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Introduction

Brittany and Andrea have been best friends and roommates since the first semester.  Now at the beginning of their second semester the two roommates realize that their bond goes beyond friends and their feelings are first time for these two who are now more than just roommates!


“Oh my god, we look so hot!” 

Andrea, my roommate squealed as she stood behind me with her head on my shoulder as we both looked into the mirror.  And we did - we looked hot!  We were both wearing jeans - ripped in just the right places!  I was in a V-neck semi-see-through white t-shirt with a black push-up bra.  Andrea was in a crisp white button-up blouse - her supple breast created picture-perfect cleavage just above the buttons that just barely kept the shirt together.

“We do!” I said, half squealing myself, “We look smokin’ hot!”

“I can’t wait!  Hurry up, Brittany!” she said as she bounced away and headed into the bedroom of our college suite.  I put the final touches on my hair and gave it another douse of hairspray, touched up my lips and joined her in our shared dorm room.

Andrea and I had known each other since we first started college the previous semester.  We met during orientation when we were unloading our parents’ cars and discovered as we walked together to the same residence hall that we were roommates.  She had this easy way about her and we got along great from the start.  When we walked into our room that day, it was like we’d been friends forever.  BFFs from the start and we’ve been so ever since.

And she’s gorgeous.  She’s Latina with the most gorgeous raven-colored hair that hangs just below her shoulders, green eyes and the most inviting smile surrounded by the most kissable lips.  I found myself appreciating her lips like I’d never done so with a woman before.  She never needed to wear lip liner or even lipstick; her full lips were perfect “au naturale” no matter what she was wearing.  She had the kind of beauty where she looked fabulous not matter when - she could literally roll out of bed and look like she spent hours to look that good.

Andrea also didn’t know how beautiful she was.  She would walk around our room in the tiniest of camisoles and thong panties as if she was walking around fully clothed.  A brisk morning would perk her nipples up and press them against the soft cotton of her top.  Sometimes she would bend over, facing away from me, where I could see the roundness of her full butt and take a peak between her mocha-colored thighs.  It would shoot feelings to my lower abdomen and ‘down there’ that I’d never felt before from looking at a woman.

Sometimes I wondered what her mounds felt like on those cool mornings, how her firm erect nipples would feel being fluttered between my fingers and I fanned my hand back and forth, across her nipples … one hand on on of Andrea’s breast, the other hand on the other breast.  I wondered what her face would look like if I played with her nipples and massaged her mounds …

I’ve never thought of myself as lesbian or bisexual, but Andrea was truly the only woman who has made me have sexy feelings for another woman.  It was shocking to me at first. 

“I’m not a lesbian!”  I thought at first.  But then I realized that she had a beauty that anyone, of any gender or orientation or anything, would appreciate.  It’s just that my appreciation for her made my pussy ache and my clit throb.

Oh well, as long as I keep this to myself, I would think back to myself.  Then it’s ok.  I’m not a lesbian. 

Besides I loved guys and I loved having sex with guys.  At least I thought I did.  But I’d never really tried anything else, so how did I really know?

Beyond her beauty and how fucking sexy I found my roommate, she was also one of the coolest people I knew.  Everyone liked her and guys adored her.  She flirted relentlessly with them and though they would shower her with attention, Andrea never gave in.  It drove them mad, and she loved it. 

But Andrea wouldn’t have any of them.  She wasn’t interested in them at all. 

“Los pequeños,” she would say while flipping her hand like she was brushing them away.  “We don’t need those little boys,” she would say.

And she was right - they were like little boys. 

Still, we were in college, so admittedly I gave in to many of los pequeños because as our suite mates - Kelsey and Tiffani - would say, “A girl’s gotta eat!  And be eaten!”  So I fucked a lot of them.  And though fucking these guys was more like going through the motions, they did scratch an itch. 

Andrea would leave a lot of the weekends to visit her parents in Florida.  She came from a wealthy South American family who now live on Key Biscayne, one of the islands off the coast of Miami.  She always talked about the guys she would go out with on Miami Beach, so I assumed that she too was giving into Dade county’s version of los pequeños too.

Today I was lucky:  we were invited to a small party at one of the better, “buenos hombres” fraternities on a Thursday night to watch our school’s team play our rival team.  Andrea was leaving again this weekend but tonight we were going out together - we loved going out together and I was excited!  There was something about starting another semester with Andrea that made me so happy, like something special was going to happen.

“Brittany!  Mi amor!  Are you ready yet?” she called from our room.

“Si, coming!  Just give me one … more … second,” I gave my hair one more once-over with the hair spray, looked at myself in the mirror and gave myself a nod of approval.  Damn, I did look good!

I was no Andrea, but years of swimming paid off with a slim, athletic body.  And my blond hair and blue eyes let me get away with a lot more that I probably should have along the years! 

I turned and went into the room, twirling around in front of her.

“What do you think?”  I asked, batting my eyes as she did.

“You look hot!  Brittany you have such a hot body, I never told you that but I’ve been envious of your body for a long time.  You look really good, and I really mean that.”  She leaned back on the bed, propped up by her elbows.  She playfully kicked her legs and gave me a coy look.

“You do.  You’re a very attractive girl.  If I wasn’t … if we were being …” she trailed off with a sinister grin on her face as she licked, then bit her lip.

I was taken by what she was saying.  She looked like she could eat me alive and sitting back on the bed, she looked so fucking hot I could eat her alive.  Was she flirting with me?  I was stunned, but I loved it.  For a second there I swore our eyes met and for a second both of us thought to forget the party and grab each other passionately embracing, kissing and rolling around in bed … my mind came back when she suddenly hopped off the bed.

And what about me?”  She spun around, stopping in front of me with her hands on her hips and chest pushed out.  My heart skipped a beat and my girly parts were starting to take notice with blood rushing to my now aroused crotch area.

“Damn, girl!” I called back, and I wasn’t lying.  Damn, she looked hot.  It was one of those cool days back at school for the school semester.  January, thank you for the chill that you bring and thank your dorm room for having not-so-great insulation! 

Her nipples perked up and were pushing to get out of the tight white shirt she was wearing.  It pressed the light blue lace bra she was wearing.  Her hands on her hips only accentuated her hourglass figure and her snug jeans were tight around her thighs; I could only imagine how they must have made her round ass look …

“Let’s go!”

We grabbed our things, shoved them in our purses, threw on our winter parkas and headed out the door.  The fraternity house was only a couple of blocks away so we walked through the cold January air, huddled together to keep warm.  We were cheek to cheek as we scurried along the sidewalk towards the first street of off-campus housing, then turned right on the second and practically ran into the house to get out of the cold. 

For the most part the party was boring.  We talked with a few guys and tried our flirting game with some of them, but like most college guys they were glued to the game and would get easily distracted.  Andrea and I found our way to the beer and grabbed a couple.  There were some nerdy guys pretending to be interested in the game.  We tried flirting with them, but they were too shy to talk to us.  I didn’t blame them.  Looking at Andrea who would think even the average guy would. 

We wound up talking to a few of them and drank our beers. There was nothing going on and our team wasn’t doing well so no one was in a good mood.  After a couple of beers, we looked at each and both knew it was time to leave.

“What a lame party,” I said as we grabbed our coats and started bundling up for the cold walk back to our dorms. 

“I told you, mi amor,” she said, looping her arm in mine as we walked out the front door, “these are little boys and honestly, Brit I’m tired of them.”

Despite having lived most of her life in the US, she still had a little Spanish accent that made her even more adorable than just her drop-dead beauty. 

“I don’t know, me too I guess.  But what else is there?  All the guys here are the same.”

“Oh honey, you don’t know what you’re missing!” She said with a wink.  I opened the door and we headed outside cheek-to-cheek again through the cold towards our residence hall.

What did she mean by that?  It seemed like she was flirting with me, at least that’s what I wanted it to be, and I was thrilled.  I loved that we were huddled together as we walked quickly down the sidewalks.  I loved that we giggled and laughed the whole way home.  But flirting with me?  I thought I should stop thinking like that.  It was wishful thinking, my fantasy and I should just leave it at that.

But what did she mean by I didn’t know what I was missing?  There was one thing I knew for a certain I was missing and it was her in my arms as we rolled around on the bed!  There was a huge part of me that wanted to know what a woman’s touch felt like, what a woman tasted like, what it felt like to caress a woman’s body … but I kept those feelings to myself.  Especially when it came to Andrea.  We were roommates and good friends.  I wouldn’t want to jeopardize either of those.

Still my mind wanted her to be thinking the same things about me. 

We finally made it back to our dorm room.  Neither of us were ready to call it a night.  It was far too early and we both spent too much time getting ready and looking good.  We both plopped down on our beds on either side of our small room, facing and looking at each other as if to say, what next?

“Let’s do shots!  I have a bottle of Aguardiente!”  She said, taking off her parka and then looking through her closet.

“What’s agua … what is that?”  I asked; I’d never heard of that.

“Mi amor, it’s the fantastic drink from Colombia,” she said from deep within her closet, voice muffled, “it’s like Sambuca or ouzo but better!”

She reappeared from her closet holding a bottle of clear liquor in her hand high.

“Here it is!  Now get some cups!”

We grabbed two cups and she poured a small amount in each.

“Salud!” she said, holding her cup up.

“Ching-ching!” I said tapping my plastic cup to hers simulating the clinking of proper glasses.

I down the liqueur.  It was sweet and sharp tasting at the same time.  Like ouzo but smoother, but definitely strong.

“Damn!” I said as I shook my head at the shock of the liquor in my system.

“Another!” she said and poured another shot, this time a little bit more.

“OK, let’s do it!”

We downed the second shot and she got up to turn on some music.

“Now we are going to have a good time like we have back home!”  She said turned on some contemporary salsa and began to dance.  She danced perfectly to the beat of the music, swaying her hips and moving her body to the sexy salsa sounds.  She looked so hot and the music made her look even sexier.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her sexy dancing.

She gazed back at me smiling and blew me a kiss.  We cracked up laughing as the liquor on top of the beer started to hit us.  Neither one of us were heavy drinkers so a few beers and shots were enough to get us giddy and laughing like silly school girls.

“One more shot, mi amor!  Then I’m going to teach you how to dance salsa!”

She danced her way over to me smiling a devilish smile, music playing in the background.  She poured a large shot for each of us and grabbed my hand to pull me up.  I was standing right in front of her as she continued to dance, this time her body making contact with mine as she put her arm around my waist and held her cup up that was in her other hand.

“Here’s to us, Brittany,” she said softly, looking into my eyes.  “Here’s to the best friend a girl could ever have or want ...”

“I’ll drink to that,” I said back to her, looking into her beautiful eyes.  I could have kissed her right then.  We both tossed back the large shot and grimaced at the sting in the back of our throats.

“Now dance with me!”

Andrea grabbed me completely by my waist and proceeded to try and teach me to salsa dance.  As soon as I started to get it, I would lose the beat and step on her toes or move in the wrong direction.  Our fumble made us laugh even more.  The more we danced the more the alcohol was hitting us and the more I fumbled.  Before we knew it we were practically falling over each other, laughing uncontrollably, and on that fine line between serious tipsiness and being drunk.

The more we fumbled around, the more we would embrace each other or ‘accidentally’ touch the other ones’ breasts, or sneak a butt squeeze in.  We were full-on flirting and giggling as we did.

Our laugh-filled flirty turned to full-on caressing as the music suddenly went to a beautiful Spanish ballad.  We swayed back and forth in each other’s arms and caressed each other with our foreheads leaning against each other.

“I think I’m getting dizzy,” I said, closing my eyes.

“You make me dizzy, Brittany,” I was stunned!  I made her dizzy?  Surely it was the booze speaking, but she continued, “I know we’re a little drunk but you’re so fucking hot and I’ve wanted to do this for so long.”

In one fluid movement, she took my face by her hands and kissed me passionately on the mouth.  Instantly and instinctively my mouth opened and accepted her sensual tongue inside.  Her mouth massages mine as her tongue met and danced with mine in a passionate lock that took me by surprise and sent my mind sailing.

I kissed her back with eagerness, the alcohol had erased any qualms I had earlier and I realized I wanted this for so long. 

“Andrea, I …” I tried to say under her powerful kiss.

“Don’t say anything, mi amor,” she continued to kiss me but moved one hand to my waist and pulled me in closer.  She took her other hand and while still kissing me, cupped my breast and began to gently massage it.  Her touch was electrifying and sent tingles down my belly to between my legs, causing my pussy to ache as it had so many times before when thinking of being intimate with Andrea.

“Do you want this, Brittany?” she whispered in a sexy breath in my ear before continuing to kiss me.

“Yes …” I tried to say under her kisses, “Yes … I want this …”

Still embracing and kissing me, she walked me backwards over to her bed.  I nearly fell back when I reached the edge, but instead she stopped kissing me and lightly pushed me back.  I was so dizzy from the shots, the dancing, the caressing and kissing that the lightest touch or blow of wind would have knocked me over.  I felt like I was in a dream, a wonderful dream where I was about to do some amazing things I’d never done before.  Things I’d only fantasized about before …

With the Latin love song still playing, Andrea slowly started to take off her shirt as if to do a private striptease for me.  She unbuttoned each button to reveal her full breast in her lacey light blue bra, and after the last button she pulled it off her shoulders and let it fall to the ground below her.  She reached behind her and unhooked her bra, pulled the straps off the shoulder the other direction and let the bra fall in front of her. 

She stood there with her beautiful bare mounds in front of me sitting on her bed.  My clit began to pulsate at the sexy sight standing there.

She leaned over the bed and took my mouth again with hers as she laid me down.  I wrapped my arms around her as I laid back on her bed and slid my legs up on top. 

She followed me by crawling on top of me, kicking her shoes off in the process, intertwining her legs with mine and gyrating her whole body on top of mine.  My body followed her rhythm as we embraced each other from our mouths, to our arms, to our bodies, to our legs, even our toes played with each other - our entire bodies were enveloped in each others’.

Our breath began to get heavier and the room seemed to spin more in bliss and ecstasy.  I leaned up, still heavily locked in her mouth’s embrace, and began to pull my shirt up out of my jeans.  His firm breasts against my chest was too much for me to take.  I practically ripped my t-shirt off, exposing my B-cups in the black bra I hoped would attract the attention of someone - only I thought earlier that someone would be one of the frat boys from the boring party.  I laughed a little to myself, thinking how much more fun I was having and was about to have with my hot roommate!

“My god, you’re gorgeous …” Andrea said at the sight of my sexy black bra.

“Thank you,” I answered bashfully; I reached my head up to kiss her again.  I was flattered beyond words.  Andrea, the gorgeous Latina beauty everyone was crazy about, said I was gorgeous!  She reached behind me and in one flick, opened my bra and pulled it off.  She leaned again, laying me back down on the bed, this time our breasts touching each other, our nipples teasing each other.  With each pass of her nipples across mine as she resumed her sensual gyrations and body grinding sent tiny shockwaves across my body.

I pulled her in with my arms around her and explored her body with my hands.  She laid on top of me, still passionately kissing my mouth, dipping her tongue in and out of my mouth to simulate her tongue going in and out my lady parts - a thought that made me wet and my button pulsate even more, pumping into a clitty erection.  I wanted her tongue down there.  I wanted to feel her on my wetness, to feel her tongue glide across my pussy to penetrate in and out just like she was doing to my mouth. 

As her hands explored my body, one found its way to my belt buckle and began to unbuckle the belt and fiddle with the button to my jeans.  I laid there helpless, eager to feel her hands but bashful to show her how much.  I wondered if this was how she really felt. 

Did she really want to go down there?  To a place I would tell guys was the point of no return?  Is Andrea a lesbian or bisexual?  Or is the alcohol doing this? 

I could tell the heat of our dancing and making out was sobering me up, not that I was that drunk to start off with.  I wanted so badly to go on with her but I didn’t want this to be an alcohol-influenced moment.  For some reason, for feelings that were new to me, I wanted intimacy with Andrea more than anything but I wanted it to be special. 

“Drea,” I said, pulling away from the steamy making out we were doing, “I … I want … I don’t know … I don’t want to …”

I couldn’t find the words. Continuing and seeing where this was leading to is all I wanted to do, but I didn’t want to regret it, or worse have her regret it the next day.

“You don’t want to do this,” she asked me with a bewildered look on her face.

“More than anything, my god, you’re amazing and I’m so turned on!”

“Are you wet …” she asked playfully, bending down to nibble on my ear.  My whole clit is throbbing at this point; I imagined her nibbling on my clit like she was teasing my earlobe …

“Yessss,” I said dreamily with my eyes shut.

“Then what’s the problem, mi amor?” she whispered in my ear, then teased it with the tip of her tongue as her hand continued to fiddle with the button my jeans finally freeing it from the buttonhole on the other side. 

She slid the zipper down slowly … my breath deepened and slowed down as I anticipated her fingers finding their way to the fold of my womanhood and slid across the opening of my pussy, lubricated with my own wetness.

She had me where she wanted me and where I wanted her; I could barely think much less speak.

“I don’t want us to do this only because we’ve been drinking … I … I want this to be special …” I managed to put my hand on hers as she finished unzipping my pants.  She lifted her head and looked at me with wide-opened eyes.

“Brittany, I’ve wanted you for so long … we’ve had some drinks but I’ve wanted to do this with you long before tonight … you’re my best friend and so special to me.  I want this to be special too.”

With that she leaned again, kissing my neck passionately and slipping her hands under my panties and down my lower abdomen.  Under her kiss I gasped at her words and her erotic touch on my skin.  Her fingers teasingly explored and felt their way to my muff, just above my cunt.  The further down they explored, the wetter I got and the more my clit throbbed for it to be touched and played with.

I could do nothing but lay there, with my arms limp at the side.  This was it, I thought, my first time having a woman’s touch, the first time making out and being intimate with a woman and with Andrea, no less!  She was even more beautiful hovering over me, her black locks falling as she tilted her head from side to side, kissing me and running her fingers through my hair, her arm propping up her body. 

I kissed her back, in sync with her rhythmic kissing.  I managed to wrap my arms around her torso and neck, and opened my legs wider to make it easier for her fingers to find what they were looking for.  Her fingers twirled the black tuft of hair that marked my cunt.  I tried to keep myself neat coiffed down there and thankfully for my current sexy situation, I had just shaved and trimmed my pubes into a sexy landing strip. 

She rested her forefinger on the first folds of my outer petal, just above my throbbing clit.  Instantly my pussy wetted ever more, by this time having creamed the crotch of my panties nicely.  She finger massaged the area bringing me to near climax - partly out of anticipation, mostly out of the amazing feeling that had consumed my entire body but was concentrated in my crotch area. 

She let her finger slide down further until it found my silky wet bead that was pulsating out from under its hood.  She mere touch of her finger tip to my clit sent erotic charges out through my body like a sunbeam radiating from my most sensitive spot.  I let out a moan of ecstasy under her relentless kissing and arched my back in pleasure as she slowly and deliberately slowly circled the tip with her forefinger, then her middle finger, and back again and again - teasing and pleasing me to a new level of bliss I’d never experienced before.

My jeans here are tight and even when fully unzipped and open didn’t offer much room for her fingers to work, but it didn’t matter.  Andrea was a precision clit worker, able to find the most sensitive areas between the gentle folds of my labia and all around my sex button that was responding to her touch with stronger pulses and added sparks through my body.  She was bringing me closer and closer to a hard climax, but would pull back just slightly before I did then start back up again, each time taking me higher and higher until I could barely stand it any more.

I kissed her back deeply and fully embraced her amazing shapely body with my whole body.  I tried to raise my legs to wrap around her, but her lower body had my legs pinned down as she masterfully worked my steamy clit under my taunt jeans.  Our breasts were pressed and rubbed against each other with the writhing of our entire bodies.  I grabbed one of hers as best I could under her torso and began massaging it from the side.  I tried to pull it to my face that was still buried under her lustful mouth; I wanted to suck and lick her tits.

Sensing how much I wanted her mound in my mouth, she lifted her head from our passionate making out and leaned forward to bring her beautiful breast over my face.  Fingers still teasing and playing with my dewy clit.  They were as fully out of her bra as they seemed in it.  I took them both in my hands and brought them to my anxious mouth.  Her areolas were a perfect fit for my mouth that engulfed one of them in a sloppy, wet kiss followed by gentle sucking and flicking of the nipple with my tongue.

Andrea continued to play with my clit, switching from deliberate slow circles, to light taps, to running her fingers off the top of the bulb.  My tongue tried its best to match the dexterous fondling Andrea was giving my clit area but she was far more skilled at it than I was. 

Still her breasts alone were enough to get me aroused and by the feeling of her slowly erecting nipples, my playful and willful mouth on them were enough to get her aroused as well.  She moaned and gasped as I continued to pay reverence to her bosom with my mouth.

Each touch, suck, kiss, fondle … each playful tease, flick of my clit or her nipple … was bringing us both closer to an orgasm.  I was sure I was going to have an explosive climax and I wanted to be sure that my best friend did too.  Was I turning her on enough?  Am I doing it right?  Should I play with her too?

My thoughts and concerns kept getting buried under the overwhelming sensations shooting through my body and with the gorgeous, hot woman I had laying and grinding herself all over me and luscious breasts I was pleasing with my kisses and tongue.  Still I wanted to be sure she got off too, realizing this woman was far more skilled than I was!

“What do you want me to do?” I asked softly as I paused from the breast play I was giving her. 

“Nothing, mi amor” she looked down and giggled a little at my question that obviously came from a place of inexperience on my part.  “You’re doing everything I could ask you to do right now …”

Her sweet words reassured me as I reached up and wrapped my arms again around her neck and brought her in for a loving full-mouthed kiss.  She had me where she wanted me and honestly right then should 've done anything to me or had me do anything to or for her. 

Her beauty captivated me; her total sex appeal turned me on like none other; being intimate with her aroused feelings in me I’d never felt before.  But it was her sweet words that made me - in that moment with her mouth on mine, her fingers unrelenting on my clit - fall in love with her.

We continued with our fondling and making out for what seemed hours but was probably far less.  I couldn’t get enough of her mouth and her breasts, and she couldn’t get enough of my clit.  She was edging me on simply by playing with my nub and simply with one hand.  No guy and not even myself had been so skilled at clitoris play - not like Andrea.  Her relentless play was driving me to an edge even though I thought she couldn’t edge me back from.

At that moment, she quickly removed her hand and in one-fell sweep sat up on her knees now between my legs, opened as wide as they would go with my jeans still up around my lower butt.  She scootched herself back and grabbed the waist of my jeans with both hands and peeled them off and threw them back behind her.  She shimmied down, laying on her belly until her face was over my cunt.  Without saying a word, acting almost on instinct she began to work my totally aroused and erect clit with her tongue.

As skilled as Andrea’s fingers were, they were nothing compared to her tongue.  She bobbed her head up and down and lapped at my clit with the fervor of a parched dog at a clean bowl of water.  Her arms wrapped around my upper thighs so that her hands could pull the folds of my labia away to expose me whole pussy; she flattened her tongue and ran it slowly from the base of my hole to the top of my clit hood and back again.

My stomach muscles convulse uncontrollably as the surge of ecstasy flows over my entire body.  I cried out and shuttered while squeezing the sheets of her bed into a white-knuckled fist, my clit so engorged it felt like it was going to burst and a rush felt like water flowing … I felt like I was going to … pee?  No, surely I wasn’t going to pee.  I held back and let the physical part of the orgasm have its way.  I continued to convulse and shake as the tingling feelings shooting through my body momentarily took over my motor controls. 

The tension in my muscles slowly began to relax, as did my iron clench I had on the bed sheets.  I gasped for air and fell back onto the bed.  My eyes opened and fluttered as I regained my senses and bearings.

“How was that, my love?” my lover asked me peering up from my crotch with a sexy wet smile across her face.

I tilted my head up as best I could with what little energy I had left in my body. 

“Oh my god, mi amor …” I did not even realize what I said at first. 

She laughed at my attempt at Spanish which sounded nothing like her sexy way of speaking and was probably inaudible under my exhaustion.  Andrea crawled up and flopped down on the bed beside me.  I was on my back, limp from my energy having been sucked out of me; she was on her side stroking her hand up and down my body.  Back and forth lightly with her nails, then even lighter as she and I drifted from light-headedness into a dreamy slumber, side by side.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The next morning, I was awoken by the sound of something crashing down in the bathroom.  Andrea and I occupied one of two bedrooms that were on either side of the bathroom.  Our suite mates, Tiffani and Kelsey - who swore her real name was “Kelsey-Yes-That’s-My-Real-Name” - were bubbly sorority type girls.  We went out occasionally but with different majors and circle of friends, we didn’t socialize much outside of our suite.  Still we had great times together on those nights we either didn’t have much schoolwork or just decided to stay in and chill.

“Sorry Brit and Drea!  I dropped my flat iron again!” Kelsey called out from behind our closed door. 

“No worries …” I called back, my voice trailing as I slowly woke up and tried to get my bearings.  I started to sit up and realized that Andrea was still asleep next to me, half naked from the night before.  We were in her bed and I was naked.  No, it wasn’t a dream.  Andrea and I had a beautiful night together of steamy sex and - my god, could Kelsey and Tiffani hear us?  The music was loud and, god, I have no idea when it stopped.

I tried to creep out of bed without disturbing Andrea.  She looked amazing laying there on her side, her bare back facing me and the small curve of her lower back taking my eyes down to where the crack of her beautiful ass would be hidden just under the waistband of her jeans.  She wrestled under the mess of sheets and blanket on her bed and shifted into another position, pulling the blankets up over her shoulder as I managed to get myself out from under the sheets and blankets.

I looked around the room to get my bearings and glanced over the clock.  Shit!  I’m going to be late for my econ class!  Fuck!  Kelsey’s in the bathroom; there was no way I was going to leave the dorms with my cotton mouth and without at least washing up.  I threw on some sweat pants and a t-shirt, grabbed some clothes to wear to class and my toiletries, then knocked on the bathroom door.

Normally we wouldn’t disturb the other suite mates when they were in the bathroom and in return no one hogged the bathroom - as much as possible.  But this morning I was running late for an important class and for the sake of anyone coming in contact with me, I needed to clean up plus I surely smelled of “just had sex the night before”.

“Kelsey?” I said out while knocking on the door, trying to wake Andrea.  “I’m so sorry to ask, but I’m running late for class, can I please please please just brush my teeth?”

“Of course, sugar,” She said as she unlocked and opened the door.  I dashed in and quietly closed the door behind me.  I turned around and saw Kelsey standing there pulling her hair up into a ponytail with only a cute little pair of cotton panties on.  Her raised arms added height and roundness to her large breast and her perky nipples pointed up.  Remembering the luscious breasts, I had the pleasure of sucking the night before, I could only imagine what Kelsey’s tits felt and tasted like …

“You like my titties?” She said playfully as she turned around, arms still raised above her head adjusting the newly made ponytail.  She jiggled them a little side to side.  Embarrassed, I quickly looked away and began to fumble with my toothbrush and toothpaste.

“I’m-m-m … I’m sorry, Kelsey,” I stuttered, embarrassed and mortified that she saw me gazing at her heavenly breasts.  “I’m just late for class and I-I-I … sorry, I won’t do it again …” I nervously started to brush my teeth.

“That’s OK, Brittany,” she said in a playful, purring voice as she moved closer to me.  She took one hand and placed it gently on my shoulder, brushing my hair off.  “I’m just playing with you,” she leaned in and whispered in my ear, “but I do like when people notice my tits.” 

Even more nervous and equally shocked, I brushed my teeth faster.  This was all happening so fast - first Andrea and now Kelsey was flirting with me, or was she?  Her swinging her boobs from side to side and her crude vernacular turned me on, and I wanted her to flirt with me.  Just like I wanted Andrea to be flirting with me. 

I spit out my toothpaste and rinsed my mouth out. 

“Well they are beautiful,” I said almost shocked what I just said.  But I didn’t care.  I could just brush this off as flirty fun I was having with my college suite mates, rather than what it truly was and a sudden longing for more intimacy with all these beautiful ladies around me. 

“Thank you, Brit,” she said giving me a quick peck on my cheek. 

“I have to get to class and need to take a quick shower,” I said signaling that I was about to strip down. 

“Here,” she said, “Let me help you …” with that Kelsey pulled my sweatpants off exposing my pantie-less crotch, then stood up and pulled my t-shirt up over my head and tossed it on the floor.

“There,” she said, “just saved you a minute or two!” With that she bounced out of the bathroom and back into her bedroom she shared with Tiffani.  I was standing there bare-assed naked, wondering what just happened!  But I didn’t have time.  Class was starting in twenty minutes, so I jumped in the shower and washed myself off. 

After getting out of the shower stall and toweling myself off, I threw on my clothes, pulled my hair back up into a ponytail … wondering for a second if my breasts looked half as good as Kelsey’s did … gave myself a quick once over in the mirror, force myself to ignore the concentrate pain on the right side of my head and went back into the bedroom.

Andrea was still asleep in her bed in the same position where I left here.  She slept like a rock and after last night’s shots and escapades, I’m sure she was not going to wake up.  But still I wanted to say goodbye to her; she was leaving for the weekend but I wasn’t sure what time.  I stood there in a momentary quandary, when all I really wanted to do was get naked and crawl back in bed with my sexy lover and wrap my arms around her bare waist and kiss the back of her neck.

I snapped back to reality, leaned over the bed and whispered, “See you Andrea, I’ll be back in about an hour and a half …” she moan and mumbles something completely inaudible.  She shifted again, only this time further away from me.  She was out like a light and I had to get to class.  I lightly kissed her shoulder, the nearest body part to me, then ran off to class.

I barely made it to class but I might as well have stayed at home because I could not concentrate on anything.  All I could think about was how gorgeous Andrea looked after having brought to my most intense orgasm with her mouth, looking up at me with her sweet smile, lips glistening with the juices from my cunt … how skilled her fingers alone were in bringing to the edge of climaxing again and again … us passionately kissing and embracing each other as if we’d been in love forever …

I couldn’t wait for the class to be over so I could run back home and see my sexy Latina lover.  My mind continued to drift and as hard as I tried to listen to the professor, the thought of Andrea consumed my brain.  I finally gave up and allowed myself to sit back and remember the blissful events of the night before, giving off a smile of pleasure and contentment.  My pussy beginning to moisten at the thought of her touch, her kiss, her tongue …

Finally, class was over.  I quickly gathered my things and dashed out the door.  This was my only class on this Friday and though I had the weekend to look forward to, it would be without Andrea.  Still I wanted to catch her before she left for Miami so I ran back to our dorm.

I burst into our room only to find it void of my roommate.  I was out of breath as I entered the room and flung my backpack on my bed.  I fell down onto my bed and stared blankly to the empty bed across the room from me.  My eyes caught a note on my bedside table.  I sat up and read it …

“Mi amor, sorry I missed you. Have a wonderful weekend - see you on Sunday!  Besitos!”

That was it.  For what we did the night before, for how she talked about wanting to fuck me for so long, this wasn’t much of a note.  I was confused and worried.  I had fallen for Andrea and wanted her so badly to fall for me.  I read the note again and though it was sweet and affectionate, it wasn’t the lustful desirous prose that I wanted her to say.  I fell back on my bed with the note in my hand.  My thoughts went back to the night before as I drifted to sleep, dreaming of Andrea and me making love, again and again and again …

By the time I woke up, the better part of the day had passed.  I was still fully clothed with Andrea’s note in my hand.  I sat up and began to take inventory of where I was, what time it was and what I was going to do for these next two days that were surely going to be extra long. 

First there was no Andrea, and second there was this note that could have been written at any time before we shared an incredible and intimate time together.  I could tell these next two days were going to be grueling as I waited for Andrea to return.  But would she still feel the same as she told me last night?  That she had wanted me for a long time? 

The weekend was boring and uneventful.  Not that I did much to make it eventful.  I just had such an amazing time on Thursday night and now I was left with an Andrea-less dorm room over a cold January weekend.  I tried to watch TV but my mind kept going between the sensual and erotic time we had Thursday night and the curiosity and worry I had with not knowing how Andrea really felt and the genetically written note.  Nothing seems to catch my attention for very long.  I kept thinking about Thursday night …

Finally, early Sunday afternoon after a day and a half of being a lazy slug, I mustered up the motivation to take a shower.  I gathered my things and headed into the bathroom.  Not paying attention, I took off my clothes and began the shower water.  I stepped into the shower not realizing the door to Kelsey’s and Tiffani’s room was open.  I began to wash myself, rubbing my hands all over my body as if it were Andrea who was lathering me up and cleaning me.  I closed my eyes and let the hot water flow over me; I began to slowly cup my breasts and massage the areolas …

The steam was rising from the hot water and clouding the clear glass door of the extra-large shower stall.  It was designed like showers in a locker room, only with two shower heads in a stall big enough for two people rather than a larger group of lovely ladies, all naked together, showering … my mind wandered again … I took one hand from my breast and began massaging the top of my pussy until my middle finger found the opening between the two folds of skin and my sensitive clit.

I began rubbing my own womanhood and thinking back to Thursday night and how much I lusted for her lips around my clit, sucking it hard into her mouth.  I leaned up against the wall of the shower, massaging my breast and my clit with my hands, heightening my arousal so much that I didn’t notice Kelsey and Tiffani in the bathroom. 

My clit throbbed under my gentle massages and my pussy began to fill with my honey, coating the walls and beginning to seep from my hole and down my leg already dripping from the hot shower.

It wasn’t until I heard the giggling getting louder and louder that I realized I was giving a show to Kelsey and Tiffani!  I gasp when I saw their unmistakable figures through the steamed glass of the shower door.  With my hand that I had been pleasuring my clit with, I rubbed the door to see them standing there giggling in my direction. 

They were both wearing tiny panties; Kelsey had on a t-shirt that was too small her for supple breasts, and Tiffani had on a sports bra that couldn’t mask her alert nipples. 

“Oh my god!  I’m so embarrassed!” I screeched and burst into laughter along with them.  “Holy shit!  How long have you two been standing there?” I asked as I got out of the shower and quickly began toweling off, trying to cover my naughty bits.

“Long enough!” Kelsey said, laughing at my sheer embarrassment.  “Sweetie, you are hot when you masturbate!”

“Oh my god!  I’m mortified!  Don’t say that!”  I said swatting playfully at her.  Though honestly, it made me feel all giddy inside knowing that my self-pleasuring turned Kelsey on. 

“You do …” Tiffani added with a coy grin.  She pouted her lips and slipped her arms around Kelsey’s waist.  Kelsey responded by turning towards Tiffani, her arms around her roommate’s waist.  They leaned into each other and playfully swayed back and forth in each others’ arms. 

“If you ever want to show us again …” Tiffani said with a trailing voice, “You know where we live …”

I just stood there not knowing what to do.  They were obviously inviting me to give them a show and maybe more.  The tingling feeling from Thursday night started up again, not the intensity, but the feelings of giddiness and excitement of sexy time.  Or at least thinking about sexy time with my suite mates.

“I sure do …” I say playfully as I finished toweling off and put my sweat clothes back on.  They giggled and left the room.  It was liberating in a way to be naked in front of them, and even though it was truly embarrassing it was also a bit exhilarating thinking of them watching me as I touched and aroused myself.  I wondered if Kelsey and Tiffani ever hooked up.  The way just were acting in the bathroom it was hard to believe they weren’t. 

Holy shit!  I’m surrounded by beautiful, hot girls who like to pump and grind on each other!  This could be a fun semester!  But was Andrea up for this?  My god, was I up for this?!

I pulled my hair up in a ponytail and went back into my room - this time remembering to lock the door behind me. What would’ve happened if our suite mates had walked in on us on Thursday night?  My initial thoughts were that I would be embarrassed, but another part of my thought:  what if they joined in with us and we had one big, huge pussy party! 

I settled down on my bed, knees propped up and laptop across my legs.  I checked my email and started to surf the web …

I searched on “Sexy Latina women” … then “sexy Latina lesbians” … the “sexy lesbians eating pussy”.  I clicked on images and began scrolling through the most marvelous pictures of gorgeous porn stars and exhibitionists in the most amazing positions. 

Suddenly I had a newly found appreciation for women, their bodies and their pussies.  Shaved, bare, landing strip like I had, laid back legs spread wide open, on all fours with another girl behind her … all these positions and lovely ladies were turning me on, especially after the surprising encounter I just had in the bathroom.

My crotch area was getting more and more tingly and I could feel the blood pumping to my clit as it started to become engorged.  I click on one of the images and was taken to a porn site.  No age verification, no account creation, no credit card - just direct to porn ready to be watch.  I clicked on the play icon in the middle of the screen and started watching the short five-minute clip of two platinum blond, surgically enhanced bombshells slowly begin to enjoy each other.

As the porn stars began to really get it on, I slid my laptop off my lap an onto my bed.  I turned myself on my side, facing my laptop and the erotic show the free porn site was showing, then propped my top leg up and slid my hand down my sweatpants and underwear.  Without hesitating I went straight for my clit. 

It wasn’t as moist as it had been the other night with Andrea, so I lubricated my fingers as best I could with my spit and tried to massage my clit as I watched the porn stars get into contorted positions to feverishly eat each other out.  My continued to massage my little bulb slowly heightening my arousal with each little stroke and circulating of my fingers.

The show was hot and sexy, and my fingers were doing the best job they could but they were nothing compared to the adept fingers and wicked tongue of my roommate, my best friend, my lesbian lover.  I began to rub my entire forefinger and up and down my clit in hopes to accelerate my orgasm.  But I only rubbed it more dry. 

I was desperate for an orgasm so I stuck my middle finger in my pussy that was getting wetter as much from the porn as it was from my attempts at getting myself off.

Though I was enjoying myself, I knew I was missing the one thing that would most definitely bring me to an orgasm:  Andrea.  The porn clip was over though I was still working my clit and finger fucking myself; with my free hand I closed my laptop and closed my eyes and began to concentrate only on Andrea and me, wrapped around each other, her going down on me … me going down on her … I wondered what she tastes like … 69’ing with … I was thinking of all these things that had never done before but in my mind seemed so natural. 

These thoughts of making passionate love with Andrea combined with my pleasuring my cunt slowly brought me close and close to the dizziness of ecstasy.  The sound of my fingers banging my wet pussy grew louder and more intense with as I worked them faster and my thoughts were more focused on how being with Andrea might feel … I started to let out small moans and groans as I crept close to cumming.

Suddenly the front door unlocked and flung open.  Andrea came in talking a mile a minute.  I shuffled around clumsily, trying to get myself back together.  By this time my sweatpants were down around my butt and I was clearly doing something I didn’t necessarily want someone else to see - especially my roommate! 

How many more people were going to walk in on me masturbating?  Andrea was still jabbering away when I flipped over onto my other side, trying not to look like a kid just caught with their hand in the cookie jar.

“Mi amor, the flight was terrible!  I almost didn’t make it because of some mechanical problem …” she turned around to me and saw me there with a guilty grin on my face.  She knew something was up and smiled as she came over to me with her hands out like she was going to tickle me.

“Oh really,” I said nervously, “that sounds terrible …” I didn’t know what else to say.  It seemed like she could see right through me.

“Brittaneeeee …” she said in a cute voice and a coy smile, “What have you been doing?” she asked and grinned even bigger.

“N-n-n-othing … I was just on my laptop watching some … some … um … cat videos.”  My mind was really saying pussy videos, so cat was a natural substitution.

“C’mon, Brittany!  You were having a little fun, weren’t you?” she said as she reached my bed, hand still out as she started to playfully poke at me.  I let out a burst of laughter and squirmed under her tickling. 

“You were touching yourself, weren’t you?!” she said in a flirtatious voice as she kept poking me on one side, then the other.  My laughing and shrieks from the sudden tickle fest continued; I tried in vain to escape her hands and her taunts, but couldn’t escape and what’s more, I didn't want to.  Andrea was back and we were together, laughing like friends and flirting like lovers.

“Yes!  Yes!  I give up!”  I surrendered myself to her tickling and to her teasing.  I laid there on my bed with her standing over me.  She sat down on my bed and began stroking my arm that laid along the side of my body.  I felt exposed and a bit vulnerable having just been caught, but it was also thrilling too.

“So what were you thinking about?” she asked as she sensually stroked my arm.

“I was thinking about …” I was shy to say.  I didn’t know how she’d react; all indications were that she wanted me to say I was pleasing myself to the thought of us being together but I didn’t want to assume anything.

“What?!  Tell me!” she said with eager anticipation.

“I don’t know what you’ll think but I was … I was thinking of Thursday night …” my voice trailed off as I felt even more vulnerable, like I had just bore my whole soul for her.

“Oh Thursday night … yes, that was fun!  Wasn’t it?!”  she said like it was no big deal, like it was something we should do again. 

“Andrea, it was amazing … I’ve never …”

“I know, mi amor.  I was amazing … the way you looked when I was going down on you …”

“So you … I mean … you’re a … I mean, this wasn’t because we were drinking and it was … y’know, the heat of the moment?”

“Brittany,” she said softly but matter-of-factly as she laid down beside me on my bed looking into my eyes, “I told you I’ve wanted you for so long.  Since the day I first saw you.  I’ve always been with guys and never thought anything differently until I saw you.”

I was floored she has had the hots for me since we first met last year?!  Why didn’t she say anything?

“Drea, why didn’t you say or do anything?”

“Because you were always with other guys and I didn’t think you were into girls.”

She scooched closer to me until our bodies close as close as they could get to each other, and our breasts were touching through our clothes.  It reminded me of our bare breasts teasing each other the other night … She reached up with her hand and brought my head closer into hers until our lips met and she gave me a sensual, full-lipped kiss.  I began to swoon again under her touch and kiss.

“Oh Andrea, I never knew how it could be … I never knew you felt this way … then Thursday night happened … and I never knew anyone could feel that way, or that anyone could make another feel like that … you blew me away!”

“Good,” she said, lightly caressing my face as she rested her head on the bed, her underneath arm stretch out over her head, “I loved making you feel that way … I love the way you tasted …”

“Then you were gone when I got back from econ class.  God!  Econ class!  You made it impossible to concentrate in class!  I was a mess!  Then I came back and you were gone and your note was so … I don’t know, I wanted it to be so much more and I was confused and worried and …”

“Shhhh, shhhh, shhhh …” she placed her fingers over my mouth to quiet me down.  “I didn’t know what to say and figured when I got back we’d be having a talk like this … I hoped it would be like this too …” she lightly circled her finger around my breast, probing for my nipple that was becoming very aroused.

“So how was your weekend, my love?”  I loved that she called me her love.  I know Latin Americans use affectionate terms more than native English-speaking Americans but it still sounded so nice, so special.  I was her love.  And she was mine.

I remembered the encounter with Kelsey and Tiffani in the bathroom. 

“You will not believe what happened in the bathroom with Kelsey and Tiffani!”

“What?  What happened?”

I went on to tell her about how I was in there taking a shower and forgot to lock the door.  As soon as I started telling her, I realized I was going to have to reveal that again, yes I was masturbating!  I continued with the story about how they held onto each other in a sexy embrace and said to tell them when I was going to give another show!

“I had a feeling about those two …” she said, “they always seem so flirty with each other.  Maybe someday we can all have … y’know a little party!”

Her words floored me - yes, she was into having a big, huge pussy party!

“Seriously?”  I asked, half excited, half surprised that she would be into a college suite mate orgy.

“Of course, my love, but now you are mine.”  She crawled on top of me and I wrapped my arms around her neck and gazed into her eyes.  “I love that you masturbated to me, but now you’re not allowed to touch yourself … that’s my job!”

With that she began kissing me with her sensual, erotic kissing that instantly took me away to the place I longed to be since the first night, that Thursday night, when she and I were first together.  We continued to make love what seemed to be hours … lost in the ecstasy we created together.
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