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Growing up in a household where sex was
never discussed, talked about or even mentioned, I found that I was
sadly unprepared living in a co-ed dorm room my first year of
college. Thus, late one night, I invited my best friend from high
school over to my dorm room to discuss the issues I was having in
my personal life.

“So…,” I gasped trying to
find the words to ask such personal questions to Naomi, as she
waited patiently in my private dorm room.

“So?” she asked. Taking a
deep breath, my eyes locked onto her large rounds, amazed at their
shear perfection as compared to my own, small childish sized
breasts.

“So…,” I breathed deeply,
somehow finding the courage to spit out the question. “So… since…
since moving into the college dorms, and living in the real world I
have had some issues with… men,” I gasped, turning my head to the
side a bit ashamed of myself for not knowing, not experiencing
these issues on my one by now.

“I can imagine,” Naomi
teased, “In high school you could never pick up when a guy was
crushing on you, and so you never really had the chance to get some
back then.” She said.

“Yeah well,” I sighed,
trying to find the words to respond with only to hear her speak
again.

“That’s nothing to be
ashamed of, it’s not like it’s your fault,” she hissed, running her
fingers through the strands of her long black hair. “Your parents
never gave you a chance to have fun, to live life and experience
things like a normal teenager.” She added.

“So… so you know what I want
to ask you?” I asked.

“More than likely,” she
smiled, “But you need to ask before I will say anything,” she
sighed deeply, “you need to be the one to walk through that door
and take the first step in becoming an sexually crazed adult,”
Naomi teased again.

Fine… I wanted to ask you if you have…,
you know.” I asked, the heat rushing to my face, I could feel
myself blushing as images of Naomi’s naked Latino body bounced
fervently over some random guy’s monstrous cock. Slamming into her
tight pussy hard and deep as her naturally firm, round breasts
danced to the fucking; his rough, large hands slapping her hard,
blistering ass cheeks as he drove deeper, harder into her boiling
tightness.

“Have I?” she
tormented.

“Have you…,” I paused, want
so much to say it yet still not able to give my words
sound.

“Have I been slammed up
against a wall, clothes torn away from my body as a hot, gorgeous
stud slammed his long, round cock into my ass, making me scream out
in pleasured pain?” she said, winking at me, before continuing.
“Have I taken a man’s throbbing hard cock into my mouth, felt the
intense burn of his cum shooting down my throat? Naomi hissed. “Was
that what you were going to ask?”

“No… I just wanted to know
if you’ve had sex.” I finally asked, smiling at her, as she rolled
the tip of her tongue over her lips seductively, only to crawl on
all fours towards me.

“With men, quite a few times
as you know,” Naomi, gasped, batting her eyelashes, gazing up at me
as she cocked a sensual smile across her face.

“I’ve taken it hard and
rough in the ass, in my pussy, mouth and ever used these wonderful
puppies a few times,” she said, shaking her breasts as she
continued towards me. “Up the ass is my favorite, though I will
admit I’ve been a bad girl at times and taken it in both holes at
the same time.” She sighed, raising an eyebrow as she bit her
bottom lip.

“And you?” She asked, “has
any luck guy college gotten his cock into this virgin opening of
your yet?” she asked bluntly, rolling the tip of her moist tongue
over her velvet lips as she placed the palm of her hands on the
tops of my bare thighs.

“I wish I could say yes, but
as you already know… no… otherwise why would I be asking you about
it now,” I said, looking away from her, feeling ashamed once more.
“Do you at least masturbate yet?” Naomi asked.

“I… I… yes, I masturbate and
think about a lot of the hot, sweaty guys living around me, but
nothing outside of that.” I hissed a bit embarrassed.

“Mmmm… I see,” Naomi, sighed
playfully, gazing into my eyes as if waiting for me to say
something.

“Can you… could you; tell me
what it feels like to have sex, to be taken by a man?” I asked, “To
have a guy’s cock penetrating deep inside your pussy?” I blushed,
only to watch as Naomi smiled ever so seductively into my
eyes.

“I can tell you everything
you want to know about that,” She hissed, climbing up on my bed,
sitting alongside me, cupping her soft, velvet hands into my own;
her eyes locking onto mine as she continued to gaze deeply at
me.

“You… you will?” I asked,
finding myself oddly excited as she began describing the excitement
of a man pulling down his boxers for the first time seeing the
hardened erection of his cock spring out like a jack-in-the-box,
arching up towards her, its mushroom sized head inches from her
mouth.

“And when you reach out for
it for the first time, coiling your fingers around the hard fleshy
shaft, you can feel the heat radiating from it, feel the vibrations
of the blood, the pulse, the throbbing of it all in your hands.”
She hissed, licking her lips as one of her hands reached down
between her thighs.

 

“It’s odd when you take it
into your mouth for the first time.” Naomi breathed deeply, beads
of sweat glistening around her face as her breathing became more
erratic, more chaotic. “It’s like taking a live creature into your
mouth, sucking it as far back as you can, feeling the pulsation of
the head vibrating in the back of your throat. it’s almost ungodly
the sensation, the power you have over your lover, the excitement
of it all, to feel, to know your lover is enjoying the simple act
of your tongue upon his cock,” She sighed once more.

“What about… what about the
taste?” I asked.

“The taste,” she paused,
licking her lips once more, “the taste is something that mere words
cannot describe, at times it can be salty and other times so very
sweet but it’s really the texture of the cock that can get you
going.” She paused for a moment taking a deep breath, “you can feel
the muscle, the veins, the soft bouncy flesh arching and bending
inside your mouth… damn it’s so hot, but it’s nothing to how that
same feeling is inside your pussy.” She said.

“Damn Naomi,” I hissed, I
could feel myself becoming highly aroused, highly fascinated with
her tales of sex so far, so much so, I could feel myself getting
wet, feel the awkward heavy glistening of my own erotic juices
awakening my insides.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” I
hissed, gazing into her eyes, as she stared back into mine. We said
nothing to each other. Time seemed to freeze as we both sat there,
either one able to say a word, until finally Naomi spoke once
again.

“Although, you don’t always
need a guy to get you off,” she hissed, her hands suddenly gliding
up my blouse, groping what little breasts I had through my shirt,
“And to be honest, being with even another chick is far better than
self-gratification.” She teased.

“I… I’ve never been… that
is, I’m still a virgin either way,” I gasped, amazed that I was
even thinking of swinging that way. The idea of having sex with
another woman let alone my best friend never crossing my mind until
that moment and then, oddly, the thought of it all turning me on
faster, wetter than I ever was alone.

“Take off your blouse and
your shorts,” Naomi hissed as she stood up from the bed, pulling me
up along with her as we stood facing each other, both removing our
clothes in tandem of each other, until all that was left were our
panties.

“Dear God, your breasts,” I
gasped, amazed at how supple, how firm, round and big they
looked.

“You like them I take it?”
Naomi asked playfully, cupping both breasts roughly into her hands
and squeezing them in front of me, the tips of her index fingers
lashing across her large, aroused nipples.

“They’re… they’re just
larger than I thought,” I said, grasping my small cone shaped
breasts.

“Don’t worry much about your
size right now, though men do love women with large breasts,
ultimately it the tightness between your thighs that gives them the
most pleasures,” she smiled, trying her best to make me feel more
comfortable about my body from a males perspective.

“Now… take off those
panties,” Naomi demanded, pulling her own, tightly fit, red-laced
boxer briefs down her slender thighs, as I watched, amazed at the
full “V” shaped patch of dark black hair around her
pussy.

“You… you don’t shave it
off?” I remarked, pulling down my panties, feeling the cotton cloth
falling down my thighs, bundling around my ankles before kicking
them off.

“No… not all of it anyway,”
she smiled. “I found that a lot of guys actually like some on the
mound, makes it look a bit more erotic, than having it shaved all
the way off.” She said. “Guys are starting to go for the more
mature, sexy look now than the bald baby looking beavers, of the
past.”

“Wish I would have known
that before,” I hissed, exposing my totally shaved pussy to her as
I slightly widened my thighs, allowing her to see what I felt was
my overly large pussy lips.

“Mmmm very nice,” Naomi
gasped, “guys and even lesbian girls like to see thick pussy lips
like those,” she said taking a deep breath while licking her lips
as she brushed the tips of her fingers up and down her tight body.
“Now lay back on your bed with your thighs wide open, and put a few
pillows under your head so you can see what I’m doing to you,” she
added.

Smiling, I could feel the warmth of
excitement rushing over my entire body as I complied ever so
willingly with her demand; her request. Sitting back down on my
bed, I pulled a few pillows down towards me before lying down on my
back, arching my head slightly up so I could see my bald tight
pussy between my thighs.

“Now what?” I asked,
breathing deeply.

“Now…,” Naomi hissed,
getting down on all fours once more as she crawled between my open
thighs, I could feel the warmth of her breath passing over my damp
opening, as she ran the tips of her fingers over both sides of my
legs. “Now, watch, observe and feel how good another bitch can be,”
she hissed, before sinking two fingers deeply into my insides,
breaking me open, penetrating my virgin pussy with someone else’s
fingers for the first time.

“Some guys like to finger
their chicks first…,” she hissed, grinding her fingers in and out
of me savagely. “then while doing this, they also like to do this,”
Naomi purred, quickly palming my left breasts into her hand, her
fingernails cutting across my aroused nipple sending erotic
feelings of both pleasure and pain through me.

“Fuck… damn this… this is so
hot,” I gasped, quickly pinching my other hardened tit in my own
hand.

“Next, depending on the
experience of the guy and his need to get off, some men will move
to phase two,” Naomi gasped, I could feel her hand on my breasts
slowly sliding down my stomach, making its way down between my
inner thighs before scraping the tip of her own tongue across the
outer lips of my pussy.

“What… what the,” I gasped,
instinctively thrusting my hips into her face, wanting to feel more
of her lush, hot tongue inside my pussy, forcing me to reach
between my spread thighs with both my hands, tangling my fingers
into the strands of her long black hair. “What… what are you
doing?” I panted, fighting for each breath, never before feeling
the pleasures, never before imagining that anyone, man or woman
alike would desire to do such a perverting thing.

“I’m eating you out, going
down on you, licking your pussy like a good boy and bad lesbian
would do,” she hissed, suddenly causing me to freeze as the tip of
her tongue flicked roughly across my clitoris. The sudden rage of
pleasure rushed through my entire body as I held my breath to the
coming storm or mind-blowing madness.

“What… what are you,” I
tried to ask, forcing my eyes shut, as Naomi slurped her lips and
tongue all over my pussy, devouring my insides as if they were some
sort of chocolate desert. “Fuck… fuck yes baby, I cringed. The
feeling of her lips of her tongue rounding the edge of my cunt once
more, causing my insides to dampen, streams of nectar pouring out
from my insides.

“Yes, you like that don’t
you baby,” she smiled, her eyes looking up into mine before she
continued. “I can feel your insides getting close,” she gasped,
flicking her tongue over my clit repeatedly. “I can feel you
building up, your muscles tensing up, your pussy tightening around
my fingers and my tongue, you’re about to have an orgasm,” she
smiled, “about to lose all control and feel the pleasures that only
a woman can.

“I… I,” I gasped, feeling
myself giving into Naomi’s words as I tightened my grasp on her
head, driving her face into my pussy before rotating my hips on her
mouth and tongue. I was in heaven, my mind lapsing into another
world as I began moaning, groaning, screaming for her not to stop,
wanting, demanding her to make me cum.

It was then that I felt it, felt my
entire body boiling over; the heat inside me burst out across my
body, bathing me an inferno of lust and pleasure. “Fuck… Oh my God,
Oh my God… Naomi… fuck yes…I’m coming, oh my god, ooooohhhhh
ahhhhhhh what a fucking great feeling,” I barked like a dog in heat
before blowing my hot nectar all over Naomi’s face.

“Fuck… fuck yeah,” I panted
as waves of pleasure continued to drive through me repeatedly
nearly knocking me on conscious as I gave into each intense,
tormenting wave.

“I… I … told you,” Naomi
sighed, pushing herself away from my glistening open thighs. “I
told you that sex with either a man or another girl is by far
better than you masturbating.” She smiled licking the tips of her
fingers with her tongue, slurping away my erotic juices from her
body.

“Fuck… damn you’re right,” I
moaned, “It does feel so much better than me fucking myself,” I
said, “though I never thought my first time would be with a woman,
let alone my best friend.” I added.

“Just consider that an
intro, after all you really are still a virgin,” Naomi hissed,
“Once you find a guy to do all that as well as slam his rock hard
cock into your tight pussy, penetrating you for the very first
time, then you can say that you’re not a virgin anymore.” She
smiled, licking her lips as she slapped the tips of her breasts
with her damp fingers.

Of course, Naomi was right on that as
well. As the months went by and my self-confidence grew I found
myself taking guys on at a few sex parties. So far this semester
alone I have been fucked hard with a thick, fat cock, fingered by
another guy and eaten out several times by other guys I never once
thought to look at or take on before that night with
Naomi.

Thanks Naomi you really are my best
friend…
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