic. What else could it do?
 
   


  
 

Sultry Preview of “A Seductive Touch”
 
   I just flipped open the magazine when the door opened and Kelly burst out, a chipper smile on her tan face, her brunette pigtails flapping about her head. She wore a powder-blue, silk robe that barely fell to her mid-thigh. The silk clung to her like a second skin, and I almost gasped when I realized she wasn't wearing a bra—her high beams were flashing at me.
 
   She practically flew across the waiting room to me, taking my hand in hers. “Ohmygod! You must be Evelyn!”
 
   “Er, yeah.”
 
   She was peppier than a cheerleader at homecoming.
 
   “I'm tots excited to give you a massage today.”
 
   “Yeah. I'm popping my massage cherry today.” Darn it! Why did I say that again?
 
   She clapped her hands together. “How exciting! I'll be very gentle!” Then she squealed, jumping up and down; I was afraid she was about to have a wardrobe malfunction. “We're going to have a blast.”
 
   “Sounds good,” I smiled; some of her enthusiasm seemed to be rubbing off on me.
 
   She pulled me up and led me by the hand to the door. Through it lay a hallway that led deeper into the building and was lined with numbered doors every fifteen feet or so. A door opened, and a tall woman in a charcoal-gray pantsuit, not unlike the one I wore, stepped out, followed by Michelle. She was as gorgeous in person as she was in her photo, clad in a mauve, silk robe and as clearly as braless as Kelly was.
 
   Michelle's eyes lit up as they fell on me, then she turned to the woman in the charcoal pantsuit. “Take care, darling,” Michelle purred in a delightful, French lilt. “You'll be back next week?”
 
   The business woman nodded, a flushed smile on her face. “I wouldn't miss it. Your massages are the only thing keeping me relaxed!”
 
   Michelle kissed the business woman on both her cheeks, gave one, last lingering glance at me, then disappeared back into the room.
 
   “Hi, Kelly,” the business woman smiled, then gave a curious glance at me.
 
   “It's Evelyn's first time!” Kelly beamed back.
 
   “Oh! I remember my first time.” She reached out and squeezed my arm. Her blue eyes were full of excited heat. “You'll love it.”
 
   “Thanks,” I said, feeling a little uncomfortable. Something was off about this place. But Christina had recommended it. She wouldn't steer me wrong. “I'm sure I will!”
 
   “We're in seven!” Kelly exclaimed, almost bouncing down the hallway to the next door. “I have everything ready for you. This will be so much fun!”
 
   She opened the door and ushered me in with a flourish of her arms. “After you, mademoiselle.”
 
   “Merci,” I answered, exhausting my French, and stepped through the door.
 
   The room wasn't terribly large. In fact, it was cozy. A counter with a sink set against one wall, with scented candles burning cheerfully away upon it, filling the air with a spicy, cinnamon scent. The room was dim, and the flickering candles gave it a very intimate feel. A massage table dominated the center of the room, long, with a cut-out on the flat headrest. I frowned, and it took me a moment to realize you were supposed to stick your face through the hole when lying face down.
 
   Kelly took a deep breath. “Don't you just love cinnamon?” she asked as her hands unknotted the ties of her robe.
 
   I blinked; what the hell was she doing?
 
   The silk slid slowly off her tan figure, falling in a pool of blue around her ankles. She was lovely, with not an ounce of fat anywhere on her tan body. My cheeks crimsoned, and my eyes shot up to look at the ceiling.
 
   “It's my favorite scent in the world,” she continued. I risked a look; she was bending over to pick up her robe, and her naked butt pointed straight at me. No tan lines or cellulite. I looked back up. “It just relaxes all my stress away.”
 
   I tried to speak, only a strangled gasp came out.
 
   “Are you okay, Evelyn?” she asked, hanging her robe from a coat rack and turning to face me; her bare breasts jiggled at the bottom of my vision.
 
   “Y-you're naked!”
 
   “Uh-huh.”
 
   What was wrong with her? Was she some sort of nudist? “Isn't it inappropriate?”
 
   She giggled and grabbed the left sleeve of my blazer, pulling it down my arms. “We always massage in the nude. That's how it's done.”
 
   “Oh.” I felt foolish, then annoyance irked me.
 
   “The oil stains, you see.”
 
   Reasonable. “Right. So, I guess I have to be naked as well?” No different than the gym locker room. Only a gym locker room wasn't candlelit.
 
   “Yep.” She hung my blazer next to her robe. “I'll undress you.”
 
   “What?” I protested. “I can undress myself.”
 
   “Oh, okay,” she said, sounding hurt like a wounded rabbit, her shoulders wilting like a dying flower.
 
   Darn it! “Fine,” I sighed.
 
   She clapped her hands together, jumping up and down, her breasts jiggling; they were quite beautiful. “This'll be fun. Just think of me as your handmaiden. Powerful women deserve to be pampered like a queen!”
 
   I smiled at that. I did deserve to be pampered after the hell my life had become.
 
   Her fingers skillfully worked the small, white buttons on my cream, silk blouse. She seemed quite skilled, and in no time my blouse hung open, exposing my gray, satin bra.
 
   “Oh, that's cute,” she giggled, carefully folding my blouse and setting it in a small, plastic tray on the counter. “Where'd you get your bra?”
 
   “Nordstroms.”
 
   Her fingers touched my back; I flinched a bit. She deftly unhooked my bra. After a long day at the office if felt wonderful to free my breasts—I had yet to find a bra that stayed comfortable for an entire workday. Kelly pulled my bra off my arms and added it to the bin. I wanted to cover my breasts, but I resisted the impulse; we were both women.
 
   “I've never shopped there,” Kelly admitted, dropping to her knees before me with a smooth, practiced grace.
 
   “They have the best sales!” I exclaimed.
 
   She grabbed my right foot, lifting it up and slipping off my black pump. “I'll give it a try,” Kelly promised
 
   “You won't be disappointed!” I exclaimed as she slipped off my other pump.
 
   She smiled, “I rarely am.” The heat in her voice sent a shiver through me.
 
   Kelly tugged my pants down my hips, and a second tingle of excitement passed through me, almost a sexual thrill. My nipples hardened, and heat flushed my sex. Why? I wasn't gay, so why was I getting turned on?
 
   If you want to read more, A Seductive Touch (Sensual Massage 1) is available from Amazon and is free to borrow for Kindle Unlimited subscribers!
 
   


  
 

Other Works by Desiree Michaels
 
   Check out Desiree Michael's catalog of passionate, lesbian erotica on Amazon! If you sexy women expressing their desire and love for each other, than you'll love the sultry stories Desiree pens!
 
   Sapphic Masseuse:  The lesbian witches of the Lady's Touch Massage Parlor tease and please their female clients!
 
   A Seductive Touch: Evelyn's divorce is stressing her out. So her friend suggests she visit the Lady's Touch Massage Parlor where she gets the most relaxing massage ever at the hands, and tongue, of her sexy masseuse. Evelyn is plunged into the world of sapphic love and revels in it!
 
   Eager to Please: Evelyn wants to be a sapphic masseuse at the Lady's Touch Massage Parlor, a woman's only, happy ending parlor. All she has to do is prove to Rhonda and Michelle, the lesbian owners, that she knows how to please a woman in every way possible.
 
   Seductive Arts: The sexy and vivacious Monique teaches Evelyn how to seduce a woman into a passionate, sapphic sex while taking a hot and steamy shower!
 
   Slippery Fun: Evelyn seduces Fumi during a nuri massage and the married, Japanese woman discovers just how much fun being with a woman dripping in oil can be!
 
   Sensual Dance: Evelyn takes her girlfriend Fumi out dancing and the pair have a hot threesome on the dance floor with Kelly!
 
   Menage Surprise: Evelyn and her girlfriend Fumi seduce Anna, the woman that destroyed Evelyn's marriage. Evelyn is eager to get back at her ex-husband and give Anna the best sex ever!
 
   


  
 

About Desiree
 
   Desiree Michaels was raised in a wholesome household. But beneath her innocent face lurks a dirty mind. Desiree loves women, and wants to share all they sexy fun two (or more) women can get up to together. Nothing is more sensual than a woman's touch, a woman's kiss, and nothing is more passionate than sapphic lust!
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