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I.

I was never much of a partier. I spent my time with my nose in a book, as they say, and anything other than grades and extracurriculars seemed like a waste of time to me. And for the most part, it paid off. I made my grades, aced my tests and got admission into one of the top colleges in the country. I was set to study pre-law, get into Harvard or Yale and then move on to working at one the top law firms in the country, just like everyone in my family before me.  I had uncles and aunts, cousins, a brother and two sisters who had gone to law school at top institutions and were now working for massive firms in New York City. That was the path that was set out before me, and that was the path that I wanted to take. That is, until I met Becca.

It was move-in day my Freshman year. My parents had helped me load everything into my room and get everything set up the way I liked it: posters hung up just right, a photo collage of the few friends I had in highschool, all of my books neatly lined up on the wall mounted shelves we had brought. After they left, I took a step back and examined it. The whole thing looked perfect.

I was kind of a neat freak, or maybe a control freak. In any case, I had the definite feeling that I was a freak of some kind, and I was the type of person who needed things to be just so. My days were planned, my folders and notebooks color-coded, and my notes were systematized and indexed in a way that would have made a librarian envious. I got teased about it, sure, but at the end of the day it worked for me, and I never considered doing it any other way.

Becca didn’t come with her parents. I would later learn that she didn’t have any. I was sitting at my desk, getting a jump start by reading through the first few chapters in my business law textbook, when there was a knock on the door.

I turned to see one of the most gorgeous young women I had ever laid eyes on. Even as a straight girl you occasionally see someone--maybe on a movie or TV show, maybe just walking down the street--see a girl that is, who just knocks your socks off. You just stand there mouth agape wondering how it is even possible for someone to look like that, and wondering for a moment what it would be like to kiss her, wondering if the body under those clothes is as impressive as it looks. It’s a fleeting thing, one you laugh off with a comment to friend, or a post on Twitter for “Women Crush Wednesday”. It wasn’t the kind of thing you took seriously.

And yet, as I looked at Becca it was hard to stop my mind from wandering a little bit further down that rabbit hole than was usual. She was a knockout. Her hair was dark, raven black. Her frame was slim, but toned, the look of someone who spends more than a little time at the gym. Her smaller frame only made her chest stand out more. She must have been sporting at least C’s, but at her size they looked massive. Her hip was cocked as she leaned in the doorway, and I couldn’t help but check out her ass, feeling a strange mixture of admiration and jealousy as I did.

“Hey there,” she said. “I’m Becca.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Elise.” I stood up and offered my hand.

She shook it. “Nice to meet you too. Looks like we’re roommates. Where are you from?”

Now, that we were talking, I managed to drag my eyes up to her face, which was no less impressive than the rest of her. She had light blue eyes and a cute button nose. Her skin was flawless and her smile perfectly white. I had never felt so intimidated in my life. I wasn’t ugly, but I certainly wasn’t the supermodel that my new roommate appeared to be. I guess I would fit more of the sweet bookish girl:cute, if somewhat plain, glasses, and hair that rarely behaved itself when I did anything but a ponytail. I had once or twice received ‘sexy-librarian’ comments from guys that I knew, and there was some truth to it. I wasn’t the perfectly toned goddess that Becca was though. I wasn’t heavy really, or even all that curvy, but I certainly didn’t have the perfectly toned stomach that I imagined was hiding under Becca’s shirt.

“I’m from outside of Pittsburgh,” I told her.

“New York City,” she replied as she flopped onto the bed. 

It was then that I noticed that she didn’t have anything with her.

“Where’s your stuff?”

“Oh, I think it should be getting here at some point. I had to take the school shuttle from the airport, but my flight was delayed, so I didn’t have time to wait for my bags. I talked to someone at the school and they said they have connections with the airport to make sure it gets sent here. Still, that means for now that I’m basically without anything.”

“Well, if you need anything just let me know, I have plenty of extra stuff.” I made the offer sincerely, hoping it would help build a friendship between us. I had been rather anxious about meeting my roommate. I knew that I wasn’t always the best at making friends, and a roommate was maybe one of my few options to find someone I could connect with. To top it off, I was even more interested now. There was just something about her that drew me to her, that made me want her to like me.

“Oh thanks,” she said. “That’s really kind of you.” She glanced at the book that I had open on the desk. “What are you reading?”

“Oh, this is just my law textbook,” I replied, somewhat embarrassed to be saying it outloud. “I just was trying to get a little bit ahead.”

Becca rolled her eyes. “Oh brother, looks like they put me with the nerd.” 

She laughed and I could tell from her tone that it was just a joke. Still, I felt a slight sting from the words, though I tried to force a laugh. Becca noticed.

“Just a joke. Sorry, didn’t mean to offend you. Sometimes I just say things or do things without thinking.”

I shook off her concern. “Don’t worry about it. Just a joke.”

Becca didn’t seem to buy it, but she just shrugged. “If you say so. Still, I don’t think you should be so worried about that stuff. School hasn’t even started yet!”

I was used to hearing this kind of thing. Almost everyone I met and knew (outside of my family, of course) always told me that I was taking things too seriously, or that I was pushing myself too hard. I had learned to ignore it, let it roll right off my back.

“Oh, I’m just looking over it casually you know. No big deal.” I tried to play it off, but I could see the skepticism in Becca’s expression.

She shrugged again. “If you say so.”

I went back to reading the book as Becca lay on her bed. I wanted to say something to show her that I wasn’t just a stuckup bookworm, but every time I opened my mouth I froze. Instead, I just decided to read. It was something that I knew I was good at, something that I knew I could do.

“Hey, can I borrow a towel? I want to get a shower?”

“Yea, one sec,” I said not turning around as a speedily attempted to finish the paragraph I was on. When I did, I reached for one of the folded towels that was still sitting out on my desk and I turned to hand it to Becca. When I did, I froze.

My heart thumped in my chest as I looked at Becca standing there entirely naked. I was so caught off guard, I couldn’t control my eyes. They fixated first on her impressive tits which had lost nothing of their shape or perk without a bra to hold them in. My eyes wandered down over her flat stomach, but as they neared that secret between her legs, I was able to get a hold of myself.

“It’s not nice to stare, you know,” said Becca as my eyes shifted back up to her face. She had a smirk on her face that was hard to read.

Blood rushed to my face as I felt pinpricks of heat cover my chest and back. I thrust the towel out in front of me as I finally managed to avert my eyes.

“Uhhh, here you go,” I said as she took the towel and thanked me.

I mumbled something in response and didn’t look up until the door was closed behind her. My heartbeat slowed, my breathing became regular, but as I turned back toward my desk I noticed something else. There was a warm tingling in my lower stomach that was something over than nerves. I adjusted myself on the chair and felt a jolt of pleasure go through me as my pussy lips rubbed together: I was wet. I reached a hand down to see and found myself in full arousal. The feeling as my fingers gently brushed against my lips was heavenly. I closed my eyes and couldn’t help but moan as I probed and teased myself.

Suddenly, I pulled back as I realized where my mind was drifting: toward Becca. Just seeing her for a few brief seconds had me horny as hell. I tried to tell myself that anyone would have gotten turned on seeing that girl naked--which was probably true--but it still seemed somehow unconvincing. My pussy ached as the memory of her naked body flashed into my mind. Seeing her was one thing, but I wanted more. I wanted to run my hands across her stomach and put my mouth on her tiny pink nipples. I wanted to smack her round and perfect ass and I wanted to take her head and guide it down between my legs and feel her tongue as it worked across my sweetness.

The vividness with which those thoughts and images popped into my head shocked me. Like I said, I had always been straight as an arrow. Not even a kiss just to see what it was like. And while I certainly noticed a hot women here and there that made me joke about it, the thought, in detail, of what it would be like to be with another woman had never crossed my mind. Then again, no one with a body like Becca’s had ever stood in front of me naked either.

Partially not worrying and partially not caring, I pushed my concerns from my mind. This was a lot to take in, but with the lust that pulsing through my body at that moment I knew that it wasn’t time to decide it.

I let my hand fall back down between my legs. I shuddered as my fingertips brushed across my throbbing clit. In my mind, I saw Becca just as she had been before when she was standing there naked. But this time she didn’t just ask for a towel. She wanted more. I never made the first move with guys and I knew that with a girl this intimidatingly beautiful, now wasn’t the time to start--even in my fantasies.

I imagined the sultry look on her face as she moved toward me. I would be hesitant, coy; I wouldn’t give in right away. But as her eyes fixed mine, and as leaned forward, her breasts swaying back and forth, I would begin to crack. When she went for the kiss, I would move my lips away, but she would go for my neck instead, and when her lips touched my skin I would be hers. At that moment--in my mind--I let go.

She kissed up and down my neck as I moaned louder and louder. Her hands ran up and down my thighs, teasing and tempting me but never giving me what I wanted. Now, too horny to resist, I moved my mouth again and as our lips met, I felt myself cumming. I snapped back to reality as my fingers frantically circled my clit and a powerful orgasm hit me. I rode the wave of pleasure as it filled my body and wiped the stress from my mind. As I finished, I withdrew my hand, and thoughI never had before, I took my two fingers, wet with my juices, and put them in my mouth.

I was surprised at how pleasant I found the taste. Not only was it not bad, but I actually enjoyed it-- a thought that made my pussy throb once more. It seemed that it was a taste that I was inclined toward and as the full reality dawned on me that I just masturbated thinking about my female roommate, I was forced to consider the very real possibility that I wasn’t quite as straight as I had always thought.


II.

Thoughts on my new found sexuality aside, things with Becca went smoothly. While she often teased me about being a bookworm, we got along otherwise. She certainly was much more of a partygoer than I was (considering that I wasn’t at all), but we often got lunch together or hung out on the nights when even she was too tired to go out partying. 

All in all, college was off to a better start than I had feared, but perhaps not as good of a start as I had hoped, at least not since the first day. What exactly was wrong was hard for me to decide at that point, but it mostly had to do with the things that I felt toward Becca. There was a tension that hung in the air that neither one of us acknowledged. It often seemed that she felt it too, but it was hard, maybe impossible, to know. And regardless of that, I had no idea how to feel about how I felt-- a rather confusing position to be in.

I was straight, had been straight, was always going to be straight. It wasn’t that I had any issue with a different orientation, just that it had never even crossed my mind, at least not for me. I had chased after guys, had crushes on male movie stars and musicians, cried when the guy that I wanted to ask me to the prom took someone else. Now, Becca was making me question all that.

I tried to reason it out, to make it a logical thing, but of course it wasn’t. This wasn’t a math problem that I could solve; their was no study guide to tell me what to do. Whatever happened between me and Becca was going to have to be something that I figured out through action, not thought.

Luckily for me, fate intervened. Though Becca was the partier and often came in very late on the weekends, she was usually in bed before me on weekdays. I would come back from the library to find her already fast asleep. Most nights, I took her example and collapsed into my bed, falling asleep almost as soon as my head hit the pillow. But that night was different.

I had been studying for my first quiz in business law and had gotten myself a cup of coffee late in the evening to pep myself up. Though I had exhausted my ability to focus by the time the library closed, I still couldn’t get my body to realize it was time to shut down. I lay awake in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, trying to empty my mind in the hopes it would help get me to sleep.

“Elise…”

I turned my head expecting to see Becca looking over at me, but she was still flat on her back, and as far as I could tell through the darkness, her eyes were still closed. 

“Elise,” she said again, this time with an unmistakable moan mixed in.

I froze in shock. She was moaning my name; she was dreaming about me. I tried to calm myself down, to convince myself that I had misheard her. I had almost managed to talk myself down, when she spoke again.

“Oh yes, Elise. Just like that.”

After that, there was no way to come up with an alternative. I looked over at Becca. My eyes had become more accustomed to the dark and now I could see for certain that her eyes were closed. And that was not all that I could see. In her sleep, the sheets had crept down her body, revealing to my lustful gaze the swell of her bountiful breasts as they push against the fabric of her thin black camisole. As she continued to squirm and moan, I could not help but let my own hand drift under the covers. I paused for a moment as my hand paused just above its target. My fingers stood there, trembling as I watched her breasts rise and fall with each labored breath she took. The longer I watched the more unbearable it became; I could not resist. She moaned my name again and my fingers found their mark.

I bit back a moan as my fingers brushed across my clit. The sensation that ripped through my body was more intense than I was used to. The sight of Becca squirming and calling my name had me so aroused that the first touch brought the type of pleasure that I usually found only in orgasm. My fingers circled my clit faster and faster as I tried to imagine what she was dreaming about. Whatever she was doing to me, or I was doing to her, that was what I wanted in that moment. I wanted to kiss her, touch her, taste her. My mind was ablaze with passion and my eyes were locked on Becca’s face; when I saw her eyes open, I nearly had a heart attack.

As Becca’s eyes shot open, I quickly attempted to pretend like I was sleeping, but in my haste to remove my hand from what it was doing, I accidentally brushed against my clit, causing me to moan unintentionally.

“Elise.” This time her voice was lucid, not dreamy, and there was no hint of a moan.

I knew that she had heard me, that she knew I was awake, and yet I couldn’t face her. She had caught me red handed masturbating and probably thought I was some kind of freak. 

“Elise,” she said again and this time I couldn’t hide any longer.

I opened my eyes and turned over on my side; my eyes locked with hers. I could feel the heat flush to my face as the embarrassment hit me with full force. I waited for her to yell, to shout, to call me a freak or a pervert. Instead, she smiled.

She threw off her covers and swung herself into a sitting position. Despite the situation, my eyes immediately went to the way her tits looked in the tight camisole that she was wearing, now entirely exposed to my lustful gaze. Next, my eyes fell to the tight pair of boy shorts that hugged her toned legs. From this angle, I couldn’t see how they made her tight ass look, but I was certainly imagining it in my mind. She stood up and walked toward me. I tensed in fright, not sure what was about to happen, not  understanding why instead of a scowl, there was a smile on her face.

“This was almost too easy,” she said as she looked down at me.

As I lay there looking up at her, utterly confused and mortified, she reached over to the lamp on my bedside table and turned it on. I squinted against the sudden intrusion of light, and I put a hand in front of my eyes to try to block the worst of it. Becca laughed.

“A little too bright?” she said. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it. Plus, I promise you’ll want to be able to see what comes next.”

What comes next? The phrase echoed in my head as my mind began to piece together what the hell was going on. Between my raging horniness and my shock at being caught, it was hard to get my thoughts together, but soon enough it dawned on me.

“You weren’t asleep,” I said, verbalizing the thought as soon as it popped into my head.

Becca shook her head and smiled, delighted that I had figured it out. “You’re a quick one,” she said. “But I guess I should have figured that the bookworm wouldn’t have too much trouble figuring it out.”

She sat down on the bed and I felt my body pulse with excitement. She was so close to me that I could feel the warmth coming off her body. I wanted nothing more than to reach out and touch her, but I knew that I couldn’t.

“You weren’t asleep,” I repeated, too dumbfounded for a moment to come up with anything new to say. “Why would you think… I mean I’m not... are you…?”

“A lesbian?” Becca finished the question for me. She grinned at me, seeming to find my innocence endearing. “Absolutely.” She leaned down so that her lips were almost brushing against my ear. “Nothing beats the taste of pussy.”

I swear I almost came just from hearing those words. My whole body quivered at the feeling of her breath against my neck.

“But I’m not a lesbian,” I protested meekly, not even knowing if the words were true anymore. “Why would think that you could seduce me like this?”

“Oh, I’ve known since the first day, when you looked at my naked body. I saw where your eyes were, where they were going.”

My heart was beating fast now, slamming against my rib cage, as I tried to come up with the words to convince Becca--and myself--that she was wrong, that I had just been caught off guard like anyone would have been, that sure she had a great body and I couldn’t help but admire it for a second, but that didn’t mean anything. Just as I was going to make this argument outloud, Becca let the other shoe drop.

“And after I left to go take my shower, I came back to see if you had any shampoo I could borrow.”

My stomach dropped as I realized the weight of those words.

“You mean..”

“Yep,” said Becca. “Only a few moments after you saw me naked, I come back in to find you with your hand down your pants going to town on yourself. You were so absorbed, you didn’t even hear the door.”

It was as if the whole world stopped at that moment. I couldn’t have imagined a more trapped feeling. I just lay there, looking up at her, and stared back mutely, paralyzed by the impossible humiliation of it all.

“And that was how I knew you wanted me, but I saw the prom picture you had on your wall and I scrolled through your Facebook to see your old boyfriends. Since it was clear that you were straight, I knew that it wasn’t going to just be a simple matter of coming on to you. So I can up with this little plan. I know you’re the brainiac here, but I think I did pretty good, don’t you?”

I was still unable to speak, but after my initial shock, I was beginning to come back to my senses. It was embarrassing sure, but my pussy was throbbing and the same girl that I had been imagining naked only a few minutes before seemed to be suggesting a willingness to make those fantasies a reality. The problem? There was a different between fantasy and reality. I generally did much better in the former than in the latter. I had a dirty mind and I always had, but acting on it in real life was another thing altogether. 

“Someone’s shy,” Becca said. She leaned down closer to me, so that her lips were once more brushing against my ear. “Does the straight girl need me to take control? Is that what you want? Does the straight girl want me to take control and show her what pussy tastes like?”

I couldn’t believe what was happening at that moment. My body trembled as she nibbled my ear gently. Then her mouth moved down, kissing my neck and making me shiver in anticipation. My whole body seemed charged with an electric current. Each time her lips met my skin, it sent a jolt of pleasure through me. She kissed her way down further, until she stopped.

“Tsk, tsk,” she said. “It looks like this  t-shirt is in the way. Why don’t you take it off for me?”

I hesitated. With her kissing me there was no way I could resist, no way that I would want to, but to have to actually do it myself, to have to actually make the decision-- it was still too much for me. I couldn’t overcome that panicked voice in the back of my head telling me that I was straight.

Becca frowned. “I guess that’s my fault. I made it sound like a question. But it wasn’t. Take off the shirt, or you aren’t going to get that incredible pleasure that I know you are dreaming about.”

The matter of fact tone that she took snapped me out of my stasis. My hands trembled I pushed myself into a sitting position. I had been getting ready for bed, so there was nothing on underneath the shirt. I wanted to stop, to pause again, but as I looked at Becca’s stern expression, I knew that wasn’t really an option. My hand clutched at the hem of my shirt and in one motion I pulled it over my head. My body was shaking in terror and anticipation. I wanted her to want me, to find me desirable, and yet I had never felt more self conscious than I did in that moment.

“Oh those are some nice titties,” Becca cooed. Her eyes were glued to my chest and at her words I breathed out a sigh of relief. Before I had time to thank her, however, Becca’s head darted down, and her mouth closed around my right nipple.

The feeling as her tongue swirled around my sensitive areola made me moan. My whole body pulsed with excitement as I took in the sight of this super hot coed using her mouth on my chest. She clearly was no stranger to this; her skillful combination of her tongue and lip shocked me. I had always had sensitive nipples, and had enjoyed playing with them as I touched myself, but I never knew that it could feel this good.

Of course, Becca was not content to keep things above the belt. She lifted up her head and smiled seductively at me as she peeled off her own shirt. My breath caught in my throat as I admired her naked breasts. Though I had seen them only for a few moments that first day, they had been a constant fixture in my fantasies. She only gave me another few moments to look at them before she kissed me. This wasn’t a chaste innocent kiss; she attacked me with her mouth and tongue, in a passionate wrestling match as our tits were smushed together. The feeling as her nipples brushed against mine made my pussy throb. Her kissing me was incredible, but I was going to need more… and Becca was happy to give it to me.

Just as it seemed that I couldn’t take anymore buildup, I felt Becca’s hand trailing down my stomach. Her fingers worked their way gracefully into my underwear and a moment later they brushed across my pussy. I bit down on Becca’s lip. At first I was worried it was too hard, but the other girl only moaned in approval. It was just my reflexive reaction to the incredible feeling shooting through me as Becca’s fingers teased me. When she pressed two finger past my lips and into my warm and waiting pussy, I threw my head back and moaned.

Taking advantage of my exposed neck, Becca kissed her way ravenously from my collar bone up to my ear, where she whispered about the filthy things that she was going to let me do to her. 

“I knew you would be an easy one,” she purred. “Some straight girls are tough to crack, but little uptight girls like you are always the ones that are secretly aching for a good fucking.” She emphasized the last word as she thrust her two finger deep inside of me and curled her finger back. My whole body trembled with pleasure.

“See?” she said. “This. Is. Almost. Too. Easy.” She punctuated each word with a hard thrust, causing my back to arch and my hips to buck as I struggled to deal with the pleasure flooding out from my pussy. Just as I started to feel an orgasm building inside me, Becca stopped.

My eyes which had been tightly shut, shot open. I saw Becca staring back at me.

“Alright, straight girl,” she said. “I got you nice and warmed up, but I wasn’t seducing you just so I could do all the work. Your turn now.”

“My turn?” I asked. I felt a stab of hesitation once more as I wondered if I could go through with this. 

Becca scooted herself further onto the bed and assumed a position lying next to me. Lying on her side made her boobs seem even bigger, taking up all the space between me and her.

“Your turn,” she answered emphatically. “So far, everything I’ve done is something that a guy could have done for you. I can’t be sure that I’ve turned you until I see you eat my pussy.”

The way she said it was at once casual and passionate, a blend of disinterest and cool sexual confidence. She was right, of course: it was one thing to let her play with me and make me feel good, but doing the same for her, especially eating her out, would be a much greater step.

“If you don’t get down there, I’m gonna have to punish you,” she said as her gaze bored into me. “Although maybe you would like that. You would, wouldn’t you? The little straight girl is just a dirty, naughty slut that wants to get spanked. Isn’t that right? Isn’t that right?”

As she repeated the question the second time she took one of nipples between her thumb and forefinger and gave it a sharp pinch. It hurt slightly, but the pain was overshadowed by the rush of pleasure that came after it.

“Oh yes,” I moaned as she pinched harder. 

“Yes what?” Becca demanded. “I want you to say.”

“Yes, your little straight girl slut wants to get spanked.”

Becca smiled as she released her grip. “Well, I’ll be happy to do that. But first, you’re going to eat me out.”

This time I didn’t hesitate, I pushed Becca onto her back as I climbed on top her. I was shaking from a combination of my nerves and the sensation I got as my pussy brushed against her leg. I kissed down her neck slowly toward her tits, which made my mouth water. Becca interrupted me.

“Enough with the foreplay. We will have time to take it slow later. Right now, I want you to eat me out. Right now.”

Her eyes burned with authority and passion, and there was no way I could ignore her. I slid all the way down, until my target was face level. I took a deep breath and pulled her panties down her legs, revealing her glistening, wet pussy. My heart thumped as my own pussy throbbed at the sight. My breathing was shallow as I leaned back down closer and closer to her. Tentatively I stuck my tongue out as it brushed against her pink lips, Becca moaned. The sounds of her pleasure, as well as the delightful taste, emboldened me. I ran my tongue across her lips, this time applying just enough pressure to part them slightly and find my way into her deeper wetness. Her hips began to move to the rhythm of my strokes, as did her moans. Though I had never done this before, I found myself instantly comfortable with it, as I never had been with men. There was just something inside of me that seemed to know what would feel good for me and to be able to translate that to Becca. It was as if, in some strange and beautiful way, we became one person at that moment. Desires became our desires, pleasures became our pleasures, and each time I changed or altered my technique, it seemed to be exactly what Becca was looking for. Her moans would grow louder and deeper and just when it seemed that I couldn’t do anything more to increase her pleasure, a thought would pop into my head, and then I would take her to even higher heights of ecstasy.

I got lost in the taste of her sweet pussy, in the sounds of her moans and whimpers as she struggled to hold off orgasm and prolong the pleasure that I was giving her. But as I continued to swirl my tongue around her clit, I knew that she couldn’t hold out forever. Her breathing increased; her moans grew louder. I continued with my feverish face as her body shook with pleasure. 

“Oh fuck, Elise,” she moaned as her back arched. “Here it comes.” 

I didn’t let up as her whole body tensed at the moment her orgasm started. She let out one long, low moan followed by a series of high pitched whimpers as my tongue circled around her sensitive clit. Her orgasm lasted nearly a minute. When she stopped her twitching and trembling, I lifted up my head.

Our eyes locked again. There was still passion there, but I could see the exhaustion as well. I felt the pride swell in me at the thought that I had managed to get her off. 

“How was that?” I asked, trying to project a sexy confidence. 

Becca pushed herself into a sitting position and pulled me toward her. She kissed me hard on the mouth, and reached her hand around to give me a smack on the ass.

“Oh, it was wonderful,” she said, giving a belated answer to the question. “You have certainly earned your spanking.”

I felt my pussy throb at her words and I knew that Becca was going to be the best roommate that I could have hoped for.
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