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Blurb


I always used to turn to my mom to ease my anxiety. But she’s back home, and I’m halfway across the country in my first year of college.

Thankfully, my roommate’s always there for me. April’s late 30s, she’s supportive and strong…and her hugs are a thing of beauty.

But her beauty is a thing of distraction, since I don’t know quite how I’m wired, yet.

She radiates the same nurturing energy I’m missing from my own mom, but she’s also a vibrant, voluptuous goddess who makes me want things I’m not sure I should.

But when the world gets too big and loud, April helps me in a whole new way—opening me up to a world of role playing, affirmation…and a connection that’s deeper and hotter than any I’ve ever known.


My Ravishing Roommate


It's been yet another brutal day at college, and that has me wound up tighter than a goddamn drum skin. I've been feeling more homesick than usual, as well. If I could've found a college closer to my home town, I would've taken that in a heartbeat.

Instead, I'm stuck halfway across the country. It shouldn’t be so hard, since I can see mom pretty much anytime I need to, via my phone or my laptop. But it's just not the same. A girl needs her mom hugs, even when she's legally all grown up.

Honestly, it’s not the work so much that has me all tense and jittery. I’ve been coding since I was 9 years old. Even when everyone tried to tell me it's supposed to be a boy thing, I kept at it. I know the work, and I know my way around computers. My grades are fine.

It’s the social side of college that’s sapping me. I thought all that mean girl shit was supposed to be confined to high school, but I guess that was just wishful thinking on my part. Okay, so I have no fashion sense. And I wear glasses instead of contacts. But apparently my biggest crime—according to the bitch squad—is that I'm not interested in putting out for any of the guys.

What I've learned, outside of my course, is that it turns out that mom home-schooling me didn’t quite set me up for the loud and messy nature of group education. With every passing day I gain more and more understanding of why she did it. I’m a misfit in many ways, and she shielded me from the negative consequences of that.

Until now, when I’ve moved out from under that security blanket, and into the cold, real world.

We're all supposed to be adults, here, and technically we are. It seems not everyone's interested in playing the part, I guess.

I don’t even know how mom managed to get me all the way through my school years. Fuck knows my father never actively helped—whoever he is. Mom refused to let him meet me, and I trust her judgment. At least the guy's checks all came through every month, meaning mom only had to work part-time. All while raising me and schooling me.

To say I love my mom is an understatement. Where I'm probably different to most other 19-year-old girls is that I developed some kind of co-dependence that's been so fucking hard to do without. I've almost quit college a dozen times already, and I'm only partway through my first year.

It's been good for me to have the distance from mom, I know. It's helped me to grow a little stronger, get a little more confident. But that woman had to be my mother, my father, my teacher and my counselor. She was my world for 18 years, and it's a huge void in my life that I'm still finding ways to fill.

And that's why I'm so glad I have April. She's my roommate, and despite her being a mature age student, she's basically my only friend over here. Even though she's a few years younger than my mom, she's exactly what I need to fill the void.

I just hope she's home right now, because she always knows how to talk me down from this high cliff of anxiety that I've climbed onto.

When I unlock the apartment door, I know instantly that she's home. I can smell it in the air…her delightful vanilla and floral fragrance. There's a warmth in the apartment, as well. A warmth I only ever feel when she's here.

God, I'm still co-dependent, I guess. I've just transferred it from my mom to my roommate.

A few steps into the apartment, I find April exactly where I thought she'd be—on the sofa with a book in her lap. Her long, curly blonde hair is all glossy where it falls on her shoulders and across her chest. She's makeup free, and wearing just a bathrobe. Natural, welcoming…absolutely beautiful.

She smiles up at me when I enter, and it shoots bolts of electricity through my spine. It tingles through me in ways I simply don't understand, and it feels like something I should hide.

"Hey, Sara," she says. "How was your day?"

I don't even try to come up with a response. Not yet. Not while the words are still assembling themselves, piece by piece, inside my jagged mind.

Instead, I kick off my shoes and plop down on the couch next to her.

"That good, huh?" she murmurs, her voice soft and calm, a little lower in pitch and with that sweet rasp that says she sees me. She understands me. "Come to mama, sweetheart."

April puts her arm around me and pulls me closer. That familiar scent of her soap, her shampoo and her natural fragrance all blend and fill my head and my heart.

I rest my head on her shoulder, and when I relax I slide down slightly. For a moment I don't realize it, but then I click that my chin is now pressing against April's buxom chest. The warmth and softness of her is somehow rearranging the thoughts in my head. Realigning them so that life makes a little more sense.

It's been like this since the beginning of the school year. When I started college I was utterly lost, and if not for April I still would be.

From the moment we met, I think she picked up on exactly what kind of girl I am. My weaknesses and my strengths. How I was clearly a mommy's girl—with a hefty dose of daddy issues to go along with it—and was in danger of drowning over here on my own.

And as much as she fills a void for me, I'm certain I do the same for her. She doesn't talk about her past very much, and that's only in part because I probably monopolize the conversation with my own needs.

But she has a small tattoo on her wrist that tells a story. Just a single name—Amelia—and two dates that are heartbreakingly close together. Dates that are only a couple of years after my own birthdate.

I'm not very good with social cues a lot of the time, but even I can do math like that. Which makes me think it's fate that brought us together, even though I don't believe in any of that stuff. Astrology, luck, magic, religion. But the odds of April and me landing the same share apartment, at the same time, seem too astronomically high to explain any other way.

From the moment I met her, April's been my best friend. My only friend. But now she's turning into something more. She's my fixer. My safe place. And I'm…well, I guess I'm her project. A pet she can care for.

And I'm not complaining. Not in the least.

"You want to talk about it?" April asks, stroking my hair.

I shake my head, burrowing deeper into her embrace until the beating of her heart against the side of my head lulls me closer to peace.

"Okay," she whispers. "You're all socialized out. I get it."

And she does. Before I left home, I'd have said nobody knows me like my mom. That's no longer true, though. April just seems to get me in the same way. I put my arms around her waist, and she sighs with happiness. Like I'm doing her a favor, here.

It takes me a moment to realize she's rocking forward and back, still with me in her arms. And damn, but it works some strange kind of magic on me. Like she's tossed a fire blanket over the turmoil inside my heart.

And then she kisses me. Just on the top of my head. It's so soft, and so sweet. It's exactly the kind of thing mom would do, if she was here, and it surprises me, even while it soothes me.

I lift my head slowly until I can look straight into April's eyes. Deep blue, glistening like mirrors, soft little crinkles at the corners. She's so beautiful, and it radiates from deep inside her as well as coming from her physical form.

"Sara…sweetheart." She threads her fingers into my hair, either side of my head. Like she's combing it for me. And so help me, but I think I've lost my mind. My grip on reality.

Or at least, my sense of personal space.

I'm barely aware of what I'm doing as I lean in and press my lips to April's. I cup her beautiful head in my hands, and I kiss her out of pure need, hoping somehow it'll untangle all the frenzied emotions and difficulties that have become a bird's nest inside my head.

The moment we connect, April makes a soft sound that reaches me as pure surprise. Maybe even shock. And I realize I've just fucked everything up.

All the good things about our relationship—the ersatz mother-daughter dynamic that I've been swimming in—have just gone up in smoke, because I'm so needy and I lost my self-control for a moment.

I pull back from April, and I turn away in shame. My apology comes out all strangled, so small I can barely hear it myself, and I flee up the hallway to my bedroom. I dive onto my bed and bury my face in the pillow, wondering if I could suffocate myself just enough that I could sleep through the rest of the day.

It's barely ten seconds before the inevitable happens, and April comes up to my room.

"Sara?"

"I'm not here."

"Sweetheart."

Oh, god. Even after my utter fuck-up, she's still willing to call me that? Maybe that's just the difference an extra decade or two of life experience can give.

Still, I don't look up. Don't dare take my stupid face out of my stupid pillow. I wait for her to tell me we can't live together anymore.

To my surprise, the next thing I feel is my bed moving, as April sits down beside me. And then the soft press of her hand on my shoulder.

"Sweetheart, everything's okay," she says. "Come on, now. Would you look at me, please?"

I turn my head to the side just enough to see her. "You're not angry?"

April gives me that same look I've seen so many times. That intoxicating cocktail of empathy and understanding and…well, it almost looks like maternal love. Except sharper.

Hotter.

"You caught me by surprise, sweetheart," she says. "But it's okay. It's all okay."

I push myself up to sit beside her, pulling my knees to my chest. "It was stupid. I'm so sorry. I was just…feeling so much, and you were…well, you were as warm and supportive as always, and I just…"

"Shh," she says. She reaches over and traces her thumb over my bottom lip, following the movement with her eyes. "You don't have to explain. I didn't mind at all. In fact…"

"Y–yes?"

"Mm. Mama likey."

"You do? Did?" I ask, my voice cracking. "Because I don't really understand why I did it. One minute you're hugging me, and the next minute I'm…kissing you like some kind of…lesbian freak."

I don't feel the bed move. I don't really sense anything moving, and yet April's face grows that little bit larger. And she cups my head in her soft hands, and her sweet breath tickles against my lips.

And then, she kisses me back. Much softer and deeper than I kissed her. Where I launched an all out assault on her lips, she glides effortlessly onto mine. Shapes herself to fit me exactly.

This kiss is like nothing I've ever experienced before. It's not like I have much to compare to, after all. Three different people. That's all I've kissed back home. Plus they were all boys, and only now, in this all-consuming moment, do I finally understand that's exactly what was wrong with them, in my case.

April parts her lips for me, and I tentatively slide my tongue forward. She greets me with hers, and they swirl and dance together. It's a kiss that goes beyond desire. A kiss that's both healing and fulfilling. As much a promise as a proposition.

Her hands are in my hair now, sliding down to my neck. She clutches me gently, but with enough pressure to tell me she's as into this as I am.

My heart beats heavily against my chest. It's so hard it turns my breath into Morse code. Heat blooms inside me and it rushes through my entire body. April's scent fills my lungs, intoxicating me. I deepen the kiss, moaning into her mouth we press as our bodies against each other.

When she breaks the kiss, I feel a sudden loss that goes soul deep. I try to follow her, to regain our connection, but she keeps me at a slight distance.

"You have no idea how long I've wanted that," she whispers, her blue eyes locked onto mine.

Then she slides one hand down to the small of my back, urging me forward. And when I comply, she kisses me again. We fall flat on my bed in a tangled mess of limbs, with April over the top of me. I pull her down, welcoming her glorious weight on me, like she's an anxiety blanket.

"You're so fucking sexy, sweetheart," she bites out between hard kisses. "Mama wants to fuck you so, so much."

"Ohhh…god." This little role play hits me right in the feels. Like, it has a sting to it, the air of something totally wrong. But that's a big part of why it turns me on so fucking much. "Yes, please…mama."

April makes a low growling sound, deep in her throat, and it sends sharp cascades of pleasure up my spine, peaking in my scalp. She follows up by burying her face in against the side of my neck, inhaling the scents of my skin and hair before she bites into my flesh.

"Oh, mama," I whisper. "That's so fucking naughty."

"Mm. Your scent is as sweet as your nature, babygirl."

Oh, Jesus fucking Christ. I thought sweetheart was the ultimate pet name. But babygirl strips me fucking bare in an instant. The sweet crackling pleasure that April sent flying up to my scalp suddenly detours, and it tumbles straight down. Ending up right between my legs.

Meanwhile, April kisses me, over and over. She maps out a serpentine course from my ear to my neck, over my collarbones and up to my other ear. Her lips feel absolutely perfect everywhere they touch me—sweet, soft pillows of flesh that coax high whimpers and wet moans out from their hiding places deep within me.

But it's her hands that steal the show. When she grips my breasts through my T-shirt and bra, and she squeezes them, it's like a force of nature.

"Mama…that feels so good."

"Wait until we're naked, babygirl."

"Ohhh…yesss…"

There's nothing subtle about the next half a minute or so. We break apart and I slide off the bed so I can strip like my clothes are on fire. I fling everything off me as fast as I possibly can, and drop back onto my bed.

This gives me the perfect chance to watch April. She moves like she's rehearsed this a hundred times.

Where my hands are still trembling, hers are sure and relaxed. She makes short work of the thin belt, and positions herself just so to highlight every thick, delicious curve of her body as she opens her robe. Lets it fall to the floor.

I let out a soft, breathy moan as I take in the glory of her body. The softness of her arms, the swell of her breasts, the expanse of her hips. Even the rich roundness of her belly has my mouth watering.

Yet, despite what we've done so far, and what I'm certain we're about to do, I'm still shy as hell about my own body. Most of the time I think I'm probably not too bad to look at, but I've never been naked for anyone before. And I certainly don't have enough self-confidence to simply put it all out there.

So I pull my legs up and wrap my arms around them, hiding my nakedness even as I luxuriate in April's. But as she always does, my ravishing roommate disarms me without any apparent effort.

"Come here, babygirl," April whispers, as she kneels on my bed in front of me. She lowers her hands to her own plentiful curves, and she cups her breasts. "Mama's got what you need. You don't have to be shy with me."

I'm still terrified, but she's so fucking glorious, and I'm so turned on right now. Holy hell, I want this more than I've ever wanted anything else in my life. Still, I find myself hesitating. My body just won't move, like I'm suddenly frozen in place.

"Oh, it's okay, sweetheart," April coos. She shuffles forward until she's close enough to put her hands on my arms. I don't even need to do anything, to move at all. She does all the work, easing my arms apart, letting them fall beside me. pressing my knees downward, outward, so she can move closer.

"Chin up, babygirl," she says, a musical murmur, and I do exactly as she says. Looking up into those heavenly blue eyes as she leans in.

April cups her voluptuous breast and tickles my lips with her stiff nipple. I don't hesitate anymore. I simply open up and latch on, suckling like my life depends on it.

"That's it, babygirl. Mama's here for you."

I work her hard little bud with my lips and tongue, and dig my teeth in. April moans with pleasure, and hisses with sweet pain. She holds the back of my head with her other hand and pulls me closer, planting a soft kiss on the top of my head.

This little role play should probably freak me out, but it feels so fucking natural. Right here is exactly the place I need to be right now.

April makes a tight fist in my hair and it gets my breath catching for a moment. She pulls me closer, and rocks from side to side, cradling me. It's the same magic she cast over me earlier, only it's more potent now. My muscles start to relax. My limbs start to loosen.

My back goes so limp that I fall away from her, landing flat on my bed. My limbs splayed, and everything on show. April flits her eyes from my face to my throat, from my breasts to my belly. She hovers for a moment, her focus entirely on my pussy. And then she smiles.

"So beautiful," she whispers, reaching down to trace her fingertips around the short, triangular patch of hair I've left on my mound only. Then she dips them down to my slit, all waxed bare and slick with desire. "So wet for me, babygirl."

"Mama," I whisper again, but this time it's a prayer. A plea. A desperate, helpless call for everything that she's been promising me, even before we got so intimate.

"I can't wait to give you just what you need, sweetheart."

I gaze up at her, trying to keep my eyes open. Trying and failing as pleasure overrides my senses.

"Tell me," she says, in that perfect, husky rasp. "Tell mama what you desire."

"I want you," I manage, at last. "I want to…"

"What do you want, babygirl? Use your words."

I've sworn around April before. But I never swore around my own mother, and while we're in this role play I'm getting all hog-tied by mixed signals. It feels impossible to say straight out exactly what I need, here. "I want to…make love to you."

It feels as lame as hell, but it gets the message across. And to my immense relief, April smiles even wider, and leans forward. She presses one hand down beside my head and leans in until we're face to face. Her heavy breasts trace random patterns against mine.

"That's my good girl," she says. She dips a single finger between my folds, and the contact is electric. "You're very brave, sweetheart. Mama can't wait to fuck you good and hard."

She teases my tight entrance, making circles and tracing shapes. I've done this to myself more times than I can count, but it's never been like this. Never this intense. Never this perfect.

April pushes one finger inside me, and my breath catches. She curls it forward until she finds that sensitive little bundle of nerves, and she rubs against it, hard. Hard enough to shock me out of my shell. Hard enough to break down that foolish barrier, freeing me up to use any and all language.

"Fuck!" I cry out, arching my back, my head pressed hard into my pillow.

"Yes, babygirl. Let it out. Mama loves to hear your passion."

April slips a second finger inside me, and grinds my clit with her thumb. I throw my arms around her shoulders and haul her down into a wet, messy kiss that's everything in the world, and nowhere near enough. As our tongues dance around each other, she fires her hand forward and back, fucking me so sweetly, so beautifully it's bringing tears to my eyes.

"Yes, sweetheart. Let it out," she croons, sliding across to lick the salty tears from my cheeks. She follows the stray ones down to my neck and bites in, and I cry out as a sharp climax erupts inside me.

"Mama…mama…oh, fuck!”

"Yes, sweetheart. That's my good girl. Come for me."

Ecstasy pulses through me, from head to toe and back up again. April slips her fingers out of me as she glides down my body, kissing my breasts one at a time, biting into my nipples, exploring my belly with her pretty pink tongue.

Before I come completely back to my senses, my roommate plants a lingering kiss in the heart of my short bush, and I lose my fucking mind. Is she really…is she going to…?

The words haven't even formed in my head when April snarls like a lioness, and dashes her luscious mouth against my soaking wet slit. She kisses me down there, far more fiercely than she kissed my mouth, and it's heaven. I pull my legs up, and I reach down to hold onto her beautiful head.

"Oh, god…mama…"

My roommate chuckles, the sound vibrating against me for a moment. Her eyes dance, and her cheeks swell the way they do when she smiles. All while she keeps her mouth planted right in the heart of my wanton little cunt, and flays away inside me with her magical tongue.

"Mama loves this pretty little pussy of yours, babygirl," she growls into me. "Mama's gonna lick and suck and fuck you until you can't stand."

"Oh, god. That's so…"

"Mm?"

"Naughty," I whisper, and it is. But it's exactly the right kind of naughty. I pull her in a little deeper, and then cry out as she sucks my clit into her hot, wet mouth.

I thrash on the bed like I'm being electrocuted, though the power surging through my body is pure pleasure. Pure love in one form or another.

April slides one hand up over my belly, and takes hold of my nipple. She tweaks and twists and pinches it into a point of pure fire.

"You're so sweet, babygirl," she mutters between long, sucking kisses on my clit. "Sweet like honey."

"Yes…oh, god, mama…"

April comes up onto her knees, and draws my ass up off the bed. She grips both my thighs, now, and pushes, spreading me so fucking wide it's absolutely obscene. And she swabs me everywhere with her immaculate tongue. From my clit to my slit to my puckered little ass, she flicks and licks, she sucks and fucks, and I drop into some kind of blissful deep state where nothing's real, and everything's perfect.

"Come for me again, sweet babygirl," she croons, and I'm right there on the edge of release. “Come on mama’s tongue.”

I tell myself I can hold it off, ride this ecstasy for longer—forever, if possible—but I'm kidding myself. The instant April bites down on my clit, I'm utterly gone.

"Mama!" It sounds like some kind of supernatural creature crying in the night as my orgasm crests and then bursts. My body ignites with pleasure, and April drinks down every part of it. My release, my ecstasy, my sheer abandon.

When the final ripples of my climax ebb away, I'm left boneless on my bed. April's still holding me by the thighs, but she's much gentler now. She kisses every inch of my skin that she can reach as she glides higher, ever higher.

When she takes my mouth again, it's rich with the splendor of my pussy, and I drink myself down straight off her beautiful lips.

"Mm, babygirl," she hums. "You're such a good girl."

"Thank you…mama." It still doesn't feel nearly as weird as it should, me calling her that.

April strokes her hand back through my sweat-drenched hair. "Wait here just a moment, sweetheart?"

I nod, because I can't dredge up the energy to speak anymore. Not just yet.

April kisses my forehead and slides off the bed. I watch her as she leaves my room, my attention fixated on her gorgeous round ass until she moves out of sight up the hallway.

A couple of minutes pass, and then she calls out to me. "Babygirl? Would you come to my room, please?"

"Yes, mama?"

"Uh-uh. Not mama."

Oh. I'd been getting so deep into the role play, and the way it fulfilled so much for me. I realize now I’d been hoping it would last a little bit longer.

But I guess we probably should keep that kind of thing all boxed in. Not let it spill over into all the other parts of life. Especially if we go out in public.

I summon the energy to get off my bed. And I wonder if I'm meant to put a robe on, or something. If she's not playing the role of mama, then…then sexytimes must be over, right?

But when I arrive at her bedroom door, I stop short. I let my mouth drop open as I take in the unexpected—but glorious—sight of April. Standing there beside her bed. Completely naked.

Except for the long, thick and glossy strap-on dildo she's now wearing.

"Sara…babygirl. Mama tells me you were such a good girl."

"Um. Thank you."

"But tell me, sweetheart. Do you think you can be just as good for…your daddy?"

Ohhh…holy fuck. What is she doing to me? How the fuck does she understand all my messed up issues so fucking well?

"My…daddy?"

April wraps her hand around her black toy cock, and strokes it a few times. "If you want me to be, sweetheart."

I say nothing. I just breathe, but even that betrays my feelings. My desperate need. Every breath wobbles in and out of my chest, and gradually the sound becomes a series of low, desperate moans.

From somewhere deep inside, I conjure up the strength to walk forward. April stands aside and lets me climb up onto her bed.

I'm still on my hands and knees when there's the soft touch of a hand on my hip.

"That's perfect, Sara," she murmurs, keeping her voice low in volume as well as in pitch. Sounding a little bit more…masculine. "You're so beautiful, honeybun."

Mmm. New role play. New pet name. A girl could really get used to all this attention.

A moment of silence passes, and then the bed rocks and rolls with the extra weight of another person. She grips both my hips and I arch my back instinctively. Raising my ass just that little bit more.

Waving her in.

"You're being such a good girl for daddy, honeybun." She's still using that voice. Her lower register, with a little bit of gravel in the mix. And even though I know it's April, my roommate, and even though I adore the intimacy of eye contact…I don't want to see her. Not right now. She’s so undeniably feminine to look at. And in this moment, I truly need her to be…daddy.

April gently squeezes my butt cheeks, then slides her hands down the outsides. At the bottom, she switches to the insides of my knees and pushes, guiding them a little wider apart. I slide them without hesitation, desperately craving exactly what she's about to give me.

"You're such a strong girl, honeybun."

"I…I don't feel strong…daddy."

"I understand. It can be hard to see ourselves honestly. But I'm so proud of you. Of all you've achieved so far."

I close my eyes, letting the praise hit home. Letting it curl around my backbone and remind me I'm all grown up. An independent woman, albeit one who's still needy at times. Lots and lots of times.

"Sara, honeybun…are you ready for me?"

My pussy just about crackles with energy, with desire. It happens so fast that it makes me dizzy. "Yes, daddy. Please."

April guides her lovely thick dildo down between my legs. She drives it forward, stroking it over my mound. Reminding me how big it is. How hard. Then she eases it back until she can press the broad tip against my sopping wet slit.

She pauses there, and I fill my lungs, holding my breath in fearful anticipation. "Daddy," I whimper, and my fear clearly shows through. "Be gentle?"

"Honeybun? Is this your first time?"

I swallow out of pure tension, and I whisper the truth. "Yes. I'm a virgin. But I want this, April. I mean, daddy. I need this."

She hums softly, and as crazy as it seems, it sounds like love to me. "There's my big, brave girl."

This is going to hurt. I know that. I think of it right now as a moment of sacrifice, and I'm certain it'll be all worth it. That the sweetness of connection will erase the sting of that first penetration.

"Breathe, honeybun," April whispers, and I do as she says. I'm sure right now that I always will.

As she guides the dildo inside me, I can't help but moan. April rocks her broad, fleshy hips, the sweet weight of her round ass powering every drive. Inch by slow, excruciating inch, she works her toy deeper and deeper inside me, and I bite down against the perfect pain, relishing the way it gradually loses its sharpness, turning into pleasure.

"You're taking my big cock so very well, honeybun," April says. She sounds breathless. “You make me so proud."

She's so gentle with me. So patient. The unfamiliar sensation of being filled so well, so deeply, is absolutely incredible.

After a couple of minutes of soft thrusting, gradual bouncing, I can tell she's buried to the hilt inside me. The silky heat of her hips and thighs press up against me, and her toy has me feeling so full, so complete that it's a struggle to breathe. But I absolutely love it.

That long, thick toy fills me, stretches me out, and has my senses so vulnerable and my soul feeling utterly seen.

It's so much. It's almost everything. But now…now I need that soul-deep eye contact. If that ends this part of the role play, I'll deal with it. I just need to see this vivacious woman as she fucks me. Even if she's playing a man.

"Please, daddy. Let me…?"

"What do you need, honeybun?"

I'm still too timid to ask, so I just make things happen. I angle forward until April's toy slips out of me, and I roll onto my back and gaze up at my roommate. Right now, she's even more ravishing than ever. Her cheeks flushed with desire, her lips red and plush, her plentiful tits quaking along with her heavy heartbeat.

"You're so fucking beautiful…daddy." It isn't as hard as I feared it might be to keep calling her that. Maybe I'm just that needy.

But when I look up at her, the fulfillment on her face, I wonder if maybe she’s just as needy as I am.

April repositions herself, and then leans down, hovering over me. She supports herself on one arm, while her other guides her magnificent cock back down to my greedy pussy. And now, with this fresh intimacy, my heart feels like it's melting.

"Mmm, honeybun. You’re everything I need," she whispers. "Such a good girl for daddy."

She drives back inside me, one long, firm stroke. Then she slides back and forth, her motions so fluid, and I've never been so comfortable with anyone. So safe. So cherished.

And it pulls from me the words I've been feeling, but haven't been brave enough to even think to myself, let alone say before.

"I love you, daddy," I whisper.

"Oh, honeybun. Daddy loves you, too."

She reaches down and hooks her hands beneath my knees, pushing my legs up toward my chest.

God, I'm so fucking open, and it's taking me right to the edge of what I can handle. It's only when I look up between my knees, and see April's gorgeous caring face, framed by her curly blonde mane, that I realize I'm still safe. Still right at home.

"You're so tight around daddy's cock, honeybun," she says, her cheeks growing an even darker pink with arousal.

"Please, daddy. Fuck me harder?"

"With pleasure, Sara."

Oh, god. As much as I love the pet names, there's a much deeper connection now that comes from her switching to my real name.

April glides out, all the way to the fat tip. I swear she might actually be able to feel through that toy, because she stops right before she slips out, even though she never breaks eye contact with me.

Then she drives back in, and out. Slowly at first, and then faster. Each thrust rasps against that sweet spot inside me, and the friction of the silicone against my inner walls sends delicious sparks up and down my spine.

"Does that feel good, Sara?"

I nod, unable to speak. April leans forward and kisses my forehead, and I grab her perfect tits and pinch her pretty nipples.

"Oh, my. What a good girl you are."

"Uhhh…"

"You make daddy so proud. You’re so brave and strong. So clever.”

"Yesss…"

April releases my legs and I wrap them around her waist, as tightly as I can. Making sure she can drive as deep into my cunt as possible.

There's a delicious sheen of perspiration coating every voluptuous inch of April's body. She groans with the effort of thrusting that fat cock into me, and I squeeze her magnificent breasts even harder. Knead them like crazy.

She leans forward, every drive of her hips now slamming that dildo home.

As she pumps my pussy harder and harder, I plow my face up between her massive tits, licking the sweat from her skin as I trace every fucking inch of them. I explore the silky heat of her girls, one side to the other, kissing and licking between them, beneath them, circling closer and closer to home with every pass.

Then I grip both of her generous melons and squeeze, pushing them together as I lash her stiff nipples with my tongue. April lets out a soft whimpering sound, and I clamp my mouth around one bud, sucking hard, drawing life from deep within the big, soft body of her breast.

"Oh, yes, sweetheart," she moans. "Daddy loves that."

I keep pulling on her bud, and the way we share the experience feeds my soul. I time every suck so it meets up with the slamming of her hips, the gliding of her fat toy inside my body. I'm as open right now—emotionally and physically—as I've ever been.

When April leans down and kisses my forehead again, I groan with pleasure and release her bud, burrowing my face between her breasts again, letting them smother me like a soft, fleshy blanket. She keeps praising me, her voice low and warm. As close to masculine as she can make it.

"You're daddy's special girl, Sara. I love you so much."

"Uhhhh…yes. God, you fuck me so good.”

April pulls herself up away from me, and I start to protest. Right up until the moment she presses her soft hand down on my mound and grinds her thumb over my clit. All that comes out of my mouth now is a long, strangled moan of bliss.

As she thrusts in and out of my pussy, she pulses her thumb on my pleasure bud. The forward and back motion of her hips plays out across her magnificent thick body, and her breasts sway and shimmy, and her belly dances with every soft impact of her pelvis against me.

“Such a good girl, Sara. You're utterly resplendent."

I grind out my thanks between gritted teeth, and April keeps circling my clit, awakening fresh, sharp bursts of pleasure with every touch. I'm not sure there's enough air in the room to fill my lungs at this moment.

"Please, daddy," I say, barely more than a whisper. I have no more words after that. I don't know what, if anything, I'm asking. I just know this is almost perfect, right now, and my skin tingles with the pure ecstasy of pain mixed with satisfaction.

The coils of tension still left inside me gradually unwind, and I move with April's touch. Every stroke of her thumb sloughs away a little more of my protective shell. Simultaneously bares and feeds my timid soul.

My muscles turn liquid, and I gift April my power as I dwell in hers. The dance of her hips tears away my façade. She strips off my chrysalis to yield the babe inside. I'm wet and new, and my shell is too soft for the outside world.

Praising, always praising, April charges my soul as she fills my body. I can feel myself grow. Strengthen. I raise my head and I look to the stars. This is the most connected I've ever felt with anybody, with the world, with the universe.

In only a matter of seconds I start to feel the delectable tingling in my core, and the urgency of my orgasm builds inside me, gathering momentum.

"Daddy, I'm close," I moan, my voice far stronger than I feel.

"Come for me, Sara," she whispers. "Come for your daddy." She's still holding back, pulling her punches for me, but in this moment, that’s not what I need.

"Harder. Fuck me as hard as you can. Please?"

"Anything for you, honeybun," April says, and she's as good as her word. She pumps with all her might, putting every ounce of her beautiful round ass into the effort. She slams her toy home inside me and at first I cry out…until I'm left just straight out crying.

My ravishing roommate leans into her efforts, her breasts weighing down on mine. Her hot, silken flesh compresses me like a blanket of pleasure, and I can't hold on any longer.

My climax tears through my body, taking no prisoners. And my roar, both primal and pained, open and free, marks a new beginning. A rebirth.

My shell dries, and grows strong. I find my wings.

And I fly.

*****

I float in a warm blanket of bliss, here in my roommate's bed. She's right beside me, holding me against her deliciously thick body. Her skin is like a silk sheet, and the beautiful weight of her fleshy breasts, her broad hips, and her thick thighs are a home base. A safe place to be my true self.

I'm not sure how much time passes before I fully come back into consciousness. I nuzzle my face between April's big, round breasts. "God, you make me feel so safe."

She hums with pleasure at the contact. "Sweetheart," she says. "You're so much more powerful than you realize."

I close my eyes, not sure if I'm ready to believe her. Then she kisses the top of my head and rolls onto her back. When I sit up, she's all I can see. She's completely naked now, her toy nowhere to be seen. Daddy has left the building.

I'm captivated by the hills and valleys of her voluptuous body, all spread out before me. A beautiful landscape that's begging for me to explore it. And I will. I'm absolutely certain of that.

Softly, I trace April's luscious mouth with my finger. "You've done so much for me, April. Can I…uh, do you want me to…?"

April closes her eyes as tears trickle down her cheeks, even as she smiles. But she shakes her head. “Another time, sweetheart. You’ve already done more than you know for me."

"I have?"

She swallows and sits up, taking me into her delicious warm embrace again. "You were everything I needed. What I've needed for a long, long time, Sara. You let me care for you—protect you—the way I never could for…anyone else."

I squeeze her tighter, and we share the moment in silence.

All too soon, she kisses the top of my head, and releases our embrace. "Have you eaten yet, sweetheart?"

I shake my head, a warm smile of comfort curling my mouth up at the sides.

April mirrors me, shaking her head in resignation as she smiles so sweetly at me. "Then let me feed my brave, beautiful girl." She kisses the tip of my nose. "You wait here, sweetheart. I'll call you when dinner's ready."

Again, I ogle her gorgeous round ass as she climbs off the bed. I soak up the magic of what we've just done, and already I'm anticipating the next time. And how I might just reverse our roles.

Maybe I can see what it's like to be a…daddy for a while.

***

If you loved this story, you should come check out the rest of the series!
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