

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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc3A.jpg
\ /
| Lo
— 25 i

L_esbioh Sororiv






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




