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His One Night Stand




I unlocked the door to our apartment, nudging it open with one hip while balancing two coffees and a stack of highlighted print-outs. Bryce’s low laugh drifted from the living room TV. He always forgot how sound carried in this shoebox place, but today the noise made my pulse stumble. I was bringing someone home.

“Bryce, this is Sierra,” I called, stepping aside so my study partner could slip off her boots. Light from the bay window hit her in that unfair way—dark curls, warm brown skin, the kind of smile that looked effortless but practiced. She offered that same smile to him now, and I watched something spark behind his eyes.

“Natalie’s talked about you,” Bryce said, rising from the couch. He was barefoot, jeans slung low, hair still damp from his morning shower. Sierra’s gaze flicked to the towel hanging around his neck, then right back up. Quick, but I caught it.

“Didn’t know your boyfriend was home,” she replied, tone breezy. A little too breezy.

I set the coffees on the table, forcing brightness into my voice. “He works a later shift today.”

They shook hands. Just a touch, nothing lingered, but the moment stretched syrup-slow until Bryce cleared his throat.

“Sierra,” Bryce echoed, recognition tugging his mouth into a stiff half-smile. “From⁠—”

“English comp, freshman year,” she jumped in, oblivious. “Wow, small world.”

Bryce’s gaze flicked toward me briefly before he managed a polite nod. “Yeah. Good to see you.”

He retreated down the hallway under the excuse of grabbing another hoodie, but the tension he left behind felt thick enough to touch. Sierra, none the wiser, shrugged off her coat and pulled out her laptop.

“You okay?” she asked when she caught me watching Bryce’s shadow disappear into the bedroom.

“Yeah, totally.” I forced a smile that felt stapled on. “Let’s get to work.”

We settled at the kitchen island, highlighting quotes, but my attention snagged every time Bryce padded back and forth for something in the kitchen or the living room. Something about the tight line of his shoulders told me the history between them wasn’t just classroom chatter.

When Sierra ducked into the bathroom to wash a coffee smudge off her sleeve, I slipped down the hall and nudged Bryce’s ajar door. He stood at the dresser as he finished changing into some gym clothes.

“What’s going on?” I whispered.

He rubbed the back of his neck. “What do you mean?”

An awkward laugh escaped me. “You and Sierra. You seem…I don’t know, like more than classmates or something.”

He let out a sigh that told me he was reluctantly parting with his next words. “We… kind of hooked up once. After a party. It was just one night, Nat.”

My stomach dropped, more with surprise than anger. “Why didn’t you ever tell me?”

“It was a blip and it was two years ago,” he said, voice low. “Didn’t think it mattered. It’s not like she’s an ex-girlfriend or anything. I had no idea you two would ever meet.”

I exhaled through the prickle of jealousy. “Okay. Thanks for being honest.”

His shoulders relaxed the slightest bit. “Are you all right?”

I wasn’t sure of anything, but Sierra’s footsteps echoed down the hall. I brushed Bryce’s knuckles—a silent later—and slipped out before she caught us talking about her.

Back at the island, Sierra was already scrolling through literary criticism. If she noticed Bryce’s tension, or mine, she didn’t let on. But every glance between them hummed differently now, charged with a secret I now understood. I tried to focus on Zora Neale Hurston, yet half my brain replayed images of Bryce and Sierra tangled together years ago…and the unsettling spark of curiosity those images lit inside me.

Every time Bryce padded through for water or a snack, I felt the atmosphere tilt. He said excuse me, polite as ever. She murmured thanks, equally civil. Yet something invisible arced between them and each flicker left me raw.

I knew Bryce had a past—so did I—but seeing a piece of it walk into our apartment wearing glossy lip balm and smelling like citrus shampoo rattled me. She was definitely attractive enough to sleep with on a whim; what did that say about what he noticed when he looked at me?

I forced attention back to my notes. Sierra’s handwriting curved elegantly across the margin, looping quotes into margin summaries. She tapped a paragraph. “Janey’s hunger for life mirrors the horizon imagery here⁠—”

Behind her, Bryce reached for a glass on the top shelf, shirt lifting to reveal the hard line of his abdomen. Sierra’s eyes darted—one second, maybe less—before they returned to the page. Heat flushed my neck. I wasn’t supposed to care; it was ancient history. But jealousy prickled sharp as pins.

Half an hour later, Bryce re-emerged with his keys. “Heading to the gym.” He paused, glance sliding over both of us. “Need anything?”

I shook my head too quickly. Sierra offered a small smile that didn’t reach her eyes. After the door shut, silence settled thick and awkward.

Sierra exhaled. “Let’s finish this section. Then we’ll take a break.”

We worked, but my focus frayed. Each time her arm brushed mine I felt a tiny spark, the same pulse I’d sensed between her and Bryce, but now directed at me. Maybe I imagined it. Maybe I wanted to imagine it.

By the time we wrapped, twilight painted lavender stripes across the window. Sierra slid her notes into her tote. “Thanks for hosting.”

“Of course.” I walked her to the door, lingering in the dim hallway. “I’m glad we’re study partners.”

“Me too.” She stepped closer, not quite inside my space, yet I felt the warmth of her skin. “Text me if you want to go over anything else. I’m flexible.”

The double meaning hung there, charged. She left with a soft goodbye, boots tapping down the stairs.

I closed the door and leaned against it, breath shivering out. Bryce’s forgotten sweatshirt lay on the couch, smelling faintly of cedar soap and his skin. I pressed my face into it, trying to ground myself. Instead, I pictured Sierra’s lips, Bryce’s hands, and the way jealousy twisted into something strangely hot in my belly.

I wasn’t sure what unsettled me more: the idea of Bryce wanting her again, or the flicker of curiosity at what the two of them together might make me feel.
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Night pressed close around the apartment, but sleep refused to settle over me. The mattress dipped beneath Bryce’s steady weight, his breath a slow hush against the pillow, yet my own lungs felt tight, crowded with thoughts of Sierra.

I pictured the quick handshake that afternoon, the flicker of history in their eyes, two bodies locking into an old rhythm I’d never witnessed. In my mind the moment replayed, but this time Bryce’s fingers brushed up Sierra’s spine, shirt lifting as he pressed her to the wall. I should have recoiled; instead a thin, dangerous heat slid through my belly.

I rolled onto my back, night-shirt twisting around my hips. Bryce murmured something incoherent and turned away, granting me the privacy of his oblivion. Moonlight bled through half-drawn blinds, silvering the hard flat of his shoulder and the rise of the sheet over his hips. The image of him arching over Sierra—mouth at her throat, hips rocking—flashed so vivid it stole my breath.

What’s wrong with me? The question thrummed, but it couldn’t compete with the ache blooming low in my pelvis. I slid a palm beneath the hem of my shirt. The cotton barely skimmed my breasts; nipples already tightened, sensitive from nothing but thought. Two fingers grazed one peak, the soft scrape sending a jolt straight between my legs. I bit my lip, wary of any sound, and let my hand drift lower.

Heat pooled under my palm where my thighs met. Soaked already. I traced the outline of my lips through thin sleep shorts, imagining Sierra’s hand there first, sierra’s dark curls falling over Bryce’s shoulder while he watched, rapt, as another woman opened me with slow, sure strokes. Shame and arousal tangled so tightly I couldn’t tell them apart.

I eased the waistband down, baring myself to the cool air and the faint wash of moonlight. One fingertip found slickness, spreading it in a languid circle around my clit. My hips lifted, betraying how badly I wanted pressure. Bryce exhaled, deep and even, clueless inches away. That secrecy sharpened everything: the forbidden watching, the possibility of being caught.

In my head Bryce knelt at Sierra’s back, nudging her thighs wider while I lay beside them, forced to witness every thrust. I pictured Sierra’s breasts swaying, Bryce’s hands pinning her hips, and the sound—wet, rhythmic, undeniable. My finger pressed harder, coating itself, then dipped to gather more. My slick heat welcomed the intrusion; my inner muscles fluttered around the shallow push.

I bit down on the sheet to smother a gasp. Pleasure flared, swift and bright. Another finger joined, stretching me gently as I curled toward the place that made my legs tremble. I pumped once, twice, each stroke echoing the phantom image of Bryce driving into Sierra. The jealousy should have burned, but the flame lit something molten rather than bitter.

Tension coiled low, tight as pulled wire. I circled my clit again, faster now, and the coil snapped. Release rippled through me, a sudden wet bloom that made my spine arch and my toes dig into the mattress. The sheet muffled my sharp exhale; Bryce’s breathing never changed.

I lay still afterward, fingers slick against my thigh, chest rising in uneven pulls. The jealousy remained, but softened, reshaped by the pulse of lingering pleasure. I should have felt guilt. Instead, as I slid my shorts back up and eased toward Bryce’s warmth, one whispering thought curled around my racing heart:

If watching them felt this good in my imagination, what would it do to me if it actually happened?
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I was already brain-fogged from three hours of studying when Sierra snapped her laptop closed and announced we deserved to unwind. Sierra’s version of unwinding meant going to a busy bar. Bryce was working late and I tried to argue, but Sierra’s grin carried a low-voltage pull I couldn’t shake. Fifteen minutes later we were weaving through a downtown bar drenched in neon and top-forty bass, the two of us pressed thigh to thigh at a high table sticky with old beer rings.

She ordered tequila sodas for us both without asking, then clinked her glass to mine. “Research shows taking a small break improves literary analysis,” she joked. Her confidence tasted as sharp as the lime on my tongue. I told myself I liked the way she made the world feel bigger, louder. Nothing more.

“I don’t think the breaks in those studies included alcohol,” I said, but she only shrugged.

Men noticed her immediately. They always did, I realized, watching heads swivel like weather vanes each time she laughed. Dark curls spilled over a fitted tank; gold hoops winked against her throat; her jeans hugged hips that moved with unstudied rhythm. One guy in a Patagonia vest stalled mid-stride and double-took so hard his friend bumped into him. Another leaned on our table, pretending to read the beer list on the wall while his gaze traced the scoop of her neckline.

Sierra caught me staring. “What?” She drew the word out, playful.

“Human observation,” I said, gesturing to my half-finished drink. “Field research on male behavior.”

She smirked. “Find anything interesting?”

That several of those men looked exactly like Bryce: broad shoulders, easy smile, the sort who believed the room would open for them. Two years ago, she let one of them—the one I share a bed with—sleep with her. Seeing the effect she had here, I understood why. If I were built like them, I’d probably try my luck too.

The thought landed strange. Not jealousy this time, but something closer to reluctant admiration lit with sparks of want I didn’t know where to file. I pressed my palm to the condensation ring under my glass, grounding myself in the chill.

A tall guy in a Henley finally approached. He asked Sierra if she liked mezcal and offered to buy her something smoky “worth her taste buds.” His confidence slid off her like water on wax; she flashed a polite smile, shook her head, and angled her body toward mine as a gentle no. He took the hint, but not before his gaze flicked to me as if wondering whether I was the gate he had to get through.

When he left, Sierra raised a brow. “You okay?”

“Surprisingly.” I chased melted ice with my straw. “It’s weirdly educational watching you in the wild.”

She laughed low. “And what have you learned?”

“That you’re a walking gravity well,” I said. “You bend everything toward you.”

Her eyes softened, a pulse of warmth I felt in my chest. “I just exist,” she murmured, resting her forearm against mine on the tabletop. The contact was light, yet awareness rippled through me as surely as if she’d run that hand down my spine.

The DJ switched to something with a slinky bass line. Sierra’s fingers tapped in time, brushing my wrist each beat. I imagined Bryce’s hand in the same spot during that forgotten night, thumb skating over her pulse while he coaxed her closer. The image should have stung, but all I felt was heat pooling low, mixing with tequila and the humid press of bodies around us.

“Dance with me?” she asked, almost casual.

“I’m a terrible dancer.”

“Good. I hate feeling like the only disaster on the floor.”

Her grin disarmed me. I let her tug me toward the crush of bodies, where lights strobed violet and blue. She slipped behind me, hands settling at my hips to guide the sway. The touch was friendly, or it could be argued that way, but the warmth of her palms bled through denim, and goosebumps rose along my arms. I let my head tip back just enough to feel the brush of her curls against my cheek.

Around us, men watched with open curiosity. I caught one guy’s parted lips before he looked away, embarrassed. A thrill darted up my spine; part shame, part illicit excitement at being part of a tableau made for someone else’s fantasy. Sierra’s hands tightened slightly at my waist as though she felt the jolt too.

The bass rolled through the floorboards like distant thunder, vibrating up my calves as I let Sierra tug me deeper into the crush of bodies. A minute earlier she’d waved away another hopeful guy—the third in ten minutes.

Under the spinning lights she fit against me as if the space had always been waiting for our hips to line up. Her thigh slid between mine; denim met denim, warm and insistent, until the music dictated a slow grind that made my breath hitch. Sweat dampened the back of my neck, and I felt every pair of eyes that tracked us—some hungry, some merely curious. Most of that attention belonged to her, I told myself, yet the way strangers lingered on the curve of my waist where Sierra’s hand rested sent a thrill skittering over my skin.

I followed her rhythm, letting my palms slide up her sides. The cotton tank clung to the gentle flare of her ribs, and beneath it her skin felt fever-warm. The dirty sway of our bodies drowned out my second thoughts; my pulse drummed in time with the DJ’s kick.

Halfway through the song, my phone buzzed in the pocket of my jeans. Sierra felt the hesitation in my hips and leaned close enough that her lips brushed the shell of my ear. “Everything okay?”

I fished out the phone, thumb swiping through sweat-slick heat. A new message from Bryce lit the screen:

Where’d you disappear to, babe?

My stomach fluttered. I glanced at Sierra, meaning to mumble that we should head back to the table, but she caught the sender’s name over my shoulder and smiled slow and wicked.

“Tell him to meet us here,” she said, voice pitched just for me despite the music. Her hand slid lower, fingers splaying over my hipbone. The press of her thumb beneath the waistband of my jeans made my knees nearly buckle.

“In this bar?” My words came out breathy. “With the way we’re dancing?”

“Exactly with the way we’re dancing.” She nudged her thigh higher, and the seam of my jeans nudged intimately against me. “Let him see what he’s missing.”

A fresh wave of heat flushed my cheeks. Part of me bristled at the idea—Bryce walking in to find me draped over the woman he once slept with—but another part ached to know what his eyes would do when he saw us like this. Jealousy, curiosity, hunger: I wanted all of it directed at me.

I typed a quick reply before I could second-guess it: Downtown at Halo. Come if you’re off. I hit send and shoved the phone away, heart hammering.

Sierra’s palm skimmed up my spine, fingertips drawing lazy half-moons through the thin knit of my crop top. “Good girl,” she murmured, praise warm as liquor. Then she spun me around again so my back pressed flush to her front. She guided my hands to the curve of my own hips while her mouth hovered just above my shoulder. Together we rolled in tight circles, her pelvis rocking against my backside until friction bloomed between my legs, every slide of denim a teasing promise.

The crowd’s attention thickened, a tangible pulse around us. I felt objectified, displayed, and dizzy with how much I liked it. Lights strobed over upturned faces; I caught flashes of parted lips, wide eyes, the quick flick of a tongue across teeth. Each reaction stoked the molten coil inside me.

Sierra’s breath feathered my ear again. “Look at them looking at us, Natalie.” She emphasized us with a possessive squeeze that made me gasp. “Imagine what Bryce will think when he sees how gorgeous you are like this.”

I didn’t trust my voice, so I pressed back into her instead, thighs tightening around her knee. She chuckled low, and the sound vibrated straight through my ribs.

The song bled into another, darker beat, and still we moved: a slow, sinuous grind that turned the dance floor into an exhibition stage. Sweat rolled down the valley between my breasts, soaking the band of my bra. Sierra’s hand slipped up, thumb stroking the damp stripe through my shirt, and I swore I could feel the heat of her skin through the fabric.

Some part of me registered the door opening across the room, fresh night air swirling in, but I kept my gaze on the mirror behind the bar. In its reflection I saw Sierra’s lips curve against my shoulder, my own eyes heavy-lidded and dark with want, and the unmistakable silhouette of Bryce stepping inside.

My stomach flipped so hard I nearly tripped. Sierra held me steady, eyes glittering. “Show’s starting,” she whispered, and the thrill that shot through me was hotter than tequila, sharper than jealousy, and utterly, helplessly addictive.

The crush of Saturday-night bodies parted just enough for Bryce to spot us. I saw the moment recognition hit: his shoulders tensed, throat bobbing once, hard. Heat pooled low in my belly.

Beside me, Sierra read his expression like sheet music. Her fingers twined with mine and tugged. “Let’s give him a view he won’t forget,” she murmured, lips brushing the shell of my ear. A shiver raced over my skin. The song’s bass thumped through my bones; Sierra guided our bodies into a slow, dirty grind that made my breath shorten.

Bryce wove through the crowd, eyes locked on us. Under the colored lights his pupils looked blown, dark hunger rimmed in confusion. I felt powerful and exposed all at once—a butterfly pinned under glass—but my hips kept the rhythm Sierra set. Her hands smoothed down my sides, thumbs grazing the outer swell of my breasts just enough to spark.

When Bryce was a heartbeat away, Sierra tipped my chin and captured my mouth. The kiss was firm, sweet with tequila and intent. Heat flashed behind my eyelids; the floor seemed to tilt. Somewhere in that dizzy space I understood the urgency of her message: Show him you’re not afraid. I kissed her back, fingers clutching her forearms, and felt Bryce halt behind me.

Sierra broke the kiss, lips curving. She reached for Bryce without turning, finding his hand and tugging him forward until he stood flush against my front. His eyes searched mine—question, awe, the slightest tremor of nerves—but no words formed. Music swallowed everything but sensation.

Club lights strobed, painting him in violets and golds as Sierra pressed in from behind, sandwiching him between us. She wrapped her arms around his torso, palms flattening over hard muscle before inching lower, slow enough for me to watch every centimeter of descent. Bryce’s breath hitched loud enough to feel against my cheek. I slid my hands to his shoulders, then down over his chest, mirroring the path of hers so he felt surrounded, claimed.

Sierra’s knee nudged Bryce’s from behind, urging a subtle bend that let our hips line up. My denim brushed the stiffening ridge behind his fly; the contact stole a gasp from both of us. He still didn’t speak, but his palms found my waist, fingers splaying as if anchoring himself to the moment. I held his gaze, refusing to look away. This was the test—his question and my answer forged in the heat of strobing lights and pulsing bass.

Behind him Sierra’s hands crept over his belt buckle before settling just above, thumbs tracing lazy circles that made his abdomen twitch. Her eyes met mine over his shoulder, dark and intent, silently asking if this was too far. The rush pumping through my veins drowned caution; I gave the barest nod.

Bryce saw it—the permission flickering across my face—and his lips parted, breath ragged. Still silent, he leaned in until our foreheads touched. The crowd dissolved to a blur; all I knew was his scent and the knowledge that the three of us were tipping over a precipice together.

Sierra’s fingers eased the button of his jeans, teasing but not yet bold enough to breach. Bryce’s grip tightened at my waist; my nails dug into his shoulders. The song’s bass dropped, vibrating through our joined bodies like a shared pulse. Under the lights and the gaze of strangers, jealousy twisted into heat, fear into exhilaration, and I realized I wasn’t just letting this happen—I was meeting it head-on, eyes wide open.

The song ended and Sierra broke free. She came around Bryce, pressed a quick kiss to my cheek, then leaned in to murmur, “Water run—back in a sec,” before slipping off the floor. The crowd swallowed her; only the lingering heat of her body against mine proved she’d been there at all.

Bryce and I kept moving, slower now, hips rocking in the hush between songs. Sweat glimmered at his hairline. I tipped my face up, searching his expression. Confusion and want flickered there, twin storms behind his eyes.

“I thought you were studying tonight,” he said, voice pitched low to reach me over the chatter.

“We were.” I slid my palms higher on his shoulders, shrugging as if my pulse wasn’t hammering. “Three hours of studying. We needed a break.”

He gave a shaky laugh, but tension still wound tight in his frame. My gaze dropped, catching the unmistakable bulge pressing against his jeans—half-hard from the dance, from her hands, from the kiss he’d witnessed. A thrill and a pang struck together.

“I think I… kind of like her,” I admitted, words hot in my throat. “Do you?”

His brows knit. “What do you mean?”

I let my eyes flick meaningfully to his pelvis. “I mean—did you like it when she touched you?”

His Adam’s apple bobbed. No answer.

I pressed closer, thighs brushing the front of his jeans so he felt how boldly I was looking. “Would you sleep with her again?” I asked. “Did you like it the first time?”

He glanced toward the bar where Sierra’s dark curls bobbed amid patrons waving cash. “I mean… yeah. It was good. But that was a long time ago.”

My palm drifted to his chest, feeling the quick thud beneath cotton. “But would you sleep with her now—if I gave you permission?”

He stilled, eyes searching mine as if the right answer might be hidden there. Desire warred with caution in the tight set of his jaw. His fingers flexed at my waist, like he might pull me closer or step away, but neither happened.

Before he could speak, Sierra reappeared, condensation-beaded water bottle in hand and smile bright enough to eclipse the room. “Miss me?” she teased, sliding back into our orbit. The question was playful, but her gaze darted between our flushed faces, reading the scene she’d interrupted.

Whatever Bryce’s answer might have been dissolved on his tongue. The music surged again, bass vibrating beneath our feet, and Sierra’s arm looped through mine, guiding us back into motion before any of us decided what we were about to do next.
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Heat still shimmered off the club’s packed dance floor when Sierra pressed a palm to her chest and let out a theatrical sigh. “I don’t know about you two, but I might need to tap out,” she said, breath hitching on a quick laugh. “Way too many flashing lights and wandering hands. I’m heading toward sensory overload.” She fanned herself with the edge of her empty water bottle, gaze flicking to Bryce and lingering a beat too long on the flush still tinting his cheeks.

I adjusted my grip on his arm, suddenly aware of the damp line where his T-shirt clung to his back, and of the humming pull Sierra exerted on both of us. “It’s late,” I agreed, voice softer than I intended over the bass. “If you don’t feel like grabbing a rideshare across town, you could crash at our place.” The invitation tumbled out half-formed, bold for someone who claimed to be the sensible one.

Sierra’s brows lifted. She studied me as though searching for the catch, dark eyes catching the strobe light in glints of gold. I felt the weight of her appraisal slide over my mouth, my throat, all the way down to the flutter in my stomach. Beside me, Bryce stayed silent, but I felt the quick rise of his chest against my shoulder, the question he didn’t voice pulsing under his skin.

At last Sierra’s lips curved, equal parts mischief and relief. “Sounds like a plan,” she said, snapping the cap onto her bottle. “Assuming you’re sure.” Her gaze cut to Bryce for a heartbeat before settling on me again, confirmation that the true permission had to come from the woman whose bed he shared.

I nodded, hoping the flicker of nerves didn’t reach my eyes. “Positive,” I replied, threading my fingers through Bryce’s.

“Great.” She exhaled, shoulders dropping as if the decision loosened something inside her. “Let me just grab my jacket.”

While she disappeared into the coat check line, Bryce dipped his head until his breath brushed my temple. “Are we really doing this?” he murmured, voice husky with a cocktail of excitement and uncertainty.

I swallowed, pulse racing at the edge of recklessness. “We’re inviting a friend to sleep on our futon,” I said—truthful, but far from the whole truth vibrating under my skin. “What happens after that…” I shrugged, letting the unfinished sentence hang between us like a dare.

His thumb traced the inside of my wrist, reading the hammer of my pulse. “Okay,” he said quietly, decision settling into his shoulders.

Sierra returned, curls damp from the night air sneaking in each time the door opened. She slung her denim jacket over one arm and flashed a grin that promised trouble wrapped in gratitude. Together we slipped through the crowd toward the exit, Bryce’s hand warm on the small of my back and Sierra’s laughter rattling in my ears.
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I led Sierra and Bryce up the narrow stairs, flicking on the apartment’s dim hallway light. My pulse drummed against my ribs hard enough to shake the keys in my hand. Inside, Bryce went straight for the kitchen to grab waters, giving me and Sierra a loose pocket of privacy neither of us pretended not to notice.

“Spare tees are in here,” I said, opening the bedroom door and tugging an oversized university shirt from my dresser. The cotton had long since lost its shape; on her it would fall mid-thigh. I tried not to imagine how good that might look. I failed instantly.

Sierra hooked one finger in the hem of her tank and peeled it over her head, baring the sheen of club-sweaty skin without a flicker of self-consciousness. Her thin lace black bra cupped her breasts which were still flushed from dancing. I should have turned away. Instead I watched, heat unfurling in my belly like a slow pour of syrup. When she shimmied out of her jeans, curved hips and a scrap of matching lace slid into view. My mouth went dry.

She caught me staring as she tugged the tee down. “Like the show?” she teased, voice velvet roughened by exhaustion.

Blood rushed to my cheeks. “Hard to miss.”

Sierra stepped closer. “Why did you really invite me to stay the night, Natalie?”

“For the same reason you almost wrapped your hand around Bryce’s cock on that dance floor,” I answered before I could overthink it.

Her brows arched. “That was an accident.”

I let one eyebrow climb in open disbelief.

A half-laugh escaped her. “So what?” She brushed a loose strand from my face, fingers grazing my cheekbone. “You angling for a threesome?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, heart thrashing. “I can’t stop picturing the two of you together. But I’ve never been with a girl before.” Saying it aloud made the confession quiver in the air between us.

Sierra’s smirk softened into something warmer. “It can be a lot of fun—trust me.” Her hands found my hips, thumbs stroking the waistband of my jeans. Then, with gentle insistence, she guided me backward until the backs of my knees hit the mattress.

I sat, breath hitching. She stayed standing, looking down like she could read every rapid-fire thought in my eyes.

“Ready to learn?” she murmured, and pressed lightly on my shoulders.

I lay on my back while she unfastened my jeans, heart hammering so loudly I was sure she could hear it over the hush of the apartment. She yanked my jeans down like they had no business being on my body, then she ran her hands up my thighs.

Sierra’s knee sank into the mattress beside my thigh, her weight shifting gracefully as she crawled up my body. I tried to steady my breath, but each exhale came out jagged as she settled astride my hips. Her palms framed my cheeks, thumbs tracing the anxious flutter at the corners of my mouth before she captured it in a slow, coaxing kiss.

Heat flooded low in my abdomen. It was sharp and unfamiliar, but tinged with a thrill I couldn’t deny. When her tongue teased mine, I tasted curiosity and a confidence I’d only ever admired from a safe distance. My fingers, unsure, hovered at her waist.

Siera lifted my crop top up and I helped her slide it over my head. My bra was visible, straps straining with sudden exposure. Blood roared in my ears. I might have crossed my arms to hide if her hands hadn’t already slipped inside the molded cups, pulling each breast free as though unveiling a secret meant only for her.

“Beautiful,” she whispered against my lips.

The graze of her tongue around my right nipple sent a lightning crack up my spine. She circled lazily—one, two, three taunting swirls—before sealing her lips around the peak. My back arched off the mattress, an involuntary offering she accepted with a low hum. Her left hand drifted lower, fingertips skimming my stomach, then the slick inside of my thigh. I was embarrassingly wet, panties sticky against tender skin, and she found the evidence with a single confident stroke.

“Feeling shy?” she murmured, breath misting across damp fabric as her fingers traced my slit. The teasing question melted on a moan I couldn’t hold back. She chuckled then kissed a path down my torso, tongue dipping into my navel before she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of my panties. The elastic gave with a snap, and I lifted my hips in helpless cooperation while she peeled them away.

Cool air met my fevered flesh, but her mouth followed so quickly the chill turned to fire. Sierra’s tongue flattened against my clit, gentle at first, as if mapping new territory. Each lick was a slow pull of pressure, the kind that made my legs tremble and my fists clutch at the sheets. When she pressed two fingers inside, my breath caught on a ragged sob.

She built me up with deliberate cruelty. Thrust, curl, retreat, tongue circling, then suckling until my spine bowed. Pleasure coiled tight, heat flooding my cheeks, my chest, everywhere. I was teetering right there on the edge when a sharp knock cracked the haze.

“Everything all right?” Bryce’s muffled baritone drifted through the door, thick with concern.

Sierra didn’t pause. She suckled harder, fingers thrusting deep enough to steal my answer. “Oh, yeah,” she called back, lips slick against me, voice wicked with delight. “I’m just in here making your girlfriend come.”

The words detonated inside my skull—humiliation, exhilaration, raw want all at once. The tension snapped. My orgasm tore through me in greedy waves, hips jerking against Sierra’s mouth as a long, helpless moan spilled out. White heat flooded my veins; awareness narrowed to the rhythmic suck of her lips and the curling thrust of her fingers milking every shudder.

The door swung open at the worst, or maybe best, possible moment. Bryce filled the doorway, eyes wide, jaw slack, water bottle forgotten in his hand. Sierra looked up but didn’t move away. She licked one slow final stripe that made my thighs quiver before withdrawing her fingers. My body pulsed with aftershocks, chest rising and falling in uneven bursts.

Our gazes locked. His was stunned, mine glassy with satisfaction and fear. And for a heartbeat the room hung in perfect, breathless silence. I managed a shaky smile, adrenaline buzzing under my skin like carbonated heat.

“Come on, babe,” I said, voice husky, still panting. I pushed up on my elbows and unclasped my bra for good. My breasts were still bare and tingling from Sierra’s mouth. “It’s your turn.”

His pupils blew wide as he stepped inside and closed the door behind him. My pulse stuttered.

Bryce stripped off his T-shirt in one clean pull. Sierra rose from the bed and peeled away the oversized tee she’d borrowed, tossing it to the floor. Nothing hid her: dusky-rose nipples tightened in the cool air, and the tiny triangle of cotton that counted as panties did nothing to disguise the sculpted curve of her hips.

I swallowed. A fresh wave of jealousy curled low in my belly, but when she flicked a glance over her shoulder and winked at me, it melted into something closer to awe.

Bryce stepped toward her, jeans hanging low over plaid boxers, breath hitching. He kept his gaze on Sierra, but his voice, rough and searching, aimed at me. “So…what is it that you want, Natalie?”

I sat against the headboard completely naked now. My skin felt too thin; every breeze, every flicker of light, registered as sensation. I should have been embarrassed. Instead, I felt powerful.

My voice trembled anyway. “I want you to put your hands on her.”

Sierra’s lips curved. She tilted her chin at Bryce in invitation. He reached out, fingertips brushing her waist, then settling on the swell of her hip. She guided his palm higher, over the soft plane of her stomach, until it rested beneath one bare breast. My lungs refused to work. His thumb traced upward, skimming the underside before gliding across her nipple. She gave a small, indrawn breath.

Heat struck between my thighs again. I flexed them together, slick evidence of my own need reminding me exactly how quickly this could swallow me whole. Jealousy jabbed at me still. Bryce had touched me a thousand times, but never with an audience. And Sierra was perfect in the golden light, radiant and unafraid. Could I really watch him worship someone else and survive the sting?

Sierra reached for his fly, knuckles brushing the rigid outline beneath denim. The button popped with a metallic click, then the zipper eased down, teeth by slow, teasing teeth. My thighs squeezed together, dress still rucked at my waist, the cool air between my legs turning slick heat into a throb I couldn’t ignore.

Sierra lowered gracefully to her knees, tugging jeans and boxers in a single fluid motion until they pooled at his ankles. Bryce’s breath left him in a ragged rush the moment her mouth sank over his cock. His fingers speared into her curls; her hum of approval vibrated along his length, a sound that arrowed straight between my own legs. I slipped a hand between my legs, my middle finger dipping inside.

“Look at her take me,” Bryce growled, voice thick with gravel. His hungry gaze jumped from the wet slip of Sierra’s lips to the frantic rhythm of my hand. “Tell me you like what you see, baby.”

“God, yes,” I gasped, hips lifting into my own touch. The words tasted reckless and right.

Sierra’s eyes flicked up, wicked and pleased. She hollowed her cheeks, working him deeper until Bryce’s answering curse filled the room. My palm flattened against my stomach to steady myself, each swirl over my clit echoing the slow suction of her mouth.

With a sudden urgency, Bryce curled his hands beneath Sierra’s shoulders and tugged her upright. She rose easily, laughing low, saliva gleaming at the corner of her mouth. He spun her, pressing her front to the wall; palms spread over the faded paint as she arched her back in invitation.

“I’m going to fuck her now,” he told me, voice a feral rasp, hips nudging behind Sierra while one hand guided himself to her slick entrance. “Unless you want me to stop.”

“Don’t stop,” I breathed. There was no trace of reluctance left, only molten need knotting in my belly.

Sierra looked over her shoulder, smirk curving like a promise. “You’re more fun than I gave you credit for.”

I watched the thick head of Bryce’s cock nudging between her slick folds. For one suspended breath the room hung silent. Then he pressed forward, burying himself in a single, hungry thrust. Sierra’s gasp caught against the wall; Bryce’s answering groan vibrated straight through me. My fingers circled my clit faster, hips twitching for friction.

“Fuck yes,” I hissed, the words tumbling out before shame could stop them. “I want you to fuck her so hard.”

Bryce’s eyes locked on mine. A fierce heat flared there as he fisted a hand in Sierra’s hair, drawing her head back until her throat arched. The motion looked brutal, but his grip stayed careful. It was just enough pressure to claim, not harm. His other hand clamped around her hip and he drove into her again, the slap of skin on skin filling the air. Each thrust rocked her breasts against the wall in soft, helpless smears I couldn’t look away from.

I rubbed harder, catching the swollen nub with quick flicks, half-dizzy from the sight of Sierra’s body jolting beneath Bryce’s. She reached between her legs, fingertips hunting for her own pleasure, but the angle was awkward, her breath stuttering in frustration.

I slid off the bed before I could rethink it. My bare knees kissed carpet; heat flushed up my neck as I cupped her hand, easing it away. “Let me,” I murmured, voice shaky but certain.

Sierra’s shoulders sagged with relief, a grateful hum leaving her lips. Bryce’s pace faltered for a heartbeat as he watched me settle beneath them, then he let out a feral groan and slammed forward again.

I flattened my tongue to Sierra’s clit, tasting the sharp mix of her arousal and Bryce’s. The contact made her jolt, a broken cry echoing off the plaster. I licked in firm, rhythmic strokes, pressing two fingers to the slick seam just below, matching the drive of Bryce’s thrusts so she felt us both at once. Each time he bottomed out, my tongue circled, and her moans spiraled higher until the room felt too small for all that heat.

Bryce’s knuckles whitened in her hair. “She’s so damn tight around me,” he growled, voice shredded with restraint.

Sierra shivered, hips jerking back onto him. I sucked gently, then harder, drawing a tremor straight through her thighs. My own clit throbbed in sympathy; the urge to reach down and finish myself almost knocked me breathless.

“God, Nat,” Bryce bit out, eyes blazing. “Watching you eat her while I’m inside—fuck.”

His words sluiced through whatever resistance I had left. I moaned into Sierra’s flesh, letting the vibration ripple through her. She clenched hard around Bryce; he shuddered, curse spilling.

I slid a finger between her swollen lips, finding the slick entrance stretched around him. The pad of my finger brushed his thrusting shaft, our touches tangling inside her, and Sierra’s entire body went taut. She climaxed with a ragged cry, walls fluttering around us both.

Bryce’s control snapped. He drove deep, burying himself to the root, and stilled—muscles rigid, breath fractured—before spilling into her with a guttural groan. I kept lapping gently, coaxing every last tremor out of Sierra while Bryce slumped forward, forehead resting against the wall beside hers.

My own orgasm hovered, sizzling but just out of reach. I sat back on my heels, chest heaving, slick fingers trembling between my thighs.

The scene hit me all at once—him still hard, slick from her pussy; her body open and trembling above me; and my own pulse pounding like I’d been waiting my whole life for exactly this.

I said the words before I lost my nerve.

“I want you to fuck her ass now,” I whispered, voice low and shaking. Then, louder, braver:

“While I eat her out.”

Sierra let out a sound that wasn’t quite a moan and wasn’t quite a laugh—something deliriously pleased that shot straight through me. Bryce swore under his breath, the sound tight with surprise and pure desire.

He eased out of her pussy, his length gleaming with her arousal. The wet slide made Sierra tremble, and made me ache with an almost painful jealousy. I wanted to feel that same glide inside myself, even as my mouth watered for her instead.

Bryce dipped his fingers between her lips first, gathering everything she’d given him, coating himself again. Sierra flinched at the sensitivity but pushed her hips back anyway, offering herself to both of us.

I watched every second, heat spreading low and deep.

“Easy,” Bryce murmured, guiding himself to her tighter entrance. “Just breathe.”

Sierra did. And when he pushed forward, slowly, inch by inch, her breath broke into a long, shaking moan that filled the room.

God. Watching her take him like that, watching her body stretch around him, sent a shiver through my whole body. My thighs pressed together, desperate for something, anything.

I leaned in and kissed her swollen pussy, tasting the mix of her orgasm and Bryce’s cum. Sierra’s cry pitched up, and Bryce froze for a moment, groaning.

“Oh my—Natalie,” he rasped, voice wrecked. “Fuck, that’s⁠—”

“I know,” I whispered, and sealed my mouth over Sierra again.

She buckled, nearly collapsing against the wall as Bryce thrust slowly into her ass, each movement rocking her forward into my mouth. I tightened my grip on her hips, holding her steady as I dragged my tongue over her clit in slow, firm strokes that made her thighs tremble against my shoulders.

Her reactions were intoxicating. Every jerk of her hips, every moan punched out of her lungs when Bryce pressed deeper, every accidental grind against my mouth when the pleasure ran too sharp.

“I can’t, oh my god—” Sierra gasped, voice cracking as Bryce’s rhythm picked up.

“Yes, you can,” Bryce growled behind her.

“Yes, you can,” I echoed, sucking gently, then harder.

She was squeezed tight around him. So tight I could feel Bryce’s thrusts through her body, each stroke pushing her forward into my mouth. Her clit throbbed under my tongue, slick and warm, her whole body shuddering with the overload.

My own need curled and snapped inside me. I slipped a hand between my thighs, rubbing messy circles over my clit. The combination of her on my tongue, Bryce watching me touch myself, and the obscene sound of his cock sliding into her ass, dragged a helpless whimper out of me.

“Natalie,” Bryce choked, eyes locked on the way I touched myself while devouring Sierra. “You’re gonna make me…fuck!”

Sierra’s legs quivered violently. “I’m close. I’m so close, don’t stop!”

I didn’t. I flattened my tongue, licking her through each thrust while rubbing myself faster, the pressure sharp enough to make my hips jerk.

Her orgasm tore through her first.

She bowed off Bryce’s chest with a hoarse cry, thighs squeezing around my face as she came hard, clenching around him so tight that Bryce lost his rhythm and slammed into her with a grunt, spilling into her with a broken moan, hands gripping her hips like he was trying not to fall.

Watching them come, feeling Sierra shudder on my tongue while Bryce shook behind her, pushed me over the edge so fast I barely had time to breathe.

I came with my forehead pressed to her thigh, hand buried between my legs, body shivering in sharp, relentless waves until I could barely hold myself upright.

The room fell quiet, except for three ragged breaths mingling hot and uneven in the dim light.

Sierra slumped against the wall, boneless. Bryce rested his forehead between her shoulder blades, still panting.

And I stayed on my knees between them, shaking, my lips wet with Sierra, my thighs trembling, my heart pounding with the realization:

I wanted every second of that, and I didn’t want this to be the last time.
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An hour later the three of us had finally stopped trembling long enough to order food, though my legs were still unsteady when I crossed the living room to answer the door. My thighs brushed together, tender in a way that made heat flicker behind my ribs all over again.

The delivery guy handed over the warm paper bags without making eye contact, which was probably for the best. I was sure I looked freshly ruined. My hair was a knot, my clothes were replaced by another oversized shirt, and my skin still carried the faint musk of the two people waiting behind me. I closed the door quickly, my pulse still fluttering.

Books were still scattered across the coffee table from hours ago—highlighters, note cards, a copy of Their Eyes Were Watching God lying face-down. Sierra scooped everything into a messy pile with the back of her forearm, laughing as one pen skittered off the edge and rolled under the couch.

“We’re officially done studying tonight,” she said, smoothing her curls back with her wrist.

Bryce snorted from the armchair, where he sat reclined and impossibly relaxed in nothing but his sweatpants. “Pretty sure we entered a whole different kind of extracurricular.”

My face heated, but not from embarrassment. There was something so easy about the banter now, like the tension that used to sit between us had dissolved into something warm and fluid. I settled onto the sofa beside Sierra, our knees touching, her thigh pressed lightly against mine. No jolts of panic this time. Just a soft awareness I couldn’t quite swallow.

I opened the first container, and the burst of garlic and ginger made my stomach growl. “God, I don’t think I’ve ever been this hungry.”

Sierra grinned sidelong. “Burns a lot of calories, babe.”

It took me a beat to realize the endearment was aimed at me. My breath hitched, barely noticeable unless someone was paying close attention, and Bryce definitely was. He raised an eyebrow, a playful challenge in his eyes that made the base of my spine tingle.

We passed cartons back and forth, chopsticks tapping, sauces spilling on napkins. At one point Sierra lifted a dumpling toward Bryce, and he leaned forward to take it from her chopsticks with an exaggerated sensual hum that made her shove his shoulder. The three of us dissolved into laughter, the sound loose and unguarded in a way that felt new.

It was strange. Just an hour ago, I’d watched them come apart together, watched their bodies knot and arch and tremble, and I’d thought the aftershocks would leave the room tight with awkwardness. But instead everything felt more open. Like we’d all flipped to the same unspoken page.

Sierra nudged my hip with hers. “You barely ate that last bite. Still full from earlier?”

My cheeks heated again, but her grin softened the edge of the tease. “I’m eating,” I said, popping a piece of broccoli into my mouth. “Just…thinking.”

“Uh-oh,” Bryce said from the chair. “Nat gets that look and I know she’s in her head.”

I made a face. “I am not.”

He pointed his chopsticks at me. “You definitely are.”

Sierra leaned closer, her shoulder bumping mine. “If you regret anything, we don’t have to pretend. We can talk about it.”

The tenderness in her voice startled me. I looked down at my takeout container, then back at her, then at Bryce who was slouched, smiling faintly, and waiting for whatever came next.

Regret. The word didn’t fit. Not even close.

I swallowed. “I don’t regret anything.”

Sierra’s smile curled slow and warm. Bryce’s shoulders relaxed.

We kept eating. Kept joking. Sierra stole a bite of my noodles and pretended it was a diplomatic exchange. Bryce claimed he deserved a medal for “endurance.” Sierra told him he could submit his application online. My laughter felt like it came from deeper than my chest, loose and unrestrained. The kind I hadn’t felt in years.

When the food was gone and the cartons were stacked on the coffee table beside our abandoned books, I leaned back into the sofa cushions, suddenly full in every sense of the word. My arm brushed Sierra’s. Our fingers grazed. She didn’t pull away. Neither did I.

The night settled soft around us, warm and humming with the kind of intimacy you can’t fake.

And somewhere beneath the comfort and the exhaustion and the lingering hum of arousal, I felt something else take root. A quiet certainty that surprised me with its clarity.

I was going to see Sierra again. Long after this class ended. Long after the essays and the excuses to meet up. She wasn’t just a study partner or a one-night detour in the map of my life. Something deeper had shifted. Something I couldn’t name yet but felt pulsing beneath my skin.

I glanced at her, and she met my eyes like she already knew.

My pulse tripped, warm and sure.

Yeah. This wasn’t the last time.
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