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Adult Reading Material


Sarah tried her best to stay quiet but it was so hard.

She wanted to squeal and moan; to let them hear exactly how she felt but she couldn’t do that, there was just no way.. 

These were her roommates and they’d probably think she was a freak, a deviant; they’d tell everyone about her exploits and shun her forever. 

Would that really be so bad, if everyone else know what how she was? 

Sarah raised her finger to her mouth and tasted it. 

It was salty. The sticky liquid came off her finger readily and she let it soak into her mouth. There was something about tasting her own pleasure that excited Sarah even more. It felt so dirty and naughty. 

She could feel another small drop fall onto the sheets below her where a pool of wetness already resided and sunk deeper into her bed. 

Sarah often wondered if other beds were like hers; drenched with her body’s sexual creations. She washed her sheets of course but sometimes the material traveled further down becoming one with the bed. She liked that really, the idea that her mattress represented all the times she had fun on it; all the times she came on top of it. 

She know some people might find that type of thinking gross but for some reason it just turned Sarah on even more. 

Religious schools seemed to make anything sexual feel so taboo but to Sarah it just made it more exciting. The idea that it was wrong of her to play with herself in this bed drove her forward. She imagined what her schoolmates and teachers would think of her if they saw her like this; spread out like a whore who can’t contain her sexual desires. 

It was all a ruse of course; the taboo around sexuality common in these areas. People could talk the talk but not many walked the walk. There was just no way to ignore these primal instincts that brewed and festered around her college. She saw the guys ogle her friends; she knew what they wanted. She imagined her friends new as well and her roommates too. 

Did her roommates touch herself on their own beds like she did every day? Did they imagine her doing what she did? She wanted to know. She wanted them to know. She wanted to scream and moan and explode with noise but she kept silent for now.  

Sarah had just moved into this house a few weeks ago after living in a dorm during her first two years in college. Both roommates were nice and caring and she was glad to have them as friends. 

She was a bit older than them as her mother had to be convinced of the value of college after Sarah graduated high school. It seemed like a silly thing when she thought about it now but her controlling mother saw college as a den of sin and didn’t want her daughter to be exposed to such things. 
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