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      I always bite my bottom lip when I'm nervous.

      And when I stepped into the freshman locker room for the Rendon University swim team on my first day of college, I was left wondering how I had any lip left to chew.

      Running my fingers through my short blonde pixie-cut, I aimed to project a nonchalant vibe to anyone I might encounter.

      Passing a few girls in the narrow concrete hallway to the locker rooms, I wondered if my façade had worked at all, or if they saw the inexperience and nervousness written all across my face.

      Entering the locker room, I immediately caught the scent of chlorine from the nearby pools, which filled the surprisingly spacious dressing area.

      Taking a deep breath, I moved to a dimly-lit corner, feeling immediately more comfortable in the shady corner of the area.

      So this is my new life, I thought, as I dropped my large duffel bag to the ground.

      I tried to ease through those first-day jitters; they had been haunting me for the few weeks leading up to my arrival on campus.

      Somehow, I'd survived the orientation seminars and the sprawling, seemingly endless campus, even the scrutinizing gazes of older students I passed, who seemed to look down their noses at me, as if they could smell my virginity.

      I was a long way from my hometown, far from the farmland-dotted edges of Washington County.

      It wasn’t just that I was far from home, but that the University campus was probably bigger than my entire hometown.

      I'd spotted a large, sturdy statue at the heart of the bustling campus green, and all I could think about was the tiny gas station/grocery mart back home. The statue might even dwarf that store, not to mention Wilson’s tavern or Bobby’s gas n' go right on the farm-to-market road.

      Throughout the day on campus, all I could think about was how out of place I felt in this big city.

      I was a small-town girl who already felt she had to hide many parts of myself; the disorienting windfall of arriving to a new place like Rendon was enough to leave me feeling as if my head was spinning.

      I knew I had every right to be there, courtesy of a swim scholarship at Rendon that I had earned.

      But I couldn't help but wonder if I'd survive my first semester—let alone the first week.

      In line with the grandeur of everything else on campus, the swim team facility seemed as colossal as my entire high school back in Nansemond.

      It was a reminder that everything in college was going to be bigger.

      Sitting down on the wooden bench in front of my locker, I contemplated the fact that being the top swimmer back in Nansemond didn't count for much now that I was in a big city and a large school.

      I fretted that everything I'd learned about swimming at Nansemond High might be entirely irrelevant once my new Coach took charge.

      The Nansemond swim team didn’t even have its own locker rooms or showers.

      It’s a fact that, in all honesty, always kind of relieved me.

      Because the truth is, I don’t know if I could have joined the swim team if it had been a large and intimidating program with a big budget and even bigger spotlight.

      I was never much for that sort of thing.

      And, since our school didn’t have much of a budget at all, we only had cheap, old-fashioned swim-shorts to wear during our tournaments.

      But, again, this all relieved me more than disappointed me.

      Because I had a wandering eye for my teammates.

      Back in Nansemond, having a hidden sexual curiosity towards girls was one of the most dreaded secrets an eighteen year-old girl could possess.

      I didn’t have to worry about distractions much, thanks to the much disregarded swim program at my school.

      But then I went and did something majorly stupid and decided to join the swim team. And even worse, I ended up having quite the talent for it, to the point that I became the best swimmer in the tri-county area.

      And since it proved enough to land me a modest scholarship, everybody around me was pushing for me to take advantage of it, despite my hesitation to continue swimming, especially at a college-level.

      I was afraid of what came with it all of the opportunities, but I knew I wanted to go to college.

      And more than anything, I wanted to get the hell out of Nansemond—and get out for good.

      In fact, I needed to get out, because I knew that sooner or later, my wandering eyes would catch up with me and get me into some serious trouble. I didn’t want to get caught gazing at one of the farm girls’ curvy butts and get my ass kicked into a million pieces.

      I knew I needed to get out of town and at the very least find somewhere a bit more modern and tolerant, just in case I turned out to be a lesbian; a fact I still had yet to fully accept.

      So, I took the dive and came to Rendon. And after so much anticipation and anguish, waiting and wondering what it would be like—if I would hate it, even—I was there. I was in the locker room, and it had become a reality. Nansemond felt a million miles away and, for all the anxiety that being in a new place had caused, that fact alone was enough for me to breathe a sigh of relief.

      I sat down on the wooden bench in front of my new locker and inhaled again, the smelled of girls and chlorine. I smiled to myself. This was all the product of four years of abstinence, shame and determination. And I was finally somewhere new now, to try and become somebody.

      But despite my excitement and nervousness, I was still eighteen and I was getting sexually frustrated by the day. Being on a college campus, surrounded by so many sexy and more mature girls, was going to be a big problem.

      And seeing them in tight swimsuits was going to be an even bigger problem.

      It didn’t help that I immediately fell in love with each girl that walked into the locker room after I had situated myself at my locker. Each and every one of them was more attractive than I could have anticipated.

      And the more girls that walked into the room, the more I saw girls who weren’t only cute, but downright smoldering; enough to make me want to come running out of the closet and lay it all on the line for one massive and humiliating rejection.

      Okay, I just got here… Maybe I’m not in Nansemond, anymore, but I can’t just go around eye-fucking every girl I see. Even here at college that’d be a good way for me to get my ass kicked, I reminded myself.

      I knew it was all going to be a major problem. Here I was on the very first moment of my very first day of swim practice, and I already had knots in my stomach and arousal pooling between my thighs.

      But I knew it wasn’t going to get any easier, either. Soon, we would all be undressing in the locker rooms. We would be out at the swimming pool, ready for laps and wearing the tightest swimsuits that showed way too much to handle.

      I knew all of this. And this was exactly why my heart had been pounding for the past few weeks, and my hands sweaty and shaky.

      I’d planned for all of it, but there is only so much one can do about it. I could close my eyes, but each time I did, I could think only of the last butt I had seen. There, impressed against my mind was an image of my new teammate’s hips as she walked around in her swimsuit.

      I couldn’t help but imagine what those hips would look like naked and wet.

      Fuck. I knew I was in deep trouble. It was like being tied to the train-tracks, only able to watch the train approach and writhe helplessly. I knew what I was in for, but I couldn’t turn back, either. My entire college scholarship—and career—was suddenly dependent upon all of it.

      And then I saw our “uniforms;” the tight red swimsuits that were hanging in each of our lockers.

      Granted, the term “uniform” seemed gratuitous for such a scarce amount of fabric.

      I hadn’t even noticed mine until I saw another girl reach into her locker for her swimsuit; she was an unbelievably cute girl with auburn hair.

      After spotting her, I couldn’t help but follow her every move with my eyes. She held her swimsuit up against her body and I felt my skin tingle with heat, imagining it against her bare, wet skin.

      I bit hard into my lip, hoping to stifle the growing tension between my legs. But it was hopeless.

      One by one, my new teammates for the next year, all entered the locker room.

      And I sat clutching the swimsuit in my hand, wondering how I was going to make it on the swim team, knowing that, not only would I have to wear such a tight and utterly revealing suit, but I’d have to watch all these hot girls wearing the very same uniform.

      One wet stain in this swimsuit before getting in the pool, and it was going to be painfully obvious which team I was playing for; certainly not the straight team.

      Once or twice, a few of the other girls on in the lockers would glance at me.

      I would blush slightly and feel on display, but deep down, I loved being noticed. It set my mind ablaze with all sorts of ridiculous fantasies.

      Sure, I knew they were probably looking at me because I was a new, unfamiliar face on the team, and not because all these hot college girls wanted to fuck me—as much as I desperately wished for this to be the case.

      I was caught off-guard when I heard a voice to my side.

      “Hey,” the voice said, following by the sound of a bag thumping onto the floor. I looked over to see it all happening at the cubby directly next to mine.

      My stomach turned to knots and my nerves kicked up a few gears when I glanced over.

      “Um, hey,” I said, with a nervous softness to my tone.

      The girl was tall and slender, as most everybody in that locker room had been.

      But she had wider shoulders and a towering physique that seemed dominating, even hidden in her t-shirt and athletic pants. She had shoulder-length, neatly styled maple-brown hair that matched her eyes and seemed fitting for her slightly tanned complexion.

      “Bree,” she said, with a nod.

      “Oh, um, hi—I’m Maya,” I returned clumsily.

      “You’re one of the new freshmen on the team this year, aren’t you?” She said. Without glancing at me, she pulled out her phone and began to look at it. She seemed professional and short in her tone and gestures.

      “Um, yeah, that’s right. How’d you know?” I asked. “Is it that painfully obvious?” I said, with a nervous chuckle.

      “We only have two girls new to the team this year,” she said, turning her eye up towards me.

      “Maybe it was a lucky guess, though,” she smiled.

      “Bree, Bree, Bree; what’s up, girl?” One of the other swimmers said as they approached.

      She was a black girl with a gorgeous smile and a tall, slender body. She gave Bree a handshake and a warm, welcoming grin as they hugged for a moment.

      Bree returned the gesture and turned to me.

      “Maya, this is Addy; she’s the best swimmer on our team. The coaches probably told you about her,” Bree’s lip curled into a cocky grin.

      “She’s fucking with you, girl,” Addy laughed. “She’s the best on this team, don’t get it twisted. No wonder why she’s captain,” Addy continued.

      “We got some new members in this party, huh?” Addy laughed, turning her smoky-brown eyes to me.

      “Um, yeah, I guess,” I said, overwhelmed from the attention.

      “Good to meet you,” I said. “I mean… nice to meet you. Good? That sounds weird, doesn’t it? Well, you know what I mean, right?” I stumbled. I felt hot and nervous with each word that spilled from my mouth,

      “I’m Maya,” I then blurted, louder than anything else I had said, nearly forgetting my own name.

      “Well, Maya, welcome to the team. You let me know if this one gives you any trouble,” Addy grinned and pointed to Bree. “She’s got a reputation.”

      “A reputation?” I asked.

      Addy nodded. “Once she finds out you’re a freshman, she likes to ride you hard.”

      I could tell that Addy didn’t mean this in the overtly sexual way that I processed it. But for me, it was too late. My body tingled everywhere at the dirty words spilling from her lips.

      Suddenly, it was all I could think about, Bree up against my body, her hips rocking as she ground against me. I felt a shudder and I tried to remain as cool and discrete as possible. The last thing I needed my new teammates to see was that I was getting hot and bothered over a few casual remarks.

      But I was already set-off, thinking about my new swim captain, completely naked and wetter than our pool.

      I’ll bet she has a pretty pussy. Nice and pink, I’ll bet, I thought. I shook my head, trying my best to shake the images from my mind, but failing.

      Worried that I had completely zoned out, I finally managed an affirming nod.

      “You can stop nodding now,” Addy said with a laugh. “You’ve been nodding for a good twenty seconds,” she said with a chuckle.

      I couldn’t help but turn bright red as Addy moseyed away. The embarrassment kissed my skin with the heat of insecurity, but I returned right back into my thoughts of Bree—and now Addy—each taking turns pushing their lips against mine.

      Suddenly, I was lost, imagining myself on some exotic beach with Addy and Bree. I was a hopeless romantic—a total virgin with the corniest images in my mind. But I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t stop myself from picturing some filthy wet threesome with the first two swimmers I had met.

      The sensation of the arousal against my pussy was all the information I needed to know that surviving on the swim team would, not only be a difficult challenge, but it might be utterly impossible, if this was how my body was going to react.

      I was tense beyond anything I had ever experienced in my life. How was I ever going to go out before a crowd of fellow swimmers—and an audience—for swim tournaments, with this sort of unrelenting sexual tension?

      I was fucked, and not at all in the way that I’d wanted to be.

      I watched Addy chat with, and greet the other swimmers.

      “So, I’ve heard a lot about you,” Bree said.

      I fumbled and felt hot with embarrassment. I hadn’t realized that Bree was still nearby.

      Shit, does she know I’m soaking wet? Fuck. Did she see me leering at Addy endlessly? I thought.

      “You have?” I said, turning my surprised eyes toward her.

      She nodded, “Um, yeah, girl. Coach said you were the best in your state. We’re all pretty decent here, but nobody else was ‘best in the state.’”

      I shrugged. “That’s probably an exaggeration. I was good for my county—maybe the region of the state that I was in. But all of Virginia is a stretch, even for an empty state like that,” I explained.

      “Washington County?” Bree said. “Nah, it’s pretty big,” she continued.

      How does she know what county it was? I thought, before assuring myself that she must’ve simply looked at my home address. It was probably listed on some roster sheet that the coaches and the captain had had access to.

      “Um, that’s right, Washington,” I said. I cocked my head and squinted, unable to help myself from prodding. “How exactly… did you know that?”

      “Because I’m from Washington County, too,” Bree said.

      My jaw would have fallen to the floor just then, if I hadn’t been so careful to practice perfect self-control from the moment I stepped foot on campus that week. I was wound tighter than a roll of tape but I knew at any moment it call all be undone.

      I must’ve broke character just a bit and cracked an incredulous grin, though, because Bree had a smile on her lips, too.

      “You’re messing with me,” I then said, fearing to be the butt of some Freshman prank.

      “No way,” Bree grinned. “I went to Ridgley High, in Mooresville,” she said.

      “Holy shit,” I blurted. “Wh—what year?” I asked, still in shock.

      “19” she said.

      “Oh, well that makes a bit more sense,” I said. “Being class of 23, and all, I was wondering why I’d never seen you at any of the tournaments.”

      “You wouldn’t have noticed me even if I’d been at any of them—I didn’t stand out too much back in High School,” Bree confessed.

      “I doubt that,” I muttered, nearly unable to keep myself from biting my lip and looking her up and down.

      I would have noticed you the moment I saw you in your tight little swimsuit and I wouldn’t have been able to take my eyes off your… Ok, stop it, Maya, come on… I’m straight, as far as they’re concerned, I thought.

      My eyes locked with Bree’s, and every dirty thought in my mind left a tremor of fear that I might accidentally start saying what I was thinking. So, I quickly turned my eyes away and gave a quick, albeit nervous, chuckle.

      “Small world, huh?” Bree said.

      “So, you’re a senior?” I asked.

      Bree nodded. “I’ve been on the team for three years, now. This is my second as captain, though,” she explained.

      “So, you’re not really going to ride me, are you?” I said, with an awkward, silly smirk on my lips. It dissolved quickly it and I nervously chewed my lip when I realized that I’d said such a ridiculous thing.

      Bree looked like she was about to leave, but eyes remained downward, locked on mine. “We’ll just have to see about that, won’t we?” She said quietly, before starting toward the center of the locker room.

      “Ok, girls,” she shouted, trying to raise her voice above the noisy conversations and laughter. “Girls, let’s get seated and quiet for a minute,” she said, immediately commanding the attention and quiet respect of the rest of the swimmers.

      “Welcome to the new year of Rendon University Swim. As most of you already know, I’m the captain, Bree Smith. If you have any issues or problems on the team, you come and speak to me, all right? Coach Natalie is going to be in shortly and then we’ll start our first practice of the new year,” Bree continued.

      This last revelation evoked a series of moans and scoffs from the lazy college girls. Bree laughed and shook her head. “I hope you’ve got more fight in you by the time we face Larson State next week,” she said, before clasping her hands together and turning her cool, brown eyes back toward me. They might as well have been pinwheels, mesmerizing me into them, as they zeroed-in on my inner-most thoughts and fantasies and seemingly saw straight into my deepest secrets.

      “We’ve got two new members to the team. I want you all to welcome Maya Best,” Bree continued, motioning toward me. I blushed slightly and gave a nervous little wave to the dozens of girls who were jeering and launching their individual greetings towards me.

      “And we’ve got Eileen Bonny,” she said, and motioned toward a teen with fiery red hair and freckles peppering her forehead and cheeks.

      The team, myself included, welcomed Eileen just the same, and I was happy to have the attention taken off of me for a moment.

      I couldn’t take my eyes off Bree’s confidence and poise. As she spoke, everybody in the locker room seemed to pay close attention; the banter and jocular restlessness that had pervaded the area had completely faded in the midst of Bree taking center stage. I felt myself in a sort of daze as she spoke. And it was only when the locker room gave a round of applause and a middle-aged woman with greyish-brown hair took the floor, did I realize that Bree had left the room and our new Coach had replaced her.

      “I want to welcome Bonny and Best; I’ve heard a lot of good things about these two swimmers, and I’ll bet you both fit right in around here. Now, as you know…”

      As Coach Thompson began to speak, I admittedly zoned out, still far-too entrenched in thoughts and fantasies about Bree, the tall swimmer with the slender body and warm, maple-brown gaze.

      I looked around for her but no luck. And by the time I was finished looking, Coach was already dismissing us.

      “Let’s hit the water and get ready to win against Larson!” she charged. The team applauded her, and I clumsily joined in, slapping my hands together a few times as she flashed a quick and disaffected grin toward me and started toward the exit.

      “I’ll see you all out there; Bonny and Best, you’re going to be working under Smith to get a good feel for the routines around here. She’ll meet you out by the pool.”

      “Thanks,” I said, though I wasn’t sure whether she could hear me. And by the time I’d stopped replaying the encounter in my mind, I realized that the team was changing out of their clothes and into their swimsuits.

      I’d been caught completely off-guard by this. But I’d had no excuse. I knew exactly what swimming was all about. And when I’d seen the skimpy swimwear in each of the locker spaces, I knew that the moment would happen sooner or later. I guess I hadn’t expected it to be so soon, though.

      I was still wet as I’d only just a moment ago stopped thinking about Bree ‘riding me.’ How was I supposed to get naked in front of all these sexy college girls?

      And the fact that, as I looked around, I saw the hottest girls I had ever seen in my life, all working out of their clothes and underwear, until they were completely naked, was not doing a damned thing to deter my arousal.

      I looked straight ahead and saw Addy; her smooth chocolate skin taut over each sinewy muscle, as she bent forward and I saw the side of her breasts. She turned away from me slightly, and I caught a faint silhouette of her nipples as they pointed out in the cool air.

      “Fuck,” I whispered to myself.

      Move your eyes… move your eyes AWAY! I thought to myself, as though my conscience was commanding me like a drill-sergeant.

      I knew that if I didn’t turn away soon, somebody was going to catch me looking. But, when I moved my eyes from Addy’s breasts, I saw instead, one of the other swimmers standing naked nearby—her breasts and pussy in full view.

      I finally managed to look away, but to do so was all-out torture. I’d spent my entire High School years wanting nothing more than to see a college-girl naked. And now it was presented right in front of me, like an orchard of breasts just ready for the picking. And I wanted to do a lot more than pick them!

      “Let’s go, let’s go!”

      I heard Bree’s voice precede her.

      Suddenly, she was walking through the locker room and towards me, eyeing me. “Come on, Best; we aren’t in the business of being slow around here.” Furrowed her brow and lowered her voice. “Get naked, now.”

      The sultry context would have been enough to make me even wetter than I already was. But Bree’s quick and authoritative tone only made it worse for me. I wanted nothing more than to obey her every sexy command. But I was confused at what I was supposed to do. I couldn’t bloody well undress now—not when my pussy was dripping wet. But Bree didn’t seem to care about my hesitation. And I knew she wasn’t going to be the sort to let me wring my hands and pick the perfect moment—that wasn’t exactly a ‘swimmer’s mindset,’ after all.

      So, I started out of my jeans. I slowly lowered them. I figured that, even if I was slow, the sight that I was doing anything at all was better than nothing, right? Bree took to the locker next to mine, just as she had done earlier, and started out of her clothes like the rest of us.

      Fuck me, this is the last thing I need right now, I thought.

      My eyes turned up slightly, and I saw only Bree’s butt a foot or so before my face. She quickly worked out of her pants and suddenly I saw the outline of her pussy in nothing but a pair of tight, white low-rise panties. They hugged her lean body like a glove, perfectly accentuating the curves of her pussy as they dipped inward in the slit. I let my eyes linger for a moment, and took a long, deep breath, savoring the millisecond or so that I afforded myself to steal a glance.

      The raucous atmosphere of the locker room started to die out as one by one, each of the swimmers started out to the pool, including the other new swimmer, Eileen Bonny, who seemed more like an obedient soldier than a swimmer in the way she quickly fell into the routine and raced out of the room in her new swimwear.

      “Can’t wait to see how hard you hit it,” Bree said over her shoulder.

      “Oh yeah?” I said, feeding the small talk as an opportunity to see more of her butt. I’ll hit it as hard as you want me to, or better yet, maybe you could hit it, instead? I thought. I took another look at her ass. Only this time, she tugged her panties off right before my eyes, and I caught a glimpse of Bree’s impossibly-fucking-perfect pussy, completely naked and pink as could be.

      “Fuck me,” I muttered, before realizing that I might’ve said this loud enough for Bree to have heard me.

      “What’s that?” Bree asked.

      “Um, nothing,” I said, as my cheeks turned bright red.

      Bree looked back over her shoulder and must’ve seen that I was only halfway out of my jeans.

      “Maya, girl; come on, pick up the pace,” she said.

      “Sure thing,” I said, and dropped my jeans.

      I quickly moved my hands over the stain in my panties, and bit my lip as I grabbed my swimsuit and prepped myself for the moment of truth. I could only look ahead and sneak another glimpse at Bree, whose ass remained completely naked and ripe for touching. Fuck, if she had only turned her body a few degrees, I would have been able to see her breasts. I knew it was for the best, though. The last thing I needed in that moment was to catch glimpse of her full body—I might’ve cum right there.

      I took a deep breath before I worked up the nerve to yank panties down my legs. They bunched at my ankles and I kicked them off. I could feel my pussy ache, and I cupped my hand over my pussy as best I could. It was a task to keep myself obscured when Bree’s naked body was now only a foot or so in front of my body.

      Just then, Bree whipped her swimsuit up her legs and tugged the stretchy fabric over her breasts.

      Fuck, she’s done, I thought, knowing she might be about to turn around and see me. I quickly bent down and grabbed my swimsuit. I started to tug it up, but when I stood back up—my body was completely exposed and dripping wet like a beacon for the whole world to see. Bree was facing me and saw everything. My wet pussy. My erect nipples. My flushed skin. My arousal couldn’t have been more obvious.

      I hadn’t seen her at first. I was too busy working to get my swimsuit up and over my body as soon as possible.

      “Listen, Maya, you’re new around here, so I’m going to let you in on something—we don’t let anything slow us down when we hit the water; that includes being aroused by one another,” she said.

      “I figured you were used to being around naked girls, given that you’ve already been on a swim team, but Washington County has some small-ass schools, and I’m guessing this is your first time in a ‘real’ locker room environment.”

      “Bree, I honestly don’t know what you’re trying to—”

      Bree wouldn’t let me finish. She obviously knew I was full of shit just as well as I did. My feigned image of ignorance wasn’t going to cut it, not in front of Bree, who seemed to know everything about me from the moment she first laid her smoldering, cinder-brown eyes upon me.

      Of course, the obviously wet pussy might’ve had something to do with it. I cursed my pussy and its betrayal of my best defenses.

      “It’s okay, girl. I’m not here to judge—quite the opposite,” Bree said, with a curl forming at the edges of her lips. “You think you’re the only lesbian from Washington County?”

      What is she getting at? I wondered. My cheeks turned an even deeper shade of red until they were hot and red like a neon sign attached to my face.

      There was no way Bree was a lesbian. At least, the universe didn’t seem quite so generous. Girls like Bree were the cool kids that all the guys wanted to get with, and all the girls—including me—wanted to be. They were good at everything and there was nothing they couldn’t do. But being a lesbian was never in the cards for girls like Bree. And the first moment I’d seen her in the locker room, I felt I’d sized her up correctly.

      I was starting to wonder if I’d had Bree all wrong, though. She’d certainly had me pegged right, after all; not that I was about to make it easy for her to know that.

      “I’m not a lesbian,” I protested.

      “You sure?” Bree pressed.

      “You weren’t getting wet looking at Addy’s ass?”

      “Whatever,” I dismissed.

      “All right, girl, fine; whatever suits you,” Bree said, with a sudden indifference.

      “I was going to show you how we relieve tension before our tournaments, but if you’re not interested, it’s all good. Just don’t expect to swim very fast while thinking about your teammates naked.”

      I shifted my eyes from side to side, and then downward toward Bree’s swimsuit. It was then that I saw her wet stain of arousal.

      The sight of Bree’s pussy, even if only through the swimsuit, left me feeling weaker and more desperate than ever before. I couldn’t think of a time when I’d ever been so horny. And I knew that if I didn’t find a way to do something about it, the next few months were going to be the most brutal of my life.

      “You’re wet, too,” I blurted. It wasn’t what I’d wanted to say to Bree, but I couldn’t help myself.

      Bree nodded and smiled. “I know,” she said. “I guess I find nervous girls like you cute,” she continued.

      “Wait, you’re…” I started.

      “Let’s not put a label on it,” Bree quickly clarified. “All I know is, we’re a team here at Rendon, and whenever we get worked up before a tournament, we make use of what we’ve got, which is our own bodies. Not everybody on the swim team is a lesbian, but hey, we’re all adults, here. We do whatever we have to do to get ready before a match. And sometimes, that includes getting off to help our focus.”

      With that, Bree tugged on her swimsuit and started to pull it down. I looked down and saw her perfect body, completely naked.

      “Fuck,” I breathed. Bree laughed and reached down, sliding her fingers between her thighs.

      “Mm,” Bree moaned.

      “Your turn, Maya,” Bree said, eyeing my body up and down. “If you’re going to be a part of this team, then you’ve got to give everything you’ve got.”

      I hesitated for a moment, but I wanted to do it. I wanted Bree to see my pussy, even though it wasn’t even close to as beautiful as her own. I wanted her to see just how wet she was making me, though. And frankly, now that her body was naked for me to see, I didn’t know how much longer I could stand the pain of being so wet and not doing anything about it.

      I took a quick, deep breath and yanked my swimsuit down, until my breasts and pussy were exposed to the cool air. Bree looked down at my body and grinned. She took a step toward me.

      “Nice looking body,” she said.

      “Are you kidding me?” I said.

      She laughed. “No, I’m not kidding. Maybe you taste good, too?”

      My breath was fast and my wrists shook with nerves as I looked down at Bree who was staring at pussy.

      “Not as good as you, I bet,” I blurted, unable to stop myself.

      “Well, then,” Bree said as she took a seat on the wooden bench, letting both legs splay on either side of it. She reclined back, propping herself up with her hands bracing on either side of the bench. “Why don’t you find out?” She said, looking at me.

      I bit my lip and huffed through my teeth as I eyed her puffy, pink pussy. It looked so fucking delicious. I wanted nothing more than to taste it. So, I lowered to my knees in front of her and stuck out my tongue, running it once along her slit.

      “Mmm,” she sighed. “That’s a good start.”

      I didn’t reply, instead focusing on licking her pussy. Bree tasted even better than I thought she would, if that was even possible. Sweet and salty and tangy all at once. Like a cocktail on the rocks. I couldn’t get enough of her.

      As I continued lapping at her pussy, Bree began to moan louder and louder. Her hands curled into fists on either side of her body as she arched her back against the bench behind her.

      “God, Maya,” she gasped. “You’re unbelievable.” And maybe that was the best fucking compliment I’d ever received in my life, because it sent a jolt of lust straight through me.

      Encouraged, I dug my tongue in deeper, hitting her clit with each upward stroke until Bree was pulling at her own nipples and moaning loud enough to be heard in every locker room stall in the building. But I didn’t care. All I cared about was making her feel as good as she made me feel in that very moment.

      And then, all at once, Bree stiffened and tensed before collapsing back onto the bench with a thud. Her breathing was ragged as she gasped for air. I looked up at her and gave her a shy grin. She reached down and wrapped one hand around the back of my neck, yanking me up so our lips met in a searing kiss that left both of us gasping for air when we finally pulled away minutes later.

      “That,” she breathed out between heavy breaths, “was…”

      “I know,” I said, unable to finish my sentence from how out of breath I was.

      Maya smirked. “Now it’s your turn.” She lay me back against the bench and spread my legs.

      My heart thundered in my chest, pumped full of anticipation and need as Bree hovered above me, her eyes burning with a desire that reflected my own. The air seemed to crackle with the intensity of our connection, and I could barely wait for her to touch me, to bring me to the heights she had just reached.

      

      Carefully, Bree pushed my legs further apart, her gaze never leaving mine. Then, slowly, deliberately, she bent down. The first touch of her lips against my inner thigh sent a shiver through my body. Then her tongue followed the same path, teasing closer and closer to where I needed her most. I could feel myself growing wetter with every second that passed, an ache forming deep inside me that only Bree could satisfy.

      

      Her breath was hot against my skin as she finally reached my pussy. She kissed it gently at first, almost reverently, before her tongue slipped out to taste me. The sensation was electric. I closed my eyes and moaned softly, tangling my fingers in her hair and urging her on.

      

      Bree didn't need any encouragement; she was relentless in her pursuit of my pleasure. Her tongue flicked over my clit in a rhythm that soon had me writhing beneath her. Every stroke was precise, designed to push me closer and closer to the edge. My hips bucked up towards her face involuntarily as she found a particularly sensitive spot.

      

      I could feel the orgasm building within me, a tidal wave gaining momentum that threatened to wash over everything in its path. Bree sensed it too; she intensified her efforts, alternating between sucking on my clit and penetrating me with two fingers that curled up to hit just the right spot.

      

      The pressure inside me was immense now; it felt like every nerve ending in my body was focused on the sensations Bree was giving me. "Bree," I gasped out, barely able to form words as I teetered on the brink.

      

      And then with one final lick and a curl of her fingers, Bree sent me tumbling over into ecstasy. My orgasm hit me like a freight train; I screamed out loud as waves of pleasure crashed through me. I felt myself clench around Bree's fingers as she continued to work me through it, milking every last shudder from my twitching body.

      

      Gradually, the tremors subsided and I lay spent on the bench, panting hard. Bree kissed her way up my body until she could claim my lips once again in a gentle kiss that somehow said everything we didn't have the words for at that moment.

      “I guess my secret’s out, huh?” I said.

      “What? That you’re a lesbian? I guess so,” Bree smiled. “But so is mine. I guess we’ve each got to trust the other. At least, until I can get a few of the girls in on our new ritual,” Bree explained. I smiled even wider at this, already imagining sharing Bree with Addy next.

      Bree gave me a light spank on my ass and stood up as she said, “Come on.”

      “Time for practice?” I asked, sitting up—my body still shaking.

      “Hell no,” Bree laughed. “You think we can swim after what we just did? I’m not done with you. We’ve got to hit the showers!”

      I followed Bree toward the showers, knowing that we probably had a good forty or so minutes before practice ended. Of course, I felt a little guilty missing my first practice. But I knew that Bree, being the captain, would vouch for me.

      And she was right; there was no way I would be able to swim after all the things Bree was going to do to me in the locker room that afternoon.
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