

So here’s where I’m at, in case you haven’t been keeping up to date with me. It was about a week ago since I had that otherworldly experience with my Professor Mrs. Howard, my Women’s Studies teacher. I waited after class to talk to her about my poor performance in her class. Not really understanding what it was about the course material that I wasn’t quite getting. It turns out there was a lot I didn’t understand. A whole world of sexual experience that I didn’t know. A whole aspect of my being a woman that was completely unknown to me. But that’s part of growing up in some regressive smalltown in the middle of nowhere. I didn’t live in that town anymore. But I got away from all that and managed to get into a decent university. And this place had a lot more to teach me than just boring old book stuff.

So my performance had been rather poor in that class for some time. But when Mrs. Howard had me perform on her, things started to click. And other things started to lick. My tongue...my tongue started to lick. Lick up and down her sexy body. Mrs. Howard was a woman of free and open sexuality, unashamed and unencumbered by the judgements of our society. I really started to look up to her. And not just because I had to look up to get a glimpse of her cleavage. I’m not gonna say she’s perfect or anything. As a professor she’s still a bit too strict and standoffish for me. But she was willing to help, and willing to show me some new and exciting things.

And all that she showed me and had me do with her, well It helped me with more than just my grades. I didn’t feel so isolated here anymore. I didn’t feel so far away from home without any of my old friends. I started to feel like I was really some place that I belonged. I felt more confident in myself, that’s for sure. But I wanted to talk about this with someone. And it wasn’t the kind of thing I could bring up to my family. I can only imagine how they would react if they found out. They’d probably drive here the next day and shuttle me back home and never let me go back to college again. No, I couldn’t tell them, that much I knew. Still, I wanted to share this with someone.

My roommate and I didn’t spend much time together. We were two completely opposite people. I was more reserved and preferred a night in and she was outgoing and loved getting involved in whatever activity came her way. I alway overthink things too much to be like that. Besides I enjoyed the quiet far more. Today however must have been a rare day for her because instead of trotting around campus looking for something to do, she was just chilling on her bed playing with her phone. I was on my own bed reading a book, but that’s nothing new for me.

The only thing close about the two of us was the fact that we slept in the same room together. Other than that, we hardly knew each other. We never really talked or anything. She was hardly ever here anyway, so unless I decided to spend the day out with her, we wouldn’t see much of each other, and that was gonna happen. Still, she was here and she was someone to talk to. But could I talk to her about this. Like I said, I don’t really know her. And everyone I did know, the people I grew up with, wouldn’t accept me for this. Was it really possible that there were people out there who could accept me. I knew there must be, and if those kind of people were anywhere, surely they were the university type. It was hard to wrap my head around such a possibility.

I needed to tell someone though. It would just keep eating away at me if I didn’t share it. And besides what did I possibly have to lose. So what if she thought I was weird or something. It’s not like I’d end up losing a friend or anything. So really, if I think about it, I might as well tell her. At least I would have told somebody, and I think talking about it might help me process it all. I placed a bookmark between the pages and closed my  novel, placing it on the bed next to me. I turned to face Sophia, my roommate. I didn’t say anything at first. Just sort of watched her. Thinking of what to expect. She listlessly browsed around on her phone, not doing much of anything. I’d never know what to expect, I just had to go for it.

“Hey…” I said.

“Yeah,” said Sophia, her eyes still locked to her phone.

I really wanted to get her attention. I was dying inside to tell someone, I wanted someone to listen. She did not seem so interested. Then again I probably didn’t seem so interesting.

“There’s something I want to tell you,” I said.

“Okay.” She didn’t budge from her phone. Maybe it shouldn’t have annoyed me but it did.

“Can you put your phone down for a second,” I said.

Sophia let out a displeased sigh and tossed her phone away, “What’s up, if this is about using your sanitizer, I swear I…”

“What? No I wanted to tell you...wait when did you use… never mind I don’t care about that….”

“Good, I thought you were gonna be one of those finicky roommates who are overly possessive.”

“No, you can use my stuff, Just you know, respectfully or whatever.”

“Ok, cool. I’m glad we talked about it,” Sophia picked her phone back up.

Wait a second, what just happened. That wasn’t what I wanted to talk about at all. Was I really this socially awkward.

“Can you just listen for like a second,” I said.

“Alright, alright, you have my attention,” said Sophia.

“Thank you,” I said.

I sat up on the edge of my bed facing her. She got up herself. I cupped my hands in my lap. Well, here it goes, I suppose.

“I..I kind of had sex with Mrs. Howard,” well it was out now, no taking it back.

Sophia broke out laughing, “what are you even talking about, no you didn’t.”

“I’m serious. It happened after class last week.”

“So, you’re telling me, you and Professor Howard fucked each other.”

“Kind of.”

“No you didn’t. Kind of? What does that even mean?” I had her attention now, for better or worse. Her phone buzzed away and she paid it no mind at all.

“I guess not kind of...we did,” I said, I played with the sheets tugging at them with my fingers. I was so embarrassed. My face a bright red.

“You’re serious?”

I nodded.

“Damn...what was it like?”

“Fantastic, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it,” I said. Finally, I said it. I got it out. I told someone. It felt damn good to get that off my chest. To admit to myself in this way that it actually happened, and that I love the fact that it did.

“But like what did you do?” Sophia asked, she leaned forward waiting for my response. I never had this kind of attention before, I never had something to say that people really wanted to hear.

“Well, first she unbuttoned her blouse, and I played with her tits,” I said.

“Mrs. Howard’s got some nice titties though, that’s for sure. You see how she walks around campus, her cleavage out like that. Sometimes I can’t believe she teaches here.”

“I know right, It makes sense though, she does more than just teach here.”

“Apparently…”

“Are they real, I think they are, but some of the guys swear they’re fake.”

“They’re real.”

“Of course, losers...what do they know about a woman’s breasts. What else? Tell me everything,” she said.

“We kissed.”

“You start with the tits and then mention a kiss, you went backwards there.”

“I’m not talking about on the mouth.”

I really had her on the edge of her seat. She was totally invested into what I had to say. I never had an audience like her before. It felt great to talk with her, especially about this. Maybe I did have a friend here. Everything I said had her on the edge of her seat, dying to hear more. I forgot all about my anxiety, I could just talk to her, it all flowed so naturally.

“Fuck, you ate her out, didn’t you,” said Sophia.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, my lips shut tight.

“What it taste like?”

“Kind of sweaty.”

“I guess that makes sense. But you liked it?”

“I loved it. And the way she squirmed, she did too. That’s what made it so great, the way she moved when I did it.”

“Damn, this is kind of turning me on,” said Sophia.

We both shared a laugh together. I guess it was kind of hot to talk about and hear. It made me feel sexy to hear her say that. I didn’t see myself as sexy. But telling this story, yeah it made feel like a sexy bitch. Everyone knew how hot Mrs. Howard is, fucking her is like the hottest thing you can probably do. Maybe that made me the hottest thing, and I didn’t even realize it yet.

“Weren’t you afraid of getting caught?” Asked Sophia.

“That actually never even crossed my mind. I mean once it started happening, it was the only thing I was thinking about. I only saw what was in front of me, and what was in front of me was her naked body.”

“I can’t imagine what would have happened if someone walked in,” said Sophia.

“Who cares if someone did. It totally would have been worth it.”

“Damn, I never would have guessed you were so naughty.”

Was I naughty? I didn’t think I was. I never saw myself in that way. This was like my first experience. I guess I did have a bit of a dirty mind sometimes, but who doesn’t. I’m sure loads of people have these kinds of fantasies, nothing wrong with that.

“I’m not really,” I said.

“It sounds like you are, sounds pretty sweet to me though,” said Sophia, “You’re like a hero, you got with the hottest professor on campus. I’ve got to tell...well I’ve got to tell somebody,” said Sophia.

“What…?”

“They’re going to flip when they hear this,” said Sophia.

“Who...what?..you…”

Sophia grabbed her phone off her bed. What was she doing. What the hell was going on, what just happened. I just confided in her, didn’t she know that. I wasn’t doing this to brag. I just needed to talk to someone. My face flushed. Suddenly this felt like a really bad idea. How did things go so wrong so quick. I was losing control, losing my footing. I didn’t like it. I wasn’t mad at her. I don’t blame her. It was all so crazy. I just didn’t expect this. But I couldn’t have her telling people. I wasn’t ready for that. I don’t know if I’d ever be ready for that.

I watched her as she unlocked her phone. I had to do something. I couldn’t just sit here like this.

“What are doing Sophia, I don’t want anyone else to know,” I said.

“Why not? This is too great to pass by,” she said, her finger flicked at the phone screen.

“Because I don’t,” I said.

“I don’t know…”

I had to do something, was she really about to tell the entire campus. She only had to tell one person and then everyone would know. That’s just how it works, I had to stop her now before it was too late.

“Give me the phone,” I said, I lunged off my bed over to her. Reaching for her phone. She pulled her arm back away from me. I grabbed at her wrist and pushed her down onto the bed. Her phone knocked out of her hand, falling to the floor. I was safe at least for now. Sophia fought back, trying to get at her phone. I pinned her arms down to the bed. Hovering over her. My eyes gazing into hers. She smiled, her eyes shining back into mine. I leaned toward her as she leaned up toward me.

“Show me how you kissed her,” whispered Sophia.

We both leaned in until our lips touched.

Her lips were just as soft and warm as Mrs. Howard’s. Were all women like this. This enjoyable. I took my hands off her wrists. And stroked her cheek with my thumb. She opened her mouth for my tongue. The two of us licking inside the others. She tasted real damn nice. Sophia wrapped her arms around my back, hugging me tight as we embraced our lips.

“What else did you two do,” Sophia asked.

“Well, we’ll have to get this out of the way,” I said. I lifted her shirt off over her head, “and this,” I unhooked her bra. Her tits were not as big as Mrs. Howard’s, but still nice. I mean they were bigger than mine, but most girls had bigger tits than me. I took a handful of her, rubbing and massaging. I gave a Sophia another kiss on the lips.

“I wasn’t really going to tell anybody, I was just messing with you,” Sophia said, her lips parting from mine.

“Sure, whatever you say,” I pinched her nipple.

Sophia let out a pleased moan, “No seriously, I might talk to a lot of people, but most of them aren’t really my friends. I wouldn’t do that to you.”

I lowered myself down on her body, latching on to her nipple sucking at it. Sophia played with my hair, her hips jumping a bit in excitement.

“And we’re friends?” I asked, genuinely not sure.

“Well duh, we live together and I tell you stuff about me all the time. It’s nice to finally hear one of your stories.”

All this time I didn’t think of us as friends. I thought she told everyone those stories, I thought that’s just who she was. I didn’t realize she only shared that stuff with me. I mean she went out so often, I thought she talked to everyone.

“I guess I can share more stories with you,” I said, my fingers tickled her tummy. She let out a cute giggle.

“I’d really like that,” said Sophia.

“I think I know something else you might really like,” I said.

My hands gripped at her thighs. I was eager to pull her black tights off. To see what hid beneath them. Her tights shaped her ass so well too, I had to give it a squeeze before removing them.

“Let’s see here,” I said, taking her underwear off, “you have such a great ass.”

“Oh, stop it. So do you.”

“You think so,” I said, turning around, sticking it up.

“Duh,” said Sophia, giving it a slap.

“Oo, fuck.” I playfully pushed her down on the bed in retaliation, tossing her knees to side and spreading her legs open.

“Now comes the best part,” I said, sticking my tongue out and giving it a wag. I brought my face between her thighs, my tongue dripping with spit, ready to taste her sweet pussy. Sophia jerked back, “oooh,” she moaned.

“Nice right,” I said.

“I don’t want you to stop.”

I went back down on her, my tongue licking, and  my lips sucking. My hand teasing at her nipples. Her back arched up. She grinded her hips, rubbing herself against my mouth. Her moans and exhales filled our dorm room.

“Right there...right there…”

I had her squirming, loving the tip of my tongue pressing against her clit. Sucking the excitement from her body. She couldn’t contain herself. She clutched the bed sheets, bucking her hips up and down. I grabbed onto her ass, keeping her connected to my mouth. She jolted up, taking my face in her hands.

“Fuck,” she cried out, lifting my face to meet hers, planting a wet kiss on my lips. Tasting her juices that dripped off them, “that felt fucking great.”

I smiled, “I know.”

She tossed her body back, laying on the bed to catch her breath, her body rising and falling to the rhythmic breathing, “Damn…” was all she could say.

“I told you it was fantastic.”

“You sure did. I’m really glad I got you as a roommate....do you want a turn,” she said.

“Maybe next time, you should take it all in first,” I said.

“You’re probably right.”

I wanted her to give it to me. I really did. But I also knew we would have plenty of time for that. And I wanted her to just enjoy herself this time. To see what it was like. Besides it gave us both something to look forward too. Something to fantasize about while sitting in class with nothing better to do. A little something to look forward to until we find out in what other ways we can enjoy each other, and I’m sure there are plenty of other ways.             

I cuddled up next to Sophia, wrapping my arms around her. Feeling the warmth of her naked body. It felt great knowing she was there next to me. Would remain there all night, every night. We lived together, we had each other. I had someone to be with, and I couldn’t believe it.

“Maybe you should come sit in on one of Mrs. Howard’s classes,” I said, my hand massaging her shoulder, “maybe she’d be willing to teach the both of us, what do you think?”

“That sounds like a perfect idea. Do you really think she might?”

“I don’t see why not, as long as you don’t go telling anybody,” I said laughing.

“Oh stop, you’re not gonna let that go are you.”

“Nope,” I said, I reached down and placed my hand over her vagina, “and I’m not going to let this go either.”

“Good, because I don’t want you to.”

We ended up lying next to each other all night, falling asleep in her bed, side by side. Waking up the next morning to her soft breathing against my back made me feel so secure. Made me feel like I was home. I woke her up with a kiss.

“It’s time to get ready for class,” I said.

“Can’t we just stay in bed together,” she said.

“Okay, maybe just this one time.”
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Finding a friend to share in your first time isn't easy but when it happens it’s worth it.

Whether its starting at university or at a new job it, having an extra pair of hands to work with is always the way to go.

And go and go and go until you get there.

Because these ladies won't stop until they're satisfied.
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