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Lesbian Professor Seduces New Student

I was about a month into my first semester of university. My first time being far from home, out in the world, starting my own life or whatever. It hasn’t been so bad. It hasn’t been so great either. I mean meeting new people, making new friends, it’s a lot harder than I thought it would be. It’s definitely easy to start feeling alone here. Sure, I had a roommate and all that. And she wasn’t awful or anything. But we were very different people. She was more extroverted and liked to keep herself occupied with a lot of different activities, I wasn’t really like that. Sometimes I wish I was, you know willing to put myself out there a bit more. Not too much, I still didn’t want to be like her. I didn’t have that kind of energy. But a little more would be nice. Maybe find a friend I could sit around and talk about whatever book I was reading. That’s enough for me.

As for my classes, they’ve been going pretty well. Mostly just your basic entry level classes. Nothing too crazy. To be honest I didn’t know what I really wanted to study or why I was here. I guess if I really dug deep and looked inward, the reason I’m here is because I’m just following the trend. You graduate and then you go to college. I mean it’s just the way it is. If you don’t go, then you’re on the outs with the rest of the world and that wouldn’t be good. So here I was, far from home in a strange place. It really helped me see how much bigger the world was though. I mean I spent all my time around the same people growing up, doing the same things. Now these were different people, and while some of it was the same, a lot was different from my small hometown.

Anyway, back to talking about my classes. So they weren’t so bad and I was doing well, most of the work was fairly easy. I always heard from teachers college was going to be real tough, but so far I have yet to see that. Except however for one class. I took a women’s studies class. I know what you’re probably thinking. Why in the world would I take such a class, what was it good for. Well I had an open slot to take an elective and I thought it might be interesting. I mean it was one of the more hip choices. And to be honest I thought it would be an easy A. I mean I am a woman after all, how much studying would I have to do. Well apparently a lot, because I wasn’t doing so hot in that class. It really pissed me off too. I didn’t like getting bad grades. I don’t know, I just sort of felt guilty when I did. And sometimes I fear if I didn’t do well, how would I make it in a career. I know objectively that doing poorly in a women’s studies class isn’t any indicator of me being a failure in life, but I couldn’t help feeling that way.

I was sitting in women’s studies, as I do each monday, wednesday, and friday. Sat there bored out of my skull. Maybe because it bored me, I was doing so poorly. Or maybe because I was doing so poorly I started losing interest and was giving up hope. I don’t know which came first, the chicken or the egg. Regardless, I was sitting at the desk bored while the professor droned on about some nonsense or another.

Mrs. Howard wasn’t a bad teacher or anything. At least I don’t wanna say that she is. She is passionate at least. But maybe a little too passionate, her passion coming off as being a little too strong and intimidating, rather than inviting, as I think it should. I mean if you’re passionate about something shouldn’t you want others to find enjoyment in it with you, instead of making it seem like there is a barrier to entry because they don’t know as much as you. That’s what I think anyway. She was smart though, I had to hand that to her. She was smart, and she was very pretty. Tall with long dirty blonde hair, curvy body, I mean her hips were anyway. She always came in with the top few buttons of her blouse unbuttoned. Enough that you could see her cleavage. She had some full sized breasts. Like a total woman’s body. I mean I am technically an adult but damn I didn’t have a body like that. I couldn’t pull off the whole sexy professional look like she did.I think maybe she did it as some stance against male dominance in the workplace or some such thing. Like just embracing her sexy womanhood without shame or anything. We only had two male students, it definitely caught one's attention. I've seen him staring at those tits a few times. As for the other, not even a nuclear missile would grab his attention, he was so out of it. Okay, okay, so it got the attention of some us ladies too. I mean how could it not.

Anyway, let’s get back on track. I decided I would stay today after the rest of the class left. I figured I would talk to her about my grades or the class. I didn’t know what to expect, and I was kind of nervous. I never really had to speak with a teacher about my grades before. And this was college, what if I had to just suck it up and get over it. I mean what if she wanted me to suck it up. I don’t know if I’d be able to suck it up. I half heartedly scrawled notes down in my book, just waiting for time to tick away. Each class lasted an hour and forty five minutes but I’d be damned if it didn’t feel a lot longer.

“We’ll end it there for the day,” Said Mrs. Howard.

Finally, the class had ended. I didn’t have any other classes for the rest of the day so I was in no rush. I could take the time I needed to collect my thoughts. The other students shut their books and started packing their things away. Quickly getting out of their seats and heading out of the door. I lingered behind. Slow to put my stuff away. Taking way longer than any person needs to put away a pen.

I was nervous about approaching her. I mean she was a professor after all. I didn’t know what to expect from them. Some of them made a point to be approachable and friendly. Mrs. Howard wasn’t exactly like that. She had an air of authority about her, it kind of made you want to keep your distance. I had all my things packed up. It would just be weird now if I sat here not doing anything. I watched her as she took the eraser to the blackboard. Her arm stretching up to reach the top, her body giving a little wag as she erased. Her butt, jiggling a bit, with the motions. Damn, maybe part of what intimidated was seeing how good she looked, no matter what it is she was doing. I think her sexy confidence made me more aware of my own awkwardness. She finished cleaning up the chalkboard and I knew I had to make my move.

It didn’t matter that I wasn’t mentally prepared or that I didn’t really know what to say. In the end I’d be far more awkward if I didn’t say anything. I got out of my desk and approached her.

“Mrs Howard,” I said.

She turned around, placing the chalk eraser on her desk, “What it is it?”

“Well…” I kind of trailed off. I took a strand of my hair into my hands and twirled it between my fingers.

“If you don’t say anything, I can’t help,” she said. What she was saying was true, but her voice was so stern. It was hard for me to know if she really wanted to help or if I was just bothering her. Maybe that was just how she spoke. And she did care about her students. I can be an idealist sometimes, wanting to believe every professor is such because they really want to help their students. I know that's probably not true, but I’d like to believe it. Maybe I’m just too naive.

“It’s about my grades...I don’t understand why I’m not doing well, I thought the last paper I wrote was really good but you gave me a 69 on it,” I said.

“Look,” said Mrs. Howard taking a seat, “You write very well, so in that aspect, sure it’s good. But the ideas. Well they’re lacking.”

“What do you mean,” I said. I’m not gonna lie hearing that stung. It stung bad, I wanted to tell her she was wrong, that I knew what I was doing. But I guess that would just be me trying to protect my ego. I knew if I wanted to do better I would have to be more open to what she had to say. Even if that was going to be hard. And it would be real hard.

Mrs. Howard reached into her desk drawer and pulled out my paper and laid it on the desk. 69 sat on the top page in bright red ink, taunting me.

“You’re from a small town? Aren’t you,” she said.

“Um...yeah,” I said, not sure what that had to do with anything.

“To be blunt, your views on women are very narrow minded,” she said.

She was ruthless. Her words hurt, pierced me deeply. Nobody wants to be called narrow minded. Nobody would ever believe they were, but I tried to give her the benefit of the doubt, and remain open to what she has to say. Besides, I don’t have to believe her, I just have to write in a way that will have me pass her class.

“I...I don’t….”

“Let me take a guess, your parents were the type to pretend you didn’t have periods. That you couldn’t bleed from your vagina, much less might need to acquire birth control.”

If I was being honest with myself her assessment wasn’t far off. Sex wasn’t exactly an approachable topic in our household. And I don’t even want to think about what my parents would have done if I had asked them for birth control.

“Ye...yeah, I mean not exactly,” I said.

“But for the most part?”

“You’re right,” I cupped my hands together standing there a bit awkwardly.

“It’s okay. But if you want to pass this class then you’ll need to you’ll need to be willing to expand yourself beyond that view,” she said, directing her chair toward me, “Are you willing to do that.”

I guess I had no choice. If I wanted to do well, I had to take her advice. It was my only hope at keeping my grades up.

“Perhaps you have some friends who can help you. Who can help you explore a bit,” she said.

“I don’t really have any friends here,” I said. It sucked to have to admit it but it was the truth.

“What about your roommate, you dorm here right?”

“I do. But me and my roommate aren’t exactly close or anything.”

“But you are willing to explore, right?” She asked, she lowered her glasses down the bridge of her nose peering over them at me, looking me up and down.

“Well, yeah...I guess I have to admit, there is a lot I don’t really know.”

Mrs. Howard’s finger tapped at her chest, just above her breasts.

“Hmm,” she tapped.

What was she thinking. What did she have planned. Whatever it was it seemed to excite her, she was smiling pretty big.

Her finger fiddled at one of the buttons of her shirt, “I suppose…” she said sliding the button through the fitting, “I can help you with that.”

Her blouse fell open, revealing far more than usual. And the usual already revealed a hell of a lot. I could see her red bra peeking out, holding up her well shaped breasts. I could not deny that she was a woman. She had the body of one. And yeah I was a woman too, but she had far more experience of what that meant than I did.

But was this what I think it might be. Of course, there’s no denying a hint that obvious. The lesson she wanted me to learn was far more personal than just sitting in a classroom. But was this something I could really do. I mean, was this me.

“Would you like me to help,” she said, her fingers gliding across her breasts.

I didn’t know what to say. But I didn’t say no and just run out of there. So she definitely had at least part of my interest, my curiosity. This is college after all, isn't it. And I did say I wanted to be open to what she had to teach. I didn't know that meant this though. Whatever this was. 
“Well…” her hands played at the opening of her blouse.

“I think I can really use your help,” I said. What did I have to lose. My old outlook on life. It was time to grow up. I had to admit that life isn’t the small world of small thoughts that I was raised in. It was much more, and allowing myself to experience what I didn’t understand, that was the only way to expand my knowledge further.

“Then for your first lesson,” Mrs. Howard stood up out of the chair. Standing before me, much taller than myself. She unbuttoned her blouse all the way, “Go on, touch them,” she said.

“Yes, Mrs. Howard.” She was fucking beautiful. I wish I had a body like that. I placed my hands over her bra.

“You’re allowed to enjoy it,” she said.

I started to massage them. Rubbing my hands over her.

“Don’t be so shy,” she said. Mrs. Howard pulled me in close to her. She played with my hair, letting it fall through her fingers. She placed her hand under my chin, lifting my face up to hers. She leaned down. And before I knew it, I was on my tiptoes reaching up for her lips. She had such soft lips. Red lips, like roses.

So this was what my small world was missing. The electricity of enjoying her body, a woman’s body. I knew it now, I needed to study women a bit more than I had been. Her tongue shot into my mouth, wrapping around my own. I snuck my hand up under her bra. I was feeling more confident. More within myself. I squeezed her nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

“There you go,” she exhaled, enjoying my touch. It felt good to see her enjoy it. She slid out of her top and reached behind her back unhooking her bra, her lips still pressed to mine all the while. Fuck me, I couldn’t believe this was happening. But damn it was so good. She tasted so good.

“Now it's your turn,” she said. She grabbed at the bottom of my shirt lifting it up over my head. The only thing I didn’t like about that was I would have to momentarily part lips with her. My tits were much smaller than hers but she certainly didn’t seem to mind, slipping her hands under my bra, pinching my nipples.

“You have such cute little nipples,” she said.

“Thank you,” I blushed.

“Let’s see how they taste.”

Holy fuck, if I thought her hands felt nice, they were nothing compared to her mouth. She sucked on one and switched to the other. Her tongue flicking at my nipples until they stiffened. I was starting to ache. I could feel it deep in my pussy. I wanted this. I wanted her. I never wanted a woman. I never gave myself the chance. But now I had exactly that, had it sucking off my tits with a satisfyingly wet pop.

Mrs. Howard slid her hands down my smooth stomach. Sneaking her fingers down my pants. Feeling at my wet pussy from over my underwear. I moaned, grabbing onto her shoulder for balance. She knew exactly how to rub a clit. She was a professor after all.

“It looks like your ready for your next lesson.”

I was damn excited to find out what that was going to be. Mrs. Howard lifted up her pencil skirt and sat on top of the desk, her legs spread open, revealing her red thong. I knew exactly what that meant. Exactly what she wanted me to do. And I couldn’t wait to have at it. I got down on my knees in front of her desk. Her willing pupil, ready to serve her professor. I slid her thong down her legs and off over her heels.

“You ever taste a pussy before,” she asked.

“Not yet,” I said, shaking my head.

“Well, you’re going to love it.”

She put two fingers over her pussy, spreading her lips open. I grabbed her thighs, bringing my face between them. I stuck my tongue out, the tip teasing at her clit. She grabbed a fistfull of my hair, pressing my tongue against her. I lapped her up, coating her pussy with my spit. Coating it with mine, until it mixed along with her juices.

“Go on, put a finger in,” she said, huffing and puffing. Her breasts rising with each jolt of her body. I let go of one thigh and inserted my finger into her warmth. Pressing against her walls.

“Let me have a taste,” she said, lifting me to my feet. She pulled me in for a kiss. Licking the taste of herself from off them. She had no reservations, no worries. She simply enjoyed the sex. Freed herself by it. I wanted to do the same. I knew she could teach me this.

She brought me back down on her. Practically squeezing me between her thighs as my tongue worked the pleasure from out of her. I inserted two fingers this time, doubling her enjoyment. My tongue, my fingers, they all worked together. Working together, until she pressed me against her body with force. Moaning, her legs shaking. I did that. I gave her that. What else could I experience, if only I allowed myself to. What else could she teach.

She hopped off the desk. Looking down at me as I remained on my knees before her. She bent down to kiss me.

“Make sure you come back for your next lesson,” she said.

I nodded my head, “I will.” She kissed my lips, licking them clean one last time.

I definitely will. I looked forward to my next lesson more than anything. I think this might just end up as my new favorite class. And Mrs. Howard my new favorite teacher. I felt a lot better about university now. A lot less alone. I did have a friend here. A close friend. A friend who lifted me up, by bringing me to my knees. Who taught me confidence by showing me how well I can give pleasure. University was about to get a lot more fun.

Lesbian Roommate Seduction

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.”

Lesbian Roommate Menage

University really started to look up for me. Every since my little meeting with Mrs. Howard I’ve found myself a lot more confident in my day to day. Life became easier. Not like so easy, I still had my stress and worries. But you know she showed me a real sweet way to deal with that. She showed me how to be more comfortable with who I am and what I want. And as it turns out what I want is women. I never thought that was who I was. But now I had to just admit it. I love women. I mean really love them. Their bodies, their minds, their pussy. Yeah, all of it. Growing up in such a smalltown, I’d be run out just for thinking those sort of thoughts. Here at university, people were far more liberal, far less judging. It gave you the freedom to try new things. The freedom to explore the world unrestricted. And that’s exactly what I planned to do, explore all of this world. Or you know, explore all of a woman’s body. Whichever came first. Whoever came first, me or her, so long as someone was coming.

When I told my roommate Sophia about getting it on with Mrs. Howard I didn’t know what to expect. But the conversation could not have gone better. She was very supportive of me. And real interested. Interested in me. Although we did start to converse less with words and more with our bodies. I found a friend though. And maybe a lover too. It was only once, but I was down for more if she was. And I just had to find out if she was.

I sat in our dorm, I still had some time to kill between classes. I was hoping to run into Sophia before Women’s Studies. There was something pressing I had to ask her. Real pressing, or would be pressing, if she agreed to it. I was nervous, nervous about how she might react, nervous that she might have changed her mind about us. I wouldn’t be so worried if what I was asking would just be a little alone time between the two of us. I don’t think she would mind that either. No, what I wanted to ask was a little bit more involved than that.

Sophia walked in, huffing and puffing. She had on her workout clothes. Tight yoga pants that lifted her butt just right, a tank top cut low, her sports bra showing.

“Just get back from a run?” I asked.

Sophia nodded, inhaling heavily through her nose. Sweat dripped down her forehead, pooling between her cleavage. She took a towel in her hand and wiped her forehead.

“I wanna ask you something,” I said. The last time those words escaped my lips...well, our lips touched.

“Can it wait, I really need a shower.”

I’m sure it could have waited. I didn’t have class for another hour. But I was excited, and I couldn’t wait. I wanted to know if she would come with me. If she wanted meet Mrs. Howard.

“umm….No,” I said.

“You’re such a liar,” Sophia laughed, “just make it quick, I feel gross.”

Sophia might have felt gross, but she certainly didn’t look gross. Not to me anyway. The way the sweat glistened on her body, her hair damp, it was damn sexy. Her breasts rising and falling as she caught her breath. And yeah I had to admit, something about her sweaty scent, was setting me off.

“I wanted to know if you wanted to sit in on Mrs. Howard’s class with me today,” I said. I slid my hand down her wrist and took her hand in mine. I wanted to show her how much I wanted this. Wanted her to join me. As much fun as Mrs. Howard is, I can’t imagine how much more fun it would be to share her. Especially sharing her with my best friend.

“I have a feeling you have a bit more than just sitting in, in my mind,” she said.

“Well maybe…”

Of course I had a lot more in mind than just sitting in some boring class, listening to a lecture. It was when the lecture would get a little more hands on, that I was really excited for. Sophia loved my hands. I knew she would love Mrs. Howard’s touch just as much. And Mrs. Howard was older, more mature, she had a lot she could show us. There’s no shame in staying after class for a little extra help.

I brought Sophia in closer to me, taking both her hands in mine, “I really want you to come with me, I want to do this with you.”

Sophia looked me in the eyes, “I loved what we did together. And it’s not that I’m strictly against it,” she said.

“Then what is it,” It was good we could talk about it at least. I guess I couldn’t expect her to just jump in, I’m sure she had some concerns.

“It seems a little risky, doing it in a classroom like that. What if it doesn’t work out so well this time, what if someone walks in.” I understood her concerns. I didn’t have them myself. The whole thing just sort of unfolded organically, I didn’t have any time to think about my worries. It was different being on the outside and looking in. She wasn’t wrong, there is a lot that could happen, that couldn’t be controlled.

“Trust me,” I said, my fingers tapping against her palm, “once things get heated, your not going to be thinking of that at all, your worries are gonna just melt away.”

“And Mrs. Howard is good with this, she knows about me?”

“Well...not exactly,” I said.

“You haven’t even told her,” she let go of my hands, “So then this is just some fantasy of yours, it isn’t real unless Mrs. Howard is onboard.”

“She’s not going to say no, and if she does, then she says no and that’s it. She’s not gonna get angry or something, she’s not like that. I know she wants to help me. I mean...come on. We wouldn’t have...if she was against it.”

“You’re right, you really think we could though? It would be hot.”

“I think so, what do you say, just sit in, if you get cold feet you can always go, I’ll understand.”

“Alright, we can give it a shot.”

I hugged Sophia, her breasts rubbing against mine, her sweaty body in my hold. I gave her a tight squeeze.

“Thank you, trust me this is going to be great. But you really do need to shower first,” I said.

“Yeah, I’m soaked.”

“I kind of like it though.”

“Oh…”

“Yeah, it’s sexy,” I caressed Sophia’s cheek and brought her in for a kiss, “How about you hold off on the shower for a little bit.”

“I think I can do that, no point in showering if we’re just going to get dirty.”

Sophia’s tank top stuck to her back but it came off all the same. We embraced, our tongues meeting. I snuck my hands down her leggings, grabbing her chunky booty.

“You like that, I’ve been working out, keeping it tight for you.”

“It’s been paying off.” We sucked at each others face. I took a few steps back as she pushed into me, the two of us toppling down on my bed. Sophia on top of me, lifting my leg up, her hands finding their way onto my tits.

“I think sitting in is going to be a really good idea,” said Sophia.

“I wouldn’t mislead you.”

Sophia stuck her hand down the front of my pants, rubbing my pussy.

“Damn girl,”

“Running really gets the blood pumping.”

She was making me wet. Sliding a finger inside my hole. I grabbed her ass tight, helping her grind her clit against my thigh. Our moans intermingled, our breathing heavy, lips passionately devouring each other. I lifted up her sports bra, and took her sweet tits in my mouth, licking the salty skin, licking her sensitive nipples.

We started to get lost in each other, body on body. Pulling and tugging and tasting. It was easy to get lost in her, in the moment. I loved watching her ride on top of me, riding for her pleasure. Singing out in huffs and puffs.

“Oh fuck,” I said.

“That good, huh?”

“Yes, but..” I slowed down.

“What is it?”

I grabbed my phone, checking the time, “It’s already three thirty,” I said.

“Shit, alright,” Sophia pulled her sports bra down. I hated to see them go. I hurriedly put my own shirt back on.

“I’ll hop in and out, real quick. Wait for me outside the showers.” said Sophia, rushing to grab her things.

“You got it,” I gave Sophia a tap on the ass as she headed out the door.

“We’ll just have to let Mrs. Howard help us finish,” she said.

The two of us hurried to class. It wouldn’t go over so well if we were late. I didn’t want to show Mrs. Howard any disrespect, especially right before asking her for such a big favor. We made our through the crowds of students, pushing whoever we needed to get out of our way. It wasn’t very polite, but we were in a rush. I wasn’t about to let anything ruin this day for me. Not when it started to go so well. Now that Sophia was on board and just as excited as I was.

“We’re almost there,” I said panting.

“We still got plenty of time, we’ll be fine.”

I checked my phone, we still had a solid five minutes and were already in the building. We slowed down. We made it.

The rest of the class was already seated. We were the last to arrive but no one really took any notice of us. We took our seats in the back. Mrs. Howard sat at her desk waiting to start. I reached in my bag and pulled out a pen and notebook. During the lecture Sophia gave a few attempts to try and grab my attention but I waved her off. I didn’t think it would be prudent if we were seen making a fuss in the back of the class. Naturally Sophia was excited and wanted to talk and was full of questions but now wasn’t the time for that. Besides, all of her questions would be answered soon enough, once the real teaching got started.

For now it was best to just lay low and listen. Wait it out. I took some notes, like I would do any other day. Sophia half listened and half day dreamed. I didn’t blame her, this class isn’t exactly exciting. However I did watch her as she gazed at Mrs. Howard a few times. Definitely undressing her in her mind. Mrs. Howard never failed to look sexy and today was no different. She had on a white blouse, the first few buttons undone, showing off her cleavage. She had some big tits. Even bigger when they aren’t hidden behind her clothes. But Sophia would see that soon enough. Sophia licked her lips as she eyed Mrs. Howard up and down. I wanted to say something. See, I knew you would find her attractive. Hell everyone did. I’m sure all the guys wanted to see what she looked like naked. But they wouldn’t get that chance. I did though. And Sophia would too.

I felt like I had perfectly wrapped gift for Sophia, just dying to see the look on her face when she got the chance to open it up. The class dragged on for what felt like forever, but that was probably more due to my own impatience than anything else. I didn’t want to be taking notes, I wanted to be spreading Mrs. Howard’s legs open, I wanted to hike up her dress, and get at her. I wanted Sophia. I wanted to finish what we started in our room. My pussy still ached for completion. I was still horny, holding onto those feelings from earlier this whole time. It made sitting and waiting so uncomfortable. A torture. But not such a bad kind of torture. There was something enticing about being forced to wait for the release.

Class was finally finishing up. Mrs. Howard made her last few remarks, recapping the lesson real quick. I was getting antsy, in a good way. The other students all started packing up. Putting away their notebooks and all that. Some of them already packed like ten minutes ago, hoping Mrs. Howard would take the hint and hurry up. That sort of thing never worked on her. She was the type to finish when she was ready. Going right up until the end. Making sure she covered everything for the day, not leaving anything out. Everyone else rushed to get out. Ready to start their day and be done with classes. Not me. My day would start right here.

After the classroom emptied and just the three of us remained I motioned for Sophia to follow me. She looked a little out of place.

“Don’t be nervous,” I said, taking her hand, “She’s a lot more fun as a person than a teacher.”

“Don’t worry, I’m good,” said Sophia giving my hand a squeeze, “She’s so fucking hot, though. It’s kind of intimidating.”

Mrs. Howard’s look was definitely intimidating from a sexual standpoint. A sexy professional. She oozed a dominant sexuality. The two of us were still sort of innocent and naive. But that’s why we needed Mrs. Howard.

“It’s a lot less intimidating when the clothes come off.”

The two of us approached Mrs. Howard’s desk and shoved some papers into her drawer.

“I see you brought someone,” said Mrs. Howard.

“I did. This is Sophia. I made a friend thanks to you, like you said I should.” It’s true if it wasn’t for her, I don’t know if I would ever have had the confidence.

“Ah, so this is your

,” said Mrs. Howard putting emphasize on the last word.

“And I was wondering if you were willing to help out the two of us...like you did for me the last time.”

“I see…” Mrs. Howard mulled something over in her head. What was she thinking. I hoped this was okay, I hoped I didn’t step out of bounds. It seemed like such a great idea earlier. But now in front of her, I suddenly realized she was the one in charge. That all this was up to her, not me.

Mrs. Howard took a seat at her desk. She took her glasses off and laid them down next to her things.

“I have to say, I wasn’t expecting this,” Said Mrs. Howard.

“Oh..I…”

Mrs. Howard put a hand up, “I knew you might want to see me again. I have no problem with that. I just didn’t expect you would bring a friend.”

“I’m sorry I…”

“Don’t be,” said Mrs. Howard. Sophia remained silent during our exchange. Not wanting to get in the middle of anything.

“If I’m being honest I’ve been preparing for our next little meetup,” continued Mrs. Howard.

“You have?” I asked.

“I have,” Mrs. Howard unlocked the bottom drawer of her desk, pulling something out.

In her hand she held a pink vibrator. She slid it seductively across her cleavage. The pink plastic looked brand new. She really had been preparing. Thinking about seeing me again.

“What do you ladies think?” Asked Mrs. Howard. I looked over at Sophia, seeing how she felt about it. If this was something she still wanted.

“I think this could work,” said Sophia.

“Why don’t you two show me a little of what you’ve been studying,” said Mrs. Howard.

I took Sophia in my arms, our wet mouths kissing. Finally we were able to finish what we started. Finish stronger than when we began.

“You two look very cute together,” she said.

“Just wait until you see her ass,” I told her. I turned Sophia around and bent her forward. I pulled down her tights, so she was in nothing but her thong.
“What do you think?” I asked, spreading Sophia’s ass to give our teacher a view.

“You were right,” Mrs. Howard spread her legs apart, sitting in the chair, her skirt lifting up. She put a hand over her panties and started to rub herself.

“Have you tasted it yet?”

“Of course,” I said peeling Sophia’s thong off as she stepped out of it.

“She’s really good at it,” said Sophia.

“Oh, I know,” Mrs. Howard agreed.

I got down on my knees, bringing my face up to Sophia’s tight ass, her pussy pressed out. I stuck out my tongue and gave her a lick. Mrs. Howard gave a moan as she watched, rubbing herself. Sophia spread herself, helping me get my tongue in deeper. Sophia took her bra off and massaged her tits. Mrs. Howard got off the chair and came over to us. Mrs. Howard took Sophia’s hands and placed them on her large breasts. The two of them kissing, tongues licking each other, as I ate out Sophia’s wet pussy. Mrs. Howard undressed with Sophia’s help. Bringing Sophia’s mouth onto her stiff nipples.

“You found yourself a good friend,” said Mrs. Howard, enjoying Sophia’s tongue as it flicked her nipples, sucking them. “And are you a good friend to her?”

“Absolutely,” answered Sophia.

Sophia came down to my level for a kiss. Undressing me until all three of us were naked in the classroom. Naked and loving where the other students sat in boredom day in and day out. For us this was where we made love, filled ourselves with ecstasy and our mouths with the sweet juices of our pleasure.

“Let’s get her on the desk,” said Mrs. Howard. The two of them lifted me up, laying me down on Mrs. Howard’s desk. “Spread her legs nice and wide for me.”

I heard a low hum buzzing behind me.

Mrs. Howard brought the vibrator over. Opening my mouth, having me suck on it. Getting it slick with my spit. As I did Sophia played with my pussy, her tongue teasing my clit. Both women hovered over me, ready to take my body, ready to fill me with pleasure. Sophia held my legs open. Mrs. Howard pressed the vibrator to my clit, sending waves through my body. I bucked my hips, grinding.

“I think she likes it,” said Sophia.

“I think she would like it more if you spit on it for her.”

Sophia spit on my pussy and the toy. Mrs. Howard took the toy from off my clit, and pressed it into my tight cunt. Sliding the toy, lubed up from their saliva, into my vagina. Skillfully working it in and out.

“Sophia go sit on her face so you can both have a little fun.”

Sophia crawled on top of the desk, tossing the papers onto the floor. Placing Her legs onto either side of me. Lowering her pussy down to my lips. Using me for her satisfaction.

“I think you two are going to have to make regular visits to my office,” said Mrs. Howard.

I tried to respond but my voice was muffled by Sophia’s grinding muff.

“What did she say?” Asked Mrs. Howard.

“I think she said, we’ll be there.”

It was all so much to take in at one. Sophia on my face. A vibrator working my pussy. All these sensations at once. I couldn’t contain it. I squirmed on the desk, knocking things off to the ground.

“That’s right baby, you can do it,” said Mrs. Howard.

I was on the edge, their combined efforts filling me with pleasure like I haven’t felt before. So much going on, I just had to let go and let my body bask in the pleasure. I couldn’t hold in any longer, it was all so much at once. I gripped Sophia’s thighs, moaning into her pussy. My legs shaking.

“Don’t fight it, just let it come,” said Mrs. Howard, stroking the inside of my pussy with her toy faster.

Cream dripped out of my pussy, Mrs. Howard pulled the vibrator out, so much to handle. Sophia scooted down, leaning in to kiss my lips.

“Are you happy you came with me?” I asked her.

“I’m very happy I got to cum with you,” said Sophia.

“You two are always welcomed in my class,” said Mrs. Howard.

These were my friends now, and I couldn’t be happier. Happy to know that we all could get along with each other. And keep getting along. In the end, I had nothing to worry about. Mrs. Howard was always willing to teach any student willing to learn. I knew that, and now Sophia did as well. Perhaps I can get her to transfer into this class. The semester did just begin, it shouldn’t be too hard. I’m sure Mrs. Howard would certainly approve of it.

“I think we’re going to need to get ourselves a few toys,” I said to Sophia.

“I think so.”

I’ve never been to a sex shop but going with Sophia sounded like the perfect date to me. We could find a little something for each other. Find what the other might really enjoy having. We had a lot to learn, and whole semester left to learn it.

My College Roommate

Inviting my roommate Sophia to meet Mrs. Howard was the best decision I’ve ever made in my life. The two of us have been getting along better ever since. Getting closer. Bodies closer, know what I mean. Mrs. Howard helped open me to a world of sexual experience like I’ve never had before. Not that that was too hard to do. It’s not like I had much experience before coming to university. But now I had experiences that most only fantasized about. I mean getting it on with a teacher. That’s not your everyday kind of thing. Especially not with someone as sexy as Mrs. Howard. And that was only the start of it.

Both Sophia and myself enjoyed the company of Mrs. Howard together. She took good care of us. Imagine it. A threesome. Two students and their professor. Magical. Mrs. Howard opened our minds to the possibilities of pleasure. And opened our legs to make way for her mouth.

When the two of us joined her that day after class, Mrs. Howard had a little surprise. A fun little toy to share. This got me thinking, and Sophia too. There was a whole plethora of toys and games we could employ in our relationship. Bringing in new excitement and heightened pleasure. But what did the two of us know about any of that. Neither one of us had ever tried anything out. That day with Mrs. Howard was my first time experiencing a vibrator after all. And what an experience it was. The pulsatations hitting my clit repeatedly in all the right ways. I had to know what else was out there. I wanted to discover more and discover these sorts of things with Sophia.

I waited in our dorm room for Sophia to get out of class. I had already finished for the day. I read a book to kill the time. Though truthfully I didn’t get much reading done, or didn’t really remember much of what I was reading. I was distracted. Imagining the things I wanted to do with Sophia. We needed to go shopping, that’s what we needed.

Luckily for us this was a pretty liberal town, I guess most college towns are. Filled with the wild abandon of youth. What that meant for us was finidng a sex shop wasn’t going to be too difficult. I searched on my phone for one close by. I was nervous about it of course. I’ve never been in a place like that. My old self could never have gone in, too worried about how others might see me, or if someone I knew saw me, what would they think. Always so overly concerned with the opinions of others. But screw that. I was who I was. I wanted to live out the life I desired to see unfold before me. And if that meant walking into a sex shop hand in hand with Sophia, well so be it. All the better. Sophia was the one who lived in this life with me now. Enjoyed my body, and listened to my thoughts. The old judgemental world I had previously found myself born into did no such things for me. Did not care for me as a human like Sophia did. Such a place only cared that you fit yourself into their mold, and judged harshly that which did not.

Such a way of being wasn’t for me. Wasn’t for us. The door opened and in walked Sophia. A bit beaten down by the boredom of sitting in class after class all day. That’s to be expected. But that build up of boredom only meant that the release of the hidden excitement would only be all the more better. A more pent up need for release. Any kind of release.

“I think I found a place,” I said.

“Yeah? So we’re really gonna do this,” said Sophia.

“Yeah, you want to right?”

“Of course, it’s just kind of weird, isn’t it?” Sophia tossed her backpack on the floor beside her bed.

“Is it? I mean, it is in some way, but also it’s just different from what we’ve seen. It’s only strange to us...for now.”

“I suppose you’re right,” Sophia started to change out of her school clothes and put on something a little more enticing. Real short shorts, a shirt that exposed some nice cleavage.

I watched as she undressed. Taking in the sight of her. Her ass jiggling behind her pair of panties. That was my ass. Mine to grab and play with.

“You’re right, I’m right,” I said, I spanked Sophia on the ass as she bent over to pick up her socks.

“Oooh..” She laughed, “You watch your back.”

“I’d rather you watched it for me.”

“Don’t worry, I always do.”

I gave my hips a joyful little twist.

I loved being playful with her. There was no worrying about what the other thought, it was all play. And all fun. It comforted me knowing she was there with me. Knowing that no matter how hard of a day I had I could always curl up beside her, her hands stroking my hair, relaxing me to sleep. But right now wasn’t the time for cuddling, it was time for an adventure.

“You ready to go?” I asked.

“Yeah, let’s do it.”

I thought I was going to be nervous entering into the shop. But standing before it, Sophia next to me. I didn’t feel nervous at all. I never did with her. Her presence calmed my anxiety. I guess because I knew I was safe with her. If I wasn’t safe with her, well I wouldn’t be with her. Wouldn’t open myself to her, mind or body, not in this way. I needed that sense of safety to really connect.

The two of us walked in together. It looked like a nice shop. Well kept and well put together. I don’t know why, but I always expected some sleazy type of thing. But this shop wasn’t like that. We walked around together. They had mannequins in sexy poses wearing the most revealing kinds of outfits I’ve seen, crotchless things with fishnets. Like some dark sex goddess type of stuff. I wondered what I would look like in something like that. I wondered what Sophia would look like in that. Damn sexy, that’s for sure. Fishnets, yeah I’d like to see those legs in a pair of fishnets for sure.

Each curio distracted me and filled my mind with another fantasy. Another wonder of what could be. Of how it would be to try this or that out with Sophia. I wanted to try it all. Just see what it was like. If didn’t like it then move on to the next. But the adventure and exploration would be worth it. We were still naive, still had time to discover and cultivate our tastes. And there was so much here to help aid us in that.

Sophia picked up a dildo from off the shelf, something ridiculously big, “You think you can handle this,” she laughed, waving it in the air.

“Oh gosh, put it down.”

“But it wants you,” she shook it.

“I think that’s you, that wants me,” I said.

“Well duh,” she planted a kiss on my cheek.

I blushed. Still she made me feel like I was being loved for the first time, each time. I never wanted that to leave me. Never to grow dull or take it for granted.

“What about this,” said Sophia, smiling and holding up a box.

Now that could be fun, I thought. She had picked out a strapon. I imagined what to expect. Sophia slipping it on. Having a hard cock to press inside of me. Thrusting her hips and making me shake. Taking me like a man might. Yeah that sounds like a good time to me.

“I think this could work,” I said, taking the box from her and looking it over, “it’s a little pricey though.”

“I don’t care, I’m getting it.”

“Alright let’s do it,” I said.

Sophia kissed my lips, “Oh we’re gonna.”

We went to the counter to pay for it. I was kind of glad it was a woman behind the counter. I don’t know, it would have felt weird buying from a man. Probably thinking about the two of us doing it or something as we check out. Though I guess I shouldn’t judge, hell for all I know this woman was thinking the same thing. Though more than likely this was just rather mundane to her, physically present but mentally checked out, trying to phase through until the end of her shift. The check-out woman placed the box in a discreet bag. The two of us headed out back to campus.

We were excited, the both of us. Excited to try out this new gift to ourselves. We talked a bit on our way back. Nothing really interesting, just bullshitting. Venting out the frustrations of our week, the stress of classes and upcoming tests. Letting it all out. So none of it would remain when we found ourselves alone together. We didn’t want these frustrations and worries to be a part of this night of intimacy, they weren’t invited. Best to get them out and let them go here, before we made it back to the dorm. This venting, talking and listening, it connected us just as much as the physical act of making love with each other did. Both these processes worked in unison together, it’s what we built our relationship on. How we built each other up and got through the struggles of university. It’s much easier with a friend. Especially a friend like Sophia. I could only hope that as time went on we would remain close. That this wasn’t just a passing moment. But I didn’t let that get to me. For now I only had these moments, and I was going to enjoy them.

We got back to our dorm. I placed my pocketbook down on the end table and sat on the edge of my bed. Sophia took the box out of the bag and placed it on the bed next to me and sat down.

“Let’s see what we got,” she said.

“No patience, huh?”

“Nope. Not when it comes to loving you.”

She was too much. Too sweet. A real flirt. But I enjoyed that about her. It made me feel good. The way she spoke, always so inviting and inclusive.

There were, of course, other ways in which she made me feel good. And watching her open the box, I knew we were about to get into that. Get into it deeply. The way I liked it. She held the strapon up, “I hope you’re ready for this,” she said.

“I really hope so too.”

Of course I was ready for it though. Well perhaps not yet, not completely, we needed to warm up a bit first. Get things going before diving right in.

“But first…” I put a hand on her thigh, giving it a squeeze. I leaned in, searching for her lips. To have them connect with mine. Soft at first. Then with building passion. My hand resting on her neck. Rustling through her hair. Her tongue licking up my own. Lips sucking off it.

I have a problem with overthinking, with falling into the cyclic patterns of repetitive thoughts that get me nowhere. The kind that paralyze me into inaction. Not a good thing. But with Sophia. When her lips touch mine, that goes away, leaves me. Only the action exists. The physical movements of ourselves and not my vein attempts to try and understand what it all means or what is expected of me. It is in this freedom that I find my peace. And much of it arises from within me, but it is also because I have her. I have her to help pull that out of me. I didn’t want to let that go. I didn’t have to. I didn’t have to think about such a love leaving me. Because it wasn’t going to.

The taste of her lips had me hungering to taste more of her. As they often do. And here in the privacy of our home, I could do that. This might just be a dorm for some. But to me, it was our home. Where we lived life and ended each day by each other’s side. I lifted her shirt off over her head and tossed it on her bed, across the room. I was heated, burning. I cupped her supple breasts in my hands and gave them a good rubbing. But rubbing wasn’t enough. I was drooling for a bite, a taste. To suckle on those nipples, the hormones that released into her, making her want it all the more.

And she wanted it. Showed her want by going at me herself. Grabbing for my clothes, pulling at them, wrestling them from off my body. The two of us rolling in bed until we found ourselves naked and sweaty. Breasts brushing against each other. Legs entangled. Sophia grabbed for the strapon. Sliding it on, a hard cock now positioned between her legs.

“Let’s get you prepped,” said Sophia lifting my legs up and spreading them apart, making room for herself to get down, to go down. Licking that wet tongue across me, flicking it at the clit. Her fingers gripped my thighs, holding me down as I squirmed. I clutched her hair in my hands. Forcing her harder against me. Loving the way she lapped up my juices. The way her hands gripped to my ass. Her playing loosened me up. She stuck a finger in, pressing against the walls. Working me up to fit another. Giving me that come hither motion I enjoyed so much. The rhythm of her tongue and fingers certainly had me prepped now. Prepped and ready to have her inside.

“Want a taste,” said Sophia, my juice dripping from her tongue. I took her in close for a kiss, sucking my taste off her. Sweet sweet sweet. “And how about a taste of my cock,” she said, giving it a shake, “get it nice and wet for yourself.”

I grabbed her hips and spit on the cock, stroking it, coating it with my saliva. Getting it real nice and slippery between my fingers. We were both ready now. I was aching for it, for what she might do. And I saw that look in her eye. She wanted to take me, behind that cock she felt powerful. She wanted to have me under her control. To take me like a man might. Take me in a way she couldn’t before, and have my body work on her in so many new ways as well.

She held onto the cock and teased it in. Working through the entrance, into my desire.

“Ease it in,” I moaned.

Sophia  held to me, slowly inserting inside. She lifted my legs onto her shoulder. Gently moving her hips back and forth. Sliding in and out.

“Damn, that looks hot,” said Sophia watching her cock go in, “I love the way your pussy grips it.”

It certainly did grip it, as best it could while slick with cream. I held her hips as she pushed in. She started to find who she was, when she had a cock that is. Much different than the Sophia without one.

She bent over and wrapped an arm around my back, and pulled me on top of her, laying herself down on the bed.

“I wanna watch you fuck me,” she said.

I lifted myself up and down, riding her. My breasts bouncing against me. I arched my back taking it all in. She thrusted up into me, giving more than I could handle. But more and more in the best way. In ways that pleased my sweet little cunt. Better than her fingers could.

I thought I was enjoying it, but it wasn’t until Sophia turned me around and took me from behind that I really started to. Taking me from behind. Grabbing my hips and pulling them against herself as she thrusted forward. Giving my ass a slap and making the flesh sting so well. She took me like I belonged to her, like my pussy was for her. She spread my ass, giving herself a good view of plunging that toy cock in deep. The feeling swelled up inside me. I brought my fingers to my clit and rubbed as she pounded and took control. The both of us working toward ecstatic pleasure. Pleasure that rolled through my body in ceaseless waves. I had to give in. Give in to that good feeling she gave me and let go. Let it overcome me completely and fill my aching. Damn. did I love her hands on my ass. Gently at times and rough at others. Just so many sensations that I had to collapse in heavy exhalation.

Sophia wrapped around my body. Whispering her loving feelings and words into my ears, her lips nibbling on the lobe. She stroked my hair.

“Tomorrow it’s your turn,” I said.

“Can’t wait.”

Neither could I. I loved being underneath her, being in her control. But I also wanted to know what it was like to take the other position, to be the one to go after her body. To force her tight booty down a cock. Shove it in, watch her bounce. All this and more I wanted. Wanted with her, to experience with her. To leave behind the shy, reserved person I once was far behind and unleash a new sexual identity, one that went for what it desired and had no qualms or worries about it. Pure unabashed sexuality, free and open. Days spent with a woman by my side. Her legs opened for me. Her pussy wet for me. Ready to be taken by me. Sucked and loved. Classes didn’t matter, projects didn’t matter, all the stress did not matter. All that mattered was the love between us. Was playing together endlessly each night. Nothing could get in the way of this. Nothing could be better than this. Nothing.

Love Me Harder

Tonight it was going to be my turn. Last time it was Sophia’s turn. Her turn to take me however she wanted to. Her turn to slip that strapon over her waist, and see how badly she could make me squirm. We went to the sex shop to find ourselves a new purchase, something to spice things up between us. Not that we needed it. But we didn’t do it because it was a necessity. But rather because we simply could. We were free to explore ourselves and each other. In whichever way we saw fit. I didn’t know what we would find. I mean neither one of us really explored much in the past. But coming to university really opened us up to new experiences. Well, spending some time alone with Mrs. Howard is what really opened us up. Mrs. Howard spreading our legs open and put her tongue to our pussys. That’s what really opened the two of us up. Or maybe it was when Mrs. Howard had kept a little surprise in her drawer, knowing I would be just dying to come and see here again. And it was when she shoved that vibrating little wonder into my hole, that did it.

Whatever it was, whatever moment that fully marked the change in us, and had us seeking out newer and more risque experiences, didn’t really matter. What mattered now was that we were different. That we were no longer the naive young woman who first showed up as a couple of freshmen to new college. I was from a small, sexually repressed town, and Sophia’s story really wasn’t much different from mine. Because of this we had a lot to share. A lot to get off our chest. How we had no one to talk to, and growing up with natural urges for others. Left to our own devices and trying to come to terms with these changes. Now we both had someone to get these sort of feelings off our chests with, and each time we did, it ended with one of us feeling the other’s chest. Holding her supple breasts, receiving a sensitive nipple to suck on. And so this was the nature of our time spent together. And really, neither one of us could have been happier with it. It worked out well. Even more so because we were, after all, roommates. At the end of each night we didn’t have to leave the other. She could slide into my bed next to me, or I with her, whenever we might have the need for comfort.

Of course what I had planned, what we had planned for tonight wasn’t about comfort. It was about fucking. About taking Sophia, from behind, and watching her bounce that thick beautiful ass on my strapon, on my cock. But we had to wait, wait until we both got back to our dorm, and we’re alone. This was college and although at times it didn’t seem like it, we were here to take classes.

I managed to convince Sophia to transfer into my Women's Studies class. Not that I really did much of the convincing. That was mostly thanks to Mrs. Howard. Sophia sat in on a class with me. I shared with Sophia how Mrs. Howard had me eat her out, and all the other wonderful and dirty things we did. Sophia wasn’t so certain at first, but once Mrs. Howard put the tease on her, she was wet with wanting. And how could she not be, Mrs. Howard was a full on woman, gorgeous and sexy. Any man would have died for a chance at her. At those tits and pussy. But they didn’t have a chance, not really, but the two of us did. We had more than just a chance. And Mrs. Howard was always more than happy to teach us something new.

Sophia and I sat next to each other in class. And usually there’s no issues there. We sit in class as we’re supposed to, and take notes, and all around feel the boredom dragging ever onward, while occasionally stealing a glimpse of Mrs. Howard’s cleavage as she bends over her desk for something. But that’s usually the extent of our days here.

However, today was different. I had fantasies of being back in our dorm, Sophia on my bed. Imagining all the things I would do to her. What I wanted to do first, how much I wanted to just tear those tights she wore, right off her legs. Maybe push her onto the bed, her hair falling in front of her face. And while those fantasies ran through my mind, I couldn’t keep my hands off her. Reaching across my desk, trying to get a feel of her thigh. Rubbing my fingers along her tights. Pinching and pulling at the fabric. Of course I had to do all this without garnering too much attention from the other students. Although I wasn’t completely against them seeing, if I was being honest. Something about the fact that they might see, that we might actually get caught fooling a bit. It kind of turned me on. Maybe we were into this exhibitionist type of thing. Only way to find out of course would be to explore it further.

And I had no problem with exploring it further. Well maybe a slight problem or issue. If this was any other place, even any other class, I would be fully on board. But this was Mrs. Howard’s class. And while she was the one who propped me up on her desk, and sucked on my tits. I also respected her, and respected her teaching. And I certainly didn’t want her to think I meant anything disrespectful by this. Hell, to be honest, I wanted her to see what I was doing and show her I took what she taught me to heart. I wanted her watching me as I leaned over the desk so I could try and give Sophia’s tight ass a pinch.

“Oops dropped my pen,” I said, purposely letting it fall from my desk.

“I’ll get it,” said Sophia bending down to pick it up.

“No, no, I got it,” I got out of my desk and walked up beside her’s, bending down to grab my pen, sliding my hand up her slender legs, all the way up her body until I could cop a feel of her breasts. Giving her a nice full squeeze.

“You’re gonna get us caught,” whispered Sophia.

“Maybe I want to get caught,” I whispered back, nibbling at her ear lobe before returning to my desk.

It was honestly a miracle nobody had noticed a thing. At least nothing too out of place. But perhaps that was probably more to the soul sucking nature of sitting in a college classroom for what felt like far too long already. I’m ninety percent sure most of the students here have already managed to zone out their surroundings completely. Just moving on autopilot as they jotted down a few lines of notes here and there. Perhaps I could really ramp up this little game of ours, see how far I can push it. And Sophia might be playing like she was nervous but she wanted it too. I went back to my desk, not that I wanted to, I wanted to keep rubbing and feeling her.

“I wanna lick that pussy right here,” I said to Sophia, her face burned red. We both had our roles to play. And today it was my turn to be in control. To go after what I wanted, say all the things I was going to do to her, until I had her begging for it. Begging on her knees, her mouth ready to suck on that hard strapon before I penetrated her tight cunt with it. Thankfully class was almost over. And as soon as it was we would be heading straight back to our dorm together. This time when I leaned over I hooked a finger on her waistband and stretched it out, letting it snap back against her. Sophia let out a little squeal. The student sitting in front of her turned around to see what the hell was going on. Sophia just stared blankly at her until she turned back around.

“Oh my god,” Sophia whispered to me.

I smiled back, “What’s the problem?” I whispered.

The other students started to pack up, not that class was over just yet, but it was the preemptive packing done in hopes of hurrying the professor along, hoping she would get the hint. I decided to up the ante a bit. We were almost out of here, it was my last go at it. I stuck my hand down the front of my pants. Starting to rub my pussy just a bit, show my clit a little loving. I stuck my leg out and gave Sophia’s a kick.

“What?” Said Sophia.

I eyed her a bit, biting my lip, putting more pressure on my clit.

“What is it,” she said, not yet having noticed where my hand was.

I nodded to her and then looked down between my legs, then back at her. She noticed that time. She put her finger in her mouth and bit down on it. I pulled my hand out and stuck a finger in my own mouth, sucking the taste off it. Sophia grabbed her shirt between her fingers. Yeah, she wanted it. And I wanted to give it.

Finally, Mrs. Howard wrapped the class up. Finishing her last few points of the day and dismissing us. The students rose up out of their seats. I immediately straightened myself up. Trying to appear normal, whatever that meant. Whatever normal was. At this point I wasn’t so sure if there was such a thing as normal. And if there was, and this wasn’t it, then fuck it, I didn’t want normal. I wanted Sophia.

We waited at the back of the class for all the other students to leave. It was just me and Sophia and Mrs. Howard now. I kind of wanted to go talk with Mrs. Howard. I don’t know what I wanted to say but something, something about what we were doing and how in part it was because of her. I stood next to Sophia and now that the other students left, I didn’t care. I wrapped my arm around her back and pulled her in close, planting my lips on her mouth. We separated and I glanced over at Mrs. Howard. She saw us, and smiled back. I knew by that smile we could have probably convinced her to join. And part of me wanted to, but tonight was for Sophia and myself. It was something special we wanted to share and do together. In the home that is our dorm. Maybe next time there would be room for Mrs. Howard too. I smiled back at her and gave her a nod from afar. Hoping she understood the appreciation I wished to show her by such a miniscule gesture.

Sophia and I left the class together. The teasing of course didn’t stop there. The whole way as we walked back to the dorm I had been checking out her tight ass. Giving her a grab as we walked past a group of male students. I saw how they would look back as the two of us passed on by. But they could only dream, her ass belonged to me, and mine belonged to her. The way I spanked it out in the open had them drooling, sending electricity throughout their bodies by unexpected displays of arousal.

We made our way through campus and back to our dorm. Back home, where we shared a bed and each other.

“Home sweet home,” I said, unlocking the door to our room.

Sophia took a deep breath in, “and now it’s the weekend, thank god.”

“Mmhmm, how about a drink to celebrate,” I said.

“Just a small one,” said Sophia, tossing herself onto the bed, “I wanna be all there, when you get all inside me.”

I nodded, “I agree, just a little to toast for the occasion.”

I reached under my bed and pulled out a bottle of wine and poured some into two glasses for us. I handed one glass to Sophia. I raised my cup to her and she did the same.

“Cheers.”

“Cheers.”

We touched glasses and took a sip.

We weren’t supposed to have alcohol in the dorm. But then there was a lot of things people say we shouldn’t do. And those tend to be the most fun. If my family back home knew about the kind of relationship I had with Sophia, there’s no telling how they would react. I’d get constant hell for it, or worse. Probably disowned. And I would never understand why, but maybe that’s a good thing. A good thing that I would never be able to understand hating someone, especially family, for finding love and comfort in the arms of someone. Isn’t that what everyone wants. To find comfort, to feel safe. Who cares who it’s with. So long as it’s there.

I swallowed the rest of my wine, and having these thoughts in my head at that moment made me appreciate having Sophia with me all the more. I placed my empty glass on the nightstand and took Sophia’s, placing it next to mine. I had to show that appreciation.

“You know I really like having you with me,” I said.

“Of course I do, I like having you with me too,” said Sophia.

“I mean like really.”

“I know…”

I don’t know why but I felt frustrated, like she didn’t really know, like she didn’t really get the full brunt of the emotional intensity that I could feel for her at times. I placed my hands on the sides of her face and gave her a light squeeze, wishing I could squeeze all these feelings and thoughts directly into her as I stared in her eyes. But no matter how much I wanted this to happen, it didn’t feel as if it did.

So what else could I do but touch more of her. Grab more of her and hope I might touch some point on her body where these feelings could be accurately transferred through. I could only keep exploring until I perhaps stumbled upon that spot, and satisfied this urge to make her the love I felt for her.

I held to the front of Sophia’s shirt and pulled her in, I could see cleavage as I pulled. She stepped forward, having to, in order to keep her balance. I took her lips as my own. Tasting their sweet nectar. So sweet. One hand found its way to the back of her head, pressing her deeper into me, my mouth open for her tongue. My other hand was on her back, that is until I started to lower it toward her ass. Giving it a feel and a shake. Finally I could hold to it, and not just take a quick pinch like I had to while sitting anxiously in class. I could grab and hold to all of that plump ass. Press her pelvis against mine as we made out with passion. So absolutely perfect. Well almost perfect, but we would get there. Yes, in time, we would get there.

“Damn, you’re feeling really frisky, aren’t you,” said Sophia, as I kept pulling and tearing at her clothes, desperate to get them off her.

“I’m just not convinced you know how much you mean to me, I’m not going to stop until I’m certain.”

“Well, please don’t fucking stop.”

I pushed Sophia down on her bed, laying her out on her back. I hopped on top of her, pulling her shirt off over her head. Taking her bra off. Her tits out for me.

“Suck on them,” begged Sophia, “I wanna feel your tongue.”

Whatever might help, whatever she wanted, whatever I could do to find that spot for her and for myself. I latched onto her nipple, suckling. Flicking my tongue as her nipple became erect and stiff in my mouth. I pinched her little round nipple and sucked off it. Licking my way lower down her body. I had to get her ready for it. Ready for a hard cock to drive deep into that pussy. And fuck, I could not wait to strap that thing on myself, and feel the power of having a cock. See and feel what it would be like to have Sophia on the other end of it, begging for more.

“Time to give that pussy a taste,” I said. I pulled at her tights, removing them from her body. I gave a little rub over her panties, I could feel her wet pussy underneath. Nice and wet, that was a good sign. There isn’t a sign better and more clear than that. Now to just get to it. I licked at her tummy just above her panties. Then bit down on the waistband and pulled the pair of underwear down her legs with my teeth. Oh fuck, did I ever want to eat her up. Just suck and taste as much of that glorious cunt as possible.

I pushed my palms against her thighs, spreading her legs open for me. Bringing my face between her legs, my fingers gripping her flesh, my tongue out and ready, so desperately ready for a taste. I licked her clit. My wet tongue sliding over it. Sophia grinding her hips against my tongue, aching for more. She clutched to the back of my head, a fistful of hair in her hands as she pressed me deeper in. When my tongue hit her just right I could feel her legs tense together.

“That’s right baby, feels good.”

Damn fucking right it feels good. But I had to make it better. I had to thrust an orgasm into her. Fuck it turned me on to watch her squirm and to know that I was the cause of that, but I needed to give her more.

There was one obvious way I knew how to do that. What the two of planned for. What I had been dreaming of doing to her all day. What I wanted most while I snuck a few touches during class.

“Wait right here,” I said to Sophia, I grabbed her hand and brought it down to her pussy. So she would know to play with herself and keep it warmed up in my absence. I got on my knees and searched under my bed. I knew it was around here somewhere. I frantically swung my arm underneath hoping to at least hit it with my fingers. Fuck where was it, I was so lost to the heat of the moment it was hard to know what the hell I was grabbing at. Got it. I slid, the box out from under the bed.

“Hurry up,” said Sophia, I heard her body weight shift on the bed. And then, “oh,” she spanked my ass, while I was bent down looking for it.

“I got it,” I said.

I got undressed as Sophia watched me from the bed, laying on her back. Enjoying the sight of me stripping down for her. But really enjoying the sight of me slip that hard cock on between my legs.

“I hope you’re ready baby,” I said, grabbing Sophia by the hips and pulling her closer to the edge of the bed as I stood before her. I took the cock in my hand, and slapped it against her clit.

“I’m so fucking ready,” said Sophia.

I leaned in for a kiss, my hand raking down her chest as I pulled up. Finally, I had her spread and on the bed, just as I had been imagining all day. Finally, I had her exactly where and how I wanted her. I teased the head of the cock against her opening. As I pressed in Sophia bit down on her lip, eyebrows raised.

I loved getting to watch it go in. Getting to see the look on her face, watch her pussy lips grip to that cock. Her hands clutching the bed sheets. I placed my hands on her chest, holding her down to the bed. Forcing my weight down on her, my desire for her pressed  so strongly against her body. Hopefully enough for her to feel just how much I cared about her. But would it ever be enough, could I ever hold her down hard enough for her to really know. I don’t think it’s possible, not for my skinny arms anyway. But now I didn’t just have skinny arms, I also had a thick and strong and powerful cock. A cock that I now forced inside Sophia tight, wet, cunt. And each time I did she let out a moan of satisfaction.

Taking control of those hips had me feeling so powerful. Everytime I would thrust forward and pull her back, seeing as I hit those spots that made her squirm. She was starting to feel overwhelmed by the pleasure. Sophia wrapped her legs around my body and didn’t want me to go.

“Fuck I love watching that cock go in,” I said.

“I love… feeling it...go in..” Sophia moaned as her body rocked to the rhythm of my thrusting.

I pulled out.

“Fuck don’t stop,” begged Sophia. I wasn’t planning on stopping just yet. I flipped her over. I wanted her from behind. To really feel powerful, and have control of that ass. I pulled her hips up, sticking her ass up for me. I slid the cock against her and spanked her ass.

“Fuck,” Sophia cried out.

“I love this ass,” I said, giving her another spank. I loved the way it reacted to my treatment. I shoved inside her wet pussy. I could really take control of it from this position. I had one leg up on the bed, the other planted on the ground. Going at her harder. It frustrated me so much to feel like I couldn’t get out how I felt about her. Not in any true way. And I took that frustrated feeling and worked it as deep as I could into her. I put my frustration behind each thrust. I reached forward and grabbed her hair and pulled back. Sophia didn’t expect that, but sure did enjoy it.

“Fuck, yea.. Fuck me baby.” Sophia bounced back against me, unable to resist participating. She had to go at it herself. Get some, get more and more. I didn’t mind, I loved watching her fight for her own pleasure and in doing so, mine as well. I spanked her and spread her. All, for a sweet view of that creamy pussy as it slid along my cock.

I could feel her getting tense, I knew I would have her crying out soon, I mean really crying out. Any moment now. I needed to be closer to her. I got myself on the bed with her. My entire body practically wrapped around hers from behind. Thrusting my hips and forcing the cock in. Holding her down, keeping her secured to the bed. Nothing could be better than this. Our bodies slid against each other, slick with so much sweat. My tits brushed and stuck to her sweaty back. I bit at her shoulder, my teeth marking the skin. She gripped the sheets and bit down on them. Trying to fight back her orgasm, trying as desperately as she could to hang on to pleasure for a little while longer. That is until, hanging on was hopeless, until she had absolutely no choice left but to let it out. To collapse on the bed beneath my weight, sweaty and spent, and breathing heavy.

“Fuck baby, that was hot,” I said. I kissed her cheek, feeling her body rise and fall underneath me.

“Oh god, I’m gonna need that again,” said Sophia.

“You mean like right now?” I asked.

“Oh fuck no,” Sophia laughed, trying to catch her breath, “I can’t anymore right now, or maybe even for the rest of the night. But you know what I mean.”

“I do baby,” I moved over to the side, to give her body some rest. I took her soft hair into my hands and played with it.

“I still don’t think you really know how I feel,” I said.

Sophia shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t think I know anything to be honest.”

Sophia was right of course. She didn’t know anything and neither did I. Having her there next to me. It was good. It was okay. It was what it was. These sorts of words which perhaps don’t mean much,  but that was the moment we found ourselves in. The world wasn’t mine to control or dictate or anything. Or to even know why the things that happened in it happened. Not even the things that are related to, or come from my own being. It was all out of my hands. I felt a desperate need for Sophia to know something I would never myself know. And that drive would keep me with her each and everyday. And nothing seemed to satisfactorily fulfill that drive, the end goal always just slightly out of reach. Perhaps such was the nature of the drive, its very source. So that we as humans would go on trying to connect with one another.

I wrapped my arm around Sophia. She reached behind and gave me a pat on the shoulder. As if to say good job, a silly gesture to be sure, but I appreciated it all the same. I appreciated whatever she did, because really, in that moment, I appreciated her.

For Further Enjoyment:

Transgender Vampire Transformations 6 Book Bundle (Vampires, Shemale, Futa, M2F On Female, Gender Swap, BUNDLE)
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