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Maya shook her head as she checked where her
roommates tended to leave their monthly rent. As was becoming all
too common with them, they were again late for the month. Not that
she was overly surprised, undergrads were notorious for their lack
of financial responsibility and these two helped pull that curve.
Still, it would have been nice to not have to deal with hunting
them down for rent money with the end of the semester looming
large.

“Perhaps I should just find new roomies,” she
muttered to herself as she closed her laptop and rose from the
desk, taking care to tuck the office chair back within it’s place.
Her shower beckoned for her daily ritual and letting the annoyance
ruin that small pleasure wasn’t in the cards, at least not
today.

Maya padded over to the master bathroom, the
privacy of that bathroom being one of the only reasons she had even
entertained the idea of having roommates. While the tub began to
fill with warm, soapy, water, she stripped out of her favorite
sweatpants and t-shirt. Baggy, but oh so comfortable, particularly
when one had to hide something. She took her time to take her raven
hair out of its braid before turning her attention to the silken
ties on her thigh and the swollen object they held tight to her
skin.

She considered it both a blessing and a
curse. The appearance of her cock meant her tradition loving
parents broke her arranged marriage with a man she’d never met, but
it also meant she slowly drifted from contact with that same
family. They simply had ghosted themselves shortly after she’d
arrived in college, cutting off contact through social media,
changing phone numbers, and eventually returning letters sent in
the mail. Maya got the hint, and while she wished that she could
claim it gave her sense of purpose, there were several nights she
found herself up late bawling.

How she’d made it through that first year,
Maya wasn’t fully sure. All she knew was that her professors had
praised her work ethic and the effort she put into her classes. Her
advisor became like a second mother to her, and Maya could often be
found in the confines of her office, working on her studies. She’d
been quickly accepted into graduate school once she finished her
undergrad, readily accepted into a research project, and picked up
a teaching assistant position. All in all, her life was busier than
she’d ever expected but at the least all the work meant her tuition
was paid for and she had a meager stipend to help pay the expenses.
And it wasn’t like she expected to have a social life, not with
what lie between her thighs.

Her place was just on the outskirts of town,
requiring a short walk to get to the end of the bus line, but it
meant cheaper rent and a little more peace. She’d managed to secure
a three-bedroom, two-bathroom, apartment, with the hopes of
sub-leasing the other two rooms to undergrads who might want a tad
more privacy. Or, ones who would be craving the lower rent, so they
had more money to spend in town. So long as they left Maya alone to
her room and her studies, she couldn’t care less about the
reasoning.

After several failed applicants, she finally
ended up with Krista and Maria. There had been ups and downs in the
relationship with the two, mostly in the regards of paying their
rent on time. Granted, neither had gone more than a couple of weeks
without paying it, but the principal of the matter still bugged
her. Beyond that, the late nights, the random partners visiting the
girl’s rooms, and the loud sounds of copulation had been something
that she’d expected, and sometimes admittedly used to spur on her
own self relief. It left her feeling a little dirty every time she
came to the sounds of one of the girls getting their ass screwed,
but it brought a deeper relief than her hand usually could manage
by itself.

So, this cool, fall day she found herself
waiting for her roommates to come home, wondering what the excuses
would be this time around. Not that she really wanted to confront
them, but, it had gone on long enough.

The first to get home was Krista. Maya was
working on a research paper when she heard her roommate enter the
apartment. Her teeth came down to bite her lip as she stymied the
desire to keep her mouth shut, reminding herself that her stipend
wasn’t enough to cover all the household bills for the month.
Rising from her chair, she tugged the sweatpants up, ensuring they
adequately covered her member, and went to confront the host of
many of her fantasies, er, her deadbeat roommate she reminded
herself.

Krista threw her backpack upon the old,
tattered couch and debated flopping down upon it, until she heard
footsteps coming from the master bedroom. “Fuck,” she muttered to
herself as she realized she was late with the rent, again. And her
bank had already closed for the night. Her fingers drummed against
the end table as she debated if it was worth it to finally setup an
electronic transfer account when Maya came into the living
room.

“Shit. Um, hey Maya.” Krista offered a
nervous smile. “Uh, so, uh, I just realized I was a little
late.”

Maya sighed heavily. “You know, this is
really starting to get old Krista.”
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