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Amy listened to the soft moans of her
roommate Courtney through her bedroom wall. They had moved into the
tiny little apartment during their sophomore year in college. Both
were still waiting tables at a popular night club and it was all
they could afford until they finished school and found better jobs.
Unfortunately, the walls were paper thin and the bedrooms were side
by side. Every little sound coming from the other room could be
heard clearly. Courtney was quite vocal when she pleasured herself
and Amy could hear every hitch in her breathing. Her panting and
moaning were loud enough to be heard crystal clear through the
wall.

Courtney often masturbated when they
came home from the club. Even though they both met a lot of men
where they worked, neither wanted a reputation for whoring around
with the men that frequented the bar. Outside of work, they spent
most of their time in classes, studying and hiking the trails that
surrounded a nearby mountain resort. It didn’t leave a whole lot of
time for a social life. The few guys that did make it to their
apartment were usually from one of their classes and on at least
one occasion, a professor. That left them to their own devices
sexually and Courtney was a chronic masturbator.

Amy listened as Courtney’s moans
reached a crescendo. She let out a low howl as she climaxed.
Courtney always masturbated when she needed to relax and sleep.
Sometimes, listening to her moaning turned Amy on and she would
join her, quietly bringing herself to her own orgasm. She was
always careful to do it as silently as possible. She didn’t want to
make her roommate feel weird. Amy smiled as she rolled over to
sleep. Both of them had to get up early in the morning for their
last day of finals. Then it was summertime! They would have a few
months off to have fun before their senior year of
college.

Amy drifted off to sleep peacefully.
The next thing she knew, it was morning and Courtney was bouncing
on her bed, jumping around her like a kid who has eaten too much
chocolate. “Get up! Get up! Finals await you!” she sang. Amy
groaned at her. She was not a morning person and Courtney’s ability
to spring out of bed full of spunk eluded her. She threw a pillow
at her as she bounced off the bed and thudded onto the floor. She
probably gave the elderly couple below them a heart attack with the
sudden jolt onto their ceiling.

“Get out! Get out! Fuck finals!” she
chanted back joylessly toward Courtney’s departing figure. She
sighed deeply and looked at her clock. What the hell? It wasn’t
even time to get up yet. She was awake now though. She dragged
herself out of bed and squinted into the bright light of the
kitchen. Courtney was making coffee and toaster strudel. Breakfast
of champions!

“Hey, after finals we have an
invitation to eat brunch with the Kappa Alphas,” she said. “Do you
want to go?”

Amy looked at her blankly. It was way
too early to make decisions. “How did you swing an invitation to
brunch with the KA clowns? They don’t usually invite us lowly
specimens who have chosen not to join a sorority.”

Courtney shrugged. “It’s a
free meal in a nice place, chicka. One of the high ranking
seniors thinks he can dine his way into my pants. I can let him
think that long enough to eat crepes and drink mimosas. I told him
I couldn’t come without my faithful companion, so you too can feast
with the upper crest of society. Don’t puss out on me,” she said
blithely.

“Fine. I’ll meet you there after I am
done. You’re such an upwardly mobile bitch,” she told
her.

“Yes, indeed I am,” Courtney responded.
They ate their strudel in silence and downed their coffee before
Amy headed off to the shower. Courtney had already showered before
waking Amy. She went off to her bedroom to finish getting ready. A
half hour later, they were both headed out the door toward their
finals. They high fived one another as they parted ways in front of
the campus.

Several hours and three finals later,
the two women met back up in front of the KA house just off the
south side of campus. Courtney reached out and unbuttoned two more
buttons on Amy’s blouse and Amy scowled at her. “What are you
doing? I’m not the one hooking up for free food here,” she
said.

“Amy, Amy, Amy…you have nice tits. You
should never miss an opportunity to show them off. Quit buttoning
your shirt up to your eyebrows,” she replied.

Amy rolled her eyes at her as they
entered the KA house. Courtney produced two engraved invitations
and handed them to the snobbish young women from the frat’s chosen
sorority before gliding past them into the dining hall. Long tables
of food were laid out on either side of the room. They entered the
line and marveled over the delicacies offered there.

Courtney leaned toward Amy and
whispered, “Look at those big sausages. I know you want one of
those, you dirty little tramp.” Amy elbowed her and they both
giggled like two junior high girls. They packed their plates with
goodies and went to find a seat. It didn’t take long for the guy
that had invited them to find Courtney and saddle up beside her.
Amy sat across from them and noted the fact that while he was
hitting on Courtney, he was staring down her own blouse at every
opportunity.

The mimosas were free flowing and by
the time brunch had ended, both women were more than a little
tipsy. The frat boy used it as an opportunity to invite both of
them to his room. Courtney just shrugged him off and told him that
the only room she was going to was Amy’s. She then leaned over and
cupped her hand around one of Amy’s large breasts and kissed her.
Amy was a little startled, but just inebriated enough to be okay
with it. As Courtney pulled back, she saw the frat boy adjust his
pants.

Courtney pulled her to her feet. “Come
on lover. We have some business to attend to at home,” she said as
she dragged her toward the door amid the stares of the people
around them. Outside, the two women burst into a fit of laughter as
they wobbled back toward their apartment.

‘I can’t believe you kissed me like
that…and in front of all those people,” Amy said. “Now, everyone on
campus is going to think we are lesbians.”

 

“What is wrong with being lesbians?”
Courtney shot back.

“Well, nothing, except we aren’t
lesbians,” Amy replied. Courtney shrugged and they continued on to
their apartment. Once inside, she noticed Courtney was looking at
her in a way that she hadn’t seen before. She raised an eyebrow in
her direction and waited for her to speak.

Courtney walked toward her and cocked
her head to one side. “Tell me, Amy. Did you enjoy it when I
touched you, kissed you? What were you thinking when my hand was on
your tit and my tongue was in your mouth? Did you feel violated or
did you like it?”

“I…I don’t know,” Amy replied, her eyes
cast downward.

“Yes, you do. You know exactly how you
felt. I know too, because you may not realize it, but you kissed me
back. You were still kissing me when I pulled away,” Courtney said
as she looked her in the eye.

Amy flushed crimson. She had never
thought about being with a woman, but she had to consider the fact
that Courtney’s sounds she made when masturbating had often excited
her and that she had, in fact, enjoyed the way she kissed her in
the frat house. Courtney didn’t give her long to consider it. She
leaned in and kissed her again. Amy didn’t resist as Courtney
parted her lips with her tongue and explored deeply, pulling her
tightly to her.

Courtney reached up and began
unbuttoning Amy’s blouse as they ravaged each other’s mouths. It
was as if they had both been waiting for some reason to cross the
line and today was just the day that it all fell into place. Amy
tossed her head back as Courtney kissed her way down her neck and
pushed her blouse down, baring her shoulders. She made her way
across them with light kisses before sinking her teeth into the top
of her roommate’s shoulder blade. Amy gasped at the unexpected
shock.

Suddenly, both women were in hyper
drive, pulling at each other’s clothes in their haste to get
undressed. Their tangled bodies waltzed toward the couch, where
Courtney pushed Amy across the arm and dropped to her knees. She
shoved her friend’s legs apart and buried her face between them,
lapping at her center as if it were ice cream on a hot summer day.
Amy arched her back, giving Courtney full access to her throbbing
pussy.

Courtney flicked her tongue back and
forth across Amy’s clit. It felt amazing and she could feel herself
getting wet as Courtney drew the now hard nub into her mouth and
sucked at it, causing Amy to grab the couch cushions around her and
moan loudly. She was normally so quiet during sex, but the
intensity of Courtney’s assault on her pussy was driving her crazy.
She drove her hips forward as Courtney began tongue fucking her,
pulling at her clit with her top lip each time she buried her
tongue and sucking at it as she pulled away.

Amy was on the brink of orgasm as
Courtney slipped two fingers inside of her and began thrusting them
in and out, moving upward to once again suck at her clit like a
diminutive little cock. It sent Amy teetering off the edge as she
exploded against her fingers and lips. Her body relaxed as Courtney
lazily licked her sopping wet cunt clean and then moved upward to
kiss her.

Amy lay there panting for a moment.
“That was fucking incredible,” she gasped. Courtney stared down at
her, brushing her hair to one side and smiling.

“I think that is just the beginning.
Let’s go to bed,” she told her.

“Mine or yours?” Amy asked
playfully.

“Mine,” Courtney replied. “I have toys
you have no idea about.”

Amy smiled at her and the two women
made their way to Courtney’s bedroom. Courtney pulled a square
wooden box from under her bed and dumped it out on one end of the
bed. It had held a wide assortment of toys and lubes. Amy picked up
a small vile that said it was strawberry flavored lube and squeezed
some out onto her finger tip. She reached forward and smeared it on
one of Courtney’s nipples and began to slowly lick it off. She
wiped the rest on the remaining nipple and sucked it into her
mouth.

“Don’t be timid. Take what you want. I
like a little roughness,” Courtney told her. Amy pulled back for a
moment and looked at her and then reached out to slowly twist her
nipples between her fingers. Courtney let out a low growl from the
back of her throat. Amy pulled at the now erect points and brought
her mouth down to one, sinking her teeth just ever so slightly into
the tender flesh.

“God, yes…that’s more like it. Don’t
stop,” Courtney said in a raspy voice. Amy pushed her back on the
bed and got down on her knees. She pulled at Courtney’s clit with
her teeth, stretching it out and then letting it drop back into its
little hooded haven. She then surrounded it with her mouth and
began sucking at it eagerly. She felt Courtney’s body tighten as
she teased her with her mouth. She didn’t let up until Courtney was
begging her for relief. Amy reached for the small egg lying on the
bed and squirted some of the strawberry lube on it, making sure it
was coated well.

She slid it into Courtney’s anus and
turned on the vibe full speed, letting it sing inside of her as she
bent back down to taste the juices that were already pouring from
Courtney’s wet hole. She loved the way she tasted, both sweet and a
little salty all at once. She took her time licking up and down in
long strokes, occasionally pulling at her clit while she enjoyed
getting her juices on her tongue and all over her face. She felt
Courtney reaching out for something and then felt her tapping her
arm with something hard.

She looked over to see a fairly large
dildo with a button on one end. She took it from Courtney and
pushed the button. The dildo whirred into life. Amy brought it down
onto Courtney’s clit and rubbed it back and forth as she continued
to feast on her wetness. Courtney began to buck against the vibe as
it sent waves of pleasure humming along her nerve endings. Her core
was harmonizing with the vibrations of both toys inside of her. She
convulsed as the heavy vibrations on her clit caused her to squirt
profusely, spraying drops of come all over Amy’s face. Amy was sure
that every neighbor could hear her high-pitched screams as she
came.

Amy was fascinated. She had never seen
anyone squirt like that before, much less caused them to do it. She
quickly removed the vibe from Courtney’s wildly gyrating crotch and
shoved it inside of her, fucking her hard and fast as she sucked at
her tender and swollen clit. In seconds, Courtney was thrashing
around in a second wave of orgasm. Her legs shook as she once again
sprayed drops of cum into Amy’s eager mouth. Amy didn’t stop. She
fucked her harder and harder until she seemed like she had nothing
left and then removed the dildo from her pussy. She pushed the
button and tossed it to the side before pulling the small chord to
remove the remaining toy from her ass. Courtney’s loud moans and
screams stopped as she began to relax.

As Courtney lay on the bed, breathing
heavily, Amy slowly licked the come from her pussy and thighs,
enjoying the taste of her milky fluids. When she was done, she
climbed on the bed beside her and laid her head on her chest, idly
circling her breasts with her fingers. They pushed the toys off the
bed and curled up together beneath the covers, sharing one last
lingering kiss before drifting off to sleep. Things would be
different between them from now on, but Amy didn’t see it as a bad
thing. She was looking forward to a long summer of exploration with
her roommate.
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