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“Amap?” The man behind the counter doesn’t even look up from his phone.

You are not a pushover, Piper. You are a twenty-four year old woman. You can do this.

“Yea, um,” I say, suddenly forgetting the speech I had rehearsed on the way down here. “I’m new here. In the building I mean, and I guess the area too, and the state. I’m from North Dakota.”

The man looks up, his expression blank.

“And the place feels a bit like a labyrinth, you know? Trying to get from the loading docks to my apartment and, well, I keep getting lost.”

“A labyrinth?” He still does not look up.

“Oh, like a maze. It’s actually from the Greek myth of the Minotaur, a creature that was half-man and half-bull. The labyrinth was a maze built to contain the monster and⁠—”

“I know what the word means,” he says, shaking his head. “That part about the Minotaur is interesting though. Didn’t know that.”

I can feel the heat in my cheeks and the pressure behind my eyes. This has been an awful day and my own ineptitude at navigating something as simple as the inside of an apartment complex has me convinced that all my fears were true.

I’m not cut out for this. I’m not a big city girl who can just, like, understand the inside of massive apartment complexes. I’ve always prided myself on a sense of direction, but that’s, you know, outside. Growing up on a farm, growing up outdoors, you learn to navigate by different things: the sun in the sky, the stars overhead, but also by the landmarks in the landscape.

But all these hallways look the same, and I’m pretty sure someone must have messed with the signs too. I tried to follow them and ended up on the opposite side of the building from where I should have been.

Don’t get me wrong. I’m not some country hayseed with no idea how to operate out in the world. I went to college in a major city, or major at least for North Dakota. But this isn’t Fargo.

I’m across the country, more than a little stressed, and completely overwhelmed. A lot of things are hitting all at once and making me doubt myself, making me doubt that any of this was a good idea in the first place.

“Helllllooo, Franklin.” A cheery voice at my side causes me to jump. 

“Halley,” the man says, a smile tugging at the corner of your lips. “What can I do for you?”

“Just got a package to pick up.” 

The man, apparently named Franklin, nods and heads into the room behind the counter to retrieve the package.

Out of the corner of my eye I can see her turn toward me. Then I feel her hand on the small of my back. “Sorry about that. Didn’t mean to startle you.”

My body goes rigid. Maybe this is how they do things in NOVA, but I’m not used to people I don’t know touching me in such a familiar manner. I turn while at the same time stepping back, feeling her hand slide off me.

“Don’t worry about it,” I say. “Just didn’t see you there at first and⁠—”

It takes my brain a moment to process what I’m looking at and once I do my mouth stops working. Standing next to me is one of the most gorgeous women I have ever seen.

Her hair is tied up in a high ponytail, a few strands free on the left side falling loose over the side over face. Her eyes are dark and smoky, her lips full. I follow the angle of her jaw down her elegant neck, past her collarbone.

My heart thumps in my chest while hers struggles to escape a crop top that is at least two sizes too small. She doesn’t appear to be wearing a bra; the outline of her nipples is clear through partly transparent white fabric. Lower down there’s a sliver of her stomach exposed, flat and tanned with the hint of muscle rippling beneath skin. Her waist dips in and her hips flare out. The girl is all kinds of curvy. All kinds of beautiful. 

Her whole look astounds me. Is this what women here dress like? Is this what women here look like? I feel the jealousy twist in my stomach.

“Cat got your tongue?” she smirks at me and I realize I’ve been staring.

“Umm, sorry,” I say. “You’re really pretty.”

You’re really pretty? What are you Piper? A little kid?

She angles her head to the side and then her eyes flick up and back down, like she’s assessing me. I feel weirdly nervous. Even stranger is the sensation I feel when she smiles at me, like I’m happy that she approves?

“Thank you,” she says, one hand gesturing to her outfit. “I was going more for hot, but I’ll take pretty.”

Her hand has drawn my attention back down to her body, back down to her chest. Maybe she’s cold in that skimpy outfit because her nipples are even more pronounced than a few moments ago.

“See now that was more the reaction I was going for,” she says, smirking.

“Oh no, I wasn’t. I mean I was, but I didn’t—” I take a deep breath because oh boy am I floundering here. “Like I wasn’t staring at them, or anything.”

Them?  Did I really just say them?

She laughs. “Oh but you were.” And then she leans in so that her lips are only a few inches from my ear and she whispers, “Don’t worry. I was doing the same to you.”

My mouth clamps shut and I try to strangle the gasp bubbling up from my throat. She pulls away an innocent smile on her face.

“I’m not always slutting it up like this,” she says. “But Franklin can be a little cold. Give him a few things to peek at and he warms right up. Not exactly my most feminist move, but sometimes you have to be practical.”

Slutting it up? Being practical about showing some skin so that the guy behind the front desk is actually helpful?

Is this how girls here talk? Is this how girls here behave? It’s yet another bit of culture shock and a stark reminder that I’m a long way from home.

Franklin comes back with the package and hands it to Halley, who bats her eyelashes as she thanks him.

“Come on,” she says to me, already walking away. “You don’t need a map. I’ll show you the place.”

She doesn’t break stride as I stand there frozen for a moment. I glance at Franklin, already back on his phone and I know he will be no help.

“Are you sure?” I call out as I hurry after her.
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HALLEY


STEPH


PIPER? I hardly know her!




EVE


[image: unamused face]




Izzy the Anal Queen


[image: unamused face]




HALLEY


[image: rolling on the floor laughing]




STEPH


I’m glad someone appreciates how funny I am.




Izzy the Anal Queen


I’m not sure if funny is the word I would use…




EVE


Play nice girls. We can’t let this bitterness divide us when we should all be working together to bag this brand new hottie.




That is if Halley actually read her right…




HALLEY


Excuse me, but I have the finest tuned gaydar out of anyone. Who among us has slept with more “straight” girls than me? I know how to find the diamonds in the rough.




Izzy the Anal Queen


I say this with all due respect, but I think that has less to do with your finely tuned ‘gaydar’ than it does with you being a giant slut. You strike out as often as you succeed. Maybe more. 




STEPH


Ohhh, story time! Ugh, I am so glad you guys are girlfriends. Before you came along Halley could just pretend that she was always right about these things. Now we get to see behind the curtain!




HALLEY


I’m so glad that the main thing you like about me finding true love is that you get to hear embarrassing stories about my failed pursuits.




EVE


Excuse me? True love? Anything you two want to tell us?




HALLEY


I guess it’s time to admit it. I’m in love with Isabel…’s incredible ass. [image: winking face with tongue]




Izzy the Anal Queen


Aww babe, you know I don’t like mushy stuff. And right back at you…r tits [image: heart suit]




EVE


Get a room you two!




STEPH


And let me watch!




HALLEY


Okay, I feel like we are getting off topic. Back to Piper. How about a little wager?




EVE


I’m listening…




HALLEY


We can do teams or every girl for herself, but the rules are simple: first one to bed this beauty wins.




STEPH


What do we win? And I vote for teams. Not that I’m completely opposed to the alternative, but since finding actual true love, banging a woman without my loving girlfriend there to watch and join in just feels empty.




EVE


Aww, what a hopeless romantic. Love you babe [image: heart suit]




Izzy the Anal Queen


Wow, way to make a girl feel special about our Saturday post gym escapades in the sauna last week…




STEPH


Izzy! That’s different. We know each other. And besides, if I recall correctly, I was ANYTHING but empty [image: smiling face with horns]




HALLEY


Getting off topic again!




STEPH


Okay, okay, the wager…what’s the prize?




HALLEY


Winner gets to tie the other three of us up and have their way with them?




Izzy the Anal Queen


That sounds fun. I could think of a few things to show you girls…




EVE


NO ANAL Izzy. I know where your mind is going.




Izzy the Anal Queen


Oh my god! It was one finger, one time and you guys act like I’m some anal fiend.




STEPH


Anal QUEEN*




Izzy the Anal Queen


Ugh, do you guys still have that as my name in your phones?




STEPH


No?




EVE


Of course not! [image: lying face]




HALLEY


Absolutely! [image: peach]




By the time we’ve ironed out the details I can’t decide which ache is worse: the one between my legs caused by…well, that’s obvious, or the one in my cheeks from smiling and laughing so hard at the absurdity of it all.

I never had a five year plan or my whole life mapped out, so it’s not like I had a completely clear picture, but I certainly didn’t expect things to end up like this with this weird quasi-open relationship with these three incredible women.

Even after Eve and Steph invited me into their bed when all three of us had been holed up at Steph’s parents' country house during COVID, it had really just been about sex.

We had developed a real and true friendship, but I still was of the mind that I was going to sow my wild oats forever, one woman after the next—with frequent dalliances with Steph and Eve—for at least another decade before I thought about settling down.

But then came Isabel and it was hate at first sight. But as they say: hate and out of control horniness are two sides of the same coin.

Or something like that.

Isabel will be home soon from work and then we can work on formulating a plan. Eve and Steph are beyond gorgeous and I have no doubt Piper would follow them into bed. Just like I have no doubt that Piper is into women.

I saw the glances she stole at me in my way too small crop top, the way she blushed and looked away every time I turned over my shoulder to make sure she was still following. It was so clear that she was staring at my ass.

But I’m equally confident that Isabel and I will be the one to win the bet. Eve and Steph are nice and sweet and they certainly know what they are doing in the bedroom, but they lack the killer instinct that Isabel and I have. The kind that can cut through the bullshit and get a girl from “Hey” to “Oh my god, don’t fucking stop” in the shortest time possible.

Besides, I have a leg up in that I’m the only one who’s actually met Piper as of yet. And from the way she was blushing and stuttering, I know she has a crush on me.

Whether or not she realizes it yet herself.
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HALLEY


After work, Isabel comes over.

I greet her at the door the same way I always do: topless with a smile on my face and a cup of chamomile tea for her to drink, while I strip her bottom half naked and sink to my knees.

“Come here,” I say, my hands slipping over her hips to grip the firm flesh of her perfect ass. “I want to taste how your day was.”

“Oh fuck,” she hisses as my tongue swipes across her wetness. “Do you just spend all day thinking up filthy things to say to me when I get home?”

I moan a yes into her.

One hand holds the mug of tea while the other fists my hair, pushing my face deeper between her legs.

Within ninety seconds her legs are buckling as she curses and groans, reaching out to put the tea on the end table before using that hand to brace herself against the wall.

When it’s over, I rise. Two hands grip the hard angles of her jaw and I press a kiss to her lips, my own still covered in her. She devours me. Her lips sucking mine in, the pressure hard enough to make me yelp. And while her lips are working, her hands aren’t idle.

One hand toys with the waistband of my cotton shorts, while the other snakes its way up my stomach. I feel my abdomen clench in anticipation as her fingers dance across my skin, inching higher even as the fingers on her other hand dip into my shorts.

She drags a hand across the bottom of my breast, squeezing gently for a moment before she does the same with the other. The fingers in my shorts creep lower and then one swipes along my opening as Isabel pulls back, her hungry eyes fixed on mine, watching as my face contorts in pleasure.

“So,” I hiss out as Isabel slips one finger inside me, “how were the airplanes today?”

My girlfriend is an airplane mechanic, which to me might just be the hottest profession possible. The only thing that might be sexier is if they were fighter jets and she was flying them in combat, though war is bad and all that, so maybe this is better.

“It was a long day,” she says, her hot breath washing over my neck and making me shudder. “There was one issue I ran into. A pressure valve that wasn’t releasing correctly, so it just kept building. In flight if that happened, the pressure would go crazy, building and building,” she says as her thumb presses hard against my swollen clit. “And if I didn’t find a way to release the pressure, who knows what would have happened.”

God, I fucking love how clever she with her dirty talk. Maybe coming from someone who didn’t look like Izzy it would be corny, but coming from a beautiful goddess of a woman like this? Umm, yes please!

“And did you?” My voice shakes like I’ve just come in from the cold.

She arches one eyebrow. “Always,” she says. “You see a few other mechanics tried first, but you know how people can be. Thinking that force and machismo is the way to go, just thinking they can muscle their way to what they want.”

As she says this, she slips another finger inside me and thrusts so forcefully it knocks the air from my lungs. And then she does it again and again and again, picking up the pace, even as she continues to speak in languid, sultry tones.

I have no idea how many dozens or hundreds of times Isabel has made me come, how many times this olive skinned beauty has shattered my world. But no matter how many times she does, I know a simple and irrefutable fact: I’ll always want one more.

“But sometimes,” Isabel murmurs, her lips tracing a path down my neck. Her fingers circle my tight nipple before she pinches it gently between her finger and thumb. “What is called for is more delicate.”

Her fingering slows and I buck my hips out of frustration.

“Patience too,” she teases. “It’s about the precise delicate touch.” She illustrates this as she circles my clit so slow it feels like the sweetest torture I’ve ever known. “It’s about knowing exactly where you need to push.”

My mind is reeling as my stomach clenches in anticipation.

“Izzy.” Her name is a plea and I’m not too proud to beg. “I’m so close. I need…I need…Oh fuck!”

I never finish the sentence. Because I don’t need to tell this woman what I need. She always fucking knows.

I hold onto Isabel for dear life as the orgasm rocks my body. By the time it’s finished I’m panting in what can only be described as an undignified manner.

“Open up,” Izzy says, taking two fingers dripping with me and popping them into my mouth. I suck my juices clean, relishing my own taste. “Good girl,” she coos and suddenly I’m ready for another round.

“God, I taste so fucking good.”

Is it a little cocky? Sure. Is it true? Absolutely. And most importantly: does saying that kind of stuff drive Isabel wild?

You fucking bet.

“You always do,” Isabel says. “In fact, I think I’ll have a taste myself.”

I smirk at her and I incline my head toward her fingers. “Sorry, but I don’t think I left you any.”

“Don’t worry about that, bitch,” she says and it makes my clit throb. I fucking lose it when she calls me that. “I’m planning on going straight to the source.”

Isabel’s eyes smolder. She’s just about to sink down onto her knees when there's a dull thud outside the door. The door that is less than a foot from where we are both standing.

Without thinking and certainly without remembering that between the two of us, we are only wearing one full set of clothes—a top for Isabel and bottoms for me—I crack the door open.

Standing there is an unexpected but familiar face.

“Piper?”
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PIPER


“You forgot your—shirt.” My eyes fly wide as I take in the scene in front of me, my eyes going from Halley to the bottomless woman standing next to her. “I mean, your pants. Your package.” My cheeks are aflame with embarrassment. “You forgot your package.”

Halley smiles at me, friendly and casual, as though this is all the most normal thing in the world.

“Thank you so much,” she says, pausing for a moment as her eyes roam over me with the same hungered intensity I convinced myself I had imagined earlier. “Why don’t you come in?”

“Come in?” I swallow, nearly choking on my own saliva as my feet seem to agree before my brain has a chance to decide.

Halley closes the door behind me and when she does my stomach drops, a swirling, warm feeling sinking into bones.

“Here’s your package,” I squeak out as my eyes take in the scene, looking everywhere but at the two partially clothed women. There are a handful of artsy photographs framed and hung on the walls and an end table by the door. My eyes make quick work of anything of interest and there is nowhere for them to go but back to Halley. My neck is tense and my jaw tight as I force myself to keep my eyes locked directly with hers and not dip lower.

“Thank you so much.” I nearly jump as the other girl speaks, her long arms reaching out to take the package from me, which she tosses onto the end table, before she brushes past me. She circles behind me and even though my eyes are still locked with Halley’s I can feel her gaze burning through me.

I should leave. No, I need to leave. I’ve walked in on these two people I barely know clearly in the middle of having sex. They must think I’m the biggest creep in the world. If I could just explain the accident, I’m sure they would understand. But when my mouth opens no words come out. My tongue is frozen stiff.

“This is her then?” she asks, her voice lower, huskier than Halley’s. I shiver. “The one you were telling me about?”

“North Dakota farm girl,” Halley says before she licks her lips. “Fresh off the bus, Isabel.”

“Hmm,” the other girl, Isabel apparently, murmurs. “That’s interesting.”

“You, umm, you told her about me?” My mind reels as it attempts to come up with an interpretation for what is happening other than the obvious one.

I feel like two sharks are circling me, hungry and predatory. You’ve heard too many cautionary tales about the corrupting influences of the big city, I tell myself. Besides, this isn’t even really a city. I’m out of my element and imaging things.

On the other hand, I’m definitely not imagining the fact that Halley is still shirtless and Isabel still isn’t wearing pants. I’m not imagining that neither of them seems particularly concerned by those facts and I’m definitely not imaging the way that Halley is looking at me, or the way I can feel my heartbeat between my legs.

“Of course I did,” Halley says, taking a step closer to me. “Izzy and I are always looking for new…friends in the building.”

Her smirk sends a jolt of electricity through my body as the fine hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. Danger, a voice somewhere deep inside me screams, but another voice, quiet and firm, says, Opportunity.

“I-i should get going,” I stammer out and take a step backwards only to bump into Isabel, the fingertips of my left hand brushing against the bare skin of her thigh. I wheel around in a panic. “Oh my god, I didn’t mean to do that. I’m so sorry.”

Isabel is silent for a beat as a smile creeps across her face. “I’m not,” she says and the whole room starts spinning.

“That’s a shame,” Halley says from behind me, so close I can feel her breath. “If you have to leave, we certainly won’t stop you, but if you want to stay…”

The implication hangs heavy in the air. I may be a little naive, a little out of my element, but I’m not a complete idiot. I know what she’s asking. And yet…

“If I stay then what?” My voice shakes as I force the words out.

“Then I think we could have a lot of fun with you,” Halley says.

Isabel takes a step toward and moves past me. A stab of disappointment goes through me. And that almost steals my breath. What, exactly, was I hoping for?

I turn back toward Halley to see the two girls standing side by side.

“The door’s behind you, if you’d like to leave,” Halley says. “But Izzy and I are going to head down the hall to the living room. If you want to join us, we would love to welcome you to the neighborhood.”

And without another word the two girls turn and walk down the hall, take the corner to the right, and disappear from view.

The door is a foot behind me. I could slip out, sprint back to my apartment, and pretend that none of this ever happened. It’s the smart thing to do, because this is insane. Even if I don’t know exactly how people do things here, I know that this is far from normal.

The only reasonable option is to leave this very instant.

But my feet have other ideas.

They start to move before I even realize what is happening, my heart pounding harder and faster with each step. The hallway opens up to a large room, half kitchen and half living room. Their apartment is in the corner so both walls are taken up by floor to ceiling windows that look out over the high rises and apartment towers around us.

“You came,” Halley says enthusiastically from where she is sitting on a large sectional with Izzy next to her.

“Not yet,” Isabel retorts.

Not yet? I can feel the blush creep into my cheeks at that.

“Oh my god, Izzy, look at her blush. She’s adorable.”

“Adorable?” Isabel scoffs. “I would say she’s fucking hot.”

Hot? My mouth goes dry at hearing a girl that looks like she does say that about me.

I’ve never been too unhappy with how I look, and while I don’t exactly always come across as the most confident, that has more to do with anxiety and awkwardness that it does with any lack of self-esteem. If you asked me, I’d probably say I was cute and I’ve heard the same from other people. Even beautiful from some. But hot?

I’ve never thought of myself as hot and hearing those words lights a fire inside me so intense it scares me.

Halley looks at her…girlfriend? Wife? Partner? “Why don’t you sample the goods and see what we’re working with?”

Sample the goods? I can’t believe she’s talking like that and I can’t believe the way my body reacts to it. They way my heart pounds, the way my breath catches. I can’t believe the way it makes my…clit throb.

Even thinking that word makes me see stars. If you haven’t quite guessed it, I’m a little bit of a prude. I’m not anti-sex or super religious or anything like that. I’ve never really had judgement for who or what other people want to do. But I’ve always felt completely out of my element, completely overwhelmed by anything even remotely sexual.

Isabel stands from the couch and crosses over to me. “I need you to be honest with us, Piper. That’s just to make all of this go smoother and be more enjoyable for you. And that’s what we are here for: to make you feel good.”

My nipples pinch, poking their way through the built bra of the thin sundress that I’m wearing. Isabel’s hungry eyes don’t miss it.

“Now,” she says, pacing as she circles me, “let’s talk about your experience.”

“My experience?”

She stops in front of me, eyes moving up and down. “Have you ever been with a woman?”

I shake my head, not trusting my mouth to function properly.

“A man?”

I’m sure a more sophisticated person would know what she was asking. What counts as being with someone? Does she mean in a relationship? A kiss? Is she asking me if I ever had sex with a man?

I take a breath to steady myself. For this one, a simple nod or shake of the head is not going to be enough. “I’ve, umm, made out with a few boys back home at school, but…”

Isabel’s eyes widen. “Piper,” she says, her voice sultry, “are you a virgin?”

Blushing isn’t a strong enough word to convey how my face feels at that moment. It’s like I’ve been lying out in the sun too long and my entire body is as hot as asphalt in July. I’ve used up all my words for now and my mouth is once again out of order. And so I can only nod.

Isabel smirks as a moan from the couch draws my attention and reminds me that Isabel and I are not the only ones here. Halley’s eyes are heavily lidded, one hand buried in her tight cotton shorts and the other playing with her breast.

She’s touching herself…because of me.

That realization makes my knees weak even before Isabel takes a step toward me, grabs my face roughly in her hands and presses a feral kiss to my lips. I moan into her, my mouth parting as her tongue darts in. Hungry hands roam my body, tracing their way up and down my back, across my stomach, testing and teasing, before both wrap around me, strong fingers digging into my ass, as she nearly pulls me off the ground with the force.

It is like nothing I have ever experienced. Like nothing I have ever dreamed of.

When Isabel breaks the kiss, I am practically gasping for air. I barely have a moment to get my bearings before I feel another hand cup my jaw, turning me, and then Halley is in front of me, leaning in as she crushes her mouth to mine.

This kiss is different but no less incredible. Whereas Isabel was all hunger and strength and need, there is something playful and coy about the way Halley kisses, first slow and sensual and then fast and frantic, passionate one moment and teasing the next. However long the kiss lasts, it is not at all long enough.

Halley’s lips leave mine and my whole body sighs.

Halley’s hands go to my chest, her touch burning through the thin fabric of my dress so that it hardly feels like there's anything between my skin and hers.

“Fuck these are incredible. God, Izzy, you have to feel these tits,” Halley says, her finger and thumb rolling my nipple through the fabric. “So big and fat and heavy. The whole busty milkmaid vibe really works.”

The other woman steps closer to me, her eyes raking over me with such intensity my stomach bottoms out. She reaches out a hand, cupping my breast, lifting and letting it fall, like she’s testing the weight of it.

She wets her lips as she continues to knead my breast. “Fuck these are some big fat titties.”

I can’t believe what is happening. The way they are talking about me like I’m not even here, talking about my body like it’s an object for them to leer at, to touch, to use. And what is even harder to believe is just how much I like it.

“So is there a dirty side to this innocent virgin or are you sweet all the way through?” Isabel asks.

“A dirty side?”

Halley kisses at my neck. “She’s asking you if you ever touch yourself. Stick those pretty little fingers in your pretty little pussy. Play with your clit. You know, make yourself come.”

“Oh, I’ve tried a few times, umm, with my fingers, but I’m not sure I know what I’m doing,” I say, shocked at how easily these words spill out of me. It’s the kind of thing that before today, before the last few minutes, I would have never admitted—not even to myself. “Sometimes, I like to use a pillow between my legs and…I think I’ve had an orgasm before.”

“If you aren’t sure, that means you haven’t. Trust me,” Isabel says, “you would know.”

“Are you…are you sure?” My voice trembles.

“I’m very, very sure,” Isabel says, one hand grabbing the hem of my dress. “Let me show you.” Her hand slides up my leg, her fingers ghosting over my inner thigh. “Oh my god,” she moans, her voice throaty. “You’re fucking dripping.”

She withdraws her hand and a surge of disappointment rushes through me, stilled a moment later as she brings her glistening fingers to her mouth. She pauses, her eyes bright with lust as she studies me. Then she licks them clean.

“You know, we don’t really know how long you were out in the hallway listening to us. You could have been there for a while. So how much did you hear, really?” she asks, the smirk on her face so alluring it makes me dizzy.

If my cheeks weren’t already beet red, I’m sure that would make me blush. Because she’s right. I heard it.

I heard it all.

It must be written on my face. Because Isabel’s smirk widens as she nods her head. Her hands dips back down, under my dress, fingers dancing on my skin, before they push aside my ruined underwear, and swipe across my lips. And oh my fucking god, Isabel is right. I’ve never had an orgasm before, because even that slight and fleeting touch feels better than anything I have ever felt.

“I didn’t…I mean, I wasn’t…listening.”

Isabel shakes her head. “I think you were. And not just for a few seconds. I think you heard a lot.” She looks at her fingers as she brings them back out from under my dress. “And I think you know what I’m going to say next.”

My heart is racing so fast, pounding with such intensity that I’m almost worried I might faint, and the craziest thing of all is that thought worries me not because of the fainting, but because I don’t want to miss what comes next.

“Open up,” she says, and without a thought I do. “Good girl.”

I’m a virgin. I’ve never had an orgasm and I’ve barely even ever done anything that could really be classified as masturbating. But now a woman I hadn’t even met a half hour ago is putting two fingers dripping with me into my mouth and I am sucking them clean, a filthy thrill going through me.

Never in a million years would I have thought to find myself in this position, but now that I am there is only one word echoing in my head: more.
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ISABEL


When Halley sent me a text and a picture of the new girl in the building, I have to admit my interest was piqued.

Those tits in that sundress? Those blonde curls and those incredible curves combined with a smile too innocent not to be hiding something very, very filthy? Uhh, yes please!

All of it together had me practically salivating at work. It was a busy day but with what time I could spare Halley and I texted about how to get that North Dakota farm girl in our bed.

I didn’t doubt that we could do it, but I certainly didn’t expect her to fall so easily into my lap. Both figuratively and, as I walk her toward the couch, literally.

I take a seat on the couch and pull her down on top of me, her legs bracketing my bare thigh. I press my leg up into her and her head lolls back, a high moan escaping those pretty little lips.

“Oh my god,” she moans, and it’s clear that she’s lost in lust, having completely shed whatever inhibitions and self-consciousness she started with. “OH. MY. GOD.”

Each word is an admission of disbelief. Disbelief that she is doing this. Disbelief that it feels so good. Disbelief that she is rapidly approaching a mind blowing orgasm that will be the first she has ever experienced.

Her hips begin to move, pressing into me, grinding on my thigh, looking for any friction to deepen the sensation that I know is building in her. I can’t believe how wet she is even through the fabric of her lacy underwear.

That surprises me a little bit. Though they are still hidden under her sundress I can tell there’s not much to them and as I slide my hand around to cup her ass, my fingers find purchase on bare skin.

“A G-string?” I ask, my voice teasing. “Halley, it looks like our little slut has a few surprises.”

Piper’s eyes flash open at that word and the only way to describe her expression is feral.

“They’re just—oh god, Isabel—more comfortable.”

“Mhmm,” I coo, “I’m sure that’s what it is. I’m sure you look very hot in these panties, but right now they are in my way.”

Confusion mixes with lust in her expression as my finger grab the thin threads of lace that run across her hips. And then I pull. With how soaked they are—and how thin and delicate the lace is— they tear with almost no resistance.

“Lift up, Piper.” And when she does I pull them free.

I give her a sultry smile as I ball her underwear up in my fist and then press it into her hand at the same time that she lowers back down and her bare wetness meets my skin for the first time.

“Feel how wet you are for us,” I say and watch as her fist tightens around her own ruined underwear.

Her eyes widened. “Oh god,” she whimpers as her hips move faster and faster. She’s so wet she can barely find the friction on my leg even as she frantically tries to fuck herself.

One of my hands fists the hair on the back of her head, pulling hard and exposing that delicate neck of hers. My mouth goes to it, teeth and lips and tongue attacking the soft skin there until it is already starting to bruise, little blood vessels breaking beneath the surface. Her gyrations only become more frantic.

My other hand slips under the dress, hiking it up to give myself easier access to what comes next.

“What you're doing feels good, I know,” I growl into her ear. “Fucking yourself like that on my thigh, but if you lift up for me again I’ll show you what feels even better.”

Wordless and breathless, she obeys. My hand slides between her legs before she sits back down on it. My palm presses into her clit which is swollen to an absurd degree. Two fingers slide across her opening as her whole body shakes and trembles.

Halley, who has been watching from where she stands behind Piper, decides she wants to get in on the action before Piper goes off. Her hands come around Piper on either side and rip down the top of her sundress so that her massive tits spill out, bouncing each time her hips slam down on me.

Halley’s hands aren’t idle though as they move to Piper’s exposed chest and grab two handfuls, kneading her breasts with enough force to make her gasp.

The sight of it has me drooling in an instant and that same instant is all it takes.

Piper’s eyes’s shoot open. “Oh, I’m…I think I’m…Oh fuck!”

And this North Dakota farm slut comes for the very first time in her life—an earth shattering orgasm that turns every muscle and bone in her body to jelly, as she pants like a wild animal.

She practically topples over backwards as Halley catches her and guides her to the floor, where she collapses into a fetal position. I watch her chest rise and fall as she struggles to bring her breath back to equilibrium. I can only imagine what she must be feeling now.

It takes her a few minutes to come back to herself, heavy eyes blinking fast, trying to focus as the stupor clears.

“I can’t believe I just did that,” she says, her voice quiet as her cheeks flush. “That was…like nothing I’ve ever felt.” She shakes her head and the look in her eyes shatters any questions I have about whether she regrets it, shatters the illusion of the innocent farm girl.

Because that look in her eyes isn’t innocent at all. In fact, it’s downright predatory.

“Ready for another round?” Halley asks, looking down at Piper as the other girl rises to her knees. “Isabel is good, but obviously I’m better.”

Halley flashes me a teasing smile and I feel it in my clit. Our competitive nature and borderline rude banter is one of the things I love about being with Halley.

Piper shakes her head. “No,” she says, her voice so firm and commanding that it makes the small hairs on my body rise.

There is no disappointment that goes through me, because that is not a “No” that means we are finished. It’s a “No” that means Piper has ideas of her own. A “No” that means this girl is just getting started.

“No? Did I miss the part where you’re in charge?” I throw back at her, curious to see how this newfound confidence of hers handles being challenged.

“You tasted me, Izzy,” she says, picking up on Halley’s nickname for me. “Now, I’m going to devour you.”

She rises up on her knees as her hands go to my thighs. They slide up, inch by agonizing inch as she pushes my legs apart slowly. Her eyes start glued to mine before they go lower, hovering for a moment on my chest, sweeping languorously across my stomach before they come to rest on my pussy.

And as they do, she licks her lips.

“You’re so wet,” she says, her voice awed. “For me?”

Her smirk turns dirty as her eyes flit up and I nod. “For you.”

Her eyes dip back down as she leans forward, her hands working their way up as she does.

“I—” she starts and then stops, shaking her head. “I don’t know what I’m doing.” Then her eyes go hungry again as the timidity fades. “So I’m going to need you to grab my hair and show me how it’s done.” She licks her lips again. “Don’t be gentle.”

I can’t help the smile that spreads across my face as I thread my hands through her soft blonde curls and yank her head forward, stopping when her lips are only inches from my dripping pussy.

“Oh Piper,” I moan as I push her face down the last inch and her tongue buries itself against my wetness. “We are going to have so much fun with you.”
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Holy fucking shit.

I mean…

Holy fucking shit.

I’m sitting in my apartment later that night, packed boxes still stacked three high all around me. I had planned on spending the day settling in and starting to unpack. It’s Friday and I only have the weekend to get settled and set before work starts on Monday.

Obviously, I got a little bit distracted.

Distracted by two absolutely gorgeous women who…well, who fucked my brains out until I was nearly delirious with pleasure.

I lost track of the number of times I came, of the number of times I made Isabel and Halley come too. And I can’t decide which one I liked more.

It was one thing to receive pleasure from their skilled hands and mouths and fingers. It was another thing completely to be able to return the favor. That feeling—when Isabel’s eyes would shoot open, or Halley’s head would snap back—was like nothing I had ever even imagined.

Is this what sex was like? How could I have been missing out on this for so long?

But another voice tells me the obvious: no, this isn’t what sex is like, at least not generally. I’m sure that whatever fumbling hookups I could have found for myself back home, growing up or at school, would have been nothing like that.

In a weird way, I’m glad I waited. Certainly not for the reasons that my parents had always wanted me to—to make sure I found someone who really cared about me and blah, blah, blah—but because to have had my first time be that with women that looked like Isabel and Halley who knew what they were doing like Isabel and Halley…well, talk about a crash course!

After I stumbled home with promises to the girls that I would love to play again sometime, I half expected to feel regret. Not just because I had finally lost my virginity, but because of the way it had happened. They were nice and attentive and generous, but let’s be frank there was nothing emotional about it, nothing sweet or tender. What I had done to those girls and what they had done to me was filthier even than any fantasy I had ever allowed myself to indulge.

And the whole thing terrified me.

Not because I didn’t like it. Not because I regretted it.

But because for everything we had done, once and twice and again, I was so very far from satisfied. The ache between my legs was deep and sweet, the muscles in my abs and my hips and my lower back screamed from use, having clenched and unclenched so many times as a half dozen orgasms tore through my body in the span of only a few hours.

And all of it was so very, very far from enough.

That night instead of sleeping I break out my laptop and do something I’ve never done before in my life: I watch porn.

A lot of porn.

I can’t say that it’s all to my taste. And it seems clear that half the lesbian porn—probably more—isn’t made for lesbians. Half the positions and sex acts look as improbable as they do unpleasant, with women making noises like car alarms going off the moment their partner touches one of their breasts.

Which doesn’t mean that even some of the really porny stuff isn’t still somewhat hot. And who am I to judge? I was certainly making some noises earlier that I would have just yesterday considered incredibly unrealistic.

I devour it all—just kidding. Even at 3x speed I’m sure there’s enough porn that you couldn’t watch it all before the heat death of the universe.

But I do watch a lot, read a lot, and not just porn and erotica. I read stories about people coming out, essays about sexuality and identity, about queer culture and about eight hundred reddit threads from women questioning their sexuality.

It’s not just about getting off—obviously with that other stuff included—but even the strictly erotic stuff gives me comfort. This morning I would have told you that I was straight, but I wouldn’t have been able to articulate very well why I thought that.

Did I find men super attractive? Not really. It was more like a default assumption. That at some point I would find some nice guy and then suddenly I would feel it. That was always what I told myself. That that hadn’t happened yet by now somehow hadn’t clued me in that maybe there was another reason.

And maybe that reason is that I’m not particularly interested in men.

On the one hand it feels like I could have figured this all out sooner and in a more conventional manner.

On the other hand…I’m not complaining. What happened today was incredible and for more than just how good it felt physically.

As I’ve said, it’s not like I’m a person with no self-esteem. I’m smart and resourceful. I’ve always thought that I’m cute and though I’m not a major social butterfly, I’ve always had friends, including some close ones. But I’ve always been a little trapped inside my shell, a little more timid and a little less brave than I would ideally want.

With Halley and Isabel, it was almost like I became someone else. Someone confident and in control, not completely, but somewhat. It felt like being introduced to a part of myself that I never knew existed.

And as far as I’m concerned, this new version of Piper? She seems like a fucking badass.

[image: ]


The next morning badass Piper wakes with a smile on her face and a raging inferno between her legs.

Well, that is certainly new.

My sleep was fitful and short as I only managed to fall asleep sometime after three in the morning. My dreams were filled with visions of Halley and Isabel, some of it a replay of what happened yesterday, but most of it was new.

New positions, new scenarios, new filthy words poured into my ears like honey, until I woke up like this—dripping and hot between my legs.

For all we did yesterday, it still feels like I skipped a step, because there’s something I still haven’t done. And so I touch myself, fingers exploring my own wetness, circling my swollen clit until I come hard enough to make me convulse.

It’s not quite as good as yesterday, but not quite as good as perfection can still be pretty damn good.

As I rummage through boxes, looking for a spoon so that I can eat a bowl of cereal, I come across a note I tucked into one of the boxes that I completely forgot about. I was nervous about the move.

Very nervous.

And so I wrote myself a series of sappy inspirational little messages on index cards that I tucked into random boxes while I was packing.

Do something that scares you everyday.

I find the spoon and pour myself a bowl of cereal. I smile as I settle in on the couch and look down at the note.

Well Piper, you are off to a very good start.

I think losing my virginity in a sapphic threesome—a word I learned for the first time during my research last night—with two women I met the very same day counts.

I think back to the way my heart was pounding in my chest when I heard them from outside in the hallway, how turned on I became, so fast that I didn’t even realize what I was feeling until I was inside, staring at the two half-naked women, following them deeper into the apartment….

Whew.

I have to pause for a moment from eating as I try to catch my breath. I already brought myself to orgasm once, but I think I might find myself in need of a second release before too long. I quickly finish the cereal and am about to head back to the bedroom when my eyes land on the note.

Do something that scares you.

A thrill goes through me as a wicked idea begins to take hold. Touching myself again would feel great, but it certainly isn’t something that would scare.

Something that Halley said yesterday comes back to me.

It was somewhere between my second and third orgasm while all three of us were taking a moment to catch our breaths. We were chatting idly about this and that, so casual given what we had just done and were about to do again that it almost gave me vertigo.

“There's a lot of good talent in the building,” Halley had said. “A lot of beautiful women, including our good friends Steph and Eve. I’m sure they would love to meet you.”

Halley had then had me look through a rather risqué photo album of the two girls in question while she ate me out.

I think back to what else we talked about and a lightbulb goes off in my head.

It’s a little after eight on Saturday morning. The perfect time to check out the gym.
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Lately, I’ve become what I guess you could call a gym rat.

Not a gym bunny—I do some cardio, but I detest pounding away on the treadmill for hours. It’s absolutely mind numbing.

No, I like the gym for one simple reason: picking up heavy shit, putting it down, and then picking it up again is the best fucking therapy in the world.

It started shortly after COVID started to wane. Back in the apartment after spending the summer at my parents’ country house, I found myself having trouble readjusting to “real” life. So I started lifting.

At first I had very little idea what I was doing, mostly doing circuits and machines and being worried about getting too bulky. After Halley started hooking up with Isabel, though that changed. Isabel was into lifting too and she showed me the ropes.

Squats and deadlifts have made my ass look even better and Eve practically throws herself at me anytime I wear a top that leaves my shoulders bare, but it’s mostly not about making my body look a certain way. That’s nice—don’t get me wrong. But what I love is the challenge of it. Me and some iron and the only way it’s moving is if I make it move.

To see the weight go up, to see the numbers increase week after week is like a drug. And I am absolutely hooked.

And so when I’m in the gym, like now, I’m completely locked in.

That’s why when someone comes up behind me and taps me on the shoulder, I practically jump out of my skin.

“Holy shit,” I scream as I jump and turn and nearly topple over, only managing to catch myself by grabbing onto a rather large and rather firm breast. I snap my hand back as I regain my balance. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to cop a feel there. You scared the shit out of me.”

It takes me a moment to realize what I’m looking at…or rather who.

Piper?

In front of me stands the same curvy blonde from the picture Halley sent yesterday. Only instead of her awkwardly posing in a modest sundress in front of her new apartment, she’s standing before me, hands on hips, in a pair of skin tight leggings and a form fitting crop top.

“Don’t worry,” she says, eyes gleaming. “I won’t tell if you don’t.”

She winks and I feel my stomach twist. I was already looking forward to our little wager just from the picture that Halley had sent us to start things off, but seeing her in person now like this has me giddy as a schoolgirl.

“Umm, so…what did you want?” I ask, still uncertain exactly why she tapped me on the shoulder.

For a moment, I have the thought that she knows who I am, knows about me and Eve and what we do with Halley, but that seems unlikely. It’s just a coincidence. If Halley had already won the wager, I’m sure she would have been loudly and proudly announcing it in the group chat.

But then the way Piper looks me up and down, eyes dark and hungry, has me wondering…

“You,” she says, smirking.

“Excuse me?” I can feel my heartbeat quicken. I take one of my earbuds out. Surely, I misheard her.

“You,” she repeats. “That looks pretty heavy. I was wondering if you wanted a spot.”

Her head inclines toward the bar that I have been using to squat. I had just loaded it up for my final and heaviest set when Piper interrupted me.

“Oh,” I say, something like relief flooding through me at her explanation. “I appreciate it, but I should be fine.”

It’s not that I wouldn’t be interested if she really were flirting with me. As you are quite aware, I’m not exactly a prude. But I’m also not like Halley or Isabel or even Eve sometimes, easily able to flirt with a woman I’ve never met and put the moves on her.

I’m even worse when a woman I’ve never met or who I don’t know well flirts with me. I can be confident and in control sometimes with someone that I know and am comfortable with. But a stranger starts flirting with me and I turn into a complete subby mess.

“Nonsense,” she says, waving away my dismissal, before her hand comes to rest on my forearm. “Safety is always the first concern. Plus, you did cop a feel. This way I can do the same while I’m spotting you and then we’re even.” She winks again and I feel it between my legs. I glance down at the floor as I feel the blush creeping into my cheeks. “Kidding! Obviously.”

Halley said this girl was a nervous innocent who was going to need some coaxing to realize what she really wants. But based on everything I’ve seen so far, this girl knows exactly what she wants.

And it’s looking like what she wants is me.

“Sure,” I say, taking in a deep breath and then letting it out. “Do you know what you’re doing?”

The question is about whether she actually knows how to spot someone during a squat, but I realize the double meaning after the words have left my mouth.

Her smile makes my knees weak—not exactly the best thing before a set of heavy squats.

“I have to admit I’m a bit new to all this, but I'm a fast learner,” she says, stepping closer to me until the distance between us is only a few inches. She smiles at me as her hands find purchase on my hips and my whole body goes taut. “A fast and very enthusiastic learner.”

“Umm…” I bite my lip as I shake my head, trying to clear the lust. I have to remind myself where we are, that this is still a very public place. “It might be a little dangerous to have you spot me on heavy squats if you don’t know what you're doing.”

Her voice is a husky whisper. “Then why don’t we start with a few without weights.”

“Listen,” I say, trying to keep some veneer of normalcy to this whole scene, which is beginning to feel like the opening sequence of a porn more so than real life, “I appreciate the…umm, offer…but I don’t really know you and I’m just going to finish this set, but thanks anyway.”

“But you do know, don’t you?” Her gaze sweeps up and down my front, as her fingers dance on my hip. “You know exactly who I am. Just like I know who you are, Stephanie.”

Slowly, she turns to me, and then steps up behind me so that my ass is pressing into her groin and her tits are smashed against my back. Her breath is hot on the back of my neck and my whole body sighs at the sensation.

“Halley told me all about you.” Her breath makes the hairs on my neck stand straight. “I know she sent you a picture of me. I know about you and your girlfriend. I know all about your little wager.”

“Y-you do?” I squeak the words out as my knees quake. The jolt that goes through my clit almost makes me cry. I’ve gone from focused completely on my workout to a dripping mess in about thirty seconds flat.

There are a few different ways Eve and I imagined this whole thing with Piper going, most of which involved the acknowledgment that things would likely stay in the realm of fantasy. After all, no matter what Halley thought she realized, the reality was that the whole thing was obviously far fetched.

At least, that’s what we thought.

Her eyes find mine in the mirror directly in front of us. It’s there so people can watch their form while they’re lifting, but right now she’s using it to undress me with her eyes.

“I do,” she says, the fingers on her right hand playing with the waistband of my leggings.

My heart pounds in my chest like a jackhammer. There’s no one else in the gym right now and the place has cameras. So far, we haven’t done anything that isn’t at least partially explained as what she’s saying she’s doing: spotting me. But if she goes any further with those fingers and those hands, this deniability is going to run completely out of plausible.

“I think we should head to the locker room,” she says.

“I still have another set to finish,” I say because I don’t know what else to do. I can already feel myself slipping and I’m still not quite certain if it’s a good idea.

“Don’t you want to win your little wager?” She presses her lips to my neck. “Besides, Stephanie, I think you’re gonna want to head to the locker room.” Her eyes flit down. “You’re dripping.”

I follow her eyes in the mirror and gasp when I see it. There is a dark spot on my light pink leggings, spreading out from my crotch. I’m fucking soaked and anyone with two eyes—one eye honestly—can see the evidence plain as day.

“Oh my god,” I say, jumping away from her. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t…I have to go.”

It’s still just the two of us, but the shock of embarrassment at finding myself soaking through my leggings in the middle of the gym has me completely forgetting about finishing one last set. I make a beeline for the locker room, away from cameras or any possible newcomers to the gym.

Only once I’ve made it to my locker, grabbed a towel, and closed the curtain behind me in one of the private shower stalls do I breathe a sigh of relief.

What the fuck just happened out there? I sit on the small wooden bench just outside the shower as that question plays in my head.

She knew who I was. She knew about the wager. Last Halley had told us, she had met Piper and helped her get oriented to the building and to move a few boxes from the loading dock to her apartment.

So what had happened in the interim?

I don’t have a lot of time to contemplate that before the curtain opens—thank god I’m still dressed—and Piper steps in.

Without a word she closes the curtain behind her.

“What the fuck?”

She smiles down at me. “I thought you might need a little help getting clean. I felt bad since I think I had something to do with it in the first place.”

Her smile is so fucking innocent it makes my my spin. The whole way she talks is so casual, like she spilled her drink on me and just wants to make sure the stain is going to come out.

Only that’s not what we’re talking about here. I remain frozen on the bench, not fully believing the scene that is playing out in front of me.

I’m not worried about giving in here, at least where Eve is concerned. At this point in our relationship, we are pretty open as far as things go. And since we’ve already talked about Piper—and some of the not so neighborly things we both want to do with her—this is all fair game.

But it’s one thing to talk a big game and another to be confronted with it like this, to have the tables turned so quickly it leaves your head spinning.

We were supposed to be the ones trying to seduce Piper! But from the looks of things, this girl very much has a mind of her own.

“I think we’ve flirted enough,” Piper says, matter of factly as she pulls the curtain to the shower open and turns on the water. “But we both know how this is going to go.”

I arch one eyebrow, summoning whatever meager courage and restraint I still possess. “Oh, do we?”

I can feel my cheeks heat even as I say the words, no doubt undercutting my attempts at coming across in control. Which is fair, because I very much am not in control. I can feel the lust burning inside me like an inferno, consuming everything it touches, burning away all good and common sense until all that’s left is a deep, aching hunger.

A hunger that only Piper can satisfy.

“If you are going to be difficult, I can make this harder on you,” Piper says, crossing her arms. In that crop top, the effect has me salivating. “I can make you beg.”

“Beg?” My voice is a hoarse whisper.

Make me beg? Good lord, did Halley give this girl a file on me complete with pictures, psychological profile, and an exhaustive list of my turn ons?

“You made quite a mess of yourself out there,” she says, her eyes dropping toward my crotch, where my folded hands now rest. I clench my thighs together and splay out my fingers, trying to hide the evidence of what she’s talking about, though I can't exactly say why. She shakes her head. “Move your hands, Stephanie.”

And I do. My hands move away and she can see the stain in my leggings from where my arousal—for her—has soaked them through. When she licks her lips, I nearly lose it. A jolt of arousal shoots through me that leaves me gasping.

Her hands go to her top where they pause for a moment as she looks me over.

And then she lifts it over her head and her tits come fully into view. My mind goes blank at the sight of them. They’re bigger than Halley’s, bigger even then Eve’s. They might lack the truly gravity defying nature of my girlfriend’s, but god do I appreciate a curvy woman like this.

Piper steps forward, towering over me as I remain seated, her impressive chest right at eye level, and her hands slide over my jaw, to the back of my neck where her fingers fist into my hair, pulling hard enough to make me gasp.

In that moment as my mouth opens, Piper pulls my head forward and I go willingly, latching onto her perfect pink nipple as we both moan obscenely.

“Oh, Stephanie.” God, the way she moans my name sends a fresh wave of lust through me until I’m sure I’m leaving a puddle where I sit. “Such a good girl.”

Okay, she definitely got some pointers from Halley, because this girl knows exactly which buttons to press. I have a major praise kink and having this woman I barely know tell me I’m a good girl while I use my mouth on her nipples…well, it’s just about the hottest thing that I can imagine.

My mouth works greedily, tongue swirling over her areolas even as my cheeks hollow out and I suck hard enough to make her gasp. My teeth brush gently over her nipple, not biting, but just enough to vary the sensation, keep her guessing. From the way she curses and gasps, I know she appreciates it.

After a few minutes she pushes my head away and looks down at me with a smirk. “Not bad,” she says, her hands moving to where my mouth was just moments ago. I sit mesmerized as her fingers dig into the soft flesh of her breasts as they trace circles around her swollen pink nipples, and then I nearly lose it as she takes each between a thumb and forefinger and pinches them roughly. “But Halley was better.”

“Excuse me?” I can feel a bit of anger in my voice.

Praise is one thing, but this…well, I know Halley and Isabel go for this kind of stuff. But it’s not usually my thing.

Sometimes Isabel and I like to blow off some steam after a workout. In truth, we’ve enacted scenes not entirely dissimilar from this one—possibly even in this very same shower stall—but we usually keep the banter and the talk to a minimum. There is something about us silently tearing each other’s clothes off and having her press me up against the shower wall that really does it for me.

She occasionally throws in a few barbs during out sessions, the kind of banter that comes as naturally as breathing to her and Halley, but never something quite so direct and challenging as this.

“You heard me,” Piper says, her smile almost a sneer. “She was much more in command of things.”

My mouth hangs open in shock. Partly because of what she’s saying, but mostly because…I fucking love it.

Something blooms in my chest, some competitive streak I hadn’t quite realized that I possessed.

“And is that what you want? Someone who is in command?” I ask saucily as I stand. I shake my head. “I don’t think that's what you want at all. From the looks of things, the wager has already been won, no? Halley and maybe Izzy too. Both of them fucked your brains out is my guess. They probably had their way with you until you were too dazed to move.”

From the way her chest rises and falls with erratic, shallow breaths, I know I have her.

“And it made you realize something.” I step closer and I can see something like doubt in her eyes. For all her new found confidence, she is still figuring this out. And I‘m more than happy to help her. “You don’t want to get fucked like that again. You want to be the one doing the fucking.”
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When Steph stands and delivers those words my whole body tenses. My brain goes blank. It’s like a whole system reboot as I realize how right she is.

Coming down here, I had about a thousand different ideas in my head, and the chance of even running into Steph was so low that I pretty much told myself not to worry about having a full fledged plan.

But hearing Steph put it into words makes it all click.

She takes my hand in hers, rubbing a thumb over the back of my knuckles. Given that she’s already spent a few minutes sucking on my nipples, I’m shocked at the thrill this little motion sends through my body.

It looks like there's still plenty I have to learn.

“Sure, Halley and Izzy can rail you until you can’t think straight and maybe you can learn a bit by example.” She lowers her hand down, bringing mine with it so that my fingertips brush against the soaked fabric of her leggings. “But don’t you think learning by doing would be so much more fun?”

My heart hammers in my chest as a million corny lines pop into my brain, discarded a second later.

Steph’s dark eyes meet mine. She nods. “You know what to do.”

And somehow I do. My hands tightens its grip, pressing the soaked fabric back against her, so that my fingers can rub against her through her pants. She bucks her hips into me as she moans, her head thrown back.

Her delicate neck looks so inviting, exposed like that. With my free hand I stroke a finger up its length, her whole body going rigid as I do. And then my mouth descends, teeth and lips and tongue attacking the soft skin there until it is bruised and darkened. Tomorrow her neck will be covered in more than a few hickeys and that thought excites me. Hickeys…from and because of me.

Possessed by some primal animal desire, I turn Steph, even as my mouth continues to attack her neck. From behind, I help her lift her t-shirt and then her sports bra, both of which are soon discarded to the floor.

Her hands press up against the tile of the wall as she sticks her ass out back toward me. The sight sends a thrill through me. The way she waits, ready to surrender to me, is an aphrodisiac like nothing I have ever experienced.

I rip down her leggings and her underwear, both of them soaked through. She steps out of them and kicks them away. And then I step up behind her, one hand fisting her hair and pulling it back to once again expose her neck. She shudders and curses.

“Piper,” she hisses, teeth clenched. “What the fuck are you waiting for? I need you inside me.”

Need. That word is a drug. This beautiful woman—this beautiful experienced woman—needs me. Just twenty-four hours ago such a thought would have been as confusing as it was impossible. But now?

Opportunities are spread out now before me as open and inviting as what’s between Steph’s legs.

Carefully, I slip one finger inside her and she’s so wet that it slides in without resistance.

Her moan is soft and rich, more satisfied sigh than anything primal. I press the finger to her wall and curl it back toward my palm. Her hips push back into the motion as the moan is strangled in her throat; a deeper gasp rushes out of her.

Another finger. I can feel her dripping onto me, dripping onto my hand. I don’t have a lot of experience by which to judge, but I know that I’ve never in my life been as wet as Steph is right now, desire puddling between her legs.

And all of it is because of me.

Two fingers now, moving slowly, tortuously. From the frustrated moans and the frantic motion of her hips I know that she wants more, needs more. And I am happy to give it to her.

But not yet.

I tighten my grip in her hair and pull harder. I lean forward, sinking my fingers as far as they will go and leaving them there for a moment.

“Stop moving.”

She turns her head back halfway toward me, even as my grip on her hair tightens. Eyes heavy with lust look at me in confusion.

“You are trying to fuck yourself on my fingers, Steph, but I’m supposed to be the one fucking you. Now, be a good girl and stop moving those hips. I promise I’m going to make you come hard enough to see stars. But I want you to be delirious with need before I do.”

Her face melts at that, eyes shut tight as another moan slips past her lips.

I can’t believe what I’m saying almost as much as I can’t believe the way this woman is reacting to it. She hangs on every word, her walls clenching against my fingers as I pour filth into her ears.

“Halley told me you had an incredible pussy. God, the way you clench against me I’m half worried I might lose a finger.” In response, her walls tighten like a vise around my fingers. “Oh there it is. Jesus, so fucking tight. Almost too tight for another finger. Maybe that would be too much?”

A frustrated growl rips through her as I teasingly press another finger against her, running it across the length of her center. “Please, Piper.” She’s panting and breathless. “Stop teasing me and fuck my goddamn brains out.”

I’m enjoying teasing her so much, her own arousal building in lockstep with my own. But the truth is my focus is beginning to come unmoored as the heat between my legs turns my mind to jelly.

The sooner I get Steph off, the sooner I can have her return the favor. And my god, do I want that. So very badly that I can feel my own wetness beginning to coat my inner thighs, leaking out of me until I’m sure my own leggings are as soaked through as Steph’s were earlier.

The symmetry of that drives me wild.

“Since you asked so nicely,” I say, my voice deep and sultry, as I slip a third finger into Steph’s waiting wetness.

And then there is no more need for words. My fingers build their pace, each thrust filling Steph up so that she moans and gasps and chants my name again and again, two syllables that stretch out into three and four and more as her body surrenders to the fucking that is sending her hurtling toward orgasm.

When she comes, her whole body tenses and her pussy clamps down on finger with a tightness so satisfying I can feel the echo of it in my own clit.

“So fucking full,” she moans, wiggling her hips now with reckless abandon as she tries to squeeze ever drop of pleasure out of the sensation. “Oh god, Piper.”

And then she slumps forward, forearms now resting on the tile wall—the only sounds are her ragged breath and the spray of the shower on the other side of the plastic curtain.

I give her a few moments to catch her breath before guiding her down the bench to sit.

“Holy fuck,” she pants, shaking her head in disbelief. “So do I win the bet?”

I smile slyly at her and shake my head.

She smirks back at me. “I figured. So Halley and Izzy did fuck your brains out? Feels like cheating. Eve and I never had a chance before they got to you.”

I can only laugh. “That one’s actually my fault. Long story, but since I was the one to mess up your little game. How about a new one?”

As I speak, I remove the last pieces of clothing that either of us are wearing: my leggings.

“No underwear?” The way Steph’s eyes darken makes my heart race. “I’m listening.”

“The winner isn’t the one to have me first.” I say, stepping forward and climbing onto Steph’s lap.

It’s not the easiest position on the small wooden bench, but she shifts her hips forward so she’s leaning back into the wall slightly, and I find a position that’s comfortable, more than in fact—her thigh presses up against me and I sigh at the contact, not quite having realized just how feverish I am with desire. Just that slight touch—no motion, not yet—nearly sets me off.

It takes everything in me to be patient. To fight against the urge to fuck myself immediately to orgasm using the friction of her leg. I blink a few times, trying to clear my head as I cup the curve of her jaw and bring her eyes up to look at mine.

“The winner is the one who fucks me best. And don’t worry, I’m happy to give you all as many chances as you need to make your case.”

“Well, in that case…” The rest of that sentence is cut off as Steph leans forward and takes a swollen nipple into her mouth, tongue swirling around it even as her cheeks hollow out.

And then her hand presses between us, urging me to lift up for a second, and when I lower back down, her fingers find my clit.

After everything—not just this morning—but yesterday and last night, my lust is built to such an absurd level that that is all it takes.

“Fuck, Steph, I’m going to⁠—”

She pops my nipple out of her mouth with a wet sound that makes me clench even harder. “Fucking do it then,” she growls, slipping two fingers inside me while her thumb presses hard against my clit.

And that’s all it takes. I’m adrift as the orgasm crashes over me. I can feel her fingers on me, feel them in me, and then her mouth descends again as her fingers pump and her tongue swirls while I ride out an orgasm so intense, Steph has to use her free arm to prevent me from falling over backwards.

When it’s over, the room is spinning.

Steph presses a hungry kiss to my lips. “That was just a taste,” she says, “Now, I think we both need to get cleaned off. I don’t know if Halley mentioned it, but I enjoy a good shower fuck.”

She winks at me and the desire blooms anew.

I think I could get on board with that.
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