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Straight Girl in the Shower

Ashley Halladay


I.

It barely took three months into COVID for me to reach my breaking point. By nature I’m an outgoing extrovert who loves flirting, dating, and… well other things too. I feed off the energy of other people and if I don’t go out at least two or three times a week, I start to go insane.

Now, it had been three months since I had been out of the apartment to do anything other than take a walk or go get groceries. Oh and that one time I thought I might have COVID so I had to have a cotton swab shoved so far up my nose I was worried it was going to poke my brain. A real fun day on the town that was.

No, overall being cooped up was a drag and I was hating every minute of it, more or less. I was still on the dating apps, though I couldn’t really tell you why. Plenty of other people seemed willing to risk the possibility of catching COVID in order to get some action, but I wasn’t desperate enough for that yet, or so I told myself. The truth was… somewhat different. I had managed to hold out for now, but I could feel my resolve weakening with each passing week. The flirty messages and thirst trap photos were looking better and better and I didn’t know how much longer I could hold out before my lust filled brain decided to do something stupid.

In fact, I probably already would have if it hadn’t been for my roommate, Eve. Eve and I got along well but things were a bit awkward. You see Eve and I only met each other at the beginning of the year in January when we moved in together, which meant that only a few months into living together the pandemic had struck. And Eve went from my sort of nice roommate who I thought I might be able to be friends with to the only other living human being that I had had any real interaction with in months. Like I said, awkward.

We got along well and all that. She was smart and funny and beautiful, the kind of girl that I both wanted as my friend and the kind of girl that I would spread vicious rumors about out of jealousy if she wasn’t. No, the main problem wasn’t with Eve, per se, but rather with the fact that she was immunocompromised. Some kind of autoimmune issue, I think. Like I said I didn’t know her all that well. In a bubble with me, she was good to go, but it meant that, at least until now, my sordid hookups had to remain fantasies rather than things I could actually act on. It wasn’t crazy serious and probably wouldn’t be life and death, but still.

At first, I thought I would have the patience. After all, I didn’t want to risk getting Eve sick and how long could this whole thing really last anyway? But after months of the same thing, day in and day out with no sign of a change coming anytime soon, I had to admit: I was out of patience. Guilty as it made me feel, I found myself scheming, trying to see if there was some way that I could pull off a hookup with any of the eligible bachelors currently blowing up my phone. No good solutions presented themselves, but as time wore on and my level of pent up sexual frustration grew, even the bad solutions were starting to look appealing.

Eventually, I couldn’t hold out any longer.

“Hey Eve, I have something to ask you.”

I found Eve lounging in the living room like she usually did. While we both worked remotely, we approached it very differently. I still got up and showered and dressed just like I would have if I was going into the office. I worked in my “office” which was just the corner of my room by the window where my desk was, but mentally I tried to keep it as a separate space. Eve, on the other hand, lounged on the couch watching the Circle or the Ultimatum or Love is Blind in between meetings and whatever else it was she did. Something in marketing, I think.

Eve looked up from her computer, brushing a strand of her dark brown hair that had fallen in front of her hazel eyes. I felt a pang of guilt, followed by jealousy as I looked at her. She was sitting on the couch, in her pajamas under a blanket with no makeup on after having rolled out of bed a half hour ago, and she still looked gorgeous. Some girls have all the luck, I thought to myself.

“What’s up?” Eve asked, staring up at me with those big doe eyes. She sat up straighter and the blanket slipped away.

For a moment, I forgot what I was going to say. The thing about Eve, in addition to her gorgeous hair, beautiful eyes, and captivating smile, is that the girl was absolutely stacked, if you know what I mean. If there were a nicer pair of tits on god’s green earth I had never seen them. Not in porn and certainly not in real life. They were big, easily DDs, but on her skinny toned frame they looked even larger. And given how Eve liked to prance around the house, practically in her underwear, I knew from eye-witness sightings that in addition to their size and shape they were also blessed with a gravity-defying perkiness that left her without need for a bra and left me green with envy. I’ll admit, I had managed to sneak a peek once or twice as I passed her open door while she was changing. Eve seemed pretty comfortable with her body and if she had seen me doing it, I’m not even sure she would have minded.

“Steph?” Eve’s voice snapped me back to myself. There was a glint in her eyes and maybe just a hint of a smile in the corner of her lips. I felt my cheeks flush. She hadn’t noticed me starting, had she? “What’s up?”

“So, listen,” I said, taking a seat on the couch next to her. I pushed away my momentary embarrassment and got down to business. “Obviously, this whole pandemic thing has been a clusterfuck. I don’t think anyone was thinking it would stretch on like this and I have to admit I’m going a little stir crazy. Just being by myself. Well, not by myself. You’re here obviously. But by myself when it comes to… you know.”

I paused and took a second to study Eve’s expression for some clue how I was coming across. Her face was inscrutable. I couldn’t read anything other than mild curiosity.

“Like what I’m saying is,” I tried again to make myself clear, but my tongue felt heavy in my mouth, “things have been lacking a bit in the intimacy department.” Eve cocked an eyebrow but said nothing. I soldiered on. “And I’ve been thinking. Maybe I could expand my bubble just a little bit. You know there is a guy or two I’ve been talking to on the apps, you know, and I just thought… They wouldn’t be, I mean he wouldn’t be…whoever he is, he wouldn’t be coming over here. Only someone without any roommates and only if he was being careful too, and…”

I trailed off. The amusement in Eve’s face had faded. And from what replaced it, it didn’t much look like Eve liked what I had to say.

“I can’t say that I don’t get it,” Eve said after a pause. “But I’m not really sure I’m comfortable with it. I mean two different guys or more and—”

“No, I didn’t mean multiple guys. I’m not a slut.” I could feel my defenses coming up immediately in response to Eve’s suggestion. “I meant like one of those guys that I’ve been talking to. Just one. I’m not trying to start some quarantine COVID harem.”

At least that managed to get a chuckle out of her, but sadly the levity didn’t last. She shook her head.

“This has all been hard enough as it is. And I know it has been for you too, but I’m already worried enough about you going to the grocery store or even when I have food delivered. If I get sick—”

“No, you’re right,” I said, my whole mood deflating. “It was a stupid idea. I don’t know what I was thinking. Just this whole lockdown thing I guess. Sorry I bothered you.”

I turned and left the room. Eve might have called something after me, but I was already closing the door to my bedroom and I let it slam shut.

Inside I tried some deep breathing to keep myself calm, but I could feel my whole body tensing. My heart was thumping in my chest and my hands were sweaty. My skin itched and I found myself fidgeting against a familiar discomfort that I couldn’t exactly place—Oh, I thought to myself suddenly, I’m fucking horny.

I guess in thinking about what I wanted to talk about with Eve I had let my subconscious get carried away. Somewhere beneath my awareness I must have been thinking about what I wanted to do with those guys I was talking to Eve about. That had to be it, right?

I was kicking myself for the conversation with Eve. Of course my horniness wasn’t going to outweigh her medical concerns. How selfish could I be?

I huffed and paused in the middle of my room for a moment, trying to decide what I wanted to do. My original plan for the day had been for a lazy Friday. It had been a long stressful week and though I was technically still working today, I had mostly completed everything that needed doing for the week. I glanced at the clock: 1:30PM. If I decided to check out early and coast through the rest of the afternoon, no one would be the wiser. Still, a lazy day in bed watching Netflix was no longer in the cards. I was far too wired up for that. Not knowing what else would help, I grabbed my gym bag and headed out the door. An intense workout and nice hot shower afterwards would help me clear my mind. I needed to burn off some of my frustration at my own dumb decisions and then in the shower after… Well, I figured I could take care of a different kind of frustration there.

As I left my room, I made a bee-line for the front door. I didn’t want to get dragged into any further discussion with Eve. The very thought was mortifying.

“Steph, wait,” Eve called out after me. For a moment, I almost broke stride, but my resolve held.

“Heading to the gym. Can’t talk now. See you later!” I called out over my shoulder before I shoved my airpods into my ears and cranked up the volume.

If Eve called out after me again, I didn’t hear it.

Down in the gym, I needed to clear my head. I needed to be thinking about sets and reps and weight. Not about the embarrassing conversation with my roommate. And for a while it seemed to work. At first when my thoughts turned back toward Eve, I didn’t catch it. I wasn’t thinking about the conversation exactly. I certainly wasn’t thinking about boys from dating apps. In fact, one moment I was taking the time to admire the body I was building in the mirror, when suddenly my perspective shifted.

One moment I was thinking about how good my ass was looking lately and how toned my stomach looked after the last few months. But then suddenly I was somewhere else and the body I was admiring wasn’t my own, but Eve’s. It was such a confusing thing that the feeling behind it snuck up on me. One second I’m working out ready for my next set and the next I feel myself start to get wet while images of my naked female roommate flutter through my day dreams.

I shook my head and managed to clear away the…well, whatever the hell that was. I got back into my workout, struggling to keep my mind focused on the task at hand. Whenever I felt like I could finally forget about whatever my mind was doing with Eve, the images would flash back: raw, hot, filthy. My breathing was growing labored and it had very little to do with the intensity of my workout.

I stopped and stared at myself in the mirror. I gulped but there was no need to ask the question out loud. It was written plainly on my face. It was a question that excited me as much as it terrified me. No, the answer had to be no.

I didn’t like girls… Did I?

*******

By the time I made it back from the gym I no longer felt like a complete ass. A little physical effort did wonders to beat back the embarrassment of my earlier conversation along with any attendant anxiety. I said a silent prayer of thanks that Eve was no longer on the couch when I got back. I could hear the sound of the television coming from behind her closed door, but it was too muffled to make out what she was watching. That was odd, but maybe to be expected after our little awkward conversation. Eve rarely spent time in her room unless I needed the living room for something or she was sick.

I’d have to come up with something by way of apology, but I could give myself some time to think on it. After all, it’s not like either of us were going anywhere anytime soon!

I stripped out of my gym clothes, wrapped myself in a towel, and headed down the hall to take a shower. After I closed the door behind me, I heard another door open and shut. Probably Eve, I thought to myself. She must have heard me come in and was trying to address what had happened earlier.

Another silent prayer that I had been spared that embarrassment. I wasn’t exactly looking forward to apologizing to my roommate while wearing nothing but a towel for having asked her earlier if she minded if I risked her health just so I could get stuck. Something about that seemed more than a little undignified.

There would be things to deal with later, but for now I could finally relax. I queued up some songs on my phone, started the shower, and waited for the water to get warm. With nothing else to do in the meantime, I let my towel drop and examined myself in the mirror. Like anyone, I have my insecurities, but mostly I liked what I saw. The gym had been a mainstay in my life for a while now, but COVID had ramped that up into high gear. Yes, there were extra restrictions and precautions to take, but I could put up with whatever to make it to the gym more or less everyday. It was the only thing keeping me sane.

And it was also keeping me fit. I couldn’t deny that everything looked a little tighter and a bit more toned. I lifted up my C-cup tits in my hands and let them drop. They bounced lightly but mostly stayed in place. Even they were looking perkier than usual. Of course, this wasn’t just a fitness check-in. I was still out of control horny and feeling myself up a little bit while boosting my confidence in the mirror was the opening round of what I hoped would be a very satisfying time to help me forget about Eve.

Too bad, I found myself thinking, that my tits aren’t quite as nice as Eve’s. My mind went back to the moment when the blanket had slipped away from her body and how I had been completely speechless. My hands explored my naked body. It made sense that I had been speechless. I mean who wouldn’t have been. Those shapely breasts, bunched together in her tight camisole until they were practically spilling out from the neck line. And besides I had seen them in the flesh, knew how perfectly pert they were, knew what her little pink nipples looked like in the center of those big fat—As my thumb brushed against my areola my eyes shot open and the realization dawned on me: this wasn’t jealousy, I was touching myself thinking about Eve’s body!

I stood frozen for a moment as I studied myself in the mirror. I wasn’t into women, was I? I shook my head, though I wasn’t exactly sure why. Just horny I told myself. That’s what it was. Same thing I had told myself earlier. The whole reason the conversation with Eve had happened in the first place was because I was so out of control horny that I was losing my mind. So, that’s all it was. Being that horny and who knows what starts to sound appealing. At that point, I’m sure a strong wind could have been enough to rev my engine so to speak.

Shaking the whole thing off, I stepped into the shower. It was enclosed near the shower head with frosted glass but was open at the other end. The warm water rushing over my skin felt lovely. I took a deep breath letting the steam fill my lungs. It was heaven. And for a moment I was simply relaxed as I washed my hair and face. It was only when I started to wash my body that my mind started to drift just a little. At first it was just the feeling of my own hands on my body. Soaping up my neck and my arm, then my stomach and moving higher. By the time my hands made it to my tits, my eyes were closed and my whole body was on fire.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned as my fingers brushed against my nipples. My eyes were closed but I could imagine what the hands looked like on my breasts. It felt so good but then suddenly the vision shifted. First my hands remained the same but the tits were Eve’s now. Then things reversed and I was in the shower with Eve across from me.

She stepped close and then her body was pressed against me, her tits rubbing against my own. I shuddered as our nipples touched.

“Oh, Eve,” I moaned and my eyes shot open as I realized what I was doing again.

What I saw in front of me was the last thing I would have ever expected: the exact same vision from my own daydream— Eve was standing in front of me in the shower completely naked.

“Hey, Steph,” she said with a sheepish grin. “I felt bad for being the reason you aren’t getting any action. So I just thought…”

Her voice trailed off  as she let the implication hang in the air. I didn’t know what to say. My tongue was frozen, but my pussy throbbed and my eyes couldn’t help but drink in Eve’s beautiful naked form in front of me. I took a step back toward the shower head and as I did the spray from the shower leapt past me and doused Eve’s front. If she had looked hot before, she was otherworldly now as she moved wet strands of hair out of her face and I watched the water cascade across her naked tits. Good thing that I was covered in water too— it might have been the only thing to hide the fact that I was drooling.

“I’m not—”

Just like in my daydream, Eve took a step toward me, but this time she brought one finger up to my lips to silence me.

“You need this,” she said sincerely. “And from what I overheard when I came in, I don’t think I was the only one to give this some thought. I know you’re “not a lesbian”. No one is saying anything different. You’re horny and so am I. We’re both hot. Who says we can’t help each other out just a bit? Does that sound good?”

Too overcome by my own horniness, I couldn’t find the words. I could only nod my head weakly in the assent and a moment later Eve’s finger was replaced by her lips.

As our lips met, it was like a dam bursting. My knees wobbled. My breath caught. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. I had been worried about what it might mean to give into my feelings for Eve, but as soon as we kissed that all went out the window. The only thing on my mind now was pure unbridled lust. All the sexual frustration built up over months had finally reached a head. The genie was out of the bottle and there was no going back now.

Eve pulled back. Half a head taller than me, she was looking slightly down at me. Her gaze was so intense it made my knees weak all over again. I wanted this woman to do things to me. Very, very filthy things.

“So, how was that?” she asked with a glint in her eye that told me she was thinking of those same filthy things.

“I needed that so fucking badly,” I said before I moved forward and kissed her hard again on the mouth. Our lips wrestled as our hands explored each other’s bodies. I never knew that just fingertips against my bare skin could drive me so wild. Her tongue inside my mouth did the same. There was something so rough and animalistic about the way she tried to devour me and yet at the same time something so delicate, gentle, and feminine. The combination made me wet.

We broke our kiss again. I struggled to catch my breath as Eve’s fingers traced their way down my stomach. I was putty in her hand.

“So, are you… I mean is this your first— oh fuck!” My question devolved into a scream as Eve’s fingers brushed against my lips.

“My first time with another girl?” Eve said as her fingers danced across my wetness, teasing and tantalizing me. “Not by a long shot. I’m a lesbian through and through.” She screwed her face up in mock confusion. “You really didn’t pick up on that? All the compliments I gave you about your outfits and how pretty you look?”

“I j-j-just thought you were being nice,” I said, struggling to form the words as Eve’s fingers entered me tentatively, not fully inserted but just loitering at the entrance with the sincere promise of things to come.

“Please,” Eve said and laughed. “How many times does a girl have to leave her door open when she’s changing before her roommate takes the hint?”

“But I-i-i’m…”

“Straight?” Eve finished my sentence as a question.

I nodded. Eve smiled.

“I know,” she said and sunk her finger deeper inside me. “That’s what makes this so fucking hot. Now, be a good girl and turn around for me. That’s it, good. Now hands up against the wall and stick that beautiful ass back toward me.”

After I had complied with Eve’s instructions there was a pause. I looked back over my shoulder, silently asking what the delay was about.

Eve shook her head, smiling. “Sorry about that. Just admiring the view. Now…”

Eve stepped up behind me, her front pressed up against my ass. Her right hand gripped me firmly on the hip while the other grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head back, exposing my neck. I felt Eve’s lips against it.

The pleasure was so intense that I saw spots in my vision. For a moment I thought I might faint from just how intense my arousal was and just how perfectly Eve knew how to press my buttons. But Eve had more in store for me than that.

“We’re roommates,” she said, her breath hot against my ear. “So we have plenty of time to take things slow later. This time I’m going to give it to you hard and fast. You’ve been such a good girl for me, controlling your urges to make sure I don’t get sick. But I know that is not easy for a dirty little slut like you. Shh… no it’s okay. I don’t mind. I’m a dirty little slut too, Steph. That’s okay. We are just going to be dirty little sluts for each other.”

I could only whimper in response. Even with water from the shower running over our bodies, I could still tell that I was dripping wet. My mind was a ball of white hot lust. I don’t think I had ever been so turned on in my entire life. When Eve spoke, my body responded as well as my mind. Yes, I screamed inwardly, make me your dirty little slut. I wanted her. And more than that I wanted her to fuck me. Not in a sweet way and not in a romantic way. I just needed my stacked lesbian roommate to make me her little straight slut and show me just what I had been missing out on.

Eve was happy to oblige.

This time there was no slow build, no delicate probing. I gasped as Eve took her right hand and inserted three fingers into me, while she pulled hard on my hair with her other hand. She didn’t waste anytime and before I knew what was happening Eve was finger fucking my eager pussy with reckless abandon. I was so wet I could hear the sucking sound each time Eve thrust her fingers inside me.

Of all the ways I thought my day might go, this wasn’t one of them. I hadn’t expected to find myself in a situation like this: pressed up against the shower wall while my gorgeous lesbian goddess of a roommate finger-fucked me into oblivion while pulling my hair, slapping my ass, and telling me how I needed to be a good little slut and come for her. But cum for her I did.

It came on so fast I hardly knew what was happening. One moment I was just getting used to the feeling of Eve’s fingers inside of me, delighting in just how fucking dirty the whole situation was and the next… There was a tidal wave of pleasure that came crashing down over me, nearly knocking me off my feet as endless waves of pleasure battered me around like a ship lost at sea. My vision went blank. My knees went weak. I felt it building up inside me and then it erupting through my whole body, like a thousand bolts of white hot lightning, singing and searing every inch and ounce of my flesh with a pleasure more intense than anything I had ever known.

Then, the world went black.


II.

When I came to, Eve was cradling me in her arms up against the side wall of the shower.

“W-what…?” My tongue felt heavy in my mouth and I could only manage that single word.

Eve smiled down at me and brushed away a strand of hair that was covering my face.

“You came pretty hard there, Steph. I thought you were going to pass out completely, but I managed to stop you from busting your head open on the tile. You’re welcome.” From the sparkle in her eye, I could tell it was lighthearted.

“Well, thank you very much,” I said as I took over responsibility for my own balance. “Thank you for rescuing this little damsel in distress and thank you for…well…”

“Fucking your brains out so good you almost passed out and died?”

“Yes, that,” I said. I had just had the most intense orgasm of my life, but after only a half minute of getting my bearings, Eve’s words were enough to get me ready for round two. She must have seen the lust rekindling in my eyes.

“Easy there tiger,” Eve said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “You need to take a minute or so to catch your breath. And then if you still want another piece of me, we can see how I might be able to help.”

The sexy smirk on her face made it almost impossible not to kiss her, impossible not to grab her ass and pull her close, almost impossible not to lean forward and take one of her beautiful tits into my mouth. If I hadn’t still been so dizzy and delirious, I don’t think I would have been able to resist. But I saw the wisdom in Eve’s instructions and decided to comply… for now.

“Take a seat,” Eve said once she saw that I wasn’t going to jump her bones immediately. She gestured toward the bench built into the wall opposite the shower head. “For now, you just watch.”

It was unreal what simple words from this woman could do to me. Before she had even done anything, just with the words “you just watch”, I was already soaked again. My pussy and clit were throbbing so forcefully it felt as though just shifting the wrong way might set me off. And that was before the show began.

And what a show it was. Serious, earnest sexiness isn’t always easy to pull off. A sexy strip tease or a bit of dirty talk can easily end up more than a little corny if you're not careful. It takes the right kind of person, and Eve was definitely that kind of person.

She froze my breath with a sultry stare before she stepped backward and let the water from the shower wash over her body. I was entranced as a sexy smile spread slowly across her face. One hand reached for the bottle of body wash, while the other tugged playfully at one of her nipples. I licked my lips in anticipation and then Eve did the same. Her copying my action as she covered her tits in a generous layer of body wash sent a shiver through me. Not for the first time, I pinched myself. Luckily, I wasn’t dreaming.

Now both hands were massaging her tits. They looked massive against her lithe frame and tight toned stomach. She soaped them up slowly, taking her time and making sure not to miss a spot. And making sure I didn’t miss out on the show. I started to squirm while I watched her. That sultry stare and those big beautiful tits that she was busy fondling were just too much for me to take. I felt the pressure building as lust consumed me, emptied out my mind, and made me its slave.

When Eve nodded at me I realized that my right hand was now drifting down between my legs. I was too aroused to just keep watching. I started to touch myself while Eve continued her show. Her presence was intoxicating. With the grace and poise of her movement it was as if she were a professional dancer. It gave me the feeling that I was being doubly spoiled: it was my first time with another woman and my first time with someone as hot and as talented as Eve. My guess was it wasn’t every lesbian that looked and could move like Eve.

And the way my body reacted to her little faux-underwater strip tease argued in favor of that idea. My whole body was trembling again as my eyes locked with Eve’s. Both of us were naked and touching ourselves, but it was the eye contact with Eve that was the hottest thing about the whole situation. I think I could have made myself come just looking into the sultry smolder burning in her eyes. Her wet, supple, and naked body on display didn’t hurt things either though.

“Oh, you’re getting close,” Eve cooed from beneath the spray of the shower. The fingers of her left hand danced delicately between her legs, circling and teasing her clit. “I need you to come for me, Steph. Can you be a good girl for me and come?”

My lips were pressed so tightly together I’m sure they were turning white. I nodded my head silently, trying to hold in the explosion that I knew was going to erupt at any moment. Everything about her drove me wild. One moment it was her eyes then her tits and then the next it was simply the filthy words spilling out of her mouth. It was clear that with this girl it wasn’t one thing or another; it was everything. And I wanted—no, needed to be a good girl for her, needed to be a good little slut. I felt my orgasm crest as I watched the same thing happen with Eve.

“Fuck Steph!” Eve said, never breaking eye contact with me. “I’m gonna come. Come with me!”

And I did. I let go and the pleasure rushed in to fill every nook and cranny of my body and mind until I was comatose and the pleasure was overflowing. If it wasn’t quite as immediate and intense as my first orgasm, it more than made up for it with the depth and power of pleasure that built and crested slowly, lingering longer and longer, rising and falling, and then coming back for one more shuddering explosion just when I thought that everything was over.

When it finally was, I was utterly exhausted. Eve looked like it had taken something out of her as well. It was her turn now to be leaned up against the wall of the shower for support. I watched in delight as she struggled to slow her breathing. Her breasts rose and fell delightfully with each deep breath she took.

“Well,” she said finally, breaking the tension. “Still worried about meeting someone off a dating app?”

I couldn’t stop myself from smiling.

“No,” I said honestly. “I have a lot on my mind but not that.”

“Oh really?” Eve said as she leaned in for a kiss.

Her lips against mine breathed fresh life into my body and I could feel the familiar stirrings of arousal. But I could also tell I was getting a little light headed. As much as I wanted to dive in completely and head first into this whole thing, I knew it probably made sense to pump the brakes, hydrate, you know that kind of thing.

Once again, Eve seemed to be able to read my mind before I said a word. She nodded kindly as if in agreement with my thoughts.

“Maybe a little later? Give us both some time to recuperate and maybe think a little bit. This was amazing but I want to make sure you’re okay with it all.” Eve’s smile was warm and genuine.

I nodded again, the smile never leaving my face.

“Okay,” I said, grabbing my towel and starting to dry myself off. “Later. But I’m going to hold you to that.”

Eve’s warm smile turned seductive. “I’m counting on it.”


III.

That night I couldn’t sleep. I tossed and turned a thousand times in half a dozen different positions and even more combinations and configurations of pillow, blanket, and comforter. Nothing was comfortable.

One moment I was too hot and the next too cold and then the next I couldn’t get the image of my big titted lesbian roommate fucking my brains out in the shower out of my head. You know, normal insomnia stuff.

It had been… amazing, otherworldly, indescribable, and quite simply one of  the most mind blowing things, sexual or not, that I had ever experienced. And I had no idea what to make of it.

Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t regret any of it. It had been nice, more than in fact, and I had really, really, really needed it. But now with my lust somewhat under control—emphasis on somewhat as I could feel my mind ramping back up to the dirty events from earlier that day—I didn’t know what to feel. I kept waiting for guilt or excitement or embarrassment, anything really, but instead it was all of these and none of these. All at once. In short, I was completely and totally confused about what had happened and about what I wanted to happen next.

No matter what I decided, it was going to mean a real conversation with Eve about what was happening. And that meant I had to stop avoiding her. Not that I had been doing it for long, but after the shower we had both retired to our rooms to dress and presumably to relax a bit. After a half hour or so, I heard Eve’s door open and then the TV in the living room turned on. Right when that happened I almost went out but something stopped me. And after that I felt frozen. Frozen because I knew that once I went out there I needed to make a decision on the fundamental and terrifying question before me: was our shower tryst a wonderful, fun one time thing or was it something more?

Both answers excited me and both answers terrified me. On the one hand, the moment had been so magical, so perfect that the thought of preserving it forever with no second less-than-perfect round to sully the memory held some appeal.

On the other hand, the moment had been so magical and perfect that it seemed like utter insanity not to go back for more. But going back for more meant figuring out what more meant. It meant figuring out what me and Eve were to each other. And it meant figuring out the answer to the other question I was trying not to think about: am I a lesbian?

Or at least bisexual?  Was this just about quarantine and lockdown and being so horny that I need somebody, any body to satisfy my physical needs? Or had my time with Eve awakened something inside of me that I hadn’t noticed, or wanted to notice before? I thought back to Eve’s comments that her interest should have been obvious to me. I replayed dozens of different interactions in my mind from the few months that we had spent together and suddenly things started to fall into place.

There had been the compliments that had been perhaps too frequent, too personal, and too effusive. It was easy to see them as just a new roommate trying to be friendly and build rapport. After what had happened though, it was easy to see them as something else entirely. And what about what Eve had said about leaving her door open while changing? It turned out that all those glances I had stolen hadn’t been stolen at all. Eve had meant for me to see her—had wanted me to see her.

There were other moments too. Times she had brushed up against me in the hallway when it seemed like there should have been enough room for the both of us. There had been touches on the arm or the back when laughing at a joke or moving past me in the kitchen. It had all just been normal things between friends, right? Except, I thought to myself, for you staring at your ‘friend’s’ naked tits. To say nothing of what had come after that.

And that was where things got hard to ignore. Why had I been sneaking glances at Eve when I caught her getting dressed unless I was interested in what I was seeing? Curiosity could excuse one glance, one time. Maybe it could even excuse a lingering gaze here and there,  just for comparison’s sake mind you. But, of course, I would be lying to myself if I tried to say that that is what it had been.

It had been more than one glance and more than one time. And my gaze had lingered and lingered and then lingered some more. Sure, I was jealous of Eve’s prodigious chest and dynamite body, but looking back it was so obvious that there had been more to it than that. She was my hot lesbian roommate and I had been checking her out.

Maybe COVID was to blame for how things started. Maybe if I hadn’t been quite so sexually frustrated I wouldn't have lingered in Eve’s doorway. And I certainly wouldn’t have brought up seeing someone from a dating app to Eve if it hadn’t been for quarantine. There was a lot of chance and circumstance that had gone into it, but now that it had…well, now there were things that had to be figured out.

My heart spoke and I tried to listen.

It was more than just a one time thing. That much was clear. I could tell myself whatever I wanted but in the end I knew the truth. I was into Eve and she was into me. I didn’t know exactly what that meant or what shape it would take, but I had had a taste of what it was like to be with another woman, what it was like to be with Eve. And I wanted more.

Sure, it made things more complicated. She was my roommate after all and while we had gotten along the whole time we had lived together I still didn’t know all that much about her. Hell, until she had shown up dripping wet and naked in the shower in front of me, I hadn’t even realized she was a lesbian. So even without my newfound questioning of my sexuality, the situation would have already been messy. Add that into the mix and it was just begging for disaster.

But I didn’t care. I didn’t mind begging…Especially if Eve was involved.

Satisfied that I finally knew what I wanted to do, my mind finally shut down and I was able to drift off to a deep and restful sleep.

I awoke the next morning to light streaming in through the crack between the blinds and window box. I groaned and threw a pillow, hoping for some reason that it might knock or move the blinds enough to block out the sun. I only succeeded in knocking the blinds completely off the wall and letting the full wrath of the morning sun pour into my bedroom.

The noise was enough to wake me up properly and I knew that now there would be no going back to sleep. The noise was also apparently enough to draw Eve’s attention. Not a moment before I decided to sit up in bed, the door to my room burst open and Eve came charging in, a look of deep concern on her face. Her eyes were wide and darted madly around the room as she searched for the source of the commotion.

“Are you okay?” she asked, her gaze finally finding the ruins of my blinds that were bent and mangled beneath my memory foam pillow.

She raised an eyebrow and turned back to me. Her bemused expression quickly changed. Now it was her turn to be speechless after catching me in a compromising position. Her eyes were no longer worried about a pillow or some ruined blinds. No, they were wide open and fixated on my naked tits.

“Like what you see?” I said with a laugh that snapped Eve back to herself. I could see the blush rising in her cheeks as she stumbled over an apology.

“Oh, my god! I’m so sorry. I just thought. I mean I heard something and wanted to make sure you were okay.” Her voice trailed off. Her cheeks had gone from a slight pink to a deep, rich red. I tried to reassure her.

“No worries! I was uh trying to shut my blinds with an airborne pillow,” I said gesturing to mess on the floor. “It didn’t go all that well. And this,” I gestured playfully to my exposed breasts, “is just how I sleep. No harm. No foul.”

“Right,” Eve said and darted out of the room

I called after her but got no response. Now, it seemed the tables were turned. Instead of me it was Eve that was running for the hills and ignoring me as I called after her. I had spent a lot of time yesterday playing out dozens of different hypothetical situations of what my next conversation with Eve might look like. None of those scenarios had prepared me for this. Instead, I was left, not so much disappointed, as confused. Yesterday, Eve had been the one taking charge, the one pushing my buttons. She had been the one that seemed cool, calm, and collected while I had been the nervous newbie. What had happened?

Maybe she had just been caught off guard. After all she had been coming in to see if I was okay and had gotten an eyeful instead. Sure she had been confident and in charge yesterday, but that had been a situation she had planned for. In that situation, she was under control and sometimes that made all the difference between otherwise similar situations. It was all a little confusing, but it didn’t change anything that I was planning to do. In fact, it just made it even more important that I talked to Eve and actually worked through a little bit of what was going on. Otherwise we were bound to keep trading off these awkward and embarrassing little moments. I sighed deeply and steeled myself up for what I needed to do. It sucked but I guess I needed to act like an adult for once.

I dressed slowly, more because of my pre-coffee lethargy than because I was trying to delay things, but… there might have been a little of that as well.

“Eve?” As I exited my room I called out my roommate’s name. I heard a noise from her room but between the distance and the closed door I couldn’t quite make out what she was saying. She might have said “in here”.

I’m not sure what possessed me. Before I would never have just entered Eve’s room but maybe after yesterday and after Eve herself had gotten a sneak peek at me this morning, it was no longer a barrier that felt important. I pushed open the door to find Eve doing exactly the thing that anyone reading this would expect for a story like this: she was touching herself.

Eve was splayed out completely naked on her bed. At one point, it seemed she had been wrapped up in the covers, but now in her twisting and turning, they had ended up bunched around her feet and ankles, giving me a completely clear view of Eve’s naked glory. I drank it all in. Watching Eve play with herself was electrifying. The way she was furiously pressing on her clit with one hand and spreading her lips with the other had me frozen like a deer in headlights. And that was what I must have looked like when Eve’s eyes opened and she saw me standing there.

“Oh, shit,” she said.

“Umm, hi.” So I wouldn’t be getting points anytime soon because of smooth talking. Sue me. “I thought you were calling for me.”

Eve’s face was once again beet red. “Not sure this morning could get any more embarrassing.”

“What do you mean? You just surprised me is all. Nothing to worry about.” I could tell that my reassurance wasn’t doing the trick. Eve grabbed the sheets bunched around her legs and started to pull them up. I placed my hand on hers to stop her.

“Don’t,” I said as my eyes locked with hers. “I owe you.”

That seemed to relax Eve but only a little bit.

“I just thought since you ended up staying in your room all of yesterday that maybe you weren’t… Just that maybe you were having second thoughts after yesterday.”

The difference in Eve’s demeanor between yesterday and today was like night and day. Yesterday she had been the confident one in charge, and today she was the nervous one, worried about whether I liked her, whether I was still into her. Unintentionally, I laughed. It was the wrong thing to do.

Eve jumped back pulling the sheets with her and wrapping them around herself as she stared daggers at me.

“No, no,” I rushed to explain. “I’m not laughing at you. Not really.” Eve’s glare softened. “I’m laughing at the idea that I could possibly be having second thoughts. After yesterday I’m all in Eve. You rocked my fucking world. No one has ever made me feel that way.”

A small smile bloomed across Eve’s face. “Really?”

“Really,” I said, nodding enthusiastically in confirmation. “Now, what’s gotten into you this morning?”

I gestured toward Eve indicating what she had been up to before I had interrupted.

“Oh that. Well after I embarrassed myself by busting into your room I came back here to die of shame,” she said with a laugh. “And then, well, I couldn’t quite get what I saw out of my head.”

“Ahh, what you saw.” I was already pulling my arms through the straps of my top as she spoke. Before she could respond, I pulled down my shirt from the neckline and bared my naked tits in front of her. “You mean these?”

Eve nodded silently.

“Mind if I lend you a hand?”

“Oh, hell yes,” Eve said, whatever embarrassment or doubt she had melting quickly as I climbed into bed with her.

“Now, I may not have the experience you do, but I know what feels good when I do it to myself so I hope that some of that is going to carry over.” I could feel my face getting flushed as I explained myself to Eve. Maybe my confident exterior was showing a few cracks when it came down to business. I took a deep breath and held it in for a few seconds before letting out a long slow exhale.

Nope, I thought to myself, still nervous as fuck and have no idea what I’m doing. But nervous or not, I had spent too much time tossing and turning and thinking about this very question. I wasn’t going to chicken out now.

I leaned forward and kissed Eve hard on the mouth. Her body seemed to melt as our lips met. My hands were against her body, one on her hip and the other touching her cheek gently. The moment we kissed I could feel the tension drain. I hadn’t even noticed how stiff she had been until I saw her loosen up.

We continued to kiss as my fingers crept across her naked skin. I leaned deeper into the kiss and I felt my chest press up against hers. I had always loved the feeling of my bare chest pressing up against someone else’s but this was something altogether new. It wasn’t just my tits and nipples rubbing against someone else’s skin. They were pressed up against a whole other set—Eve’s. And that made all the difference. I shuddered as our nipples brushed against each other. My pussy ached at the sensation. But I shook my head and focused my attention where it was needed: on Eve. She had already gotten me off directly once and another time indirectly. That second time she had come as well. So by my math that left us uneven for now and I planned on correcting the situation.

Eve shuddered as my fingers entered her. Like I’ve said, this was a new experience for me but also not. I’d never done this with another woman, but I had other people do it to me, including another woman, so I figured I would just do what I knew I would like. How hard could it be?

Luckily, Eve was happy to guide me along in the process too. I felt her hand on mine as she adjusted and repositioned my fingers until they were perfectly placed.

“That’s it,” she said, wiggling her hips as she finally released my hand and let me off on my own. “JUST. LIKE. THAT. DON’T. FUCKING. STOP.”

There wasn’t a chance in hell that I was going to. As Eve devolved from words to guttural primal screams of pleasure, I bent all my focus to the task at hand, which was the get my smoking hot naked roommate to come hard enough to make us even for the earth-shattering fucking she had given me last week. It was a tall task to be sure, but I was going to give it my all.

She squirmed and bucked her hips as I struggled to keep my pressure, pace, and position the same. I knew the frustration of getting so very close to cumming only to have someone switch things up on you at the last second and have everything fall apart. There was no way I was going to let that happen here. I was going to live up to my side of things.

Soon enough my patience was rewarded. Eve’s bucking became faster and more erratic. Her whimpers and moans came faster now. Her whole face was screwed up in a mask of almost unbearable pleasure. She was holding on for dear life, her knuckles going white as she gripped the sheets as hard as she could. 

“Come on Eve,” I said leaning in close to whisper the encouragement directly into her ear. I decided that borrowing a little bit of her dirty language might be just what was needed to tip things into overdrive. “Be a good little girl for me. Your straight sexy little slut needs you to come.”

Eve’s eyes went wide for a moment as she gasped for breath. She nodded a silent ‘yes’ in agreement to my words. Then came the follow through. The orgasm that tore through Eve’s body was something to behold. Her whole face screwed up with pleasure so intense that even though I knew what was happening there was a moment of concern where I was worried she was really in pain. That passed quickly as a deep, satisfied smile spread across her lips while her eyes rolled back in her head.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Her screams were loud and over the top and cliched. And I loved every second of it. Watching her come because of me, because of what I had done turned me on even more than Eve’s handling of my own body had yesterday. Being treated like a dirty little plaything and receiving pleasure was nothing I was going to turn my nose up at. But making someone else feel good came with a deeper and more satisfying kind of pleasure. I love both, don’t get me wrong, but at the end of the day one was sorely lacking without the other.

And now with Eve, I had had both.
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My First Sapphic Valentine

Ashley Halladay


I.

“Fuck the patriarchy!” I shouted as I downed half my wine glass in a single gulp. “I am officially and completely done with men!”

Olivia and Maya laughed and raised their glasses, but did not join in on the toast.

“I think we’ve heard this one before,” Olivia teased. “How long will it last this time?”

“A week,” Maya said, joining in. “Two at the most.”

“Outrageous! This time it’s for real,” I said as I put my wine glass down on the table. “Anyway, I think I need a refill.”

“You still have half a cup in there!” Olivia shouted in fake exasperation.

Maya only shook her head. “You know Amber gets nervous when the wine is more than half an inch from the rim.”

“Exactly. When it gets much lower than that, it takes too much work to drink. I mean who is trying to tilt the glass parallel to the floor to get anything out of it?”

Both girls just rolled their eyes. Maya topped off my glass. I smiled a thanks at her and drained the glass in one long, slow go of it.

“Jesus,” Olivia laughed.

Maya buried her head in her hands for a moment before reaching for the bottle again. I shook my head. It was a funny bit, but I knew that I couldn’t keep putting them back at my current pace if I wanted to keep my wits about me.

“Think I’ll take a break before Olivia has an aneurysm.” I pushed myself to my feet and paused for a moment. I wanted to see if the alcohol had taken much effect yet. There was a slight warmth in my fingertips and flush to my cheeks, but the room stayed perfectly still as I waited. I was still more or less sober.

Walking toward the staircase that led to the basement, I called back. “I’m heading to the bathroom. Anyone need anything on my way back?”

“Another bottle of wine!” Olivia called out as I trudged down the stairs.

“Make it two,” Maya added. “With how you are going through them, we don’t want to be making the trip every five minutes.”

I did my business and then made my way toward the back of the basement where they kept a small wine fridge. I had only been down here a few times before. The ground level bathroom I usually used was out of commission until they could have a plumber fix a leaky seal around the toilet.

I opened the wine fridge to find it tragically empty. The basement was unfinished and boxes were thrown and stacked here and there along with other knick-knacks, odds and ends, and all manner of other things. Might not be cold, but there had to be more wine hiding in one of those boxes.

“Not seeing anything in the fridge,” I called out. I waited for a moment, but no response came. “I’m just going to look around and see if there are some other bottles down here somewhere.”

Again, no response. For a night like tonight, wine was not a luxury or an indulgence. It was a necessity. I could put on a brave face and laugh with my friends about how awful men were, how we didn’t need them anyway, but beneath that mask the pain still stung.

Dumped. It was a word I hated. There was something so undignified about the sound of it that made me feel like an unwanted piece of furniture someone left out for the trash. And yet dumped was what I was and only two weeks ago, only two weeks before Valentine’s Day.

It wasn’t so much the particulars of this relationship or break-up. No, what really got me was that this was the same shit in a different year. Another year-plus long relationship with a finance asshole with more money than brains who couldn’t keep his dick in his pants. This one had left for the new nineteen year old intern that was working as his “assistant”.  What a fucking creep.

And so like broken hearted women everywhere, I had sworn off men, decided that a girls’ night was the only way to spend Valentine’s Day, and then tried to convince myself that there was nothing sad about that. Maybe there wasn’t, but I knew I didn’t really feel that way.

Hell, I was lucky that I had been able to rope Maya and Olivia into my little scheme. They hadn’t been the first of my girlfriends that I reached out to, but they had been the only ones to accept. Everyone else was either in a long term relationship or had some fuck-boy or tinder hookup that they were using to quiet the loneliness.

Though they hadn’t been my first choice, I was still happy to be spending time with the two of them. We had known each other since freshman year of college when we had all been on the same hall. Maya and Olivia hadn’t been roommates back then but they had been fast friends from day one and nearly inseparable all throughout college. I had kept in touch with them here and there and would see them a few times a year. Too caught up in the flaming disaster of my last relationship, it had been awhile since I had reached out to them for a hang. So, it wasn’t all bad in the end, but still something about the thing nagged at me. Friends helped, but I was heartbroken and lonely and as the wine made its way through me, I could feel myself aching for things that my friends couldn’t help me with.

As I searched through a few boxes of canned soups and another filled with what appeared to be every power cord for every phone that had ever been made, I realized that I should be a little more grateful. It was dumb luck that Maya and Olivia were around to hang out. Both of them were smart, beautiful, and successful women who could have had their pick of men and could easily have had plans that would have left me sitting alone at home.

Come to think of it, neither of them seemed to date very much. I vaguely recalled a boy or two toward the beginning of our freshman year, but nothing else really came to mind. Some people were just more career focused, I guessed. Nothing wrong with that.

Under a stack of old magazines–who has magazines anymore!—I found a box with the words Boring! Taxes! scrawled in handwriting I recognized as Maya’s.

Perfect, I thought to myself. Maya had a somewhat silly if endearing sense of humor and this was exactly the kind of ‘funny’ thing she would do to a box where they kept their wine reserves. I popped off the lid already trying to decide if I wanted to get a red and a white or two reds. Maybe a rose and a red: pink and red for Valentine’s Day. I hadn’t quite made up my mind when I realized what I was looking at.

The box was definitely not filled with wine. Instead inside I found a collection of fuzzy hand-cuffs and a pair of dice that appeared to have the names of sex acts written on their sides sitting on top of another stack of old magazines. But that wasn’t all. Alongside the cuffs and the dice sat a bright neon pink cylinder. It had ridges along it that ran from the rounded end on one side to where it attached to a thin piece of black fabric with velcro straps.

It was a dildo. No, a strap-on. And it was huge.

My mind went blank for a moment and it was as if I was no longer in control of my own actions and was instead watching someone else reach out and touch it. Tentatively, as though it might bite, I risked a touch and, satisfied then that it was not going to light up or set off an alarm, I picked it up by the shaft and studied it more closely.

It was then that I noticed a pink envelope that had been mostly obscured by the toy that had been sitting on top of it. Olivia’s name was written carefully in a delicate flowery hand that once again bore Maya’s distinctive style. I’m not sure what I was thinking as I opened the envelope and read the message written on the card inside.

Happy Valentine’s Day babe! Can’t believe this is our eighth one together. I know having Amber over wasn’t exactly what we had planned for a romantic Valentine’s Day date, but I appreciate you going along with it. She could use some friends right now. You are the best.
- Maya

P.S. Now that our third wheel is gone, I’m planning on making it up to you BIG TIME. How about we start by taking this number out for a spin? I promise you’ll be walking crooked for a week.

My heart pounded in my chest. Oh, I thought to myself, I am a fucking idiot. Not roommates then. Obviously not, in hindsight. I felt my cheeks flush as I scanned my memories for everytime I may have put my foot in my mouth. There were plenty to pick from. I was too lost in my own embarrassment for missing something so blindingly obvious to hear the footsteps on the stairs.

“You get lost?”

I nearly jumped at the sound of the voice behind me. The world seemed to move in slow motion as I tried to do too many things at once. I tried to turn toward the voice, position myself in front of the box, but at the same time I was trying to stuff the card back into the envelope, trying to drop the toy back into the box and slam close the lid. What happened instead was a disaster. The box toppled off the stack and onto the floor below, spilling its contents while at the same time the toy clattered to the floor. I nearly ripped the envelope trying to get the card back in it before I realized it was futile. As I completed my rotation and came face to face with Maya, I let the card drop from my hand.

I was totally busted.

“Umm,” I said. I could feel the blood burning in my cheeks. “Guess this isn’t where you keep the wine.”

I waited for the anger, for the yelling. What had I been doing snooping in their stuff? And how mad were they going to be that I had found out they were a couple? Or would they be mad at all? Were they even in the closet or was I just the only one too oblivious to see the obvious lesbian couple that had been living with each other for the better part of decade and who never seemed to be dating anyone else? Career-focused? I am such a fucking idiot.

Instead, Maya laughed.

“Decidedly not.” She took a step toward me, her eyes surveying the scene. “So I guess the cat is out of the bag.”

I nodded, but kept my lips pressed tightly together. I was still trying to get my head around what was happening.

“Wine’s in the closet there.”

I followed Maya’s pointer finger toward a closet door in the back corner that I had missed. Of course I had. If I had been trying, it would have been hard to embarrass myself more. Taking the hint I went into the closet and grabbed three bottles of wine. Two was not going to cut it now. I was going to need one bottle just to myself if I was going to stop myself from dying of embarrassment.

When I came back, Maya was just standing there. Her smile was gone, replaced with an enigmatic expression that I couldn’t quite read.

“Let’s go,” she said. Her voice was stern but kind.

Maya had cleaned things up. The cuffs and dice and magazines were back in the box and the box was back on the stack. The card had been put back into the envelope and the toy had been retrieved, but these last two, oddly, were still in Maya’s hands.

“Why do you ha–”

“Let’s go,” Maya cut me off and turned back toward the stairs. Too confused, embarrassed, and with no other real option, I followed.

Olivia was still sitting on the couch where we had left her.

“What took you guys?” she asked with a laugh. “I was beginning to worry I was going to have to send out the search party. I mean—”

The words died on her lips as she saw what Maya was carrying.

“Babe, what is going on?” There was more confusion than concern in her voice.

“Well, Happy Valentine’s I guess,” Maya said as she handed the card to Olivia. The other girl took it but her eyes were glued to the strap-on that Maya still held. “It was supposed to be a late night present after our guest had departed, but someone was a little nosy.”

I could see the flush in Olivia’s cheeks now as she read the card.

“Did she—”

Maya nodded.

“Well, that’s a bit embarrassing,” Olivia said with a laugh as the red flush on her cheeks grew brighter. From the feeling in my own face, I had a strong suspicion I looked more or less the same. Maya was the only one who didn’t appear absolutely mortified by the whole thing.

There was a moment’s pause that seemed to stretch on for minutes. And then whatever stupor had descended on me when Maya had first caught me vanished and the whole situation hit me like a ton of bricks.

“I am so unbelievably sorry, you guys,” I said, licking my lips as I searched for an explanation or an excuse. “I really was just looking for the wine. I never meant to snoop and I would never say a word to anyone about it.”

“So what are we going to do about it?” Maya asked. The question sounded so matter-of-fact, as though she was asking what we wanted to order for dinner.

“What do you mean?” I looked from Maya to Olivia searching for some facial clue as to what she was talking about.

“Well, the plan had been for me to give that to Olivia after you had left. But now that it’s all out in the open, and Olivia has read the message… Well, I’m not sure she or I are going to have the patience to wait that long.”

“Oh, of course,” I said. I was already backing toward the door. “I, umm, totally get it. It’s Valentine’s Day and you two want to spend it together like any couple. I’m happy to get out of your hair.”

Maya shook her head. “I don’t think there’s any reason you need to leave.” She raised one eyebrow. “Unless you want to?”

I felt butterflies in my stomach.

“What do you mean? You, uhhh, said— I mean it sounded like maybe you wanted some privacy to ummmm—”

“To what? Oh, you mean to fuck Olivia. ” Maya took a step toward me with that same cocky look on her face. “How serious were you exactly, Amber, when you said you were done with men?”

My stomach did a flip hearing those words from Maya’s mouth. There wasn’t just a flush in my cheeks now. It spread down my neck and warmth blossomed in my chest. I fidgeted in place while a thousand warm and not quite unpleasant pinpricks danced across my skin. In my stomach, a deeper warmth spread across my abdomen and then lower and— Holy shit, I thought to myself, I am so fucking turned on.

From that thought followed a thousand thoughts. I wasn’t a lesbian, was I? And I had never been interested in women before and, and, and… But no matter how many questions I asked or answered, there was one inescapable truth: I was uncontrollably, deeply, and hopelessly turned on my Maya talking about fucking Olivia with a strap-on and maybe by more than that.

“How serious, Amber?” Maya took another step toward me.

“I don’t… ummm, I mean I—” I trailed off, the words catching in my throat.

“Well, let’s see,” Maya said and then her lips were on mine. For a moment, the world disappeared and there was nothing but the soft feeling of her lips against mine, the pressure as I sank into her embrace. It was like electricity coursing through my whole body. I couldn’t believe that I was kissing another girl, really kissing, for the first time in my life. And I loved it.

I’m not sure how long it was before Maya broke the kiss and stepped back.

“Don’t worry,” Maya said, as though she could read my mind. “There’s plenty more where that came from.”

“Holy fuck that was hot!”

I had almost forgotten that Olivia was in the room. I had been so lost in the feeling of Maya’s lips against my own that my brain had completely short circuited. I waited to feel something: guilt, regret, a change of heart. Instead, the only thing I felt was an overwhelming and insatiable desire to see if Olivia’s lips felt as good as her girlfriend’s.

“So, first kiss with a girl and you are already looking for another pair of lips to kiss,” Maya said and again it was as if she could read my mind. “A girl might get the idea that she didn’t leave you satisfied.”

“Maya, that kiss was like nothing I have ever experienced. I could kiss those lips for hours.” I could see a slight glint in Maya’s eyes as I said that. She tried to play it cool but I could tell she enjoyed the praise. “But satisfied? Hell no. I need more. Lots more.” I looked between the two girls. “From both of you.”

I could feel the desire in my body. I wanted this. I needed this. Stress and hormones and maybe a little bit of alcohol had all conspired to wind me into a ball of lust so tight I thought I might go insane if I didn’t get off. And soon. Maybe I was a lesbian too, or bi, or maybe I was just straight and lonely and horny. It didn’t matter.  I wanted them.

Olivia stood now too and closed the distance between us. As I turned toward her Maya stepped behind me. I could feel the swell of her breasts against my back. As Olivia leaned in and our lips met, I felt Maya’s lips on my neck. The effect was electric. Two sets of hands touching my body. Two sets of lips kissing me. Was this what I had been missing?

Olivia broke the kiss and Maya decided it was time to move to the next step.

“Bedroom?” It was a one word question that carried others inside it like a Russian nesting doll. Fuck it, I thought. My answer was fuck yes to every single one of them.

We had hardly made it into the bedroom before I felt hands on me again, and lips. In the press of flesh and bodies, I couldn’t keep track of who was who. One minute I was kissing Maya while Olivia’s delicate fingers undid my belt and helped me shimmy out of my jeans. The next my fingers were buried in Olivia’s hair as she kissed and sucked at my neck and earlobes while Maya undid my bra. Somewhere along the line I had taken off my top though I had no memory of it.

Maya pushed me back onto the bed. The only thing I was still wearing was my thong and that was completely soaked.

Maya and Olivia put on a little show for me, kissing and teasing each other as they quickly lost garment after garment until they were in the same state of undress that I was. My eyes devoured both of their bodies. If I had been attracted to these two goddesses before, now I was floored. Both were beautiful in their own way. Maya was shorter than her girlfriend with platinum blonde hair and an athlete’s body. Her tits were the size of my head and her curves drove me wild. Olivia was tall where Maya was short, slender where the blonde was thick. Her tits were similar in size to my own, somewhere around Cs, but her ass was toned and firm. I’m sure my eyes were bulging out.

“I think she needs to lose the panties,” Olivia said. “We want to make sure we have easy access.”

“I think you’re a hundred percent right.” Maya said. The way they talked about me like I was just a piece of meat, like I wasn’t even there, made my clit throb. “Lose them, Amber.”

Something in the sternness of her voice turned me on even more. I complied without a second thought.

“Now,” Maya said, for a moment the stern sexy mask she had donned vanished, replaced by the friend that I knew. “You sure you’re up for this?”

“Show me what I’ve been missing,” I said. There was no way I was backing down now. “If you want me to swear off men for real, I need you two to show me what I’ve been missing.”

Maya climbed onto the bed to my right as Olivia did on my right. Maya’s fingers brushed against my stomach. Olivia kissed my neck.

“And how would you like us to do that?” Maya asked with a wicked smile on her face.

“I want you too to have your way with me. Show me how good it feels to have two women handling my body. Fuck me senseless.” I was as shocked as anyone as the words poured out of my mouth, but I was beyond caring. “Make me your little plaything.”

“Oh, fuck yea,” Olivia growled as her kisses trailed lower.

“Don’t say I didn’t try to warn you,” Maya said with a smile.

Olivia’s mouth closed over my nipple as Maya’s fingers found my clit. The pleasure came so suddenly, I barely had time to register what was happening. One minute it was anticipation, light caresses and kisses and the next— Maya’s fingers on her right hand were buried inside me as two from her left massaged my clit. Olivia’s mouth and hands were artist’s tools the way she played with my tits. Before I knew what was happening, my mind went blank and the first orgasm tore through my body.

I had had orgasms before though only a few times with another person. Usually, I needed to rely on my own handiwork to get there. This was indescribable. The pleasure that consumed me was so extreme that for a moment I thought I might pass out. My clit was on fire, Maya playing with it even as I was in the midst of cumming.

“Wow,” was all I could say when it had passed. The room stopped spinning as I managed to catch my breath. “That was…” I searched for words I couldn’t find as I panted.

“...just the beginning,” Maya said. “Now, tonight since it's your first time we are going to make sure we take good care of you, Amber, but that doesn’t mean you don’t have to earn your keep. Now, come up here with me.”

Maya pulled herself into a sitting position and pulled me up with her. Olivia, clearly already knowing where this was going, slid into my previous position lying on the bed.

“How good does she look?” Maya asked me as Olivia started to play with herself. One hand massaged her tits and played with her nipples, while the other spread her lips and massaged her clit.  

The pleasure on her face was hotter than anything I had ever seen. There was something about the mixture of her soft feminine features combined with raw animal lust that was intoxicating.

“Definitely not straight,” I said before I realized it was out loud.

“No, shit.” Maya laughed. “But if you aren’t straight then you are gonna need to learn how to eat pussy.”

I couldn’t stop myself from smiling.

“But that’s not all,” Maya said as she pulled me toward her and kissed me again on the mouth. “While you are eating Olivia’s pussy, I am going to take this new toy out for a spin here.”

As realization dawned on me, I felt my stomach doing flips. She was going to use the strap-on to fuck me while I ate out her girlfriend. At this point, I was practically dripping in anticipation for what was about to occur.

“Now,” Olivia said, drawing my attention to her. “Come here.”

I made to move down toward Olivia’s waiting folds, but she shook her head and beckoned me up toward her. I crawled toward Olivia until I was lying on top of her with our lips only a few centimeters apart.

“Someone is an eager beaver to get a taste,” she said with a laugh. “But classy girls at least need a kiss first before they let someone go down on them.”

“Who gave you the impression that I'm a classy girl?” I said, feeling bold.

Olivia’s face lit up with delight. “Oh, I like this one, Maya. We are going to have some real fun with her.”

Olivia leaned forward and our lips met. It was different than kissing Maya, but no less wonderful. Her lips were softer, the kiss more delicate. Kissing Maya had felt like opening a whole new world and kissing Olivia felt like the same thing. Maybe kissing any girl felt like this. That thought sent a thrill through me. Maybe it wouldn’t always feel this new, this exciting each time I kissed a girl I had never kissed before. Maybe not, but I was sure as hell going to find out.

We broke our kiss just as I felt Maya move into position behind me. My breath caught as I felt her hands against my naked skin. She grabbed my hips and leaned forward until I could feel her big tits pressing against my back. Her breath against my neck sent shivers down my spine. As her fingers traced the outlines of my wet and waiting lips, I nearly came again.

“Are you ready?”

I was too turned on for words. Instead, action was my answer. I moved quickly, kissing down Olivia’s neck and chest, planting my lips between her heaving breasts and then across her stomach. There was a part of me that wanted to take my time, go slow, that wanted to build anticipation. But that part of me vanished completely when I felt Maya’s strap-on sink into me from behind.

For a moment, the whole world went white. Pleasure surged through me as my pussy stretched out eagerly to accept the massive dildo thrusting into me.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, the world spinning in a delirium of pleasure. “Stretch me the fuck out!”

The words that left my mouth shocked even me. It was almost like I was watching this happen to someone. Almost, but not quite because I wasn’t watching someone else experience this pleasure; it was happening to me.

As Maya continued to thrust into me her pace grew faster. Each time she slammed into me, my whole body seemed to convulse. It was like being in a dream, tossed about on waves of pleasure that left me gasping for air. It was dizzying in a way no pleasure had ever been. The feeling of delicate fingertips brushing against my face brought me back to reality.

I looked up to see Olivia’s gaze locked on me, her fingers gently caressing my cheek. She smiled at me then nodded down, giving me encouragement and reassurance.  I leaned forward and took my first taste of another woman.

If I had been tipsy with lust before, now I was drunk with it. The taste of my own juices was familiar to me, my own curiosity having gotten the better of me more than once through the years, but this was the first time I had ever gotten to experience the taste of another woman. It was at once both completely familiar and radically foreign, recognizable from what I knew of my own and yet completely different in a million ways: unique, I’m sure, to the woman who laid before me. Just like with kisses: different each time, different for every woman.

Olivia squirmed and bucked her hips as I explored her with my tongue. To see her reaction filled me with a deep sense of satisfaction. I’m sure there was still plenty for me to learn, but seeing that I could make someone who had some experience in this department feel so good made me feel good too. Well, that and the relentless fucking that I was currently receiving from Maya.

My first orgasm had been intense and had come on almost without warning. Now, I could feel the second one building, slowly this time. I kept waiting for the pleasure to crest and for that familiar feeling to come on, but instead it just kept building. Each time Maya thrust into me I lost my mind just a little more to the lust coursing through me.

“Oh, babe,” Olivia called out. Her fingers were threaded through my hair, pushing my face deeper into her wetness. “This straight girl isn’t too bad at eating pussy.”

“After this fucking,” Maya said punctuating her words with powerful exaggerated thrusts, “I don’t think we can really call her straight.”

I could angle my glance enough to see the wicked smile spread across Olivia’s face.

“I guess not,” she said. “At least—”

Whatever she was going to say next dissolved into a low moan as my tongue found the perfect combination of angle, speed, and pressure on her clit. I was too engrossed in my work to see what Olivia’s face looked like, but I could imagine her mouth open slightly, in a perfect O of surprise and exaltation as she teetered on the edge of cumming. I could see her eyes rolling back in her head as the pleasure became too much and she surrendered to it.

I could imagine it because I was feeling just about the same.

“She’s getting close,” Maya said, whether about me or Olivia I couldn’t be quite sure. “Oh, it looks like you both are. I need you two to be good girls for me and I need you both to cum. Can you do that? Can you be a good girl for me, Amber?”

Good girl. That was all it took to set me off for the second time. The world flashed for a moment before my eyes as both me and Olivia started to cum. I moaned into her pussy as I continued to tongue her clit with strong, broad swipes. Each moan that escaped me seemed to send Olivia to another plane of pleasure and her moans did the same to me, until we were both sending each other hurtling toward more and more powerful orgasms. It washed over my whole body and for a moment it felt like a seizure of bliss ripping through me. My muscles went slack and the room spun.

The next thing I knew I was lying on the bed gasping for breath with Olivia on one side of me and Maya on the other. Their hands moved gently across my body, tracing impossible patterns that left goosebumps on my skin. Surrounded by the two of them I felt content in a way I’m not sure I ever had before. Their naked bodies pressed up against mine left me feeling warm and safe. The silence stretched on for a long time as the three us lay together, bodies entwined in post-orgasmic bliss.

“Well,” I said after a long while, breaking the silence finally. “I guess I really am done with men for good.”

I looked back and forth between the two gorgeous women on either side of me. They both smiled at me, then leaned forward and kissed me simultaneously on the cheek.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, Amber,” they said in unison.

“Happy fucking Valentine’s Day,” I said in between another deep inhale to catch my breath. “I don’t think this will be one that I soon forget.”


Seducing Myself

Ashley Halladay


Chapter 1

The preparations were complete. It was late on a Friday night, which meant that I was alone in the lab. Professors were home in bed. Any other students were out partying, getting drunk, hooking up—all the things that I didn’t have time for.

College wasn’t a party. It was a job interview for the rest of your life and I intended to ace it. I had my future planned out. My research would get me into an MD/PhD program so that I could be a physician researcher and use my intelligence and knowledge to make a real difference in the world. At night instead of counting sheep, I would count the diseases that I imagined I would someday cure.

Looking back it all seems so very long ago. I’m so different now, it’s almost hard to recognize that person. But that was before that fateful Friday night when everything went wrong.

I had been working on a machine that was meant to be able to pull moisture from the air using advanced materials and filtration methods more efficiently than anything else in existence. It would mean water in the desert, or anywhere for that matter. All it needed was a little sunlight to operate and it could produce enough water to keep someone alive under even the most harsh conditions.

When I flicked the switch that night for the first time, I waited with bated breath. The McGuffinator 2500 started with a cough, hummed for a few seconds, rattled, and then went silent. I waited and waited and nothing happened.

I took a step toward the machine to investigate. Suddenly, there was a blinding flash and an ear splitting boom. I was thrown backwards and landed hard on my back on the cool tile of the lab floor. It took me a few moments to make sure that nothing was broken. I was shaken up but I would be okay. I couldn’t say the same for the McGuffinator.

I had tears in my eyes as I surveyed what had become of three years of work. A pile of twisted smoking metal. Here and there the metal glowed a dull orange at the edges where the explosion had torn it like paper mache. I couldn’t believe or understand what had caused an explosion of such force. There was nothing in the process, nothing in the science, that could explain it.

I was already writing up my resignation letter when I heard a noise behind me. I turned around in a panic, my mind racing to a thousand different conclusions, none of which would have made much sense if I had given them even a second’s thought. Not that it mattered anyway. What I saw was something I wouldn’t have guessed in a thousand years: a dark haired woman standing there completely naked.

I blushed. Thankfully she was facing away from me and saved me the embarrassment of having someone else see what my face looked like at that moment. That was my first thought.

My second though was: what the fuck is happening?
 

It may have been a concussion or just disorientation from the blast, but everything seemed to move slowly as I studied the figure standing there. There was something familiar about her from this angle, but it was hard to place. The hair looked familiar, the curves of the shoulders. There was a constellation of four moles arranged in nearly a perfect square just above the left buttcheek. My blood went cold. I definitely knew those moles. And I knew them because they were mine.

It was like a bad dream or a bad trip. Or what I assumed a bad trip was like. Having always been the dictionary definition of straight-edge, I had no first hand experience to draw from.

Slowly, the figure turned. Our eyes met. I screamed.

“What the fuck? Who are you?” I asked even though I knew the answer. I asked because my brain refused to believe what my eyes were telling me.

The only logical thought that came to my mind was that I had a twin that I had never known about. But that logic only stretched so far. It might explain why she looked like me, but not why she had appeared, as if by magic, naked in the lab right after the machine had exploded.

“I’m Quinn,” said the naked version of me. “Duh.”

“You’re me?” Not a twin.

She cocked her head for a moment and thought it over.

“Sorta,” she said. “But not exactly.”

“A clone?” I asked and for a moment my panic and dismay were gone and the problem solving, hypothesis testing part of me came alive.

I was a scientist after all and whatever was happening was something that no one else had seen before. Forget about medical school and years of grueling dissertation research. A Noble prize was staring me right in the face. She looked pretty good too.

Wait. What?

I snapped out of daydreaming about my acceptance speech as I wrestled with why that thought had popped into my head. Partly, I thought, because it was true. I’m not sure if it was the adrenaline pumping through my veins or what, but staring at myself (or a version of me anyway) naked like that I couldn’t help but admire my body: I was fucking hot!

It’s not that I had low self-esteem, but I rarely gave myself the time to think about those kinds of things. I had never had a boyfriend. Never had sex. Never even kissed anyone romantically. I had always been too busy.

Unlike some of the other lab rats I knew who worked similar long hours to me, I made sure to take care of my physical health. Your brain can’t operate at full capacity if you don’t stay in shape so I made sure to dial in my diet and exercise, not in the service of building a great body, but in order to make sure my mental performance was at its peak. Now, though, I reflected on how nice of a side effect that great body turned out to be.

I stared at the other Quinn, my eyes roaming over her body. It was an odd experience. There was something voyeuristic about it as I studied the swell of her breasts and her tiny pink areolas. I drank in the curves of her body and her hourglass figure.

“Hello?”

“Sorry,” I said. “This is weird.”

The other Quinn nodded.

“So, the machine made a clone of me? So you were just born right now?” I asked, still trying to wrap my head around the impossibility of it all.

My clone laughed and shook her head.

“No,” she said. “I’m the same age as you and I’ve been alive for as long as you have, but not in this universe.”

“The machine transported you here then?”

The other Quinn shrugged and my eyes couldn’t help but watch the way her heavy tits rose and fell as she did. Holy shit, I thought to myself. I’m getting turned on looking at a carbon copy of myself nude.

“I guess so.”

“Why are you naked?”

“J. Cameron, et al. clearly establishes the impossibility of keeping one’s clothes during inter-dimensional or trans-universal travel, whether through space or time.”

“What?”

“Bad joke.”

“What should we call each other?” I asked.

“Good question. Quinn is going to get confusing if we both use it. Since this is your universe I guess you get to be Quinn. I’ll be Chelsea then.”

“Why?”

“It’s our middle name,” she said.

“It’s not.” My middle name was Aubrey.

“Huh,” she said, “That's interesting. Anyway, where is Becca?”

“Becca?” I didn’t know any Beccas but if our middle names were different, I wondered what other differences existed between my universe as hers.

“Our girlfriend,” Chelsea said casually.

I felt butterflies in my stomach. “Girlfriend? You like girls?”

“We like girls,” Chelsea said.

“Why?” It was a dumb question. But my brain was busy trying to process about eleven-million different trains of thought at the same time. Some things were not receiving my full mental attention.

“Ummm,” Chelsea said, “have you seen them?”

I laughed. Maybe she had a point. I was no stranger to human sexuality…at least theoretically, but being forced to confront the idea in a real life way had the gears turning in my head. I guess I had always assumed I was straight, but then again I had never really spent much time thinking about it.

“So you just work on a Friday night by yourself in the lab?” Chelsea asked. “Seems lonely.”

“It’s not lonely,” I said. I could feel myself getting defensive. “Well, maybe it can get a little monotonous.”

Chelsea nodded. “That’s why Becca usually hangs out with me during these late night lab sessions. Trust me time really flies when Becca bends me over one of these tables and pounds me until I can’t see straight.”

My whole body went tense. I think my heart literally skipped a beat. What the fuck had she just said? In my stomach and lower, I felt a strange sensation that I had never felt before. It was warm almost to the point of burning, but in a way that was both pleasant but also unsatisfying. It left me wanting more. It wasn’t until I felt my heartbeat in my clit that I realized what was happening: I had never in my life been as turned on as I was after listening to my clone talk about getting railed by her girlfriend.

I was flustered and Chelsea could clearly tell.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

I nodded and then paused. This was insane. Could this really be happening? And if it was, what were we going to do about it? What would happen if someone found us like this? Suddenly thoughts of a Nobel prize vanished and were replaced with visions of being stuffed into an unmarked van along with Chelsea and shuttled to some government laboratory where they would experiment on us.

“We need to get you back,” I said as everything suddenly became clear to me. “We need to fix the machine.”

Chelsea shook her head and took a step toward me. “I don’t think this is that kind of story.”

“What does that mean?” I had no earthly idea what she was talking about.

“Machine’s broken. Not gonna get fixed.”

“But we could—”

She put a finger on my lips. “Let’s not.”

I trembled like a leaf in the wind. The feeling of her skin against my lips made me feel things I had never thought I could feel with an intensity that overwhelmed me. The pulsing in my clit grew stronger. I didn’t need a mirror to know that I was blushing.

Chelsea leaned forward and her hands slid down to my hips. I felt her breath against my neck and then her lips were on my ear. I had goosebumps. Her naked tits pressed against my chest. I couldn’t help but steal a glance and that didn’t do me any favors. It just made me hornier.

“The real reason I’m naked is that Becca and I were just about to get it on back where I come from. And since you so rudely ripped me from my universe and sent me hurtling across space and time to land here with no way to ever get home, I feel like you owe me.”

“Well,” I said, trying to use a bit of humor to defuse the situation, “when you put it like that.” My heart boomed. This girl, my clone, wanted to fuck me. And I was so into the idea right now that it scared me shitless.

“You’re thinking too much,” Chelsea said. And then she kissed me.


Chapter 2

As far as first kisses go, it was certainly a unique experience. From the moment her lips touched mine, it felt natural and right, like I had been doing this for years, like we both had. Perhaps it was the whole clone thing that gave us a sixth-sense, but it was like a choreographed dance that we both somehow knew the steps to.

After thirty seconds that felt like an eternity, Chelsea pulled back. She smiled at me.

“First kiss?”

“You could tell?” I asked, feeling a hot flush on my neck.

Chelsea shook her head. “No, just assumed. You’d never know though. You’re a natural.”

Is it strange that I felt immense pride when she said that? Looking into Chelsea’s eyes I saw my own hunger reflected back at me. It was exhilarating. If I had had any doubts before, Chelsea’s kiss and her words had melted them away. I wanted this as much as she did and I knew I was going to give in. I was going to get fucked…by myself! And the thought of it drove me wild.

It wasn’t just that I now realized I was into girls and that I was one and that I was hot. There was something about the idea of being seduced by myself that drove me absolutely crazy, sent bolts of white hot lightning through my body, and left me soaking wet. Call me conceited and I’m sure that was part of it. I had always been a big fan of myself. I’ve always been the kind to say, “if you want something done right, do it yourself.” I’d never considered it in this context, of course, but to me the logic still felt sound.

Or at least, I was horny enough that I could tell myself that, which felt close enough to the same thing.

“So, ummm, what do we do now?” I asked Chelsea. My counterpart clearly had the experience that I was lacking, so I was going to have to follow her lead.

“Don’t rush, Quinn. Just trust me. Kissing is a good place to start.”

And then her lips were on mine again, but it wasn’t like the first time. The first time had been light and sweet and chaste. And this…was anything but. Chelsea practically attacked my lips with her own and I struggled to match the other girl’s pace and passion. I had had my first kiss and now I was getting to first base. I was eager to go further but I decided to listen to Chelsea. She probably knew what she was talking about. She was me after all!

As we kissed, her hands started to explore my body. It was subtle and slow at first. One hand drifted down my hip and then toward my back. I felt her fingers on my ass and then almost jumped out of my skin as she squeezed it hard. I practically yelped. It felt good. Meanwhile, her other hand moved forward and then under my shirt. I shuddered as I felt her fingertips against my stomach. The feeling was electric. We were just kissing with Chelsea’s hands lazily exploring my body. And I couldn’t believe how incredible it all felt! And we hadn’t even gotten to—

“Second base,” Chelsea said as her hand shot up and gave one of my tits a squeeze.

“Doesn’t count,” I said with a laugh.

“Oh?” Chelsea cocked an eyebrow. “Why not?”

“Over the clothes is not second base,” I said. “I may be a bit inexperienced but I remember that much from high school.”

“Fair enough.”

Chelsea quickly unhooked my bra. She was in such a rush to get it off she practically tore it away from my body. She tossed it unceremoniously to the floor. And then she was pulling my shirt over my head and it too found its way to the floor. She whistled.

“Hot damn, you look good.”

It’s odd, but I felt a rush of relief at that. I had been so nervous for Chelsea’s approval that I hadn’t realized I had been holding my breath. It’s not like it was really a surprise what I had under there, after all. She was packing the same set as me, of course, but even things that are the same can be different. Our bodies might have looked almost entirely identical, but my body was mine and hers was hers. Plus, people can often be their own worst critics and I guess I was worried that that might bleed over into how Chelsea saw me.

“Glad you like them,” I said. I wasn’t playing coy. It was a genuine expression of relief. I could feel the warm blood as it rushed into my aching cheeks. I realized I was smiling and had been at least for a little while. I couldn’t help myself.

“Second base?”

I nodded. “Second base.”

And then her hands were on me again. She pulled me into her and kissed me before her right hand snaked around to her front and her fingers closed around my nipple. I let out a yelp that was half surprise and half pleasure.

“Someone’s sensitive,” Chelsea teased me.

“I guess so,” I said through gritted teeth. I tried to slow my breathing, but I was quickly beginning to lose control as my body reacted on its own volition to what Chelsea was doing to me.

“Not surprising,” she said and then winked. “After all, I am too.”

My stomach was doing flips. This whole thing was impossible. And yet, it was happening. And it was so incredibly hot, I felt like I was melting. With each passing second, I could feel the lust building up inside of me, while the rational, logical part of my brain receded further and further into the distance. Soon, I thought, it would be gone completely and I would be at Chelsea’s mercy. That thought thrilled me.

“Mine don’t bite.”

“Huh?” My lust-addled brain struggled to comprehend.

“My tits, silly. Don’t you want to get to second base with me too?”

“Oh.” I wouldn’t have guessed I could have blushed any harder, but I would have been wrong. My cheeks felt like they were on fire. I was thankful there was no mirror in my line of sight. I’m sure I was a similar shade to a freshly picked strawberry. “For sure.”

There was a teasing tone in Chelsea’s voice, but maybe something more than that too: she wanted me to want her the way that she wanted me.

I followed Chelsea’s lead, my own hands moving up, my fingers brushing her stomach before my hands cupped her breasts and gave them a probing squeeze. Chelsea closed her eyes and let out a deep breath that was equal parts moan and sigh of relief.

“That feels nice,” she murmured almost sleepily.

While we took our time at second base, our lips met again. I was struck again by how right it felt, how instinctual it all was, like we both knew what the other one was going to do before it happened. I had read studies where twins seemed able to predict or know things about each other that seemed impossible. I wondered if some similar mechanism applied to trans-dimensional clones.

Whatever the cause, the result was heaven. I could have spent the night kissing Chelsea, which is to say I could have spent the night making out with myself. There was so much to learn, so much to experience. Each new angle of our necks, each movement of our tongues, even the way that Chelsea paused sometimes and sucked gently on my lip—all of it was new and fresh and exhilarating. And I wanted to experience it all.

But Chelsea, having missed out on a chance to be with Becca, had started out the evening with a little more built up arousal than me. And she wasn’t looking to take all night kissing. At least not just on the lips…

She kissed her way down my neck, slowly. Her hot breath on my skin, her lips sucking greedily at my neck, her sultry voice as she whispered about how turned on she was, how sexy she found me—it made me feel things I had never known I was capable of.

“Can you give me a hickey?” I was as surprised as Chelsea by the question. “I mean, maybe that’s stupid.” I backtracked. “I just remember in high school people showing them off after parties and stuff and—”

Chelsea put a finger to my lips, silencing me.

“All you had to do was ask.”

I loved the feeling as she sucked on my neck. In my “research” on the subject I had read about erogenous zones and how certain unexpected parts of the body when “stimulated” could provide tremendous pleasure. Reading about it and experiencing it were two different things. And I definitely preferred the latter.

By the time Chelsea pulled away, I could already feel the light ache in my neck where a hickey was starting to form. I was excited to wear it like a badge of honor. Afterwards, she had me try my own hand at it. It took me a bit to get the hang of it, but Chelsea wasn’t complaining.

“Sorry,” I mumbled as I paused and massaged my jaw. “Cramping a bit.”

Chelsea laughed, but I could tell it was not at me.

“You don’t have to apologize, but I wouldn’t mind you getting back to work when you’re ready. You had me seeing stars.”

In an instant, any tiredness or discomfort in my jaw vanished. I felt a rush of warm satisfaction course through my veins at Chelsea’s compliment. My own vision swam for a moment as I felt my heartbeat thumping in my clit. It was like my whole body was buzzing. I couldn’t believe that I had been missing out on feeling like this for so many years. What had I been thinking?

We made out like that, feeling each other up, for another few minutes until neither one of us could take it anymore. We needed to up the ante. Still locked in our sloppy makeout session, I almost didn’t notice it as Chelsea’s fingers began to crawl down my stomach. She teased me, her fingers playing with the waistband of my leggings. I was a wreck, my whole body shaking, vibrating, buzzing in anticipation as Chelsea’s fingers made their way under the waistband of first my pants and then my underwear. Her fingers touched my skin. She cocked one eyebrow.

“Shaved?”

“Waxed,” I said. “I just always preferred the way it felt.”

She laughed. “Full of surprises.”

“You’re one to talk,” I said, laughing. After all, Chelsea had been naked from the word go and I had already seen that she was sporting the same.

“Great minds and all that, I guess.”

I was trying to think of a clever retort when her fingers made contact.

“Well, maybe that—” Whatever I was going to say was cut off as my brain short circuited. It was like being overloaded with lust and pleasure, all of it so intense that my brain ceased all unrelated functions as it struggled to keep pace with this new and overwhelming sensation.

“Just breathe,” Chelsea cooed into my ear as her finger gently parted my lips and slipped inside of me. I had never even put my own fingers up there if you can believe that. Had never even masturbated before. “It can be a little intense if you're not used to it, but you just let me know if you need me to slow down at any point or to stop. We can take it slow.”

Her fingers inside of me sent my lust hurtling to levels that seemed impossible. Her words about taking things slow and gentle, about how we had time and there was no rush—all of that sounded lovely and not thirty seconds prior it would have been exactly what I needed to hear, but now something was awake inside me.

I shook my head and grinned.

“I’m too fucking horny for that. Let’s get this show on the road.

“You know,” Chelsea said, “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Her thumb brushed against my clit and the whole world went white.


Chapter 3

“Holy fucking shit,” I shouted as Chelsea played with my clit. My knees buckled and for a moment I thought I was going to fall. Chelsea wrapped her other arm around me to help support me as she guided me backwards toward the table.

“Get up there, babe” she said and helped me hop up onto the table.

For the moment, her fingers were no longer exploring my most sensitive areas and I could feel my impatience as she looked me over. I must have looked a little annoyed.

“Now, now,” Chelsea chided me, “be patient. You are going to get more than you can even handle. You can count on that.”

More than I could handle. Fuck did I want her badly right then. I mean I wanted her badly the moment before, but throughout this whole experience the thing that kept striking me was how often I found myself thinking “it can’t get better than this!”. And how often that thought turned out to be wrong. It was almost as if just thinking it sent some telepathic message to my clone that let her know it was time to crank things up.

“Let’s get you naked.”

And there it was again. Those words sent a thrill through me that had me squirming even before Chelsea hooked her fingers underneath my pants and underwear and began to pull them down my legs. She let them drop to the floor. Her eyes were glued to the wetness between my legs. She licked her lips.

“Looks good enough to eat.”

I felt a little swell of confidence.

“Then what are you waiting for?” I asked, hoping that the expression on my face came across as seductive.

“Oh Becca would love you,” Chelsea said and then her fingers were exploring me again. That turned me on more than I would have thought. “We could both share you.”

Oh fuck. Now, that was hot. I probably needed a little more experience under my belt before graduating from one woman to two at the same time, but with Chelsea as my guide I was sure that was something I would get to eventually. I fantasized a bit about what it would be like to have two sets of hands exploring my body, two mouths, two sets of beautiful tights. Two tight, wet pussies to play with, to drink in and to taste. The room was practically spinning, as Chelsea continued to digitally explore my body.

Two fingers on one hand found their way into my pussy, curling and brushing against my inner walls and driving me crazy. Two fingers on the other hand were pressed firmly against my clit, which was so swollen it ached. Each time her fingers slowly circled it, I saw spots with my waking eyes. If she kept it up, it would be more than spots. Soon I would be seeing visions and speaking in tongues. This girl was breaking my fucking brain as she brought me closer and closer to the brink.

Any attempt at a fantasy about Chelsea and Becca quickly evaporated. The pleasure rushing through me was too intense for my brain to keep a coherent thought in my mind for more than a few moments. After that, more pleasure rushed in and crashed over me like a tsunami until I was gasping for air and didn’t know which way was up.

She paused for a moment and I craned my neck to see what was happening. I saw the top of Chelsea's head as she leaned forward between my legs. A moment later her tongue danced across my clit. That was the final straw. As Chelsea continued to tongue my clit, I came for the first time ever. The sensation was indescribable.

I had read about the female orgasm before, but like so many things, it’s not really something that words on a page can do justice to. Nothing can prepare you for the real thing. It hit me like a ton of bricks. By the time it was over I felt drunk, hungover, and like I had fallen down a flight of steps, but somehow all of that was not exactly unpleasant. I was exhausted, spent, emptied out, but in that space the only things that filled me up were a mixture of deep, deep satisfaction and peace, and a burning lust that hadn’t even begun to be satisfied.

I sat up and the room was still spinning. I looked over at Chelsea who was grinning from ear to ear.

“Wow,” was all that I could say. Chelsea’s smile grew even wider.

“Glad you enjoyed it,” she said, then she popped a few fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean. “You and by “you” I mean “we” taste fucking incredible.”

“I’ll be the judge of that,” I said, starting to lean into things more as I grew comfortable with the impossibility of what was happening. It might make no sense, but it sure felt incredible. Best not to worry too much about the details.

No, I wasn’t worried about the machine that was now broken or the laws of physics, which I’m pretty sure had also been broken. I was too far down the rabbit hole now. And there was only one thing on my mind.

“Third base?” I asked Chelsea, copying her own pattern.

“We just did?” she said. She paused and then a moment later the realization hit her. “Oh you mean, me, or you. I mean, you mean you doing it to me.”

Was Chelsea the one getting a bit flustered now? That was interesting. I guess we really were the same person. Still, she recovered quickly.

“I’d fucking love that,” she said with enough enthusiasm that there was no doubt it was the truth. “I guess we are already ahead of the game here.” She gestured to her nudity. “Why don’t I join you?”

The lab table wasn’t the most comfortable of surfaces to fuck on, I imagined, but it was hardly as bad as I would imagined. In some ways, the firm unyielding surface actually gave more support than the worn out lumpy bed in my room would have. Plus, the table was massive, occupying a footprint that was almost as large as my entire room. Plenty of room for the both of us.

Chelsea climbed up next to me and we started making out again. I couldn’t get enough of her lips, of my lips really. I loved the way they felt against my own, maybe because they basically were. Like two halves of a puzzle, they seemed to fit together perfectly. It wasn’t like anything I had ever experienced or imagined.

I had butterflies in my stomach as Chelsea’s fingertips intertwined with my own. Slowly, gently, she guided my hand down between her legs. She buried her face in my chest, licking her way between my tits before her tongue swirled around my nipple. I moaned and then she did, as my fingers touched her wetness.

Chelsea’s eyes closed as I delicately parted her lips and set my fingers to searching for her clit. Since I had never even touched myself before it took me a few moments to orient myself, but just by copying what Chelsea had done to me I was able to figure things out in short order. I knew I had found the spot and the rhythm as Chelsea’s words of encouragement transformed into incomprehensible moans of animal passion.

“Oh, Quinn,” she moaned and hearing her say my name set me off. My stomach was doing flips as Chelsea bucked her hips and pushed herself against my fingers. “The other hand,” she hissed. Her teeth were clenched so hard I thought they might crack. “Finger me while you play with my clit. That fucking drives me wild.”

“Oh, I know,” I said as I inserted two fingers from my other side into her pussy.

She was so wet. Seeing how turned on she was by me turned me on in turn. It was a cycle of arousal and horniness where we fed off and turned on each other in succession until we were both completely drunk off our own lust. It felt like a fever dream of pure, unbridled passion.

We continued like that for a few minutes longer. All the while Chelsea’s moans grew louder. The more she moved and squirmed at my touch the more turned on I grew. And the more turned on I grew, the more I felt myself building up the courage to move things to the next step. I broke the kiss and removed my fingers from inside Chelsea. They were coated with her juices. The scent of her as I brought them to my lips was intoxicating. The taste was even better. Her taste, my taste. It was the same thing and I loved it.

“That is so fucking hot,” Chelsea said as she watched me suck my fingers clean.

“Just wanted to get a taste before the main course.”

“To your liking?”

“Fuck yea,” I said. “Let’s fucking do this.”

Chelsea laughed at my eagerness but there was kindness in it and I felt safe and comfortable there with her. I couldn't imagine going through all of this for the first time with anyone different. Despite how bizarre it was to be having a night of sexual firsts with a clone of myself that was basically…well myself—despite that, it somehow felt right. At the very least, it put a whole new meaning on the idea of self-discovery.

I crawled on top of Chelsea, straddling her across the waist. My tits were hanging right in front of her face. She leaned forward and began to suck on one of my nipples. The sensation wiped my mind like an etch a sketch.

“Ummm,” I moaned as the sensation overwhelmed me. “What the fuck was I doing again?”

Chelsea popped her mouth off with a wet noise that made my pussy throb.

“You were about to experience eating out another girl for the first time,” Chelsea said, like it was the most casual thing in the world. “Then you got distracted after I couldn’t help but suck on these beautiful tits for a little bit.” To emphasize her point, she reached up with both hands and gave my breasts a rough squeeze.

“Right, so let’s get down to business.”

I was nervous as I slid my way down until my face rested between Chelsea’s legs. She was wet enough that I could see it. The scent of her sex was intoxicating. My heart pounded in my chest. My stomach was doing flips. I couldn’t believe the situation. I found myself in. This was not how I had imagined things going when I had gotten to the lab earlier that evening. Mentally, I shrugged. In for a penny, in for a pound, I guess. I leaned forward, tongue out, and took my first taste of Chelsea.

Her body tensed and she let out a long, low moan.

“Oh fuck, I can’t believe we are doing this.”

Neither could I. But as my tongue explored Chelsea, I didn’t care about any of that. I had forgotten all about the machine, all about my research and my plans. I had even forgotten about the absurdity and the impossibility of the whole situation. I was eating out my own clone, essentially going down on myself, and the only thing my mind could focus on was how turned on I was, how much I loved devouring Chelsea’s sweet juices, and how much I relished the sounds of satisfaction that my oral talents brought forth.

“Wow,” Chelsea said between gasps of breath. “Not bad for your first time. Holyyyy shit…A little more practice and you might even give Becca a run for her money.”

Whatever else might be new, my competitive streak was undiminished and so Chelsea’s praise only spurred me. Despite my inexperience, it felt, at an instinctual level, that I had done this before, that I knew how to do this. It all felt natural, like my tongue knew what it needed to do. All I needed to do was surrender and follow my instincts. Judging from the increasing pace and volume of Chelsea’s moans, I could tell that it wasn’t just in my imagination. I was blowing her mind and she was going to lose it soon.

“Fuck Quinn. That feels so fucking good. Maybe even better than Becca. It’s like you know exactly what to do. You are a fucking natural.”

I came up for air, grinning from ear to ear with my lips and chin covered in Chelsea’s juices.

“Well, I guess I know at some primal level what would feel good for me and since you are me…” I trailed off, the rest of the logic being fairly self-explanatory.

“Maybe that’s it,” Chelsea said with a laugh. “But I wonder…what if there is some kind of—”

“Shared consciousness or shared experience,” I finished her sentence, but I wasn’t guessing. I knew what she was going to say.

Chelsea’s eyes went wide. “Freaky shit.”

Indeed, it was. But if what it meant was mind blowing sex for the both of us, I wasn’t going to complain.

“There will be time for theorizing later,” I said, “but for now I need to taste you again.”

From the smile that spread across her face, I knew that my clone didn’t mind.

It took another few minutes to get her back to the precipice of orgasm. I teased her, but only a little, swirling my tongue around her clit faster and faster, building her up, closer and closer and closer, until…I backed off, slowed down, changed the rhythm, the pace, and then started over again.

“You are going to kill me if you don’t let me cum soon,” Chelsea said in a tone of mock complaint.

“Just want to make sure it’s worth it when you finally go off.”

“IT. FEELS. SO. FUCKING. GOOD.” Chelsea’s head was thrown back, her expression melted into one of delirium and pleasure. I felt my own clit throbbing. I was so turned on by the look of ecstasy on her face and the knowledge that it was all because of me. I could have kept drinking her in for hours, but I knew that wouldn’t be fair to her. She had waited and I had teased her long enough. I steadied my pace, swiping at her clit with slow, firm strokes of my tongue. And soon she was at the brink.

“Don’t stop, Quinn. Just like that.” She was practically screaming as the orgasm hit her. Her body shook and convulsed so violently, it almost frightened me for a moment. A rush of her juices filled my mouth as she came and I drank them greedily.  Her body trembled as she whimpered and then finally pushed my head away.

“Too much,” she gasped. “Need a minute.”

Her head fell back, resting gently against the hard surface of the table. I watched her chest rise and fall. Sweat glistened on her skin. Her tits looked oh so inviting as they moved up and down with each breath she took. I laid down next to her and rested my head against her chest. Her arm found its way around me and pulled me closer to her. And then we laid there like that in silence as the moments stretched on and on.

I was so at peace in that moment, so content, that I could probably have fallen asleep right there like that. Looking at Chelsea, I was guessing she could have too. But that wouldn’t be a good idea. It was late and we had exhausted ourselves quite thoroughly. If we fell asleep now, there was a good chance we would be woken up the next morning when someone found us like that. And that would have raised a number of questions for which I didn’t have good answers.

“It would be nice if we could stay like this forever,” I said.

Chelsea kissed me on the cheek and I felt warmth rush to my cheeks.

“It would,” she said and she kissed me again.


Chapter 4

Finding Chelsea something to wear was the first priority. Worst case scenario there were enough lab coats, protective wear and other equipment to cover her up. Ideally though, we would be able to find something a little less conspicuous. If anyone that knew me saw us, it would already be hard enough to hide that she looked exactly like me. Drawing more attention by having her walking around campus dressed for the lab was not likely to improve our chances of making it back to my room without being caught.

Luckily, I had been working in the lab for three years now, which meant that I had a key to nearly everything. That meant the lockers that people used to stash their personal belongings, including, often, extra changes of clothes. The first two lockers we checked were empty except for some old crumpled up biology quizzes, a half eaten sandwich that had enough fungus growing on it to be its own experiment, and a collection of beakers and test tubes that someone appeared to be hoarding for their own purposes. Finally, in the third locker we found what we were looking for.

The clothes in question were not ideal but it was what we had to work with. The hour was growing later and later. The evening custodians had already gone home, but it wouldn’t be much longer before the early shift arrived. Only another hour or so. So time was of the essence. Even if the clothes clearly belonged to someone shorter and less endowed than us.

My first reaction was to laugh. The outfit was almost comical. Chelsea stood there in a skirt and camisole, both of which were several sizes too small. The skirt barely managed to cover the swell of her ass. And up top things were not much better. Chelsea’s tits strained against the fabric and threatened to burst loose from the overworked neckline. My second reaction was that she looked fucking hot.

“Way too small,” I said with a glint in my eyes. “But honestly I’m not complaining.”

Chelsea shook her head in mock exasperation. “Here I am trying to find some clothes so that we can escape discovery, government experimentation, and certain death and you are getting distracted because this shirt makes my tits look nice.”

“Well, it does.” I said, because, well, it did.

Chelsea rolled her eyes.

“Let’s get going,” she said. “North Campus is a hike.”

“We don’t live there. We live in the new apartments they built in South Campus.”

“Oh,” Chelsea said. “I guess that makes sense. Since we don’t live with Becca. Shorter walk then!”

I could sense a bit of disappointment in her voice, though I tried not to let it bother me. It was completely fair after all. She was the one who had been ripped from the world she knew and dropped into this one. As excited as I might be about the experimentation and discovery of the last few hours, it only made sense that my clone and counterpart was experiencing a greater sense of loss about the whole thing. She had left her real life behind. I hadn’t.

The trip to my apartment was mercifully short. It was late, which meant this part of campus was fairly abandoned. We passed a few drunken groups meandering their way across campus, but none paid us much mind. A few cat calls aimed at Chelsea was all we suffered, which given the circumstances I could live with. Plus, since Chelsea was me, I admit it felt validating. Maybe I really was hot to other people. Maybe I always had been. That was a strange and wonderful thought.

“Nice apartment,” Chelsea said as we closed the door behind us.

I held a finger up to my lips. “My roommate’s asleep.”

Chelsea nodded in understanding. Her eyes scanned the room. I wondered what she was thinking, whether any of it looked familiar to her. Suddenly, I was acutely aware of the dust along the baseboards and the dirty dishes in the sink.

Chelsea saw them too. She smiled and wagged a finger at me. “Tsk, tsk, tsk, clearly we aren’t dating Becca in this reality. She would never allow this.”

Chelsea laughed and then winced. For a moment, neither of us said anything. I was searching for the right words, but found none. In my defense, there weren’t a lot of life experiences that prepared you for how to comfort your lesbian clone that you just had sex with over the fact that she has been transported to a different universe, possibly permanently, and is now grieving the loss of her first and maybe only love. Very delicate situation. And they don’t even make Hallmark cards for it.

I was still searching for the right words, when a noise interrupted us. I heard a doorknob turn and my heart stopped. It was the door to my roommate Gianna’s room. The distance to my own room was impossibly far. There was no way we would make it in time. I’m ashamed to say I froze completely. I panicked. Luckily, Chelsea thought fast. As the door opened, Chelsea shoved me hard and I toppled unceremoniously to the floor with the couch between me and Gianna’s open door.

“Quinn?” Gianna’s sleepy voice asked, thick with her Italian accent.

“Sorry, did I wake you?” Chelsea asked, stepping into the role of Quinn. It was a stupid risk, but I couldn’t help myself: I crawled to the edge of the couch and peered around the corner. We hadn’t turned the overhead lights on when we came in so I was counting on the partial darkness to conceal me.

Gianna was still rubbing the sleep out of her eyes. She stood there looking like a Victoria’s Secret model, tall, dark, and gorgeous. She wore a pink lace bra and a matching pair of panties. Who the fuck dresses like that for bed? I had always been a bit annoyed by how perfect my Italian roommate always seemed to look. Her hair was never askew. She could eat whatever and always look amazing, even though I had never once seen her go to the gym or even exert herself more than whatever effort it took to tote her nail kit from her room to the couch in the living room. All these same thoughts started to take on a more confusing undertone given the events of the night. I could sort through it all later, for now I just needed to not get caught.

“Were you talking with someone? I heard voices.” Gianna’s sleepy eyes glanced around the room. I darted back behind the couch just a moment before she turned her head toward me. My heart thumped in my chest.

“Sorry about that, just had the volume up on my phone too loud. Damn autoplay videos. You know how it is.”

I scooted toward the edge of the couch and watched Gianna again. Her eyes were narrowed, though from sleepiness or fatigue I couldn’t tell.

“Okay,” she said and began to turn back toward her room. She paused and did a double take, seeming to see the way that Chelsea was dressed for the first time.

“Quinn, what exactly are you wearing?”

It was almost impossible to believe that the pounding in my chest and my ears wasn’t loud enough to give away my presence. My stomach was a white-hot ball of lead, equal parts terror and arousal. I could see the way that Gianna’s eyes poured over Chelsea’s alluring body, over my body really. Was she checking her out? And how could I possibly be horny right now. Instead of, you know, losing my shit about the possibility of being discovered.

“Uhh, just trying something different,” Chelsea offered. What else was she going to say?

I thought I saw a hint of a smile on Gianna’s lips. She nodded. “Looks good on you. You should dress like that more often.” Her gaze lingered and her eyes moved up and down Chelsea’s body. Holy shit, she was checking her out. A renewed surge of arousal went through my body. Despite my best wishes I found myself imagining what my roommate looked like naked. What it would look like to watch her make out with Chelsea, what it would be like to be with both of them, to be taken by both of them at the same time, to be their little plaything while they both…Whew! I needed to get a grip. I had to put a hand over my mouth to keep myself from moaning out of my own self-inflicted horniness.

Mercifully, it was only another few seconds before Gianna turned back to bed and closed the door behind her. The relief that washed over me was enough to spur me into action. As quickly and as quietly as possible, I took Chelsea by the hand and led her into my room. I don’t think I breathed at all until we were both in there and the door was closed and locked behind us.

“Holy shit,” I said. “That was almost a disaster.”

I kept my voice low, but didn’t feel the need to whisper. My room was at the far end of the hallway from Gianna’s, past the bathroom and the laundry closet. I could have been playing the drums in my room and as long as Gianna stayed in hers, she would never hear me.

Chelsea was practically giddy. The adrenaline of almost getting caught seemed to excite her…in more ways than one. We had hardly had a moment to catch our breaths before she was all over me.

Her hands were on my hips and then her lips on mine before I even knew what was happening. Her chest and then her stomach pressed up against mine as Chelsea pushed herself hard against me, pulling me in at the same time, enveloping me in her body, until it was impossible to tell where Chelsea ended and I began.

We were both breathless when we broke the kiss.

“That was so fucking hot,” Chelsea said and at first I thought she meant the kiss. “Your roommate is a fucking smokeshow.”

I felt a stab of something that might have been jealousy, mixed with something that might have been lust. Jealousy because this all felt so new to me and for that reason I was confused and insecure about the whole thing. I didn't want to feel like I was vying for Chelsea’s attention with some other girl at the very same moment that I was trying to work through all my own confusing feelings about this impossible situation.

Lust…well that was because Chelsea wasn’t wrong. It’s not like I hadn’t noticed before that Gianna was pretty. But that had meant something very different to me before tonight. And that meant more confusing feelings. All of it was suddenly too much. The room felt like it was spinning. I felt sick to my stomach.

“Quinn?” The concern in Chelsea’s voice was unmistakable. “Are you okay?”

The words caught in my throat. I shook my head and then Chelsea hugged me tight.

“It’s okay. Hey, whatever it is,” she said, “it’s going to be okay.”

I was shocked just how much I believed her. The tension and anxiety started to melt away, if not to nothing than at least to a level that felt manageable.

“Was it my comment about Gianna?” Chelsea asked, once again seeming to know my innermost thoughts without me having to actually share them.

I nodded, still not trusting myself to speak.

“Someone is a little jealous,” Chelsea said with a laugh that somehow made the whole thing feel light. She had a wonderful ability to do that. A smile or a laugh that cut through the tension and reminded you that you didn’t need to take life so seriously. For me, it was like water in the desert.

“Don’t worry, Quinn.” Chelsea brushed a strand of hair out of my eyes. “We are essentially the same person, right? Clones and all that? So the way I see it, one of us imagining being with someone else, is really like imagining each other with someone else, so you are always already included in my sexual fantasies. And if that isn’t explicit enough for you, here it is: when I saw how hot Gianna looked and how she was checking me out, my first thought wasn’t about ditching you for your roommate, it was about how the three of us might have some fun together.”

“Oh,” was all I could say to that. The jealousy faded, quite extinguished after Chelsea’s explanation. Which meant that all that's left was the lust. And that kicked itself into high gear. My cheeks were hot and I knew that I was blushing.

“Well now,” Chelsea’s grin was wicked. “It looks like you don’t exactly hate that idea.”

Chelsea ran a finger down my arm, feeling the goosebumps that her own teasing had raised there. “Does the thought of the two of us having our way with your sexy Italian roommate get you going? Or is it more the idea of her having her way with us? Or maybe me and her giving you a good fucking? Passing you back and forth until you are utterly exhausted. We would take such good care of you Quinn.” She leaned forward until her lips were resting against my ear. “I promise you won't be able to walk straight for a week.”

I couldn’t take it any longer. I was too turned on to care about anything other than the beautiful woman standing in front of me saying such sinfully wicked things. It drove me wild. Chelsea’s scandalous fantasies were only cut short when I couldn’t take it anymore and I kissed her hard on the mouth. It took her a moment to regain her composure after the interruption but then she joined in the makeout session with gleeful passion. We sucked face as we moved across the room, undressing each other as we went. It was only a half dozen steps between where we had started the kiss and my bed, but by the time we made it there both of us were stark naked.

We paused for a moment standing by the side of the bed, our eyes drinking in the familiar sight. Both of us standing there like that turned me on in ways that are difficult to articulate. On the one hand, I knew exactly what Chelsea’s body looked like, so without that air of mystery what was familiar should have become less alluring, but somehow it was the opposite. There was a moment of sick, arousing vertigo whenever I saw that familiar body but in the form of a completely different person. I shouldn’t be thinking such filthy things about someone who was…well essentially me. It felt wrong, taboo, forbidden. And, course, that was why it was so fucking hot.

“I have an idea,” Chelsea said and I felt the wetness grow between my legs. I had no idea what my clone might have in store, but so far she had not come even close to letting me down. “Get in bed. Under the covers.”

I raised a questioning eyebrow, but when Chelsea only crossed her arms impatiently I took the hint and followed along. Chelsea climbed into bed after me. The thrill of being naked under the covers with her was unexpected. After all, after what we had done to and with each other and after having already seen each other’s naked bodies, this shouldn’t have felt like a milestone, but there was something intimate about it that just pure sex didn’t quite match. It was a nice, somewhat sweeter moment, made all the more so by how it was sandwiched between some truly raunchy stuff.

“Trust me?” Chelsea asked as she moved onto her hands and knees, the covers still draping her body. Tentatively, I nodded. At 98% excitement and 2% anxiety, it was an easy decision. I really did trust her. The nod was all the permission Chelsea needed.

“Good,” she said with a wicked smile. “I am going to go down on you now, but I’m going to be safely out of sight under the covers.” She paused and I felt my breath catch. She knew that I knew what was coming next. The smile on her face spoke to the satisfaction she got out of making me squirm like this. God, this woman drove me wild. “And you,” she leaned close, her voice barely a whisper, “are going to pretend that it’s Gianna down there. Can you be a good girl and do that for me?”

Could I have my busty and insatiable clone eat me out while I fantasized about my model level gorgeous Italian roommate? Uh yea, I think I could manage that. But still the word caught in my throat.

“Does that not sound good?” Chelsea teased me. “Do you not think Gianna was looking hot tonight?”

Obviously, that wasn’t it. There were a lot of things I could think to say at that moment, but none of them would be a denial of just how hot she had looked. And, of course, that wasn’t the only thing that had turned me about the whole situation.

“She was practically undressing me, which basically means you, with her eyes. Tell me that didn’t get you going. That sexy girl with that killer body and that sexy accent, telling you that you look good in that slutty outfit I was wearing, telling you that you should dress like that more. She wants to fuck you so badly.”

Chelsea’s hand moved down my stomach as she spoke. Her fingertip against my bare skin shot bolts of white hot lightning through me. An erotic thrill coursed through my body, terminating in my swollen and throbbing clit. When Chelsea’s thumb brushed it gently, I almost came in an instant.

“Just imagine all the filthy things she was thinking about doing to you.”

“Fuck yes,” I said, finally finding my voice again. “She looked so fucking hot.”

Chelsea dove under the covers and wasted no time. A moment later I felt her tongue swipe across my clit. My eyes bulged nearly out of their sockets as the sudden rush of pleasure surprised me. It had only been an hour or maybe a little longer, but I had already forgotten just how good it felt when Chelsea explored my body.

“Oh fuck, Chels,” I moaned, “that is fucking unreal.”

Suddenly, Chelsea paused. A moment later her head came out from under the sheets.

“Who?” she asked with a teasing look on her face. “I don’t know any Chelsea”

I swallowed but the lump in my throat was still there. “Okay, Gianna. You have no idea how good your tongue feels against my clit.”

Chelsea, as Gianna, smiled back at me. “Oh, I think I might have a clue.”

And with that she vanished again. This time I choose to lean into it.

“Giana, Jesus Christ, you are making me see stars.”

That only seemed to spur Chelsea on. She renewed her assault on my dripping pussy lips with gusto. I could hardly keep myself from cursing or shouting each time her tongue swirled around my clit. The room was spinning even faster than it had before, and for a much more pleasant reason.

“I don’t think I can last much longer.” I could hardly control myself. I was past caring about keeping the noise down. Past caring about any jealousy or judgment or doubt. I surrendered to the pleasure that was filling me up until it felt like that was all there was in the entire world.

“Cum for Gianna, Quinn,” Chelsea said, her voice muffled. “You know you want to.”

And I did. I wanted to so badly. As much as I loved the way Chelsea made me feel, I had to admit the whole idea of fantasizing about my roommate being the one now between my legs was making me feel things, dirty fucking things. I thought about Gianna standing there in her underwear that was practically lingerie. I thought about her lithe form, her lips, her breasts, her ass. The orgasm that ripped through me was even more intense than the others I had had that night. By the time it hit, I was practically screaming from the top of my lungs.

“Oh fuck, Gianna. Don’t fucking stop.” I was delirious, completely beside myself as I gasped for air. I felt like I had just run a marathon. Every inch of my body felt used up and exhausted, and in some ways I guess that was true.

Chelsea climbed out from underneath the covers and laid down next to me. She rested her head on my shoulder. Her fingers intertwined with mine.

“So…” she said and the word hung in the silence as we both lay there.

“So.” I smiled at her. I didn’t have any answers for her. If anything, this night had only raised questions. But with Chelsea’s hand in mine, I wasn’t worried about what tomorrow might bring. There were questions and complications and classes and…more things that didn’t matter. All that mattered to me then was the moment. All that mattered was me and Chelsea and the night that we had spent together.

“Weird night,” I said and then added. “Weird amazing night.”

Chelsea chuckled and nodded in agreement. “Weird amazing night. Want to do it again tomorrow?”

“Do you mean do I want to have hot lesbian sex with my gorgeous and talented clone?” I smiled and my whole body felt warm. “Yea, tomorrow sounds good.”


Seduced by My Lesbian Boss
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“Another button.”

Nicole spoke with a voice that I had never heard her use before. There was a command in it that thrilled me along with a note of something deeper, maybe darker—an intensity that both excited and terrified me. She was ravenous. She needed something to sate her appetite and now I knew that I was on the menu—me and my supple young body.

Another button. It was innocuous enough and in another time and place it would have meant something else. Instead, it meant you’re mine. It meant that Nicole was in charge and that my body and what was on it or it, who looked at it and touched and used it, was up to her now. It meant that I had no idea what was in store for me, no idea just how Nicole was going to explore my body and shatter my world. It meant that I was going to be ravished by my busty, dominating boss until I couldn’t see straight.

My body tingled with excitement as I felt myself giving in to the temptation.

I knew I was going to love this.


2.

I had worked for Wellington’s Wellness Spas for the better part of four years, on the corporate side of things. It was the job I had taken out of college and it had gone well enough. I was a project manager that helped oversee capital improvements at our various branches and worked to design new innovative…Anyway it was a bit boring, but it was a job.

It was demanding too. Wellington’s might mean Wellness—that was their pithy slogan—but that concern for health and relaxation did not extend to the people who worked for them. The hours were long, the happy hours legendary. It was a work hard, play hard kind of environment. There was a subtle art to toeing the line. You needed to learn how to let loose without going so overboard that you ended up a functioning (or non-functioning) alcoholic or worse: an ineffective Wellington’s employee.

The long hours and the alcohol meant that most people, especially the younger cohort, found love—and by love I mean lust—close to the home office. Everyone slept with everyone. There were torrid love affairs between bright-eyed college graduates that flamed out spectacularly and there were supply closet trysts and after hours ‘meetings’, sometimes with more than just two people in attendance, if you catch my drift. But there were still rules, unspoken though they might be. You could screw your colleagues and up to a certain point you could even screw the people you worked for or who worked for you, but after you reached a real management position there was a firewall. And breaches were not taken lightly.

And for that reason I knew that I was in trouble. I had excuses. It had been a long week coming at the end of a long month that had been preceded by any number of long weeks and months. On Friday though, the project we had been working on for the better of a year had finally wrapped up. The Friday Happy Hour had been like nothing I had ever experienced before. Even compared to the holiday parties or the general happy hour blowouts, this had been a sight to behold.

The booze flowed freely. I wasn’t the only one who had indulged a bit in some debauchery, but as far as I knew I was the only one who had gotten up on top of the bar, stripped down until I was in nothing but my underwear—bottom half only and a thong to boot—and then proceeded to sleep with my boss later that night. That part, thankfully, was NOT in view of half of the office and all of my day to day coworkers.

Like I said, I knew I was in trouble. And not just me, but Andrew too probably. Andrew was my boss, well really he was my boss’s boss’s boss or something like that. He was upper management and that meant he was as likely to be shitcanned over this whole thing as me.

As I walked into the office the next morning my face was beet red. It was a Saturday, but at Wellington’s the work week was always at least six days long, and most weeks it was seven. I’m not sure where I summoned the will to even crawl out of bed that morning. Between the pounding in my head and the world ending levels of embarrassment I felt, it would have been so easy just to stay in bed, but something had compelled me. Maybe I just wanted to get it all over with. This whole thing was going to be a fucking mess and hiding at home was only going to prolong the agony.

That was how I found myself ushered into an unfamiliar office by a suit and tie that I vaguely recognized as someone from H.R. He told me to wait. The Assistant Director of Product Development wanted to meet with me, which meant Andrew. What he wanted to talk to me about the HR guy didn’t know. He said it so convincingly I wondered if he might be the only one in the office who I hadn’t flashed last night, either in the flesh or through the dozens of cell phone videos that I knew had to be circulating. Ah, the smartphone era: what a time to be alive!

The next five minutes were the longest five minutes of my life. I took the time to study my appearance using the front facing camera on my phone. I had chosen to dress more conservatively than usual given what I was facing. I didn’t think it would help things to come strutting in here like a floozy after everything that had happened. Though, if I had known my meeting that morning would be with Andrew perhaps I would have decided differently.

My platinum blonde hair was up in a tasteful if somewhat boring ponytail. My makeup was minimal, just a bit of foundation, some light mascara, and a subtle shade of lipstick not all that far off from my natural color. I wore a white button-up dress shirt with only the top button unbuttoned and a smart knee length pencil skirt. On most people it would have been a fairly reserved look, but I wasn’t most people. I was in good shape and my stomach was flat and toned, but everywhere else I was what the kids today call thick or, rather, thicc with two C’s. Though, up top it was closer to two E’s. The curves of my hips and ass were no less pronounced and I drew stares wherever I went. Any woman with those kind of curves can sympathize with my plight: anything other than a burlap sack and it looks like showing off.

I was just finishing up giving myself the once over when the door opened and someone who was not Andrew entered. Instead, it was a woman about ten years my senior, golden-haired and stunningly gorgeous. She looked like she could have stepped out of the pages of a magazine that sold high end clothing for high powered female executives.

“Who are you?” The words tumbled out of my mouth before my brain had time to consider them.

The woman arched one eyebrow. She removed the glasses she was wearing and stared intently down at me. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. There was an intensity there that unnerved me. The pace of my heartbeat quickened.

“Who am I?” She repeated the question back to me with an air of incredulity. “Well to start, I’m not the little harlot that flashed her impressive tits to half of my coworkers yesterday.”

I felt like I had been punched in the stomach. I knew that this, or something like this was coming. I mean, after all, it’s not like I was going to get away with what I had—wait, did she just say impressive?

I sat there motionless, not quite believing my own ears. She had to have said something else. She must have meant…the time stretched as my mind searched for a similar sounding but plausible word. I drew a complete blank.

“My name is Nicole. And I’m your boss now. Well, I’m several rungs up the ladder, but I’m taking over for Andrew, who is no longer with the company for reasons I’m sure I don’t need to explain to you.” She paused and turned back toward the door for a moment. I watched in confusion and disbelief as she turned the lock and it clicked into place. For an explanation, she only said, “I want to make sure we aren’t disturbed.”

My heart was a drum now in my chest. What the fuck was going on? Andrew had been let go. That hit me like a ton of bricks. It’s not that I was surprised. What did I really think was going to happen? That question was far from rhetorical as I turned it over in my head. Did I think he was just going to get a slap on the wrist for fucking a subordinate after she had given the whole office a striptease?

Despite the gravity of the situation, memories from last night flashed back and I felt a thrill of excitement rush through. It wasn’t my time with Andrew that I was thinking about though. It was the time before that, when I had summoned up the courage to climb up on the bar and undress myself in front of two dozen or more pairs of hungry eyes. That feeling of being the center of attention had been intoxicating. Men and women, both younger and older than me, slack jawed and leering as I undressed myself slowly to the beat of the song. Jesus Christ, I was about to be fired like Andrew had been and I was getting myself turned on thinking about what had gotten me in this place to begin with.

“Now, I’m not an unreasonable person, but I think we can both agree that your behavior yesterday was less than professional,” Nicole said in a voice that I couldn’t read. It was matter-of-fact but there was something lurking there that spoke of authority, of control, and of dominance.

Dominance? That was an odd word to have pop into my head at that moment, but as I looked Nicole up and down I couldn’t help but feel like it fit, though exactly how I couldn’t quite fathom. The mixture of anxiety from the situation and arousal from my daydreaming was confusing to say the least. When I looked into Nicole’s eyes for too long there was even more confusion. There was something about the other woman that I was drawn to but also frightened of. My head was swimming and I tried to chalk it up to stress and embarrassment and a rather bad hangover. But something deeper down told me there was more to it than that. But what was it?

Instead of sitting behind the desk, Nicole crossed to the front and sat on the edge of it. She was a half a foot taller than me and leaning against the desk she seemed to tower over me as I sat in the chair. I had to crane my neck to meet her penetrating gaze. If I didn’t I would have been staring directly at her chest which was even with my eye line. I told myself I was lowering my eyes because her gaze was just too intense, but part of me couldn’t resist a look.

Her breasts were ample though not of the massive proportions of my own. Nicole’s own dress shirt was not so conservatively buttoned as my own. I counted the unfastened buttons one, two, three that opened up her neck line to reveal the black lace of the bra underneath. Unbelievable, I thought to myself, here I am being chastised for being a slut and the woman they bring in to do it has the girls popping out with last year's fall collection from Victoria’s Secret on full display.

“I’m up here.”

Busted. I took a long swallow and shifted my eyes back up to meet Nicole’s.

“Sorry,” I said, pausing and trying to buy myself time to come up with something that would serve as a halfway plausible excuse. Nothing came to my mind. “I was…”

“Staring at my tits.”

It felt like someone had shocked me. She was making a statement, not asking a question, and something in her confidence and demeanor unnerved me. I could feel cold sweat on my brow and my hands felt clammy. Suddenly the room was hot and I wanted nothing more than to rip the buttons off my shirt and cast it aside. Just so that I could cool down, of course.

“I wasn’t.” It was a lie and we both knew it, but I didn’t know what else to say.

Nicole was not convinced. She reached into her pocket and retrieved her phone. Was she going to call someone? She tapped away methodically while I waited. A moment later a familiar song started playing, though I couldn’t understand why the sound of it made my body tense.

“Well, two can play at that game,” Nicole said and for the first time I saw the faintest hint of a smile at the corners of her mouth.

And then I knew why the song sounded so familiar, why it evoked the reaction that it did: it was the song that I had done my striptease too last night and given Nicole’s comments I knew what she was looking at on her phone. She slid down into the chair next to me, leaned forward and held out her phone so that we both could see it.

There I was. The video hadn’t captured the beginning when I had crawled up on the bar. My guess was that whoever had ended up filming this one had been too stunned at first and only later had decided to capture what they were witnessing for posterity. My shirt was already off and my skirt came next and then there I was in my bra and panties, moving my hips to the music. My dancing was filthy, sultry, sexy. This wasn’t a few shakes of the hips or the chest. This was a performance that would have caused a few strippers to blush. As I watched it, I certainly did.

My cheeks were red and hot. I wanted to look away. I wanted to protest, to explain to Nicole how inappropriate and outrageous all of this was. I opened my mouth to give her a piece of my mind and then my bra came off. My eyes were glued to the screen, glued to my own tits that I saw there and the salacious dance moves I was showing off. I took a deep breath trying to steady myself. I clenched and unclenched my fists as I felt a strange but familiar feeling building in my stomach.

I was getting turned on watching my own near naked body move to the rhythm of the music.

“If mine looked like that,” Nicole said, snapping me back to attention. “Maybe it would make a bit more sense for you to be staring.”

And then I was staring again. Not at the video. Not at my tits and not at Nicole’s, but at the older woman’s face. What the fuck was happening? As if reading my mind, Nicole started to explain.

“I’ve seen girls like you before,” she said coolly. She stood up again and resumed her original position at the edge of the desk. “Insatiable little sluts who act out. It’s a cry for attention really.”

Insatiable little sluts. I waited for the words to trigger my anger, but they didn’t. All the signs were there. My breathing was shallow. My heart was thumping. I could feel a ball of hot lead forming in my stomach, but I wasn’t angry. I was…turned on.

And not just from the video I had just watched of myself being a wanton little harlot. No, Nicole’s words had done something to me. Insatiable little slut. I had butterflies in my stomach. I felt a deep throbbing in my clit. I looked again into Nicole’s eyes and it was like I was seeing her for the first time. She was an absolute smokeshow. Tall, blonde, and shapely, and if she wasn’t quite as curvaceous as me, she still put most other women to shame. By the time I was done looking her over again, I was practically salivating.

Somewhere in the back of my mind a voice tried to remind me that I wasn’t into women. Another voice told that voice to shut the fuck up because, well, I so so obviously was. Or at least I was into this woman, this time. And right then I was too turned on to care. It still all felt like a bizarre and impossible dream. But if it was, if it was a good one and one from which I didn’t want to wake up.

“Stand up,” Nicole commanded and I obeyed.

There was still a part of my mind that was questioning, doubting, and deliberating, but I knew that that part had already lost. I looked deep into Nicole’s green eyes. There were flecks of hazle there which helped to soften, though only a little, the storm and the passion that I saw in them. I was ready to surrender. Whatever this woman asked of me, she was going to get. I knew I might try to resist, but I knew that was just a show. Deep down what I wanted more than anything else was to submit.

I stood frozen as Nicole moved the chairs out of the way and cleared a space in the middle of the room. She circled around me sizing me up.

“Do you know what the problem with little sluts like you is?”

I remained silent, still unsure about the rules of this little game.

“The problem is,” Nicole continued, “that you don’t know what real pleasure feels like. I’m sure you played with your little clit and you’ve fumbled around with this guy and that one. Maybe you even think you know what you’re doing in the bedroom, but the real problem is that you don’t. And so, never satisfied. That’s where I come in. As your boss, it’s my duty to correct your misbehavior, which in this case means that I’m going to need to teach you a thing or two.”

My knees were weak. The room spun. As Nicole had finished her little speech, she had leaned in close and I could feel her breath against my neck as she said those last few words, as she told me she needed to teach me a thing or two. I didn’t need to check to know that I was soaking wet. I could feel the heat and slickness dripping from between my legs. My pussy was on fire, just begging for release. I took a deep breath and breathed out. My whole body was shaking.

“Another button.”


3.

My fingers felt clumsy as I followed her command, but follow it I did, without question. As the air met the exposed skin of my chest, I shivered. Goosebumps rose across my body. I felt my nipples stiffen and not just from the chill.

“Another.”

Her voice was like water in the desert. And I was dying of thirst. Another button undone. Three buttons. Who knew what three buttons could do to you. What three buttons could make you feel.

Nicole circled me like a shark circling chum. I felt like prey being stalked and what’s more that feeling thrilled me. There were a lot of ways that I had imagined the morning going but this hadn’t been one of them.

“Now the rest.”

My nerves were getting the best of me. My fingers were even clumsier now. I undid one button and then another, but my fingers started slipping. Nicole tsked impatiently which only added to my nerves. I fumbled with another button before Nicole decided she needed to step in.

“Stop,” she said and she froze me with just that word. Then her fingers were on my shirt and her hands were undoing one button after another. I can’t imagine what my face looked like at that moment, a mixture of anxiety and confusion and lust. That last one most of all. My new boss was undressing me in her office.

“Lose the shirt now,” Nicole said, stepping back to survey her handiwork. After the shirt came off she said, “And the bra.”

I felt myself wilting under Nicole’s gaze. The intensity in her stare threatened to paralyze and overwhelm me. If I continued to look into her eyes, I was worried what it might do to me, what she might do to me. Finally, I had to look down.

A moment later I felt Nicole’s hand on my chin lifting my head up so our eyes met again. Her fingers brushing against my chin awakened something in me. It sent a thrill through my body that left me panting. I had had entire sexual encounters that hadn’t felt as right or as good as it did in that moment the first time her skin touched my own. I didn’t have much time to consider or to savor that feeling because the next moment Nicole was leaning forward and then her lips were on mine.

I had been mistaken. I had thought that Nicole’s words and her gaze and the entirety of the situation had made me hungry for more, but I didn’t know real hunger for another person until I kissed Nicole. It was like being kissed for the first time, except that now I had the knowledge and experience of so many kisses that were not this one, so many kisses that I realized only retroactively had been a pale imitation and pathetic excuse for the real thing. Those had been something else, but this was a real kiss. And now I was starving for Nicole, for her lips and her breasts, and all of her body. I wanted to fall into her, submit to her, worship her. From the way that she kissed me back, I knew that she was having similar ideas. When she broke away I was practically buzzing in anticipation for what would come next.

“The bra,” she said. “Don’t make me ask again.”

Jesus Christ. Where had this woman been all my life? There are things you need in life but that you never know you need until you experience them. This was clearly one of those things. That morning, any morning really, I would have told you that I was straight. Standing in front of Nicole with her telling me what to do, I knew that there was no shot in hell that that was true. And realizing that I found a little bit of confidence that I didn’t know was in me.

“Or what?” I stood a little bit straighter, which had the added benefit of making my tits look even better as they strained against my bra. I steeled myself up and tried to muster the most defiant expression I could.

Nicole raised one eyebrow and for the first time since I had met her she smiled. It was a brief satisfied flash that vanished as quickly as it had come. Inwardly, I was smiling too. I had guessed right and my defiance excited her. Nicole might have wanted to dominate me but it was clear that a little faux-resistance made it hotter for her, for me, for both of us.

“That’s the way you want to play it?” Nicole's voice was cool. “It’s a good thing I was brought in. You are clearly in need of a little discipline.”

She stepped forward, wrapped her arms around me, and deftly unhooked my bra. Nicole stepped back as it fell to the ground. There was hunger in her eyes. I shivered and not just from the cool air against my naked skin.

“These,” she said as her hands roamed across my naked tits, “look even more impressive in person.”

She leaned forward and took my left nipple into her mouth. It was like fireworks. My eyes shot open wide as my whole body stiffened and then trembled. It was like a low rumble that started deep and soft and quiet and then built and built as Nicole’s tongue swirled around my areola while her other hand found my right nipple and pinched it between her fingers, not quite roughly but it was not quite gentle either. It felt like she was manhandling my tits, groping, pawing at them and it drove me absolutely wild. I was practically whimpering when she pulled away.

“Good girls get rewarded with more of that,” she said, reading the disappointment in my face. “But bad girls get punished.”

I told myself to breathe. I would have never imagined that simple words could have the effect on me that they did but the filthy things that were pouring out of Nicole’s mouth excited me like nothing ever had. Good girl. Bad girl. I was a mess. I was a puddle. I was soaking through my thong, waiting with all the patience that I could muster for what Nicole was going to do with me.

“So what are you?”

“Depends,” I said playfully, mustering up some faux-innocence to fit my newfound role. “After bad girls are done being punished, can they get rewarded too?”

Nicole smirked. “Maybe.”

“In that case,” I paused, letting the tensions stretch, “definitely a bad girl.”

This time Nicole hid her delight better, but it was still clear to see in the brightening of her eyes and the way her mouth tightened as she fought against her natural inclination to smile.

“I thought that’s what you’d say. Now, lose the skirt and bend over the desk.”

My fingers trembled as they unfastened my skirt. I let it slide to the floor as Nicole leered at me. In some ways I felt even more on display than I had the previous night. Perhaps it was the intimacy of a one-on-one encounter compared to a bar full of people, but the sensation was heightened. And that very much so was not a bad thing. And so I played along.

The surface of the desk was cool against my palms as I leaned at the waist and braced myself against the desk. Nicole stood behind me and I turned my head back to meet her gaze. I watched as her eyes snapped from where they had been looking to meet my own. She had been looking at my ass!

“Like this?” I asked, pushing my lips together into the sexiest pout I could manage.

Nicole nodded and for a moment I thought that she might finally be at a loss for words. Luckily, now was the time for more than just words.

My whole body tensed as Nicole grabbed a handful of my ass and squeezed hard. I was a piece of meat to this woman and she was going to handle me roughly. My clit ached and my pussy was on fire. She had said that she was going to show me what real pleasure meant. In the beginning I had had my doubts just how much of that was a line. Now, though, I had no doubts. I was a zealous convert to the church of Nicole. She was my prophet and I knew that she would lead me to the promised land.

“Head forward,” Nicole growled, her voice taking on rougher tones as she prepared to give me my punishment.

Given the position I was in, the punishment in question was fairly easy to figure out. Still, as I stood there bent over the desk I was filled with nervous anticipation. The first smack set my world on fire. Nicole’s hand made contact with my ass and the thwack it made seemed to echo impossibly loud in the confined space of the office. I felt pinpricks of pain radiating out across my skin, but a moment later the endorphins kicked in and that pain built and then mixed and melted into pleasure.

Another smack and I couldn’t help but whimper. The whole thing turned me on more than I could describe in words. My mind felt like it was coming apart at the seams. Pleasure was the only directive and my brain seemed unwilling or unable to consider anything else. The pleasure was so intense I had to remind myself to breathe. I might end up passing out from the sheer depth of pleasure that I was going to receive, but I didn’t need to short circuit the process by running out of air before things really got going.

Smack, smack, smack. I was delirious now. The vibrations from each smack radiated through my ass into my pussy, my lips vibrating gently against each other, and white hot bolts of pleasure-pain like lightning that ran from the site of impact directly into my clit. As Nicole continued, I seriously thought that I might cum just from the spanking. Tears formed in my eyes half from the pain, half from the pleasure, the two sensations mixing together until there was no boundary between them. I was breathing heavily now, greedily sucking in air and trying to steady myself as my knees started to wobble and my legs to go weak. Right as the sensation began to reach a fever pitch and it felt like my body couldn’t take anymore, Nicole relented.

I felt her hand on my ass again, but this time it was not a smack. She brushed her fingers slightly over the tender and reddened skin. I expected to wince in pain, but instead it felt good, like a salve soothing my sensitive skin. The sensations shot through me and it was like warmth filling up my body. Her fingers moved lower until they were between my legs, brushing up against the fabric of my barely there thong.

“Oh Amber, you are soaked,” she said. I craned my head back to look at her again and watched as she took her two finger fingers covered in my juices and licked them clean. I had never seen a hotter sight. “Is this little slut getting turned on by her punishment?”

Playing along, I shook my head no. A moment later Nicole’s fingers were against my thong again, only this time they snaked their way past the fabric and slipped inside of me. Each time I thought that I had reached my peak, Nicole proved me wrong. The feeling as her fingers entered inside of me felt better than anything I could remember. She moved slowly at first, her fingers moving in and out, fingering me gently, but soon the pace picked up and her fingers moved in and out faster and faster, harder and harder. I liked it rough and I bucked my hips and pushed back against Nicole’s digital thrusting, which only seemed to encourage her to finger fuck me harder. I used one hand to cover my mouth and stifle the whimpers and moans that I couldn’t contain. I wanted to shout Nicole’s name from the rooftops. I wanted the whole world to know how good I felt right now as my hot older lesbian boss fucked me until I couldn’t walk straight. If heaven could exist on earth, I was fairly certain I had found it. Once again, Nicole proved me wrong. When I felt the fingers of her other hand brush against my clit the whole world went white.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned loudly, unable to stifle it any longer. “Jesus fucking christ.”

The pleasure that surged through my body was so overwhelming I thought I might pass out for real. The dual sensations of Nicole’s rough finger fucking with her one hand and the gentle rythmic circles she made around my clit combined to blow my mind until I was certain that an orgasm was imminent.

“What’s wrong Amber?” Nicole teased me. “I thought you said that this punishment wasn’t turning you on. But I think we both know the truth. Don’t we, you dirty slut?”

I was lost now on a sea of pleasure or some shit like that. I don’t know. I’m not a poet and at that moment my mind was so overloaded that I could hardly form a coherent thought let alone an eloquent description of what my body was currently experiencing. All I knew was that Nicole was pounding my tight little pussy and rubbing my clit while she talked dirty to me. I surrendered to the sensation, to the situation—I surrendered myself to Nicole.

“The bad girl had her punishment.” Nicole leaned forward and whispered into my ear. “Now, the good girl gets her reward.” Each word was punctuated with a thrust of her fingers deep into my pussy until I felt them brush against my cervix. Some girls don’t appreciate a rough vaginal pounding but I always had and with Nicole it was better than any I had ever received. “Can you be a good girl for me, Amber?”

I bit my lip and nodded. The pleasure twisted and turned and I thought I would scream as Nicole built me up and up and up and just when I thought I was about to cum, she would change up her pace and start the process all over again, building higher each time until the walls were spinning and my vision was doubled.

“Show me,” Nicole growled into my ear. “Show me what a good little girl you are. Show me who’s a good little slut. Cum for me. NOW.”

I was powerless to resist a command from Nicole and it seemed my body was too. No sooner had the words left her mouth than I felt my orgasm hit. It was like a load of bricks dropping from the sky, like being hit by a semi-truck of pure and unrelenting ecstasy. This wasn’t a little light tingling orgasm that made your stomach warm and your skin a little flushed. This was a goosebump raising, gut-punch, full body orgasm that left me shaking and gasping for air. I saw spots in my vision. Hell, I practically heard voices. It felt like an almost religious experience. I worshiped at the altar of Nicole and my reward was the most intense jaw clenching, earth shaking, mind bending orgasm that I had ever had.

It took a few full minutes before I could even remember where I was. I had collapsed nearly face down onto the desk as my orgasm had overwhelmed my conscious mind. I felt hands on my hips, gently turning me over. I stared up into Nicole’s unblinking eyes. It took me a moment for my vision to clear and for the world to come into focus. When it did I felt a jolt go through me. My eyes darted up and down Nicole’s body, drinking it in. How long had I been out? Enough time, clearly, for Nicole to strip down completely nude. Unconsciously, I licked my lips. My imagination had been running wild while Nicole had been roughly fucking me, but seeing her body now I realized I hadn’t done it justice. She was gorgeous, an absolute goddess—and she wanted me. The very thought had me ready to go for another round.

Nicole had similar ideas.

“Enough,” she said, her commanding tone returning, and sending the same thrill through as before. “On your knees.”

I dropped to my knees without question. Staring up at Nicole I licked my lips. From my lower vantage point, the swell of her breasts looked even more pronounced. They might not have been quite as massive as my own but they were certainly bigger than most and shapely too. I would have killed for that kind of perkiness, but a woman can’t have everything. But my eyes were soon drawn lower, down the contours of her stomach.

Nicole’s pubic hair was conspicuously absent. I kept my own well manicured in a tiny little landing strip, but had never gone for the full wax job. I had to admit that from this point of view, it looked good enough to eat. I could see the wetness on her puffy and swollen lips and a sense of pride rushed through me. I had done that. Nicole might be the one in charge. She might be the one dominating me, but it was still because of me that she was turned on. As my antics the previous night would attest, I loved the feeling that came with knowing that someone else was turned on and horny because of me. With Nicole, after what she had done to me, that feeling was even more pronounced.

“Ever tasted another woman before?” Nicole asked and for once her voice sounded neutral.

Her fingers were in my hair. When they brushed against my scalp I felt it in my whole body. It felt good. I shook my head.

“There’s a first time for everything,” Nicole said with a smile. “Let’s teach the straight girl how to eat pussy.”

This felt like the moment of truth. It was one thing for Nicole to get me off, but another for me to dive face first into my boss’s waiting pussy. With what had happened so far, I could blame the horniness, blame the situation. Maybe, I could have convinced myself that it was a one time thing. Except that I knew it wasn’t. The problem was, that kneeling there, eye level with Nicole’s wetness, I wanted nothing more than to taste her.

With her hand on the back of my head, she guided my face down toward her.

“The three keys are enthusiasm, consistency, and stamina,” she said in a professorial tone.

I was surprised at how much that thought excited me. Like I was a naughty little school girl being kept after school for detention. Except instead of writing something a thousand times on the chalkboard, I was going to eat out my teacher. More or less the same thing, right?

As Nicole was talking, I made first contact. And since enthusiasm was first on her list, I decided to follow the rubric that I had been provided. I attacked her pussy greedily, lapping up her juices, exploring her folds with my tongue. I had never done this before, but I had had it done to me, and once or twice even with some level of competence. And so to start I just did what I thought would feel good for me. It seemed to be working.

Nicole gasped as my tongue made contact with her clit. Her breath caught as she struggled to find her train of thought again. I could feel her body tense as her fingers closed into a fist, gripping my hair roughly. I loved it and it only spurred me on to more enthusiastically devour her sweet juices.

“I think we can check off enthusiasm,” Nicole said and I felt a swell of pride at her words. It might not count for much more than a gold star, but I craved the older woman’s approval. I didn’t just want her to use my body and make me feel good. I wanted to return the favor, like a good little slut. “But consistency takes a little more precision. Oh, right there. Yes, just flatten out your tongue a bit and up against my clit, oh fuck yes. JUST. LIKE. THAT. Don’t you fucking dare to stop right now. So fucking close.”

And then Nicole threw her head back while her hand pulled on my hair even harder, gathering a good grip as she pushed my face into her pussy. My tongue lapped against her clit in broad firm strokes. Nicole’s body began to convulse and with her hand gripping my hair I struggled to keep my pace steady, but managed the best I could until… Nicole’s orgasm hit.

The hand over her mouth did very little to stifle the moan that escaped her lips as she came. I could taste a rush of her juices as they spilled over my tongue and into my mouth, covering and coating my lips and chin. I drank her in and loved every second of it. Nicole’s knees wobbled and eventually she pushed my head away, whimpering as she stumbled backwards before catching herself on the desk.

I gave her a moment to catch her breath as I licked my lips clean, savoring the taste of the first other woman I had ever been with. I was in heaven.

“How was that?” I asked, still on my knees and staring up at her with my face covered in her pussy juices.

Even though she had just orgasmed, I could see the lust still alive in her eyes. One of the benefits of fucking women, I thought to myself. Up for round two in no time. It was one of the many benefits that I was currently being educated on.

Nicole took a step toward me and then dropped down on her knees. She wrapped her arms around her and pulled me into her, our tits pressed together. I felt one of her nipples brush against my own and I was white hot and ready to go again in an instant. Maybe it was the thought of it more than the sensation, but there was something about our tits pressed together like this that was so filthy, so obscene, and so very fucking hot. I was panting like a dog when Nicole leaned in and kissed me hard on the mouth.

There was passion there that I had never felt in a kiss before. This wasn’t gentle or timid. This was confidence and hunger distilled into a pure physical form. It was like she was trying to devour me, to swallow me up and consume me. I could feel myself melting in Nicole’s arms as our tongues wrestled and our hands roamed over each other's bodies. One of her hands grabbed my ass, squeezing and pulling me into her. The other worked its way in front grabbing handful of my tit, pawing at it greedily with her palm before two fingers pinched lightly at my nipple, tugging and teasing at it and driving me wild as the pleasure shot through my body terminating in my clit, which now throbbed like a struck drum with each beat of my heart.

I was lost like that for minute after minute. My hands traced the contours of her body, feeling her ass, her tits, her breasts. I even let one hand snake its way between her legs and explore digitally what I had only known orally so far. Nicole nearly buckled at my touch. With a look of great reluctance on her face, she pulled away and put a hand on my own to stop me.

“Not yet,” she said, with a mischievous glint in her eye. “We still haven’t gotten to stamina.”

I raised an eyebrow in question.

“For that one, I think it’s best if I demonstrate on you. Lie down on the desk.”


4.

My world shook and spun and shattered. Not once or twice or even three times, but five and then six and ten and then twelve and then more until I lost count. Through blurred vision I tried to read the clock, tried to remember when it had started, wondered if it would ever end. Part of me hoped that it never would, but part of me screamed and begged for the sweet, sweet release and relief of orgasm.

It had been an hour or even a little more and Nicole had shown me the meaning of pleasure in ways I had not thought possible. Each time I thought “this is it, this is as good as a human being can possibly feel” Nicole had proved me wrong. Those thoughts I never voiced, but it was as if she could read my mind and knew just when it was time to up the ante.

I had delighted when she had bent me over a desk and fucked me hard, pounding my tight little pussy while she played with my clit and smacked my ass and told me to be a good little girl for her, told me to be her good little slut. But it was nothing compared to what she had subjected me to as she showed me what the word stamina really meant. I thought the stamina in question had been about her, but I realized now that it was about me just as much. The stamina to endure as Nicole ate my pussy minutes after minute, always switching her pace or pausing for a moment whenever my moans grew too loud or my hips started to buck uncontrollably. She was like a maestro and my pleasure was her instrument. She knew exactly how far the push, how much to let me build before she let me fall again. Each time I told myself that this time, finally, I would be allowed to cum. I told myself that this time Nicole would let me get off, but each time my hopes were thwarted.

I was delirious, writhing on the desk while Nicole’s tongue drank me dry, lapping up every last drop from my pussy until my whole body burned with a fire so intense I was practically feverish with lust. I could hardly remember my name or anything for that matter other than what I felt right there in that moment. I knew that my boss’s head was bent down between my legs as she ate me out better than anyone ever had, but besides that my mind was mush. I let go and surrendered to Nicole. It was like falling into and out of a dream. One moment I was alert and aware, and the next moment pre-orgasmic pleasure pushed out all ability for conscious thought as it consumed me completely.

Finally, Nicole paused. Her lips were practically dripping with my juices as she smiled seductively at me.

“Get dressed,” she said. “It’s time for you to get back to work.”

The stab of disappointment that surged through me was overwhelming, followed by a flare of anger. Anger at Nicole, at the situation, anger at my own horniness and the need for release. I had assumed that at the end of this, Nicole was going to treat me to another mind shattering orgasm. To be denied that now felt monstrously uncruel.

“Please,” I rasped. I had nearly lost my voice from the moaning and screaming I had done over the last hour.

Nicole shook her head. “No need to beg. At least not right now. Don’t worry, Amber. I’ve already shown you that good girls get rewarded. I’m your boss and I know what’s best for you.” She crawled onto the desk until she was lying on top of me. The feel of her body pressing against my own did nothing to diffuse the lust and arousal that plagued me. She kissed my neck hard, sucking at the skin hard enough that I was sure I would have a hickey, or more than one. “You’re going to have to listen to me, like a good slut.”

I still wanted—no needed—to cum, but those words were enough to dam the torrent of lust if only just for a little while longer. So far Nicole had not let me down. I would have to trust her.


5.

When Nicole called the meeting I was confused, excited, and terrified, though not necessarily in that order or in any order really. My thoughts and feelings were loose and shifting with each moment that passed. It had only been a few hours since I had arrived at work that morning, but in those few hours the situation had changed so drastically that it was hard to believe.

I sat at the back of the conference room with my eyes cast down as other people began to file in. The impromptu team meeting had been called simply “Appropriate Dress and Behavior in the Workplace”. It was just the project group that I worked in which consisted of about a dozen people, most of whom I worked at least somewhat closely with. Most of whom had been there that night. I could feel the not-so-discrete glances cast my way by every person who entered. Normally, it would have been mortifying. I was red faced and my breathing was shallow, but it had nothing to do with embarrassment, though I hoped that was what anyone else would see.

No, my mind was elsewhere for two very good reasons. The first was that I had just spent more than an hour being eaten out by Nicole without being able to cum. The arousal pumping through my veins was screaming for an outlet. Whatever hormones and chemical and neurotransmitters were currently shuttling messages to my brain were all saying the same thing: I needed to fuck and badly.

The second reason was that Nicole had gifted me with a two-pronged sex toy/vibrator. The thicker, longer prong that had a ridged bulbous head was currently stuffed inside of me and my pussy was stretched so tightly around it that any movement felt like I was being fucked. The second prong was a smaller, more delicate head that rested against my clit. Similarly, even the slightest movement sent thunderbolts of pleasure surging through my body. The walk to the meeting had been…well not agony, because it had felt fucking amazing, but it had certainly been an experience. Now, seated and waiting for the meeting I tried my best to sit still and keep my composure. I knew that I would need my wits about me for whatever mischief Nicole had planned.

Soon enough the room filled up and I still found myself sitting alone in the back row. It seemed most people figured me for a dead woman walking. I was on my way out and people seemed to be concerned that it might be contagious. I strained my ears to see if I could pick up snatches of conversations among the hurried and urgent whispering, but I couldn’t make out anything for certain.

Nicole entered the room and the chatter ceased immediately. All eyes were fixed on her. I saw one guy, whose name I could not remember but who in my mind was always Brad, elbow his body and whisper something in his ear. Both of them chuckled before Nicole fixed them with a stare and they both went white. The laughter died on their lips.

“I’d like to thank everyone for making time in your busy schedules for this last minute meeting,” Nicole said, her eyes scanning the room, but conspicuously avoiding making eye contact with me. Forgetting the situation, I shifted in my seat and was forced to stifle a moan as I felt the toy press up against my cervix.

“Question?” Nicole’s eyes found me now and I could see the hint of a smile. Every head in the room turned and suddenly another dozen pairs of eyes were on me. Timidly I shook my head no and Nicole continued.

“Some of you I have met and some of you I haven’t. For those of you that don’t know ,I’m Nicole and I will be filling in for Andrew, who for reasons that I believe you are all aware of, is no longer with the company.”

Nicole paused and murmurs swept through the room. A handful of heads turned again to steal glances at me, who was the other half of the Andrew equation.

“So I’m here,” Nicole said as she grabbed the remote and turned on the wall-to-wall LCD monitor at the front of the room, “to talk about what is and isn’t appropriate dress and behavior in the workplace.”

The title slide of Nicole’s presentation flashed into view and my eyes went wide. Next to the title was a still image of me and not just any image, but one from the video that had been taken of my strip show. Thankfully I was still fully clothed, but I was bent down low, leaning over, giving the people in the front row a splendid view of my cleavage. My hands were busy unbuttoning more buttons on the white dress shirt that I would soon no longer be wearing. I buried my head in my hands, partly in embarrassment, partly from because the whole craziness of the situation had me so fucking turned on that I thought an errant lustful glance from Nicole might set me off.

But it turned out that an errant glance is not what I had to worry about, or at least not just that.

“Let’s move to the first slide.” Nicole clicked the remote, but nothing happened. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, suddenly feeling like there was no angle I could find where the toy was not tickling my clit. Nicole clicked again and again and still nothing, but at that same moment I tensed as my clit throbbed and responded to the toy. Holy shit, my hand went over my mouth as I tried to stifle a moan. And it was then that I realized what was happening—Nicole wasn’t having trouble switching to the next slide. It turned out that the toy she had fitted me with was remote controlled and she had somehow synced the controls to the same remote she was using for the presentation.

While she was pretending to click through the next slide she was actually turning up the speed on the automated sex toy that was currently pressed into my pussy and against my already overstimulated clitoris. If the sensation alone had not been enough to send me immediately into  near orgasmic levels of pleasure, the pure taboo of what Nicole was doing certainly did the trick. I am a dirty fucking whore, I thought to myself. Then I corrected it as I smiled at my boss: I am Nicole’s dirty fucking whore.

The meeting itself was a blur. I’m not even sure how long it lasted. The memories I have from it exist only as bits and fragments, but later with Nicole’s help I was able to piece them together. Real Memento vibes on that.

More slides with a few more pictures of me and in between each, Nicole would add at least a “failed” click or two and ratchet up the intensity. It was hard to know what everyone else thought of the whole thing, though from the looks that everyone kept stealing back at me I could tell that they were shocked. It was written on their faces. But it wasn’t the only thing. I could see the lust there too. Not to toot my own horn too much, but I looked fucking hot in every picture that Nicole had lifted form the video. It was to be expected. What wasn’t expected was that it wasn’t only the guys who looked thirsty.

There were three women in the group, all younger than me, and I had caught each of them looking at me with hunger in their eyes. Maybe they didn’t even realize it, but they were getting turned on looking at pictures of me stripping. I had always thought that the other girls in my group were lookers even if they didn’t quite measure up to me, but it’s not like I had ever given in much thought. Now and again, Nicole would let the intensity drop enough for me to catch my breath, enough that I was able to form semi-coherent thoughts of my own volition. I couldn’t help but turn those thoughts to the other three girls.

Becca was the oldest, only a year or two younger than me and she had been there almost as long as I had. Her attitude was as fiery as her red wavy hair that spilled past her shoulders. She had perky B-cups and an ass to die for, but it was her face that really stood out. She was model level pretty with perfect lips that I wanted to feel against my own. There were other things I thought those lips might be good for, but some passionate making out would be a good place to start.

Kaylee was a blonde like me though taller with a more athletic build. She had something of a sexy librarian look going with her bookish glasses and her hair always up in a tight ponytail. The thought of breaking through her reserved exterior to see what lurked beneath excited me.

Last was Andrea, the only one that I knew for a fact to be into girls. I had seen her making out with another woman once or twice at company happy hours. She had even brought around a girlfriend or two, though none that had been all that serious. Andrea had even hit on me when she first started here and not subtly. I had been flattered, but of course I was straight (LOL) and so I had politely turned down her advances. Of the three she was the one I wanted the most. She had big perky D-cup tits and an ass that would rival Becca’s or even my own. Her skin was the color of copper and her hair was long and lustrous. When she looked back once, our eyes met. Unconsciously I licked my lips. I saw the surprise on her face followed by an enigmatic smirk.

I didn’t have time to wonder what it might mean before Nicole was moving on to the next slide and turning up the heat on me at the same time. The next wave was the worst, or the best, depending on your point of view. It felt like my whole body was vibrating in rhythm with the toy that was currently buzzing against my clit. I couldn’t help but wiggle my hips a bit, relishing the sensation of my pussy being stretched while at the same time my clit was being blasted. It was a sensation unlike any other.

And then suddenly, it stopped.

“Alright,” I heard Nicole say through my stupor, “thank you all for your time. Now, I am going to be meeting individually with the men and the women to review in more detail what is appropriate dress in the workplace. Ladies, if you wouldn’t mind staying behind, gentlemen you are dismissed.”

And then it was just the five of us in the conference room: me and Nicole, along with Becca, Andrea, and Kaylee.

“Follow me to my office,” Nicole said. “It’s a little more intimate than this big old conference room. It’ll be better since it’s just us girls.”

I could practically hear the wink in her voice. I wondered if any of the other girls could. I glanced at each of them in turn. Becca looked curious but confused, Kaylee looked nervous though whether it was just anxiety or if there was excitement there too I couldn’t tell. And Andrea…Andrea met my gaze and held it for a moment before her eyes started roaming over my body.

We filed in behind Nicole as she led the way. We went silently through the office. Down the hallway, past one vacant office after another. Nicole’s office was at the end around the corner, away from almost anyone else. In short, it was secluded. Every inch of my body was tingling with anticipation. When we got to the office, all of us shuffled inside and Nicole closed the door behind us and then locked the door.

At the click of the lock, the other three girls' heads snapped back. The looks on their faces reflected each of their personalities perfectly. Kaylee looked timid and anxious but also curious and excited. Becca looked confused but intrigued. Andrea…Andrea was the only one who didn’t look surprised. On her face was a look of pure satisfaction, as though she knew what was coming.

“Now, I thought that it would make sense to have a little hands-on demonstration.”

More questioning looks.

“Amber? If you wouldn’t mind coming over here. The rest of you can take a seat on the couch there.”

The other three were as quick to follow Nicole’s instructions as I was.

Nicole had me do a little spin so everyone could see my outfit from both the front and the back. I did so gingerly. With the toy still inside me, but no longer actively vibrating, I still had to move carefully if I didn’t want to accidentally fuck myself into an orgasm. I could feel the eyes on me, the same way I had that night in the bar. It felt different knowing that the lustful stares (at the very least from Andrea and maybe from Becca too) were coming from other women. To be truthful, it turned me on even more than it had when I had stripped at the bar.

Even Kaylee’s gaze seemed to wander over my body. I smiled as our eyes met. She blushed and looked away.

“Is this an appropriate outfit for work?” Nicole asked, aiming the question at the three girls on the couch.

Tentative nods that it was. Kaylee looked at the other girls. The expression on her face read as “what-the-fuck-happening”.

“And now?” Nicole asked as her hands unbuttoned first one button and then another.

I tried to keep my breathing calm, but the sensation of the cool air against my exposed collarbone and the skin of my chest made me shudder. This was practically a replay of what Nicole had done to me earlier in private. Only now, we had an audience of hot young women, at least some of whom seemed to be intrigued enough that Nicole might be able to rope them into our game. Exactly what that might mean had not been shared with me. I was part of Nicole’s plan but she was still the boss. She was still the one in charge. And that meant that only she knew where this was heading.

Still, as she unbuttoned two more buttons and asked the question again, I could begin to guess how things were going to play out.

For a moment no one answered. The fabric of my bra was now clearly on display. Nicole waited a moment and then two more buttons were gone.

“And now?” she asked. The silence stretched out. Kaylee’s face was beet red. Becca shifted in her seat, whether out of discomfort or arousal I couldn’t say for certain. But the look on Andrea’s face was one of pure lust.

“Fuck yea, it is,” Andrea answered, breaking the silence. The other two girls looked at her in shock.

“Care to explain?” Nicole asked.

“Because she looks fucking hot,” Andrea said. “Are we all still pretending that this is just some HR demonstration? I’m fucking horny after seeing all those pictures of her in the meeting. Though I prefer the original video more. That video has gotten some good play from me. I’ve been studying it closely.”

Andrea’s words were a shock to the system. Not that she had caught on so easily to the game that Nicole was playing, but that she had clearly been watching the video of me stripping in her own time, and I had a few guesses what she was doing while watching.

“No,” I said mustering up a bit of authority in my tone, the way that I had heard Nicole do it. “This,” I said, grabbing my tits and pressing them together until they were practically spilling over my bra and out of my opened shirt, “is the way that little sluts dress. And little sluts are distracting to the office.”

I glanced at Nicole. The glint in her eyes was all the permission I needed to continue.

“Now, if I walked around like this don’t you think that someone might be tempted to do more than look at these big beauties?”

I nearly lost my cool as I felt the toy kick on. I’m not sure how Nicole did it, but this time it didn’t start at the lowest setting and work its way up. No, it started at what I could only imagine was the highest setting. I could feel the wetness dripping down my legs. After what I had been through my panties were absolutely soaked through. I tried to keep talking, but could hardly form words.

“Andrea,” Nicole said, “would you like to come up and play the role of the tempted party?”

Andrea smiled wickedly and sprung from the couch with enthusiasm that spoke to just how turned on she was. Seeing that turned me on as well. To be desired, I realized, was so much better than to desire. I didn’t just want Nicole to want me, to lust after me, to fuck me. I wanted all of these girls to want me. I wanted their hands and their mouths on me. I wanted them to bend me over, fuck me good, eat me out, suck on my tits, and make me cum again and again until I couldn’t walk straight for a month. And I think that was exactly what Nicole had planned for me.

Andrea wasted no time placing her hands on my tits and giving them a good squeeze.

“You have no idea how long I have wanted to do this,” she said. “I’ve never seen tits that looked this fucking good.”

“Very good,” Nicole cooed, sounding like a teacher praising a precocious student. “Has anyone else seen tits that look as good as Ambers do? I certainly haven’t”

Those words from Nicole did as much as the toy was doing to push me toward orgasm. I could almost feel it coming on, but a moment later the toy shut off abruptly. I sighed in frustration as Andrea continued to manhandle my tits. She certainly wasn’t shy.

I watched the two girls still on the couch as Nicole waited for an answer. Both Kaylee and Becca’s eyes were glued to me and what Andrea was doing. I nearly came when I saw Kaylee shake her head no.

Nicole picked up on it too. “Kaylee, do you think you could help Andrea with the demonstration? I think two people will help drive the point home more.”

For a moment, I thought that she was going to refuse. She looked frozen like a deer in headlights, but then silently she stood and walked over toward me. She reached a trembling hand out and placed it on my right breast. I squirmed and moaned, the feeling of two sets of hands playing with my tits combined with the completely taboo situation had me dripping wet and more turned on than I had ever been in my life.

“Fuck yea,” Andrea moaned as she squeezed my tits harder and pawed at them, groping me with just the perfect level of roughness. “This little slut is fucking loving it. I was so disappointed the first time you turned me down. Little did I know all I needed to do was to play with these big titties and you would be putty in my hands.”

I was whimpering now. I was losing my mind. Andrea and Kaylee playing with my tits while Andrea dirty talked to me set my world on fire.

“In fact,” Nicole said, “I don’t think someone in a real situation would be satisfied just with touching those big tits through a bra. What do you think Andrea?”

In response, Andrea grinned from ear to ear, and before I knew what was happening I felt Andrea’s finger unbuttoning the rest of the buttons on my shirt. I closed my eyes, relishing the moment. They shot back open when I felt clumsy hands fumbling at my bra strap—Kaylee was trying to undo my bra. I could see the nerves in her eyes but clearly she was getting into it. I kissed her hard on the mouth and felt her body melt against my own. Her fingers steadied as our tongues met and soon I felt my shirt being lifted away from my body as my bra fell to the floor. An instant later I felt a mouth close over my left nipple.

Andrea was sucking at it greedily. I was so busy watching the other girl attack my tit hungrily that I didn’t notice as Kaylee leaned in and took the other one in her mouth. At that very instant Nicole turned the toy back on. My whole body shook and my knees went weak. I stumbled and fell. Andrea and Kaylee helped support me.

“Get her up on the desk,” Nicole said in the voice of a cold command.

“Save some for me,” a new voice said and looking up I saw Becca advancing toward us. “I want a chance with that little slut.

“Undress her,” Nicole commanded.

I didn’t have time to see if Becca would follow the command before Kaylee and Andrea resumed using my body. I felt two mouths on my tits again and hands roaming around my body. Meanwhile, my clit was under a vigorous and very welcome onslaught from the vibrating toy. In the haze of lust that made my vision swim, I caught a glance of Nicole kissing Becca hard on the mouth. The other girl was topless and Nicole’s fingers were tracing circles around her stiffening nipples.

It was all too much. My body was overwhelmed with pleasure, overwhelmed by sensations of touch, sight, and sound. I could smell the sex in the room and I could still taste Kaylee’s lip gloss. After Nicole’s relentless teasing, which had begun with her face first in my pussy and had now stretched for hours, I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I let go. I was no longer trying to be quiet. No longer trying to hold it in. Pleasure washed over me and filled me and I accepted it all, drank it all in, greedily, hungrily, like I was starving. Except instead of food what I needed was release, and the girls were more than happy to help me out.

Even as I felt the throes of orgasm beginning, I felt hands unfastening my skirt and then my panties were gone as well.

“Oh shit.” It was Becaa. “She has some sort of toy down here.”

“Our little slut is just full of surprises,” Andrea said huskily.

“I wouldn’t mind trying that,” Kaylee said, in a sing-song voice that sounded almost out of place in the circumstance. There was something about her innocence that made it even sexier than Andrea’s confidence.

“Goddamn,” Andrea growled as she popped my tit out of her mouth and kissed her way up my neck. Her breath was hot against my neck and I shuddered, my orgasm still building getting closer and closer. “This bitch is gonna cum for us. She fucking loves being out little slut.”

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. There was nothing but my body and the hands and the fingers and mouths exploring it. Suddenly, the toy was gone but it didn’t matter. Becca’s eager fingers replaced it a moment later. Two fingers pressed up against my clit and another three thrusting deep inside me, fucking my soaked pussy so hard I could hear the sucking sound it made each time she buried them inside me. I was a vessel for pleasure and these girls were filling me up until…I couldn’t hold anymore.

That orgasm put every orgasm I had ever had or dreamed of having to utter and absolute shame. It was the kind of high you might end up chasing for the rest of your life and never finding. But at that moment I wasn’t thinking about that. I didn't think about anything. My mind went blank as the midnight sky, and the orgasm tore through my body. I moaned and whimpered, trying to form a coherent enough sentence to tell the girls that I needed a minute. The pleasure was too much, too overwhelming, my clit and pussy throbbed and ached, oversensitized from hours of teasing and foreplay and now spent after an orgasm that felt as though it nearly killed me.

There were hands all over my body, teasing, prodding, and playing with me. I was in a haze as I felt another pair of hands of me and looked up to see Nicole, herself now completely nude, standing over me, her hands cupping my face. She leaned down and kissed me gently. My lips parted in a moan and Nicole’s tongue darted in. She broke the kiss a moment later and looked back to the other girls.

“Turn her over,” Nicole barked. “Kaylee get up on the table. I think our little slut wants a taste of your sweet innocent pussy.”

Kaylee turned beet red in an instant, but she started to move toward the desk.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Nicole asked. “Becca? Andrea? Would you help her?”

And then two pairs of hands were roaming over Kaylee’s body as they undressed her. This whole thing was mostly about me, about Nicole and these girls taking advantage of me, using me, just the way I wanted, but that didn’t mean that no one else could enjoy themselves. Watching the other girls strip Kaylee naked, watching them kiss their way up and down her body.

They helped Kaylee up onto the desk and she spread her legs as she slid forward. I doubted if Kaylee had ever been eaten out, by a man or a woman, so I was motivated to make her first time a memorable one. When my tongue met her clit, her whole body shook.

“Oh my god,” she hissed from between clenched teeth.

“Feels good doesn’t it?” Andrea said. “Look at that little slut devour that tight little virgin pussy.”

“V-v-irgin?” Kaylee could barely form words as I continued to tongue her folds, drinking up her juices greedily.

“Are you not?” Nicole asked.

Kaylee could only whimper.

“If you think that feels good, just wait until I get started.”

I didn’t have time to wonder what Andrea meant before I felt something thrust its way inside me. At first I thought it might be Andrea’s fingers or even the shaft of the toy but it quickly became clear that it was something else, something bigger, longer, thicker. I pulled up from devouring Kaylee’s pussy and turned back to see Andrea fucking me from behind with a strap-on. Once again, I nearly lost it just from the pure filthiness of what was happening to me. This wasn’t just group sex or a little lesbian tryst. This was a gangbang and I was the star of the show. Just like my strip show only turned up to eleven.

“Clap those cheeks, Andrea,” Becca called out in encouragement as Nicole, now kneeling before her, ate her out with practiced skill.

Andrea grabbed my hair and pulled on it hard. “Don’t get distracted you little slut,” she said as she continued to pound my pussy raw. “Kaylee is feeling a bit left out.”

I couldn’t help but smile. “Yes, Andrea,” I said, letting the other girl know that I was happy to play my part. And then I dove back into Kaylee as Andrea thrust faster and harder inside of me.

Soon Kaylee was ready to cum. Each time Andrea thrust into me I couldn’t help but moan into the sweet pussy that I was eating and the sensation seemed to be setting Kaylee off. I was so turned on by the taste of her that just making her cum might have been enough to get me close with just a little bit of extra help. But, of course, Andrea was providing much more than that.

The orgasm rolled its way through my already exhausted body leaving me spent. I collapsed nearly face first into Kaylee’s pussy, which could have been dangerous. Even after cuming, the girl was still so wet I practically could have drowned like that.

And then it was Becca on the desk and Nicole fucking me. Her pussy tasted as good as the ones that had come before it, but different in its own way. Each of the girls had a scent and taste that was familiar and yet different. I loved and relished each one. After Becca, Andrea took her place and she pushed my head down roughly, until I my tongue was buried deep in her folds and I was moaning into her pussy while Nicole fucked me hard from behind and slapped my ass. Becca came when I ate her out and Andrea did too. I came from Andrea fucking me, from Becca fucking me, and then I came for Nicole again. I lost track of time as they swapped places and positions, adjusting my body and issuing commands like I was nothing but a piece of meat made for their carnal pleasures. Their hands were on my body, their mouths. They groped and kissed and manhandled every inch of my body and I loved every single second of it.

And then I felt a tentatively smack on my ass after that and knew that Kaylee was the one fucking me with the strap-on now. She had the least idea of what she was doing at first, but she quickly got into a rhythm and with that her smacks grew harder, rougher. I was getting close to my fourth or fifth orgasm when I felt Kaylee pull on my hair and then it was off to the races once more. I loved the idea of that timid, innocent girl getting into it and getting rough with me. Even that fresh-faced innocent wanted to treat me like the slut that I was. It made my stomach warm and my pussy ache. Despite how many times I had already cum, this orgasm was no less intense, bringing spots of white and silver to my vision as I struggled to catch my breath.

“Oh fuck,” I called out as the orgasm crushed me like the weight of gravity multiplied tenfold. “Yes, yes, yes!”

I closed my eyes as the room began to spin. It was too much for a moment and I nearly passed out as the pleasure rushed through me. It was the last orgasm I would have that day and it left me completely and utterly spent. No matter how much I may have wanted to keep going, I’m not sure my body could have handled it. The girls had used me, used my body, until it was all used up and, at least for now, there was absolutely nothing left in the tank.

And after that…there was quiet. I’m not sure how long it took me to recover my senses, but when I looked back up the other girls were already getting dressed. Nicole was buttoning the last button on her shirt, still leaving three at the top undone as she had before.

“This was a good first day,” she said. “Just wait to see what I have in store for our little slut tomorrow.”

There were laughs and wicked smiles all around the room. Though I knew I would have to wait for the next day, I was already ready for another round.


Truth or Dare with the Straight Girl

Ashley Halladay


Part I


I.

These things don’t happen the way you see in movies. Especially not the kind of movies that you can only watch five minute previews of before they ask you for your credit card. It’s not a pillow fight that suddenly turns into something more, not just a little bit of experimentation to see ‘what-it’s-like’. At least, it wasn’t for me.

I had known Jenna for three years and some change. We met early on in college and had become fast friends. Back then we spent our time staying up late in the dorms. Now that we were both 21, we spent it more frequently at bars, but the end result was more or less the same. I enjoyed her wisecracks and her no nonsense attitude. I guess that was because she was willing and able to say the things that I was too afraid to. I was very much a people pleaser and I mostly stayed away from ruffling anyone’s feathers. Jenna on the other hand… Jenna was born to be a rebel.

She had grown up in foster homes until by some miracle she was adopted at the age of thirteen. Luckily, the story ends there. No abuse, no shitty family. It all worked out from that point on, but she had told me how those first thirteen years were rough. All that waiting and never knowing whether anyone was going to pick her. I can’t imagine.

But she wasn’t bitter about, a little feisty maybe, but not bitter. She preferred to spend her time partying and picking up chicks. That’s the other thing: Jenna is a lesbian.

She was out when I met her so there was no big moment of surprise, no revelation or late night heart to heart that revealed everything. It was much more casual than that. Since I had been raised by a pair of California hippies, it was entirely a non-issue for me. The college we went to was pretty liberal, as well, so it never came up much as an issue. The only thing Jenna complained about was that there were never enough good looking lesbians on campus. She was of the opinion that most people were too closed-minded about their sexuality, and that, though not everyone was as gay as she was, most people could use with a little fling outside their comfort zone now and then. It was a message that she practiced as well as preached. Every few months, Jenna would bring a guy home. “Just for a change of pace,” she always told me.

Despite my upbringing, I was pretty sexually conservative. Not like the political viewpoint, just in the sense that I wasn’t into random hookups or one night stands and even in most of my long term relationships, the sexual component moved slowly. I had only ever slept with two different guys and both of them had only gotten that far after six months of dating.

It’s probably not a surprise then that Jenna teased me relentlessly. Her favorite nickname for me was Prude, though it was said in loving jest. It never rankled me, but it did make me wish sometimes that I could let loose a little bit more. It just didn’t seem to be in the cards. But one day during fall our senior that all seemed to change.

Greek life wasn’t huge on campus, but it wasn’t small either. Non-greeks had the majority, but only slightly, and when you considered how many of them spent all their time in the library, it wasn’t a surprise that just about every other person you met seemed be in a fraternity or sorority. Jenna had joined the Deltas, who were considered the most elite of all the dozen or so groups on campus--which meant they had the best looking, hardest partying girls, a standard that I felt was sorely lacking. Still, they mostly seemed to be a good group of girls and through Jenna I had gotten close to many of them over my three years at school. I was considered something of an unofficial sister and I frequently was Jenna’s guest at parties and other events.

The day in question when all of this began was a Sunday night in October. The semester was just starting to pick up steam now that we were back from fall break and the girls of Delta were having a little get together to unwind and relax before the chaos began again on Monday.

Originally, I had been against going. I had an exam later in the week in my Econometrics class. You could certainly say that it wasn’t one of my stronger classes: not being able to even explain what the name of the class means is not usually a good sign. The plan was to stay in and study, but after only fifteen minutes of looking at my textbook, I decided that seemed like a well-intentioned but ultimately hopeless goal. I was acing all my other classes, and had been for my last three years. With a little prodding from Jenna, I decided that I might as well live it up a little.

Finally, I relented. “I’m gonna go,” I announced to Jenna as I came out of my room.

She was sprawled out on the couch in nothing but a long t-shirt and a pair of pajama shorts. Her dirty blonde hair was a mess, but in a way that somehow only made her look prettier. Even in the loose t-shirt, I could see her breasts, which were large, but perky--something that I had always been jealous of. I was something of a looker myself, not Jenna’s level, but I had never had any trouble attracting guys. Where me and Jenna differed, however, was how effortlessly she could be sexy. I didn’t quite need makeup and an hour of preparation to look good, but I also couldn’t wake every morning looking like I was ready for a photoshoot in Maxim. Jenna, on the other hand, could.

She smiled at my news. “Awesome! I told you that you would give up studying.”

I rolled my eyes. Jenna liked to needle me anytime she could. She relished ‘I-told-you-so-moments’ and never missed an opportunity to let me know that she had been right.

“Yea, yea,” I said with fake disdain. “So what exactly is the plan? Movie and wine?”

Jenna shrugged. “Probably. Not sure. I think it's supposed to be pretty low key, with everyone having midterms and all that.”

“When are you heading over?”

She grabbed her phone from the table next to the couch and looked at the time.  “Probably about fifteen minutes,” she said.

I shook my head in mock disbelief. Jenna looked at me quizzically.

“What?”

“Fifteen minutes? You look like you just got out of bed.” Even as I said it, I knew that it wasn’t much of insult when applied to Jenna. She knew it too.

“What?” She said as she sat up on the couch. “Don’t I look sexy?” She thrust her hips up, and her head back, imitating that famous scene from Flashdance. Her t-shirt tightened around her torso as she arched her back, and I could see the outline of her nipples poking through.

I gulped. Jenna had always made me feel a little uncomfortable with how good she looked, and with how casual she was with her body. Sometimes she would walk from her room into the kitchen without a top or bra on. I had seen her naked breasts a half dozen times, and I always felt myself trying a little too hard not to stare. It wasn’t exactly sexual lust. It wasn’t like I got directly turned on by the sight of her, but I did feel my pace quicken, my stomach lurch. My hands became sweaty as my mouth went dry.

I’m sure she had that effect on a lot of other straight girls. The big thing nowadays was to post pictures on Twitter or Instagram for Woman Crush Wednesday (#wcw). Sometimes they were just people you admired, but often girls would post racy pictures of celebrities or super models who made you question for just a moment how straight you really were. That kind of thing seemed normal to me (I even did it on occasion with my favorite female celebrities), but the fact that Jenna was actually a lesbian made it somehow real. It was that possibility that turned a non-threatening fantasy into something that made my heart pound and my legs tremble.

“Umm, I guess you don’t look too bad.” I tried to make my tone light, but I doubted that I had.

Jenna released her position and once more collapsed onto the couch. She landed on her stomach. Her shirt had ridden up in the back and my eyes shifted to her ass, whose absurdly perfect shape was hardly obscured by the tight shorts she was wearing. I caught myself a half second later and my eyes went back where they belonged. My heart sped up even more and I prayed that Jenna hadn’t noticed.

“That’s what I thought,” she said with a smile. “I don’t even need fifteen minutes. Ten should be more than enough.”

And, of course, she was right. She finally managed to pull herself off the couch and go get dressed. She came back in a simple outfit: a pair of jeans and tight black sweater. She had a vest on overtop and tousled her hair once or twice. I compared us in the mirror. I spent a half-hour putting on makeup earlier and planned my outfits for the week each Saturday. She had spent eight minutes and there was really no contest.

“God I’m looking hot,” she said as she blew a kiss to herself in the mirror. Jenna was nothing if not modest.

The Deltas had a large off campus house that more or less lived up to the stereotypical vision of d sorority house. The grand entranceway had a double side stairway that led up to the second floor. Jenna said hi to a few members who were milling about in one of the lounges off to the left. They were new members and I didn’t know them all that well. As we made our way up the stairs, I asked Jenna their names.

“No idea,” she said. “Never met them before.”

I just shook my head and laughed. That was classic Jenna. She could talk to anybody with the ease of old childhood friends.

We went to the room of one of the other Delta seniors, Becca. Inside were two other girls that I knew: Liz and Zoey. Like all Deltas, the three girls were pretty and always well dressed. They didn’t have any of the knockout dimension that Jenna sported, but I still couldn’t help but feel a little insecure whenever I hung around them. All three had bright blonde hair and spent most of their free time in the gym. The ate quinoa and bought bottles of water that cost $5, and around them I just felt plain, though I still enjoyed their company.

Becca informed us that they had decided on a some romantic movie that I had never heard of. She informed us that it was supposed to be a little risque, an announcement that followed with giggles from the three girls. The wine flowed freely as the movie started playing. Within twenty minutes I was slightly tipsy and extremely bored. I could tell that the other girls were just as uninterested in the uninspired film. It was Jenna who broke the silence.

“Soo…” she said, drawing out the syllable until she was sure that every eye was on her. “This movie kind of sucks, no?”

Her pronouncement was met with a few laughs and four heads nodding vigorously.

“Thought so,” she said as she stood up and walked over to pause the movie. She turned off the TV and on the lights and back around toward us. 

“What are we going to do then?” asked Jenna.

“We could watch something,” suggested Becca.

Liz chimed in. “Or we could just get drunk.”

Laughter followed. As Becca opened up another bottle of wine and topped off our cups.

“What about truth or dare?” asked Zoey.

Becca rolled her eyes. “How old are we?”

“Do you have a better idea?” Zoey fired back playful.

We all were forced to admit that we didn’t. I went along with everyone else, though I was a little bit nervous. Jenna and her friends were party girls, wild types and I… well I wasn’t. I figured I would have to stick with truth if I didn’t want to end up doing a naked laps around the house. Though, truth be told, the prospect of revealing whatever tawdry details of my life that they wanted didn’t seem all that much better.

We gathered around in a circle, sitting with our legs crossed on the floor.

“Alright then,” Jenna said. “Let’s get this get this started. Who wants to go first?”

I felt my face flush as Jenna looked around the circle. She had her face screwed up as if it were going to be a hard choice, but I knew that she was going to pick me first. Jenna was certainly aware of how unenthusiastic I was about things like this and she would spare no opportunity to make me squirm. Finally her eyes locked on me.

“Amy,” she said as she smiled broadly. “How about you?”

“Fine.” I said. “If I have to.” I added a little comic disdain to the whole thing, but it wasn’t all that far off from how I really felt.

“Of course, you have to,” Jenna said firmly. “Otherwise what’s the fun?”

“Ok, then. Truth.”

“Chicken,” said Zoey.

“Come on!” Liz shook her head in mock disappointment.

Jenna defended me. “Hey, hey. She’s the first one to go. Things are just getting started. Nothing wrong with easing into it.”

I smiled back at her. I turned and stuck my tongue out at Zoey and Liz; it seemed that the wine was already starting to loosen me up a little bit. Zoey clutched at her chest in mock offense at my outburst. We both laughed.

“Alright now.” Jenna brought us back. “So truth...Okay, here’s an easy one. When did you lose your virginity?”

My cocksuredness vanished in an instant. Jenna already knew the answer this question, just as she knew how much I hated talking about it. I laughed uncomfortably  before taking another sip of wine.

“Um, eighteen,” I answered sheepishly.

Predictably, the three other Deltas broke down into fits of giggling, followed by a torrent of questions

“Oh, who was it?”

“Who cares about who it was? I want to know how it was.”

“Was it his first time too?”

“How long did he last?”

“How big was he?”

My face must have been bright red as each question pushed me further and further from my comfort zone. My heart was in my throat as I tried to form the words of a response. Luckily, Jenna stepped in.

“Uh-uh girls. She answered the question. You don’t get to pester her with a bunch of follow ups. Save them for the next round. I’m sure Amy is going to be picking truth all night.” Jenna shot me a challenging look. I told myself that I wasn’t going to take the bait. I wasn’t going decide to choose dare just because Jenna was… well, daring me to do it.

“So, I get to pick who’s next, right? How about...Jenna!” I smirked at my roommate.

Jenna rolled her eyes. “Of course she picks me. Whatever. I’m not scared. I pick dare.”

All eyes turned to me. In my haste to get a little revenge on Jenna, I hadn’t thought about the fact that now I had to give her a dare. I panicked. I felt my mind turn over a dozen kiddie dares before one slipped out my mouth.

“I dare you to kiss Zoey.” The moment the words were out of my mouth, I regretted them. I don’t know if it was the nerves or the alcohol, or some combination of the two, but it was entirely out of character for me. You could have heard a pin drop.

Jenna’s face looked as shocked as the others for a moment, before her familiar grin took over.

“That’s all you got.” She turned to Zoey. “If you don’t have any objections.”

Now it was Zoey’s turn to be the deer in headlights. She mumbled as Jenna leaned close to her.

“Come on,” Jenna said in a half-whisper loud enough for all of us to hear. “It’s just a little kiss.”

“Ok,” Zoey said meekly.

I watched completely enamored as Jenna leaned in further. I could see Zoey shaking. I think all three of us watching did so while holding our breaths. When their lips touched I felt something stir. It only lasted for a moment, but when they broke the kiss a slight moan escaped from Zoey’s mouth.

Her hand went to her lips. Her pale skin turned beet red as she mumbled an apology. Jenna only laughed.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “You don’t have to be a lesbian to enjoy kissing someone as sexy as me.”

She winked at her and Zoey only blushed harder.

“No, I mean… I didn’t it’s not like…” Zoey’s incoherent response only seemed more damning.

“Wow,” Becca broke the tension. “I don’t know if it’s just the wine talking or what, but that was super hot.”

Liz agreed. “I definitely felt a little something when you guys touched lips. Is it my turn yet?”

Only Zoey and I weren’t laughing. Jenna’s attention turned to me.

“What about you Amy? Didn’t you find that little display arousing?” Her voice was dressed up with a heavy dose of sarcasm, but I knew it was a real question.

“No, sorry,” I lied, “Guess it’s just not really my thing.”

“Right.” I could tell from Jenna’s voice that she didn’t buy it. I was a little thrown by that. It didn’t seem so much like she was trying to embarrass me (her favorite pastime) so much as get to me to admit that I had liked it… It almost seemed like she wanted me to like it.

I gulped down a few more mouthfuls of wine as I tried to put that thought out of my mind. Zoey was next and after her little kiss she opted for the conservative choice. Her ‘truth’ was to describe the first time that she given a guy head. I listened to salacious details and couldn’t help but feel my skin flush as she described it rather explicitly. I wondered if the wine had lowered her guard a little bit. When it was done, this time there were no giggles.

“Oh man,” said Liz. “Kind of makes me wish we had a guy here.”

“Oh, I know,” said Becca as she licked her lips. “Could you imagine all of us with one guy? He’d probably have a heart attack just from the offer.”

“Yea, yea,” quipped Jenna. “A guy would be boring. One cock and five of us. He’d go off in a second and then what would we do?”

Jenna usually had quite a mouth, but the way she was speaking now was making me feel strange…

“That’s what I have been trying to tell you girls. A guy gets off and her’s done. Girls, on the other hand: multiple orgasms. We could just go at each other for hours and hours until we just collapse from exhaustion.”

“Jenna!” I was shocked at the comment. “That’s not an appropriate thing to say. You shouldn’t be hitting on your friends like that.”

I didn’t really know why I was protesting it. It was just a harmless joke, right? But something about touched a nerve and I felt my defense go up in an instant.

Jenna shrugged. “Oh come on, Amy. We are all friends here. I’m not asking anybody to marry me. Hell, I’m only talking about fooling around. I know that you girls are all too straightlaced to do anything anyway.” She turned to Zoey. “Even though you can’t stop thinking about how good my lips felt on yours.”

Another wink and Zoey went an even darker shade of red. Liz and Becca, on the other hand, weren’t going to be content to take a challenge like that without speaking up.

“Straightlaced?” Becca said. “Oh you know I’m the wildest girl in this sorority.”

“Oh, please,” argued Liz. “Which one of us had that threesome with two guys from the lacrosse team?”

Jenna smiled, clearly satisfied that her ploy was working. I wasn’t sure how far she was trying to take it. Was this just a little innocent fun? Or was she really trying to fool around with them… or with me? The thought made my heart pound. I told myself it was just me being uncomfortable with the idea. I wasn’t homophobic or anything but the idea that my best friend might be trying to suddenly put the moves on me just made me panic...But if that were the case, then why could I feel a tingling as it grew between my legs?

“Alright, if you both think you are so wild, prove it.” Jenna looked back and forth between Liz and Becca.

“Ok,” said Becca. “What’s the dare?”

Jenna smile. “Kiss Liz.”

“Ok, easy,” Becca said, not quite as confident as she had been only a few moments before.

“That’s not all,” Jenna announced. “It needs to be for thirty seconds.”

I saw Becca swallow the lump in her throat before she responded.

“Fine,” she said. “That will just make it more enjoyable.”

She turned to Liz, who had suddenly gone quiet. “Let’s do this,” she said.

I watched as Becca leaned in. I could see Liz trembling nervously. Her reticence somehow made it hotter. Hotter? I couldn’t believe that the thought had just crossed my mind, but that concern quickly vanished as their lips met. They were hesitant at first, but soon Becca’s hand wrapped around Liz and pulled her closer. It turned quickly into a passionate make out as both girls moaned. My mouth was open as I watched the display and I could no longer deny how much this whole thing was turning me on.

The seconds stretched on, well past thirty, but neither girl seems inclined to stop. Their hands roamed freely across each other's body and I wondered if things were going to go further. I watched Liz’s hand drift down further and I felt my body tremble as I waited to see what would happen. Just at that moment, Jenna cleared her throat.

The two girl broke their kiss quickly. Each one looked down and I could see their cheeks flushing red as the embarrassment hit them.

“Well, well, well,” said Jenna with a broad smile. “It seems like maybe just maybe you two are getting a little into this.”

Liz and Becca tried to conceal the smiles as they crept across their faces, but it was hopeless. I could only smile myself as I saw their bashful looks. I could see the struggled on their faces: caught between what felt good and what they thought was appropriate it.

“Guess I caught a little carried away,” said Becca.

“Yea, you did,” said Liz.

Becca shot her a look and they both laughed.

“Okay, okay,” said Liz. “We both did. Happy?”

“I think you both are,” remarked Jenna. “I certainly know that I am. So who’s next?”

They looked over at Zoey. Her face was about as red as the other two girls had been. So far, besides her kiss with Jenna, she had been the most aloof during this whole thing. I studied her, trying to get some hint of exactly where she stood, but I couldn’t quite read her.

“I already went! Twice if you count Jenna.” Zoey seemed half panicked, but her defensiveness was perhaps just a bit too enthusiastic. I think she was beginning to warm to this like the rest of us, but like me she was having a hard time admitting it to herself.

“Fine, then it’s Amy’s turn again.”

All four sets of eyes turned back to me and I felt my heart skip a beat. After watching Jenna kiss Zoey and then Liz and Becca make out with one another, I knew that picking dare was going to put me in uncharted territory. I wasn’t sure if I was ready for what the girls would cook up next, and yet…

“Oh this will be boring.” Jenna mocked me. “She is just going to pick truth and then tell us about some guy in her history class that she wants to hold hands with.”

A surge of defiance went through me. I knew that Jenna was just playing a game. This was all about her trying to get me to say dare. Still, I didn’t care. I wasn’t going to be challenged like that and then back down. They all knew Amy as the prude, the tightly wound friend of the cool and carefree Jenna. Well, I was going to change that.

“Oh please, Jenna.” I locked eyes with her. “You just want me to pick truth so that they don’t dare me to make out with you… or worse. Then your secret crush on me would be revealed. I don’t think you’ll be able to hold back anymore once my lips touch yours.”

I held her gaze, not willing to be the first one to look away. At first I thought my taunting might have gone over the line, but as she looked back at me her lips formed into a smile. The other girls ‘oohhed’ and laughed at the challenge as they waited to see what Jenna would say.

“Fine. So it’s dare then?”

I nodded. My I could feel my heartbeat in my ear and a lump had grown in my throat. I had managed to screw up the courage to say what I had, but I wasn’t sure that I could get another word out of my mouth right then.

“Alright girls,” Becca turned to the others. “You pick what it is.”

Liz, Zoey, and Becca huddled together as they planned the dare. They probably only took a minute to come up with it, but as they crowded around and giggled, it felt to me like a half-hour. Finally, they broke their circle and turned back to us.

“Both of you lose your tops,” said Becca, as Zoey and Liz struggled to contain their giggles. “Then make out.”

My blood went cold. Lose our tops? I realized immediately that I had gotten myself in over my head. What had I been thinking? Even making out with Jenna was going way too far. It was one thing to watch Liz and Becca do it, but to do it with my roommate was a whole other level. A cold sweat broke out on my forehead.

“What’s the matter, Amy?” I turned to see Jenna smiling at me. He peeled off the vest that she was wearing over her top. Her hands went down to the bottom of the t-shirt. She pulled it over her head. As her black-lace bra came into view, there was a collective intake of breath in the room. While it was obvious from any outfit that Jenna ever wore that she had an impressive rack, seeing it in nothing but a skimpy bra changed things. My mouth hung open. They were as full and perky as they seemed with a shirt over them and from the barely there material of the bra, I could see that they weren’t in need of a lot of extra support.

“Holy shit.” Becca broke the silence. “Your tits are incredible. I mean I always knew they were incredible but… Damn.”

Liz nodded her head in agreement as Zoey stared silently at Jenna’s chest. I could tell that my roommate was enjoying the attention. She beamed back at them. She leaned forward as she placed her hands on either side of her cleavage and pressed it together. She looked at me with fire in her eyes.

“What about you, Amy? What do you think?”

For the first time that night, a question that Jenna asked me didn’t come with a sharp edge to it. There was no wit, no challenge. She was really asking me.

“They… They’re...Wow.” That was all I could managed to say. My nerves were a part of it, but so was the feeling growing between my legs. I wasn’t just feeling a little bit funny as I looked at my topless roommate--I was completely turned on in a way that I had been very few other times in my life.

“Now you.” Jenna looked at me. She waited patiently as my shaking hands pulled my sweater up and over my head. I paused for a moment as the fabric blocked my sight of the room. I took a deep breath and pulled it off the rest of the way. I could feel eight eyes on me, but I couldn’t raise my head to meet them. I looked down at the floor as I felt my face flush. My whole body was trembling slightly.

“Hey now.” The words were soft as I felt a hand under my chin. Jenna raised it up until our eyes met. She leaned closer.

“You look incredible,” she said. I closed my eyes as she leaned closer. Our lips touched and I felt the warmth spread out across my face, down into my chest and back, until my whole body was tingling. Her arms wrapped around me and pulled my body against hers. I could feel her firm breasts as they pressed against my own. I shivered as she ran her fingers across the bare skin on my back. They hadn’t given a time limit like Jenna had given to the other girls, but when we finally broke the kiss, I was certain it had gone on much longer than thirty seconds.

I looked into Jenna’s eyes and she looked into mine, and I found that there was only one word that I form in my stunned mouth.

“Wow,” I said.

“Yea, wow,” Jenna repeated as she looked at me. For a few more moments, I forgot that there was anyone else in that room.

Becca broke the illusion.

“Holy shit.”

I immediately felt my face flush red. How could I have just done that? In front of people too! I looked at Jenna and felt the mixture of feeling well up in chest. I could feel my heart pounding and my throat tightened just a little. Breathe. Just breathe, I told myself, but it did little good. I glanced up to see the other three girls, their faces flushed with barely concealed lust.

“That was so hot,” said Zoey, who until this point had mostly kept her opinions to herself. It seemed that the shirtless makeout session between me and my best friend had finally broken through her outer shell...either that or the wine.

“I think I need to go,”  I said. I grabbed for my shirt and quickly threw it on, not caring that I had it backwards. I could hear the protests from the other three girls, but they faded into the background as I heard Jenna call my name.

“Amy. Amy, wait.”

But I didn’t. I rushed out of the room and down the stairs. I didn’t take a breath until the front door of the house had closed behind me and I felt the cool night’s air on my face. What had I done?


II.

I awoke early the next morning, got dressed, and left the apartment with rations for a full day away: protein bars, water bottles, even a pillow in case I wanted to nap. I was heading to the library to study for my test later in the day, and I planned on staying there for as long as I could. When exactly I would see Jenna again or what I would say to her was only a half formed thought at the back of my mind. For now all that mattered was keeping away from her. I needed sometime to clear my head. There was no point in trying to see what she was thinking until I had figured out what I was thinking.

Luckily, I bombed the exam. Not the usual reaction to flunking a test, I know, but in this case it provided me with precisely the kind of distraction that I needed. The hangover from my poor performance lasted for hours afterwards, giving me more than enough distance to come back to the previous night once I was done panicking that I was going to have to repeat the class.

I kissed Jenna. Jenna kissed me. We kissed each other.

There didn’t appear to be any grammatical construction that made things seem any better. No matter how I looked at the situation, I was in a little bit of a pickle. I could try to play it off. There was wine. There was peer pressure. Besides, it was just a kiss. What did it really mean?

But as that line of argument played out in my head, I realized it wasn’t Jenna that I was trying to convince. It was me. And I wasn’t buying it. Not even for a second. The first feeling that hit me when I thought back to the previous night was embarrassment. The kind that can stop you in your tracks and turn your face red even long after the event is over. But the second thing I felt, the thing that lasted once the embarrassment cleared away was a nervous feeling in my stomach. I tried to rationalize it away: it was indigestion; it was just nerves about what this could do to our friendship. But I knew what it really was: butterflies.

I could try to spin it a million different ways, but there was one thing about the previous night that I couldn’t avoid: I had liked it. Not only had I liked it, but the memory made me craved more. I wanted to feel her lips on mine again. I wanted to see her breasts as they spilled out of the top of her bra. I wanted to reach around and run my fingertips across her back, teasing her until I grew impatient. I imagined my fingers unhooking her bra and then…

I snapped out of it with a start. What was I thinking? How could I be thinking this? I was straight. I had always been straight. Sure, I didn’t have that much experience with guys, but it wasn’t like I was a virgin. It wasn’t like I hadn’t enjoyed being with them or been turned on by what we did together, and yet... There was something about Jenna that spoke to me in a way that none of them had. It wasn’t exactly that suddenly I was a lesbian and the thought of a hot girl got me going. It was more like Jenna, as a person more so than her gender, was attractive to me, that maybe I still was mostly straight, but Jenna was my exception--the one that proves the rule. Or least that’s what I told myself.

I was seven o’clock in the evening when I decided to head back to the apartment. It was time to face the music. Jenna hadn’t texted me at all that day, which was odd, but I think she realized what I was doing. She was giving me the space that I clearly wanted. I respected her for that. But space wasn’t going to solve the issue at hand.

I paused as my hand grabbed the doorknob. I could feel the claminess of my palms against the cool metal. I took a deep breath, turned the doorknob, and entered. I let out a sigh of relief as I saw the living room and the connected kitchen were empty. Perhaps I hadn’t steeled myself for this meeting in quite the way that I imagined. The faint sound of music told me that Jenna was in her room. Once more I took a deep breath to steady myself. I knocked on her door.

“Come in.”

Inside, Jenna was sitting on her bed, her back against the headboard. She muted the TV as she smiled at me. That smile put me at ease.

“How are you doing?” she asked, but her tone made clear that it was not a casual question.

“I’m okay,” I said. “A little confused, if I’m being honest.”

Jenna nodded. “I can understand that. I don’t want you to feel weird about what happened, but I can totally understand if you do. We all got a little carried away, I think. I shouldn’t have egged you on like that.”

“No, it’s totally okay.” I came to her defense. “I shouldn’t have let it get to me. I knew you were just trying to goad me and I still fell for it. Like you said, we all got a little carried away.”

“Yea, it was crazy. Just a little bit of stupid fun.”

“Right,” I said, but I felt my voice go flat. My mind was already thinking about how we could go back to normal, but Jenna interpreted it as something else.

“Sorry. Stupid was the wrong word. I meant that we shouldn’t have done it.” She paused.  “It was fun though.”

The moment she said it I could she regretted it. Her face flushed red. She had been trying to walk back her comment about it being ‘stupid’ and she knew she had overcorrected a little bit too much in the other direction. I spoke before she could say anything else.

“I know what you meant. Don’t worry about it,” I said. There was relief in her face from my words. I should have stopped there. Things were good and with a few more mutual apologies and professions of friendship the whole thing could have been forgotten. But for some reason my mouth didn’t seem to be listening to my brain. “I mean it was fun, right? We don’t have to pretend like it was terrible, just because we shouldn’t have done it, right?”

Jenna raised an eyebrow in surprise but managed to roll with it. “Right. That makes sense.”

“It’s not like it was just us or it was some romantic thing. Just a little bit of truth-or-dare that got carried away. Plus, the other girls were there and they were doing the same thing. I don’t think any of them are going to end up getting married anytime soon.”

Jenna laughed. “No, I guess not. Except maybe Zoey.”

“Zoey?”

“Yea,” said Jenna. “She was a little too quiet during the whole thing. A little too reserved. Becca and Liz were just being boisterous and living up to their wild-girl personas. All show, no substance, you know? But Zoey… she seemed to really be turning some things over in her head.”

“So you gonna make a move for her?” I asked in jest.

“No,” responded Jenna, rolling her eyes. “Just because I’m a lesbian doesn’t mean I can’t keep my hands off of any cute girl who might be interested in me. Except for you of course.”

She gave me a wink to let me know she was joking, but I still felt my body flush with warmth. I struggled to form words with my mouth as I felt a swarm of butterflies fluttering in my stomach.

“Maybe you shouldn’t joke about things like that,” I said, my voice trembling. “Still a little too soon.”

Jenna climbed off the bed and walked toward me. She paused with her face only a few inches from mine. “You’re probably right. That wouldn’t be appropriate.”

My heart was pumping so fast I thought it might burst.

“No, it wouldn’t be,” I said. “We already know we aren’t the best at controlling ourselves. We might do something we regret.”

“We might,” said Jenna.

She leaned her head forward slowly. My mind screamed at me to move, to stop her--anything that would prevent the kiss. But I stood frozen; the desire to feel her lips on mine once more was overwhelming. At the last moment, she turned her head so that her lips were ever so slightly brushing against my ear. I let out a sound that was half a sigh of relief and half a moan of arousal at the feeling of her breath against my neck.

“Too bad,” she said. “I think I could show you a few things you would really enjoy.”

She pulled back and gave me an innocent smile as if nothing had just happened.

“I’m really glad things are okay,” she said. “You mean the world to me and I would hate to lose you as a friend.”

I muttered a vague agreement, aware the whole time that Jenna was likely delighting in how disoriented she had made me. I made some excuse about needing to study and left. I rushed immediately to my room and closed the door behind me. In five seconds flat, I was naked from the waist down. I could feel the throbbing desire between my legs. Every step I took sent a shiver through me.

I stopped in front of the mirror that hung over my dresser. I peeled my shirt over my head and unfastened my bra. Obviously, I had seen myself naked before, but as I looked at myself in the mirror it was like I was seeing my body for the first time. I looked at my breasts; they rose and fell with each shallow breath I took. My eyes drifted down across my flat and toned stomach, and then went lower still. A tremor of lust went through me at the sight of my own sex. It was not so much that I was turned on simply by the way I looked, but rather by how I imagined I would look to Jenna. I had always considered myself cute, but now as I looked at my naked body, trembling with passion, the idea that someone as gorgeous as Jenna might actually be into me seemed plausible.

As much I was transfixed by myself in the mirror the ache between my legs wouldn’t let me wait any longer. My eyes still devouring my body, I reached my hand down between my legs. As my fingers touched my wetness my whole body shook. I imagined that it wasn’t my hand, but instead Jenna’s. I worked faster and faster as waves of pleasure crested over me. My legs shook; my knees wobbled. I was forced to use my free hand to brace myself against the dresser.

I remembered the kiss, the feeling of her lips on mine. I remembered the look in her eyes just before I closed mine and leaned forward. I could almost feel her hand as she pulled me closer to her. I could almost feel her breath as she whispered in my ear. Then memory turned to fantasy as she kissed her way down my neck as her hands traced unseen patterns on my back. Goosebumps covered my skin as she paused and looked up at me. Her eyes burned with passion as she opened her mouth and blew gently on my nipple. I shuddered in delight and she smiled wickedly up at me. I beg her to do it, to stop teasing me. She opened her mouth and then closed it around me.

As I imagined her tongue swirling around my areola, I felt my desire building to a climax. Once again, it was Jenna’s hand between my legs, it was her breath against my ear, it was her voice whispering encouragement.

“That’s it, babe. That’s it. I know you want to cum. Show me how good I make you feel.”

And with imagined command, I raced over the edge. My body shook and my vision swam. I had to turn my head into the pillow in order to muffle the moans of pleasure that erupted for me. When it was finished, I found myself gasping for breath, my skin glistening with sweat.

It had been a long day and the orgasm had taken out of me anything I still had left. In the post-orgasmic bliss, I drifted quickly to sleep, and in my dreams I saw Jenna and I felt her lips on mine.


III.

The next morning, I awoke as confused as I had been the day before--perhaps more so. The entire point had been to confront Jenna about what happened, to make sure things were alright, and then to move past it like nothing had ever really happened. Instead, I had...What exactly had I done?

The conversation with Jenna had gone well, until she had nearly seduced me into kissing her. My only saving grace had been Jenna’s restraint, but that had seemed more like part of a game than the result of cooler heads prevailing. What was going to happen now?

Things couldn’t keep escalating. Jenna and I were best friends. This silliness could jeopardize that, I told myself, and then I would be left without my best friend in the entire world. Not to mention the fact that after things blew up--and of course they would--I would still have to live with her for the rest of the year. It was simply foolish to think that anything could happen, or should happen.

It had been too long since I had been laid. That was it. I hadn’t had sex in nearly a year, ever since I broke up with my most recent boyfriend. I wasn’t one for one night stands, but maybe that was what was needed in this case. Just a little something to get all this pent up lust out of my system. It seemed like a half decent idea, but I dismissed it with a sigh. I knew better than anyone that it was simply too out of character for me. There was no way that I would end up going through with it.

In lieu of that, I was just going to have to clear my head. An early morning trip to the gym seemed like the best plan. I made my way into the kitchen and made myself a smoothie. I drank it quickly. Jenna was still asleep and once more I was avoiding her. It was barely six-thirty when I made it to the gym. This early it was nearly abandoned except for a few professors getting in a workout before class. I made my way to the treadmills on the second floor. They were all empty.

I started off at a leisurely pace, but soon kicked it into high gear. The music blasted through my headphones as my feet pounded against the treadmill. I ended up getting a little over zealous as the adrenaline and the music combined to make me push myself a little faster than I could go. I sucked in air as I struggled to keep up with the whirring belt beneath me, but was forced to lower the speed as I felt my energy starting to flag.

I looked at the timer on the treadmill: 25:34. I had been running for nearly a half-hour, but it seemed as though no time had gone by. I had been so caught up in my workout that I hadn’t even noticed that the gym had begun to grow more crowded. I cast a look around to see that most of the treadmills had now been taken--as was customary at a college gym--by girls. Occasionally in the gym, I would notice another girl’s figure: the curves of her body, the flatness of her stomach--it was hard not to. Sometimes there would even be something of appreciation, mixed with jealous perhaps, in the way I looked at them. Even for a straight person, it’s hard not to notice or admire the beauty of some people, regardless of their gender. Now, however, as I looked out at the lithe bodies stretching, running, jumping, I felt something entirely different.

I felt a tremor go through me. My eyes moved from one lycra covered body to the other. While I had always realized how much of an eye full yoga pants must have given men, I had never truly appreciated just how sexy it could make a woman look. Everywhere my head turned, taut, perfect asses met my sight. Even in sports bras several of the girls running on the treadmills had ample enough chests that their breasts couldn’t help but bounce as they ran. My whole body felt warm. My skin tingled and I could feel a familiar sensation between my legs.

What was going on? Jenna was one thing...but this was different. I had tried to tell myself that the whole Jenna thing had been about one person, that I had simply had such a connection to her that gender didn’t really matter. I had convinced myself that there was no way I liked girls in general. Surely, I would have noticed by now?

But it was impossible to to deny what I felt as I stood there. It wasn’t just that I had discovered feelings for Jenna...That night, that kiss had awoken something inside of me that had been dormant for twenty-one years, and now, it didn’t seem likely that it was going back to sleep anytime soon. The thought of a one night stand with a guy solving my issues now seemed even more laughable, but it was replaced by something even stranger, even more bold: I needed to have a one night stand with a woman.

I needed to kiss and be kissed, to have my body pressed against the warm flesh of another girl. I needed to explore her body and have my body be explored. I wanted to take her breast in my mouth, run my tongue around her nipples as I felt them harden and heard her moan. I needed her hand to gently trace its way down my stomach, teasing me every inch of the way. I could imagine how my body would shake as her fingers brushed against my lips, how I would convulse with pleasure as she entered me, first with one finger and then two, and then three…

“Excuse me, are you finished there?”

I snapped out of my daydreams to see a tall, athletic blonde looking at me expectantly. In my reverie, I hadn’t even noticed that I had turned the treadmill off and was standing stationary on the belt. I looked around to see that all of the other treadmills were taken. I muttered an embarrassed apology and stepped off. I grabbed my coat from the nearby rack that I had placed it on and turned to look back at the rows of treadmills. I swallowed the lump in my throat.

I tried to think on my walk back to the apartment, but I didn’t make it very far. The combination of lust and panic surging through my body was not exactly the best recipe for level headed rationality, and every step I took only seemed to send more of both rushing through me: panic because I needed to face Jenna and had absolutely no idea what I was going to do (and no idea what I wanted to do); lust because, well... Jenna.

Just as I had the day before I paused outside of the door to the apartment. I needed to figure something out and I needed to do it quickly, unless I was planning on just standing out here in the hallway. That idea, at the time, didn’t strike me as all that bad. It was certainly better than having to face Jenna again, which by extension meant facing the bizarre surge of confusing feelings and desires that was stirring inside of me. Unfortunately (or maybe fortunately) I didn’t get the chance to piece together a coherent plan in a hours’ long standing meditation outside of my apartment; Jenna opened the door.

Her face lit up as she saw me.

“Hey, there!” She said, as she cradled a laundry basket under one arm.

My eyes flitted for a moment to the basket. It was filled with undergarments: thongs, bras, panties. I quickly lifted my eyes. My heart was pounding.

“I’m about to head down to do some laundry. Want to come keep me company?”

I struggled to find some excuse, but nothing came. My mind was a blank.

“Okay…” Jenna laughed. “Guess I’ll take that as a no.”

I moved out of the way to let her pass. As she did, she froze me with an inquiring look, at once wistful and suggestive. She winked at me and then pushed her way through the door into the staircase.

Inside, I quickly made my way to the shower. I turned on the water and let it heat up as I peeled my clothes off. I glanced at myself in the mirror as steam filled the room. Like last night, I felt myself shiver at the sight of my own body. It was a new way of seeing myself...and I liked it. I could feel myself growing aroused, not from what I saw, but from the memories in the gym. I remembered to yoga pants and the tight spandex tops that had impractically low necklines. Yet as I imagined some of the women that I had seen earlier in the day, I found that each of them morphed into Jenna. It was Jenna running on the treadmill with her breasts bouncing up and down. It was Jenna bent over stretching with her pert ass facing toward me. It was Jenna doing yoga poses, tantalizing me with just how flexible she was.

I couldn’t say I was surprised at the way that she colonised my fantasies. There was of course the fact that I was familiar with her. I knew how she walked, how she moved, making it easy to insert her into my day dreams at any point,in any position...but it wasn’t only that. For how enticing some of those women had been at the gym, there was no denying that Jenna blew them all out of the water. She was gorgeous in a way that was almost intimidating. Add to that her personality and what hope did anyone else have in comparison?

My mind wasn’t satisfied for long with just watching a gym full of Jenna’s go about their business. I needed to be part of it. Suddenly, we were in the locker room, both of us only in towels. My back was to a bank of lockers and Jenna took a step toward me, lust in her eyes. I could feel the apprehension in the pit of my stomach.

“I don’t know if we should do this,” I said, but in my mind and in my fantasy, the words were empty.

“We both want it,” said Jenna. Her hands went to fold of her towels where one side overlapped with the other. “This is what you want, isn’t it?”

I nodded mutely, my eyes bulging from my head as she pulled gently on the towel and it slipped from her body and onto the floor. I could hardly breathe, as back in real life my fingers found their way between my legs. Jenna took a step forward as her hands went to her breasts, pressing them together, putting them on display for me. Her hand reached out toward me. With my back against the lockers, there was nowhere for me to retreat...and I didn’t want to. Her fingers brushed lightly against my cheek and then down my neck. Her fingers parted the fold of my towel, and like hers had before, it fell to the floor. We both stood naked facing each other. Her fingers traced their way further down my body, snaking between my breasts. I shuddered at the thought. I turned over the thought of having her make a detour--to the left or to the right--to give my breasts the attention they craved, but I was too impatient. Her hand went lower and lower still, barely pausing as it passed my belly button and approached my throbbing wetness below.

I had already imagined her fingers bringing me to orgasm and at that moment I needed more. Her fingers paused right before they reached their target. Jenna smiled at me as she sank to her knees in front of me. My knees shook and trembled as in real life I worked myself closer and closer to an orgasm. I could feel the way my clit throbbed as my fingers circled it rapidly. The whole world was spinning as I imagined Jenna’s face leaning closer and closer, ready to put her tongue to work. As impatient as I was, my body was even more so. I hardly had time to savor the fantasy of her  tongue working its way into my folds before I felt my orgasm coming on. Totally overcome with lust, I let out gasp of pleasure as the pre-orgasmic feeling began to radiate through me. I bit my lip, trying to keep quiet, but it was useless. I moved my fingers in a steady, but rapid rhythm getting closer and closer with each moment that passed. There was nothing that could have stopped it. My climax was building and building. The only question was how high I would be before it dropped.

The image in my mind of Jenna with her face pressed against my thighs proved quickly to be too much. I had hardly had the time to enjoy my fantasy before the orgasm tore my conscious mind apart. Jenna was replaced with a flash of white and searing warmth that covered my entire body. I held onto the counter for dear life as my legs wobbled beneath me. As the orgasm subsided, a single word escaped my lips.

“Jenna.”

“Amy?”

The sound of my own name broke me from my orgasmic haze. I turned and saw, much to my horror, that Jenna was standing in the open doorway, her mouth open and her eyes wide in shock.

“I was just...I heard the shower running and I knocked, so I figured you were already in there. I just w-w-wanted to grab my hairbrush. I didn’t mean to…” I had never seen her so flustered. “Sorry.”

I stood there frozen. In my periphery, I could see that my face had quickly assumed a shade of deep crimson. Over the past few days, I had had my share of embarrassing moments. They all paled in comparison to this one. I needed to say something, anything, to break the tension. How long had she been there? How much had she seen? Had she heard me moan her name? At one and the same time, I wanted to know the answer to these questions and yet dreaded it. That moment, the moment before I spoke--in that moment I was still safe, still okay; I was still Amy and she was still Jenna, and we were still friends and nothing more.

Jenna acted first. She stepped forward. I turned to face her. Her eyes flashed down to my bare chest, then quickly up again. I saw the hint of smile on her face. She took one one of my hands in both of her.

“Amy,” she said. “I think we need to talk.”


Part II


I.

“I think we need to talk.”

Those words were the understatement of all understatements. I was standing naked as the day I was born before my roommate, Jenna, who had just walked in on me masturbating to thoughts of her. As I had reached my climax, her name had escaped my lips as a moan...a moan that she had no doubt heard. Add to that our make out session only two days earlier during a game of truth-or-dare, along with an almost kiss the night before, and it was fair to say that things were getting complicated. Certainly, we needed to talk.

“Jenna…” I didn’t make it past her name before my mouth froze up. I just didn’t know what to say next.

She smiled. “I already heard that part.” She winked.

The joke was at once mortifying and arousing. The strange mix of feelings pouring through me right then made it impossible to know what to think. I opened my mouth and closed it again.

“Why don’t you take your shower?” Jenna asked. “Then afterwards we can talk. Take a few minutes to think things over. Sorry about barging in on you like that. Totally an accident.” She paused, and then added, “But maybe it’s for the best. Might be good to get this out in the open and figure out what we are going to do about it. It’s only going to get more awkward if we try to pretend like nothing happened.”

I nodded in agreement, but remained silent and Jenna turned and closed the door behind her. I quickly locked the door, a gesture that at this point really didn’t mean much. It wasn’t until the door was locked that I realized I had been holding my breath. I exhaled sharply and took several rapid breaths feeling like I might start hyperventilating at any moment. My body was trembling and I could feel the quick beats of my heart as blood and adrenaline rushed through me.

I stepped into the shower and let the warm water run over me. It snaked in rivulets down my shoulders and chest. I watched it as it sluiced between my breasts and down across my stomach. I shivered one last time as the warmth began to sink into my skin; a calmness came with it. Breathing in the steam filled air seemed to help slow my breath. I felt my throat muscles unclench and my lungs expand. The blood pounding in my ears receded until I could no longer even notice the beating of my heart. I poured a dollop of shampoo onto my hand and worked it into a lather in my hair.

The scent quickly filled my nose and helped to calm me even further. The thought of having to deal with with Jenna grew ever so slightly less threatening with each breath I took. By the time I had washed my hair and my body, I was ready for whatever was going to happen.

I dried off quickly in my room and changed into a t-shirt and jeans. My hair was still wet, but that could wait until later. This conversation couldn’t wait any longer. It needed to happen now. I opened the door to the hallway, ready to kick things into gear when I heard a trio of familiar voices: Becca, Liz and Zoey.

I walked out into the living room to see the three girls from our little game of truth-or-dare. They sat side-by-side on the couch. Jenna was perched on the arm of the chair that sat across from it. She smiled at me as I entered. She patted the open cushion.

“Take a seat,” she said. “We’re just dishing on the latest gossip.”

‘Dishing’ was not exactly my favorite activity, nor was gossip my favorite subject, but I was still a little embarrassed about what had happened. I had run out of that room in front of all of them, and hadn’t seen any of them since. For the most part, I had avoided thinking about what they must have said after I left. Now, it was hard not to.

“Hey Amy!” Three voice greeted me in unison. They all smiled warmly, but I wondered what they were thinking. Did they think it was funny when I ran out? Childish? Had they realized that things had gone too far, and come to the conclusion not to talk about? The calm that I had managed to gain in the shower was quickly evaporating.

I sat down next to Jenna and gave a silent wave to the three girls. I forced a smile, though I doubted it was very convincing. I tried to look half-interested as they talked about boys and classes, and boys in their classes, but it wasn’t an easy task. I drifted in and out of the conversation. I only snapped back to attention when the conversation took the turn that I had been dreading.

“So…” Becca said. “Are we going to talk about the elephant in the room?”

Six eyes fixed on me. Jenna was the only one who didn’t immediately stare. My surprise must have been plainly written on my face: all three girls broke into laughter.

“Guess not!” Becca said.

“That look is pretty much our answer,” said Liz.

Zoey remained silent, as did Jenna.

“What is that supposed to mean?” I found my voice. I did my best to screw my face up into an expression of seriousness, but without a mirror, it was hard to know how successful I was.

“Well, you were pretty quick to rush out of there,” said Liz.

Becca agreed. “Didn’t seem like you could really handle the heat.”

They both laughed.

“It just had us wondering how things were going in the apartment. We were all a little worried you were going to be running scared of Jenna after that.”

They were needling me to get a reaction. It wasn’t malicious, but I couldn’t exactly say it was all in good fun either. I was Amy, Jenna’s tight-buttoned roommate. I had tried to hang with the big kids and had run away scared. It was a narrative in line with the usual ribbing and teasing that they tried to throw my way.

“Knock it off,” Jenna said brusquely.

Becca and Liz reacted with an over exaggerated contrition.

“Sorry,” they both said in unison as they held up their hands.

“We didn’t mean anything by it,” Becca assured them. “It was just a bit of fun, and besides, it’s not an entirely unfair concern. We were just wondering how things were going.”

“We are doing fine.” Jenna said, but with the last word she placed a hand on my shoulder. I was wound up from the turn in the conversation (as well as everything else that had been going on for the past few days) that I jumped from the unexpected contact.

Becca and Liz burst out laughing. This time it wasn’t just embarrassment that was welling up in my me; it was anger. They were taking this a little too far at my expense, and was in no mood to be played with like this. I clenched my fists at my side.

“Oh, man,” Becca said through snorts of laughter, “Sorry, Amy. We don’t mean any offense. It’s just hard to imagine how you and Jenna could be roommates. The lesbian slut and the buttoned-up prude.”

Jenna’s hand was still on my shoulder and I felt her grip tighten at Becca’s words. Though Jenna often teased me about my prudishness, she was fiercely defensive of me, and if she felt like anyone was taking things too far, she never hesitated to step in.

“That’s enough, Becca,” Jenna’s said sternly. “I didn’t invite you into my apartment so that you could insult Amy. If you don’t knock it off, you can get the hell out of here.”

“Oh come on, Jenna,” complained Liz. “It’s just a joke. Lighten up.”

“It’s not funny. You are just taking cheap shots at her. Besides, you’re wrong about her.”

Becca raised an eyebrow. “Wrong?”

“Yes,” said Jenna. “She might not act as wild as you and Liz, but trust me when I say that Amy knows how to let loose.”

“She does, does she?”

It was clear that Becca wasn’t buying it. I’m guessing the look of doubt on her face was similar to my own. Where exactly was Jenna going with this?

“In fact,” Jenna continued, “you’re making fun of her for leaving when we were playing truth-or-dare, but you don’t know the half of it.”

Neither, apparently, did I. I did my best to keep my face impassive, to make it seem that I was not entirely unaware of what Jenna was talking about. Luckily, Becca, Liz and Zoey seemed more focused on Jenna than on me for the time being, allowing my surprised looks to go unnoticed.

“Don’t we?” challenged Becca, clearly not buying that there was anything behind Jenna’s words other than a defense of her friend.

“Oh, you think you are all so adventurous for giving each other a little peck on the cheek? Amy might  have been a little shy at first, but I can assure you that she warmed up to things pretty quickly once I got back.”

The looks on each of the girls’ face changed in instant. The playfulness was replaced by genuine disbelief, the kind that you can only muster when you think that something might just be true.

“Bullshit,” said Liz. Becca nodded in agreement.

Jenna laughed. “Oh, you think it’s bullshit?” She leaned toward me and placed her arm around my shoulder. Despite the oddity of the situation, I felt a jolt go through me, followed by a slow diffusing warmth. This was for show, I told myself, but there was something about it that just felt right.

“Yea, I do,” Liz doubled down. “No way little miss prude there is secretly your girlfriend now. She practically looks like she’s going to jump out of her seat right now, and that’s just from you having her arm around her.”

I was trembling a little I realized, which Liz took for discomfort. She thought I was ready to jump out of my seat,but in reality I was just about ready to jump on Jenna. What would happen after that flashed through my mind in a series of images that made me blush. The arousal that I felt earlier, the arousal that had led me to touch myself, which had led to my roommate catching me… it was back and this time at a higher pitch. My whole body was coursing with a feeling that was hard to describe: it was pleasurable, but also frustrating. It built and built and I knew it needed an outlet.

“No way,” said Jenna, pulling me slightly closer. “She’s just shaking with excitement. She does that whenever I touch her. This little piece of ass knows just how good I can make her feel. She's not shaking because she’s uncomfortable. It’s because she’s impatient, and she is waiting for you three to leave, so that we can tear each others’ clothes off.”

She leaned down toward and brushed my hair away from my neck. I let out a soft moan as her fingers touched my skin, but a louder one followed as her lips did the same. She kissed me once, then twice, before she moved her lips up to my ear. I could feel the warmth of her breath and it made me shudder.

“Isn’t that right, babe?”

I let out an involuntary sigh that was all the assent the other three needed. I could see the looks of shock of their face, mixed perhaps with something like jealousy. Liz and Becca stared open mouthed. Zoey’s face was flushed red and her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths as she looked on.

“So,” Jenna said, a smiling stretching from ear to ear. “Any other questions?”

The silence that followed was the kind that seemed a hundred times longer than it must have been. Liz finally broke it.

“Well, I guess we were wrong.” It was the kind of thing you said when you had nothing else to say. Liz looked from me to Jenna and then back. “I guess we underestimated you,” she said, and there was a tinge of regret in her voice. “Looks like you aren’t quite the prude, I thought.”

“Bullshit,” said Becca suddenly, breaking the awkward tension of Liz’s stumbling non-apology.

“Excuse me?” said Jenna.

“I call bullshit.” The shocked look was gone, replaced with simple defiance. “You kissed her neck a little and whispered in her ear. All of us did more than that during truth-or-dare. I’m calling your bluff.”

“Oh please. You’re just jealous.” Jenna said. “Liz buys it, but you can’t because you wish it were you.”

Jenna’s words weren’t all that playful. They seemed to be an accusation. This wasn’t just ribbing Becca about being attracted to her lesbian friend--this was a challenge.

“Jealous? Of a few kisses on the neck? Please. I could walk out into the hallway and find a guy to give me a good ride like that.” She snapped her fingers.

Jenna laughed. “But that’s not what you want. Don’t act like it’s not obvious. All three of you are still dying to continue our little experimentation from the other day. You say you’re not jealous?” Jenna reached her arm around my back and with her hand grabbed a handful of my breast. “What about now?”

It somehow felt like I was no longer in the room. They were talking about me, around me, but certainly not to me. I would have said something, should have said something, but the feeling snaking through my body in odd pulses and strange bursts seemed to have taken my mind to somewhere far, far away. My body tingled with excitement. Each inch of my skin must have been covered with goosebumps and as Jenna’s hand cupped my breast, I felt a longing ache go through me. My eyes stared blankly ahead as my mind focused on the images of fantasy that I concocted.

Her rough grip thrilled me, but I wanted more. I wanted her rip my shirt off tearing hems and popping buttons because she was so frantic to get to me that she didn’t have time for gentleness or grace. I wanted her to pull my bra down around my waist, too impatient to even unhook it. I imagined her eyes as they feasted on my exposed breasts, her lips trembling as she leaned forward and took one of my hardened nipples into her mouth.

“Let’s just go, Becca,” Liz said timidly.

Becca didn’t react at first, but her friend tugged impatiently on her sleeve until she relented. Becca rolled her eyes.

“Fine, fine,” she said. “I still don’t buy it.”

The three girls stood up and gathered their things. Jenna still kneaded my breast with her hand.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “We’ll send you the video.”

After the three girls left, Jenna’s hand remained on me for a moment. With a sigh, she released her grip and stood up from the chair. I looked up at her. Her lips were pushed tightly together in a straight line.

“Well,” she said. “That wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. My brain was slowly starting to come back online as my heartbeat slowed and the ache between legs subsided enough that I could actually think straight.

“When I said I wanted to talk, I meant it. I didn’t expect those three to just show up, and then...well, I guess it got a little out of hand. I shouldn’t have done all that. Probably just confusing things more.”

“No,” I said, defending her. “You were just trying to shut them up and get them to stop hassling me. I appreciate it.”

“You’re not mad?” she asked.

At that moment Jenna looked as uncertain as I had ever seen her. Here was a girl who handled everything with cool confidence and an I-don’t-care attitude, and now she was looking down at me, her face drawn up in worry and her hands playing nervously with the hem of her shirt.

“No, of course not.” It was a honest answer but I didn’t know what else to say. The insane arousal had passed, but just barely. My body was still pulsing with lust and it was hard for me to keep my eyes on Jenna’s. They kept drifting down, more interested in the sight of something else.

I wanted to be honest with her. I wanted to tell her what I was thinking. Unfortunately, the English language had never developed the proper vocabulary to describe the hodge-podge of desire, confusion and self-doubt that rushed around in my brain. I opened my mouth a half dozen times but closed it again each time without having said one word.

I was into my roommate. That much was inarguably clear. Not just in a ‘oh-she’s-kind-of-cute’ or a ‘maybe-when-I’m-really-drunk-slash-lonely’. No. I was into her in a ‘I-want-to-you-to-tear-my- clothes-off-and-bury-your-head-between my legs’ kind of way. Did that mean I was gay? Or a lesbian? Were those the same thing? They were the same thing, right? Or was I bisexual? I had to be bisexual. I was still into guys, wasn’t I? I imagined a strong pair of hands of tearing off clothes, only this time they belonged to a shirtless muscular guy. Yep. Definitely still into guys… at least if the throbbing between my legs was any indication. But then the picture shifted and suddenly Jenna was there too. We were both topless and on our knees while the faceless man stood between us. I thought we were headed for a threesome, but my mind had other ideas. The man vanished and then it was just me and Jenna. My whole body trembled as she leaned toward me. Her eyes closed and her lips hovered only a fraction of an inch from my own…

“Amy?”

I snapped out of it.

“You know when you say you’re not mad and then just sit there all spaced out, it kind of makes it seem like maybe you are mad.” Jenna forced a laugh, trying to diffuse her own nervousness with a bit of levity.

I forced a smile. “I promise I’m not mad. I’m just confused. There is a lot going on with this. Truth-or-dare was one thing and even you messing with me last night was another… but actually fooling around? I don’t know.”

“Who said that was an option on the table?” Jenna asked with a smug smile on her face. I had tipped my hand and now Jenna’s cocksure confidence was back.

I rolled my eyes. “Oh please. You weren’t just feeling me up for their benefit,” I shot back. “You seemed to be really enjoying yourself.”

“And you weren’t?” Jenna raised an eyebrow.

“I didn’t say that! But it was a little prudish don’t you think?” My heart beat in my throat. What was I doing? It was like I was watching someone else.

“Prudish?” For a moment, I thought that Jenna might be offended, but I saw a wicked smile form on her face. “You wanted me to go further?”

“I didn’t say I ‘wanted’ that,” I countered, doing my best to match Jenna’s intense expression. “But it would have been more convincing. I mean, after all, that was what this was all about, right? Convincing them that we really were an item, that we really were fooling around?”

“It was part of it,” said Jenna. “But I don’t think it was the whole thing, at least not for me.”

The calm that had descended upon me was quickly being dashed. My heart pounded louder and louder with each playful exchange. My skin tingle with sensation that was pleasurable one moment and too much to bear the next.

“Well either way,” I said, struggling to keep my voice from trembling. “You could have sold it a little more. How hard would it have been to just slip your hand under the neckline of my shirt? Under my bra? That would have convinced them. Without a doubt.”

I was turning myself on now with the suggestion. The thought of Jenna’s hand slipping under my clothes, and of her fingers brushing against my bare skin made me shiver.

“That’s not a bad point” said Jenna, as she took a seat back on the arm of chair. Her arm snaked around my back once more. She leaned in closer, as she had earlier. I leaned my head back, exposing the naked, tingling flesh of my neck. A soft moan escaped me as Jenna’s lips touched me once again. She kissed her way up toward my ear, a replay of what had happened earlier. Her lips paused when they reached my ear. I squirmed as I felt her hot breath against me. Her hand moved up my rib cage and she gave my breast a squeeze. The scene had played out nearly the same as before up until that point. Now, it was time for my rewrites.

Her hand moved up and her fingers deftly burrowed under the collar of my shirt and then under my bra. I gasped at the feeling, which I had imagined so many times over the last twenty-four hours. My imagination simply could not have done it justice.

“Like this?” she whispered in my ear as she took my hardened nipple between her thumb and forefinger. “Is this what would have convinced them?”

I didn’t have a chance to answer before Jenna went back to kissing my neck. She planted a few slow sensual kisses, before the passion overtook her. My breath caught as her mouth pressed roughly against my neck. Her fingers played with my nipple as the lust built inside me. Her other hand took my chin and turned it toward her. Our eyes locked for a moment, before Jenna leaned forward and kissed me passionately on the mouth.

I could hardly breathe. I had kissed people before, people that I loved even. I had read descriptions in sappy romance novels and heard them on melodramatic Lifetime specials. I had always thought they were exaggerations. Not anymore. As I kissed Jenna, the passion and the feeling and the lust all mixed together. My eyes were shut tightly, like when you wake up from a dream and you don’t want it to be over. I wanted that moment to last and to last forever. As out lips glided past one another and our tongues wrestled for position, I stopped thinking about anything at all.

It was just me and her, our bodies pressed together, our lips locked. There were a thousand things I could have been thinking at that moment, and yet I was thinking none of them. Something inside me, something primal and instinctual took over. It was a part of me that had wanted this for longer than I had realized, a part of me that had struggled its way to the surface, perhaps for years.

Reluctantly, I pulled back from the kiss. I saw the questioning look on Jenna’s face and smiled to reassure her. Quickly, I pulled my shirt over my head. My hands shook as they gripped the fabric. I could see my knuckles go white. Then I released my grip and let the shirt fall to the floor. Jenna smiled at me now as her eyes darted down to my chest. My heart thumped as I watched her smile widen. She reached her arms around me and pulled me against her. I shivered as I felt her fingertips on my skin. They moved slowly up from the small of my back, stopping as they reached the strap of my bra.

I pulled away. “Not yet,” I said, feeling sheepish about the whole thing for the first time. “Can we just kiss?”

Jenna smiled at me and nodded. I closed my eyes and our lips touched again.


II.

Things were different. And how could they not be? This time there had been no truth-or-dare, no wine, no peer pressure. It had been my decision--our decision--and now we would be forced to own up to it. For better or worse, we had crossed a line. There was no way to put the air back in the balloon.

The next morning I awoke in a bed that was not my own. It took a moment or two for my grogginess to abate. When it did, I turned to see Jenna curled up form next to me. She was laying on her side with her knees pressed up almost to her chest. Her breasts her almost spilling out of the tight night shirt she was wearing. A moment before, I had been considering just going back to bed. Now, I was wide awake.

I ran a finger up and down Jenna’s forearm. I could feel the warmth of her skin as it touched mine. Something stirred in me just from knowing that we were touching. Jenna stirred as well.

“Hmmmm,” she groaned as she slipped out her dreams. “Five more minutes?”

I laughed. Her face screwed up in exaggerated anger. She grabbed a pillow and, with her eyes still closed, swung it at me. I moved easily out of the way, laughing at the grumpy groan that accompanied the outburst.

It was nearly the perfect start to what I hoped would be a perfect day, but it wasn’t. After we got out a bed and had breakfast, we found ourselves with an awkward question: what now? I had work to do and Jenna…well Jenna rarely did. When I told her I had to go to the library to do work she gave me a puppy dog look and tried to guilt me into staying.

“Oh come on,” she said. “Wouldn’t rather hang out here and go for a repeat of last night?” She looked at me with mock sultriness that made me blush despite its insincerity. The truth was that I would have loved to have stayed all day with her and figured things out, but… I was terrified.

When I first woke up, the sight of Jenna next to me had given me a sense of comfort and calm, but it took no more than a few minutes before the whole things seemed wrong. Not morally wrong, or anything like that. Just out of place. She was my best friend. My roommate. And now we were sharing a bed together. Though I had had the realization a half dozen times already, it always managed to sneak up on me unawares and stop me in my tracks. In a few days, everything had changed or was going to: my day to day life, my relationship with my best friend, my sexuality. It was a a lot to take in. The whiplash was just beginning to show its effects. How could so much change so quickly and still be manageable? How the hell was I supposed to finish my senior year with all of this going on?

This was crazy anyway wasn’t it? I was just under-sexed, pent-up, horny. Jenna had the kind of body and attitude that anyone would find sexy and I was just getting caught up in that. Right? Part of me wanted that to be the answer. I didn’t have a problem with being a lesbian, did I? No, of course not. It was just that it made things a lot more complicated right now. It was mainly the roommate thing, mainly that she was my best friend. If she was someone else, I told myself, I wouldn’t be worried at all about it. In that case, I would definitely be ready to embrace my newfound identity.

I deflected Jenna’s entreaties. I really did have work to do, and I had already bombed one test earlier in the week. I didn’t need to finish out the semester with straight A’s, but I did need to finish it. Jenna pouted as I gathered up my books and headed out the door.

I hadn’t even made it to the library when I felt my phone buzzing: Jenna. I looked at the text message: “Come baaaaack!!!” Followed by a string of unintelligible emojis. My first reaction was that she was acting pretty clingy for so early in a relationship, but what did ‘early’ even mean in this context? We had only really embraced things last night, I guess, or even if you counted from the game of Truth-or-Dare, it still wasn’t much longer. But that really wasn’t a good measure was it?

We had been inseparable since freshman year, roommates since sophomore year. We had gone through more together than most married couples. We had had fights and blowups. We had cried on each others’ shoulders and spent nights talking until the sun came up. If I was being honest with myself, before last night I wouldn’t have thought twice about a text like that from Jenna--she probably sent me four or five of them in  a week. Why did all seem so different now, and did different necessarily mean bad?

The idea that I was somehow going to get a lot of work done now seemed somewhat ridiculous. With Jenna’s text message still sitting unanswered in my inbox, it was all I could do to even get through a single sentence of my reading. I sat there for a another half hour or so before I called it quits. This just wasn’t the way that I was going to work things out. Just pretending like there was no issue or that what happened was no big deal was just going to leave my head spinning and everything else very, very confused. I packed up my things and headed back to the apartment. I needed to confront Jenna before this whole thing got out of hand in a weird way.

I found her still in bed, which was not all that surprising. She stirred as I entered the room and turned over.

“What happened to studying?” she asked with a self-satisfied smile. It was clear that she felt her text message had seduced me back to the apartment. She wasn’t entirely wrong about that.

She leaned herself up on her her elbow. I felt myself growing aroused as her shirt rode up, revealing her flat and toned stomach. Her breasts, as usual, were bursting out of her shirt. My eyes couldn’t help but shift their focus.

Jenna cleared her throat. “I’m up here,” she said, with a laugh. She was clearly enjoying her little conquest. The smile soon faded, however, as she saw the troubled look on my face. “What’s up? Everything okay?”

I paused as I stood there in the doorway, not knowing how to turn my thoughts into words. Not knowing, in truth,what my thoughts even really were. They were so vague and changed so quickly from one moment to the next, it was hard to even know if ‘thoughts’ was the right word. They were more like instincts, or feelings, vague sensations that told me to jump her bones one minute and that this would never work the next. The turmoil spinning in my head was exhausting. I had been awake for no more than two hours and I was already feeling like a nap was necessary. Jenna, as if she could read that need, patted the bed beside her. It was certainly tempting, but I knew if I got into that bed, I wouldn’t be getting out anytime soon. That wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, but was it what I wanted?

Maybe it was, but we needed to figure this out. I needed to know what I wanted from Jenna and what she wanted from me.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s go for a walk or something.”

It took quite a while for me to get Jenna out of bed. I spent that time showering and getting myself ready to go out in public to somewhere other than a forgotten corner of the library. When I was finished, I checked on Jenna. She was just getting out of bed. I watched as she threw a hoodie on over her nightshirt, pulled on a pair of sweatpants and fussed with her hair for a second in the mirror. She turned to look at me.

“How do I look?”

I couldn’t help but laugh. Here I had spent a half hour getting all dolled up and it only took her two seconds to completely outdo me.

“You look great,” I said, stepping forward. I took her hands in mine and planted a kiss on her forehead. “How about that walk?”

Fall was in full swing on the campus. The trees had given up their boring green covering for an entire rainbow of orange, yellow, red, and brown. We walked along the paths, exchanging no more than a few words between us. We had gone the next step last night. But not much further than that. It seemed that we were both a little hesitant about what would now come next.

In truth, last night had been more symbolic than anything. We hadn’t gone anywhere past just making out, and in a lot of ways it had been more tame than that day of the infamous truth-or-dare game. There had been no audience, no salacious voyeurism as three other pairs of eyes watched us. I cast a worried glance over at Jenna. Her eyes were fixed on a line of old oaks trees with leaves of brilliant red. I wondered if I was going to bore her.

Maybe it was silly to go from highs to lows so quickly. One minute I’m finally giving in to my feelings and we are kissing, the next I am already wondering how long any of it is going to last. But this was me and Jenna and senior year and a thousand other things swirling around in my head. In a normal week, I could hardly keep my head on my shoulders. I certainly wasn’t going to be able to do now.

Jenna seemed withdrawn too, but maybe she was just sleepy. I look over at her again. I knew that I was overthinking things. Honestly, if I could just stop worrying, things would probably end up working out a whole hell of a lot better than if I kept driving myself insane. But I needed something that would let me just let go. Something that would help me loosen up just like…

Truth-or-dare. When it hit me, it seemed so obvious. Right now, things were tense with Jenna because it was only during those moments of challenge and excitement that we had been able to push past our natural barriers. First it had been truth-or-dare with the other three, and then the same thing, when they had been egging us on in our apartment. Jenna and I weren’t going to get close by taking fall foliage walks and all that jazz. We needed a way to break down the walls first, get past the defenses and all that stuff, then we could really connect with each other.

“Jenna,” I said. I slipped my hand into her and stopped walking. She turned and looked at me expectantly. “Let’s go back to the apartment. This isn’t working.”

“Isn’t working?”

I could tell from her expression that it wasn’t exactly the best way I could have phrased it. She looked hurt.

“No, I just mean…” I paused. How could I explain it? “Look, this isn’t the most traditional way to do all this. I mean we’ve totally flipped things around in a matter of a few days and there is just so much to sort through.”

“So… you want to go have a long talk about it or something?” asked Jenna, in a tone that made clear she didn’t find the idea at all appealing.

I laughed. “Not a chance. That sounds like about the worst thing we could do right now.” I saw her expression brighten. “There will be time for talks and all that stuff later. But right now, with everything that’s going on I think we are just reverting to old defense mechanisms, falling into old roles. Friend, roommate, you know?”

“Okay…” Jenna didn’t seem to have a problem with what I said so far, but she clearly wasn’t sure where I was going with this.

“Look, this whole thing starting with that game of truth-or-dare, right?” I replayed my thought process for Jenna.

“Yea…” Again, no argument, but she certainly looked dubious.

“Well, that’s how we continue it. Right now, I’m just too caught up with a thousand different thoughts. We need to up the stakes a little bit, throw ourselves off balance. That’s the way that  we get past all the old routines and habits and make sure that this is something that we both really want. That makes sense, doesn’t it?” I wasn’t sure if I was asking that question of Jenna, or if I was really asking myself.

“I guess,” said Jenna mulling the idea over in her head. “So you want the other girls there?”

That idea was clearly unappealing to her. Luckily, that wasn’t what I was going for at all.

“No,” I said forcefully, “Not at all. This is just you and me. I just think a game will help us loosen up a little bit. But there is one rule.”

“What is it?”

“The first round we both have to do truth. After that it’s all dares.” My eyes locked with Jenna’s and I did my best to give her a smoldering stare.

“Okay,” she said, a smile creeping over her face. “Let’s do it.”


III.

“Okay, you first.”

Jenna was sitting across from me, leaning slightly forward and giving me quite an eyeful. It was hard to keep myself from staring down her shirt, but I did my best, only allowing my gaze to steal away for a moment or two before I brought it back up. Jenna was smiling knowingly.

“Alright,” I said. “What’s the question?”

Given that this was my idea, it only seemed fair that I be the first to go. I waited patiently for the first ‘truth’ that Jenna was going to ask me.

“Have you ever thought about me sexually before the night we kissed?”

Though I was expecting a question along those lines, it still made me blush. I could feel my cheeks redden as Jenna laugh at my discomfort.

“Come on,” she prodded me, “you have to answer.”

I was going to answer. I had been the one to come up with this whole thing, I wasn’t going to bail at the first sign of trouble. Still, I needed a little bit of time to collect myself. I took a deep breath and locked my eyes with hers.

“Not exactly. I always thought you were gorgeous--how could I not?--but I don’t think I ever imagined us doing anything. Still, I definitely had one or two funny feelings when I caught you lying in an alluring position on the couch, or I caught you coming back from the bathroom without bothering to wrap the towel around your tits.”

Jenna smiled. “Oh, you were looking?”

I nodded. Jenna was often pretty cavalier about her body and I had certainly spied her in compromising positions on an occasion or two--once or twice even topless. From Jenna’s smile, however, I was beginning to think that maybe those hadn’t been accidents.

“Your turn,” I said, knowing exactly what my question was going to be. “How long have you been teasing me and trying to seduce me?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Jenna, running her hand jokingly along her chin as if she really had to think hard about it. “Probably since sophomore year. I always thought you were cute, but once we started living together there was definitely some tension there for me. Just knowing you were showering or that you might be masturbating in the room over...It really made me horny just about all the time. I started trying to give you little peaks just to see if you would notice. I didn’t really think it would go anywhere, but sometimes just the thought of your eyes on my body was enough to get me off. I would parade around the apartment half-naked, catching your stares out of the corner of my eyes. Then I would go to my room and bring myself to mind shattering orgasms.”

My heart was pounding. The desire built up between my legs and I could feel my pussy throbbing as she spoke. As her lips moved, it was almost as if she fell into a trance. Though her eyes were still locked on mine, it seemed like they were looking at something far away. I knew that she was getting caught up in her thoughts about teasing me and, no doubt, those same thoughts that she used to have when she touched herself. I needed to know what those thoughts were.

“What did you fantasize about?” I asked, my voice shaking in anticipation.

Jenna snapped out of her trance and shook her head. “Uh-huh,” she said, “I answered the question. You don’t get a second one.”

She was right. I sighed in exaggerated frustration. Jenna just rolled her eyes. “Alright, let’s get this over with so it can be your turn again and I can ask you.”

Jenna was ready with her dare. “I’m gonna start out nice and easy instead of just daring you to put your head between my legs on the first one.”

My heart skipped a beat. I could hardly believe what she had just said. We had tiptoed around some of the more risque topics and this was by far the most direct either of us had been. The desire inside of me only built further. I waited for Jenna to give me the actual dare.

“I want you to undress me a little bit,” she said. “My top and my bra.”

A tremor went through me. It had been hard enough to keep focused when Jenna’s impressive cleavage was busting out, but with her huge, perfectly shaped tits hanging out on full display, I knew my eyes were going to be doing some wandering.

“Ok,” I said as we both stood up. I took a step toward Jenna and she wrapped her arms around me. She pressed her breasts against mine. I shuddered as my hands worked their way around to the back hem of her shirt.

“What are you waiting for?” asked Jenna as I paused. My hands were trembling as my eyes looked into hers. Her lips were less than an inch away from mine and I wanted nothing more than to feel them again. Kissing Jenna had been like nothing else I had ever experienced. I shook the thought from my head. Kissing her wasn’t part of the dare. I summoned my resolve and pulled the shirt over her head.

Jenna obliged by releasing her grip on my waist. She lifted her arms above her head and the shirt came off. Now for the bra. She smiled seductively at me as I fumbled for the clasp in the back. As a girl, I imagined that I would be better at this, but after ten seconds or so, I realized my mistake.

“The clasp is on the front,” Jenna said with a laugh. And so it was. The only reason I had missed it was because I was practically breaking my neck trying not to look at the way her tits filled up and spilled out of her pink lacy bra. I knew there would be time to admire them once they were freed, but the sight of them now only made my hands even more unsteady. After a half dozen tries I finally managed to undo the clasp. Gently, I pulled back the two cups of the bra and Jenna shrugged the straps off her shoulders. The bra fell to the floor and I found myself staring at my roommate’s bare breasts. I took a sharp inhale of breath.

I had seen them before--like I said--but this was different. Those few glances I had, had been stolen. Here and now they were on display, not by accident, but for me. She wanted me to see them, and I knew it this time. The games were finished; the teasing was through. It was me and her and the passion between us.

I drank in the sight. I felt my hands move as if my instinct up toward the soft, exposed flesh, but Jenna knocked my hands away gently.

She shook her head. “Not yet,” she said. “That wasn’t part of the dare.”

The fire between my legs had become an inferno. The tingling pleasure that radiated out across my body made it uncomfortable even to stand still. I needed to touch her, to touch myself. I could not stand to be separated from her in that moment, even if it were only by a few inches.

My plan had been to ask her another truth. After all,  I still wanted to know what exactly it was that she masturbated about when she thought of me. To know what secret fantasies played out in her mind as her hands touched her throbbing clit and she brought herself to a mind shattering orgasm--well, that knowledge would have seemed more tantalizing that just about anything in the world only a few moments ago. But now I could think of things more tempting, and I was looking at two of them.

“I dare you to let me feel them,” I said, quickly. I did not even wait for her to agree to the dare. My lust was too pent up at that point, but as my hands moved up, she thrust her chest toward me, giving me the assent to what could hardly be considered a dare. The dare, we both knew, was just a pretense, but I didn’t really care. As my hands cupped her breasts it was like a lightning bolt shot through my pussy.

I let out a soft moan as Jenna did the same. I brushed my palms against her nipples and felt as they hardened at my touch. Her skin was soft and warm, and that warmth seemed to spread out from her skin to mine, filling my entire body with a soft sort of bliss that reminded me of the first warm day of summer.

The  gentle explorations were not enough for me. I needed more. I squeezed her tits in my hands. It drove Jenna wild. Her eyes closed and she threw her head back. She bit down on her lip as she moaned her loudest moan yet. I could see her whole body tremble as I forcefully kneaded her breasts in my hands. Jenna had always been wild one, and I could tell that she liked things a little rough. I gave her tits another squeeze, this time even harder. Her eyes shot open and for a moment I thought I had gone too far, but instead she grabbed by the back of the head and pulled me hard against her. Our lips met in a ferocious kiss. Her tongue wrestled with mine. My hands were still pinned between us and with what little freedom of movement I could find, I took each of her nipples between a thumb and forefinger and squeezed.

With her lips locked on mine she couldn’t moan as she usually would. Instead a deep vibration issued from her throat, as her knees wobbled beneath her. She released her grip on my head and her hands instead fell to the bottom of my shirt. Without waiting for me to following suit, she yanked it upwards. The shirt was a thin, cheap cotton-T and Jenna’s forcefulness proved too much for it. It tore along the middle as she tried to pull it over my head. It ripped almost from the bottom hem to the collar with only a few inches of fabric still intact. Jenna smiled, grabbed each side of the tear and pulled again. This time she tore it clean in two. The torn halves hung down and away revealing what lay beneath.

Jenna’s eyes were glued to my bra and I felt a twinge of self-consciousness go through me. I never really felt bad about my breasts; they were smallish Cs, which meant that they were above average when compared to my slender frame. Still, they didn’t quite compare with Jenna’s. Mine were perky and firm, but Jenna’s almost seemed like they had to be fake. It was almost impossible to believe that any pair that large could simply sit there without sagging. My pussy throbbed once more.

Jenna seemed to sense my insecurities and gave me a comforting smile. She leaned forward and kissed me on the neck. I felt the goosebumps rise on my skin. She kissed me again, this time higher, and then once more until her lips met the bottom of my ear.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered as her hands snaked around my back to my bra. “We both want this.”

The words were followed by two things. The first was a rush of calm that allowed me to breathe easier. The second was the soft sound of the clasp being undone. Jenna kissed down my neck as she pulled the straps over my shoulders.

At this point we were far beyond the limits of the last ‘dare’, but neither of us seemed to care at all. Who could blame us? As Jenna’s mouth drew closer and closer to my exposed breasts, I could hardly think straight. I was enchanted by the sight and the feeling of it all: her supple lips as the trailed along my skin, the feeling of her fingertips as they traced unseen patterns on my back, the devilish look in her eyes as she paused with her mouth hovering just an inch from my hardened areola. I held my breath, and as her lips closed around me, I let it out.

In that moment, the world truly seemed to shake. My knees grew weak, but somehow I kept my balance. Her tongue swirled around my nipple and bolts of pleasure raced through my body. My head seemed light and the room spun. I grabbed Jenna by the back of the head and forced her harder against me, partly driven to it out of passion, partly in need of something to hold on to.

When Jenna finally came up for breath, I knew that it was my turn to repay the favor, but not here. I took Jenna by the hand and led her to her room, which was the closer of the two. Trying to muster up what I thought might be a commanding look, I led her toward the bed and had her lay down on it. I climbed on top of her, my legs, straddling her hips. When I was in position, I paused for a moment and our eyes met. She smiled wickedly at me and said, “Let’s see what the straight girl can do.”

It was a challenge from which I did not intend to back down. I leaned down and clamped my mouth over one of her nipples. I licked and sucked sloppily on it, trading the skill and technique that Jenna had demonstrated for pure enthusiasm. It seemed to work. Jenna bucked her hips against me and moaned. Her whole body quivered from my attention. My right hand went to her other breast and I grabbed in roughly. She placed one of her hands over mine and pressed it even harder into her.

We grinded our hips in rhythm, trying in vain to satisfy the impossible urges that were building there. Even though Jenna seemed to adore me playing with her tits like this, I knew that both of us needed more. Both of us were only half undressed, and if we to really take things to the next level, that was going to have to change.

Jenna was the first to act. She lifted my head up and smiled seductively at me.

“Not bad,” she said. “Pretty impressive for a beginner, but now it’s time for some real lessons.”

She grabbed my hips and threw me onto my back. In an instant, she swung her legs around and now she was the one straddling me. She kissed me hard on the neck, moving her mouth lower toward my breasts. I wanted to feel the warmth of her tongue on me again, but Jenna had other plans. I let out a sigh of disappointment as she kissed her way down past my chest, but felt the butterflies rise in my stomach as she made her way lower.

She flicked her eyes up at me and they were filled with a devilish intensity. My pussy throbbed as Jenna’s fingers reached for the button on my shorts. I had been expecting this; I had wanted this. And yet now as it moved from fantasy into reality, I felt my nerves explode. This was going to be a first for me. Not just with Jenna--with anyone. Though I wasn’t a virgin, I had always been too nervous and self-conscious to let any of my boyfriends go down on me. I doubt that Jenna would have guessed that. I doubt she knew what this moment meant to me. A voice in my mind screamed at me to stop her. As she unbuttoned my pants and then slowly lowered zipper, it shouted at me, telling me that this was too much, too fast, but I ignored that voice. I needed this. I needed it more than I had ever needed anything. I wanted it more than I had ever wanted anything. I took a deep breath as Jenna pulled my shorts down over my hips and her fingers moved to waistband of my underwear. She gave me a sexy smirk as she hooked her fingers underneath the lacy fabric. I lifted my hips up off the bed as she removed the final article of clothing.

She leaned forward so that her lips were once more in my ear. “Are you ready to have your mind blown, straight girl?”

I whimpered in anticipation as I felt Jenna’s fingers brush against my folds. I nodded ‘yes’.

Her fingers parted my lips and I felt them slip ever so slightly into my wetness. She smiled at me.

“You’re so wet for me,” she whispered and I felt my body tense. “But that’s just the beginning.”

Forcefully, she thrust her two finger inside me and I felt the pleasure explode through me. She alternated her pace, going slow at first and then faster and faster. She would build me up and then let me come back down. My world was spinning as her fingers worked their magic inside of me. I had imagined similar things over the past few days, but I had greatly underestimated the ecstasy of it. I had never been so turned on in my life. I looked up at Jenna’s expression, a mixture of passion and lust, and I felt myself grow even wetter. There was something about the intensity in her eyes that made me melt. There was something about the strength of her touch that made me shudder.

But even more was in store for me. She kissed down my neck once more, but this time it was faster and more passionate. She even lingered for a moment on my right breast with her mouth as her left hand took care of the other. I was bucking my hips against her, desperate for some contact with my aching sex. Either Jenna took the hint or she decided that she had tortured me for long enough. She lowered her head between my legs and ran her tongue along my lips.

I gasped. The pleasure that rushed through my body made my vision go blank. I could hardly breathe as she moved her tongue in a circle around my aching clit. The pressure built up in me as my head swam with lust. Any thought I tried to form was drowned out in the feeling coursing through me. I lost sense of time; it was an almost spiritual experience as Jenna ate me out enthusiastically.

“My god,” I said between gasps for air. My heart slammed against my chest. I felt a warmth spreading through me. Jenna paused for a moment as raised her head. She smiled at me. I could see the shimmer of my juices on her lips and chin. An ache went through me.

“You like it?” she asked in a whisper, her hand trailing along my inner thigh. I nodded, unable to contain the whimper that escaped my lips.

“I thought so,” she said, and she lowered her head again. Nothing I had ever felt compared to the feeling of her tongue lapping up my juices, and though it was the first time I had ever been eaten out, I doubted if anyone could match Jenna’s skills. If even half of the stories I had heard over the years from her were true, she had had plenty of practice. The ecstasy that was now shaking my body and leading me toward a powerful orgasm was the result of that practice.

“I’m gonna cum soon,” I said as stab of pleasure shot through me. The intensity of it made my breath catch. Jenna responded only my inching forward on the bed and pressing her face even harder against me. Her tongue ravaged my clit, which throbbed with a sensation that was almost too much to bear.

My shyness and insecurities had forced to me to stay as quiet as I could during most of this, but now I couldn’t help myself. I arched my back and moaned loudly as I felt my orgasm coming on. I was certain that our neighbors in the apartment next to us would be able to hear, but I didn’t care. The pleasure was too much; I had to let it out.

“Yes, yes, oh god yes, Jenna,” I shrieked as my hands grabbed fistfuls of the sheets. I braced myself as the orgasm ripped through me.

My body tensed for a moment that seemed to stretch on forever. The warmth and the pleasure filled me up until I felt like I would faint. My whole body shook and then all my muscles went slack. I collapsed back on the bed as aftershocks from the orgasm rippled through me. Jenna lifted her head up and smiled at me.

“Not bad, huh?”

I was so out of breath, I almost choked as I laughed. Her cocksure smile and easy confidence was so alluring to me. It was part of what drove my feelings for her. I beckoned for her and she crawled up to me.

“Kiss me,” I said, and she did.

I could taste myself on her lips and I felt a pang go through me as I did. I knew I wasn’t quite up for another round, but I doubted it would take me that long to regain my energy. Meanwhile, I knew that Jenna was in need of my attention. I reached my hand down between her legs, but she stopped me. She gave me a smile and kissed me gently on the cheek.

“Not yet,” she said, with a soft whisper, as she slid down onto the bed beside me. She wrapped her arm over my body and pulled me close against her. “Let’s just lay here like this for a moment.”

I nodded. A new feeling spread through me. One that wasn’t lust or passion, but something deeper and more complex, but perhaps no less pleasant. I kissed her on the forehead and smiled at her. She nestled her head against mine. I felt butterflies in my stomach. For the first time, perhaps, since the day we had played truth or dare, I felt my nerves melting away. I felt my insecurities vanish, along with my fears. A sense of calm washed over me and I found myself drifting slowly off to sleep.


Part III


I.

I awoke after a few hours. It took me a moment to get my bearings but soon enough, it all came back to me. Jenna’s head was pressed up against mine. I took a breath, and a smile crossed my face. Things were looking up, I told myself. After a few days that had reached levels of awkwardness almost too high to be endured, I had finally broken through.

Jenna stirred as well. She let out a loud yawn and then smiled at me through half closed eyes.

“Hey there, beautiful,” she said. “I guessed we dozed off. What time is it?”

I checked my phone. “It’s only five-thirty,” I told her. “We only slept for about an hour or so.”

She nodded. “Good. Just enough time to recharge.”

I barely had a moment to take in those words, before her lips met mine. I was taken aback at first, but I soon got into it. Though we had only kissed or made out a few times so far, the feeling of her lips on mine seemed familiar. There was just something comforting and right about it that made it seem like we had been together for ages. In fact, I think the same could be said for our entire relationship. Just lying here in bed with her, sleeping with her, waking up next to her--there was something about it all that seemed simply to fit. I had found where I belonged. I could only hope that she felt the same way. I pushed away that insecurity as our lips continued to wrestle. My heart skipped a beat as Jenna worked her tongue into my mouth. Coyly, I returned the favor.

Under the sheets, her hands roamed my body. I was still nude; Jenna was still wearing her shorts. She adjusted herself next to me and pulled me closer to her. On our sides, our chests pressed together. The feeling of our breasts smashed between us like that made me quiver. I could feel her hard nipples as they brushed against my skin. We had just woken up after a nap that followed round one. We were already ready for round two. I felt a small knot form in my throat at the thought of it. It had been nerve wracking enough for Jenna to go down on me, but now I was going to have to return the favor. My skin tingled with pinpricks of warmth.

Jenna’s hand slid from the curve of my hip back toward her. Her fingertips brushed against my thigh as she made her way between her legs. I let out a sigh as she moved closer and closer toward my wetness. I knew that I was eventually going to have to be the one to get her off, but I certainly wasn’t going to complain about getting a little bit of attention first myself. She paused right before she reached her final target and broke off the kiss. She pulled her head back ever so slightly and smiled at me. Her fingers moved down slightly and then back up again. From the look on her face I could tell she was delighted in her teasing as she repeated the pattern again and again, always approaching my aching pussy, but never touching it. I felt like I was about to explode from the anticipation when her phone rang.

We both paused for a moment and she gave me a questioning look. I wanted to tell her to just ignore it. Perhaps, I should have. But we would have time, I told myself. A brief interruption wasn’t going to matter much. Besides, in case it was something important, it just made more sense for her to at least answer. I nodded to her. She gave me an apologetic smile and rolled over toward the nightstand.

She grabbed the phone. “Hello?”

Instantly, the expression on her face changed to one of confusion and concern. She slid off the bed and began pacing by the side of it.

“Slow down. What? What? Zoey, you have to talk slower. I can’t understand you.” Jenna looked half-panicked as she furrowed her brow and pressed the phone tighter against her ear. Whatever Zoey was saying on the other end of the line certainly couldn’t be good. “Okay. Just take some deep breaths. I’ll be right there.”

That last sentence made my heart sink a little, but I knew that was just me being selfish. Jenna turned back to me. She opened her mouth to say something, but I cut her off.

“Go,” I said. “Seriously. Just hearing your end of things I could tell it’s serious. Just hurry back will you?” I crawled toward her and then straightened up so that we were roughly eye to eye. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close to me. I kissed her hard on the mouth. “I’m not finished with you,” I said, and I winked. Maybe it was a little corny, but from the way her face flushed red, it seemed that Jenna, at least, didn’t think so--or if she did, her arousal overrode it.

“Okay,” she said with a laugh. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

After she left, I laid in the bed for a few minutes, but soon decided to get up and get dressed. There was no telling if she was going to be gone for twenty minutes or two hours. In the meantime, I might as well do something productive. I put my shirt back on (sans bra), along with my underwear and shorts and made my way into the living room. I was about to reach for the textbook that I had left on the coffee table when there was a knock on the door. I rolled my eyes. Jenna had forgotten her key...again. The door locked automatically behind you and it seemed that Jenna walked out without her key at least once a week. Luckily, this time, I was here.

I opened the door ready to tease her a little bit about her forgetfulness, but instead of Jenna, two other people were standing there: Liz and Becca. In my confusion, I froze for a moment. I might have recovered more quickly if I hadn’t next been taken aback by the way that they were dressed. Like I’ve said, both Liz and Becca were classic sorority girls and they always dressed classy. Even when they went to the gym that wore the latest style and made sure that each part of their outfit was coordinated. But right now, as they stood in front of me, they looked...trashy.

Maybe that wasn’t the right word, but it was the first one that came to mind. Neither girl was a prude as I’ve said, but even when they dressed ‘slutty’, they did it with the latest fashions and carefully chosen outfits. That was not what I was looking at now. Both of them wore cut-off jean shorts that were skimpier than some pairs of underwear that I owned. On top, they both had tight tube tops that their breasts were nearly busting out of. I felt myself flush as I saw the outlines of their nipples poking against the fabric. Neither of them were wearing bras.

“Soooooo,” Liz said. “Are you going to let us in?”

I felt myself flush with embarrassment. Not only was I being rude, but I had been checking both of them out, while they stood there waiting for me to invite them in.

“Of course,” I said and moved back from the doorway. As the walked past me, my eyes darted down to get a view of what their backsides looked like in those shorts. I gulped. It was even more of an eyeful than the front. The apartment was cool, but I felt myself starting to sweat. What were they doing here? I asked myself. I didn’t have a good feeling about it.

“Jenna not here?” Liz asked casually as she sat down on the couch. Becca sat on the other end, leaving a space between them.

I shook my head. I didn’t quite trust my voice at that moment. My mind was spinning.

“That’s too bad,” Becca said. “We were hoping to hang out for a little bit. We wanted to apologize for earlier.”

“Oh, that’s not necessary,” I said, my voice trembling ever so slightly. Was that all it was? Maybe, that made sense. I waited for the rush of calm to follow that explanation, but it never did. Even if I wanted to believe it, my body wasn’t buying it.

Both girls laughed. “So formal,” said Liz. She patted the spot on the couch between them.

I froze. What else was I supposed to do? I wasn’t the best around Liz and Becca to begin with and now they were clearly up to something. The obvious answer, given the way they were dressed and how they were acting, was that this was some sort of seduction...but that just seemed too far fetched. It was more likely that this was a joke and I was the butt of it. They wanted to see how uncomfortable and confused they could make me. Maybe see if they could scare me off or even get me to go along with it and then reveal that the whole thing was a prank. After Jenna’s assertions earlier that we really were fooling around, it seemed like they still were dubious. They wanted to get to the bottom of it, and have a few laughs at my expense in the meantime. Not sure what else to do for the moment, I decided to play along.

I took a seat in between the two girls. I instantly regretted it. It felt even more awkward than I had imagined. All three of us were sitting on the couch facing the empty loveseat across from us, which only highlighted how unnatural our sitting arrangement was. I kept my eyes glued forward, not willing to risk a look at either of the two scantily clad sorority sisters.

“We shouldn’t have been so mean to you earlier,” Becca said.

“She’s right,” added Liz. “We were just teasing you, but it wasn’t funny and we let things get out of hand. We want to make it up to you.”

There was a tone in her voice as she spoke that last sentence that was rather suggestive. I felt my heart slam against my chest. Where was Jenna? She needed to come back and soon. I was entirely out of my element. It didn’t help that Jenna and I had been just about fool around before she got the call. The arousal that had built up in me had not be released and now so close to two beautiful blondes, I was having trouble thinking straight. I knew they were just messing with me, but that didn’t help much. It was still hot, and I felt myself growing wet between my legs.

“Hellooo, are you even listening?” asked Liz. My head was still facing forward. I nodded mutely.

Liz put her hand on my cheek and guided my sight toward her. The feeling of her fingers on my skin sent a jolt through me. I had been a little uncomfortable before with how aroused I had been getting, but now I was truly worried. It seemed as though my new adventures with Jenna had awoken something inside of me and it hadn’t quite regulated itself all the way yet. I knew Jenna was the one that I really had feelings for, but as Liz looked me in the eye and moved her fingertips gently across my cheek, I shuddered. I couldn’t believe the thoughts going through my mind at that moment, but it was impossible to deny them.

“You want me.”

Liz’s words made me flinch. I had hoped that she would take my flushing face and trembling body as a sign of prudishness not my arousal, but I was out of luck. She pursed her lips as she stared into my eyes. My hopes that this was just a prank were beginning to slip away.

“No,” I said, forcing the words out of my mouth with great effort. “That’s not true at all. I’m with Jenna.”

Liz laughed. “Well, I’m actually starting to believe the second part, but no chance on the first one.”

My heart was in my throat. What could I say? She wasn’t wrong. Not by a long shot and yet, I knew that I couldn’t give in to the feelings that were filling me as Liz’s skin touched mine. Things with Jenna had just gotten to a level where I felt like I was starting to work it out. We hadn’t really discussed being together or dating or anything like that. I had told her that the big conversations could wait until later. Perhaps, that had been a mistake. Regardless, doing anything with Liz or Becca was a terrible idea. It was unthinkable...and yet, I was thinking about it. The harder I tried to will away the thoughts of what Liz looked like without that shirt on the more completely they filled my mind.

I shook my head. “Look.” I paused. “Jenna and I are trying to figure things out. You are her friends. You shouldn’t be making all of this more complicated.”

Liz smirked at me. “Oh come one, Jenna is the wildest girl on campus. You know that as well as I do. Do you really think she’s going to suddenly become domestic? I don’t want to sound rude or anything, but be realistic, Amy. No one is tying that girl down.”

Becca laughed.

I turned away from Liz and gave Becca a questioning look.

“What’s funny?” I asked.

Becca shrugged while giving me a knowing smile. I turned back and forth between the two of them looking for some indication of what exactly the joke was. I focused on Liz.

“What is she laughing about?” I was so confused by whatever inside joke this was that I hadn’t even yet fully processed Liz’s comments about Jenna. I knew somewhere in the back of my mind that she wasn’t wrong, but my attention was focused elsewhere.

“Well, she might not be getting tied down by anyone, but I can’t say the same thing for Zoey.” Liz looked at me intently waiting for some realization to dawn on me. It didn’t.

“Zoey?” I was even more lost now. “What are you talking about?”

“Come on, Amy,” Becca said. “Do you really think it was a coincidence that we showed up right after Jenna got that call from Zoey?”

I felt a stab of panic. “Wait, what?”

Becca rolled her eyes. It seemed that she was running out of playful patience. “We set it up,” she said. I felt my blood go cold. “We had Zoey make the call and then we made our way over here, making sure we took the back way so we didn’t bump into Jenna.”

“What about Zoey?” I asked. They had said something about her being tied down…

“I think that game of truth-or-dare really got something going in her,” said Liz. “I mean, I think it piqued all of our interests, but I think it was a real revelation for Zoey. Last night, after a few glasses of wine, she confided in us that she was obsessing over a way to get a repeat, but with just Jenna. I guess you weren’t the only one who’s really got the hots for your roommate. But you know how shy Zoey can be. She wasn’t exactly going to be able to seduce Jenna, so we had to do the work for her. We stripped her down, mostly, and tied her up on the bed right after she made the call. That way Jenna would find her in a position much too enticing to resist.”

My stomach was doing flips. I wasn’t surprised that there was some kind of plan here, but I had been expecting a prank or something similar. Instead, this was elaborate plan for Zoey to get with Jenna. As I turned thous word over in my mind, it seemed insane, but there wasn’t another explanation.

“So,” Becca said, as she slid her hand onto my leg. “Jenna is probably already getting it on with Zoey. What reason do you have to stay faithful then?”

Liz’s hand found it’s way to my face again, and I trembled at her touch. I had been convinced that even if I was a lesbian, it was just Jenna that could have this kind of effect on me. Obviously, I was wrong. My body shuddered as I felt the hands of the two girls on me.

“I know we might not quite compare to Jenna,” Liz said with a smile. “But we aren’t hard to look at.”

Becca’s hand snaked further up my leg. “And there’s two of us. I think that can make up for whatever Jenna has on us.”

My mouth had gone dry. I could feel my mind shutting down as the lust poured into it. I knew that this was a terrible idea, but somehow that didn’t seem to matter. The part of my brain in charge of logical reasoning didn’t seem to be exerting much influence.

“So,” Liz said, drawing my attention back to her. “What’s it gonna be? Jenna probably has her face buried between Zoey’s legs right now. Doesn’t it seem fair that you should get to have some fun as well?”

With my better judgement out to lunch, her words seemed to make a good point. I felt them hit home with me. An image of Jenna and Zoey popped into my mind, followed by a surge of lust and jealousy. Why shouldn’t I have some fun? Jenna had spent the last three and half years sleeping around with half the campus. It only seemed fair.

Liz must have sensed the struggle going on inside me. She lowered her hand. “Maybe this will help convince you,” she said. I froze as she pulled one shoulder strap and then the other. I swallowed hard as she pulled the tube top forward and revealed her pert breasts to me. Liz’s tits were closer to the size of mine than to Jenna’s, but they were no less alluring. I pressed my legs together as I felt myself growing wet. Despite myself, I couldn’t bring my eyes up from the sight of her bare breasts on display. If it hadn’t been for Liz, I might have continued staring indefinitely.

Once more, she reached her hand out to my face. Gently, she guided my chin up until our eyes met.

“You want this,” she said, and she leaned forward for a kiss. I closed my eyes just as our lips were about to touch. They never did. At that moment, the door flew open and crashed against the wall. I jumped in my seat and turned to see Jenna standing in the doorway. Her face switched quickly from a look of anger to one of shock, and then back to anger.

“What the fuck is this?” She asked the question loud enough that I’m sure anyone else in the building could have heard her. She looked from me to Liz to Becca, waiting for one of us to give an answer. All of us froze. I can’t tell you what was going on in Liz or Becca’s mind, but I know that mine was a complete mess at that moment. A thousand and one apologies, excuses and lies swirled together so fast that I couldn’t grab one. My mouth hung open waiting for words that it would never receive.

Liz finally broke the silence. “Don’t be mad,” she said, in a timid voice. It was a weak response to everything they had done and especially to the scene that Jenna had just walked in on, but my guess was that her brain wasn’t functioning at a much higher level than mine was at that moment.

“Don’t be mad?” Jenna fumed. “Are you fucking kidding me right now? First, I go over to find Zoey--First I find her like that, and now I come back to find you with your tits out about to kiss Amy. And you!” Up until that point she had been directing her fury at Liz, but now she turned it on me. “I honestly can’t believe it. God, I know we haven’t talked about anything, about being exclusive or anything, but Jesus Christ can’t you keep it in your pants for fifteen minutes while I’m out of the apartment?”

As she spoke, the anger in her voice faded. With each word her voice seemed to lose its firmness until she trembled with each syllable that she spoke. Her face softened as the outrage faded into pain. I felt a stab in my chest. I hadn’t meant to hurt her like this. I hadn’t meant for any of it. I wanted to say something to her. To let her know that this wasn’t my fault. She could see that, couldn’t she? Jenna and Becca had planned the whole thing. They had been the ones who had orchestrated the phone call. The ones who had come over here to seduce me. I hadn’t even kissed Liz. I mean, maybe it looked like I had been about to, but that didn’t mean I was going to go through with it. I was going to pull away at the last second, wasn’t I? I tried to convince myself of everything that was whirling through my head, but perhaps my time would have been better spent trying to convince her.

“No answer,” Jenna said, with the anger flaring back up. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. Whatever. You three have your fun. Since you want to get around, Amy, I’m sure you’ll have no problem if I go back to the house and rock Zoey’s world. The poor little thing wants it so badly. She was practically begging me for it. Might as well give her something.”

Jenna paused for a moment. Maybe she was hesitating, maybe she was waiting for me to say something. I’ll never know exactly. I opened my mouth and tried to find the words, but nothing came out. Jenna, seeing that I wasn’t going to say anything, huffed, rolled her eyes and left, slamming the door behind her. 


II.

I sat there in shock. The sound of the slamming door still echoed in my ears minutes after Jenna had left. In my haze, I had almost forgotten that Liz and Becca were still there. Their presence no longer seemed important. It hardly seemed to matter at all in contrast to what had just happened. Though the past week or so had been spent trying to understand the developing feelings between me and Jenna, that wasn’t where my mind was going now. I wasn’t in shock because of the possible failure of a budding romance. No, I was in shock because of the possibility that the most important friendship in my life was in jeopardy, or worse, that it was already over.

I was already cursing myself for having decided to get involved with Jenna at all. I was still quite happy to lay the blame on Liz and Becca, but I knew that even without them this whole thing was still a terrible idea. Most relationships don’t end in marriage, most don’t end happily ever after. That meant that chances were things with me and Jenna weren’t going to work out. If it wasn’t Liz and Becca today, it would be something else tomorrow. There was no escape from it. I had put the most important friendship in my life at risk just because of some silly little game and some weird feelings, and to top it all off, I had decided to stray at the first opportunity.

I wanted to blame Liz and Becca, but I knew that was just because it made me feel better. Sure, they had planned this whole thing, and without them it probably wouldn’t have blown up. But there was no rule that said I had to go along with them so easily. The moment I had seen them standing there in their skimpy little outfits, my fate had been sealed. Even before I knew what was happening my mind was awash with fantasies of what I wanted to do to those two girls. And then I had chosen to sit down between them. Obviously, I had known what has coming. Hadn’t I? And when Liz touched my face, or Becca put her hand on my lap, I hadn’t stopped them. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t stand up or leave. I...liked it. I wanted it. I knew that I was just as guilty as they were.

“She’ll get over it.”

Liz broke the silence that had been stretching on far too long. I looked up and felt my pulse quicken as I realized that Liz’s bare breasts were still exposed. Despite everything that had just happened and despite all the guilt that was going through me at that moment, I found myself quickly returning to the same aroused state that I had been in before Jenna’s interruption. Looking back, it seems insane, so unbelievably stupid, and yet, in that moment it seemed entirely reasonable. Jenna had gone back to Zoey, so what did it matter now? She thought that I was fooling around with Liz and Becca and no amount of cajoling was going to convince her otherwise. If I was going to be punished, why not at least commit the crime?

“So, it looks like you are still up for a little fun,” Liz said. My neck snapped up, but it was clear I had been staring at her chest. I felt my face flush red. She laughed softly and ran a finger along my chin. “No need to blush, sexy. I can’t blame you for staring. They are pretty nice aren’t they?”

Her hands pressed her breasts together and I felt like my eyes were going to pop out of my skull.  I swallowed hard and nodded my head. There was nothing else I could do. Despite my better judgement, I felt my right hand rising. It felt like I was outside my body, watching as my trembling hand made contact with Liz’s skin. As my palm brushed against her hardened nipple, Liz’s eyes closed and a soft moan escaped out of her lips. My body pulsed with an electric feeling.

“Oh, that feels nice,” Liz cooed as I rubbed my palm against her.

I added another hand to the mix and used my fingers to trace circles around her pink areolas. Her breathing was growing heavier and faster, and I could tell that she was getting into this. As much as Liz and Becca had played the role of ‘seductress’, I knew that they were as horny as I was. As if to confirm this thought, Becca reached around with her hands and forcefully grabbed my chest. The roughness of her grip and the surprise of it made me gasp.

I felt her breath against my neck as she leaned in to my ear. “This is going to be fun.”

My pussy throbbed at the sultry tone of her voice. I felt her hands sink lower and soon she was pulling my shirt over my head. I hardly had time to toss the shirt away before I felt her fingers unclasp my bra. I shuddered as she ran her fingers across my back. I closed my eyes and sighed. They shot back open as felt a wet warmth close around my right breast.

I was greeted by a sight that almost brought me to orgasm right then and there. Liz’s mouth was closed around my nipple, her tongue swirling in circles that sent pleasure surging through me.

“Oh, Liz,” I moaned as Becca’s hands once more reached around me. This time they went lower. I whimpered as her fingers ran along the waistband of my short. I could feel my sex pulsing with desire and need. Becca’s teasing was driving me crazy.

But she wasn’t planning on teasing me for long. Liz pulled back and looked at me.

“Do you trust us?” I nodded. It wasn’t so much that I trusted them, though, as that I needed to get off. Whatever way they had planned for me, I was fine with.

“Lay her back,” Liz said. I felt Becca’s hands pulling me backward. She was gentle but firm. The feeling of letting go and giving these two control over my body sent a thrill through me.

With my head resting against Becca’s chest, Liz lifted my legs up onto the couch. With a smile, she removed my last items of clothing: my shorts and my underwear. My whole body was trembling with excitement as she spread my legs and kneeled between them. She locked eyes with me as she extended two fingers on her right hand and pressed them against my wet and eager folds.

“Ready, babe?” She asked. I nodded and she sunk her fingers into my wetness. She wasn’t gentle about it, plunging them inside me in one swift motion. My whole body went tense as the intense pleasure caught me surprise. I struggled to breathe as withdrew her fingers slightly and thrusts them forward again. Her pace built with each thrust and soon she was finger-fucking aching pussy with as much speed as she could muster. The room was spinning as my whole body shook and I felt myself closing in on an orgasm.

Whereas Jenna’s skill and technique had gotten me off, Liz’s was more of a brute force approach. She fingered me hard and fast. That, coupled with how turned on I was by the whole situation, had me ready to cum in no time.

“Oh shit, Liz. That feels so good. Keep going. I’m gonna cum soon.”

Liz smile devilishly at me and added a third finger. I gasped for air as the feeling of my pussy getting stretched even more sent me over the edge. The orgasm rushed through me as I moaned incoherently. The room spun even faster as post-orgasmic tremors spread through my body.

It took me nearly a minute to catch my breath. When I finally did, Liz and Becca helped me into a seated position. The room was still spinning as I sat there. Becca and Liz stood up from the couch and came together in front of me. Liz looked over at me.

“Take a little breather there, babe, and enjoy the show. Once you’re ready, it’s our turn.”

Liz turned back to Becca and the two began making out. I could tell from the way they kissed and the way their hands explored each others bodies that this was not the first time they had done it. They looked like practiced hands--perhaps not quite as practiced as Jenna, but that was an unfair standard. As I watched them kiss, I felt something stir inside of me. Though I had just a mind shattering orgasm, I was already becoming aroused again. I moaned softly as Liz helped Becca removed her shirt and bra. Now both of the sexy blonde’s were topless. They leaned in for another kiss and I watched their breasts press together. I couldn’t help put my hand between my legs.

A jolt went through me as my fingertips brushed against my clit. As much as I had been turned on by the two girls having their way with me, there was something equally arousing about watching them. I had heard of voyeurism, but had never really understand why people wanted to watch others or to be watched. Now, I definitely did. As I had learned in the past few days, pushing boundaries gave me a sexual thrill that I had never known before. That was what all these different escapades had in common: doing something that I had never done before, something that was somehow forbidden, taboo, or salacious.

I’m sure that I could have brought myself to another orgasm in only a few minutes of watching them make out while I played with my clit, but it seemed that Liz had been serious about it being their turn. I let a loud moan escape my lips as I slipped two fingers into my pussy, and Liz broke off the kiss.

“Oh, looks like she’s ready, Becca.”

The other blonde smiled and nodded and they untangled themselves from their embrace.

“Why don’t you come over here?” Becca asked, fixing me with a stare that made my stomach flip.

I stood up off the couch and made to go toward them. Becca held up a hand. “On your knees,” she said. I smiled back at her and complied with the command. I crawled toward them, straightening myself up when I reached them.

I was positioned between them and I had a pretty good idea of what they wanted from me. I had seen similar scenes before in porn, but that had always been two guys and girl. This situation was a little bit different, but I was sure that we could make it work.

“Who’s first?” I asked.

“Both at the same time,” said Liz. “Or don’t you think you can handle it?”

“Oh, I can handle it,” I said, “but I wanted to know who wants to be the first one to feel my tongue.”

It took a moment for Liz to recompose herself. I had seen the sharp intake of breath at my words, had seen the way that her face flushed red at my boldness. To them I was Amy, the prude, and part of this game was playing that up, letting them be in charge--still, that didn’t mean that I couldn’t have a little fun by going off script. Liz, at least judging by how red her face had grown, didn’t seem to mind.

“You got to play with her,” Becca said to Liz, breaking character for a moment. “I should go first.”

I saw that Liz was ready to argue. Clearly, she was the one used to being in charge of the two of them. But with their states of arousal as high as they were, I knew that things were beginning to become a little more fluid. Parts of the brain that handled reason and convention were being shut off, replaced by the animal parts that wanted nothing more than to get off. She nodded, realizing perhaps that Becca was right. Plus, they were both going to get their turns.

Becca stepped forward. I was prepared to tease her, to make her squirm and beg for it, but she was much too impatient. Before I even had a moment to make a move, she grabbed me behind the head and guided me forward. My stomach lurched at the feeling of her taking control of me. My tongue darted out and swiped across her glistening lips. She gasped. I almost thought she was going to lose her balance as I moved my tongue back and forth across her opening. Her whole body shook and within moments, she was cursing under her breath.

“Oh fuck, Amy. Goddammit, that feels amazing.”

Her words only encouraged me. Her taste was amazing. I was too caught up in how turned on I was to realize the barriers that I was breaking here. I knew that this should have been a big moment for me--perhaps with Jenna it would have been--but instead all I could concentrate on was the taste of Becca’s juices and the way that she moaned and gasped each time my tongue brushed against her clit. She pressed harder against the back of my head, which I took as a hint to increase the force and pace. I swirled my tongue rapidly around her clit. Each revolution was punctuated with a gasp from Becca. I could tell that she was nearing orgasm. I was new at this, but the fact that I seemed to have a knack for it made me swell with pride. My own clit was throbbing as I vigorously ate Becca out. The thought of her getting off from me sent my arousal into the stratosphere. But my own satisfaction certainly couldn’t compare to Becca’s.

Her whole body went tense as as she let out one last loud moan. Her hands roughly grabbed fistfuls of my hair and pushed me even harder against her. Her knees wobbled and I felt her weight shift onto me. I put my arms around her legs and helped her to steady herself while the intense orgasm subsided. When she had finally recovered her wits, she let out a long breath and collapsed back into the loveseat behind her. Then Liz stepped forward.

“It’s my turn,” she said. I licked my lips, relishing what I had already tasted. Liz sat down on the couch and spread her legs. She curled one finger back toward herself, beckoning to me. I crawled on my hands and knees toward her, our eyes locked together.


III.

Jenna didn’t come back that night. If she stayed with Zoey, or one of her other sorority sisters, I didn’t know. I couldn’t even know for sure if anything had happened between her and Zoey. She had said that she was going to, but… Had that just been the heat of the moment? Had it just been the anger and the feeling of betrayal. I should have stopped her, but I hadn’t. Now, I could waste time playing ‘what-ifs’, but it wasn’t going to change the situation. Whatever I had done, whatever she had done, didn’t matter. I knew that I wanted to try to make things work, somehow someway.

It was a conclusion that came to me immediately with the waking light of day. Liz and Becca hadn’t hung around very long after our tryst. Once the hormones and the horniness had abated, there had been something a little bit awkward about the whole thing. When I had had my tongue buried between Becca’s legs and then Liz’s, they had both been rather vocal. Afterwards, we had all been as quiet as mice. When I woke up alone in my bed, I felt a pang in my chest.

How could I have been so stupid?

It had been fun, of course. And even a brief thought of what had happened the previous day had me tingling between my legs. But that wasn’t enough. The stirrings that I had begun to feel with Jenna were something that no amount of cheap sex could compete with. This wasn’t about solely physical satisfaction. Obviously, Jenna was quite the looker, but that wasn’t where the source of my feelings was to be found. My feelings came from a deep friendship that had been built for over three years. Now, those feelings and that friendship were at risk. How I had managed to let it happen was a question that I could have spent hours trying to puzzle together, but it really came down to the same two things that it does in every relationship: stupidity and horniness. There was no solving that now. I couldn’t go back in time and somehow strengthen my willpower. All I could do was try to get Jenna to forgive me. For that, I was going to need more than a few words--even heartfelt words. I was going to need a plan.

I knew that a store bought card or even some fancy flowers wouldn’t do the trick. I needed to remind her why we had become friends in the first place. I needed to remind her of where all this came from. I knew that she must be mad, that she felt betrayed, but I felt that if I could show her all the past we had she wouldn’t be willing to throw it away. If I could show her that I wasn’t willing to throw it away either, I hoped that maybe she could forgive me.

Some people might have gone for a “friends forever” collage, or for some kind of photo slideshow set to some melodramatic song about being best friends forever. There would be no champagne, no jewelry, and, as I already said, no flowers. This wasn’t going to be an elaborate Say Anything kind of moment. There would be no dramatic confrontation in front of a group of people, no rain drenched profession of my love. All I needed was a single piece of paper.

The piece of paper that I was looking for was not just any piece of paper. It was the piece of paper that stood, as much as anything else, as the symbol of the start of our friendship.

Three-years ago walking home from drunk from a party, Jenna, who I hadn’t known all that well at the time, decided we should take a shortcut through the student union. There, she had torn down a bright pink flyer. I had been more worried about us being caught than I was with exactly what she was doing at the time, but Jenna looked like there nothing more serious in the entire world.

“I have a plan.” She said, and she grabbed me by the hand and raced outside. We ran up the path that led to the quad.  At that point, I had no idea what the hell was happening. Here was this girl who I barely knew flying across campus and dragging me along with her. If I hadn’t been concerned that Jenna was going to run out into traffic, I probably would have just abandoned her right then and there; I am eternally grateful that I didn’t.

The library was open 24-hours a day, and Jenna led me inside. My memories are more focused on how I had to apologize several times as Jenna shouted much too loudly or decided to attempt to climb on some furniture. I managed to convince the librarian not to call Campus Police and I led Jenna away from the main entrance and into the maze of bookshelves that were mostly abandoned this time of night. Jenna raced through the aisles, turning this way and that--as if she had some idea of where she was going. I am quite certain that she didn’t. Eventually, she petered out. We slowed to a walk, and then Jenna plopped herself onto the ground. She retrieved a tube of lipstick. Smiling knowingly at me, she uncapped the lipstick and began to write on the back of the flier.

From where I was standing I couldn’t see what she was writing, but from the expression of absolute concentration on her face, it seemed to be of the utmost importance. In a minute, she was finished. She capped the lipstick, looked for a moment at what she had written, and then nodded approvingly as she folded the paper twice. Taking a book down from the shelf, she cracked the spine and placed the secret message inside. She replaced the book on the shelf and looked back at me. She looked puzzled for a moment and then smiled.

“Ready to go?” She asked, as if I had been the one we were waiting on.

“What did you write?” I asked, my curiosity getting the better of me.

She shook her head. “No, it’s a secret message. Top secret.”

The next morning, she texted me simply with a question mark. She had been rather drunk and most of the night was lost to her. I never asked her if she remembered the lipstick incident and for the most part I forgot it. It was a silly little thing and there was no reason for it to stand out in the midst of a million other adventures and moments that we had had together over the last three years. No reason, that is, until now.

I played the night--or what I remembered of it--over in my head again and again. Despite how long ago it was, I was able to remember quite a bit of it, but the most important detail escaped me: I couldn’t remember where the book was. I didn’t imagine I would recall the specific book, maybe not even the shelf, but I hoped that I as thought over the night and made the memory fresh again, I would be able to at least remember the general area that we had been in. Instead, I couldn’t even be certain what floor we had been on.

I remembered going down the steps, but there were three lower level floors and each of them was expansive. There had to be thousands, maybe tens of thousands of books, on each of those floors. There was no way that I would ever be able to search each book. Even if I had the time, just the idea of searching them one by one was almost enough to numb me with boredom...but without a better plan to start that was exactly what I did.

I started on the first lower level. It seemed likely that in Jenna’s inebriated state, she would have been too wobbly to make it down and back up three flights of stairs without creating a scene that would have imprinted itself on my memory. One level down seemed like the most logical place to start.

I walked through the stacks. Eventually, I knew that I would need to start checking books, but I was waiting until something struck me. I could partially remember the spot that we had been even if I couldn’t remember where that spot was or how we had gotten there. I knew that we had traveled a little distance from the staircase so I ignored the shelves closest to it. I walked up and down the aisles for about five minutes until something struck me as familiar.

When the feeling hit, I paused. I looked back and forth, trying to grasp what exactly about my surroundings triggered the feeling, but nothing stood out. It looked more or less the same as so many of the aisles that I walked down, but still the feeling nagged at me. I dropped down into a crouch. Jenna had been sitting; that I was certain of. There were only about three different shelves she could have reached from that position, so at least I wouldn’t have to check the shelves from top to bottom.

I studied the spines of the books for a moment, reached out and selected a book at random. As I cracked the spine, I have to admit that I half expected to open right to flyer, as if fate had guided me to it. Instead, I found nothing. I leafed through the pages and then turned the book over and gave it a shake for good measure. Oh-for-one.

The second book was the same, as was the third, all the way through one shelf and then another. I went up and down and left and right until I must have checked a few hundred different books, all of them empty of any pink flyers with secret messages written in lipstick. At one point as I held a book upside down and shook it, a folded slip of paper fell out. My excitement lasted only the half-second that it took for my brain to register that it wasn’t pink. When I had managed to check each of the books in the aisle, I took a deep breath, sat down on the floor, and placed my head in my hands.

At that point, I was just about ready to give up. Chances were that I wasn’t going to find it. There were too many books and it had been years ago. Someone, obviously, could have found it already. In that case, even if I found the correct book, I would never know it. I looked at my watch and groaned. At the rate that I was going, I might be able to finish checking every book sometime around graduation--as long as I didn’t plan on sleeping or eating or going to class.

The sting was slightly worse because I had been fairly certain that this was the aisle. Something about it set off echoes of that memory in my mind. I looked around again, feeling that something about this aisle was different. Was it the shelves? Were they different heights or a different color than the other? I glanced across to another aisle. No. They appeared the same. There was nothing about the aisle or the books that made them seem and different, but… A flash of inspiration hit me: it wasn’t the books or the shelves.

I looked up. There was a thin pipe no wider than a roll of quarters that ran above the aisle. It ran from one end of the aisle to the other before curving up and disappearing into the ceiling. That was it. It was the most minute detail. Insignificant, trivial even, but I was certain that that was what had sparked my memory. The enthusiasm lasted only long enough for me to realize that it still wouldn’t help me: even if this was the right aisle, I had already checked all the books. The message wasn’t here.

I stood up and marched to the end of the aisle. I looked left and then right, nodding in satisfaction when I saw tables surrounded by four chairs. I took one and dragged it against the far wall. I climbed on top of it and surveyed the ceiling, looking to see if there were any other sections with a similar looking pipe, but there was nothing. Once more I was about to call it quits when I realized something: there was another pipe like that one, or at least there might be.

Each floor of the library was a carbon copy of the others. The bookshelves were aligned in the same ways and everything. Perhaps that symmetry applied to a thin length of pipe running along the ceiling. I hadn’t thought that Jenna would have made it all the way down to the third lower level and then back up, but what about the second? It seemed possible. It was the only hope that I had left.

I quickly climbed down from the chair and placed it back at the table. I power walked through the aisles back toward the stairs, nearly running over another student as I turned a corner. I mutter a rushed apology and kept on my way. My mind was singly focused on finding that book, on finding that folded slip of bright paper with a message written in crimson.

On the next level down, I made my way through the aisles, glancing up at the ceiling now and then to try and see if I could catch a glimpse of what I was looking for. Without a chair to stand on however, the towering bookcases blocked much from my view. It didn’t matter though. I knew where I was going. I took a deep breath as I turned the final corner. My eyes flitted to the ceiling. There it was. The same length of narrow pipe ran along the ceiling from one end of the bookcase to the other. Why the hell the pipe was there or what its purpose was, didn’t concern me. It was a stroke of luck almost too good to believe, but I didn’t care.

As I walked slowly down the aisle, I felt the echoes of memory once more, stronger this time than before. The images of that night flashed into my mind and details that had been forgotten suddenly reappeared. I stopped when I got to the spot where Jenna had been sitting. Replaying the scene in my mind, I mimicked her motions and dropped into a seated position on the floor. I played the tape forward and watched her scribble something on the paper, watched her fold it in half and the in half again. The tape went slowly as I watched her reach for the book. I couldn’t be certain if my memory was true or if my environment was filling it in with false details from the present, but suddenly my eyes came to rest on a book sitting on the second shelf from the floor.

I reached out and pulled the book from its place. I sat it in my lap, opened the front cover, and felt my heart skip a beat. The pink sheet of paper was resting right there. It had been tucked between the cover and the first page and for three years no one had disturbed it. I glanced at the title on the spine. It read “A History of the Peoples of Indus Valley 1837-1839”. I silently thanked the drunk genius of Jenna’s selection. If there was a book less likely to have been checked out in the entire library, I would have been shocked.

My finger trembled as I unfolded the paper. A smile spread across my face as I read.

Jenna and Amy are secret agents with the Illuminati. If you find this message, it is already too late.

I burst into laughter. I’m not sure what I had been expecting. Perhaps, something romantic or at least heartfelt, but this was far more apt for Jenna than anything else. It was nothing more than bizarre drunken nonsense. I loved it. And that was why I loved her.

That thought made me freeze for a moment: love. I had loved Jenna for a while now as a friend, but the meaning of the word as it bounced around in my head suddenly seemed more than a little different. I glanced down again at the nonsense message written in lipstick. I felt my throat tighten. I held the paper with one hand as I wiped the other on my pants. I switched hands and did the same thing.

The world was spinning, and I knew that I couldn’t deny it any longer. Not in any way, shape, or form: I was in love with Jenna.
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