








































My First Threesome Experiment

Zoya Lane


Freshman Year, First Party

The first thing you should know is that I didn’t belong there. Not really.

Not in the glitter-fogged living room with red cups sweating on every flat surface, not in the borrowed heels that made my ankles ache, and definitely not among the girls who already spoke fluent effortless.

I was still translating.

The house was an off-campus relic that smelled like beer and boy laundry with old carpet, cheap cologne, and that faint metallic scent of something burned hours ago in a toaster oven. But to me it was a temple. I’d spent the first month of college pretending I was too busy studying to care about parties, which was a lie I told myself until the silence of my dorm room started feeling like a test I was failing.

So when my roommate, Maya, said “Come on, Zoya, you’re going,” I stopped pretending.

She curled my hair and lent me a shimmery top that she swore made everyone’s eyes look expensive. “Tonight you get to stop thinking,” she said. “Promise me.”

Thinking was my favorite vice. It had gotten me scholarships, anxiety, and a chronic inability to relax. Still, I nodded.

The night air was cool enough to smell like possibility. Campus trees whispered above us as we walked, and I practiced what confidence might feel like; my hips slightly loose, chin high, pretending not to notice my own reflection in every dark window we passed.

When we reached the house, bass thudded through the porch boards. The door was open. Someone handed me a drink that tasted like soda and regret. I didn’t care. For once, I wasn’t the quiet girl who took notes in the front row. I was someone new who might say yes before she thought about consequences.

Inside, lights pulsed low and warm. Couples brushed past, laughter overlapping like a soundtrack mixed badly. I caught my reflection again in a hallway mirror: eyes brighter than usual, mouth half-open as if mid-question. That’s the thing about transformation, you can almost watch yourself shedding the old skin.

Maya vanished toward the kitchen with a boy in a varsity jacket. I wandered. My heartbeat was syncing with the music, that stupid repetitive rhythm that seemed designed to loosen moral fiber. Every smile felt like an invitation I didn’t yet know how to accept.

And then I noticed them.

Two guys standing by the back door, not posturing like everyone else. They were talking quietly, laughing at something I couldn’t hear. One tall and broad, his shirt clinging just enough to suggest he actually used the campus gym. The other leaner, with a half-smile that looked too practiced to be accidental. They both noticed me at the same time, and for an instant it felt like the air itself bent toward us, as if the party’s chaos had found a focal point.

I looked away first, pretending to study the string lights drooping across the ceiling. My pulse betrayed me.

When I glanced back, they were still watching; curious, not predatory. That distinction mattered, even if I couldn’t articulate why. Something about the way they stood slightly apart, comfortable in their own space, made me want to drift closer.

Instead, I turned toward the kitchen, seeking refuge in the fridge’s fluorescent hum. I poured something safer into my cup and told myself to breathe. My reflection in the microwave door looked flushed, a little wild.

That’s when I realized it wasn’t about them, not yet. It was about me, learning what it felt like to be seen.

The night stretched ahead, glittering and uncertain. I didn’t know their names, or what would happen after midnight, or whether I’d still feel brave in the morning. But I knew I’d remember this night; the music, the scent of cheap beer, the hum of nerves pretending to be confident.

Maybe this is what freedom feels like at eighteen: not doing something reckless, but realizing you could.

I didn’t expect to see either of them again that night. The party was a kaleidoscope of faces, bright, shifting, half-lit, and I was already losing myself in the blur. But the taller one found me first.

He materialized beside the counter like he’d stepped out of a photograph. “You look like you’re evaluating the chemical composition of this drink,” he said. His voice had a calm weight, not loud enough to compete with the music but deep enough to slice through it.

“Maybe I am,” I said. “I’m a freshman. We test everything.”

He smiled, slow and amused. “You’re doing better than most of them. I’m Ethan.”

“Zoya.” I tried to sound like someone who belonged here.

Ethan offered his hand, not in that forced, performative way guys do, but casually with his palm open and inviting. I shook it, and his long fingers closed lightly around mine. A spark of awareness, nothing cinematic, just the recognition of another body’s temperature.

He nodded toward the backyard. “Quieter out there. You’ll get fewer chemical burns.”

I laughed. “That’s your pitch?”

“It’s not a pitch,” he said. “Just a statement of fact.”

Outside, the air was cooler. A few people stood around a flickering fire pit, the kind you buy at a hardware store and overfeed with newspaper. The music thumped through the windows, muffled but constant.

Ethan leaned against the railing, eyes on the orange light. “First party?”

“That obvious?” I asked.

He shrugged. “Everyone’s first time looks different. You look like you’re collecting data.”

“Observation before hypothesis,” I said automatically, then regretted sounding too academic.

But he just grinned. “So, a scientist.”

“Maybe. Pre-med for now. You?”

“Architecture. Second year.” He paused, studying me. “You seem like someone who’s going to figure things out before the rest of us do.”

“Or overthink them to death.”

“That too.”

Something about his calm was grounding. The firelight caught the angles of his face, softened them. I felt strangely comfortable, like he’d noticed every awkward part of me and decided it was fine. Or maybe he just liked how my butt looked in my tight jeans?

Then, from inside, the leaner guy appeared at the door. His smile was unmistakable, all mischief and light. He caught my eye and gestured toward the living room where people were dancing, that universal shorthand for come on.

Ethan followed my glance. “Friend of yours?”

I shook my head. “I don’t even know his name.”

“Looks like he wants you to.”

I hesitated. Part of me wanted to stay in the quiet, the conversation, the steady safety of Ethan’s gaze. Another part, the one that had agreed to come here at all, wanted to find out what it felt like to stop analyzing.

“I’ll be back,” I said, not sure if I meant it.

Ethan’s smile was small but knowing. “Go find out what the noise feels like.”

Inside, the crowd had thickened. The music had shifted to something slower but heavier, bass vibrating through the floorboards. The lean guy met me halfway.

“I thought you disappeared,” he said, leaning close enough that I could smell the trace of mint and something smoky. “I was going to start a search party.”

“I was outside,” I said. “Fire pit, field research.”

“On what?”

“College boys,” I said, and he laughed with a sound that made me laugh too. “You volunteering as a subject?”

“I’m practically your control group.” He extended his hand. “Lucas.”

I took it. His grip was confident, lighter than Ethan’s but charged in its own way. The music swelled around us, and he moved with it like he had ownership of rhythm itself.

“Dance with me,” he said—not asked, exactly, but not demanded either. Like it was already happening.

I let him pull me into the shifting crowd. Bodies brushed past, the air thick with sweat and perfume. The room blurred, leaving only the music and the proximity. He was a good dancer, loose but precise, eyes steady on mine as if we were sharing a joke no one else could hear.

For the first time that night, I forgot about how I looked. I let my body follow his cues, small turns, lazy circles. Every time our hands met, a jolt of possibility traveled up my arms.

At one point he leaned close, mouth near my ear. “You’re new here.”

“You can tell?”

“You still look like you think people are watching.”

“They aren’t?”

“They will be,” he said, pulling back just enough to meet my eyes. “That’s the fun part.”

It should have sounded arrogant, but it didn’t. It sounded like freedom disguised as a dare.

When the song changed, we stepped apart, laughing, breathless. I realized I was smiling too widely for someone who’d barely spoken to him.

Lucas ran a hand through his hair. “So, field research update?”

I played along. “Preliminary data suggests overconfidence correlates with charm.”

He mock-bowed. “You should publish.”

“I need more subjects.”

“Then you should meet my roommate. Ethan.”

I froze for half a second, heartbeat catching. “Wait, you mean the guy outside by the fire?”

“That’s him.” He grinned. “He’s the reason I came looking for you. He said, ‘The girl in the silver top looks like she’s thinking about escaping.’ I told him maybe she just needed better music.”

Somewhere in the haze of noise and heat, the world shifted focus. Two lines converging without warning.

“You two always this coordinated?” I asked.

“Only when it matters,” he said. “He’s the calm, I’m the chaos.”

“That’s convenient,” I said.

He smiled. “You’d be surprised how often it works.”

We drifted toward the kitchen again, my pulse uneven. Ethan was still by the back door, talking to someone. When his eyes met mine across the room, he smiled in recognition, not surprise. As if he’d known this was where I’d end up.

Lucas nudged my elbow. “Want another drink?”

“No,” I said, then softened it. “Not yet.”

The three of us stood in a slow triangle of awareness: the quiet one, the charmer, and me pretending I wasn’t out of my depth.

Maya appeared briefly, caught my eye, mouthed finally before disappearing again.

Ethan spoke first. “So, you met.”

Lucas grinned. “Small world.”

Ethan’s eyes flicked to mine, steady and unreadable. “She’s a quick study.”

“Fast learner,” Lucas added.

I laughed before I could stop myself. “You two rehearsed this?”

Ethan shook his head. “We don’t need to.”

The music changed again, something low and hypnotic. For a moment, time felt suspended, like the house itself was holding its breath.

Maybe this was what growing up meant, not just the freedom to choose, but the thrill of realizing you could.

The triangle between us didn’t feel like tension at first—it felt like balance.
Ethan leaned against the doorframe again, arms crossed, the same easy patience I’d noticed before. Lucas hovered near the kitchen island, restless energy contained in a grin. Together, they looked like two sides of a coin that couldn’t quite stop spinning.

“So,” I said, setting my cup down, “architecture and…” I tilted my head at Lucas. “Let me guess, philosophy major with a minor in overconfidence?”

“Business,” he said. “But I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“Of course you will.”

Ethan smirked, the faintest lift of one corner of his mouth. “She’s got you pegged already.”

“Give her five more minutes,” Lucas said, “and she’ll have you sketched in cross-section.”

I laughed. They volleyed off each other naturally, one dry, one bright, and it was impossible not to get caught in their rhythm. The party around us blurred into color and bass, our little pocket of air feeling sharper, cleaner.

Ethan nodded toward Lucas. “We actually met first week of freshman year. He stole my notebook in calculus to impress a girl.”

“She was impressed,” Lucas said. “Just not with my math.”

“Or your ethics,” Ethan added.

“Details.” Lucas looked at me. “The point is, we’re still friends. Mostly because he keeps forgiving me.”

I pretended to consider this. “So you balance each other out.”

“That’s what we tell ourselves,” Ethan said.

Lucas grinned. “It’s why people invite us to parties. He looks responsible, I look fun, and together we confuse everyone.”

I raised my cup slightly. “Mission accomplished.”

For a few beats, none of us spoke. The music shifted again, slower now, more pulse than melody. The lights dimmed as someone fiddled with a switch. It was late enough that time had started to blur, and everyone’s edges felt softer.

Lucas set his empty cup aside. “You owe me another dance,” he said.

Ethan’s brow lifted. “You keeping score now?”

“Always.”

Their tone was light, teasing. I could feel no edge, no real competition, just an old rhythm, practiced enough to seem effortless. Still, it made something inside me spark, the way they alternated eye contact like a game neither was trying to win too quickly.

I hesitated. “You two do this often?”

Ethan tilted his head. “What’s this?”

“Make conversation feel like a sport.”

Lucas answered first. “Only when the company’s worth it.”

Heat rose in my chest before I could stop it. I glanced toward the window where the night air pressed against the glass, wondering how much of what I felt was the beer and how much was the realization that I liked being the center of their attention.

Ethan noticed, of course. He seemed like the kind of person who noticed everything. “You look like you’re thinking again,” he said.

“I never stopped.”

“Then let us help,” Lucas said, stepping just close enough that I could feel his presence without him touching me.

It wasn’t a threat; it was a question, disguised as a smile.

I took a breath. “Maybe I’ll just watch you two compete for a while.”

Ethan’s voice was low, amused. “Fair warning, we both play the long game. And sometimes we both win.”

“Good,” I said. “I’m patient.”

Lucas grinned wider. “She’s going to make us work for it.”

“About time someone did,” Ethan said.

The moment hung there, light but charged. I could sense that whatever they were; friends, rivals, something in between, they were comfortable inside it. They’d played this dance before with other girls, probably, but it didn’t feel recycled. It felt alive because I was there to witness it.

Somewhere in the background, someone shouted lyrics off-key. A glass clinked. The music hiccuped. Life went on outside our small circle, but for a while, it didn’t matter.

Lucas finally broke the silence. “I’m going to grab water before I turn into a cliché. You want one?”

“Sure,” I said.

He left, cutting through the crowd easily. I turned back to Ethan, who was watching him go with quiet amusement.

“You two really are friends,” I said.

“Unfortunately, yes.”

“Does it ever get weird?”

Ethan thought about it. “Sometimes. But not in the way people expect.”

I wanted to ask what he meant, but the look in his eyes stopped me. There was warmth there, history, maybe, and a curiosity that mirrored my own.

He looked down briefly, then back at me. “He’s more talk than trouble,” he said.

“And you’re the opposite?”

He smiled faintly. “Maybe.”

Lucas returned with three bottles of water. “Hydration break,” he said, handing one to each of us. “It’s what separates amateurs from professionals.”

Ethan cracked his open. “We’ve never been professionals.”

“Speak for yourself.”

I laughed again, realizing how easy it was around them, how natural it felt to slide into their rhythm. They weren’t competing for me exactly, they were performing with me, like we’d all stepped into a play no one had rehearsed but everyone knew the lines to.

And that, I think, was the first time I understood attraction as choreography; step, counter-step, pause. No one leading yet.

The music was getting louder again, all bass and shouting, so Ethan suggested the porch. I followed, Lucas right behind. The night air felt like a cool relief, edged with pine and the faint sweetness of someone’s vape cloud drifting by.

Ethan sat on the porch rail, hands braced behind him, posture easy. Lucas stayed standing, rocking on his heels. They both looked at me as if the next move were mine.

“You know,” I said slowly, “most girls would’ve picked one by now.”

Ethan arched a brow. “That so?”

“But I’ve always been bad at choosing,” I continued. “Why limit yourself when both options are interesting?”

Lucas stepped in just slightly, his grin shifting. “So you're more of a… sample everything kind of girl?”

I sipped my water, watching them. “Let’s just say I believe in collecting a full data set before drawing conclusions.”

“Sounds thorough,” Ethan said, his voice lower now.

“And open-minded,” Lucas added.

I smiled. “Besides, some experiments work best with multiple variables.”

That landed. The space between us thickened, like heat rising off the porch boards.

“So,” Ethan said after a beat, “you’re saying... two’s better than one?”

“Depends,” I said, eyes steady. “How well do you two play together?”

Lucas laughed softly. “Careful. That sounds like a challenge.”

“Or a test,” Ethan murmured.

“Maybe I’m just curious how much I can handle,” I said, letting the words hang.

Neither of them moved. But everything about the moment felt like forward motion.

I don’t know what possessed me exactly, maybe it was the firelight, maybe it was the fact that they both kept looking at me like I was the question on the final exam, but I stepped forward.

First to Ethan. I wrapped my arms around his waist and tilted my head against his chest, letting the quiet strength of him settle around me.

“You’re so tall,” I murmured. “And warm. And solid like…” I trailed off, laughing softly. “Like a structure that actually passed inspection.”

He chuckled, low and steady, his arms folding gently around my back for a moment before I let go.

Then I turned to Lucas. He didn’t wait, he just opened his arms, catching me with a quick squeeze and that spark of barely-contained energy I was starting to crave.

“You,” I said, pulling back enough to look up at him. “You feel like a dare.”

“Good,” he said. “I love being extra credit.”

I laughed again, but something about the air between us had changed. It wasn’t teasing anymore, it was focused. Electric.

They shared a look. The kind that happens between people who’ve had this conversation before, silently and without words. Ethan’s brow lifted. Lucas shrugged just a little. They both looked at me.

Then Ethan asked, gently but clearly, “Zoya… want to get out of here?”

I blinked. “Just you and me?”

There was a pause. Then Ethan stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the warmth of him again.

“That’s up to you,” he said, his voice quiet but sure. “You can leave with me, with him, or with both of us.”

Lucas said nothing, just let that sly, slow grin settle across his face.

Ethan continued. “If I were in your sexy little shoes tonight? I’d recommend both. But this is your night. We just want to make you very, very happy. However you want it.”

My breath caught.

Was I that kind of girl?

The kind who leaves a party with two guys she just met? Who trades the safety of maybe for the certainty of yes? Who follows the current when it feels good, when it feels right, when her body says go before her brain can start calculating risk?

Was I the kind of girl who flirted with both and didn’t choose, because she didn’t have to?

I looked from one to the other—tall, strong, steady; sharp, playful, charged—and realized the answer was yes.

Yes, I was that kind of girl.

And it felt like freedom.

We walked with me in the middle, flanked by six feet of temptation on either side.

Ethan’s shoulder brushed mine, steady and unhurried. Lucas bounced slightly as he walked, like the sidewalk couldn’t quite hold his energy. I felt small between them, not in the weak way, but in the way that made me feel wrapped up and escorted, like I was being carried forward by momentum bigger than me.

Like I was safe. And maybe about to make the hottest mistake of my life.

My mind raced with a hundred tiny questions. What were their rooms like? Were they used to this? Did they talk about it ahead of time? Would I know what to do? Would it be obvious this was my first time doing this?

Lucas cracked a joke about the guy at the party who tried to do a keg stand off a kitchen stool. Ethan rolled his eyes but smiled, adding something about the architecture of failure. I laughed too loudly, too quickly, nerves bubbling out of me like carbonation.

When we reached the house, Ethan unlocked the door to a typical college-guy interior: dark wood floors that hadn’t seen a mop in months, a faint whiff of weed and Axe, and a communal couch that looked like it had absorbed a decade’s worth of secrets and body fluids.

Lucas flopped down dramatically onto it. “Home sweet den of questionable decisions.”

I took one look at the stained cushions and said, “Show me your bedroom.”

Both of them looked up, surprised and grinning.

“Eager, huh?” Lucas teased, already standing.

Ethan raised an eyebrow. “Straight to the room?”

I shrugged, biting my lip. “Clean sheets matter.”

They exchanged a glance that said damn, and maybe game on, and led me down the hall to Ethan’s room. It wasn’t fancy; a mattress on the floor, a desk stacked with architectural models and empty LaCroix cans, but the sheets were, in fact, clean.

The door clicked shut behind us, and then it was just the three of us.

Ethan kissed me first, slow and grounding. His hands framed my jaw like I was a sketch he was trying to capture in memory. Lucas kissed my shoulder, then my neck, breath warm and quick. It happened all at once, one in front, one behind, their bodies pressing against me like I was the center of a magnet.

I was caged in, held, surrounded.

It was overwhelming. And electric.

My breath caught as Ethan deepened the kiss, one hand sliding around my waist. Behind me, Lucas’s hands found my hips, pulling me gently back against him. I could feel the shape of him, hard already, and it sent a pulse of heat straight between my legs.

Their mouths moved in tandem; Ethan tasting my lips, Lucas tracing kisses along my collarbone. My body didn’t know where to focus. It didn’t have to.

I wasn’t just being kissed. I was being claimed, in stereo.

This was happening. This was real.

And I’d never felt so completely out of control… or so perfectly chosen.

They didn’t rush. That was the first surprise.

Maybe I expected awkward shuffling or fumbling buttons, but this wasn’t like that. They moved with unspoken coordination, like they’d done this before. Not in a creepy, pickup-artist way, more like two men who knew how to make a woman feel wanted and seen and very, very spoiled.

Ethan kissed me again, mouth soft but certain. Lucas moved behind me, fingers sliding over my waist, teasing the hem of my borrowed top. Their hands never collided, only traded places with one slipping under fabric while the other mapped skin.

When they peeled off my shirt, it was like being unwrapped, slowly, reverently. I gasped without meaning to, goosebumps prickling over my arms as the air hit me and their hands kept moving.

“God,” Lucas murmured behind me. “You’re so fucking pretty.”

Ethan’s lips brushed my jaw. “Can I take these off?” he asked, fingers at the button of my jeans.

I nodded. Or maybe said yes. I’m not sure. I was already floating somewhere warm and breathless.

They undressed me like they were unwrapping a gift together; one eager, one patient. Jeans slid down my legs, then my panties, leaving me in just my bra, which Lucas unclasped with infuriating ease. Ethan kissed a trail down my shoulder, and then suddenly I was bare.

Naked. In front of both of them. And not scared.

Lucas sat first, tugging me gently onto the mattress. Ethan followed, and they laid me back, arranging me between them like I was the centerpiece of something important.

“Comfortable?” Ethan asked, brushing hair from my face.

I nodded. I didn’t trust my voice.

Lucas leaned over and kissed me again, this time deeper. His hand slipped over my breast, thumb circling my nipple until it ached. Ethan’s hand trailed down my thigh, then farther, settling between my legs with a confidence that made my hips rise without asking permission.

My body was already trembling, heat blooming everywhere.

One above, one below.

Lucas kissed and teased, whispered little things against my skin, how soft I was, how sweet. Ethan’s fingers moved with maddening slowness, slipping between folds, circling just where I needed him, never quite giving me enough.

It was a symphony of sensation. I wasn’t being touched, I was being played, like they were tuning me together, seeing how high they could wind me before I broke.

And I wanted to break.

Ethan’s eyes met mine, dark with intent, as he shifted lower. His mouth followed the trail his fingers had traced with lips brushing over my stomach, my thighs, then pausing as he gently parted my legs. The first warm stroke of his tongue against my pussy made me gasp, hips jolting as pleasure licked up my spine. 


He was slow, deliberate. A long lick parted me, his tongue flicking over my clit with just the right pressure. I fisted the sheets, already breathless, as he settled in sucking softly, circling me with expert rhythm. His hands held my thighs open like he wasn’t letting go until he was done. 


Behind me, Lucas undressed at a steady pace. Shirt, jeans, everything peeled away without hurry. When his cock sprang free, it was nothing remarkable in size but it was hard, flushed, and dripping with need. He knelt beside me, stroking himself lightly as he watched Ethan between my legs. 


“Zoya,” he said, voice rough, “I’d love it if you touched me. Or… tasted me.” 


He didn’t push. Just offered, flushed, breath catching, clearly turned on by me. And that made my chest tighten in the best way. 


I reached for him, fingers curling around his shaft, feeling the heat and pulse. His eyes fluttered as I brought him to my lips, parting them to take him in. The salty tang mixed with the ache between my thighs, the weight of him steady on my tongue. I sucked slowly at first, my tongue swirling the head, and he groaned, threading his fingers through my hair not pulling, just anchoring. 


Ethan didn’t stop. If anything, he doubled down, his mouth relentless now. Tongue lapping, sucking, flicking my clit until I was moaning around Lucas’s cock, my throat vibrating with each desperate sound. The sensations layered of one man's mouth worshiping me below, the other trembling under my lips—and my whole body hummed. 


They moved like a team. 


After a while, they switched without needing to speak. Lucas slid down, replacing Ethan between my legs, his mouth hungrier and his tongue thrusting deep before flattening in long, wide strokes. I whimpered at the shift in rhythm, my pussy clenching around nothing, slick and throbbing. 


Ethan now knelt beside my head, his cock rigid and twitching. I turned to him instinctively, licking the tip before wrapping my lips around him, taking him into my mouth as Lucas’s tongue worked magic below. 


Lucas paused, breath hot on my thigh. “Zoya,” he murmured, “I want to be inside you. Is that okay?” 


The gentle way he asked sent a rush of warmth through me. 


“Finally,” I breathed, pulling off Ethan for a second. “Thanks for asking.” 


He grinned, relief lighting his face. “Consent is hot,” he said, grabbing a condom from his jeans and rolling it on. 


They positioned me on all fours, Ethan brushing hair from my cheek as Lucas moved behind me. I felt him rub the head of his cock along my folds, teasing and slow, before pushing in. Inch by inch, the stretch burned sweetly until he was fully seated inside me. I moaned, pushing back, and he groaned, gripping my hips, holding still just long enough for me to adjust. 


Ethan’s hand traced my spine. “You look so fucking sexy like this,” he said, voice thick. “Taking him so well. God, Zoya.” 


Lucas began to thrust, steady and deep, each stroke making my body jolt forward. I leaned toward Ethan, needing him, and he guided his cock back to my mouth. I sucked eagerly, the rhythm syncing with his cock filling my throat as Lucas fucked me from behind. I was completely full, completely used, and absolutely alive. 


They switched again. Lucas pulled out, breath ragged, and Ethan moved behind me, rolling on his condom. I glanced back. 


“Wait,” I said, wiping my mouth with a pout. “Your dick tastes like latex now.” 


Lucas laughed. “Fair. I’ll rinse it off.” He ducked into the bathroom. 


Ethan didn’t wait. He gripped my hips and thrust in hard. He was thicker than Lucas and each stroke hit deep, sharp, relentless. My body shuddered, my face buried in the sheets to muffle my cries as he pounded into me. His balls slapped my clit just enough to make me shake, the rhythm brutal and perfect. 


Lucas returned, clean, kneeling in front of me. I lifted my head and took him into my mouth again with no latex this time, just him. I sucked harder, fueled by the way Ethan fucked me from behind, the dual attention making every nerve in my body light up. 


Ethan's grip tightened. “Fuck, Zoya, I'm gonna cum,” he growled. With a final deep thrust, he came hard, his hips pressing deep, the condom catching every pulse. Even through the barrier, I could feel the way he filled me. 


I kept working Lucas with my mouth, and he followed seconds later, moaning as he spilled across my tongue. I swallowed, the taste earthy and sharp, pulling off with a gasp as he sagged forward. 


I started to sit up, legs trembling, but Ethan gently held me down. 


“Not yet,” he murmured. “I want to make you cum.” 


Before I could speak, he flipped me onto my back, diving between my legs again. His mouth was relentless, his tongue flicking, sucking, fingers curling inside me just right. Lucas kissed and sucked my nipples, one after the other, while his hand threaded through my hair. 


The intensity was overwhelming. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. 


Just feel. 


The orgasm ripped through me like a wave hitting shore, wild and blinding. My back arched, thighs clamped around Ethan’s head, my cry echoing off the walls. My whole body spasmed as pleasure crashed and crashed again. 


When it finally passed, I collapsed between them, sticky and trembling, their bodies warm and close against mine. 


No one moved. No high-fives. No awkward chuckles. 


Ethan kissed my temple. “You okay? That was amazing. You’re amazing.” 


Lucas draped an arm over my waist. “You were perfect. Seriously. How do you feel?” 


I smiled, spent and glowing, sandwiched between two naked, satisfied men who somehow still made room for care. 


“Honestly?” I whispered. “I feel incredible.” 


Like gentlemen, my two lovers walked me home. 


We didn’t say much. Lucas offered me his hoodie without making a joke about it. Ethan carried my shoes after I gave up pretending they were walkable. My legs were still shaky, but I didn’t mind. I felt loose, full, a little dazed in the best way. The night air cooled my flushed skin, and the quiet between us felt earned. 


Outside my dorm, we lingered. There was no awkwardness, no pressure, just the soft shuffle of bodies figuring out what comes after. 


“We should hang out again,” Lucas said, smiling, casual. 


“Definitely,” Ethan added, already pulling out his phone. “Here, what’s your number?” 


We exchanged info, thumbs tapping under the streetlamp glow. No promises, not really. Just a shared look or two, and a mutual understanding that whatever this was, it had meant something, even if only for a night. 


They each hugged me; Ethan steady and warm, Lucas quick and tight like he wasn’t great at goodbyes and then they walked off into the dark, fading into silhouettes. 


I turned, buzzed and barefoot, and let myself back into the dorm like a girl who had absolutely lived the hell out of her first college party. 


* * *

“You’re leaving out details,” Maya accused when I told her about my night.

“Some details are better implied.”

Maya leaned forward. “You mean you didn’t…”

“We did,” I said, cutting her off.

She raised an eyebrow and sat back, studying me. “You look different. Not hungover different. Something else.”

I smiled into my coffee. “I think I stopped waiting for permission.”

She raised an eyebrow. “From who?”

“Everyone,” I said. “Including myself.”

Maya grinned. “That’s very poetic for eight in the morning.”

I shrugged. “It was that kind of night.”

I didn’t tell her how the porch light buzzed like a heartbeat, or how Ethan’s steady eyes and Lucas’s quick smile had made me feel seen in two completely different ways. I didn’t tell her that what lingered wasn’t what might have happened, but the fact that I’d stood there, aware, in control, and curious.

Because that was new. Not the attention, girls notice being noticed early, but the idea that I could enjoy it without needing to pick a side, or explain, or apologize.

Later, walking across campus, I caught myself smiling at nothing. I realized I’d always thought freedom came from big choices, careers, cities, love affairs, but maybe it also lived in smaller moments. Like standing between two men who wanted your attention and realizing you don’t have to give it away to feel powerful.

That night didn’t make me reckless. It made me adventurous.
It taught me that curiosity isn’t a flaw, that attraction can be a form of observation, and that sometimes the most interesting experiments are the ones you don’t finish.

Maya slurped her coffee. “You’re going to be trouble.”

“I hope so,” I said. “Trouble usually means something’s alive.”

Maybe I didn’t fall in love that night. But I fell into bed with two gorgeous men who made me feel like the center of the universe and sometimes, that’s the kind of research you have to do yourself.

And as I limped to class the next morning with their numbers in my phone and no regrets in my chest, I realized something important: Curiosity had turned into something else. I was collecting stories now, and I wasn’t planning to stop.
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