

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.

Lesbian Professor Seduces New Student

She's recently graduated and is starting her first semester at a new university. Things were going well until she found out she's not doing so hot in her women's studies class. However perhaps if she lets her Lesbian Professor take a little time to Seduce her, things might end up getting real hot. She's not living in a small town anymore, and there's a First Time for everything. Let's just hope she can get her grade changed from a 69 to a 100.

Lesbian Roommate Seduction

Ever since her Professor showed her what being a woman is really all about, she's been aching to tell someone. Now if only she can manage to get her Roommate to listen. However this might just be a story that's better shown than told. And if she wants to show her, it's going to take a little Seducing first.

Roommate Menage (Lesbian, University, Professor)

I finally found a best friend, someone I can share myself with. I mean really share myself with.

And I owe it all to Mrs. Howard for giving me the confidence.

I know if I can just get the two of them to meet we just might all end up satisfied.

Don't Stop Swapping: 5 Book Bundle (Transgender, Gender Swap, Hucow, Fertile, Milking)

A collection of stories featuring all sorts of unique and wonderful tales of Gender Swaps

A new pill that causes transformations and there's an Alpha Doctor that needs seducing.

A Dominant Transgender Space Queen looks for fertile women to join her crew.

Taken by his best friend after the Hucow witch's milk changes his body.

And a Vampire with more than just a bite.
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