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It’s a classic story: on the heels of a bad breakup and with Valentine’s Day fast approaching, Amber has sworn off men and is planning a girl’s night with her close friends, Maya and Olivia.

What happens next is a sexy and sinful twist on a classic trope. Amber quickly learns that Maya and Olivia are anything but roommates. When Maya challenges Amber to prove that she is really done with men, Amber is forced to put up or shut up.

Unable to resist temptation, Amber gives in to the two sexy and experienced women who know just what she needs to make this Valentine’s Day special. Maya and Olivia start out gentle but Amber is up for more. Just how far will this former straight girl fall into the clutches of sapphic lust?

Find out in this short and scintillating tale of experimentation, discovery, and hot lesbian action.





“Fuck the patriarchy!” I shouted as I downed half my wine glass in a single gulp. “I am officially and completely done with men!”

Olivia and Maya laughed and raised their glasses, but did not join in on the toast.

“I think we’ve heard this one before,” Olivia teased. “How long will it last this time?”

“A week,” Maya said, joining in. “Two at the most.”

“Outrageous! This time it’s for real,” I said as I put my wine glass down on the table. “Anyway, I think I need a refill.”

“You still have half a cup in there!” Olivia shouted in fake exasperation.

Maya only shook her head. “You know Amber gets nervous when the wine is more than half an inch from the rim.”

“Exactly. When it gets much lower than that, it takes too much work to drink. I mean who is trying to tilt the glass parallel to the floor to get anything out of it?”

Both girls just rolled their eyes. Maya topped off my glass. I smiled a thanks at her and drained the glass in one long, slow go of it.

“Jesus,” Olivia laughed.

Maya buried her head in her hands for a moment before reaching for the bottle again. I shook my head. It was a funny bit, but I knew that I couldn’t keep putting them back at my current pace if I wanted to keep my wits about me.

“Think I’ll take a break before Olivia has an aneurysm.” I pushed myself to my feet and paused for a moment. I wanted to see if the alcohol had taken much effect yet. There was a slight warmth in my fingertips and flush to my cheeks, but the room stayed perfectly still as I waited. I was still more or less sober.

Walking toward the staircase that led to the basement, I called back. “I’m heading to the bathroom. Anyone need anything on my way back?”

“Another bottle of wine!” Olivia called out as I trudged down the stairs.

“Make it two,” Maya added. “With how you are going through them, we don’t want to be making the trip every five minutes.”

I did my business and then made my way toward the back of the basement where they kept a small wine fridge. I had only been down here a few times before. The ground level bathroom I usually used was out of commission until they could have a plumber fix a leaky seal around the toilet.

I opened the wine fridge to find it tragically empty. The basement was unfinished and boxes were thrown and stacked here and there along with other knick-knacks, odds and ends, and all manner of other things. Might not be cold, but there had to be more wine hiding in one of those boxes.

“Not seeing anything in the fridge,” I called out. I waited for a moment, but no response came. “I’m just going to look around and see if there are some other bottles down here somewhere.”

Again, no response. For a night like tonight, wine was not a luxury or an indulgence. It was a necessity. I could put on a brave face and laugh with my friends about how awful men were, how we didn’t need them anyway, but beneath that mask the pain still stung.

Dumped. It was a word I hated. There was something so undignified about the sound of it that made me feel like an unwanted piece of furniture someone left out for the trash. And yet dumped was what I was and only two weeks ago, only two weeks before Valentine’s Day.

It wasn’t so much the particulars of this relationship or break-up. No, what really got me was that this was the same shit in a different year. Another year-plus long relationship with a finance asshole with more money than brains who couldn’t keep his dick in his pants. This one had left for the new nineteen year old intern that was working as his “assistant”.  What a fucking creep.

And so like broken hearted women everywhere, I had sworn off men, decided that a girls’ night was the only way to spend Valentine’s Day, and then tried to convince myself that there was nothing sad about that. Maybe there wasn’t, but I knew I didn’t really feel that way.

Hell, I was lucky that I had been able to rope Maya and Olivia into my little scheme. They hadn’t been the first of my girlfriends that I reached out to, but they had been the only ones to accept. Everyone else was either in a long term relationship or had some fuck-boy or tinder hookup that they were using to quiet the loneliness.

Though they hadn’t been my first choice, I was still happy to be spending time with the two of them. We had known each other since freshman year of college when we had all been on the same hall. Maya and Olivia hadn’t been roommates back then but they had been fast friends from day one and nearly inseparable all throughout college. I had kept in touch with them here and there and would see them a few times a year. Too caught up in the flaming disaster of my last relationship, it had been awhile since I had reached out to them for a hang. So, it wasn’t all bad in the end, but still something about the thing nagged at me. Friends helped, but I was heartbroken and lonely and as the wine made its way through me, I could feel myself aching for things that my friends couldn’t help me with.

As I searched through a few boxes of canned soups and another filled with what appeared to be every power cord for every phone that had ever been made, I realized that I should be a little more grateful. It was dumb luck that Maya and Olivia were around to hang out. Both of them were smart, beautiful, and successful women who could have had their pick of men and could easily have had plans that would have left me sitting alone at home.

Come to think of it, neither of them seemed to date very much. I vaguely recalled a boy or two toward the beginning of our freshman year, but nothing else really came to mind. Some people were just more career focused, I guessed. Nothing wrong with that.

Under a stack of old magazines–who has magazines anymore!—I found a box with the words Boring! Taxes! scrawled in handwriting I recognized as Maya’s.

Perfect, I thought to myself. Maya had a somewhat silly if endearing sense of humor and this was exactly the kind of ‘funny’ thing she would do to a box where they kept their wine reserves. I popped off the lid already trying to decide if I wanted to get a red and a white or two reds. Maybe a rose and a red: pink and red for Valentine’s Day. I hadn’t quite made up my mind when I realized what I was looking at.

The box was definitely not filled with wine. Instead inside I found a collection of fuzzy hand-cuffs and a pair of dice that appeared to have the names of sex acts written on their sides sitting on top of another stack of old magazines. But that wasn’t all. Alongside the cuffs and the dice sat a bright neon pink cylinder. It had ridges along it that ran from the rounded end on one side to where it attached to a thin piece of black fabric with velcro straps.

It was a dildo. No, a strap-on. And it was huge.

My mind went blank for a moment and it was as if I was no longer in control of my own actions and was instead watching someone else reach out and touch it. Tentatively, as though it might bite, I risked a touch and, satisfied then that it was not going to light up or set off an alarm, I picked it up by the shaft and studied it more closely.

It was then that I noticed a pink envelope that had been mostly obscured by the toy that had been sitting on top of it. Olivia’s name was written carefully in a delicate flowery hand that once again bore Maya’s distinctive style. I’m not sure what I was thinking as I opened the envelope and read the message written on the card inside.

Happy Valentine’s Day babe! Can’t believe this is our eighth one together. I know having Amber over wasn’t exactly what we had planned for a romantic Valentine’s Day date, but I appreciate you going along with it. She could use some friends right now. You are the best.
​- Maya ❤

P.S. Now that our third wheel is gone, I’m planning on making it up to you BIG TIME. How about we start by taking this number out for a spin? I promise you’ll be walking crooked for a week.

My heart pounded in my chest. Oh, I thought to myself, I am a fucking idiot. Not roommates then. Obviously not, in hindsight. I felt my cheeks flush as I scanned my memories for everytime I may have put my foot in my mouth. There were plenty to pick from. I was too lost in my own embarrassment for missing something so blindingly obvious to hear the footsteps on the stairs.

“You get lost?”

I nearly jumped at the sound of the voice behind me. The world seemed to move in slow motion as I tried to do too many things at once. I tried to turn toward the voice, position myself in front of the box, but at the same time I was trying to stuff the card back into the envelope, trying to drop the toy back into the box and slam close the lid. What happened instead was a disaster. The box toppled off the stack and onto the floor below, spilling its contents while at the same time the toy clattered to the floor. I nearly ripped the envelope trying to get the card back in it before I realized it was futile. As I completed my rotation and came face to face with Maya, I let the card drop from my hand.

I was totally busted.

“Umm,” I said. I could feel the blood burning in my cheeks. “Guess this isn’t where you keep the wine.”

I waited for the anger, for the yelling. What had I been doing snooping in their stuff? And how mad were they going to be that I had found out they were a couple? Or would they be mad at all? Were they even in the closet or was I just the only one too oblivious to see the obvious lesbian couple that had been living with each other for the better part of decade and who never seemed to be dating anyone else? Career-focused? I am such a fucking idiot.

Instead, Maya laughed.

“Decidedly not.” She took a step toward me, her eyes surveying the scene. “So I guess the cat is out of the bag.”

I nodded, but kept my lips pressed tightly together. I was still trying to get my head around what was happening.

“Wine’s in the closet there.”

I followed Maya’s pointer finger toward a closet door in the back corner that I had missed. Of course I had. If I had been trying, it would have been hard to embarrass myself more. Taking the hint I went into the closet and grabbed three bottles of wine. Two was not going to cut it now. I was going to need one bottle just to myself if I was going to stop myself from dying of embarrassment.

When I came back, Maya was just standing there. Her smile was gone, replaced with an enigmatic expression that I couldn’t quite read.

“Let’s go,” she said. Her voice was stern but kind.

Maya had cleaned things up. The cuffs and dice and magazines were back in the box and the box was back on the stack. The card had been put back into the envelope and the toy had been retrieved, but these last two, oddly, were still in Maya’s hands.

“Why do you ha–”

“Let’s go,” Maya cut me off and turned back toward the stairs. Too confused, embarrassed, and with no other real option, I followed.

Olivia was still sitting on the couch where we had left her.

“What took you guys?” she asked with a laugh. “I was beginning to worry I was going to have to send out the search party. I mean—”

The words died on her lips as she saw what Maya was carrying.

“Babe, what is going on?” There was more confusion than concern in her voice.

“Well, Happy Valentine’s I guess,” Maya said as she handed the card to Olivia. The other girl took it but her eyes were glued to the strap-on that Maya still held. “It was supposed to be a late night present after our guest had departed, but someone was a little nosy.”

I could see the flush in Olivia’s cheeks now as she read the card.

“Did she—”

Maya nodded.

“Well, that’s a bit embarrassing,” Olivia said with a laugh as the red flush on her cheeks grew brighter. From the feeling in my own face, I had a strong suspicion I looked more or less the same. Maya was the only one who didn’t appear absolutely mortified by the whole thing.

There was a moment’s pause that seemed to stretch on for minutes. And then whatever stupor had descended on me when Maya had first caught me vanished and the whole situation hit me like a ton of bricks.

“I am so unbelievably sorry, you guys,” I said, licking my lips as I searched for an explanation or an excuse. “I really was just looking for the wine. I never meant to snoop and I would never say a word to anyone about it.”

“So what are we going to do about it?” Maya asked. The question sounded so matter-of-fact, as though she was asking what we wanted to order for dinner.

“What do you mean?” I looked from Maya to Olivia searching for some facial clue as to what she was talking about.

“Well, the plan had been for me to give that to Olivia after you had left. But now that it’s all out in the open, and Olivia has read the message… Well, I’m not sure she or I are going to have the patience to wait that long.”

“Oh, of course,” I said. I was already backing toward the door. “I, umm, totally get it. It’s Valentine’s Day and you two want to spend it together like any couple. I’m happy to get out of your hair.”

Maya shook her head. “I don’t think there’s any reason you need to leave.” She raised one eyebrow. “Unless you want to?”

I felt butterflies in my stomach.

“What do you mean? You, uhhh, said— I mean it sounded like maybe you wanted some privacy to ummmm—”

“To what? Oh, you mean to fuck Olivia. ” Maya took a step toward me with that same cocky look on her face. “How serious were you exactly, Amber, when you said you were done with men?”

My stomach did a flip hearing those words from Maya’s mouth. There wasn’t just a flush in my cheeks now. It spread down my neck and warmth blossomed in my chest. I fidgeted in place while a thousand warm and not quite unpleasant pinpricks danced across my skin. In my stomach, a deeper warmth spread across my abdomen and then lower and— Holy shit, I thought to myself, I am so fucking turned on.

From that thought followed a thousand thoughts. I wasn’t a lesbian, was I? And I had never been interested in women before and, and, and… But no matter how many questions I asked or answered, there was one inescapable truth: I was uncontrollably, deeply, and hopelessly turned on my Maya talking about fucking Olivia with a strap-on and maybe by more than that.

“How serious, Amber?” Maya took another step toward me.

“I don’t… ummm, I mean I—” I trailed off, the words catching in my throat.

“Well, let’s see,” Maya said and then her lips were on mine. For a moment, the world disappeared and there was nothing but the soft feeling of her lips against mine, the pressure as I sank into her embrace. It was like electricity coursing through my whole body. I couldn’t believe that I was kissing another girl, really kissing, for the first time in my life. And I loved it.

I’m not sure how long it was before Maya broke the kiss and stepped back.

“Don’t worry,” Maya said, as though she could read my mind. “There’s plenty more where that came from.”

“Holy fuck that was hot!”

I had almost forgotten that Olivia was in the room. I had been so lost in the feeling of Maya’s lips against my own that my brain had completely short circuited. I waited to feel something: guilt, regret, a change of heart. Instead, the only thing I felt was an overwhelming and insatiable desire to see if Olivia’s lips felt as good as her girlfriend’s.

“So, first kiss with a girl and you are already looking for another pair of lips to kiss,” Maya said and again it was as if she could read my mind. “A girl might get the idea that she didn’t leave you satisfied.”

“Maya, that kiss was like nothing I have ever experienced. I could kiss those lips for hours.” I could see a slight glint in Maya’s eyes as I said that. She tried to play it cool but I could tell she enjoyed the praise. “But satisfied? Hell no. I need more. Lots more.” I looked between the two girls. “From both of you.”

I could feel the desire in my body. I wanted this. I needed this. Stress and hormones and maybe a little bit of alcohol had all conspired to wind me into a ball of lust so tight I thought I might go insane if I didn’t get off. And soon. Maybe I was a lesbian too, or bi, or maybe I was just straight and lonely and horny. It didn’t matter.  I wanted them.

Olivia stood now too and closed the distance between us. As I turned toward her Maya stepped behind me. I could feel the swell of her breasts against my back. As Olivia leaned in and our lips met, I felt Maya’s lips on my neck. The effect was electric. Two sets of hands touching my body. Two sets of lips kissing me. Was this what I had been missing?

Olivia broke the kiss and Maya decided it was time to move to the next step.

“Bedroom?” It was a one word question that carried others inside it like a Russian nesting doll. Fuck it, I thought. My answer was fuck yes to every single one of them.

We had hardly made it into the bedroom before I felt hands on me again, and lips. In the press of flesh and bodies, I couldn’t keep track of who was who. One minute I was kissing Maya while Olivia’s delicate fingers undid my belt and helped me shimmy out of my jeans. The next my fingers were buried in Olivia’s hair as she kissed and sucked at my neck and earlobes while Maya undid my bra. Somewhere along the line I had taken off my top though I had no memory of it.

Maya pushed me back onto the bed. The only thing I was still wearing was my thong and that was completely soaked.

Maya and Olivia put on a little show for me, kissing and teasing each other as they quickly lost garment after garment until they were in the same state of undress that I was. My eyes devoured both of their bodies. If I had been attracted to these two goddesses before, now I was floored. Both were beautiful in their own way. Maya was shorter than her girlfriend with platinum blonde hair and an athlete’s body. Her tits were the size of my head and her curves drove me wild. Olivia was tall where Maya was short, slender where the blonde was thick. Her tits were similar in size to my own, somewhere around Cs, but her ass was toned and firm. I’m sure my eyes were bulging out.

“I think she needs to lose the panties,” Olivia said. “We want to make sure we have easy access.”

“I think you’re a hundred percent right.” Maya said. The way they talked about me like I was just a piece of meat, like I wasn’t even there, made my clit throb. “Lose them, Amber.”

Something in the sternness of her voice turned me on even more. I complied without a second thought.

“Now,” Maya said, for a moment the stern sexy mask she had donned vanished, replaced by the friend that I knew. “You sure you’re up for this?”

“Show me what I’ve been missing,” I said. There was no way I was backing down now. “If you want me to swear off men for real, I need you two to show me what I’ve been missing.”

Maya climbed onto the bed to my right as Olivia did on my right. Maya’s fingers brushed against my stomach. Olivia kissed my neck.

“And how would you like us to do that?” Maya asked with a wicked smile on her face.

“I want you too to have your way with me. Show me how good it feels to have two women handling my body. Fuck me senseless.” I was as shocked as anyone as the words poured out of my mouth, but I was beyond caring. “Make me your little plaything.”

“Oh, fuck yea,” Olivia growled as her kisses trailed lower.

“Don’t say I didn’t try to warn you,” Maya said with a smile.

Olivia’s mouth closed over my nipple as Maya’s fingers found my clit. The pleasure came so suddenly, I barely had time to register what was happening. One minute it was anticipation, light caresses and kisses and the next— Maya’s fingers on her right hand were buried inside me as two from her left massaged my clit. Olivia’s mouth and hands were artist’s tools the way she played with my tits. Before I knew what was happening, my mind went blank and the first orgasm tore through my body.

I had had orgasms before though only a few times with another person. Usually, I needed to rely on my own handiwork to get there. This was indescribable. The pleasure that consumed me was so extreme that for a moment I thought I might pass out. My clit was on fire, Maya playing with it even as I was in the midst of cumming.

“Wow,” was all I could say when it had passed. The room stopped spinning as I managed to catch my breath. “That was…” I searched for words I couldn’t find as I panted.

“...just the beginning,” Maya said. “Now, tonight since it's your first time we are going to make sure we take good care of you, Amber, but that doesn’t mean you don’t have to earn your keep. Now, come up here with me.”

Maya pulled herself into a sitting position and pulled me up with her. Olivia, clearly already knowing where this was going, slid into my previous position lying on the bed.

“How good does she look?” Maya asked me as Olivia started to play with herself. One hand massaged her tits and played with her nipples, while the other spread her lips and massaged her clit.  

The pleasure on her face was hotter than anything I had ever seen. There was something about the mixture of her soft feminine features combined with raw animal lust that was intoxicating.

“Definitely not straight,” I said before I realized it was out loud.

“No, shit.” Maya laughed. “But if you aren’t straight then you are gonna need to learn how to eat pussy.”

I couldn’t stop myself from smiling.

“But that’s not all,” Maya said as she pulled me toward her and kissed me again on the mouth. “While you are eating Olivia’s pussy, I am going to take this new toy out for a spin here.”

As realization dawned on me, I felt my stomach doing flips. She was going to use the strap-on to fuck me while I ate out her girlfriend. At this point, I was practically dripping in anticipation for what was about to occur.

“Now,” Olivia said, drawing my attention to her. “Come here.”

I made to move down toward Olivia’s waiting folds, but she shook her head and beckoned me up toward her. I crawled toward Olivia until I was lying on top of her with our lips only a few centimeters apart.

“Someone is an eager beaver to get a taste,” she said with a laugh. “But classy girls at least need a kiss first before they let someone go down on them.”

“Who gave you the impression that I'm a classy girl?” I said, feeling bold.

Olivia’s face lit up with delight. “Oh, I like this one, Maya. We are going to have some real fun with her.”

Olivia leaned forward and our lips met. It was different than kissing Maya, but no less wonderful. Her lips were softer, the kiss more delicate. Kissing Maya had felt like opening a whole new world and kissing Olivia felt like the same thing. Maybe kissing any girl felt like this. That thought sent a thrill through me. Maybe it wouldn’t always feel this new, this exciting each time I kissed a girl I had never kissed before. Maybe not, but I was sure as hell going to find out.

We broke our kiss just as I felt Maya move into position behind me. My breath caught as I felt her hands against my naked skin. She grabbed my hips and leaned forward until I could feel her big tits pressing against my back. Her breath against my neck sent shivers down my spine. As her fingers traced the outlines of my wet and waiting lips, I nearly came again.

“Are you ready?”

I was too turned on for words. Instead, action was my answer. I moved quickly, kissing down Olivia’s neck and chest, planting my lips between her heaving breasts and then across her stomach. There was a part of me that wanted to take my time, go slow, that wanted to build anticipation. But that part of me vanished completely when I felt Maya’s strap-on sink into me from behind.

For a moment, the whole world went white. Pleasure surged through me as my pussy stretched out eagerly to accept the massive dildo thrusting into me.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, the world spinning in a delirium of pleasure. “Stretch me the fuck out!”

The words that left my mouth shocked even me. It was almost like I was watching this happen to someone. Almost, but not quite because I wasn’t watching someone else experience this pleasure; it was happening to me.

As Maya continued to thrust into me her pace grew faster. Each time she slammed into me, my whole body seemed to convulse. It was like being in a dream, tossed about on waves of pleasure that left me gasping for air. It was dizzying in a way no pleasure had ever been. The feeling of delicate fingertips brushing against my face brought me back to reality.

I looked up to see Olivia’s gaze locked on me, her fingers gently caressing my cheek. She smiled at me then nodded down, giving me encouragement and reassurance.  I leaned forward and took my first taste of another woman.

If I had been tipsy with lust before, now I was drunk with it. The taste of my own juices was familiar to me, my own curiosity having gotten the better of me more than once through the years, but this was the first time I had ever gotten to experience the taste of another woman. It was at once both completely familiar and radically foreign, recognizable from what I knew of my own and yet completely different in a million ways: unique, I’m sure, to the woman who laid before me. Just like with kisses: different each time, different for every woman.

Olivia squirmed and bucked her hips as I explored her with my tongue. To see her reaction filled me with a deep sense of satisfaction. I’m sure there was still plenty for me to learn, but seeing that I could make someone who had some experience in this department feel so good made me feel good too. Well, that and the relentless fucking that I was currently receiving from Maya.

My first orgasm had been intense and had come on almost without warning. Now, I could feel the second one building, slowly this time. I kept waiting for the pleasure to crest and for that familiar feeling to come on, but instead it just kept building. Each time Maya thrust into me I lost my mind just a little more to the lust coursing through me.

“Oh, babe,” Olivia called out. Her fingers were threaded through my hair, pushing my face deeper into her wetness. “This straight girl isn’t too bad at eating pussy.”

“After this fucking,” Maya said punctuating her words with powerful exaggerated thrusts, “I don’t think we can really call her straight.”

I could angle my glance enough to see the wicked smile spread across Olivia’s face.

“I guess not,” she said. “At least—”

Whatever she was going to say next dissolved into a low moan as my tongue found the perfect combination of angle, speed, and pressure on her clit. I was too engrossed in my work to see what Olivia’s face looked like, but I could imagine her mouth open slightly, in a perfect O of surprise and exaltation as she teetered on the edge of cumming. I could see her eyes rolling back in her head as the pleasure became too much and she surrendered to it.

I could imagine it because I was feeling just about the same.

“She’s getting close,” Maya said, whether about me or Olivia I couldn’t be quite sure. “Oh, it looks like you both are. I need you two to be good girls for me and I need you both to cum. Can you do that? Can you be a good girl for me, Amber?”

Good girl. That was all it took to set me off for the second time. The world flashed for a moment before my eyes as both me and Olivia started to cum. I moaned into her pussy as I continued to tongue her clit with strong, broad swipes. Each moan that escaped me seemed to send Olivia to another plane of pleasure and her moans did the same to me, until we were both sending each other hurtling toward more and more powerful orgasms. It washed over my whole body and for a moment it felt like a seizure of bliss ripping through me. My muscles went slack and the room spun.

The next thing I knew I was lying on the bed gasping for breath with Olivia on one side of me and Maya on the other. Their hands moved gently across my body, tracing impossible patterns that left goosebumps on my skin. Surrounded by the two of them I felt content in a way I’m not sure I ever had before. Their naked bodies pressed up against mine left me feeling warm and safe. The silence stretched on for a long time as the three us lay together, bodies entwined in post-orgasmic bliss.

“Well,” I said after a long while, breaking the silence finally. “I guess I really am done with men for good.”

I looked back and forth between the two gorgeous women on either side of me. They both smiled at me, then leaned forward and kissed me simultaneously on the cheek.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, Amber,” they said in unison.

“Happy fucking Valentine’s Day,” I said in between another deep inhale to catch my breath. “I don’t think this will be one that I soon forget.”
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