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Laura goes to a party
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LAURA'S ALARM WENT on, and she turned over in bed and drowsily turned it off. She forced herself to rise up to a sitting position in bed, knowing that if she lay down to rest her eyes she'd just fall asleep again and miss class. She hated missing class, it really messed up her notes and she always had a hard time following up from where she left off. It took more effort to understand the reading material, somehow, and she tried to fix it by reading more than just the recommended reading, but that caused her to get backed up and overworked and slowed behind more. It was better just to show up to class.
Laura reached for her glasses on the nightstand and put them on and looked around for Alma. Alma was Laura's red-headed roommate. She was a good roommate, she always paid her share of the rent. She was almost a year older than Laura, and they had no classes in common so they barely met outside the very early mornings and at bedtime. She was slightly below average height. That made her noticeably shorter than Laura, who was about average, and she had a round freckled face with large green eyes, wide thick lips and lush, wavy red hair. She usually got into the shower before Laura in the mornings, because she had earlier classes. Today seemed to be an exception, Alma was nowhere to be seen. She wasn't in her room, she wasn't in the bathroom. It was a great apartment, with floor-to-ceiling windows so she could enjoy the great view out the fourth story apartment.
Laura shrugged it off. She had time to take a shower before breakfast, so she slipped out of her pyjamas, throwing them on the bed and walked into the bathroom, where she removed her sports-bra and slipped off her underpants, leaving them on the floor as she looked herself in the mirror: she had large, round gray eyes on her oval face, high cheekbones, thin lips and and long and flowing, almost chestnut hair, almost blond in the sun. She frowned as she noticed a pimple, and she poked at it with her finger. She was only 23 but she knew she'd have to take care of herself if she wanted to keep looking like that. But she liked creamy waffles with syrup and hot coco to much, she knew, and it all seemed to go to her thighs. Her ample, attractive thighs. She she knew that she had a good curve, but there was still no reason to overdo it. 
Her morning shower was her favorite part of the day, and showering in general was her favorite activity in the world. She kept her glasses on as she entered the shower turning the knob as she stepped in and felt as the warm stream washed over her skin and she relaxed. She closed her eyes and allowed the fresh water to cleanse her whole body. Under the warm stream of her morning shower she was as comfortable as she would ever be; naked, warm and wet. She loved being naked and wished she could be in the nude always. She fantasized about running naked through the woods, alone, as she rubbed the soap on her body, her arms and legs, her little too soft belly. She ran her fingers through her soft tuft of pubic hair and touched her slit, she ran her fingers through it carefully and softly and brought them to her nose. She sniffed and nodded, satisfied. She was clean all over, good enough to lick. Alma was nowhere to be seen. That meant she could masturbate after shower in peace. Masturbation was so relaxing, and took her mind off things. She closed her eyes and stood naked and leaned against the wall and stroked herself sensually. She masturbated almost every day, sometimes in the shower, sometimes in bed and sometimes she just walked around her dorm room naked, while masturbating. She would have liked being in her own place and being able to do that more often. She masturbated to calm down, she masturbated to alleviate her unwanted arousal, she masturbated for fun and excitement. She came. She took a moment to breathe deep and enjoy it, then wiped her feminine fluids and rinsed her hands. 

Laura removed her glasses and placed them on the soap holder and washed her face before she rinsed herself off, head to toe, running her fingers through her long, golden brown hair one last time to rinse out the conditioner. She felt the water glide down her smooth skin, between her perky and firm breasts, over her nearly flat stomach. She was a bit soft, she knew, and that bothered her a little.
She got out of the shower, placed her glasses on the sink-table and grabbed a towel and dried her long, silky brown hair first. Then she grabbed another towel and wiped down her body. She wiped her glasses dry and put them on before she stepped on the scale. It read 65 kilos. She looked down on her naked body, then in the mirror, and saw that she had the towel on her head like a turban. She took it off and threw it on the floor, and looked again. Still it read 65 kilos. She sighed. 
Laura exited the bathroom to have a look at herself in the long mirror on the wardrobe door.
"Looking good, even if I say so myself," she said outloud as she looked at her tall, feminine form in the mirror. Everything was pretty firm, she had lean arms and a small waist but wide hips, a noticeable thigh gap, a beautiful tuft of pussy hair on her little slit. She knew she had a body that women dream about. 
Laura was just standing there in her birthday suit, admiring herself in the mirror when Alma entered the room. Laura instinctively covered her breasts and slit with her hands and Alma froze in the doorway, taking in the spectacle before her.
"Why are you naked?" she finally asked.

"Are you going to close the door?" asked Laura annoyed.

Alma entered the room and closed the door, not taking her eyes off Laura. Alma was wearing some baggy jogging clothes that hid her build well. Laura could appreciate that. Alma could be called voluptuous, as she had wide hips and a full, firm ass. She had large round breasts that would dangle pendulously whenever she came out of the bathroom. Laura often found herself staring at them, as if hypnotized. She had learned long ago to look away, because when Alma invariably noticed, she would stroll to her and shake them in her face. 

Laura relaxed her pose once the door was closed. Alma handed her a comb from the top of the drawer, and she started combing her hair, facing Alma. Laura had very long light brown hair that took a lot of time to comb.

"You do realize that the windows are uncovered, right?" said Alma, pointing at the wall-to-ceiling window.

Laura's face went red and she covered her privates again as she realized that anyone who cared to could have seen her in her full glory, and she stared out for a few seconds to see if there was anyone outside looking at her. She didn't see anyone, and relaxed again.

"Are you going to that party?" Alma asked Laura, crossing her arms and leaning up against the wardrobe. She watched Laura, running her eyes up and down her nude body because she thought that it annoyed Laura. But Laura wasn't bothered by Alma watching her in the nude. She took a slightly perverted pleasure in walking out of the bathroom naked when she knew Alma was in the room. She made a show to cover her breasts and pussy, just for fun, but most often she forgot, like she always forgot about the large uncovered windows. Alma didn't want to look at her anyway. Alma herself never bothered to wrap herself in a towel when she came out of the shower, always casually strolling naked into the kitchen or living room and Laura always asked her: "what if I had a boyfriend visiting me?" to which Alma answered: "I am comfortable in my skin," or "I have nothing he's not seen before."  Alma was well aware of the windows, but just didn't care. Laura was sure that all the neighbors had seen her naked.

"Of course I am going to the party," said Laura, carefully combing a difficult strand of hair; "I got invited after all." She looked at Alma, still defiantly facing her full on. Alma was making a face, Laura's nudity bothered her just a little, but she still looked her up and down, measuring up her body, silently judging her, comparing Laura to herself. Laura was slim and tall and athletic, with immaculate skin, and Alma could see all of it from where she stood, as Laura was standing in front of the mirror, showing off not just her tits and pussy, but her ass also. Her ass was smooth and wide and large as Alma's, but her breasts were smaller and firmer then Alma's. Alma's breast swayed when she moved, and she had to wear a bra, Laura's breasts just bounced like jell-o. Alma secretly envied Laura for this.

"Who invited you?" asked Alma.

"Her name is Maria Hamilton. You don't know her. She took some classes with me in high-school, and she decided to invite everybody from school to the party."

"There will be many people there."

"Maybe."

Alma looked her up and down, and asked: "aren't you going to trim the hedge a little bit before you go?"

"What?" asked Laura stunned at the question.

"Your pubes. You got a veritable forest growing down there," said Alma, nodding her head toward Laura as she stood in front of her with her arms folded.

"Be serious, I won't attract a guy with my pubes."

"No, but you might convince one to stay if they were to look nice."

Laura shook her head: "I'll just turn the lights off. Besides, I just washed, and I used conditioner. My pubes are velvety soft to the touch."

Laura presented her pussy to Alma, running her fingers through the soft fluff she had there, and asked her: "do you want to touch it?" 

Alma made a face.

"Seriously, you could eat off of it."

Alma waved her off: "I'll take your word for it."

"You never touch me. You're all talk and no go."

"I'm just not into girls."

"Why do you always watch me when I'm naked then?"

"Because I know it annoys you."

Laura managed to hide her grin. 

Alma held up Laura's panties. They were white and soft and comfortable. "You should get some sexy panties."

"Stop playing with my panties."

Alma turned the panties around once more to examine them, then put them down.

Laura reached for the panties and started pulling them on, talking to Alma as she did: "I know you're a closeted homosexual. I'll out you one day, you bloody pervert," she said as she pulled her panties up her thighs. She slowed down a bit to savor the moment when it covered her slit, and then adjusted it well, creating a very pretty camel-toe. 

Alma rolled her eyes, and she said, still with her arms folded under her chest: "says you."

Laura grinned. She started putting on her bra, concealing her beautiful breasts.

Alma frowned and looked away, she always thought women looked more lewd in their underwear than when in the nude. Laura smiled a half smile when she saw Alma look away in embarrassment. Laura was lean, but not so skinny as having obviously visible ribs and was reasonably fit, although she didn't exercise, and Alma envied Laura for that. Laura's thighs didn't even rub together when she walked.

"There will be eligible bachelors at the party," Laura continued, "you keep telling me I should get a boyfriend. I might get one there."

"If you present like that you are sure to find one," said Alma.

Laura shook her head.

"Is that the dress you're going to wear?" asked Alma, diverting the conversation.

"The one on the bed?  Yes."

"Is that all you have to wear?"

"You don't like it?" Laura said, making a face.

"Ah, no," said Alma as she put up a fake smile and said; "you'll look marvelous."

Laura knew Alma didn't think much of her dress. She didn't know what she was thinking when she bought it, and that had been a long time ago. She couldn't afford a new dress so she'd have to make do with that one. At least it was a dress. It was a simple, knee-length, sleeveless red dress, that came with a thick black belt. It totally covered her tits and back, but looked elegant and sexy just the same. Maybe Alma was just jealous, she thought to herself?  She nodded to herself.

Laura picked up her stockings and sat down on the bed to put them on. Alma walked to the drawers and slid one opened and rifled around in it. When she turned around, Laura had slipped into the dress, and was putting the belt around her and she looked very sexy. Alma smiled when she saw. She picked a ribbon from the drawer and showed it to Laura: "do you want me to make a bow in your hair?"

Laura rolled her eyes.

"It will make you stand out from the crowd," said Alma, shaking the ribbon tantalizingly.

Laura nodded, but reluctantly, she had to admit that Alma was right, she would be memorable, and stand out, for better or for worse. Alma smiled as Laura took a seat and let her tie a bow in her hair with the ribbon.

"There," said Alma as she finished tying the ribbon into a bow; "how about I lend my leather jacket. I'm not using it, so you can have it."

"Thanks," said Laura, looking herself in the mirror.

"Now sit still while I put on your make-up."

"You'll do that for me?"

"Sure. I've seen you do it."

Laura frowned at the jab, but allowed Alma to put on her make-up. That was always a good idea, she knew that she tended to put on too much herself. Alma finished, and Laura looked at herself in the mirror, she looked very elegant. 

Laura put on her belt. The belt was thick and black and shiny and really emphasized her curves. Alma helped her to adjust the belt, and she tugged it in as much as was comfortable.

"It shows off your curves really well," said Alma as she stood back, nodding to herself as she admired Laura.

"I think it pronounces them. I don't think I have those sort of curves," said Laura, running her hands down her sides.

"Aw, sure you do. Now put on the jacket."

Alma handed Laura the jacket. It was very small and didn't cover the belt. Laura looked at herself in the mirror from both sides. She smiled to herself, she looked okay. She got her shoes, simple, shiny black medium heel with silver clasps, and put them on.

"You look fine," said Alma reassuringly, and she smiled sweetly at Laura and waved her off: "you have fun now!"

Laura smiled and waved back at her. She was feeling very self conscious when she walked down to the street to the taxi. 
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Laura meets 
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MUCH TO HER HORROR, the party was more formal than Laura had anticipated. The party was mostly on the lawn outside the house, as the guests liked it better outside in the cool air, but the sliding doors were open all the way making easy traveling from inside to outside by what mood the guests were in. The women wore flowing and elegant evening gowns, and most of them had their hair made up behind. The men wore black suit and tie and all looked very rich and important. Laura tried not to think about how she must have looked to them, as she imagined herself looking almost like a prostitute in comparison with the other women. She removed her glasses and put them in her handbag, and left it and her jacket, Alma's jacket, on a hanger in the foyer. Without her glasses on, the faces were a blur and she couldn't tell if they were looking at her or not, which made her feel better as she walked into the yard.

An elegantly sensuous young woman spotted Laura, and was moving toward her in small, measured steps. She wore a flowing, backless black gown, dangerously slit up the right side to her hip, delicate gold and silver bracelets on her hands, with her dark hair slicked back in a bun away from her porcelain face, a small mouth with thick red lips and shiny pearly teeth and she was wearing black rimmed glasses over her large green eyes.

"Oh, you're looking cute," she said, stroking her hand down across Laura's back, dangerously close to her ass. She sounded friendly to Laura, so she smiled.

"Can I offer you something to drink?" asked the woman, pointing off to the side with her hand.

Laura looked where she pointed. A waiter had showed up by her side with some champagne on a tray. She was startled to see her there, as she had arrived so noiselessly without her noticing. She flashed a smile and picked up a glass. The unknown woman took another glass, and they touched glasses: "cheers," she said.

"Cheers," said Laura. Laura didn't like champagne, and couldn't understand how anyone could stand it. She had a large gulp of it anyway, just to be social, and held back a frown as she felt the odious taste of the yellow liquid in the back of her mouth. She looked around for a single rich guy to hit on, preferably someone good looking. someone who looked serious, with manly stubble, pronounced jaw-bones and angular features. But Laura got sidetracked looking at the other women. She didn't like the look of her competition; they were lithe, athletic and grown out in all the right places and they glided along goddess-like in their elegant dresses with their expensive hairdos and facial features. She frowned and took another gulp of the wine. 

She heard a voice beside her say: "I haven't seen you before."

Laura looked around, and saw a pretty blonde girl with bright blue eyes, a small nose and soft facial features. She was about little shorter than Laura, and she wore small diamond earrings, a simple and delicate golden necklace and red nail-polish and a simple figure hugging red dress. She introduced herself to Metta: "my name is Trini, what's your name?"

"Laura," replied Laura.

"I noticed you were checking out the girls," said Trini smiling, and she bit her lip as she gave Laura a sideways knowing glance.

Laura leered at her; "what are you insinuating?"

"Checking out the competition?"

"Ah, yes!  I'm checking out the competition."

"Half of them are engaged or married."

"The women?"

"And the men. But yes, the women too," said Trini, slowly looking Laura up and down.

Laura's face reddened, but she kept silent. Trini stood by her side and watched the other women with her for a moment.

"So what do you do?" asked Trini, trying to sound casual.

"I'm a University student."

"Do you have a room at the dorm?"

"I have a room," said Laura, and she quickly added: "it's with another girl."

"Oh..." said Trini and sounded disappointed. There was another brief silence, then she asked her hopefully: "did you bring her with you?  To the party, I mean."

"Ah... no. We don't have mutual friends. She's probably happy to get rid of me, so she can fuck her boyfriend in my bed."

Trini giggled. 

Laura asked: "how do you know Maria?"

"We were in high-school together. Just friends, nothing serious," Trini said and changed the subject: "do you want to go inside where we can sit down and have some coffee while we talk?  They aren't serving anything but champagne out here."

Laura was about to reply when that woman who had complimented her before showed up and addressed Trini in a harsh tone of voice: "don't you have to go and dye your hair green or something?"

Laura was surprised at this question, and looked at Trini, who looked shocked and horrified. She looked to be about to reply to the woman, but the woman continued in a more angry tone before she could start: "this is no place for you to prowl for fresh victims, you harlot."

Trini yelled back at the woman: "you stupid cunt!"

The woman slapped Trini before she could say anything more. Trini was about to attack her, but Laura stepped between them. Trini was strong and Laura had to really strain to keep her from reaching the woman in black, who yelled at her:  "you psychotic dyke!" she yelled as she clawed at her.

"What did you just call me?" Trini yelled back at the woman angrily, but Laura held her so she couldn't reach the other woman.

"You closet homo!  I know everything about you!" Trini yelled at the hostile woman.

"You can't say that to me!"

"Relax!" called Laura, raisin her arms to defend Trini. The woman looked suddenly saddened and she turned around and hurried away. Once she
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