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I’ve always been a very
light sleeper. It’s actually a pretty big pain because just about
anything will wake me up. A car backfiring, my sister coming home
late from a party, my Dad leaving early for work. Any little noise
that was out of the ordinary yanked me out of a deep
sleep.

 


After college I was broke
and desperate, so I answered an ad for three guys looking for a
female roommate. I thought it was odd and a little creepy that they
specifically wanted a woman but beggars couldn’t be choosers, and I
was a couple days away from having to live out of my car.
Thankfully our first meeting put me at ease. They were all
genuinely nice guys, and the living arrangement just worked for
us.

 


Noah was the quiet guy. A
first year graduate student in engineering, he spent almost every
waking moment studying and working on his terrifyingly complex
homework. Between his major being something like 80% male and
having gone to an all-boys private school for his entire life, Noah
was pretty terrible with girls. Almost painfully shy, the three of
us spent a lot of time trying to draw him out of his shell. The sad
thing was, with some practice Noah could have pretty much any girl
he wanted. Hiding behind those glasses and downcast blue eyes was a
handsome face and a killer smile.

 


Trevor was the most
easy-going of the three. He worked freelance as a translator, and I
heard him carrying on conversations in rapid Spanish at all hours
of the day and night. A fairly steady stream of girls followed him
home, but I rarely saw the same girl for more than a week. I’d
caught him in various stages of undress on the couch, even walked
in on him balls deep in a skinny brunette that worked at the coffee
shop down the street once. Trevor just gave me a nod and kept
going. The girl didn’t even notice.

 


Nick was a gym rat. He
worked in sales, having wound up in his career because “I had to
pick something!” One of those guys that could sell ice to someone
half-dead from hypothermia, Nick had all the makings of a marketing
genius. The trail of girls that followed him home wasn’t quite as
long as Trevor’s, if only because Nick was a bit pickier, but Nick
definitely had shown off his muscles to most of the girls in our
small city.

 


Finally there was me,
Alonna with the three Bs - blonde, busty, broke. I had just
graduated with a degree in business, but the area was still feeling
the economic slump hard and no one was hiring. In the meantime, I
had managed to snag a crappy waitress job which at least netted me
enough to keep a roof over my head.

 


My sex life had been
pretty non-existent since moving in with the boys. Working and
endless applications for a better job ate up a lot of my time, and
spending my free time playing video games with my roommates was
just a lot more fun than another boring date with another boring
guy from Tinder. So what if that meant the only fingers between my
legs were my own?

 


Needless to say, I was
young, horny and single while living with three very sexy men. Of
course, I owned a dildo and it got quite a workout.

 


***

 


Coming home from another
long shift, and I caught Trevor on the couch with his cock down the
throat of his latest conquest, a redhead with enormous breasts
wearing the tiniest thong I’d ever seen. Trevor gave me a thumbs up
as I walked by and a few moments late I heard a loud groan as he
blew his load in her obviously talented mouth. Crass as his
behavior was, my pussy was dripping from the show he had put
on.
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