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I.

When I awoke the next morning, it took me a moment to get my bearings. At first all I could feel was the deep throb between my legs and figured I must have had some rather dirty dreams. A moment later, I realized that I wasn’t wearing any clothes and that I wasn’t the only one in the bed. I turned over to see Becca, now stirring from her sleep, and as the fog of sleep cleared, last night came rushing back.

I shot up quickly in the bed, which seemed to startle Becca, but I ignored her as memories our ‘adventure’ last night flashed through my mind. My heart slammed against my chest and I could feel my throat tightening up as it all became clear. 

“Shhhh.” I felt a hand on the bare skin of my back. Despite myself, I couldn’t help but moan slightly. Becca’s fingers traced a unknown pattern on my back as I felt a wave of calm wash over me. I turned my head to look at her.

“It’s okay,” she said with a smile. “I know it’s a lot to take in, but don’t panic. We go wherever you want from here. Back to being friends or just roommates. We can keep fooling around, or… we can even see where these feelings lead us.”

As she said that last part, she slid her hand down my side and forward, brushing her fingers lightly against pussy. She pulled back and I let out a soft moan, frustrated that she hadn’t gone further.

“Thanks,” I said softly, though for what exactly, I wasn’t sure. It was at least partially for what she had given me last night. Though I had no idea right then whether I was a lesbian or if I was straight, one thing was certain: last night had blown my mind in ways I couldn’t even begin to comprehend. I looked back at Becca. She had the sheets wrapped tightly around her, which had the effect of showing quite clearly the swell of her rather large breasts. I could still see them in my mind; I felt myself growing wet as I thought about doing much more than just seeing them.

“I know that look.” Becca laughed. She shook her head from side to side in mock chastisement. “When I said we can go wherever you want from here, I assumed you were at least going to take a little time to think about it.”

“Of course,” I said. “You’re right. I want to. I just, well…” My eyes shifted down once more to her chest. 

“Ohhh,” Becca said with a wicked grin. “I get it. My body is just a little bit too distracting for you. That makes sense. Sorry about that. Hmmmmm.” 

As she spoke she looked around for her shirt, clutching the sheet tightly to her chest. As much as I knew she had the right idea, I wanted nothing more in that moment than to yank that sheet off of her body and bury my face in her chest. Just the thought of it sent a twinge through my pussy that made me jump slightly.

“Found it.”

I closed my eyes as Becca slipped the camisole over her head and went across the room to grab a pair of underwear. Since that outfit would have been little better for clearing my mind than her just being naked, she also threw on a pair of jeans and a flannel shirt.

“You can open them,” she said.

I opened my eyes, half hoping that she would still be naked, but was oddly turned on by her rather casual outfit. The jeans and the flannel were a more down to earth style than Becca usually wore and they seemed to exude a certain kind of relaxed confidence that I found attractive. 

“I’m going to head out to grab a quick breakfast and then head to the library to study,” she announced as she slung her backpack over her shoulder. “I’ll see you later. Text me if you need anything.”

When the door closed behind Becca, I collapsed back into bed. It was a cool morning and the thought of staying wrapped up in my sheets all day seemed much, much better than doing work. Plus, it was another way to avoid having to put any real thought into what I wanted to do about Becca-- or rather, it was a way to avoid dealing with the realization that I knew exactly what I wanted to do to Becca. 

It took a good deal of mental willpower, but I finally managed to throw off the covers, climb out of bed and cross the room. I wrapped a towel around my body and grabbed my shower supplies. I knew that there was no way I was going to get my day started on a chilly morning without a warm shower, and it would certainly give me a good place to think.

Once the water was warm, I stepped under and let out a sigh of relief as the feeling chased away the cold. The water sluiced down my body. I watched as it ran in rivulets between my breasts. They weren’t large, only moderately sized B’s, but Becca had sure seemed to enjoy them. I wasn’t usually all that self-conscious, but comparing myself to a girl like Becca, it was hard not to be. Still… if she was as satisfied with my body as she seemed to be…

I shuddered at the thought of how her face had looked when I first took off my shirt. There had been no sign of disappointment or of judgement. The only thing in her eyes had been pure, unadulterated lust. Of course, she had used more than her eyes. Unconsciously my hands drift toward my sides, as I remembered the sight and the feeling of Becca’s mouth and tongue as they worked over my nipples. The slight warmth I had woken up with that morning was turning into a fire between my legs as I thought about the way she moaned as I went down on her. I thought about the taste of her pussy and the way her body shook when she orgasmed.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered to myself as I realized how turned on I was becoming. My hands slid up and I began to play with my tits. I grabbed both of nipples between a thumb and forefinger and gave them a little tug. I closed my eyes tightly as a rush of pleasure surged through me. Though I had always enjoyed playing with my tits, and especially my nipples, the thought that Becca had been doing the same thing only a short while ago, made the whole thing hotter. I reached for the bottle of bodywash and squirted out big globs onto my chest.

Using my hands, I worked the body wash into a soapy lather that covered my breasts. The sight of them drove me wild, and I could imagine what Becca’s reaction would have been if she were there. Then I thought about what Becca’s massive perky tits would look liked all soaped up. Oh, how I wanted to squeeze and play with them at that moment. My whole body was on fire, and as much as pulling and teasing my nipples felt good, there was only one way to really satisfy my urges.

I kept left hand where it was, alternating between gently teasing my nipples, and roughly manhandling my breasts. The contrast seemed to be just what my body wanted; as soon as the pleasure of one method began to fade, I switched to the other, which by then had regained all its novelty. 

My other hand trailed slowly down my stomach. I shuddered as my fingers grew closer to their target. Inching ever so slowly, I thought that my body was going to explode with the feeling of anticipation that was building in me. As my fingers finally sunk into my warm pussy, I nearly came on the spot. Usually, I prefered playing with my clit, like most women I guess, but that morning I was possessed by the need for something a little rougher, something a little less gentle.

After I let two fingers sink gently inside me, I pulled them nearly all the way back out, paused, and then thrust them forcefully back in. A moan escaped my lips and I forced a cough in the hopes of covering it up. I didn’t think that there was anyone else in the bathroom, but I didn’t want to take the risk. I thrust in again. I thought I was going to lose it as the pleasure surged through my body. I bit back the moans and the whimpers that my body wanted to unleash. To keep silent as I continued to merciless fuck my pussy with my own fingers, was one of the most difficult things I had ever had to do.

My thoughts were on Becca. I imagined her behind me, pressing me up against the wall as she thrust two finger inside me--fast and hard, just like I was doing. The thought of how that would feel, with her soapy breasts pressed against my back and her lips resting on my ear, whispering filthy things to me as she finger fucked me… Only a few minutes after I had started, I knew that I was close to finishing. I added a third finger to the mix as I increased my pace to an unsustainable level. I could feel my wrist and arm burning as I pushed past my physical endurance. Still, I didn’t care. There was nothing more important in that moment than getting myself off to a massive orgasm. And it was going to happen no matter what.

With one final thrust, I buried my three fingers all the way into my tight pussy and began to cum. I felt my pussy tense around my fingers as my whole body trembled. There was no hope of holding it in, and I couldn’t help but letting out a deep, loud moan as the height of my orgasm hit and washed over my body. Half a minute later, I was left panting, three fingers still inside me, my legs like jelly. 

It took me another few minutes before I was even able to resume what I come there to do, namely take a shower. When I got back to my room, I found that I was so exhausted that the idea of doing work seemed like nothing more than a pipe dream. Naked, with my skin still glistening wet from the shower, I crawled into bed, pulled the covers over me and quickly fell back asleep.


II.

Later that day the sound of Becca entering the room woke me. I quickly rubbed the sleep from my eyes and looked over to see her laughing quietly as she watched at me.

“What’s so funny?” I asked, partly annoyed and partly confused as I still wasn’t entirely sure what was going on.

“Still in bed,” she said as she shook her head. “I left you alone so that you could give some thought to all of this. If I had known you were just going to stay in bed the whole time, I probably would have just stayed.”

Though I was still half-asleep and I had taken care of myself earlier that day, I felt myself grow aroused at her words. 

“Oh, don’t say that,” I replied. “Still too sleepy to think straight. I might just take you up on it.”

Becca raised an eyebrow. “Looks like someone found their courage.” She took a few steps until she was standing at the side of the bed. “But what make you think that would be a bad thing.”

She leaned her head down. I watched as her lips drew closer to mine. I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter as I waited for our lips to touch. When they were only a few inches apart, I closed my eyes, expecting to feel them meet only an instant later. I waited...and waited. Finally, after two or three seconds, I opened my eyes to see Becca looking back at me. She had paused only a inch away from me. I could smell her fruity lip gloss and feel the heat of her breath against my cheek.

“You still haven’t given me any real decision,” she said softly.

“Who cares,” I moaned. I still wasn’t awake enough to be worried about what I was saying; all my inhibitions were gone. “We can figure that out later. Just climb into bed with me. I think it’s your turn to go down on me.”

From the spasm that went through her face, I could tell the words caught her off guard. I could also tell that they really turned her on.

“Wow, there Elise. Looks like the straight girl is really getting into this.” She sighed. “Don’t get me wrong, I would love to rip off my clothes, climb into that bed and lick your little pussy until you cum so many times you can’t think straight.” She paused and looked at me, her eyes smoldering. “But that wouldn't get us anywhere different than we are now, would it?” 

She stood back up and I could feel my pussy throbbing in frustration. Groaning, I tried to think of a way to get her to change her mind. 

“Come on, Becca. You know you want your dirty little slut to suck on you nice big titties. Don’t you want to show this straight girl what it feels like to have her pussy eaten out by a pro?”

I saw her legs clench together as I spoke. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Nice try, but I’m not budging,” she said. I could see that the words were only formed with great difficulty. 

“Well, then what do you suggest?” I asked, barely concealing my frustration. 

“How about you take me on a date?” Becca said, then she leaned back in and whispered in my ear. “If you sweep me off my feet, I’ll give you anything you want.”

Because I wasn’t much of a social butterfly, I hadn’t been on many dates in my life, and the only thing that occurred to me was the old cliche: dinner and a movie. If Becca was disappointed with my lack of creativity, she didn’t show it. She agreed quickly and even picked out the place and the movie. She was almost girlish in her excitement for the date, like we were middle schoolers going out with our first crush.

I can’t say that I didn’t feel somehow the the same about the whole thing. It was weird and obviously happening fast, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that even though we had gone absolutely crazy on each other last night, there was something more at play here. I found myself getting nervous at the idea of our date, but for some reason it was pleasant. 

Becca insisted that she would go to a friend’s room to get ready. She wanted it to be more like a real date. Part of it, she told me, was also that she wanted to surprise me with what she chose to wear. The restaurant she chose was a casual affair so I knew she wasn’t going to walk in a ballgown or anything like that, but still I was delighted by the idea that she was taking time out of her day to pick something special for me.

I opted for a loose top with uneven sleeves and an irregular hem. It was playful, but also graceful. I thought that the way it flowed around me as I walked conveyed a kind of effortless elegance… or at least I hoped. For my pants I chose a pair of dark, tight fitting jeans that showed off what I considered to be my best asset: my taut, firm butt. It might not have had the same eye popping proportions that Becca’s did, but its shape was certain perfect. I turned and admired it. It curved out and back, making an almost perfect semicircle.

The restaurant in question was a slightly upscale take on the American Pub, combining a sleek modern interior with a casual dining atmosphere. I arrived to discover that Becca was already seated. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as the hostess led me back to into the dining area. When my eyes landed on Becca, they nearly popped out of my head.

She was wearing a light vest unbuttoned over a barely there gray tube top that could hardly contain her bursting cleavage. I was practically drooling as I mumbled a ‘hello’ and sat down at the table. The straps of both the vest and tube top were perilously thin. The perfect skin of her exposed shoulders made me shudder. My eyes, however, were more interested in those tits, half of which were spilling out of her rather low neckline.

“Up here,” Becca said with a laugh. 

I realized I was staring and quickly adjusted my eyes. I felt my cheeks reddened slightly. “Sorry,” I muttered.

Becca smiled. “Don’t be. I wore it for that reason. I was just hoping we might be able to talk for more than thirty seconds before you decided you were going to spend the entire night starting at my chest… not that I could blame you of course.”

My confidence earlier in the day, which had been born partially from my half asleep state, had vanished. The ball was in Becca’s court and she was dribbling circles around me, something that she seemed to relish. From the start, it seemed that she was as much into me as she was into the idea of turning a straight girl. The idea of it bothered me a little since it didn’t seem sustainable, but at the same time it turned me one to think that she saw me as some piece of ass that was worthy of being seduced by someone that looked like her.

“So what’s good here?” I asked as I looked down at the menu.

Dinner was good. Our conversation was light, but fun. Even though we didn’t talk about anything that was all that important or meaningful, I could still feel the connection. It had less to do with what we said than with the way that we were saying it. Becca made a few hints about how she couldn’t wait to ‘pay me back’ for taking her on a date, but for the most part the only thing erotic were the thoughts in my mind as I stared at Becca’s exposed skin.

I picked the movie. It was some crappy rom-com that I knew would be lighthearted and half enjoyable. It was the kind that wouldn’t ruffle feathers but wouldn’t be winning any awards. I wanted to make sure that Becca wasn’t too engrossed with things. Though I had never been on a date to the movies before, I knew the old fashioned cliche about what happened there. I figured if Becca got bored with what was on the screen, she might take a little more interest in me.

It had seemed like a genius plan at the time, but now I was nervous. It wasn’t that I was worried it wouldn’t work, but rather that it would. Like I said, Becca’s aggressive dress and suggestive banter once more had me feeling timid. The idea of getting caught suddenly seemed more real to me, which both frightened and excited me.

For better or worse, twenty minutes into the movie my plan looked like it was working. Becca was getting fidgety and I could see her stealing glances at me every few seconds, while I pretended to still be engrossed in the movie. I waited in nervous anticipation for her to make her move. A rare funny moment elicited a laugh from the audience and gave Becca the cover she needed.

Her hand slid smoothly into my lap and down my inner thigh. Her fingertips were separated from my pussy only by two layers of clothing. The denim was thick enough that I couldn’t feel much, but it was the idea of more than sensation that made me moan. I looked over to see Becca smiling wickedly. She ran her hand up and down my thighs gently rubbing and caressing them. She turned her attention back to the movie. Her feigned disinterest somehow made it hotter and I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter. Teasing was all well and good, but I realized that I was soon going to be in serious need of real relief. Luckily, Becca wasn’t planning on leaving me hanging.

I had to stifle a gasp as I felt Becca’s finger begin to work at unbuttoning my jeans. I felt the dual thrill of exhibitionism and fear. The possibility of getting caught was real, but no matter how loud that voice in my head screamed, it was drowned out by the primal lust that drove me on. I did the best that I could to pretend like I was still paying attention to the movie as Becca managed to undo the button and the zipper and slip her hand inside.

She didn’t waste any time teasing me more, and she used her fingers to push aside the thin fabric and run two finger along my throbbing pussy. I clenched my jaw hard as I tried not to make a sound. I looked over to see that Becca had her attention on me once more. She removed the hand from my pants, placed one of her fingers, wet with my juice, up to her lips in a shushing gesture, then she smiled and popped the finger into her mouth. I had never seen anything hotter. 

Once she had sucked that finger dry, she put all of them back to work. I couldn’t help but moan as I felt her sink three fingers at once inside of me. What I wouldn’t have given at that moment to be somewhere private. The pleasure that was filling made me want to yell and scream at the top of my lungs, but I knew that wasn’t an option here. In reality though, I wasn’t complaining. The need to keep quiet only made the whole thing hotter, and in no time I was cumming. I bucked my hips to the pace of Becca’s thrusting as the orgasm radiated out from my pussy. When I managed to recover enough to think straight, I buttoned my pants, grabbed Becca by the hand and pulled her out of the theater.

The walk home took no more than five minutes, but it felt like hours. I didn’t really think about it until afterwards, but I held Becca’s hand the entire way. I had to drag her at some points as she started to fall behind. When I yelled at her to pick up the pace, she just smiled and shrugged. “I like the view from back here.”

I wanted her in that moment in a way that I never wanted anyone or anything in my entire life. The moment we got into our room, I locked and bolted the door, and then practically threw Becca onto the bed. 

It was obvious that she wasn’t wearing bra and I pulled down down her flimsy tank top to reveal her bare breasts. I only spent a moment admiring their fullness and their perfect shape before I lowered my head and took one of her nipples into her mouth. There was nothing slow and sensual about it. I sucked and licked at her breasts as if possessed. I used my hands as well, squeezing and fondling them as Becca moaned louder and louder.

She seemed to be as pent up as I was from our little adventure in the movie theater. Each time I brushed against her, it was like an electric shock was going through her. Her back arched as I sucked and manhandled her tits. Her hand ran up and down my back before going lower to my hem. I paused for a moment to allow enough space for her to pull the shirt over my head. Once that was off she quickly unclasped my bra and I shrugged it off my shoulders.

When then was finished I went right back to what I was doing. Now, however, I decided to up the ante. I reached down and snuck my hand under the waistbands of both her pants and underwear. A moment later, I found what I was looking for.

Her whole body convulsed as my fingers probed her clit. I could tell from how strongly she reacted to it, that she was getting close. My sucking on her nipples had been enough to get her close and now this was the icing on the cake. I was somewhat disappointed that I wasn’t going to be able to take my time with her, but the sound of her moans and the way her body squirmed beneath my touch was a good consolation. As she let out one final moan and arched her back, I lifted up my head to watch as her face spasmed with pleasure.

“Yes, oh yes. Oh fuck, Elise. That’s so fucking good. I love it when you touch my clit. I’m gonna cuuuuu--”

Her words were cut off as the orgasm overwhelmed her. I watched in delight as her whole body shook again and again. I could feel my own pussy on fire as Becca finally collapsed onto the bed, her chest rising and falling with each breath.

I leaned over her so that my face was only inches from hers. I kissed her hard on the mouth. I pulled back and looked at her perfect naked top, glistening with sweat.

“So,” I said, a smile creeping across my face. “How was that?”

We both laughed. Becca pushed me off of her, and then swung her legs over me so that she was sitting on top of me, straddling my waist.

“That was pretty fucking good, Elise. God, you are incredible.” Her eyes were locked with mine as she spoke, and there was something in them that made me really believe her words.

“But now,” she said, “it’s your turn.”

My pants were down around my ankles in a matter of minutes and Becca wasn’t going to take things slow. She lowered her head between my legs and I felt her tongue swipe against the lips of my pussy. She moaned in satisfaction. She paused and looked up at me.

“You taste fucking great,” she said, before she went back to eating me out.

I had fantasized about this, but it hadn’t prepared me for the intense pleasure that each stroke of her tongue brought me. I could hardly keep still as the pleasure rushed through my body making me squirm. I had always thoughts girl’s moans in porn were overdone, that there was really no way they needed to be that loud. Maybe they were faking, but I certainly wasn’t, and my moans would have been right at home in any porno. I balled up the sheets in my fists as I tensed every muscle in my body. The warmth built and spread, until my whole body was on fire with lust. I could hear the slick sounds as her tongue slid over my pussy. She moaned in pleasure as much as I did. Every now and then she would pause and her eyes would flick up toward mine. Eyes locked, she stayed like for a moment before diving back down between my legs.

If I was learning one thing in my time with Becca, it was that I had really had no idea before how long it should take me to cum. With guys it had always been a protracted affair filled with false starts and failed attempts. With Becca however it was a one way ticket on the express train. Within minutes of Becca deploying her oral talents, I knew I was getting ready to blow. I swiveled my hips, grinding them into Becca’s tongue as she circled it around my clit. My vision was beginning to swim, my lips beginning to quiver. I could feel that familiar feeling building in me, but it was more powerful than I could remember. Becca hummed her encouragement as she realized that I was getting close.

“Becca, oh yes Becca.” I couldn’t help but moan as I felt myself hurtling off the edge. My back arched one last time as my muscles began to spasm. Even as I came, Becca didn’t relent. She lapped greedily at my aching pussy, sending aftershocks of pleasure through me. Finally, I had to push her away only when I grew too sensitive. I curled up next to her, breathless but satisfied. 

She kissed me first on the forehead, and then taking my face in her hands raised my chin up. She planted a hard kiss on my lips and I was greeted to the taste of my own pussy. I certainly couldn’t blame Becca for how much she seemed to enjoy it. Our lips parted and tongues got acquainted. For all we had already done, there was still something impossibly erotic about the simple act of kissing. I could feel the desire rising up in my body again as her hands roamed over me. Suddenly, she pulled away. Biting her her lip, she looked at me shily.

“I really enjoyed this,” she said. She ran her fingers across my cheek.

“Me too,” I said. I couldn’t believe what had happened in the past two days. It had gone from a few weird urges I was having about my roommate to… well to this. Though exactly what this was, I didn’t have a clue. But perhaps that was okay for now, perhaps this strange mixture of lust and something more was enough for us to make something out of it. Maybe, just maybe this was the start of something. At the very least, it was perhaps the first thing I had done in my life that wasn’t according to ‘the plan’, and I never imagined how good that could feel.

As I lay there, I felt Becca’s hand trail up the inside of my leg. I raised an eyebrow and she shrugged. Her finger crept higher and higher until it bumped against my lips. I gasped.

“Ready for another go?” she asked with a cocksure smile.

I couldn’t help but laugh. Shaking my head in disbelief, I answered. “Sure. Why not?”

And then I felt her finger slip inside of me. 
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