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Chapter One
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One night, while Angie was trying to studying for an Organic Chemistry test. She realized that she was lost. She knew that Justine was an expert on the subject. So, she walked from the library to her dorm. She went to their room.  When Angie approached the bedroom door, she thought she heard a moan. She stopped at the door and listened. She heard another soft moan coming from the other side of their door. 

Her heart started racing. Was it possible? Was she masturbating? Angie had to know. She slowly opened the bedroom door. Justine’s bedside lamp was on.  She was under her blanket, facing away from the door. Angie could see her hips moving under her blanket. Her hand was between her thighs. She could see her blanket moving up and down with the motion of her hand.  She groaned as she rolled towards the door. 

When she saw Angie, she screamed! She didn't know that Angie was there.

Justine held the blankets up to her chin. Angie saw that her fingers were glistening with her wetness.  Angie just stood there and looking at her. It was obvious that she was masturbating. She was really out-of-breath and sweaty.  

Angie asked her if she was playing with herself. But she denied it. Angie could have argued and said that she knew what she was doing...but she didn't want to embarrass her any more than she already had so she walked away and went back to the library.

***
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THAT NIGHT...

One more?" Angie asked, smiling. The Alabama girl had an accent which made her sound a several IQ points dumber than she actually was.  

"Sure," Justine replied, grinning broadly. Justine was a native Californian, dirty blonde hair sun bleached at the tips, tall and curvy. Perfectly proportioned, Justine was taller than most women and due to her size, it was taking her more than a few shots of Cristalino clear Tequila  to feel tipsy.  

Angie poured the pair each a shot glass full. Her red hair tied back into a neat bun, she lifted one pale, creamy hand to her friend and then grabbed her own shot glass. Shorter than her friend by almost half a foot, Angie had determined she needed to get Justine drunk to have a real conversation with her about what happened that morning. Curvy, Angie had very full breasts, a trim waist and the kind of hips that made head's turn on campus. With her bright red hair, Angie also attracted a lot more attention due to her uniqueness.  

As a result, Justine was frequently lonely since coming to the new college. She had transferred from a community college only that term, finally finishing the core requirements for a degree and moving to a larger school. Justine's time at the community college had been spent partying like she was still in high school and having started in a large university after a few years, with social circles already formed, she had been having trouble making any friends. Well, aside from a few dozen guys who seemed to think that the tall woman only needed some sexual healing.  

Saturday usually meant partying, but Angie had suggested they hang out together that night to get to know each other. Despite having lived together for a few weeks, the two girls had been so busy, neither had chatted together for more than five minutes. The bottle of Tequila had been getting emptied slowly as the night went on and now stood half empty. 

"Cheers," Angie said, draining the clear liquid in a smooth toss down her throat. Ruby red lips stood out in sharp contrast to her pale skin, only a slight spray of freckles marred her otherwise porcelain beauty. Justine's blue eyes looked a bit sleepy as she drained her glass, her more pink slips glistening in the fluorescent light of their apartment. Seated next to each other on the lone couch in the room, they both sat at an angle, half facing the other half the television, which had been going in the background for some time. With a sly look, Angie unbound her red hair and shook it free, the curls falling to her shoulders.

Justine did not know if Angie knew how much she enjoyed looking at her hair, but it's color and sheen was something Justine had never seen before. Feeling self-conscious, she had brushed her roommate's hair a few times and almost thought about doing so again. Tipsy, she realized it might come across weird and thought better of the request. Looking for something else to say, feeling warm from the last shot, Justine looked over at the television and realized what was on. 

A few hours earlier, at the start of their drinking session, an PPV movie had been on. Now, as Justine stared at the television screen, it was well past the time when late night movies started. The volume had been muted, so the two women could talk softly, and now Justine wished fervently they had left the sound up. Two women writhed together, naked, on screen in an odd embrace, at least to Justine. She had never heard of tribbing before and did not realize two women could grind themselves together in mutual satisfaction.  

Grinning, Angie watched her friend stare at the television, finally realizing what was on. She had been watching, out of the corner of her eye, the last scene between a hunk of a man and a buxom red head that reminded her of herself. Crossing her legs, Angie could just imagine how wonderful it would feel at that moment to get off. The Tequila had gone straight to her head, and she knew enough to know that her decision making skills were nonfunctional. 

Angie simply watched her friend as she crossed her legs and started kicking her top foot, clenching her thighs as her breath quickened. Justine eyes were glued to the screen, and she had forgotten Angie sitting there next to her, so lost in watching lesbian sex for the first time ever. Part of her mind thought she was going crazy, as Justine stared at the buxom red head in the movie, that reminded her of Angie, grinding away with wild abandon against a tall blonde. In the movie, the blonde had massive boobs, which seemed to have come from surgery, as did the redhead. The two women on screen were clutching each other's knees to help them plow their slits together, writhing and moaning. 

Again, on the screen, the buxom red head dropped onto the blonde, keeping her down, taking hold of her wrists and pinning her arms securely to the bed. The blonde bared her teeth, glaring up at the redhead but she knew it was no use. Her muscles tensed and bulged, but against the redhead’s surprising strength and leverage, she could not move her arms even a single inch.

Slowly, her eyes gleaming with malice, the redhead lowered her torso onto the blonde's, pushing her breasts down onto her helpless lover's. The blonde's massive breasts did not flop to the side, thanks to her wide well-developed upper chest muscles, but rather settled comfortably and evenly over her pectorals. This, however, made it easy for the redhead to line their nipples up together. Her swollen pink nipples pressed against blonde's.

There were no muscles to flex there. There was no control she could possibly exert on her nipples like that. Yet, the blonde found herself flexing muscles that didn't exist, somehow trying to stand up to redhead's, push back, resist... instead, they were being crushed, pushed to the side, overpowered. She whimpered, she sounded like a girl about to be ravished - and shifted her chest, to try and move her nipples away from redhead's. As if she didn't want to see or feel them being dominated like that.

But there was no escape. The redhead began to swivel her upper torso side to side, so that their breasts were smooshed together and her nipples brushed hard against blonde's. Each contact was like a small electric jolt. The blonde acted like her were so sensitive. She clenched her jaw and swayed her chest from side to side too, matching motions with redhead, pitting her womanhood against hers.

With every flick of nipple on nipple their arousal was growing, until it was almost painful. The blonde’s moans got louder and louder - she couldn't stifle them - until she was almost crying out in ecstasy. And above her, the redhead's face remained implacable. She was aroused, too - her moist lips were parted, and she panted - but she was fully in control of herself, setting the pace, feeling just enough stimulation to enjoy the duel, while at the same time turning the blonde into a shivering, throbbing mass on the verge of orgasm.

Justine started to get so frustrated from watching and kicking her legs, she reached into her robe and grabbed her right breast, firmly pulling on her nipple and twisting until it hurt.

"Oh, I'm so horny," Justine blurted, spreading her legs. 

The robe she wore covered down past her knees but her long legs, when spread, revealed her G-string clad, freshly waxed mound. 

"I want to cum," Justine said, still focused on the screen. 

Angie could hear her words, slightly slurred, and knew that the timing would never be better.  

"Justine, I caught you fingering yourself this morning," Angie purred, suddenly seductive.

She was wearing a green silk nightie that barely covered her creamy thighs, just above her knees. Panties had been kicked off the last time she used the rest room, so there was only a thin layer of silk covering her creamy, perfect body. Pulling her legs up on the couch, she forced herself to look at her friend's face to gauge her reaction, rather than Justine's pubic mound, which had already made the room smell musky with her scent.  

Eyes glued to the screen, Justine seemed to ignore Angie's words, so intent she was on fondling her breast. Lips parted, Justine let out a small shudder as a spasm seemed to rack her body. The leggy blonde spread her robe, revealing her b-cup sized breasts and perky, pink nipples. Angie stared as her friend started to massage both of her breasts, nipples stiff under her fingers. Licking her lips, Angie pushed her red hair over her shoulders and leaned forward to whisper in her friend's ear. 

"What were you thinking about when I found you masturbating?" Angie purred, ruby red lips a hair's breadth away from the leggy blonde's ear.  

Justine let go of her right breast as Angie whispered into her ear and ignored her once more, still focused on the lesbian action on the screen. The long fingers of her right hand moved swiftly downwards as she pulled her G-string to the side, exposing her engorged labia. Angie could not believe what was happening as Justine started to massage her nether lips, slowly tracing them with a long finger. Tipsy herself, Angie started to wonder if her friend was so drunk she really couldn't focus. Licking her lips, Angie decided to try something.  

"Justine, I'm going to lick your ear," Angie murmured, sticking out of her tongue slowly. 

Her friend again ignored her, so she started to nibble on the delicate flesh, her pearly white teeth biting softly at the lobe.  

"Yes," Justine cried, leaning back into the couch, her right hand moving faster now as she started to twirl her clit. "Yes," Justine cried, spreading her legs wide as her hand picked up speed. 
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Chapter Two
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With her mouth nibbling at her friend's ear, Angie started to lose track of everything, her own lust mounting. After living with the sexy, tall blonde for a few weeks, she had come to desire the woman's body in the dirtiest way. Pressing her chest against the taller woman's side, Angie could feel her own nipples swell in response to the sexually charged air between them. Her hand was swift as she reached over to twist her friend's right nipple, as Justine continued to pluck her left breast as she fingered herself with her other hand. 
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