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Secretly Breeding my Virgin Best Friend

 


 


I looked at Heather as she bounced from foot
to foot, bursting with energy. "So? What's the big news?"

My best friend smiled at me and broke down
into a fit of girlish giggles. "I'm pregnant Allie! I peed on three
different tests and they all said the same thing!"

I stared at Heather in disbelief. We'd been
friends since kindergarten, but as I looked on at the buxom blonde
bouncing up and down in front of me, I hardly recognized her. How
had she gotten knocked up? She was only a few months older than I
was and I hadn't even kissed a boy yet, let alone let one... How
could this have happened?

I had so many questions. "How did it happen?
Who's the father? Do I know him? Fuck Heather! We're only eighteen!
What were you thinking?"

My attitude didn't stop her from squealing in
delight as she grabbed my hands and spun me around. It was clear
she wasn't listening to anything I was saying.

"You know what this means now right?" She
asked me as we danced through the living room of our shared
apartment.

"What?"

We stopped spinning and she pulled me into a
hug. "It means that you have to get knocked up too! We made a
promise remember?"

I pushed her away. Was she out of her mind?
"We made the promise in sixth grade Heather! You were still in
braces and I didn't even have tits yet!"

She frowned and dropped her hands to her
hips. "So? We've talked about it since then. And it was your idea
in the first place!"

"I don't even have a boyfriend!"

"Not for lack of interest Allie. We're in
college now. It's time to loosen up and spread your legs. At the
rate you’re going, you might as well just become a nun."

Heather knew how sensitive I was about my
sexuality. I told her, and myself, that I was waiting for Mr.
Right, but the honest truth was that dating terrified me. My
conservative nature didn't make much sense, especially considering
how much of a party girl Heather was, and how close we were, but I
couldn't help it. Every time a guy showed interest in me, I had a
panic attack.

I hugged myself as I stared at the floor. "I
can't just walk into a room like you can and find a guy."

"Are you kidding Allie? If you could keep it
together long enough to talk to one of them, you would have a
boyfriend in half a minute. You're fucking gorgeous."

"Stop it Heather."

"Stop what? Complimenting you? God Allie you
need to see a shrink. There is something seriously wrong in that
pretty little head of yours."

I sneered at her. "Whatever. I'm not the one
getting knocked up in her first semester at college."

"Ohh yes you are if I have anything to say
about it." She grabbed my hands again and started shaking me. "Come
on Allie. I don't want to do this alone. You Proomiissed!"

I pulled my hands away and shook my head. "No
way! I'm not going to get knocked up because of a crazy promise we
made as kids. It's not going to happen!"

With her best pouty face, she sighed and
stomped her feet. "Fine! But you have to come out with me tonight
at the very least. We need to celebrate. And you're going to have
to drink for two now."

I sighed and pressed my hand to my forehead.
I could feel a headache coming on. "If I go out with you tonight,
will you quit bouncing off the walls?"

Heather bounced up and down on her toes. I
wished I had her energy.

"Yep!" she said.

"Promise?"

She nodded and sat down with her hands in her
lap, trying to look serious. It was a look she couldn't pull off.
"I promise!"

 


*****

 


I checked myself in the mirror for the fifth
time since I'd put on the skin tight dress Heather had loaned me.
Sleeveless with a scoop neck and a hemline that ended only inches
below my ass, I felt nervous. I didn't know why I let her talk me
into things like this. I mean the dress barely covered
anything!

I spun in front of the mirror and craned my
neck to see my rear. The hemline of the short blue dress cupped my
cheeks and hid the black lace panties I was wearing from view, but
just barely. If I bent over or made any kind of sudden movements, I
knew more of me would be on display than I liked.

But it wasn't just my ass that was in danger
of spilling out. The severe scoop neck of the dress was showcasing
my breasts. And as soon as Heather saw me, she made sure to spray
some kind of glittery body spray over my chest. Now my cleavage
sparkled when I walked. I felt ridiculous.

Heather called out to me from the other side
of the bathroom door. "Come on Allie! You look fine. Get out here
so we can get going already!"

I pushed my dirty blonde hair out of my face
and put the final touches on my make-up. When I was satisfied, I
opened the bathroom door and stepped out to meet my friend.

"Oh. My. God." She said as she clapped her
hands to her mouth and giggled. "You look amazing! I don't even
want to go out now. We should stay in and fool around instead!"

My head throbbed as I stared at Heather. Why
did she have to say things like that? "It's not enough that you let
some random dude put a baby in you? Now you want to switch teams
and take me to bed?"

She laughed and an easy smile spread across
her face. "Well what else is college for if not for
experimenting?"

My eyes drifted over her tight body clad in a
fiery red dress cut even shorter than my own. For a moment I
wondered what it would be like to hold her in my arms, with our
lips touching as she pulled my hair. But only for a moment. I
sighed and shook my head. It was going to be one of those
nights.

"So where are we going anyways?" I asked as I
slipped into a pair of strappy black heels.

"The Deltas are having a mixer. Seems as good
a place as any to get you laid."

"Not gonna happen," I shot back.

Heather laughed as she opened the door. "You
just keep telling yourself that Allie. I'm going to find a guy for
you tonight. Just you watch."

I followed her out of the door and into the
cool night air. I shivered and hugged myself as I cursed Heather
and her short dresses under my breath. At least it was only a few
blocks to the Delta house. Thank God for small favors.

We didn't even make it out of the apartment
complex before Heather started in on me.

"So what kind of guy do you think you'd like?
And remember, your baby is going to look like him too so don't go
fucking a hunchback or something."

"Ughh. Sometimes I wonder why I still hang
out with you," I said as I pushed her off of the curb and walked a
bit faster.

She laughed and caught up to me quickly, her
high heels tapping loudly on the pavement. "You hang out with me
'cause I'm the closest thing to a sister you have. And if it wasn't
for me, you'd never leave your room."

There was more truth there then I wanted to
admit. Without Heather's bubbly personality and domineering
attitude, I would have avoided any kind of social gathering. But
our relationship wasn't a one way street. I kept Heather grounded
as much as her personality would allow; often putting the brakes on
some of her crazier ideas. She probably would've ended up pregnant
years ago if it hadn't been for me.

"So?" She asked me as she matched my quick
pace. "What are you thinking? I'd personally go for someone tall,
with abs I could wash my undies on. You know, the kind where his
muscles seem to lead right down to his cock. Mmmm. And he'd have to
be a natural blond like you. Your baby would look so cute with
blond hair!"

"It's not going to happen Heather! I'm not
sleeping with some random guy tonight!" My head started to pound.
Why couldn't she just drop it?

"Or maybe someone ethnic? Mixed race babies
are so cute. And you know what they say about black guys." She held
her hands a foot apart and shrugged her eyebrows.

I couldn't do this. She wasn't even listening
to me anymore. I turned around and headed back to the
apartment.

"Hey!" Heather's hand grabbed my wrist and
pulled me backwards. "Come on I was just messing with you. Chill
out Allie."

I looked Heather straight in the eyes. "Why
are you acting so crazy anyways? You know I don't like talking
about this stuff."

She shrugged and stared over my shoulder into
the distance with a straight face. I could handle energetic
Heather. But stoic Heather made me worry. When she got serious, it
meant something was really wrong.

I put my hand on her cheek and turned her
head so she would look at me. "Talk to me. What's going on?"

"I screwed up Allie. Shit. What am I going to
do? I can barely take care of myself. How am I going to handle a
baby?"

Her eyes were tearing up as I pulled her into
a hug. I should have known she'd been putting on an act this whole
time.

"You know I'll help you out Heather. Friends
forever remember?"

She pulled back from me and smiled. "I know.
I just thought... you know, if you had a baby too, then they'd be
close and we'd be closer. It made more sense in my head. I don't
know."

I laughed at the thought, which brought a
smile back to Heather's face. "Maybe you should leave the planning
up to me. I don't think it's your strong suit."

She smiled and started walking again. "So I
make the babies and you take care of them then? Sounds like a
plan."

I laughed and nudged her in to the street
again. "Like I said, planning isn't your strong suit."

"You sure you don't want to try and get over
your crippling fear of cock tonight? I'm telling you Allie, you
could have any guy you wanted."

I sighed and shook my head. Heather shifted
gears faster than a Ferrari. "You know I'll freak out and end up
rocking myself in a corner somewhere. And besides, I feel a
headache coming on. I don't know how long I'll last at the party
anyways."

Heather popped open her small handbag and
pulled out a bottle of pills. She popped the lid off and dumped a
couple of small pink tablets into her hand. "Here. Stop the
headache before it starts."

Well, there went my early exit, I
thought as I popped the pills into my mouth. It shouldn't have
surprised me that Heather would have painkillers handy. I'd used
the headache excuse more times than I could count.

She closed her purse back up and pulled my
arm, dragging me towards the Delta house as fast as my long legs
could carry me.

"Now let's go have fun!" She smiled at me as
we turned the corner and the frat house came into view. "And
remember Allie, you're drinking for the both of us tonight."

 


*****

 


We could hear the deep bass rumble from half
a block away. And as we got closer to the house, I could make out
over a dozen people in various stages of undress standing on the
deep green lawn. Heather slapped my arm as we watched men and women
strip down to their underwear and run towards the backyard.

"Come on Allie. This is gonna be epic!" Said
Heather as she pushed open the gate.

A couple of well built frat boys were leaning
up against the house, watching us as we walked up to the door. The
taller of the two held up his hand as we approached. His eyes
passed over me, scanning my body up and down. Embarrassed, I
dropped my gaze to the grass.

The deep bass of his voice washed over me.
"It's a panty party ladies. You two are a bit overdressed."

My head shot up and I looked him in the eyes.
I thought of the people I saw undressing as we walked up and my
heart sank. I turned to Heather for support, but she was already
pulling her tight red dress over her head. She knew!

"Damn it Heather! Why didn't you tell
me?!"

She whirled her dress over her head and
smiled at me before she let it fly. It landed in a pile of
discarded clothes a few feet away. "I had a hard enough time
getting you into that dress. I knew you wouldn't come if you
knew."

"That was your plan? Get me out of the house
and hope I strip for a bunch of frat boys? How were you planning on
getting me into my underwear?" My heart was pounding in my chest
and my head was throbbing again. How could she do this to me?

Heather just shrugged and smiled at me. "Peer
pressure?" She stepped closer and dropped her hands to the hem of
my short dress. I pushed her away quickly, but she wasn't done with
me yet. "Come on Allie. It's no different than going to the pool in
a bikini. It's not like you'll be naked."

The frat boy with the deep voice stepped in
and smiled at me. "I could help you with that dress if you
want."

This is insane!

But even as I thought about running back to
the apartment, another part of me urged me to stay. My hands
dropped to the bottom of my dress and I tugged it upwards. A breeze
picked up and blew across my naked stomach as the dress cleared my
breast line. I felt my tits harden under the black and tan bra I
wore, and my cheeks grew hot when I saw the frat boy staring at
them.

His hands are so big! I wonder how they'd
feel on my breasts?

I found myself staring at the frat boy with a
hunger that I'd only known in private. My eyes skipped over his
strong chest, large arms, and big feet. His blue eyes seemed to
sparkle as he stared at me from beneath a head of wavy brown hair.
He was handsome and my mind filled with thoughts of his large hands
pulling me close and touching every part of me.

Something's wrong! I'm not like this!

My eyes locked on the frat boy's crotch as I
licked my lips and wondered what he was hiding in his pants. My
skin grew warm at the thought of him lying me down on grass and
pushing my legs open with those big hands. I pressed my knees
together as strange feelings stirred between my thighs. I wanted
him!

But before I could act on my urges, Heather
grabbed me by the arm and pulled me towards the backyard. I stared
longingly at the frat boy as we moved apart. He smiled and waved at
me before we turned the corner and headed towards the real party. I
felt my panties grow wet when he did.

I was giggling uncontrollably as we walked
into the backyard. My whole body felt lighter. And I wanted a man
to touch me. Hell, even Heather's hands felt good on my skin as she
pulled me towards the wild sounds ahead of us. My mind flashed back
to her joking comments as I stepped out of the bathroom earlier and
I wondered how it would feel to rub our smooth legs together. What
would it be like to kiss a girl? What would it feel like to run my
hands over her smooth skin?

I wanted to stop and find out, but Heather
just pulled harder. As my mind went wild with thoughts of sex, we
stepped through a high wooden gate and red solo cups filled with
cold, frothy beer were pressed into our open hands. Any thoughts of
sneaking away to play with Heather were lost as soon as I saw the
party. This was amazing!

Men and women filled the large backyard in
various states of undress. There had to be a hundred people packed
into the fenced off yard, and as my eyes bounced from one person to
the next, I noted that each one looked more attractive than the
last. My knees grew weak as my pulse quickened and my clit tingled
between my legs. I wanted to touch every single person in the yard.
And I wanted them to return the favor.

"This is crazy!" Yelled Heather as she pulled
me towards a free standing propane heater. A few other girls were
clustered under the circular hood of the heater, hugging themselves
to stay warm, but even in the cool night air I was sweating.

"Let's get in the pool," I said to Heather as
I pointed towards the sparking blue water.

Most of the party was clustered poolside, and
while the party was undies only, the pool itself seemed to be
clothing optional. I watched as a man with spiky black hair stepped
up to the diving board, with his V cut abs on display and his cock
swinging freely between his legs. His impressive package bounced
with the rest of him as he leapt into the air. He pulled himself
into a ball before hitting the water, sending up a geyser that
splashed over a group standing near the edge of the pool. Girls
shrieked and men laughed, and within moments, they were all jumping
into the water as well.

The music pounded in my ears as we walked
towards the pool. I drained my cup and smiled at Heather. With each
passing second, I felt better. More relaxed and confident. For the
first time in my life, I wanted to find a man to hold. I
wanted to pull him close, to grab his cock, to let him slip
inside of me as his powerful hands held me down. I wasn't sure what
had changed since we'd left the apartment, but I was happy that the
change had occurred.

I took another drink from a frat boy with
shaggy brown hair. Our fingers touched as he passed me the cup, and
in that instant, my entire body tingled. I couldn't help myself as
he stared at me, with his large, inviting smile. Heather giggled
next to me as I stepped in close and rubbed myself against his
naked chest. I was purring like a kitten when his hands slipped
over my back, holding me close.

Something is wrong, I thought to
myself as the brown haired man popped the clasp of my bra. The
supportive cups that were keeping my breasts at bay fell away from
my skin. So did the frat boys hands. But they were only absent from
my body for a moment. When they returned, his fingers slipped
around my hard nipples. I gasped deeply when he twisted my tits
slowly, but even as I was enjoying his touch, the small voice in my
head grew a little louder.

This isn't you. This isn't right.

"See what you've been missing Allie?" Said
Heather as she pushed a cup against my lips. "Feels good doesn't
it?"

Did it ever. My knees grew weak as the half
naked stranger tightened his grip on my nipples. He twiddled them
quickly between his thumb and forefinger, which only made the rest
of my body ache for his touch. My clit pulsed and my panties grew
wetter by the second. And when I looked up to his eyes, I could
tell that he wanted the same things I did. His eyes burned with a
hunger I'd never known and his mouth twisted into a feral smile. He
was an animal uncaged, and I wanted him to take me like one.

This isn't you! Something's wrong!

I took another swig of my beer before closing
my eyes and letting the music fill my head. More hands circled
around my waist and it took me a moment to realize that Heather was
now hugging me from behind while the man in front of me peppered my
neck and shoulders with sloppy kisses. My mind drifted to thoughts
of the three of us naked in the hot tub, with all modesty lost amid
the churning bubbles. I wondered silently to myself how it would
feel to fuck in the water.

Snap out of it! Heather did something to
you!

My breath came in stuttered gasps and my
heart raced as one of Heather's hands slipped down my flat stomach
before dipping into my panties. Her dainty fingers slid over my
smoothly waxed skin, and I held my breath as she neared my clit.
The man's hands were still around my nipples, but his mouth had
left my neckline. I could hear Heather and the man kissing close to
my ear.

Heather's fingers clipped across the fold of
my pussy before parting them gently. She pressed against my tiny
button and the world seemed to swim out of focus as she touched me,
slowly at first. "You like that Allie?"She asked as she pressed her
body against me. Her voice dropped to a whisper. "You like him?
Your baby would have the cutest brown hair."

No!

Warmth filled me as the twin touches of
Heather and the stranger flooded me with excitement, but for a
moment, my mind cleared. The voice in my head was right. This was
wrong. Heather had done something but I wasn't sure what it was. I
ground my teeth together as I tried to concentrate amid the
pleasurable fondling.

Stop grinding your teeth!

In an instant, my good mood vanished. I
pulled Heather's hands off of my body and pushed away from the
horny frat boy. With one hand holding my unclasped bra to my chest,
I spun on Heather. I poked her hard in the chest."You drugged me!
What the hell did you give me?!"

She just smiled and tried to pull me back
into her arms. "I thought the X would loosen you up a bit. Come on
Allie, isn't this what you wanted? You can actually touch a guy
now."

I pushed her away again before storming off.
My best friend had slipped me ecstasy. How could I be so stupid? I
shuttered when I thought about what had almost happened.

"Come on Allie! Wait up!" Heather called
behind me.

I stopped under one of the heat lamps and
waited for Heather. Of all thing things she'd ever done, this was
by far the worst. But even as I stood baking under the propane
heater, a small part of me was happy that she'd done it. She was
right about one thing; without the drugs, I would have never been
able to touch a boy without breaking down. Maybe I was
overreacting.

"Look, I'm sorry about..."

I cut Heather off. "Just stop. Let's go home
and pretend this never happened okay?"

She smiled sadly and pushed another drink at
me. "Can't we just stay a little longer? I mean, we were having fun
right?"

Her hand touched my arm and electricity shot
through me. My clit tingled and my body begged for her touch.

Damn drugs!

I lifted the cool cup to my lips in an
attempt to distract myself. But Heather's hand wouldn't leave my
arm, and I noticed as I stared over the rim of the plastic cup that
she was moving closer. Her other hand slipped up my side, then ran
across my naked back. Between the heat of the lamp, her body, and
the ecstasy, I felt like I was burning up. When Heather pulled me
away from the heater and back towards the pool, I was almost
grateful.

I finished the drink in my hand and let the
red solo cup slip from my grip. The world in front of me unfocused
and the music threatened to overwhelm me. I leaned into Heather and
held on to her to keep my balance. My bra, still unfastened,
slipped down and hung off my arms. The cool night air felt amazing
on my hardened nipples.

"How you feelin' Allie?" Asked Heather.

With a breathy sigh, I managed to get out a
single word. "Good..."

"Want me to find one of those big, strong men
to hold you down and fuck you?"

Visions of the spiky haired frat boy on the
diving board filled my head. I bet he would feel good inside of me.
I nodded to Heather and couldn't help but smile when she flashed
her white teeth at me.

"That's my girl. Now let's go find the
biggest cock at the party. You'd like that right? You always were
an overachiever," Heather said with a smirk.

Time lost all meaning as she led me to man
after man. Heather talked while I just hung on her arm, afraid to
let go for fear of falling. She wasted no time explaining that I
was a virgin looking for cock, and made sure that each guy showed
off what he was packing before she moved on. My whole body burned
as we gazed at every man around the pool. I wanted them all. Why
couldn't she just pick one?

I closed my eyes as we continued to walk
around the pool. But when I opened them again, we were no longer
outside. I was on my back, with a springy mattress under me. I
couldn't remember how I'd gotten here, but it didn't matter much. I
could still see Heather. She was sitting on the bed near me,
completely naked and smiling. As long as Heather was here,
everything would be fine.

 


*****

 


Hands ran up my legs and my heart pounded in
my chest. Whoever was touching me, it wasn't Heather. She was
smiling at me, with both of her hands in sight. The stranger’s
hands slid higher up my legs, passing my knees and sliding up my
thighs until I felt thick fingers hook the waistline of my panties.
I sighed softly as my clit tingled.

Heather smiled and leaned in close to me.
"You'll like this Allie. It might hurt at first, but then it will
feel amazing."

I had no idea what she was talking about, but
I didn't care. My entire body was on fire and the only thing that
seemed to quench the burning feeling was the touch of hands across
my skin. I reached out feebly towards Heather, but my limbs felt
heavy and awkward. She understood what I wanted though. She always
did.

Heather's mouth dropped to one of my puffy
pink nipples, while her fingers massaged the other. I sighed and my
pulse quickened as she suckled, licked, touched, and twiddled my
hard tits. I barely noticed my panties sliding down my legs, but
when they cleared my ankles, large hands slid my legs apart and
slipped up my inner thighs until the stranger's fingers brushed
against the one spot that was begging to be touched the most.

I moaned as the stranger's thick digits
traced the outline of my pussy, and nearly forgot how to breathe
when my lips were pulled apart and fingers touched my clit. All my
mind knew at that moment was pleasure. And I didn't want it to
end.

Fingers slid into my wanting hole. A deep
bass voice filled my ears. "So wet. She's like a damn slip 'n
slide."

I tried to raise my head so I could look at
the man attached to the fingers inside of me, but I couldn't move.
Worry clawed at my thoughts until the man's fingers wiggled inside
of me, setting off another wave of pulse pounding pleasure that I'd
never known until tonight. After that, I didn't care if I couldn't
move as long as I could still feel all of the wonderful things
happening to me.

Heather's mouth lifted from my tit, leaving
my nipple begging for attention. Her other hand cupped my breast
while she lifted her head and met my gaze. Her hair hung down,
tickling my cheeks as she pressed her mouth against mine. Her
tongue slid between my lips and danced with my own clumsy tongue.
Even kissing her was hard.

She pulled away from me and smiled. She
licked my cheek, and then nibbled on my ear before the soft tickle
of her breath send a shiver through my body. "We'll be so cute
together Allie, with our baby bellies pressing out against our
shirts. You and me, with basketballs under our tops and tits the
size of melons. I can't wait. Can you?" Her tongue traced my ear
and I moaned again.

The stranger slid out from within me and
dragged his wet fingers across my thigh. I wanted to say something,
anything, to get him to push his hands back against my slit, but I
couldn't get my mouth to form the words. Why was he teasing me like
this? My body begged to be touched. Why wouldn't he touch me?

Heather's fingers worked my nipples expertly,
which only served to make the rest of my body jealous. I sighed as
she twisted my tits slowly in opposite directions, sending waves of
pleasure down to crotch. My clit pulsed again and I tried to raise
my hands from the bed so I could touch myself, but I could barely
wiggle my fingers. What was wrong with me?

Heavy hands ran up my legs and grabbed me by
the waist. The man tugged me down toward him and for the first time
in my life, I felt my lower lips split apart. His fingers hadn't
prepared me for the size of his cock. I gasped as he slid into me,
but even with how wet I was, he did not slip in easy. He was so
big!

Heather massaged my breasts and kissed me
lightly as I took more and more of the monstrous cock into my
virgin hole. I felt my hymen tear as he continued his slow thrust
and water streamed from the corner of my eyes. But even through the
pain, I felt pleasure as well. Heather's hands were a constant
source of bliss as she pinched my nipples. My clit still tingled
with excitement and my pussy stretched to accommodate the man
between my legs.

I felt his hips press against mine, with his
tangled mass of pubic hair tickling the skin of my smooth mound. He
shifted his hips and ground against me, managing to press against
my clit in the process as his cock filled me completely. I moaned
again as the pain between my legs faded. Heather tweaked my nipples
when she heard the sounds of pleasure I was making, which only
added to the wonderful feelings welling within me.

The man pulled his hips back and his cock
slowly slid out of me, leaving a vague sense of emptiness in its
wake. His cock within me felt good and I was sad to see it go. But
my sadness was short-lived. Right before his tip slipped out of me,
the man thrust his hips forward once more, this time with force.
His cock slammed into me, sending a shudder through my body as his
large shaft sunk deep into me.

The man settled into a rhythm of alternating
deep and shallow thrusts. His short thrusts tickled my insides and
teased my lips, but it was his deep thrusts that I really enjoyed.
The feeling of being so full was wonderful, and with each plunge of
his thick cock into my tight hole, I felt something building deep
in my core.

I wanted to tell him, to command him, to fuck
me hard, but even if I could get my mouth to form words, they would
have never made it to his ears. Heather kept her lips pressed to
mine, guiding her tongue into my mouth, vaguely imitating the man's
thrusts between my legs. I could taste her cherry lip gloss and
smell the lavender scent of her conditioner. Her constant touch on
my tits felt almost as good as the pleasure building between my
legs. Somewhere deep inside me, I knew this was wrong, but it felt
so right.

The man's thrust picked up speed. His
formerly steady rhythm turned into an all out assault on my virgin
hole. I moaned as his hips beat against mine with each deep jab of
his cock. The force of his thrusts shook my whole body and I felt
myself being pushed up just a little bit farther on the bed as he
slammed against me. My breasts bounced wildly, but Heather's
fingers never left my puffy nipples, and her tongue never left my
mouth.

Every wild thrust of the man sent a wave of
pulse pounding pleasure rippling through me. And when he was
deepest within me, his hips would rub against my clit, adding to
the fire building in my core. It wouldn't be much longer now. I was
a virgin no more, and soon I would come.

I'd only ever come in my own bed, using my
own fingers. I'd always turned the lights off and pulled the covers
to my chin as I touched myself, ashamed of what I was doing. But I
felt no shame now; only the intense pleasure that both people in
bed with me were eager to give. The lights were on and the sheets
of the bed that wasn't my own were nowhere to be found. The
pleasure continued to build.

I held my breath at the end like I'd always
done in private. And when the orgasm finally exploded within me, it
was that much stronger. Wave after wave of erotic energy spread
through my body, rippling outwards from between my legs. Every
muscle in my body tightened at once and my toes curled inwards as
my feet grew cold and numb. Heather's open mouth filled with my
moans.

Heather's hands left my body as the pleasure
continued to roll over me, renewed with each thrust of the man's
large cock still nestled inside of my stretched pussy. Her head
lifted from mine and she smiled as I moaned and gasped from the
overwhelming pleasure. My eyes rolled back and I grasped at the
mattress as I panted like a bitch in heat. It was too much! I
couldn't handle it all!

Heather giggled as my body rocked back and
forth with the man's thrusting. He was holding my hips tightly and
pulling me down against him as he continued to hammer his cock into
me. But just before I thought I couldn't take anymore, he stopped.
He pulled me close and I felt his dick swell within me. His hot
seed spilled deeply into my pussy as he grunted.

Heather pressed her lips to my ear once more.
"I told you it would feel good. But you aren't done yet Allie. That
was just the warm-up."

The man between my legs slid out of me after
his fifth pump. I managed to open my eyes enough to finally get a
glimpse of the stranger who'd taken my virginity, but he was
nothing more than a blur to me. I could make out pair of blue eyes
beneath wavy brown hair, and saw the lopsided smile on his face,
but past that, he was as much of a mystery to me as he was before I
saw him.

My eye shut again as my strength waned. I was
so tired. But before sleep took me, I heard Heather's voice in the
distance as she called out in a sweet voice, "Who's next? She is
begging to be fucked again!"

The bed canted near my feet as someone moved
between my still spread legs. New hands, smaller than the last man,
touched my hips and pulled me close. And the last thing I felt
before I passed out was the tip of his swollen cock pressing
against my pussy lips.

 


*****

 


My head was pounding. I opened my eyes
slowly, but as soon as the sunlight hit my corneas I shut them
again. I tried sitting up next, and met with some success. I swung
my legs off the bed and dropped my head into my hands before I
tried to open my eyes again. This time I managed to keep them open
long enough to adjust to the bright light streaming in through the
window set in the wall directly across from me.

Where am I?

I looked around the room and recognized
nothing. This wasn't my room. This wasn't my bed. I tried to
remember what had happened last night, but my last solid memory
from the party was of standing beneath the heat lamps with
Heather.

Heather! What did she do to me? Where is
she?

I stood up and nearly tripped over her.
Heather was sprawled across the floor, with her hair a tangled mess
around her head and drool pooling on the floor under her. What was
going on? I nudged her with my foot to wake her up. Hopefully she
would have some answers.

"Go 'way," she said sleepily as she tried to
push away my foot with her hand.

I nudged her again, but met with the same
results. Heather had always been a heavy sleeper. I gave up on her
and moved towards the door, but fell against the bed when I tried
to walk. My legs burned like I'd just run a marathon and my pussy
ached between my legs. When I looked down, I saw dried blood on my
skin, mixed with who knows what else.

"Ohh no. No no no! Damn it Heather!"

I stumbled towards the door, stopping only
long enough to pick up my discarded panties from the floor. How
could I have let this happen? How had Heather gotten me to finally
do it? I could barely look at a guy, but somehow she had gotten me
into bed with one last night. She'd said she would get me fucked
but I hadn't believed her. What was I going to do?

I opened the door and took a single step into
the unfamiliar hallway before a chorus of cat calls and whoops
filled the air. A dozen men were staring at me as I blushed deeply
and threw a hand across my naked breasts. I stumbled back into the
bedroom and slammed the door shut, making sure that I twisted the
lock to keep out all the prying eyes in the hall.

What the fuck is going on?

Heather sat up and wiped the drool from her
cheeks.

"Mornin' Allie," she said as she stretched.
Her breasts bounced as she lifted her arms above her head and
twisted her torso left and right. "That was pretty crazy last
night."

"What did you do to me?!" I screamed.

She just smiled. "I told you I'd get a baby
into you last night."

"Don't fuck with me Heather. What did you do?
I can't remember anything."

She just shrugged and looked around. "You see
my purse anywhere? I know I had it last night."

"Answer me!"

"Fine! It's not like you didn't know. I gave
you some ecstasy and you went nuts. I think you were just waiting
for an excuse to open your legs Allie. You went full slut last
night. I lost count with all the men you brought upstairs." She
giggled and wiggled her fingers in front of her face. "I can only
count so high you know?"

I collapsed onto the bed and closed my eyes.
She had to by lying. I couldn't have... That wasn't me...

But even if she was lying, I knew there was
some truth to what she was saying. Something had happened last
night and I knew I wasn't a virgin any longer. I just wish I could
remember! Damn her and her stupid drugs.

Heather's hand fell onto my knee. "Hey, it's
going to be okay Allie. Now we can go shopping for preggo pants
together!"

I pushed her hand away and stood up quickly.
"This isn't funny! What am I going to do?!"

Heather stood and pulled me into a hug. I
resisted for a moment, but she wouldn't let go. But once our bodies
were pressed together, I couldn't help but wrap my hands around her
as she squeezed me tight.

"Shhh. It'll be fine Allie. You're the smart
one remember? Now help me find my purse."

Heather didn't let go of me right away. With
my head pressed into her shoulder, she ran her hands through my
hair and rubbed my back. When I calmed down, she let me go and we
looked high and low for her lost purse.

I found it under a thrown pillow in the
corner. Heather was on her knees, looking under the bed when I
picked up her bag. But when I did, something fell out of her open
purse. It was a small baggie of tiny white pills that anyone who'd
sat through freshman orientation would recognize. Heather had a bag
of roofies.

I stood up slowly, with her purse in one hand
and the pills in the other. When she saw me, her eyes grew wide.
"It's not what you think Allie. Don't be mad!"

I sighed and handed the purse back to my best
friend. I should have been angry, but all I felt was
disappointment. Not at Heather, or what she'd done to me, but at
the fact that I couldn't remember what I'd done last night. For the
first time in my life I'd been with a man, and because of those
little pills that made it all possible, I would never remember
it.

Heather was still apologizing when I finally
cut her off with a wave of my hand. I pulled the fitted sheet off
the bed and wrapped it around my chest, covering my nakedness. But
I held the sheet out on one side and looked at Heather, still
kneeling on the floor.

"Well? You want to share the sheet or walk
home naked?"

A smile spread across her face slowly as she
pushed herself from the floor and slid beside me. She held onto my
waist as I wrapped the sheet around her naked shoulders.

"I'm sorry Allie. Still friends?"

I nodded and reached for the lock on the
door. "Friends forever. But you owe me big for this one. Was he at
least cute?"

She giggled as I pulled open the door. We
walked together down the hall as the frat boys called out to us. I
looked at each of them as we walked past, and noticed quite a few
smile when my eyes met theirs. I blushed when I saw the muscular
man with wavy brown hair and bright blue eyes standing near the
stairs, but I didn't know why. He winked at me before Heather and I
turned towards the exit.

When we were finally outside, Heather
answered my question with another. "They were cute right? Your baby
is going to be so cute."

I rolled my eyes as we walked towards home in
nothing but a shared sheet. What a night.

 


*****

 


Three months later and I was standing in
front of a mirror with Heather right next to me, holding up shirt
after shirt against my body. My rounded tummy didn't stick out far
enough yet that I couldn't wear normal clothes, but I knew it
wouldn't be long before it did. Heather held up a similar shirt and
I noticed just how much rounder her stomach was than my own, and
she was only a few weeks ahead of me.

I smiled at the mirror as I rubbed my
stomach. And when I looked over, Heather was doing the same. I
still woke up in the morning wondering how I'd let this happen, but
I was secretly glad that it did. Only six more months and I would
hold the baby growing inside of me. Heather had gotten what she
wanted; me with a baby in my belly. And I guess I got what I wanted
too, even if I still couldn't remember my first time. But knowing
I'd been with a guy broke me of my awkwardness. Now I was going out
with Tony, the blue eyed frat boy with brown hair.

I pushed another blouse against my body and
giggled along with Heather. For better or worse, this was my
life.




 


Sleeping Beauties

 


I stood outside of my apartment door holding
my house key only an inch from the lock, wondering to myself if I
shouldn't just turn around and find another excuse to stay away
from the home I shared with two other people. But when nothing came
to mind, I slipped the key into the lock and took a deep breath as
I pushed open the door to my shared apartment. My heart was racing
already.

Here we go.

As soon as I walked into the living room my
roommates were screaming my name. With my shoulders down and my
head tucked as close to my chest and I could manage, I waved
silently and made a beeline for my room. But I didn't even make it
half way before Shae grabbed my arm and pulled me to the couch.
Laura was waiting with open arms and a smile that could charm a
snake.

No one understood why I hated going back to
my apartment. My friends would have killed to land a room with two
of the hottest women on campus. And in the beginning, I would've
too. In fact, that's why I stayed when the housing commission
screwed up my first name at the beginning of the semester,
accidentally assigning me to a three room apartment with the two
co-eds because they thought I was a girl.

And when I showed up at the door on the first
day of the semester, Laura and Shae hadn't seemed to mind. They had
a good laugh about the mistake and invited me to stay. For a guy
like me, it was a dream come true. I thought I had it made.

But it quickly became apparent, at least to
me, that I didn't fit in. It wasn't because I was a guy. It was
because I was a bit of an introvert. I always had been. I skated
through high school on the fringe and always told myself that
college would be different. I'd make a lot of friends and break out
of my shell. But the bubbly personalities of my roommates quickly
dashed any hope that I'd be able to change.

And it all started because I could barely
look at the two girls without blushing up a storm. They were just
so pretty. Shae, with her long red hair and alabaster skin and
Laura with a year around tan and the trim figure of a professional
dancer. I couldn't look at the girls without feeling something
every time I did.

Shae noticed it first. How I would never look
directly at her when we talked. Or how my eyes dropped to her ass
when she walked from a room. Or how any time one of them touched me
I seemed to freeze up and turn an embarrassing shade of red. And
once she knew, she took every chance she could find to tease me or
take me out of my comfort zone. And then she told Laura.

Over the semester, their clothes started to
get a bit tighter when they were at home. Bathroom doors would be
left open when they showered, and they would spend half the morning
in nothing but a towel just to get a rise out of me. And every time
I turned red now, Shae would try to pinch my cheek. She loved to
poke fun at me.

I sighed as Shae pushed me down onto the
couch that took up most of our living room. Laura was smiling at me
as she sipped on a beer. And as Shae sat down, she pressed an open
bottle into my hand before picking up another and clinking it
against my own.

"Haven't seen you lately Aaron. You aren't
avoiding us are you?" Shae asked in her singsong voice. Her
hand ran down my shoulder; perfectly timed to make sure I'd choke
on my beer. "We'd really hate it if you didn't want to spend
time with us."

Laura scooted over and pressed herself into
my side. Her hand dropped to my thigh as she tried to get me to
look into her light blue eyes. "Yeah Aaron, we've missed you around
here. You're like a ghost."

Both of the girls were barely keeping it
together as they ran their hands over my body. I could see Shae
turning red as she tried to suppress a laugh and Laura was
practically shaking as she kept a fit of giggles at bay. I knew
what they were waiting for. They wanted to see how long I'd stay
sitting before I had to run out of the room.

I didn't keep them waiting. I was on my feet
a moment later and the room filled with their laughter. But the
girls had no intention of letting me off that easy. Shae caught my
wrist and pulled me back down to the couch where Laura threw
herself over my lap.

"Not so fast Aaron. You know we're just
having fun with you right?" said Shae with as serious a face as she
could manage. "We just want you to loosen up a bit. Stay out here
with us tonight. Have some drinks. Watch a movie.
Pleeeaassseee!"

Laura chimed in as she pushed herself off of
me. "Yeah, Pleeeaassseee!"

I sighed and took another swig of my beer,
grateful that I didn't end up choking on this round. The girls were
right. I had to get out of my head. Maybe the beer would help.
"Alright. I think I have time for a movie."

Laura was clapping like a maniac as Shae
bounced off the couch and grabbed more drinks. When she came back
she started the movie and sat down right next to me once again.
Sandwiched between Shae and Laura like I was, I wasn't sure how
long I'd make it before I cracked up. And when I looked over and
saw both girls were proudly flaunting their cleavage with matching
low rise tops, I knew I was in trouble.

Somehow, I made it through most of the movie
without losing it. And as the minutes ticked by and the beer made
its way to my brain, I started to loosen up. Shae and Laura talked
the whole movie; sometimes to me, and sometimes to each other.
Sometimes even to the TV. But the conversations were pleasant and
the movie, what little I actually managed to see, didn't seem that
bad. For the first time since I'd moved in, I actually felt
comfortable.

I should have known it wasn't going to last.
Everything went downhill when Shae dragged me into the middle of an
argument she was having with Laura.

"Aaron, answer this for us. Who's hotter?"
She paused. "Damon or Pitt?"

If I'd heard the whole question, maybe what
happened next could have been avoided. But as soon as I heard Shae
ask me who was hotter, my mind spun out of control and my head
filled with thoughts of the two girls posing in front of me as I
tried to decide which one looked better.

"I uhh... I can't answer that." I could feel
my cheeks growing hot but that wasn't my main worry. My pants were
growing tight.

"Ohh come on," Laura said as she leaned over,
letting me look right down her shirt as it fell away from her body,
"It's an easy question."

"Yeah, easy," said Shae.

"I can't... I have to go to the bathroom." I
stood up quickly, which was the worst mistake I could have made.
While I was still sitting it was easy to hide my growing boner from
the girls. But now that I was standing, there was no denying the
erection that was tenting my shorts.

"Ohh Gosh! Look at it Shae!" giggled Laura as
she pointed at me.

"Well that explains a lot. Why didn't you
tell us Aaron?"

"Tell you? I just need to pee. That's
all!"

Laura laughed as I tried to push by. But once
again Shae grabbed my hand and refused to let go. "It's okay Aaron.
If you're gay, you're gay. You don't need to hide it from us."

Gay?

Gay!

"I'm not gay!"

Laura laughed again. "Then why did you pop a
woody the second we mentioned Brad Pitt? And come on, no straight
guy is that into The Notebook. You've barely looked away from the
screen all night."

"I'm not gay!"

Shae shrugged and let go of my hand. "Look,
we're totally cool with it. Watch." She slid into my spot and ran
her hand over Laura's leg as I watched. Shae's touch continued up
her side, her chest, her neck. With a hand behind her head, Shae
pulled Laura's head forward as she tilted her own to the left.
Their lips met and both girls closed their eyes as they relaxed
into the shared kiss.

Blood rushed south and the half pitched tent
turned into a real problem. In a hurry I made for the hall. They'd
done it again. They were just waiting to tease me.

Shae called out to me before I slammed my
door shut. "Ohh come on Aaron! We were just playing! Come
back!"

I hesitated for a moment, but only just. My
door closed behind me and I slid to the floor with my back against
the wall. I wasn't sure what was worse. The fact that I'd let my
roommates get to me again, or the fact that even after everything
that'd just happened, my cock was still hard and my head was filled
with thoughts of Shae and Laura.

I really needed another beer.

But as long as the girls were still out
there, I was staying in my room. And that's exactly what I did. For
three more hours, I sat on my bed just waiting for Shae and Laura
to head to their own rooms.

The sound of giggling finally died away.

Did they go to bed?

There was only one way to find out. Slowly, I
opened my door, praying that the hinges would open without the
tell-tale creak. I'd had enough of Laura and Shae for one
night.

The lights were still on in the living room
but the apartment was silent. Had the girl's gone out? Was I the
only one here? I moved down the hall quietly in case the girls were
still around. Please be gone. Please be gone.

But as I crossed into the living room on my
way to the kitchen, my hopes were dashed. I could see the back of
both girls’ heads on the couch and for a moment, I almost ran back
to my room. But when I saw the TV was on but the movie they'd was
just looping the title screen, I realized my tormentors were fast
asleep.

Another few steps and I was beginning to see
the full picture. Scattered across the coffee table were over a
dozen beer bottles as well as a bong and small scarecrow made up of
nothing but pot stems. That explains the giggling.

Laura and Shae were passed out on opposite
sides of the large leather couch. And whatever they were doing
before sleep over took them must have been crazy. Shae's shirt was
off and the strap of her light pink bra had slipped off her left
arm. Either by accident or by design, her pale pink areola crested
above the top of her bra like a moon rising into the sky. Half
an inch more and I'd see her nipple too. Come on gravity!

Shae's top might have disappeared but Laura's
wardrobe malfunction seemed to be the more severe of the two.
Letting my eyes wander down Laura's toned form, with flawlessly
tanned skin that looked so smooth, I couldn't help but wonder again
at just what the girls had been up to.

My shorts grew tight as my eyes drifted over
Laura. She was stripped down to nothing but her bra and panties as
she slept on the couch with her head back and one of her feet up on
the table. Her ass was eating the small black panties that she was
wearing, leaving one of her round cheeks on display. I took a step
closer. My beer could wait.

 

But as I took another step towards the
sleeping girls, Laura's propped up foot shifted and her leg fell to
the floor. I jumped back and nearly ran to my room before I caught
myself and saw that the blonde was still fast asleep. But now her
legs were wide open. And from her new angle, I could make out the
swell of her lips through the sheer undies. And something else too.
The crotch of her underwear looked darker than the rest. Is
she... wet?

I moved closer again, unsure as to where my
newfound courage was coming from. I could barely stand to be in the
same room as the two girls when they were awake, but now, here,
with the two beauties passed out on the couch, I was like a moth to
a flame. And before I knew it, my hand was out in front of me,
reaching for the waistband of my roommate's panties.

What the fuck am I doing?! I pulled
back at the last second. This wasn't me. I didn't do things like
this! I stepped back and ran to the kitchen. I came out here for a
reason. It was time to just get my beer and lock myself in my room
until morning. Or maybe the afternoon. I had to give the girls time
to clean up and clear out. Hell, maybe I'd never leave my room
again.

Beer bottles rattled when I pulled open the
refrigerator door. And when the light flickered to life, lighting
up the sparse interior, I lost myself in the pale glow. All I could
think about were the two girl's on my couch. I'd gone to bed every
night I lived with the girls, wondering what they looked like under
their jeans. Now I knew and I couldn't get the wonderful images out
of my head. My cock throbbed as I picture them both.

I shook my head from side to side and grabbed
as many beer bottles as I could carry in two hands. I closed the
fridge door and kept my head down as I headed out of the kitchen. I
couldn't look at the girls again. I couldn't do what I'd been
thinking about a minute ago.

Fate had other plans for me. When I saw the
pink painted toenails at the edge of the carpet that connected to
the kitchen tile, it took me a moment to register what I was
seeing. My head started to spin as my eyes slid up the creamy white
legs that I'd recognize anywhere. What is she doing here? Did I
wake her up?

I looked up nervously at Shae and nearly
dropped the four bottles of beer I was holding in the process. Not
only had she woken up, but she'd ditched her bra in the process.
Now my redheaded roommate was blocking the way to my room and for
the first time in my life, I was face to face with a real pair of
nipples.

And what an amazing sight they were. Pink and
puffy, they were pointing straight at me; capstones to Shae's
perfectly round breasts. I licked my lips as I looked at her bare
skin, and only pulled my tongue back into my mouth when I heard her
giggle at the sight of me. I couldn't believe this was
happening.

”So... like what you see then Aaron?" she
asked as she took a step into the kitchen.

"I uhh... I wasn't, I mean I didn't! They
were just there and I couldn't... I need to go!" I tried to push
past the half naked co-ed in front of me but Shae threw her arms
out and blocked me from leaving the small kitchen. And when she
did, I couldn't help but notice the tiny tremors set in motion
across her perfect chest. Her breasts bounced in front of me,
begging to be held in cupped hands.

"Well don't run off yet." She reached out and
took the beer bottles from my trembling hands. Once they were
safely on the counter, she took another step towards me. "Do you
want to touch them Aaron? Would you like that?" She smiled shyly
and took hold of my wrists. Slowly, she lifted my hands from my
sides. "It's okay to touch Aaron. I want you to touch."

Wants me to touch? "But earlier, you
and Laura..." My fingers made contact with her warm skin. Shae shut
her eyes and let her head fall backwards, spilling her fiery red
hair down over her shoulders as my palms pressed against her
nipples. I couldn't believe this was happening.

"We were teasing you. You're so cute when you
get nervous." Her head snapped back and her emerald eyes opened.
"Like right now. Your face is redder than my hair." Her giggle
split the tension like a hot knife through butter. "So cute." Shae
took another step forward. Her body was only inches from me now. I
could feel her breath on my neck.

"I thought... I didn't think you liked me..."
I was dumbstruck, staring into Shae's eyes as my hands rested on
her breasts. I didn't know what to do.

But Shae did. Her hands slid over mine and
moved my fingers into position around her puffy nipples. Her eyes
drilled into me as she made me roll her perky tits between my thumb
and forefinger. And when she forced my fingers together, making me
squeeze those pink nubs, Shae bit her lip and let out a sigh from
deep in her throat. I'd never heard a real girl make a noise like
that before.

"Do you want me Aaron?" Her hands dropped
away from mine. I watched as her fingers disappeared under the
waistband of her tiny pink shorts. "Mmmm. I'm so wet right now. You
should feel."

Before I could stop her, she was pulling my
hand down towards her crotch. My fingers were suddenly wet and
resting against her slick lips, with my palm pressed into her downy
mound. And when I looked into her eyes, half in fear, half in
confusion, all I saw was longing on her face. She wanted this. She
wanted me. My finger slipped inside.

Warm, tight. I couldn't believe in the space
of a few minutes I'd gone from having kissed a girl once in high
school to sliding into third base. Am I dreaming? Did I stroke
out in my room? But if I was dreaming, I never wanted to wake
back up. Shae was moaning as my finger wiggled inside of her and my
other hand eagerly twiddled her nipples. And when she dipped
forward to drop a string of kissed up my neck, I nearly fainted.
This kind of thing just didn't happen to guys like me.

Her mouth found mine and her tongue slipped
out to find a dance partner which I was more than willing to
provide. The redhead's hands were all over me now, tugging at my
shirt and running across my sides. Her touch felt good, but she was
aiming too high. My cock ached in pain as it pressed into my mesh
shorts, begging to be let loose. My finger, scratch that, fingers
inside of Shae felt amazing but I wanted an entirely different part
of my anatomy wedged between her thick pussy lips.

She noticed too. My erection pressed into her
leg and her mouth pulled away from mine. For a moment I thought I'd
ruined the moment somehow, but when I saw the crooked smile settle
on her beautiful face, I knew that the moment wasn't lost.

"Someone's eager," she said with a smirk. Her
hand slid across the front of my shorts, stopping for a moment to
give my cock a squeeze. Her eyes widened a bit. "And I have to say
I'm surprised Aaron. How are you so shy with a dick that big?"

Big? I'm big? Holy shit I'm big! As if
she spoke some magic word, the butterflies in my stomach settled
for the first time since this all started. With a newfound
confidence, I made my move. "So, you want to uhh, head back to my
room then? We could, ummm, you know..."

Shae squeezed me again through my shorts, but
then she stepped away from me, taking her sweet, wet pussy, her
perfectly squeezable breasts, her kissable lips and her teasing
hand out of my reach. My heart dropped.

No!

But Shae didn't turn and run. She was still
smiling, maybe even smiling more now. "Why don't we skip your room.
I think the couch would be better."

"The couch? But what about Laura? Isn't she
still sleeping?"

She nodded. "All the more reason to stay out
here Aaron. And if you want to get into my panties again, I have a
little mission for you first. Think you can handle it?"

I didn't care what she wanted me to do. I had
to get back into her panties. I wanted her. I needed her!
"Anything! Just tell me and I'll do it."

"I thought so." Shae picked up one of my
beers and popped off the cap. "Well before we do anything, I want
to make sure you're ready to handle me."

"I am! I can handle you. I'll do whatever you
want me to do!"

She smiled and took a swig. "Ohh sweetie, I'm
sure you will. But before I let you slide into me with that huge
cock of yours, I want to see what you have. Think of it like an
audition."

"An audition? What?"

"Yes Aaron, an audition. I want you to go
into the living room and I want you to lay Laura down. I want to
watch you pull off those wet little panties of hers and I want to
watch you fuck her like you'd fuck me. I want to see what kind of
man you are. Think you can do that?"

Fuck her best friend? While she was still
asleep? "But Laura is sleeping and I can't just walk up to her
and you know... Can I... Can I do something else?"

Shae shook her head from side to side. "I
only sleep with real men Aaron. And a real man takes what he wants.
And don't think I didn't see you before you came in here. You want
Laura. You almost took her already."

She saw me! Fuck! Is this... Is she
playing with me? "I didn't do anything! I stopped! Please,
don't tell anyone. I won't do it again!"

She stepped back in and grabbed me by the
shoulders before spinning me around and pushing me into the living
room. A moment later and she was behind me, with her arms wrapped
around my waist and her lips pressed to my ear. "Well, if you want
to get any action tonight, you better do it again. You can have us
both Aaron. You just need to take it. Fuck her. Fuck Laura. Lay her
down, spread her legs, and fuck that cunt with that sledgehammer
you're packing!"

My heart was hammering in my chest as I
listened to Shae. What she was saying... What she wanted me to do.
She's sleeping. I can't just... But Shae. I really want to have
fun tonight with Shae.

"Well? What's it going to be Aaron?"

My beer soaked brain was running a mile a
minute but I couldn't stay on a straight path. I'd wanted what Shae
was offering since I'd met the two girls months ago. Every day in
this apartment with them had been torture for me. The girls were
all I thought about, but this was wrong! Slowly, I shook my head.
"I need to go back to my room..."

With agonizing slowness, Shae stroked me as
she spoke. "Think about this Aaron. If you go and lock yourself in
your room tonight, you might never get this chance again." Her hand
picked up speed. My knees were shaking so hard that I had to lean
against her just to stay standing. "And it's not like she doesn't
want it Aaron. You're all Laura talks about. She thinks you’re cute
but she doesn't want to make the first move. This could be it. You
could have her. Or me." Shae smiled wickedly. "Or maybe both of us.
I don't mind sharing."

I was about to blow my load right there. I
pulled Shae's hand from my shorts and dipped out of her grasp,
escaping the craziness I'd somehow stepped right into the middle
of. "I have to go!"

"Aaron! Wait!"

I had every intention of going back to my
room and locking the door behind me, but as soon as I saw Laura
there on the couch, with her legs still spread and a dreamy smile
on her pretty face, I forgot about every conviction I had. My cock
knocked my moral compass to the floor and took its place before I
could notice. Now my feet were carrying me towards the couch
instead of my bed.

I can't do this. I can't do this. I can't
do this. I looked behind me and saw Shae watching with a smile.
Her eyebrows arched and she pointed at her sleeping friend as if to
say, "What are you waiting for?"

I turned back to Laura and dropped my hand
into my pants. I'd never been so hard. My cock was throbbing in
pain. I couldn't think! I knew what I thought was right, but I also
knew what I wanted. I held my breath and reached for Laura's
panties.

My fingers touched the lacy waistband of her
satin undies and I hesitated again. My brain was a mess of
screaming voices, with most urging me to rip my roommate’s panties
right off of her body. But instead of hooking my fingers into the
elastic band of her panties, my fingers ran down the front of her
underwear, tracing the soft curves of her crotch.

Shae's lips pressed to my ear as I hesitated.
"Can't you feel how wet she is Aaron? She wants this. Touch her and
tell me I'm wrong."

My fingers brushed against the damp spot
between Laura's legs. She'd soaked through her panties.

"Just think of how easy you'll slide into her
Aaron. You could make her happy. But if you don't believe me, push
her panties to the side. Slide those fingers of yours into her
slit. And when you do, watch her moan." Her tone became more
insistent. "Go on, finger her Aaron. Do what you did to me in the
kitchen."

With Shae at my ear and my cock throbbing,
everything started to make sense. I'm just testing. It's okay if
I'm just testing. It's only a finger. I pushed her panties to
one side and saw Laura's smoothly waxed pussy for the first time. I
almost forgot about my finger test as I stared at the lovely lines
of her sex. My cock wanted to jump out of my pants and plunge head
first between her glistening lips but Shae's fingers pressing into
my shoulders reminded me of my mission.

I started slowly, running my fingers down her
slit before pressing down and letting my digit glide between her
folds. I was in up to my knuckle when I finally looked away from
Laura's crotch. She was still asleep. I looked back down.

Shae poked me again, harder this time. "Stick
another one up there. The more then better."

A second finger slid into the sleeping girl,
then a third. And when I wiggled them inside of her, I finally got
a response. Laura arched her back and pressed her body down against
my hand, driving my fingers even deeper into her hole as she sighed
softly. I thought I was going to have a heart attack right there,
but when I saw Laura's eyes were still shut tight, I relaxed.
She's still sleeping.

Shae whispered into my ear again. "See? She
wants this Aaron. She wants you. Make her happy Aaron. Give
her what she's dreaming about right now."

So beautiful. My fingers slid out of
Laura before I laid her down across the couch. She didn't stir as I
switched her positions and she didn't seem to mind when I popped
the clasp on her front opening bra. If I was going to do this, I
wanted to see all of her. I wanted to touch all of her. And when
her cups fell away from her small breasts, I wasn't disappointed by
my decision.

Laura's breasts were amazing. Unlike Shae's
creamy white mounds that spilled over my cupped hands, Laura's
smaller pair fit perfectly in my palms. Her naturally tanned skin
gave way to two light brown buds. And when my fingers traced the
edge of her nipples, they swelled under my touch. I couldn't help
but taste one. When my lips touched Laura's tit, her whole body
shook. The air filled with soft, sleepy moans.

"Fuck her Aaron. Take that cock out and do
it. Come on!"

With my eyes tipped up but my mouth still
locked around Laura's puffy nipple, I saw Shae standing next to the
couch. One of her hands was teasing her own nipples. It took me a
moment to find her other hand. But when I did, everything finally
made sense. Shae didn't want an audition. She wanted a show. And
with the way her panties were moving as her hand wriggled around
between her legs, she was enjoying it so far.

If she wanted a show, I'd give her a show. I
pulled my head away from Laura's chest but sucked on her nipple
until gravity pulled her tit from between my lips with an audible
pop. The time for foreplay was over. With my fingers wrapped around
the waistband of her wet panties, I slid Laura's undies down her
legs and over her ankles. When they were free altogether, I threw
them across the living room. It didn't matter where they
landed.

My shorts joined her panties on the ground
and my cock bobbed gratefully in front of me as my hands returned
to Laura's legs. I heard Shae gasp when she finally saw what I'd
been hiding, which only made me that much harder. I pushed Laura's
legs apart and climbed between them. This was it.

My silky hood slid across Laura's wet lips
twice before I managed to shift my hips enough to slide into her.
But the false starts were well worth the wait. Nothing I'd ever
done to myself had ever felt this good. Laura's tight pussy wrapped
itself around my shaft, squeezing my dick as I pressed deeper into
her.

She felt too amazing and I was too
inexperienced to know how to please a woman, even if she was passed
out. All I knew was that I needed to cum. So I started pumping, and
I started quick.

Too quick. If it hadn't been for a flick
across the ear by Shae, I would've cum in the first twenty seconds.
But the pain in my ear distracted me long enough to kill any orgasm
I was about to have. She didn't care. I was her entertainment and
she wanted it her way.

"Slower Aaron. And deeper. Press your hips
against hers. Grind yourself on her clit. I want to hear her moan
with your dick inside of her. And trust me, it's not easy to get a
girl to moan."

Slower. I thought about ignoring Shae's
advise and continuing until I came, but when I looked over and saw
her pawing at herself with her eyes half closed and her cheeks as
red as her hair, I decided to listen. If it wasn't for her, I'd
still be wondering what a woman's body pressed against mine felt
like. I owed her that much.

My hips slowed and I pressed myself against
Laura every time I drove my cock deep. I even managed to kiss her
nipples as I worked. And when Laura started sighing softly in her
sleep, I knew I was on the right track.

So did Shae. I thought it was Laura at first
until I heard both of the girls moan at the same time, with their
sighs of pleasure complimenting each other. It was music to my
ears. They are moaning because of me.

My slow, measured pumps gave way to more
animalistic urges as my ego took over. My pace picked up and my
hips slammed home with more force than before, sending Laura's
small breasts swaying as I watched. Her body jerked a tiny bit with
each of my thrusts, and if it was possible, her pussy managed to
get even tighter. I was in heaven.

Or at least I was until I looked up from
Laura's bouncing breasts to see her eyes flutter open. She rubbed
her eyes and for a moment I thought she was going to fall right
back asleep, but when her head raised from the armrest of the
couch, my heart stopped.

"Aaron?" she asked as her face scrunched up
in confusion.

Holy fuck! What do I do?!

I didn't have to do anything. In my panic I
hadn't even stopped thrusting into my sleepy roommate. As I stared
into Laura's eyes like a deer into headlights, Shae stepped in and
leaned down to whisper into Laura's ear.

"You're dreaming sweetie. And it's a good
dream too."

This will never work!

Laura's eyes shut again and her head fell
back to the armrest. Her hips slid down and her legs opened a
little wider. She smiled as my cock slid deep again. And between
breathy sighs, she managed to say one more thing before falling
back asleep. "It's a great dream..."

I couldn't hold back any longer. Two of the
most beautiful women I knew were here with me, naked. One had just
said I was great as I slid in and out of her sopping wet hole while
the other watched us with her hand between her thighs. I was a
virgin until a few minutes ago. Now I had two women moaning
uncontrollably.

A few more thrusts and I erupted. I tried to
hold back but no amount of thinking about baseball was stopping me
this time. I grunted as I slammed my hips forward, smashing myself
against Laura and driving my cock as deep as it could go. Hot loads
of cum shot deep into my sleeping roommate as my face contorted in
ecstasy. I'd never felt so alive.

Shae couldn't take it anymore. As I pulled
out, I saw her eyes close. Her hand quit moving between her legs
and she nearly doubled over as she turned scarlet. She was holding
her breath and when she let it out twenty seconds later, the sounds
of her orgasm filled my ears.

I collapsed against the couch, not even
bothering to clean myself off. My cock bounced in front of me,
glistening in the artificial light of the room and refusing to go
down. I was still horny. Cumming had barely taken the edge off.

Shae sat down next to me and closed her eyes.
Her hand was still buried in the crotch of her panties but her
fingers weren't moving anymore. Her breasts bobbed with every
breath she took and my cock jumped in time with her tits. I had no
idea what I was doing but I knew one thing; I wasn't ready to
disappear back into my room. Shae had promised me something and I
wanted to collect.

With my cock still hard as steel, I worked up
the nerve to ask her the one questions on my mind. "Shae? Think we
could, uhh, have sex now?"

Her head rolled across the back of the couch,
swinging her face towards mine. She opened one eye lazily and gave
me a weak smile. "I'm tired now Aaron. Think we could rain check
that?"

You've got to be kidding me! I knew she
was fucking with me! Anger swelled within me as I watched her
roll her head in the other direction. After all of that, I was
nothing but a joke to her. Nothing had changed. How did I fall for
it again?

With a sleeping girl on either side of me, a
hard cock that refused to go down, and two perfect pairs of breasts
to stare at, I did what any man would do in my position. I grabbed
my dick and started pumping. But as I touched myself, Shae's voice
floated through my head.

"I only sleep with real men. And a real man
takes what he wants."

Was this a test? Did she want to see what
kind of man I was? I looked at Shae. The slow, steady rhythm of her
breathing didn't look like she was faking sleep. But she'd been the
one that wanted me to fuck our passed out roommate.

Just do it. She promised.

I rose to my feet and moved in front of Shae.
I had no idea what I was going to say when I woke her up, but the
longer I let her sleep, the more my courage waned. My hands fell to
her shoulders and I shook her, sending her breasts bouncing wildly
and making my cock ache just that much more.

Her green eyes opened and when she looked up
at me I could see how annoyed she was. "What the hell Aaron? I told
you, I'm ti...auugghh!"

I panicked. As soon as her eyes locked onto
mine I froze up, but when her mouth opened and she started in on
me, something snapped. My hand shot out and grabbed a clump of her
scarlet hair. And before she knew what was happening, I was jamming
my cock into her open mouth.

I could see the surprise on her face and I
had no doubt that I wore the same exact look. But when I saw what
I'd done, I recovered quickly. My hand tightened around her hair
and I looked down at my roommate with the most serious eyes I could
manage. I probably looked like a fool but it didn't matter. I had
one shot at making this work. I had to show her I was a real
man.

"Shut up and suck Shae. You aren't going to
talk your way out of this one." I tugged on her hair again just to
prove my point. She squeaked in pain. But when I loosened my grip,
her hand came up and held the base of my cock. Slowly, she pushed
her head forward, never letting her eyes leave mine.

Holy shit it's working! "Now lick. I
want you to clean me off. I want you to lick every last drop of her
from my cock."

Shae slid back, letting my dick fall from her
mouth. She paused for a moment and stared up at me from her place
on the couch but I just stared right back. With an arched eyebrow
and a finger pointing down at my cock, I sent the same message that
Shae had given me earlier in the night.

I wasn't sure who was more surprised about
what was going on, me or her. I'd never felt confident before. And
it was clear that Shae hadn't expected this. But as I looked down
at my roommate, I saw a small smile blossom on her face. Her eyes
dropped to my meat and her head tilted forward once more. But
instead of taking my tip between her lips and sliding me into the
back of her throat, she let her tongue run across my shaft, licking
off any trace of my time in Laura's tight pussy.

Her tongue was just teasing me now. With
every lick down the shaft, she would give two to the sensitive
ridge of my head. My whole body shook when she sucked on my tip,
and when she started to pump her hand over my hard cock, I almost
let her finish me off with her mouth.

But before she could, I pulled my hips back.
As good as a BJ might have felt, and as much as I wanted to see
Shae swallow every last drop of my cum, there was something I
wanted even more. I wanted to know what her pussy felt like,
wrapped around my dick. And as I watched Shae drag her tongue over
my skin, an idea began to form.

"You promised me something in the kitchen and
I kept my end of the bargain. Now it's time to keep yours. Get on
your knees. Face Laura."

Shae didn't move. She just stared at me with
her lips pursed tightly and a look of defiance on her face. Her
falling asleep might not have been a test but I was sure this
little act was. A quick tug on her hair and a sharp look broke her
resolve.

I let go of Shae's hair long enough to pull
her pink booty shorts down to her knees. And a moment later, the
white thong she was wearing joined her shorts. My hand returned to
her hair as soon as her pants were down and from my new position
behind my roommate, I felt powerful. I was in control and I was
loving it!

I tugged on Shae's hair again, forcing her to
bend her head back as I talked. "Remember how you said you didn't
mind sharing? Well I thought about it and I agree. It would be rude
not to share." I tugged again, just enough to elicit a tiny squeak
from Shae. "So since you did such a good job cleaning me up, I
thought you could do the same for Laura. She's leaking all
over."

My hand left her hair and found her hips
instead. As she dipped her body and buried her head between Laura's
legs, I lined myself up with Shae's shy looking pussy, peeking out
from between her trim thighs. And as soon as I heard the sound of
Shae's tongue on Laura's skin, I pressed myself forward, splitting
Shae with such force that her muffled moan woke up Laura for a
second time.

Laura blinked rapidly and pushed herself to
her elbows before letting out a soft sigh. I watched as she looked
down to find herself naked, with Shae between her legs and me
behind Shae. I wasn't sure if Shae was even aware that Laura had
woken up, but when Laura looked and me, and then down at her best
friend, her eyes shut once more and she leaned back against the
couch. "Such good dreams tonight..."

Shae's head shot up and she turned her head
to look at me with wide eyes. Her chin was wet with Laura's juices
which only made the grin on my face spread. But we weren't stopping
now. I slammed my hips against Shae's round ass and was rewarded by
the look of sheer ecstasy that passed over her face as my cock hit
deep. And when I pointed down at Laura's still dripping pussy, Shae
turned back to her friend and dropped her head once more. I'd never
felt so alive.

I was in no hurry now. Shae's tight hole felt
amazing and I wanted to cum but I knew as soon as I did, the game
would be over. She knew it too. With muscles I didn't even know
girls had, Shae was bearing down on my dick, squeezing so tight
that I almost came three times from her teasing alone. And even as
I tried to keep control of myself, I knew it was only a matter of
time before I lost control.

I did only a minute later. When Shae raised
her hands to Laura's nipples and began to play with them while I
watched, it was the beginning of the end. Laura started to sigh,
with her breaths coming closer and closer together until her whole
body arched under the hands of Shae. Seeing Laura come from Shae's
touch alone was too much for me. My rhythm picked up, with my hips
slamming home rapidly.

Shae barely had time to push herself back up
to her hand and knees before I blew. My mind blanked as an intense
wave of pleasure passed over me. My fingers dug into the skin of
Shae's hips while my body pressed closely against hers. And as I
filled her up, she surprised me by pushing herself back and
clamping down on my cock.

I wasn't sure what compelled me to dip my
fingers into Shae's pussy after I pulled out. I was still high off
of how I'd taken control earlier. Maybe I wasn't ready to go back
to the way things were just yet. But when she sat up and shimmied
her shorts back into position, I was there waiting for her with wet
fingers, coated in our combined juices.

I didn't say anything when I pressed my
fingers to her mouth. And to her credit, she didn't hesitate to let
my fingers pass her lips. I didn't pull my hand away until she'd
sucked every last drop of us off of my fingers. And when I was
done, I stood up and walked to the kitchen to grab one of the beers
I'd left on the counter. I took a swig as I stared at our couch,
covered in half naked women full of my cum. I still couldn't
believe it.

Shae looked like she wanted to say something
to me, but the words kept getting stuck in her throat. I wanted to
say something too but I was at a loss as well. What do you say in a
situation like this? So I took another sip of my beer instead and
stared off at a wall behind the girls. And when neither one of us
could come up with anything, I finally spoke up as I walked out of
the room. It was the only thing I could think to say after all of
that. I simply said, "Goodnight."

I laid in my bed and stared at the ceiling
for the rest of the night, waiting for sleep to come but unable to
let it claim me. My mind was too busy thinking about what we'd just
done. What was it going to be like in the apartment after this? A
hundred different scenarios flitted in and out of my head until I
finally fell asleep. And when I woke up in the morning, I was
scared to get out of bed.

But not scared enough. Not anymore. Whatever
happened last night, for better or worse, I'd changed. Things might
go wrong if I walked through the door, but I'd never find out if I
didn't make the journey. I steeled myself for the worst and hoped
for the best as I walked out of my room.

Laura and Shae were both up already, with
Laura sitting at our small dining table and Shae leaning against a
wall as she sipped a steaming cup of coffee. They weren't talking,
but when I walked into the room, somehow it got even quieter.

But as I walked to the kitchen, I caught
Laura checking out my crotch with a goofy smile on her face. And as
I passed Shae, I tried to meet her eyes, only to have her drop her
gaze and turn a deep red as she fingered a lock of her hair. She
was smiling as well; deep and genuine.

I smiled as I walked into the kitchen and
dropped a piece of bread into the toaster. This wasn't the best
outcome I could think of, but it was far from the worst. And right
now, that was enough for me.




 


Breeding my Sleeping Virgin Roommate

 


"You okay Katie?" Peter asked as he leaned
across the car and pushed the passenger side door open.

All he could see were a pair of long legs and
a short black skirt until his roommate leaned into the car and
dropped down into the passenger seat. She looked a bit green in the
cheeks and her short skirt with high heels clashed with the bulky
sweatshirt she wore up top.

Katie looked at him through half lidded eyes
and slurred her response. "Just had a bit too much to drink Pete.
Thanks for pickin' me up. Sorry if I ruined your night."

He smiled sheepishly as her hand landed on
his knee. "Hey uhh, anytime you know. Never too busy to help a
friend out."

"You're sweet Pete."

Her touch momentarily distracted Peter. His
mind went to thoughts of his nubile step roommate bent over in
front of him, her tight ass on display as her raven hair touched
the ground and she smiled back at him from between her open legs.
But instead of letting his fantasy go any further, he shook his
head and started the car.

"Sure you're okay? Need me to stop anywhere
on the way back?"

Katie shook her head slowly before she yawned
and leaned her head against the window. "I'm good. I just want to
get home and get to sleep."

He just nodded and pulled the car onto the
road. "Home it is."

She smiled, her eyes already closed. "Thanks
Peter."

But as he drove through the dark to their
shared townhouse, Peter kept asking himself why he drove out here
tonight. He swore he was done doing errands for Katie. He was done
letting her talk him into anything with just a wink and a smile. Or
if he resisted, a hug and a well placed hand.

Six months now; he had put up with her near
constant teasing. She borrowed his things, paid her half of the
rent late and took up his time with her nearly constant personal
issues. And he put up with it all because he just couldn't say no
to the eighteen year old knockout sitting next to him.

He should have never let her move in. He knew
the college freshman would be trouble the day she showed up at his
door, clutching the personal ads. He was fresh out of college
himself and needed someone to help him pay the bills, but she
turned up instead. And all it took was a flip of her hair and a few
nice words for him to let her through the door and into his
life.

He wasn't being fair. He knew it. He wasn't
upset that she needed help from time to time. He was upset that she
didn't want more from him. He wanted to hold her in his arms at
night. To push her hair away from her ear so he could whisper soft,
sweet words to her in the darkness. He wanted to pull the car over
right now and shake her awake to tell her everything.

Instead, Peter turned up the heat in the car
and the radio up. The mellow rhythm of the late night stations
calmed him down. But the heater was about to get Peter worked up
once more. This time for very different reasons.

Katie stirred in the seat next to him as he
struggled to keep his eyes on the dark road. He barely noticed when
she pulled her sweatshirt up over her head, exposing the nearly see
through top she had worn to the party. And as she pulled the bulky
sweatshirt off, she shifted in her seat, allowing her already short
skirt to ride up higher on her legs. When he glanced over to check
on his roommate, he ended up doing a double take. And as he stared
at the younger girl's body, the car slowly pulled to the right.

Peter's eyes scanned over his sleeping
roommate's form. She looked so peaceful. Her dark hair fell around
her shoulders and framed her oval face. Her ruby red lips were
pulled up at corners as she smiled to herself, creating tiny
dimples in her rosy cheeks. Whatever she was thinking about while
she slept, it was making her happy.

Too happy, he noticed. Katie's hands had
disappeared between her thighs and he could tell by the slight way
her arm was twitching that she was moving her hand between her
legs. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. But he couldn't stop
watching either. And when he noticed her perky tits trying to poke
their way out of her top, he couldn't help but want to touch
them.

Peter felt terrible as he had the thought.
She was asleep! He couldn't. It was so wrong.

But wasn't she the one always touching him
inappropriately? Wasn't she the one who would "accidentally" walk
out of the bathroom naked, knowing that he was right outside.
Wasn't she the one who had turned his life for the past six months
into one long case of blue balls? Was it so wrong that he lusted
after her?

He didn't remember letting one hand off of
the steering wheel, nor did her remember reaching across the car to
grab his roommate, but that's exactly what he was doing. Peter
stared at the traitorous hand that was now resting over Katie's
left breast, but instead of pulling it away, he let his fingers
slide over the satiny material of her top, seeking out the perky
nipples that he had seen earlier.

Katie hadn't bothered to wear a bra. Her
young breasts didn't need one. Gravity hadn't ruined her perfect
body yet.

Peter shifted in his seat as his cock swelled
and his fingers found what they were searching for. His heart raced
as he touched his roommate's nipple lightly. He pulled his hand
away quickly, waiting for some type of response from his sleeping
passenger, but she didn't stir.

Emboldened by her inaction, his hand returned
to her chest. But this time he squeezed her entire breast in his
hand before searching out her nipple once more. His cock was
straining against his boxer-briefs as his fingers closed around her
puffy nipple. With only the thin, silky shirt between his hand and
her breast, Peter twiddled her tit between his fingers.

Katie twitched at his touch and let out a
soft sigh. Scared that she was waking up, he tore his hand away
from her quickly and returned his attention to the road. But when
Katie continued not to move, he grew bolder. This time when his
hand returned to her body, he made sure to slip it under her tight
top first.

Katie sighed again, but Peter was watching
her face closely. She wasn't waking up. No, he was playing into
whatever fantasy was going on in her head. Those were sighs of
pleasure and he noticed that her arm was twitching much faster than
before. He wondered just what her fingers were touching between her
legs. Had she pushed her panties to the side and dipped them into
her pussy? Or were they simply tickling her clit as he touched her
tits?

Distracted by his drunken roommate and her
wonderful breasts, Peter forgot about the road. His cock throbbed
painfully and his thoughts were with the hand on her nipple instead
of the hand on the wheel. It wasn't until the car's tires hit the
rumble strip that Peter remembered what he was supposed to be
doing.

A deep hum accompanied by hand numbing
vibrations filled the interior of the car. Peter tore his hand out
from underneath Katie's shirt and gripped the wheel tightly at ten
and two, muscling the car to the left. He overcorrected and nearly
slammed into the concrete barrier dividing the road. As he pulled
the wheel back to the right, Katie sat up straight and gripped the
dashboard with both hands.

"What the hell is going on?" she
screamed.

Peter was sweating. He couldn't look his
roommate in the eye. Not after what he'd done. But she didn't need
to know. She couldn't find out that he'd almost crashed the car
because he was too busy touching her tits. So he lied.

"It was an animal out of nowhere. Ran right
in front of the car. Sorry I woke you up."

Satisfied with the lie, Katie smiled at him
and her hand touched his leg. Peter stiffened in his seat,
painfully aware at just how close her fingers were to his still
erect cock. And as she rubbed his leg up and down, he prayed that
she wouldn't come in contact with his bulge.

"You are so sweet Peter," said Katie as her
hand continued to slide up and down his leg. "I wish I could find a
guy like you."

Katie leaned back into her own seat and in
moments she was sleeping once more. But as Peter looked over at his
roommate, he saw her hands, now resting in her lap. And when he
looked close, he saw the fingers on her right hand glistening under
the dim light in the car.

His hand left the wheel once more, but this
time it was to attend to his painfully erect cock as he drove on
towards home; his mind fixated on how deep Katie had stuck her
fingers within herself to get them that wet.

 


*****

 


Peter held back by the car as his roommate
stumbled drunkenly towards the front door. Her skirt had ridden up
far enough that the bottom of one of her ass cheeks was hanging
out. He caught a glimpse of her round cheek every time she took a
step. Guilt flooded through him as his cock bounced back to life.
What was wrong with him? He shouldn't be watching this.

Katie stopped in the doorway and turned back
to look at him. He looked upset about something and she guessed
that something was her. She'd been picking up on it for weeks now.
She had never meant to move in with him. A misread address and his
inviting smile had done her in. And for awhile everything was
working great. But the sexual tension in the house was reaching a
breaking point. They couldn't go on like this.

She looked at his handsome profile in the
moonlight and wondered for the hundredth time why he wouldn't just
ask her out. She was too nervous herself to ask him so she kept
making up excuses to spend time with Peter. Was he gay? Had she
been barking up the tree this whole time? All she wanted was a
final answer. She wanted to know how he felt about her once and for
all.

And through her drunken haze, and idea
formed.

She smiled at Peter. "You coming inside?"

"In a minute," he said as he looked anywhere
but at her.

Katie shrugged and turned back towards the
house. "Suit yourself," she said as she pulled her silky shirt over
her head, exposing her bare back to her roommate.

Peter's eyes nearly popped from his head as
he watched her shirt hit the front steps before her half naked
frame disappeared into the dark interior of the house. His heart
raced as he wrestled with what he was supposed to do now. She was
teasing him again. What could she want from him now? He couldn't
give into her, but he couldn't just stay out here all night
either.

After waiting as long as he could, Peter
walked into the house. He wasn't sure what he was going to find
waiting for him, but he knew he had to set Katie straight. He had
to get his wayward roommate under control.

He picked up her discarded shirt as he walked
past. But when he closed the door and turned on the hall light, he
saw that the shirt was only the first piece of her clothing she had
removed. Like a trail of breadcrumbs, Katie's clothing marked her
path through the house.

Her shirt was the starting line, followed by
each of her strappy high heels, clearly kicked off as she walked
towards the living room. Her shoes were followed by her incredibly
short skirt. And there, a few feet ahead of the skirt was a black
lace thong. When he picked up the discarded underwear, he felt just
how wet the crotch was.

"Katie?" he said as he walked into the living
room. "You down here?"

No answer. His hand dropped to his cock as he
adjusted himself. He hurt so bad. But he couldn't go to bed to
"fix" his problem yet. Not until he knew where his troublesome
roommate had gone.

Katie's bedroom door was open, but when he
peeked his head inside, the room was empty. "Katie?"

Still no answer.

She wasn't in the bathroom or the study. That
left only once place to check. His bedroom.

His door was closed, but he could see a thin
stream of light from beneath the door. His hand trembled as he
reached for the knob. His heart pounded in his chest and his cock
strained against his pants as he slowly turned the handle and
pushed the door open.

There was Katie, face down on the bed, spread
eagle with her wet pussy on display.

"Shit! Damn it Katie cover up!" he yelled as
he threw his arm across his face. But when he didn't hear her move,
his arm dropped slowly. "Katie? You hear me?"

Peter let himself look. It was his bed she
was on. It was okay to look right now. And as he let his eyes slide
over her naked form, he couldn't help but notice just how round her
ass was, or how plump her pussy lips were. He saw just how wet she
was, and he stared closely at her smooth, hairless mound.

It took him awhile to work his way up to her
face. It was turned to the side, with her hair falling haphazardly
across her cheeks. Her mouth was open and her eyes closed. She had
fallen asleep waiting for him.

"Well fuck," he said to himself. "Now where
the hell am I supposed to sleep?"

He wasn't going to let her have his bed. This
was going too far.

Trying hard not to look at her flawless body
as he moved to the bedside, he reached down to shake her awake, but
wasn't prepared for spark of electricity that shot up his arm when
he touched his roommate's back.

This was what she wanted, he told
himself. She had planned this. She wanted me to climb into bed
with her.

Peter brushed a strand of loose hair away
from Katie's face, tucking it behind her ear.

So beautiful.

His eyes roamed down her body once more. His
hand ran across her back, sliding south to cup one of her firm ass
cheeks. He squeezed it lightly before his lingering touch continued
down her smooth legs. But when his hand ran out of skin underneath
it, his brain snapped back to reality.

"Katie? Hey wake up!" He shook her roughly.
"Come on, get out of my room. You can't be here."

Her only response was to turn her head away
from him and slide her legs open just a little wider.

He tried to lift her, but there was no way he
was moving her. With a sigh and a shrug, he turned away from his
bed and walked out of the room. But before he took two steps, Katie
called out to him.

"Don't go..."

He turned back to his roommate. "Katie? Come
on, get out of my bed."

With her eyes still shut tightly, her right
leg slid out to the side and she repeated herself. "Don't
go..."

Was she still sleeping? Peter couldn't tell.
But he didn't care anymore. There was only so much a man could take
and he'd reached his limit. He knew he shouldn't, but it no longer
mattered. In seconds, his pants were on the floor and his boxers
followed.

Katie didn't stir as he climbed onto the bed.
And when he ran his hands across her back, she didn't move. Peter
leaned in, pressing his body against hers, and whispered into his
roommate's ear, but still she didn't move. Well, except for her
mouth. Peter swore that he saw a smile form as he spoke gently into
her ear.

He grabbed his cock as he pressed his body
against hers. He still couldn't believe he was doing this, but
thoughts of stopping didn't enter his mind anymore. Instead, his
hand slid between her legs and he found out just how wet and ready
his roommate really was.

His fingers slipped between her folds with
ease. With his cock in hand, he nearly blew his load right then.
She was so tight, so warm, so... wet. He wondered if his
roommate was still a virgin. He knew she partied on the weekends,
but she'd never actually brought any guys back to the house.

His fingers plunged deeper into her tight
hole while his other hand worked his shaft. But after only half a
minute, he had to pull his hand from his cock. He wasn't ready to
cum yet. He wanted more. He wasn't just going to whack it then
slink off to sleep on the couch. Not now.

His fingers popped free of Katie's tight
pussy and he slowly brought the wet digits to his mouth. He tasted
her, letting the tanginess of his roommate linger on his tongue
before wiping his fingers across her back. He wanted more than just
a touch and a taste. He wanted the whole thing.

"Katie? Are you awake?" Peter asked as he
positioned himself between her open legs. "It's Pete. I uhh, well,
you were..."

Peter almost lost his nerve as he looked down
at his sleeping roommate at loss for words for what he was about to
do. But when he looked down at her waiting pussy, just begging to
be fucked, his hesitation vanished.

Peter grabbed her hips and pulled Katie
across the bed. He matched up his cock with her juicy hole and
wasted no time pressing himself into her. Her body jerked as his
cock slid deep but her eyes stayed shut and her smile only seemed
to grow wider. A smile of his own spread across his face as he
started to pump his hips against her backside.

God she was tight. It felt almost as if she
was clamping down on his cock with each of his thrusts. But his
roommate was so wet that he had no trouble pushing himself into her
as she slept. He no longer felt guilty. He no longer felt much of
anything. The only thing he was concerned with now was filling her
tight pussy with as much of his cum as he could manage.

In and out; slowly at first for fear of
waking her up. But with each thrust into his roommate, he grew
bolder. His hips picked up speed as he pulled her to her knees and
held her steady. The bed frame creaked with every move he made.

Katie jerked like a rag doll as her Peter
slammed into her again and again, but she didn't blink, didn't
move. And her continued lack of response only encouraged him. The
pleasure built within him until he could hold back no longer. With
a grunt, he filled her hole with his seed.

It felt like he was cumming for a full
minute. Again and again, his cock jumped within his roommate and
thick ropes of semen spilled into her. In a moment of clarity, he
saw Katie standing in the living room, rubbing her swollen belly
and smiling at him. And the thought only made his cock harder.

Finally, he was finished. As he pulled out,
he slapped his roommate's ass, leaving a burning red handprint on
her perfectly round cheek.

That woke her up. Katie's back arched as
Peter slid out from within her.

"Owww!" she screamed as she rolled to her
side, clutching her sore ass in her hands. "Why did you do
that?"

He had no answer. No idea why he'd done it
either. He was too busy trying to hide his glistening cock in his
hands. His face burned brightly as his roommate looked up at him
from on the bed, still oblivious to the fact that only moments ago,
he had been between her legs.

Katie rubbed her sore ass and Peter couldn't
help but watch as her fingers massaged her round rump. She smiled
as she worked her fingers into her sore skin.

"Such a bad boy Peter. Spanking a sleeping
girl. Tsk tsk."

Peter looked down at his feet. "I uhhh...
just... you should go to your own bed..."

Katie didn't move. Instead, she grabbed a
pillow and tucked it under her head as she rolled onto her back and
pushed her legs open with her knees up. She couldn't believe she'd
fallen asleep before she could make her move, but now worked as
well. She stared at Peter from between her swaying legs.

"But I like being in your bed Pete.
You should come join me."

Peter stared at Katie with his mouth wide
open. She still had no idea what had happened only moments ago, but
all she had to do was touch herself to know the truth. Because as
he stood there, staring sheepishly at his naked roommate while
trying to hide his raging erection, he saw thin lines of his own
cum leaking from her tight pussy. His eyes locked on the slowly
reaching stream of his cum, completely oblivious to Katie.

"Like what you see Peter?" she said as her
hands slipped to her thighs and she pushed her legs open wider. The
cum had almost reached her asshole.

"Don't you want to touch it? You could kiss
me down there if you want. Right here." Her fingers dropped to her
labia and she pulled her lips apart to show Peter her tiny pink
clit.

"Or maybe you want to stick that hard cock
you're trying to hide into my cunt. Would you like that Peter? Do
you want to fuck me?" Her fingers slipped across her lower lips and
pulled them away wet. "Look how wet I am Peter. You would just
slide right in. Just imagine how good my tight twat would feel,
squeezing your cock as you took my innocence."

Innocence? Ohh shit. She was a virgin!

"I have to... I can't be here," said Peter as
he turned away from the bed and headed towards the door. What had
he done? She was drunk. She was sleeping. What the fuck was going
on?

Katie sighed called out for him as his
fingers touched the knob. "Wait Peter! Don't go. I was only
teasing. You can have your bed back." But as Peter turned around,
Katie saw the white slick of Peter's cum on one of her fingers.
"What's this? Wait? Did you..."

Ohh fuck I'm screwed, thought Peter as
he buried his head in his hands and mumbled an apology that didn't
make it past his lips.

Katie sat up and buried her fingers into her
pussy. When she pulled them back out, they were coated in a mix of
her juices and his. "You fucked me already! Holy shit." She stared
at Peter and wiped her fingers off on the sheets. "You fucked me
and you weren't even going to tell me. You didn't even wake me up.
I don't get you Pete."

She wasn't angry. He could hear it in her
voice. And when he looked up at her, the wicked smile spreading
across her face confirmed it. But that didn't stop Peter from
spitting out apologies and excuses as fast as he could think of
them.

Katie stopped him. Six months of waiting and
she finally had her answer. She crawled off the bed and walked over
to Peter before pressing a finger to his mouth and the rest of her
body against his. "Shhh. I'm not mad that you fucked me Pete. I'm
just upset that you didn't wake me up first."

Without warning, Katie dropped to her knees
and pulled Peter's cock from his hands. She looked up at him, a
grin on her face and her eyes wide before she dropped her gaze to
his meat, only inches from her mouth. He sighed as her lips kissed
the tip of his cock, and he shuttered in ecstasy as he watched her
pull away from his dick for a moment to lick the wet drip of cum
from her lips.

"You taste yummy Peter," said Katie before
sliding his whole cock into her mouth.

His eyes rolled back as her tongue slipped
and slid along his shaft. Her head bobbed and her lips, which
formed a perfect seal around his shaft, slid across the ridge of
his hood; making him shutter again with pleasure. And when she slid
his cock out of her mouth with an audible pop, she blew on his tip,
her cool breath sending shivers through his body.

Katie grabbed Peter's balls and massaged them
gently while she stroked his dick in her hand. Ever so gently, she
turned him towards the bed, never stopping her teasing torment. And
when his knees pressed into the mattress, she pushed him backwards.
Once he was seated on the bed, she pushed his legs open and dipped
her head down on his cock once more.

Somehow in Peter's mind, Katie going down on
him was far better than the fucking he'd given her earlier. Maybe
it was the warm smiles she kept giving him every time her mouth
slipped from his shaft, or maybe it was the doe eyed look she
passed him as she sucked pre-cum from his tip. Whatever it was, it
was filling him with happiness. He leaned back and closed his eyes,
losing himself in the moment.

He didn't want to think about why his
roommate was so good at giving head, but she had talent. In only a
few minutes, he felt the need to shoot his load once more. Giving
Katie no warning at all, his hand fell to the back of her head and
he pushed his cock deeply into the back of her throat as he came.
Thick rivulets of salty cum filled her mouth and he sighed as he
heard her gag on his load.

Peter looked down at his roommate, her eyes
wide as she gagged and smacked his knees. But he didn't let her up.
"Take it all Katie. Swallow every last drop. This is for every time
you've shaken that perfect ass at me so I'd help you out."

Her eyes closed as she relaxed and swallowed.
Peter let go of her head and she let him slip from her mouth
slowly, making sure to lick every last drop from his stiff cock.
She smiled at him, then opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out
to show him that she had swallowed it all. She liked this Peter.
Strong, in control. Her pussy ached as she looked up at him, her
hands on his knees.

"So good Peter. But I want you in my pussy,
not my mouth." She stood up and put her hands on his shoulders,
slowly pushing him down onto the bed. "Fuck me Peter. Fuck me while
I'm awake. I've wanted you for so long."

Peter resisted his roommate for a moment, but
only a moment. She'd wanted him just as much as he'd wanted her.
When his back hit the mattress, his head filled with the thought of
how good his cock felt when her tight twat had been wrapped around
him.

"You wanted this since you moved in?" he
asked as he touched her tits and kissed her collarbone.

"Yes Pete," her hand wrapped around his cock,
"I've been waiting for you to step up and be a man. Now fuck me! I
need it Pete!"

Even though he'd already gotten two orgasms,
his throbbing erection was still as hard as steel. He looked into
the wanting eyes of his roommate and knew he couldn't resist. He
would take her again, but on his own terms.

Peter wrapped his arms around his roommate
and rolled her onto her back while he positioned himself on top of
her. She smiled at him as her hands drifted up and down his body,
but instead of gently touching her like she had been expecting, his
hands wrapped around her wrists before pulling her arms above her
head.

Peter's eyes narrowed as he stared at his
writhing roommate. "You've been a very bad girl Katie. Teasing me
for months. You have no idea what you've been missing."

"I could say the same to you." She pressed
her naked body against his. "All these months of trying to get you
to ask me out. Now show me what I've been missing Pete."

Peter let go her for wrist and kissed her
deeply before pulling away and slapping her on her the side of her
hip. "Turn over and get on all fours."

Katie rolled onto her stomach without
hesitation and scrambled to the middle of the bed where she propped
herself up on her hands and knees. She looked behind her at Peter,
her eyes sparkling and her smile as wide as possible.

"Like this Pete?" she asked as she rotated
her hips. She still couldn't believe this was finally
happening.

Peter climbed back onto the bed with his
roommate and his hands dropped to her round ass. "Just like this
Katie."

His fingers slipped into her tight pussy, and
when he pulled them back out, they were soaking wet. "So wet." He
pressed his fingers against her asshole and smiled when she jumped.
"But I've already had your pussy. I'm still dripping from you."

"Peter that's not my pussy. That hurts!"

He pressed his fingers harder against his
roommate's tightly clenched asshole. "I know Katie. I'm going to
fuck you again, but you don't get to pick the hole." One final hard
push and his barely lubed fingers overpowered her clenched ring,
sliding roughly into her ass. He pulled and pushed his fingers back
and forth, savoring the confused moans slipping from his roommate's
mouth.

Peter removed his fingers completely. "Pull
your cheeks apart Katie. I'm going to make every day we've danced
around each other worth it tonight."

"Please Peter, I want you in my pussy!"

Peter's hands came down quickly, one on each
ass cheek. The double spank made Katie cry out in pain, but it also
ended any arguing. With her face buried in a pillow and her ass
still up in the air, she reached back and pulled her supple cheeks
apart.

As she hid her face in the soft pillow, Katie
wondered if she'd made a mistake. She knew Peter was kind and
willing to give all that he had to someone in need, but she'd never
expected this. His timid attitude in public was hiding a man who
knew what he wanted in private and the chill that though sent down
her spine both frightened her and made her clit tingle.

Peter's hand ran down her back. "Glad you
decided to listen Katie. Now relax and trust me."

Katie bit down on the pillow in front of her
mouth, expecting pain to blossom immediately in her backside, but
the pain never came. Instead, a pleasurable pressure filled her
pussy as her Peter pushed himself deeply into her wet hole. She
sighed into the pillow as he thrust himself into her again and
again. And behind tightly closed eyelids, her eyes rolled back.

Peter heard the muffled moans and smiled
wickedly. His roommate's tight pussy felt as good as it had
earlier, but this was only a tease. He was only getting his cock
wet for the real show. And when he was ready, he pulled himself all
of the way out of his roommate's dripping pussy.

But when he pressed his hips forward again,
his cock aimed higher and his spear pierced his roommate's tight
ass before she could tense herself to stop him. Peter sighed as his
dick sunk into her ass. Her pussy was tight, but he could barely
fit into her asshole.

Katie didn't notice the change immediately.
She felt Peter pull out, and felt him push back in. But it wasn't
until his hips bashed against her cheeks that she realized he was
no longer in her pussy. Pain spread across her stretched asshole,
but a strange pleasure filled her core. He was hitting something
within her that her fingers had never touched and his cock couldn't
reach. And whatever it was, it felt wonderful.

"Touch yourself Katie. Make yourself feel
good." said Peter as he pushed himself in and out.

She moaned into the pillow as he fucked her
ass. Using both hands, she slipped a few fingers into her pussy
while other fingers brushed against her clit. She could feel his
thick cock within her when she pushed her fingertips against the
wet wall of her pussy. She moaned again.

"You like this don't you Katie? You like
being my little cumslut don't you?"

Katie nodded quickly, her head still buried
in the pillow.

Peter's hips picked up speed. "I can't hear
you Katie. I want to hear you say it. Tell me what you want."

Katie turned her head to the side and managed
to choke out words in between frantic moans of pleasure. "I want...
I want to be your... ohh god Peter! I want to be your girl! I want
to be your slut! I want you to fuck every hole I have!" She
couldn't believe what she was saying, but she meant every word of
it. It felt so good!

Peter's pace picked up again. His thrusts
came with such force that Katie's body rocked with the impact of
his hips against hers. "Good girl."

The pleasure was mounting now. Her fingers
worked furiously, stroking her clit and clawing at her sensitive
insides. And the pressure in her ass only seemed to multiply the
pleasure of her touch. She'd waited so long for this. She'd teased
her Peter for months, trying to get him into bed. And it had all
been worth it. An orgasm more powerful than anything else she'd
ever felt washed over her, sending her entire body into spasms as
she moaned uncontrollably.

The sound of his Katie's pleasure pushed
Peter over the edge. He pulled her hips close once again as he
filled her final hole with his cum. His cock pulsed three times
within her tight ass, but only a small amount of his seed made it
into her. It didn't matter to him though. It felt just as good as
the first time he'd cum tonight.

Peter slipped out of Katie and collapsed next
to her on the bed. Katie spoke first after the last waves of her
orgasm faded away. She rolled to face Peter, and smiled when she
saw him. "That was amazing."

Peter smiled with his eyes closed. He was
exhausted now. Three rounds in a single night; he couldn't believe
it. But it had been worth it. Whatever tomorrow would bring,
whatever had changed tonight in their relationship, it had been
worth it.

"Can I sleep with you tonight Peter?" Katie
asked with hope in her voice.

Peter opened his eyes and smiled at his
roommate. He thought of how good it would feel with her nestled in
his arms. How his dreams of having her wake up next to him in the
morning were finally becoming a reality. He pulled her close and
held her tightly, afraid she might change her mind at any
moment.

"I wouldn't want it any other way Katie."
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