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      I looked around my new college campus with a heart full of hope, my chest swelling with anticipation. This was the fresh start I had been yearning for—a chance to redefine myself, to step into a version of me unburdened by the past. The sprawling campus stretched before me, vibrant and alive with the energy of students rushing between classes, laughing in groups, or lounging on the neatly manicured lawns.

      The leaves were already beginning to fall from the towering maple trees that lined the pathways, their crimson and gold hues a striking contrast against the brilliant blue sky. Though summer still lingered in the air, teasing with its warmth, autumn was undeniably making its quiet approach.

      I hadn’t realized I was grinning until Adam pointed it out.

      “What are you so happy about?” he asked, tilting his head slightly as he tugged on the straps of his backpack. His voice carried the easy confidence that had drawn me to him in the first place. Dressed in a burgundy button-up that clung to his toned frame and a pair of perfectly fitted jeans, he looked effortlessly handsome. His short, golden-brown hair, tousled by the breeze, caught the sunlight, making him seem almost otherworldly.

      I could feel my lips stretch into a wider grin as I took him in, memorizing every detail.

      “Nothing,” I said, my voice betraying my happiness. “I guess I’m just excited about going to the same college as my ridiculously hot boyfriend.”

      Adam chuckled, a low, warm sound that sent a shiver down my spine. He closed the distance between us, wrapping his arms around my waist with an ease that made my heart stutter.

      “You’re the one who’s hot,” he murmured, tapping a playful finger against the tip of my nose.

      I let out a small laugh, but beneath my amusement was a lingering disbelief. What did he see in me? Whatever it was, no one had ever seen it before. In high school, I had been the nerd—not quite smart enough to belong with the academically gifted crowd but too bookish to fit in anywhere else. I was an outsider, floating between social groups but never quite finding a place to land.

      That was, until I met Adam.

      Fate had played its part in bringing us here together, but practicality had also had a hand in it. We both chose to attend the closest state university to our respective hometowns—separate places, linked only by the small movie theater where we had spent our summer working. That job had been my escape, a brief respite from the reputation that clung to me back home. No one at the theater knew about the teasing, the whispers, or the way I had spent most of high school feeling invisible.

      For the first time, I had felt like I could be myself. And most of that was because of Adam.

      His lips brushed against mine, soft yet insistent, and I inhaled the familiar, sun-kissed scent of his skin. My hands found the back of his neck, fingers tracing the warmth there, though they still trembled slightly—an involuntary reaction I hadn’t quite shaken, even after two months of dating. I pulled him closer, my body pressing against his, my heart hammering against my ribs.

      Then, inevitably, my glasses began to slip down my nose. With an irritated sigh, I broke our kiss and adjusted them.

      “I hate these things,” I muttered, pushing them back into place.

      Adam laughed, the corners of his hazel eyes crinkling in amusement.

      “I like them,” he said, reaching up to tuck a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “I’ve always had a thing for girls with glasses. At least stylish ones like yours.”

      “You think my glasses are stylish?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

      Adam nodded without hesitation. “They go well with your curly hair,” he said, his voice warm with affection.

      Before I could respond, he reached up and ran his fingers through my hair, his touch gentle yet electrifying. A shiver ran down my spine, and I thought I might melt right there in his arms. My eyelids fluttered, heavy with the kind of contentment I wasn’t used to, until something in the distance caught my attention.

      Something—or rather, someone—curvy.

      My eyes snapped open, adjusting to the sight before me, and in an instant, my stomach plummeted.

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I muttered under my breath, my entire body tensing.

      Adam followed my gaze, his brows furrowing. “What?”

      The curvy figure, now unmistakably familiar, locked eyes with me. A sly grin spread across her face as she released the handle of her luggage, letting it drop carelessly to the pavement. Then, with a dramatic wave of her arm, she called out across the courtyard.

      “Well, look who it is! Hey, virgin!”

      Heat flooded my face, my cheeks burning red-hot with humiliation. My hands curled into fists at my sides as a sickening mix of anger and embarrassment churned in my gut.

      Adam glanced at me, then back at her. “Bianca, who’s that?”

      Without thinking, I stepped closer to him, instinctively using his broad frame as a shield. It was ridiculous—I knew that—but I couldn’t help it.

      “That’s Lena,” I muttered, barely able to force her name past my lips. “We went to high school together.”

      Adam’s brow lifted. “Did she just call you a virgin?” He let out a small chuckle. “But we’ve fucked at least a dozen times.”

      I nearly choked. My entire body went stiff as I turned to gape at him.

      Then, realization dawned across his face, his easy amusement shifting into something far more serious. His eyes widened. “Oh. Fuck—was I your first?”

      I swallowed hard, exhaling sharply before giving him a single nod. I hadn’t meant for him to find out this way—not like this, not in front of her.

      As if on cue, Lena strutted over, her presence somehow managing to suck all the air from my lungs. Despite the lingering warmth in the air, she was dressed entirely in black: a cropped top that hugged her curves, paired with tight black jeans. Her jet-black eyes—soulless as ever—still managed to glint with something dangerously playful.

      She sized Adam up immediately, her smirk widening. “And who’s this rugged stud?” she asked, her tone dripping with amusement. “He’s gotta be a friend, because I know you’d never get a boyfriend.”

      Before I could respond, Adam stepped in front of me, his stance protective. Without hesitation, he reached for my arms, pulling them around his waist as if to physically tether me to him.

      “Actually,” he said smoothly, “that’s exactly what I am. Her boyfriend.” His voice was calm but firm, carrying an underlying edge. “I don’t know the Bianca you knew in the past, but she’s different now. So you better watch your back.”

      My heart slammed against my ribs.

      Oh no. No, no, no.

      He was saying all the wrong things to say to someone like Lena.

      For a split second, her expression flickered—just enough for me to notice. Normally, this would be the moment she’d shove me, push my books out of my hands, or whisper something cruel enough to ruin my entire day. But instead, she regarded Adam with newfound interest, her eyes raking over him before she took a deliberate step backward.

      “Oh, is that so?” she mused.

      Adam didn’t budge.

      Lena let out a breathy chuckle, shaking her head. “Guess that’s what college is all about, right?” she said, her lips curving into something wicked. “Broadening your horizons and all that shit?”

      “Exactly,” Adam said easily.

      Then, to my absolute horror, she said, “In fact, maybe the three of us should hang out tonight. We can catch up and get to know each other better.” Lena’s smirk deepened, her gaze locking onto Adam like a predator sizing up its next meal.

      “You know, that’s actually a good idea,” he said. “How about seven?”

      My stomach twisted into a knot.

      “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said quickly.

      I wasn’t worried about being bullied—not this time. No, what really terrified me was the idea of Adam actually liking her. Lena was beautiful, confident, and dangerously charming. She knew exactly how to manipulate people, how to make them crave her attention.

      And Adam was hot.

      Too hot.

      What if he wanted her? What if he looked at her the way every other guy had?

      “Come on,” Lena said, giving my hand a reassuring squeeze. “We’re in college now. It’s time to grow up. By the looks of it, the two of us will be in the same dorm hall. We’re bound to run into each other on occasion. Don’t you want to start off on the right foot?”

      I groaned, barely resisting the urge to run away from this whole situation. “I’d rather switch schools.”

      Lena’s eyes widened in exaggerated surprise, her lips parting as if she had just been deeply wounded.

      “Geez, man,” she said, pressing a hand to her chest in mock offense. “I had no idea you felt that way about me.”

      I crossed my arms, my expression unimpressed. “Really?” I said, arching a brow. “You couldn’t tell how much I hated you in school?”

      Lena let out a breathy chuckle, flipping her dark hair over one shoulder as she shook her head. “Hated me? For what? A little teasing?” She rolled her eyes, her tone light and dismissive. “Come on, Bianca. We were just joking around. We always considered you one of the girls.”

      I barely resisted the urge to scoff out loud.

      That was a lie if I had ever heard one.

      Lena wasn’t about to admit what she and her friends had really put me through—not with Adam standing right there, watching her with a critical gaze. She was rewriting history, trying to make herself look better, trying to downplay years of snide remarks, cruel pranks, and whispered insults that had followed me through every hallway of our school.

      And I knew exactly why.

      She didn’t want to look like the villain—not in front of him.

      That could only mean one thing: she was already thinking about trying to steal him from me.

      The thought made my stomach twist.

      Adam was gorgeous, confident, and effortlessly charming—the kind of guy who would never have looked twice at me back then. Girls like Lena, with their perfect hair and flirtatious grins, always got what they wanted.

      And if I refused to hang out, if I made a big deal out of it, I would look like the asshole.

      I didn’t want to be that girl—the one who seemed possessive, insecure, petty. I didn’t want to push Adam away before our relationship had even had a chance to grow.

      So, against every screaming instinct in my body, I forced a tight smile and nodded.

      “All right,” I said reluctantly. “We’ll meet at seven.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Later that evening, I met Adam back in the same courtyard where we had run into Lena earlier. The evening air was warm, carrying the distant hum of students settling into campus life. Streetlights flickered to life, casting long shadows over the brick pathways.

      Adam stood waiting for me, dressed in dark slacks and a crisp blue button-down. The color made his golden-brown hair appear even richer under the glow of the campus lights. My heart fluttered at the sight of him. He looked good. Too good.

      Why was he so dressed up?

      Was it for me?

      Or was it for my arch-nemesis?

      “You look nice,” I said, looping an arm around his thick waist and pulling him in. His warmth pressed against my side, grounding me in the moment.

      “I agree,” came a deep, familiar voice from behind me.

      I stiffened instantly. I didn’t need to turn around to know who it was.

      Adam smiled and peered at her over my shoulder. “Ready to do this?” he asked.

      “Do what, exactly?” Lena’s voice dripped with curiosity.

      I wondered the same thing.

      Adam didn’t elaborate. Instead, he took my hand in his, his grip firm but reassuring, and tugged me toward the courtyard’s exit. “Come on,” he said. “I know of a place where we can be alone.”

      Alone?

      I could feel Lena trailing behind us, her presence annoyingly close. Even without looking, I could sense her, feel the slight shift in the air as she kept pace with us. The idea of her tagging along on any outing labeled “alone” was enough to make my skin prickle with irritation.

      We walked in silence through campus, following Adam’s lead. I had no idea where he was taking us until the familiar outline of the theater building came into view.

      “Are we allowed in there?” I asked, my voice hushed despite no one being around.

      Adam turned to answer, but Lena beat him to it.

      “Of course not,” she said matter-of-factly. “I have to hand it to you, Bianca. Your boyfriend’s pretty cool.”

      Something about the way she said my name made me pause. It was the first time she had ever called me that instead of some snide nickname.

      Adam, oblivious to the moment between us, shrugged. “I know a guy who acts here. One of the doors has a bad lock.”

      I raised an eyebrow. “And that is supposed to make me feel better?”

      He merely grinned, leading us around to a side entrance. True to his word, he jiggled the handle a few times before the lock gave way with a quiet pop. He pushed the door open just enough to peek inside.

      “You guys wait here while I make sure the coast is clear,” he said before slipping into the dimly lit building.

      And just like that, I was alone with Lena.

      A familiar tension settled between us. I kept my eyes trained on the darkened campus, pretending she didn’t exist, but Lena—being Lena—couldn’t stand silence.

      “Hey, girl,” she said after a long pause. “I’m really sorry for how I was in school. I was a bitch.”

      I blinked, taken aback. That was not what I had expected to come out of her mouth.

      “Yeah,” I said bluntly. “You were.”

      She huffed a small laugh, but it wasn’t mocking—it was almost...self-deprecating. “I know it’s not an excuse,” she continued, “but I was dealing with some shit. Now that I’m living on my own, I don’t feel as much like lashing out.”

      I crossed my arms. “Really? Because you still seem pretty irritating.”

      Lena smirked but didn’t fire back like she usually would. Instead, she held up her hands. “Hey, I’m trying to apologize here.”

      I finally turned to look at her.

      For once, she wasn’t grinning like she had the upper hand. Her brows were pinched together, and her dark eyes held something uncharacteristically sincere.

      “It’s cool,” I said after a beat. “But you should know that I’m different too.”

      Lena tilted her head slightly, then nodded toward the theater door where Adam had disappeared. “I guess so,” she said. “I’m guessing I can’t call you ‘virgin’ anymore.”

      A slow smile spread across my lips. “Nope. You can’t.”

      She clicked her tongue, feigning disappointment. “That’s a shame. I could’ve taught you a thing or two.”

      I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant by that. The words carried an underlying meaning, but I couldn’t quite decipher it. Was she just teasing me? Or was she implying something else?

      Either way, I chose to shrug it off. Social awkwardness wasn’t exclusive to me, after all.

      Before I could think too much about it, Adam’s voice called from inside when the coast was clear.

      

      “Come on,” Adam said, his voice low and inviting.

      We slipped inside the darkened theater, the heavy door creaking shut behind us. The air smelled of aged wood, dust, and the faint lingering scent of stage paint. Shadows loomed around us, interrupted only by the dim glow of the emergency exit signs.

      I still couldn’t believe I was hanging out with Lena, much less sharing my boyfriend time with her. It felt unnatural, like I had stepped into an alternate reality where my high school tormentor was suddenly part of my social circle. And yet, as we made our way toward the stage, I found my mind replaying her apology. Was she actually capable of change?

      Adam flicked on a small work light near the stage, casting a warm glow over the worn wooden boards. He hopped up onto the edge and let his legs dangle off, patting the spot beside him. I followed, sliding in next to him, my shoulder brushing his.

      To my surprise, Lena sat down on my other side—close. Too close.

      Then, without warning, she peeled off her black crop top.

      “Whoa—what are you doing?” I blurted, my eyes widening.

      Lena shrugged as she tossed the fabric aside. “It’s fucking hot in here,” she said casually. “Relax. My bra has plenty of coverage.”

      She wasn’t wrong. The bralette was thick, lacy, and extended down her ribs, almost like a cropped tank top. But I could see her nipples poking through the fabric, and I was sure Adam could see them too. The fabric clung to her in a way that left little to the imagination. I swallowed hard, suddenly hyper-aware that Adam was sitting right next to me—right next to her.

      And then he spoke.

      “I don’t mind,” he said, his gaze flicking over her toned stomach.

      My spine went rigid. My worst nightmare was unfolding before my eyes.

      I whipped my head toward him. “Adam. I’m right here, you know.”

      “What?” He looked at me, genuinely confused. “You can’t admit when another girl is attractive?”

      A slow smirk tugged at the corner of Lena’s lips. “Relax,” she said, leaning back on her hands. “I’m not going to steal your man.”

      “Oh yeah?” I shot back. “And how do I know that?”

      Lena tilted her head, a glint of amusement in her dark eyes. “Why don’t you pull down the top of your dress, Bianca? Make it even.”

      I froze. My breath hitched.

      I glanced at Adam, then back at Lena. There was a challenge in her gaze, like she was daring me to prove something—not just to her, but to myself.

      And maybe, just maybe, I wanted to.

      So I did.

      With a quiet exhale, I reached for the straps of my dress and tugged them down, letting the fabric bunch at my waist. My skin prickled against the cool air, but I ignored it. I wasn’t curvy like Lena, but I was lean, with subtle muscle from years of swimming. I leaned back slightly, accentuating the lines of my stomach.

      Lena raised an eyebrow, clearly impressed. “Not bad,” she admitted. Then, with a teasing grin, she added, “But the real question is—how does the rest of you look?”

      Adam chuckled, shaking his head. “Trust me, Lena. Perfect.”

      Warmth spread through my chest. His words were simple, but they carried a weight that made me feel seen. Wanted.

      Lena, however, wasn’t done stirring the pot. She leaned in, her voice dropping to a playful whisper. “You notice he didn’t describe it, though.” Before I could react, she reached for the hem of my dress, as if daring to push her boundaries even further. She tugged at my panties to try and peek inside.  “Come on, girly.  What does it look like?  Do you shave or trim?”

      I slapped her hand away. “None of your damn business.”

      She let out a laugh, holding up her hands in mock surrender. “Hey, I was just curious.”

      “Yeah, well, keep your curiosity to yourself.”

      Lena smirked. Then, to my horror, she stood and unzipped her dark jeans.

      “What are you doing?” I asked, my voice sharp.

      “Look, I’ll show you mine,” she said again, as if that single word could erase all the chaos she was causing. She pulled them down over her hips with her panties and thrust her shaved pussy in our direction, but I put up my hand.

      But I had had enough.

      I shot her a glare, crossing my arms. “Put your damn pants back on, Lena. No one wants to see that.” But that wasn’t the whole truth. I was curious. More than curious to see—and compare—myself to Lena.

      For the first time, she blinked in surprise. Then—against all odds—she laughed. A real laugh. Like I had finally caught her off guard.

      I smirked, realizing I had just done something I never thought possible.

      I had successfully put Lena in her place.

      And damn, it felt good.

      “Is this disgusting?” she asked.  Without thinking, I turned my head and saw deliciously plump folds between her fingers.  My jaw must’ve fallen open, because my mouth suddenly went dry. I felt my gaze lingering and mind wondering what she might taste like. Fuck. What’s wrong with me? I’ve never wanted to be with a girl before and this was, Lena, my bully.

      Adam was laughing at us.  “You know what would be hot?”

      I glared at him.  “No.  No fucking way.”

      “You don’t even know what I was going to say.”

      “Yes, I do.  All you guys are the same.  You like to take two straight girls and make them fuck each other.”

      Lena was still touching her pussy as she giggled.  “Your boyfriend’s been trying to get you to fuck another girl?  Interesting…”

      “What’s so interesting about it?” I asked.

      “Oh, I forgot,” she said.  “You never had any friends.  Friends do that shit to each other all the time.  You know, you’re just hanging around and get kind of horny.  Then you give each other oral and fondle each other’s tits.  It’s no big deal.”

      I burst into laughter.  “Yeah, if you’re a lesbian.”

      Lena smirked.  “Don’t knock it until you try it.”

      “Maybe you should teach her,” Adam said, egging her on.

      Lena’s eyes lit up.  “Yeah, maybe I should.”

      I took another look at her pussy and noticed how wet it was getting.  Why was it getting so fucking wet right now?  And why was my mouth watering at the sight of it.  I swallowed the lump in my throat and lowered my gaze.

      Adam leaned into me and kissed me hard.  I didn’t know what for.  As his lips parted, so did mine until our tongues met.  He wove his fingers into mine and lifted my hands up.  I continued kissing him as he slipped my fingers between Lena’s thighs.  I didn’t realize I was touching Lena’s wet pussy until it was too late.

      He palmed the outside of my hand, trapping it there.  He placed my other hand on the hard-on in his pants while we kissed.  He helped me finger Lena until even Adam’s kiss couldn’t distract me anymore.

      I pulled away and stood up.  “This is crazy,” I said.  “I’m not doing this.”

      “Sit down, virgin,” Lena said.  I glared at her, but she only smiled.  “That’s right.  I can call you that again, now that I know you’ve never done this kind of thing.  You’re still a bit of a virgin, aren’t you?”

      Adam, who was still sitting, took my hand and looked up at me with big round eyes.  “Please?” he begged.  “For me?  Just a little fingering.  That’s it.”

      “Fuck,” I breathed.  I didn’t want to disappoint Adam.  So what if I fingered another girl’s pussy for a second?  That didn’t make me a lesbian.  And if my boyfriend wanted to see it, then all the better, right?  “Fine,” I said.  “Whatever.  But I’m not going to get turned on.  It’s a waste of your time.”  I turned back to Lena.  “There’s no way I’m letting you call me virgin anymore.”

      She grinned and pulled up her pants.

      “What are you doing?” I asked.

      “I’m going to let you receive,” she said.  “That way you’ll know how good it can feel even if you aren’t a lesbian.”

      She pushed on my shoulders until I fell back down on the stage, and then she sat down beside me.  Her hand moved slowly up my thighs.  My body trembled under Adam’s and Lena’s heated gazes.  What the fuck was I doing?  I hated Lena more than anyone in the world and now I was going to let her touch my pussy?  My breath was quick and shallow, but I tried to hide that I was aroused.  I shouldn’t have been aroused.  Not by a girl.  Definitely not by Lena.

      Her slender hand slipped inside my panties.  When her fingers grazed my slit, I bucked against her.  She smiled like she knew what that meant.  But I could still save face in front of Adam.  I tried not to let my hips roll forward again, but when Lena’s fingers slipped inside me, I couldn’t help it.  I was eager for a release.

      Her stroke was slow and equally teasing.  Little puffs escaped me as the tension built.  Adam was biting his bottom lip, staring at the two of us with renewed lust.  In fact, I was sure I’d never seen him look at me like that before.

      I tried to ease into it.  So what if Lena was fingering my pussy?  My hot boyfriend seemed to be enjoying it and it did feel good.  That didn’t make me a lesbian.  I wasn’t even sure it made me bi.

      Lena continued to finger me in long, smooth strokes.  Her fingers were warm and the pressure against my clit was firm.  There was something about her touch that made me loathe her and crave her at the same time.  I was disgusted by the fact that her fingers were inside me, but I couldn’t deny how good it felt.

      Adam leaned forward, his gaze now on Lena.  Lena leaned forward too.  I could see what was happening long before it happened, but I couldn’t put a stop to it.  Lena’s finger’s felt too good.  The sight of the two of them was too good.  They leaned in closer until their lips met.  My boyfriend and my enemy were kissing over my lap while my enemy fingered my pussy.

      “Oh fuck,” I breathed, feeling my climax burst through me.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”  I hunched forward, trying to contain myself.  I hadn’t been prepared.  I hadn’t realized I was so close.

      Adam chuckled.  “Wow, I’ve never seen her come so fast before,” he said.  “I think you should reward Lena for making you feel so good.”

      I pulled my panties up and my dress down, frowning at the wet mess I’d made.  “Reward her?  How?”

      “You should eat her out,” he said.

      “Now, wait a minute.  All she does is finger me and now I have to eat her out?”

      Lena placed a hand on my stomach, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.  “I know of something I want even more.”

      Her eyes flicked to my boyfriend and she licked her lips.  A ‘no’ was on the tip of my tongue until I saw how much Adam wanted her.  The jealousy that had snaked through me earlier had subsided.  Watching the two of them kiss was what had made me come.  How hot would it be to actually share him with another woman?

      Adam turned to me.  “I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do.”

      I opened my lips to say no, but nothing came out.  Lena, noticing, moved forward with her plan.  I was helpless to stop her.

      She lifted her bralette up until her tits were exposed.  It was too late to shield her from Adam’s gaze.  Her breasts were out in the evening air, nipples hard as little erasers.

      I wanted to tell her to put them away, but they were so perfect, and she looked so beautiful sitting there with them fully exposed.  The setting of the auditorium behind her added a nice touch.  I could only imagine us on this stage while the auditorium was full of people, with Lena flashing her perfect tits to everyone.

      Lena leaned over me and pressed her lips to mine.  I let her.  I didn’t know why, but I let her.  Her tongue probed my lips and swept against mine.  She tasted like honey and melons.  I reached up for her tits and massaged them in my hands.  But before I could please her too much, she pulled back.

      “I’m going to suck your boyfriend’s cock now.”

      All I could do was nod.

      The thought of Lena swallowing my boyfriend’s cock made me hum with jealousy, but the thought of watching him come for her made me salivate.  “Go on,” I said, finally finding my voice.  “Do it.”

      Adam shifted on the stage and laid back while removing his jeans and briefs.  Lena grinned wide and crawled over him.  They both lay beside me on the stage, about to put on a show just for me.

      She parted her lips, keeping her gaze fixed on Adam’s huge cock.  The giant, bulbous head met her lips and pushed past them.

      I couldn’t help but groan and place a hand behind her head as Adam pushed his cock in and out, inching toward the back of her throat.  I moaned, my clit sparking with the desire to come again.

      Lena sucked in her cheeks and swirled her tongue over Adam’s shaft.  Why was it making me wet to watch her suck him?  Maybe it was the way Adam was moaning while beneath her.  Maybe it was the sight of her hanging breasts.  Whatever it was, I couldn’t change it.  My pussy was wet and aching with need.

      Without warning, Adam withdrew his cock and hunched forward.  “That was a close one,” he said.  “I almost came.”

      “Why didn’t you?” asked Lena, her lips full and her eyes wide.

      “Because all this has me wanting something more.”

      Adrenaline raced through me.  What the fuck did he mean ‘something more?’  I couldn’t help but slide a hand between my legs, inching up my dress just enough to show a sliver of my wet pussy.  I slid my panties to the side and began to play with myself.  Now Lena and Adam were getting the perfect view of my pussy and tits.

      “What does it make you want?” I breathed, my eyes fluttering with desire.  “Whatever you want, you can have.”

      “Do what?” Lena asked.

      My fingers slid between the lips of my pussy and disappeared inside.  I moaned and rolled my hips at the image of what was to come.

      “You’ll find out soon enough,” said Adam.  He gripped her shoulders and turned her away from him, pushing her down toward the stage.  I had to hold my glasses to my face to keep them from falling.  After removing his shirt, he slid her dark jeans and panties down over her ass.  Her tits were pressed up against the cold stage making her skin break out in goosebumps.  Adam’s hands gripped her ass cheeks and spread them wide.  When his saliva touched her asshole, I knew it was too late to turn back.

      Lena stared at me as I teased myself to the sight of them.  She clawed at the stage, desperate for something to grip as she braced for the cock she knew was coming.

      I wondered if this was the first time she’d ever done anal.  I wondered if, in some way, she’d be losing her virginity today.

      Adam lathered his cock with his own spit and worked a finger inside her hole.  “It feels better than I thought,” Lena said, confirming that she was a virgin when it came to anal sex.

      Adam worked his finger in and out until she was nice and relaxed.  My moans grew louder.  “Fuck her hard,” I breathed.  “I’m about to come.  I want to see you fill her first.”

      Adam spit one more time on her ass and then leaned over her until his lips were near her ear.  “Ready to lose your virginity?” he whispered teasingly.  It was clear to more than just me that she’d never done this before.

      She didn’t reply.  It looked like she didn’t like the virgin jokes any more than I did.

      His thick tip pressed to her slick hole and pushed against her.  He inched inside, spreading her open.  “Fuck,” she breathed as she tried to take him in.  He was so long and so thick that it looked like she might split in two.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

      Adam groaned like he was in heaven and then slammed his dick all the way inside her.  I let out a moan and heard Adam moan louder.

      “Yes, yes!” I said.  “Fuck her hard.  Make her like it.”  I couldn’t believe I was talking this way.  Not once had I ever talked dirty with her.  The sight of them turned me on so much.

      Adam pulled his hips back and slammed them forward.  He began to rock himself in and out of her, his thick rod massaging her inner walls.  My chest tightened, but my pussy pulsed with pleasure.  I fingered myself and teased my clit.

      As if following my lead, Adam reached under Lena’s stomach with his free hand and began to finger her.  “How does it feel, baby?  Do you like it?”

      She huffed as the pain and pleasure swirled into one.  “Yes,” she breathed.  “I fucking like it.”

      “Oh fuck, that’s so hot,” he said, fingering her faster as he played with her clit.

      While Adam pounded her ass, his balls with each thrust, Lena wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me toward her head.  “This isn’t right,” she said.  “You playing with yourself all alone.”

      I understood her meaning and spread my legs, scooting my exposed pussy toward her.  She wrapped her arms around my thighs and watched me lean back as her tongue made contact.  She licked up and down my wet, puffy slit.  My back arched, and my breasts rose and fell with my heavy breathing.

      “Fuck,” said Adam who now had the perfect view of us.  “I won’t last much longer.”

      “Good,” Lena said in between moans.  “Because neither will I.”

      I shared their sentiments.  I placed one hand on my breast and kept the other hand on the back of Lena’s head.  Adam fingered her nice and slow while she devoured my pussy.  With each flick of her tongue came a moan as Adam rammed her ass with his long, hard cock.  As if each of his thrusts sent a vibration through all of us, a chain reaction of grunts and moans sent us all over the edge.

      It started with me.  I clutched Lena’s hair in my fingers as I came against her face.  Then she let out a moan against me as her orgasm shot through her.  Adam’s fingers then dug into her ass and he slammed harder than ever before, burying his cock deep inside her as he shot his load.  His warm, slick cum filled her ass, defiling her in a way I would never forget.

      Adam withdrew his cock and leaned back on his ass.  I sat up and pulled my dress down my hips and up over my breasts.  Lena was the last, laying there almost naked with Adam’s cum spilling out of her ass.  Fuck, did I really just let them do that?  And did it really make me come?

      “Congrats,” said Adam.  He was out of breath.  “You’re no longer a virgin.”  It was then that I realized Adam had done this intentionally to turn the tables on the teasing.  This was something I could hold over Lena’s head.  It was more evidence to me that Lena wasn’t going to steal Adam after all.  Even though I wasn’t sure I was done wanting to watch them fuck.

      Lena began to dress.  “I’m thinking I might want to do this again.”

      My cheeks turned red and my gaze met Adam’s.  “I think I’d be down for that.”

      Adam grabbed my hands in his and leaned toward me.  “Do you mean it, Bianca?  Can we do this again?”

      I adjusted my glasses and looked at Lena.  She seemed different to me now.  Vulnerable in a way, even though it was me who’d given up my boyfriend.  I couldn’t help but feel like I understood her better now.  That we were closer somehow.

      “Yeah,” I said.  “I don’t think we’re through here.  “I’m sure there are lots of things we can try that we’ve never done before.”

      “I’m impressed,” said Lena.  “I always thought you were too much of a saint for any of this.”

      “Not anymore,” Adam said, wrapping his arms around me from behind.

      “That’s right, Lena.  Not anymore.”
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