

Seducing the Straight Girl 3:

College Lesbian Roommates

Ashley Halladay


Check out more great romance and erotica!

http://bit.ly/ashleyhalladay

And then follow me on Twitter for news about new releases and great deals:

http://bit.ly/ahalladayfollow


I.

After our date--and what came after--things really started to move fast between me and Becca. Obviously, we had already gone pretty far physically, but things moved in other ways. We spent more time together, talked about things that were a little bit deeper than just classes or our favorite TV shows. We really started to try to get to know each other. And somehow…it was going smoothly.

I have to admit that I was panicked after that night when it seemed clear that this was going to be more than a just a little college experimentation. I had never been in a relationship--lesbian or straight--and I worried that I wouldn’t know what to do. Somehow though it worked out. Part of it was probably due to the fact that Becca didn’t have much idea of what she was doing either. Obviously, she was the more aggressive one when it came to sex, and she was certainly more experienced. But I soon learned that that hadn’t translated into many relationships. Becca had never had trouble getting others into bed, but it seemed that she hadn’t done as well getting them to stick around.

“I guess most of them just view me as a hot piece of ass,” Becca complained. I guess that when it came down to it, women could be just as bad as men with how they treated their sexual conquests.

Why they hadn’t stuck around, I certainly couldn’t fathom. There was the obvious fact that there weren’t many women out there that looked as good as Becca did, and even fewer, I imagine, that could do the things that she could in bed. But there was a lot more than that. Her whole demeanor and way of carrying herself was attractive to me. She was confident but not cocky, feisty but not stubborn. We could laugh and goof off just as easily as we could passionately explore each others bodies. All in all, it seemed to be working out. But that didn’t mean that we weren’t looking for ways to spice things up…

I was studying in our room one day, when Becca burst in. Her breathing was ragged and her face flushed. She looked like she had just run halfway across town. Maybe she had.

She had bag in one hand, the kind you would usually get at a department store, but it was black and unmarked. She quickly closed the door and locked it. I could tell from the smile on her face that whatever she had planned was going to involved one or both of shedding some of the clothes we were wearing.

“So,” she said, finally breaking the tension. “Whatcha doing?”

I laughed. “Just studying.”

“Wellllll-,”she stretched out the syllable, “if you aren’t too busy, I think I have a way that we might be able to have a little fun.”

Despite the fact that I had a quiz the next day, I knew there was no way I could say no. If there was any downside to my arrangement with Becca, it was that the temptation to jump into bed with her every five minutes had done a number on my study habits. Luckily, I was still acing all of my classes.

“You know I can’t say no to you.” I stood up from my chair and put my arms around Becca’s shoulders. I pulled her close to me. I loved standing like this since it allowed to me to feel the fullness of her breasts pressed against me. Plus, when I looked down I got a great view of her cleavage all scrunched up. I leaned in for the kiss as I felt my pussy already beginning to throb. Just as our lips were about to touch, Becca turned her head.

“No, no,” she said as she stepped back. “I have a special surprise planned for you.”

She reached her hand into the bag and produced a blindfold.

“But first, you need to put this on.”

I gladly took the blindfold and put in on. I found the idea of not being able to see what was happening rather erotic. I was trembling with excitement as Becca led me over to the bed. She had me sit on the edge. She kneeled down in front of me and pushed my legs apart. I moaned as she ran her hands up and down my thighs, stopping as she reached the bottom of my shorts.

“Why don’t we get these off?” she asked as her fingers played with the hem. I lifted up hips as she gave them a pull. She followed moments after with my underwear.

My heart was beating like a drum. Not being able to see anything made every noise louder. I could hear Becca suck her breath in as she lowered my underwear. I imagined the look of hunger in her eyes as she got a look at my wet and eager pussy. She ran her hands up and down my thighs again, going higher and higher each time until my whole body was shaking in anticipation. I need her to touch me. The waiting was killing me. I heard her shift her weight and a moment later I could feel her breath on my pussy. She laughed lightly and then blew on it. I whimpered as I did my best to stay calm. At that moment I wanted nothing more than to reach out, grab Becca behind the head and force her face into my pussy.

Becca, however, had other ideas. The feeling of her breath faded, and her hands retreated down my legs, all the way past my knees and to my ankles. A moment later, I felt her pushing my underwear back up my legs. Too confused to protest, I lifted my hips and allowed her to dress me. The pants came next and when she took off the blindfold, I couldn’t understand the knowing look on her face.

“So,” I said, not at all sure what had happened.

“So.” Becca’s reply was matter of fact, as if there was nothing odd in what had just happen. I felt a stab of annoyance at the way she seemed to be enjoying herself in all of this.

“What is going on?” I asked finally.

“Oh, nothing,” said Becca. “I just wanted to give you your surprise.”

I stared back blankly at her, now completely lost about what was going on here. I really had no idea what her point was or what exactly she was doing. If this was supposed to be funny, the joke was lost on me. Annoyed, I stood to head back over to my desk and notice something odd.

As I started to walk, I noticed the odd fit of my pants. I tried to adjust them but found no relief. There was something just a little bit… off about the way it felt. It wasn’t uncomfortable so much as different.  I wondered for a moment if Becca had put my underwear on backward, but as I pulled back my waistband to check, I realized that these weren’t the underwear that I had been wearing before.

I looked up with a puzzled expression. Becca was still smiling. I noticed she was hiding something in her right hand, but before I could get the question of my mouth. I saw her thumb press against something and my whole world went white.

The blast of pleasure that overtook my body was so strong and so sudden that it took me a moment to realize where it was even coming from. I wobbled toward the bed and threw myself onto it as my whole body spasmed. My underwear was vibrating! This was Becca’s surprise. I tried to organize my thoughts in order to come up with some coherent idea regarding how I should feel about it, but instead my thoughts were washed away as my brain geared up for an orgasm. Just as I was beginning to think that I might be cumming soon, Becca pressed the button again and everything stopped.

I took a few moments to compose myself. As I turned over on the bed, I saw that Becca was still smiling, only now I knew why.

“So, still don’t like your surprise?” Her hip was cocked to one side, and I couldn’t help but find her casual cockiness incredibly alluring.

“You are going to pay for that,” I said. I stood up from the bed and made my way toward her, ready to wrestle her onto the ground and go to town on her. Becca had other ideas.

I hadn’t taken a step before she pressed the button again and I collapsed to the floor as if I had been tased. Of course, instead of a painful electric shock, I was experiencing a mind blowing vibration that was setting my pussy on fire. She let it go for nearly a minute before turning it off. My body was screaming for release. The stop and start was not doing much for my mood either, and I could feel my sexual frustration boiling over.  Becca leaned over me, giving me a great view of her dynamite cleavage.

“Now, now, I got this present just for you,” she said, able to read the disappointment on my face. “The deal is that you wear it for the whole day, and when you get back here tonight, I promise to make it worth your while.”

My pussy was throbbing and as much as I wanted relief right then and there, I couldn’t help but find her idea for delayed gratification rather sexy. There was only one question one my mind.

“How far away exactly can does that remote work?”

Becca grinned and then leaned over until her mouth was right beside my ear.

“Let’s find out,” she whispered as my whole body shuddered.


II.

I was on edge from the moment I left the dorm. I kept expecting the vibration to start back up again, but minutes stretched on and nothing happened. When I made it to class, I breathed a sigh of relief. I was worried that if Becca hit me while I was walking, I would simply collapse. At least in a seated position I might have some hope of gritting my teeth and pretending like nothing was happening.

Class started and I watched the minute hand move halfway across the face of the clock. I thought that maybe the range for the remote turned out to be rather short and Becca wouldn’t be able to turn it off and on at will. Still, I couldn’t really let my guard down. No matter how I tried to calm myself I found that the uncertainty just made me even more on edge. Turns out, my anxiety was very well founded.

There were only about ten minutes left in class when it happened. I turned a gasp into a coughing fit, as the vibrations shocked my pussy with orgasmic pleasure. I had to bite down on my fist as I struggled to keep a straight face. A few heads turned, followed by a few questioning glances. Even the professor shot me a worried look, but I managed to force a smile before I went right back to coughing. Just as I was about to excuse myself from class, the vibrating stop. I breathed a sigh of relief, but I could feel how warm my face was. No doubt I looked about as red as a tomato.

I managed to make it out of class and to the library before it turned back on. I found a secluded spot hidden in the stacks and rode out the pleasure until an orgasm burst on me. I did my best to keep quiet but I couldn’t help but let out one soft moan as my body tensed with pleasure. A student passing by cast a strange glance in my direction, but I pretended not to notice. I couldn’t much blame him. I was sitting on the floor with my back pressed against the shelf. I was sucking in lungfuls of air, and I could feel the damp sweat that covered my face. Coupled with my little moan, I’m sure he thought he had just caught me masturbating...which obviously wasn’t all that far from the truth.

The rest of the day was like that. I had class twice more and Becca upped the ante. Turning the vibrator on for a minute here and there, never giving me more than a few minutes rest in between and sometime only giving me thirty seconds or so. It was a nightmare--an ecstatic, orgasm inducing nightmare. I had no control over what was happening which made the whole thing even hotter. I never knew when it would turn on and when it would turn off. More than once, Becca decided to cut the power just as I was approaching orgasm. Despite those few missed spots, I had still cum four times by the end of the day. My pussy, however, was still raring to go as I finished with my last class and made my way back to the dorm.

Becca had said ‘end of the day’, but I wasn’t sure exactly what that meant. I said a silent prayer that she was already in the dorm room. The orgasm brought on by this impressive pair of underwear were mind blowing, but they still couldn’t satisfy me the way that Becca could. I need real flesh and blood release. Not to mention, I was greatly looking forward to doing what I could to return the favor.

I opened the door and saw Becca lying there in her bed. The sheets were draped around her in such a way as to make it clear that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. As the door closed behind me, Becca tossed the sheets off, and my eyes were immediately glued to her naked body. It had been a few weeks now since this had all started, and I had gotten more than few looks at Becca naked. I had seen and explored every inch of her. Despite that, I stopped in my tracks every time she got naked. She looked like something out of a magazine. Full, curvy proportions, with a flat toned stomach, and a face that just oozed sex appeal. I shuddered as I took in the sight of her heavy, perky tits, and at that moment Becca pressed the button.

I fell to me knees as the vibrations assaulted my pussy. In only a few seconds I was sure that I was about to cum. My vision was hazy as Becca got of the bed and walked toward me. I was hardly able to enjoy the saunter of her hips; I couldn’t get my eyes to focus. But I didn’t really need them.

Becca stopped with her pussy only a few inches from my face. I could smell her sex. The sweetness of it made my mouth water.

“Eat me, you little straight slut.” I loved it when Becca talked to me like that. I loved it when she called me her slut. She still liked to play that I was the straight girl that she was seducing and dominating. I had no trouble whatsoever with that. I felt her hands press against the back of my head as she guided me between her legs.

I eagerly ate out her pussy as my own throbbed and tremored. The overload of pleasure coursing through it right then made it difficult to concentrate on pleasing Becca. I traded technique for all out enthusiasm, a tradeoff that Becca didn’t seem to mind. I had a feeling that she must have been teasing herself while she was waiting for me, because within a minute of my tongue hitting her pussy, she was bucking her hips and moaning like she was about to cum. And I was right there with her.

“Yes, use that tongue, you little slut! Eat out my sweet pussy. Oh god, you love it, don’t you? Yea, you love being my dirty little-Ahhhhhhhh”

Her own dirty talk seemed to push her over the edge, though I’m sure my tongue had something to do with it. As I felt her release more of her sweet juices, I couldn’t hold off any longer. My own orgasm hit and I collapsed to the ground, curling into a ball as my body shook in pleasure. Becca managed to stumbled backward and collapse onto the bed where her hand went for the remote and she switched off the vibration. We both were out of breath like we had just sprinted up ten flights of stairs. When I recovered enough, I managed to peel off my own clothes before I slid into bed next to her.

“That was incredible,” I said, pausing halfway through the sentence to catch my breath.

She turned over and smiled at me.

“I thought you might like it,” she said. She kissed me quickly on the lips, pulled back, looked at me for a moment, and then kissed me again. This time it was passionate and forceful, and yet, at the same time, slow and gentle. There was something heavy about it. Not like those quick innocents pecks that we exchanged sometimes, and not like the frantic lustful frenching that often accompanied our sexual activities. It was more serious, more somber… more important.

When she finally broke the kiss, she looked at me and I at her. We lay like that for a minute and then two, and perhaps as many as four or five, before I felt her hand on my thigh. I didn’t break eye contact with her as I felt my pussy come alive again, nor did she. I parted my legs slightly to give her access. I moaned as I felt her fingers slip inside me, but I fought to keep my eyes open, even as my lips quivered. She licked her lips as her fingers languidly explored my wetness. I loved it when Becca fucked me hard with her fingers, shoving three or even four into my tight pussy and making me whimper in delirious pleasure, but this was a different kind of thing. It was slow and gentle, sexual but more than just sex. I could feel things happening inside me that I didn’t know could happen. I looked at the face in front of mine, I looked into the eyes and I realized that maybe, just maybe, this is what it felt like. There were movies about it, books and poems, song and TV shows, and anyone alive heard the word half a hundred times each day they were on this earth. But only then did I begin to think that perhaps I understood it, or might understand it.

Of course, it couldn’t last. At least not in that moment, not with her hand between my legs and the desire building in me. The pleasure built and built, but it could not keep pace with the lust that her fingers were awakening in me. I needed more than she was giving me. My body screamed for it. From the sly smile that spread across Becca’s face, I am quite sure she was aware of it.

Slowly, she pulled her fingers out. I could feel my wetness as I moved my legs together. I sighed in disappointment, missing the feeling of her fingers only moments after they were gone. But Becca wasn’t going to leave me hanging.

I was lying on my side facing her when she pushed me onto my back, and before I knew what was happening, she was straddling me. Looking down at me with her eyes ablaze, she asked “Do you trust me?”

I nodded my head ‘yes’.

Her hands grabbed my wrists and guided them over my head. A moment later, I felt the fuzzy handcuffs close around both wrists, locking my arms in place above my head. I hadn’t even noticed that she had them. I felt my pussy quiver as I gently pulled against the restraints. I was tied up with nowhere to go. Becca was in control and that was just the way I wanted it.

She leaned down and her lips met my neck. She kissed up to my ear and whispered, “If you need me to stop, just let me know, okay?” She pulled up and looked at me, her dominant facade being shed for a moment, replaced by a look that let me know I could trust her. It was gone the moment that I nodded my head. A smile spread across her face that made my whole body tremble with excitement.

“Just give me one second.”

I waited impatiently as she slid off the bed and retrieved the same bag from earlier. As soon as I saw her pull the bag out from under her desk, I felt my pussy throb. It wasn’t hard to guess what she was about to pull out of there. I gulped as it came into view: a massive strap-on.

I moaned just at the thought of it splitting me open. Becca noticed. She sauntered back toward the bed, smirking all the while.

She held it by the shaft and put it up next her face. She let the head rub against her cheek as she moaned and closed her eyes.

“Ten inches,” she said. “I don’t have too much experience with the real thing, but you must have a little. Ever seen one this big?”

I shook my head. I had seen a few back in my straight girl days. The largest must have been about seven inches and I thought that had seemed large. This was on an entirely different level. It was thick too, much thicker than any real one I had seen, except maybe in porn. It was bright pink, Becca’s favorite color.

She rubbed the plastic shaft along my stomach causing me to squirm in delight. She still wasn’t wearing it, so I knew that she was content to tease me for now. Still, as she slid it lower, I found myself silently praying that she would slip it inside of me. I needed it--badly. And the waiting was driving me insane.

But instead of relieving me, Becca went in the opposite direction, sliding it back up. She paused as she reached my breasts. She place the strap on in between them and used her hands to squeeze my tits around the shaft.

“Oh, that looks hot,” she purred. She admired the sight for a few moments before she let them go. I shivered from the feeling of her skin against my nipples. I wanted more of it, but Becca was already moving on. She finally decided to wear her newest purchase. My mouth was dry as she slipped into the harness and climbed back on top of me.

“Ready to get fucked?” she asked as she stared down at me. I started to answer, but Becca cut me off. “Of course, you are. I bet this is what you have wanted the whole time. Best of both worlds for the straight girl, right? You get to receive pleasure from this glorious sexy girl, but you still get the feeling of something long and hard slamming into you, isn’t that right?”

Once again, I was about to answer. This time Becca cut me off in a different way. My answer turned into a moan as Becca thrust the strap-on inside of me in one savage motion. My vision swam for a moment as a blast of pleasure exploded through my body. I could hardly breath as she pulled back and thrust again and again and again. She was fucking me without any care for rhythm; it was all about speed and force. Unable to use my arms to brace myself at all, each thrust shook my entire body. I watched my tits bounce each time she buried the strapon inside of me. Becca’s tits bounced wildly as well, only adding the arousing sight of her plowing me as fast as she could.

The length and girth of the plastic cock were near the limit of what my pussy could have safely handled. I could feel myself stretched almost as far as I could go. Far from being uncomfortable, pushing up to the limits like that was the most intoxicating feeling I could have imagined. My pussy throbbed and ached as the strap on slid in and out. The length made sure that my pussy was filled to the brim with each thrust and the girth stretched me out so that all of my spots received the attention that was needed. Though I had orgasmed only fifteen minutes before, I knew that I was soon going to be getting off again.

“God you look so hot just taking it like that, babe,” Becca dirty talked me as she continued to thrust. “Your tits bouncing, your face twitching with pleasure. I can just see how much you fucking love this. I think we are going to be doing this more often from now on. I am going to make sure that you walk with a limp. Oh Elise, I am going to fuck your tight little pussy until you can’t see straight.”

I was whimpering now. My mind was flooded with lust and I couldn’t focus on anything but the sultry tone of Becca’s voice, as she continued to talk dirty to me. My whole body was on fire. I could hardly breathe as each savage thrust seemed to knock the air from my lungs. The room seemed to be spinning as she slammed into me harder and faster. The whole bed shook as I shrieked with pleasure.

“Come on, babe. Cum for me. Fucking cum for me. You know you love me pounding that tight straight girl pussy of yours. Cum for me!”  She reached down and grabbed one of my tits--hard. The rough feeling of her squeezing me like that only turned me on more. I was her slut, her straight, submissive, little slut. Her fingers closed around my nipple and she pinched it just hard enough to make me shudder with pleasure. As she continued to pound me, her hand trailed lower. When her fingers began to circle my clit, I thought my body was going to explode.

It’s hard to even describe what I felt like at that moment. The pleasure was impossible. It filled every inch of my body as waves of ecstasy crested and crashed, but I needed that final release. Everything was straining to that climax and it was almost uncomfortable, unbearable as I willed myself to orgasm. The need was simply too great. As I finally felt myself hurtle over the edge, my vision went white as my body tensed. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, drowning me in a bliss that I could have never imagined, that I had never felt, not even dreamed of. It was hardly to tell how long it lasted as the waves turned to ripples, and my eyes were finally able to focus.

Becca was still on top of me.  As she shifted, I gasped; the strap-on was still buried in my pussy. She smiled at me as she ever-so-slowly pulled it out. The motion sent lightning bolts through me as my overloaded nerves protested against the feeling. When it was finally out, I breathed a sigh of relief. The feeling had been incredible, but now I just need a moment to collect myself.

My pussy throbbed and ached, as much in pleasure as in pain now that effects of Becca’s rough fucking were being felt. Still, I wouldn’t have traded it for anything. The pleasure...I closed my eyes and tried to recapture even a hint of that feeling I had had not two minutes before, but it was gone. I sighed deeply and opened my eyes again to find that Becca had undone the harness and was now holding the plastic shaft in her right hand. She pouted at me sexily as she brought the plastic cock toward her mouth. I held my breath as her tongue swirled around the tip. Becca closed her eyes and moaned as she wrapped her lips around it.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. “You taste so good, babe.”

The sight was incredibly hot. I felt my pussy throbbing as I looked at her bob up and down for a few seconds before she popped it out of her mouth. She ran her tongue up and down the length as her eyes remained locked on mine. When she had gotten it clean to her own satisfaction, she let out a contented moan.

“God, Elise. I’ve tasted more than a few pussies in my day, but yours is something special.”

Despite the raunchiness of the statement, there was something in Becca’s tone that made in almost… romantic. Almost. In any case, it did seem to carry a weight behind it that was about more than just letting me know that she liked the way I tasted.

“Why don’t we get you untied here?”

Becca scooted herself up and worked on unlocking the handcuffs. As she did, she tits were practically smushing my face. With those delectable nipples only millimeters from my face, I couldn’t resist. I leaned forward ever so slightly and took one of them into my mouth. Becca tense as she let out a moan.

“Hey now!” she chided me in a mock tone. “You keep doing that and I’m gonna have to keep you tied up and give you another fucking.”

She leaned back so that her breast was out of my reach. She looked down at me. “I don’t think you could handle that right now.”

I laughed. No doubt she was right. The dull ache in my pussy was barely more than a little uncomfortable, but I was sure it would be a little worse than that if Becca had another go at me.

“Fine,” I laughed, as Becca went back to uncuffing me.

When she was finished, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her body close to mine.

“I love you,” I whispered.

She pulled back and looked at me with a smile. “I love you too,” she said, and she placed her lips on mine.

As the exhaustion overtook us both, she collapsed into the bed next to me. We both fell into a restless, but beautiful sleep, from which neither of us ever wished to wake.
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