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I’ve always been more comfortable around
guys. I had a few casual female friends, but female friendships
tended to be a lot more exhausting than I really wanted to deal
with. Guys were straightforward, and I appreciated the lack of
drama.

 

My Mama got on me about that my whole life.
“No decent man’s ever going to want a girl who spends her life
running around with boys.”

 

In college, I rented a house with three other
roommates, all guys. I know that seems weird and even a little
slutty, but nothing was going on with any of them. They were all
genuinely nice guys, and the living arrangement just worked for
us.

 

When I told Mama that I was moving in with
three white boys, she lost her damn mind. “White boys want one
thing from you, Siara, and that’s what’s between your legs!” she
shook her head and screamed, and finally told me not to come crying
to her when they all fucked me and left me.

 

 “You’re crazy, Mama,”
I replied. “They’re nice guys! The world isn’t like how it used to
be. Men and women can just be friends without sleeping together!”
Nothing I said could convince her though, and I ended up moving all
my possessions in myself, dragging bag after bag of clothes up
three flights of stairs.

 

I ended up sweaty and exhausted, and glad
that I hadn’t bothered wearing anything more substantial than a
tank top and a pair of shorts. And friends or not, seeing the look
on my roommates’ faces when they caught a look at my outfit was
pretty damn gratifying.

 

The shorts hugged the curve of my ass, and
what an ass it was. Those songs about the apple-bottom jeans were
definitely written about me. Round and plump it rose up from my
curvy thighs. The cutoff denim could barely contain it, and I
couldn’t help enjoying the way I felt three pairs of eyes boring
into my backside as I bent down to grab another box.

 

Nothing about the boys creeped me out. The
flirting was just innocent fun that no one could really blame me
for. White or not, my roommates were pretty damn cute.

 

Dave was the quiet guy. An engineering major,
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, Dave 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 Dave could have
pretty much any girl he wanted. Hiding behind those glasses and
downcast blue eyes was a handsome face and a killer smile.

 

Steven was the most easy-going of the three.
As a Spanish major who naturally excelled at languages, he had a
ton of free time. A fairly steady stream of white 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 from my chem class once.
Steven just gave me a nod and kept going. The girl didn’t even
notice.

 

Tim was a gym rat. He majored in business
because “I had to pick something!” One of those guys that could
sell ice to someone half-dead from hypothermia, Tim had all the
makings of a sales and marketing genius. The trail of girls that
followed him home wasn’t quite as long as Steven’s, if only because
Tim was a bit pickier, but Tim definitely had shown off his muscles
to most of sorority row.

 

Finally there was me, Siara with the three Bs
- black, busty, biology major. My ass was my favorite body part,
but my tits drew a lot of stares too. I was stacked from both ends,
with long, straight black hair and thick, dark lips that I loved to
lacquer up with enough gloss to make them shine.
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