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Chapter 1: The Roommate
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My name is Nyla, and at thirty-one, I still turn heads. Long raven hair, full D-cup tits that refuse to sag, a tiny waist, and an ass so round it looks photoshopped. 

I’d flown to this strange, distant metropolis from my quaint little town for this three-week intensive leadership course, the kind that could finally earn me a promotion in the bank where I had been working for the last five years. 

Mark, my husband, had kissed me goodbye like always, polite, quick, no tongue. 

His little four-inch problem had been starving me for years, but I smiled anyway. Duty first, right?

After a long and tiring flight, I rolled my suitcase into the suite and the door clicked shut behind me like a trap. The leadership course started tomorrow, but tonight I just wanted a shower, room-service pasta, and eight hours of deep sleep.

The room smelled like expensive soap. I was fumbling with my suitcase lock when the bathroom door swung open.

My bank had paired up us trainees, to “bond.” I guess they didn’t intend us to take it literally, but that’s exactly what happened. 

Valentia walked out barefoot, towel knotted loosely above her tits, her straight, long, black hair that touched her ass dripping wet. She was wheatish brown, and shorter than me—five-six maybe—I am five-eight.

“Nyla, right?” Her voice was smoke and honey. “I’m Valentia. Call me Val. Guess we’re bunking.”

The towel was short to the point that her cunt was visible when she stretched her hand upward to fiddle her hair. Her armpits were smooth and silky clean, I noticed. 

I swallowed, clutching my purse like a chastity belt. “Hi. Uh. Nice to meet you.”

I became suddenly aware of my pencil skirt riding up my thighs, and the way my blouse clung to my D-cups after the humid flight. 

I set my suitcase down and pretended to fuss with the zipper.

Valentia didn’t pretend anything.

She let the towel fall. Just like that. No hesitation, no shame. It pooled at her feet and she stepped over it, stark naked and glorious. 

She had a petite diminutive figure that screamed sex – she was 34C-24-36, a flat stomach, and hips that flared like a promise. Her tits protruded high and proud. Her dusky pink nipples, wide as silver-dollars, was hard as pebbles. A faint tan line framed her breasts, the ghost of a bikini top that had barely contained the goods. 

The ass was round and firm – two perfect globes. I could see her pussy was waxed so smooth that the lips looked painted on. The pink inner lips peeked out. 

I blushed.

But she was unfazed. She stretched like a cat, arms overhead, tits lifting, then padded to the mini-fridge.

As she bent slow and grabbed two beers, I could see her cheeks parting to flash the tight pink pucker of her asshole.

My mouth went dry.

“Beer?” she asked. 

“I—uh—sure,” I stammered.

She twisted the caps off with her teeth, handed me one of the bottles, and then flopped cross-legged on the bed, cunt lips parted, everything glistening.

As she sipped, her eyes never left me. 

I mimicked her sipping.

Once we were done, she initiated the conversation. 

“Unpack, gorgeous. We’ve got three weeks of PowerPoint hell ahead; might as well get comfortable.”

Seeing me unmoved, she continued “You gonna stand there all night sweating in that skirt,love? Well, your call.”

I set the beer bottle down, fingers trembling. My blouse felt too tight, skirt too short. I turned my back to her, unbuttoned slowly, fingers clumsy, cheeks burning. 

The blouse slid off my shoulders. I folded it with military precision. The skirt came next. The zipper made a especially loud noise in the silence. I stepped out of it, standing in just black lace bra, thong, and heels.

I could sense that my thong was swallowed between my ass cheeks.

Valentia whistled low. “Jesus, turn around. Let me see the merchandise.”

I turned, slowly, my nipples poking my bra like bullets.

“Fuck me,” Valentia muttered. “Those tits are criminal. And that ass—turn again, slow.”

I did. She licked her lips.

Her gaze travelled every inch of me. I felt her stare like a touch.

She stalked over until her nipples grazed my arm. I could smell coconut shampoo and warm skin. 

She hooked a finger under my bra strap, and tugged gently.

“Off. All of it. We’re not strangers anymore.”

My hands moved before my brain caught up. I unclasped my bra and my tits spilled free, my nipples tightening instantly in the cool air. 

I hooked my thumbs in the thong, but hesitated.

Valentia raised an eyebrow. “Shy? After that body? Drop ’em, gorgeous.”

I did. The lace slid down my legs and I stepped out, naked except for the flush crawling from chest to hairline. I crossed my arms over my breasts instinctively.

Valentia circled me again, slower this time. She stopped behind me, breath on my neck.

“Look at this married cunt,” she said, voice thick. “tiny waist, a pussy smooth as fuck, already dripping, hips that scream breed me! Your husband is a lucky bastard, “Guy’s got a porn star wife.”

I laughed, awkwardly. “He... tries.”

Valentia laughed, sharp and delighted. 

She reached out, traced a finger down my sternum, between my breasts, down my navel and belly, and into my clit.

She slid lower, two fingers parting my slick lips, and pressed just inside. “Your pussy’s gripping like it’s never been opened. Tell me the truth. How bad’s the bedroom?”

I opened my mouth to lie. But suddenly I felt a strange sense of candor. Here I was, completely naked with my new partner, with whom I would be spending most of the next month. There was nothing to hide – neither physically or emotionally. 

“Four inches hard on a good day. He pokes around, cums in thirty seconds, rolls over before I’m wet. I fake it so he’ll hold me.”

“Poor neglected cunt,” she said softly. “Starving on cocktail wieners while it deserves a banquet.”

My breath hitched. Her finger kept going, slow and deliberate. I was already slick; I felt it.

She continued her hand play. She cupped my pussy, middle finger gliding through the slick. “Jesus, you’re swampy. This cunt’s begging.”

I whimpered.

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “Tonight I’m gonna make you forget dicks exist. By morning you’ll be tongue-fucking me in your sleep.”

I should’ve said no. Should’ve grabbed a robe, called Mark, remembered my vows.

Instead I whispered, “Show me.”

Valentia’s grin turned feral. She shoved me back onto the bed.  

I fell, tits bouncing, legs splayed. She climbed over me, knees pinning my thighs, hands planting on either side of my head.

“Rule one, shy girl: eyes on me. You gonna watch every filthy thing I do to your married holes.”

Then, without warning, she lowered her mouth to my left nipple and sucked hard, teeth scraping, tongue flicking. 

I gasped, back arching. 

She switched to the right nipple, biting just enough to sting, then twisting, and finally soothing it with wet licks. Her hand slid between my legs, two fingers plunging into me without warning, her fingers gliding through my wetness like it was hers to take.

The finger-fuck was intense. She curled, pumped, scissored, and thumb grinded my clit. I was already close, embarrassingly close.

“Fuck, you’re soaked,” she growled against my skin. “This pussy’s been ignored too long.”

She slid down my body, spreading my thighs wide, exposing everything. 

I tried to close them—instinct, shame—but she slapped the inside of my thigh.

“Open. Show me what Mark never earned.”

I spread wider. I was slowly enjoying it.

She stared like she was memorizing me, then dove in.

Her tongue was everywhere—flat and broad up my slit, flicking my clit, dipping inside me, lapping like she was starving. 

I moaned loudly, hips bucking. 

She pinned me down, sucked my clit so hard my vision blurred.

“Look at me,” she ordered.

With her face inches from mine, eyes wild, chin shiny with spit, she said. “You’re gonna cum on my hand like a desperate housewife, then lick it clean.”

I complied. Her face between my thighs, chin shiny with my juices, eyes locked on mine while she resumed her finger-fucking. 

She added a third finger, stretched me wide, and pounded me until I screamed, gushing over her wrist. 

She pulled out and shoved the fingers in my mouth.

“Suck your slut juice off me.”

I sucked, moaning at my own flavor. 

She watched, eyes dark.

“Turn over, ass up. Show me both holes.”

I scrambled onto my knees, ass in the air, face in the pillow. 

She spread my cheeks, spat on my asshole, and then licked a hot stripe from clit to hole.

“Fuck, this back door’s virgin tight,” she muttered. “Mark ever tap this?”

“No,” I gasped.

“Good. First one’s mine.”

I buried my face in the pillow and wailed. 

She tongue-fucked my ass—wet, filthy, relentless—while her fingers plunged back into my cunt.

This time, I came in under two minutes, again gushing over her hand and this time also squirting on the sheets, while wailing like a porn star. My thighs shook so hard the bed rattled. 

She didn’t stop—she kept licking, gentler now, drawing out every aftershock until I was a boneless mess.

Then she flipped me onto my back, straddled my face, and lowered her dripping pussy onto my mouth.

“Eat me, shy girl. Tongue-fuck your new mistress.”

I hesitated. 

She ground down, smothering me. “Open that married mouth. Lick my clit like you’re starving.”

I did. I was hesitant at first, making small licks, and tasting her sweetness with trepidation. 

She ground down, coaching me with filthy praise. “Deeper, baby... tongue-fuck me... suck my clit like I sucked yours...” 

Slowly, I went deeper, sucking her swollen nub, tasting her sweetness. 

“That’s it, snow-bunny. Earn your orgasm. Make me cream on your cheating tongue.”

Within no time, I lost myself in her, in the slick heat, reciprocating what she did to me, until she came with a guttural moan, flooding my mouth.

I swallowed greedily.

We didn’t stop.

We scissored—cunts grinding, clits kissing, juices mixing—until we both
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