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      I stared hopelessly at my blank essay, daring it to write itself as I struggled to come up with a coherent thought. The bathroom door swung open and out Winnie walked, covered in nothing but a towel. My heart raced as I attempted to maintain my composure.

      This wasn't the first time I'd seen my dorm mate partially indisposed, but each time failed to be any easier on me.

      Winnie was gorgeous and full of life. She always entered our dorm with a smile while humming her favorite song. She was the ideal college roommate, and we got along perfectly, but all of that made it harder on the crush I was developing for her.

      She glanced at me, her eyes sparkling with amusement as she caught me staring. “Oh, Jackie, I didn’t know you were here."

      I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks as she walked towards me, her bare feet padding softly on the carpet toward her closet.

      I let out a breath I didn't realize I was holding and turned back to my essay, determined to finish it and quit thinking about my roommate. But as I struggled to form coherent sentences, my mind kept wandering back to the image of her in nothing but a towel.

      All of this was even more conflicting since I'd never been attracted to a girl before. But something about Winnie drew me in. It wasn't just her beauty, though she was undeniably stunning. It was her energy, her charisma that radiated from every inch of her being. I felt drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

      I wasn't sure if this was what love felt like, but I decided I'd be mostly content just being with her. She made me feel at home and her enthusiasm could raise anyone's mood. She had a way of making even the most mundane activities seem like an adventure. And her passion for life was contagious.

      She had her moments, of course, like anyone else. But even when she was angry, her flare-ups were inspiring. I found myself agreeing with her on almost everything, even if I hadn't formed an opinion on the matter yet. She just had that way with people, making them see things from a different perspective and opening their minds to new ideas.

      It was both exhilarating and terrifying to be around her, but I couldn't imagine my life without her in it. Whether as a friend or something more, Winnie had become an integral part of my existence. And I was grateful for every moment spent in her company.

      I turned in my chair, looking over my shoulder at Winnie as she danced over to her closet door, slowly dropping her towel to the floor. The way her body moved, soft curves and sharp angles blending together seamlessly, was mesmerizing. My eyes drank in every inch of her, but I knew she caught me glancing at her through the mirror.

      "Well don't be a perv, Jackie!" she teased, a playful smile on her lips. I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks as I averted my gaze, embarrassed yet still unable to resist the pull of her beauty. "You know you want this body."

      I chuckled nervously, trying to brush off my obvious attraction to her. But then she turned to face me, her towel now discarded and her body fully on display. "Maybe you just secretly want me instead," I joked, hoping to lighten the mood and ease my own discomfort.

      I could feel her eyes on me as I sat at my desk, attempting to write my essay. "Oh you know I've been trying to get in your pants all semester! But you just keep shooting me down," she said, pretending to be hurt.

      I turned back to face her, my heart racing at her words. Was she serious? Did she actually want me?

      But then I saw her lower lip poke out and the corners of her mouth slope down into a frown. Even her pout was adorable. I couldn't help but stick my tongue out in response, a childish habit that we had developed over the years.

      But deep down, I knew I was becoming infatuated with her. And as much as I wanted to focus on my writing, the thought of her desiring me was enough to make my heart skip a beat and my mind wander.

      I let out a sigh and turned back to my essay, resigned to the fact that I wouldn't be getting much writing done that day. With her in the room, she was all I could think about.

      Winnie's beauty had always struck me like a bolt of lightning, completely taking my breath away. Her delicate features, cascading brown hair, and curvy figure exuded a natural and effortless allure. As she stood before me, one hand on her hip and a mischievous glint in her eye, I couldn't help but feel a swell of admiration for her.

      "How do I look?" she asked, her voice soft and hopeful. I spun my chair around to face her fully, wanting to take in every inch of her appearance. Her skirt was short, but not scandalously so, the fabric hugging her hips and swishing gently as she moved. Her top was low-cut, displaying just enough of her perfect breasts to entice and leave something to the imagination. I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy that Jeff would get to spend the evening with her.

      "What are you so dressed up for?" I asked, unable to contain my curiosity.

      "My date with Jeff," she replied with a smile. I remembered Jeff; he was your typical college male. Semi-attractive, with all the confidence in the world, and the type to go straight for the most beautiful girl in the room. It was no surprise that he had asked out Winnie. She was irresistible to men, and I couldn't blame him for wanting to spend time with her. I had expected her to turn him down and wait for someone a bit more chivalrous but Winnie never did like to miss out on a good time.

      "You look hot," I admitted, lowering my eyes to the floor.

      "What's that look for?" she asked. "I know you don't like Jeff, but it's just a night out. I haven't had one of those in a few weeks!" I let out a sigh.

      "It's not that I don't like him. I just hate to see you give guys like that attention. They think they deserve you when they so clearly don't." My opinion just sort of slipped from my mouth. Winnie laughed.

      "Well, I'm glad you think so highly of me!" she exclaimed with a smile stretching across her face. I couldn't help but smile too, despite the twinge of jealousy in my chest.

      "I do think highly of you," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. "I just want to protect you," I admitted, unable to meet her gaze.

      "I know," she said softly. "But I can take care of myself." I nodded, knowing that she was right. Winnie was one of the strongest people I knew, even though she didn't always see it herself.

      She turned back to her mirror to adjust her outfit. The setting sun streamed in through the windows, illuminating the room with a golden glow that seemed to caress her skin. She was radiant, her beauty enhanced by the simple yet elegant dress she had chosen for this particular occasion.

      As she fidgeted with the fabric, I couldn't help but let my eyes travel from her ankles up between her thighs to the hem of her skirt. My thoughts wandered, imagining running my hand underneath and feeling the softness of her skin. But I stopped myself before I could go any further, scolding myself for ogling my friend like the guys I despised.

      I opened my word document once again, determined to concentrate on something more intellectual. But a few minutes later, I felt Winnie's arms wrap around me, her soft breath tickling my neck. My resolve melted away as I turned to face her, getting lost in the depths of her brown eyes. She leaned in closer, her lips so close to mine that I could feel the heat radiating off of them.

      "Can you zip me up?" she whispered, breaking the spell.

      I swallowed hard, trying to regain my composure. I reached around her and pulled the zipper up slowly, my fingers grazing against her skin.

      "Thanks, you're a lifesaver," she said with a smile. “I’ll see you later, Jackie.  Don’t waste too much time on that essay now.  Mrs. Wright’s class is a bitch.”  She kissed my cheek, grabbed her purse and swung the door close behind her, leaving me in silence staring at a blank screen.

      After a few more failed attempts to start my essay, I decided to take a break and go for a walk. I threw on my old hoodie, grabbed a book from my backpack, and headed out. The air outside was cool and refreshing, a welcome change from the stuffy dorm room.

      As I walked, I noticed that the day's warmth was slowly dissipating, thanks to the gentle breeze that rustled through the leaves. Everywhere I looked, I saw students laughing and chatting in groups, enjoying the beautiful autumn day. A few loners scurried by, their faces buried in books or phones, but they were outnumbered by the lively clusters of friends.

      I eventually found a quiet bench under a sprawling tree and settled down with my book. I pulled out my book, hoping it would distract me from my thoughts. But the words on the page swirled in front of my eyes, refusing to come together into a coherent story. Frustrated, I closed the book and decided to people watch instead.

      Across the street, a couple was arguing, their raised voices carrying over. I couldn't make out their words, but the tension between them was palpable.

      Behind me, a group of kids were tossing around a Frisbee, their laughter and banter filling the air. I couldn't help but smile at their carefree energy, envious of their ability to live in the moment without a worry in the world. And to the right, I saw a group of kids studying in the grass.

      But no matter how hard I tried to distract myself, thoughts of Winnie would always creep back into my mind. I let out a sigh and made my way back to the dorms.

      I had been gone longer than I realized, and as I ascended the stairs to our dorm, I desperately hoped that Winnie would be back. The familiar creak of the door echoed through the empty hallway as I pushed it open, revealing the small space we called home.

      It was then that I heard her voice, soft and gentle, drifting towards me from behind the door. Without thinking, I stood still, my hand still on the doorknob, listening in on her conversation with someone else. I couldn't quite make out the words, but I knew her voice, and it sounded like she was speaking to Jeff.

      I hesitated, unsure of what to do. Should I interrupt them, or listen a little longer? It was then that I noticed a faint floral scent in the air, one that I couldn't quite place. But before I could dwell on it, Winnie's voice grew louder, as if she had sensed my presence. Out slithered a soft moan, followed by a cascade of overwhelming emotions that crashed into my mind. Images of her, writhing and moaning in pleasure, raced through my consciousness. My heart raced, my palms sweated, and my stomach churned with a mix of excitement and jealousy.

      "Ohhh yeah," she encouraged him, with a voice that was both sultry and encouraging. I could almost feel her breath tickling my neck, her body pressed against mine.

      "You like that, babe?" he asked, his voice filled with greed and satisfaction. I cringed, unable to bear the thought of Jeff being able to please Winnie in ways that I never could.

      But then, a small glimmer of hope flickered in my mind. Maybe she's faking it, I thought. Maybe she's not actually enjoying it with him. This thought lifted my spirits slightly, and I pressed my ear closer to the door, desperate for any indication that I was desirable to her.

      But then, in an instant, everything changed. I heard a loud crash, followed by the sound of glass shattering. In a panic, I realized that my phone had fallen out of my pocket and onto the floor, breaking into pieces.

      I cursed under my breath, suddenly aware of how foolish and desperate I must have looked, eavesdropping. Then the door opened.

      As I slowly lifted my eyes, I was greeted with the sight of an agitated Jeff, huffing and puffing like a bull ready to charge. His gaze was fixed on me, and I couldn't help but feel a sudden sense of unease wash over me.

      “Can we help you?” he snorted, his voice dripping with disdain.

      Before I could even form a response, Winnie came to my rescue. "That's Jackie," she said, coming to stand by my side. "She's my roommate."

      Jeff's face twisted into a look of disappointment, and I could practically see his irritation radiating off of him. "Aw man, really?" he muttered, glaring at me for a moment longer before turning on his heel. "Guess I better get back, anyway."

      "Sorry, you guys," I mumbled, standing up and dusting myself off.

      "It's okay, don't worry about it," Winnie reassured me, wrapping an arm around my shoulder and leading me back into the dorm. "He wasn't that great, anyway." She winked at me and I couldn't help but laugh.

      I finally wrote a few pages of my essay over the next few hours. The darkness rolled in like ocean waves, swallowing the sky until it was nothing but a vast expanse of blackness. I sat at my desk as I furiously typed out words and sentences. The clock on the wall ticked away the hours, but I was too engrossed in my writing to pay it any mind.

      Winnie came in and out of the room, studying for her own classes and offering me snacks and words of encouragement. She had an 8 a.m. class the next morning, and out of respect, I tried to fall asleep around the same time as her.

      At midnight, I finally closed my laptop and stretched my cramped hand. "How's your essay coming?" Winnie asked, getting into bed.

      "Good, so far," I replied, turning away as I changed into my pajamas.

      "Damn, Jackie, you have the cutest little butt!" Winnie exclaimed, causing me to blush and smile. She meant she was jealous of it, but I couldn't help but enjoy the attention.

      I laughed and thanked her before crawling into bed and turning out my light.

      I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling in the dim light of my room. I couldn't get the image of Winnie's soft moans out of my head.

      I shifted in my bed, trying to distract myself from the rush of emotions. I could feel the tension building in my body, my legs involuntarily tensing at the thought of Winnie. I let out a deep sigh and closed my eyes, trying to relax.

      As I lay there, my thoughts kept circling back to Winnie. I couldn't help but peek over at her sleeping form, listening to her heavy breathing and watching for any movement. When I saw that she was still and quiet, I saw my chance.

      Gathering my courage, I reached out and gently brushed my fingers against my own thigh. The sensation sent shivers through my body, and I felt my heart race with excitement. I knew I had to act quickly before Winnie woke up.

      I closed my eyes, and remembered standing just outside our door, listening to her with Jeff.  I brought one hand to my breast and brushed it lightly against my skin.  I imagined Winnie in bed with me, touching me while moaning like she did earlier.  My pussy became hot, but I waited to relieve myself.

      I lay in bed, chills crawling down my spine, as I let my fingers travel from my chest down to my stomach and then to my thighs.  I pictured Winnie’s hands over me.  I pictured Winnie’s naked body.

      I licked the tips of my fingers and then brought them to my nipples.  I pictured they were Winnie’s tongue gently flicking.  And when I pinched them, her mouth was sucking on me.  A heat spread from between my legs to my navel, and I could no longer ignore it.

      I peeked one more time in Winnie’s direction to assure myself she was sleeping, and then I slid my hand under the cotton fabric of my panties.  I touched my outer lips and discovered a sticky wetness already pooling in the creases.  I shivered at the thought of getting caught masturbating, but the chills only turned me on more.

      I ran a finger along my slit, careful not to part it just yet.  When I got it nice and wet, I parted slowly, heading for my clit.  When my finger touched it, my legs tingled and I bit my bottom lip.  I imagined Winnie’s head between my legs, her tongue circling it.  I mimicked the motions of her tongue with my fingers and I could tell I wouldn’t last too long.

      I tugged at my nipples with one hand while the other danced on my pussy, teasing myself slowly.  I felt like I might cum at any second, though, so I firmed my touch and strengthened my pattern.  I slid my fingers up and down my slit, pausing on my clit to circle a few times before dipping back in.  My body was on fire and bound to explode.

      I twisted my nipple and circled my clit, curling my legs in to keep any motion hidden under the covers, and I bit my lip to keep quiet.  The tension between my legs built so high I thought it would never end, but just then an electric wave crashed over me, followed by smaller rippling shocks.  My breathing was loud but I was able to keep from moaning.

      I couldn’t help but smile afterward, and then took one more look over my sheets at Winnie.  She was still sleeping soundly as ever.

      ---

      The next morning I woke up and saw that Winnie was still in bed.  I glanced at my phone to see the time.  It was already noon and I knew Winnie was about the be late for her second class.

      “Psst.  Winnie,” I whispered, standing over her and rocking her shoulder back and forth.  She groaned but kept her eyes shut tightly.

      “Winnie, it’s noon,” I said louder, and this time she threw herself upward and her eyes shot open.

      “It’s noon?” she asked, raising her hands to her forehead in disbelief.  “Shit, shit!”

      She hustled out of bed and threw on a pair of jeans that were on the floor all night.  She didn’t bother changing her shirt, or brushing her hair.  She started tossing papers and books in a bag quickly and then headed for the door.  Before leaving she turned to thank me.

      I headed to my political science class, unable to shake my thoughts of Winnie from the night before.  I’m sure I didn’t hear a word the professor said, either.  My eyes glazed over and images of Winnie’s body danced across the film that covered them.  I’ll snap out of it in a few days, I told myself.  I refused to feel guilty for spacing out in class.  Not when my thoughts were about Winnie.

      The walk back to my dorm was pleasant.  The sun was low in the sky, and the air was cool.  Leaves danced along the sidewalk and I could smell an aroma of coffee and cigarettes.  It was a beautiful autumn day and my head was in the clouds.  Even if nothing ever came from Winnie, the feelings I had in that moment were worth it.

      Back at the dorm, Winnie was curled into a ball on her bed.  At first I thought she was sleeping, but I heard quiet sobs coming from under her sheets.  Her hands blocked her mouth and muffled the sound.

      “Are you okay?” I asked, concerned.

      “I’m sorry, Jackie.  I’m just a little stressed right now.”  I remembered her missing class this morning.

      “If there’s anything I can do, Winnie, let me know.”  She thanked me, sat up, and wiped her tears.  I joined her at the foot of her bed, and lightly massaged her foot through the sheets.

      Even though she had been crying, she looked as beautiful as ever.  Her messy hair stuck up in the back and fell across her face.  Her cheeks were tear-stained and glistening in the afternoon sunlight.  I reached a hand to her cheek and brushed away a tear.  She smiled and held my hand in place.

      My heart was beating faster and she lowered her lips to my palm.  Confusion filled me up.  Was this a tender, friendly gesture?  Did she want more?  My mind was racing with possibilities, but I tried to stay grounded.

      I decided I would lean forward to hug her, and see if she directed it somewhere else.  The tension between us was magnetic as I inched my face to hers.  I saw her lips part and her eyes lower to my mouth.  She looks like she wants to kiss me, I thought.

      Soon she began to lean in, too.  Our faces moved closer until our lips touched.  At this point I was so shocked I couldn’t think of what else to do.  She rested a hand on my neck, gripping it tightly and rattling me back to reality.  I raised both my hands to her cheeks as we kissed and let her know how badly I wanted this.

      She pulled away but leaned her forehead into mine.  “What are we doing?” she asked looking up at me, doe-eyed.

      “Kissing, I think,” I said, stupidly.  But it made her laugh so I forgave myself.  She kissed me again, this time with more passion.  Her fingers pressed the skin on the back of my neck as if she was playing an instrument.  She explored the intimate moment as much as I had hoped she would.

      Then her tongue slipped into my mouth.  I felt a burning between my legs, and a coolness in my limbs.  Our saliva mixed and hers was sweet like fruit juice.  Her tongue felt comfortable and smooth.  We stayed like that for a few minutes, our breathing only getting heavier.

      I was afraid to make the first move, in case she decided this was all a mistake.  So I sat there calmly, waiting for her cues and enjoying every moment of our intimacy.  I felt her hand move from the back of my neck, slowly to my collar bones and resting there.  My body trembled internally.  The anticipation made me dizzy.

      She moved her hand a little lower, just above my breast, and our tongues still wrapped around each other.  I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her in closer.  This was the signal she needed, and she responded by cupping her hand over my breast, sending a chill down my spine.

      My lips opened wider to release a moan and this seemed to please her.  She pulled her lips away, looked me in the eyes and smiled.  She moved her hands down to my waist and under the hem of my t-shirt.  For the first time, I felt Winnie’s hands on my naked hips, skin to skin, and it was electric.

      She lifted my shirt up slowly, revealing my outdated Victoria’s Secret bra.  I raised my arms and allowed her to pull my shirt off completely.  She looked at my breasts, then back at me, and leaned in to kiss the cleavage spilling out.

      I looked down at her beautiful matted hair and her lips caressing me.   I can’t believe this is actually happening, I thought.  She’s my straight roommate.  But I guess I was wrong.

      She pulled the cup of my bra down to reveal my erect nipple.  Then she wrapped her lips around it sensually, and sucked.  She flattened her tongue against the nub and flicked, sending a shockwave down my back and between my legs.  I became restless from her kissing, and she noticed me shifting in her bed.

      She responded by running a hand between my legs and massaging my cunt.  I could feel my juices spilling out from her touch.

      Winnie leaned on my back and removed my pants.  The excitement was unbearable, but I was patient.  She touched my panties with her fingers, getting them a little wet already.  She licked her fingers out of curiosity of my taste and smiled at me.

      “Are you okay with this?” she asked.  I trembled.

      “Yes,” I spat out.

      She slid her fingers under the waistband of my panties and slid them slowly down my thighs and to the floor.  Then she spread my legs on the bed, wiggled herself between them and leaned down.  At the same time that her tongue reached my slit, I felt her fingers reaching for my nipples.  My body heat was rising dangerously fast.

      I looked down at Winnie, her face dedicated to my cunt, and I was more turned on by seeing her between my legs.  She looked up at me and smiled, licking her way up and down my slit.  I leaned my head back out of necessity and moaned.  She circled my clit and teased the slit of my pussy while rolling my nipples gently between her fingers.  The softness of her touch was magical.

      Then she stopped.  I opened my eyes and looked down, but she was sitting up, removing her clothes.  I didn’t question her, but watched as she revealed more and more of her gorgeous body.  When she was completely naked, she walked toward the foot of her bed, and then climbed ontop of my face.

      I was greeted by my first wet pussy.  The aroma was familiar, yet different.  I didn’t smell a scent so much as a warmth, and I reached my head up to kiss it.  She bucked her hips at my touch and then leaned down to continue licking my own cunt.

      Her body was in a horizontal 69 above mine, and I loved feeling consumed by her.  I mimicked her licking motions and she seemed to enjoy it.  Occasionally her pussy throbbed and twitched in my mouth, but she mostly just rocked her hips back and forth while moaning.

      My moans were louder than hers, and it turned me on to think of us moaning into each other’s cunts.  I rocked my hips back and forth and we both licked and circled, slow at first, then faster and faster.  I wrapped my arms around her waist, and felt her navel brush against my chest.  Her skin against mine was like finally returning home.

      I traced my fingers along her spine, and noticed chills run underneath her skin on her thighs.  I picked up my speed on her pussy, sucking and flicking, while she circled and flicked against mine.  Our hips kept rocking and bucking and when I couldn’t take it anymore I yelled:

      “Oh my god, I’m cumming!”

      This must have done a number on her too because she started shaking in my arms while my body rolled in waves of ecstasy.  We were like a lightning storm over the ocean, and her orgasm sent a shock through my own body, electrifying an otherwise calm climax.  It was the most beautifully violent orgasm I’d ever had.

      I finished first, but diligently licked her pussy the whole time she shook until I heard her laughing.  She giggled a little before sighing and collapsing at the end of me.  I laid my head back on the bed, staring up at the soaking wet cunt above me and caught my breath.

      She swung her leg back over my face, revealing the tacky dorm ceiling to me once again.  Then she crawled into bed, curling up next to me.  Her fingers traced patterns on my stomach, and she looked up at me.  Her eyes had a child-like glow and for once, I felt like the dominant one.  I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her in close, letting her vanilla shampoo fill my nose.

      “I wasn’t sure about you,” she started but then lost her train of thought.

      I responded with, “I know,” and let the silence consume us.  We fell asleep like that for an hour before waking up to students running and yelling down the hall.

      Winnie sat up quickly and started getting dressed.  I followed her lead.

      “Wow, I’m starving,” she said, flipping her hair out from under her shirt.  “Want to take a trip to the caf?”

      I nodded and threw my hair up into a clip.  When we were both ready, Winnie led the way, like always.  Before she opened the door, she turned to me and said:

      “This will just be our little secret, for now,” she said, hopeful I would understand.

      “Of course.”  She beamed her charming smile at me and my heart melted.  I followed her down the hall and to the first floor.  When we burst through the doors, I could feel a glow about me.  There were a crowd of students surrounding us, but I felt higher than everyone.

      I had a dirty little secret:  I just fucked my roommate.  I could still smell her pussy on my lips.
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      Boss’s Orders

      Muse

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Model

      Country Girl

      Music Festival

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Home

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      Date Night

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Skinny Dipping

      Cheer Captain

      College Roommates

      Between Friends

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor
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