




My Third MFM Threesome: Spring Breaking

Zoya Lane


Chapter 1: The Roster Fatigue

My mother taught me about supply and demand using the suburban housing market as a cautionary tale. I applied it to the male population of my university, and frankly, the market is in a freefall.

I didn’t come to Cabo to find a husband. I didn’t even come here to find a hookup. I came here to retire. At twenty-one years old, I am sexually exhausted. I am fatigued. My libido needs a gap year and a spirulina smoothie.

Back on campus, maintaining The Roster had become a full-time job with terrible benefits and zero HR department. There was The Point Guard, who had excellent stamina but treated the clitoris like a buzzer-beater he was afraid to overshoot. There was The Poet, who liked to cry after—which is fine, emotions are healthy, but I don’t need to be someone’s emotional support animal while I’m trying to locate my underwear. And then there was The TA, who wore elbow patches unironically and corrected my grammar during foreplay.

Whom, he’d whispered into my neck last week. It’s to whom do you belong.

All acceptable sources of Vitamin D and orgasms, but no superstars, just role players.

So, this was the plan: Cabo San Lucas. Spring Break. A self-imposed celibacy pact. I wanted to be a monk. A monk in a cute little thong bikini, sure, but spiritually? I was cloistered. I wanted to smell nothing but coconut oil, cheap tequila, and my own satisfaction at doing absolutely nothing.

“Zoya, three o’clock,” Maya said, nudging my sunglasses with her manicured finger. “Neon green trunks. Abs that look like they were chiseled by a Renaissance sculptor who was really into CrossFit.”

I didn’t look. I adjusted my lounger, trying to find the angle where the sun hit my thighs but didn’t melt my margarita. “Pass.”

“You didn’t even look.”

“I don’t need to. Neon green trunks means he seeks attention. CrossFit abs mean he’ll try to explain his macro-counting strategy between rounds. Pass. I’m on strike, Maya. The factory is closed. The workers have gone home.”

Maya sighed, the sound of a woman who was actively hunting and disappointed in her wingman. We were at the resort pool, which was currently a soup of hormones and body glitter. The air tasted like lime and bad decisions. Somewhere to my left, a speaker was blasting a remix of a song that was popular three years ago, and the water was filled with frat boys playing chicken.

It was glorious. It was disgusting. It was exactly what I needed to detox.

“You’re boring,” Maya said, sipping her vodka soda. She stood up, adjusting her top to ensure maximum cleavage exposure. “I’m going to go accidentally bump into him near the swim-up bar. Watch my bag.”

“I’ll guard it with my life,” I promised, already closing my eyes.

I listened to her slap-slap-slap of flip-flops against wet concrete as she sauntered away. Maya was a "Tease." She loved the game. She loved the free drinks, the eye contact, the little dance where you pretend you might go home with them but eventually vanish into an Uber with your girlfriends.

I hated that. It was inefficient. I don’t like to flirt without purpose; I like to operate. If I want something, I initiate a hostile takeover. I acquire the asset, enjoy the dividends, and liquidate when the market turns.

But today? Today I was dormant.

I lay there for twenty minutes, letting the heat press me into the plastic slats of the chair. It felt heavy and good, like a weighted blanket made of UV rays. My brain finally quieted down. No texts from The Poet about his "inner darkness." No DMs from The Point Guard asking if I saw his stats. Just peace.

And then, a shadow fell over me.

It wasn't a passing cloud. It was a man-shaped eclipse blocking my vitamin D. The sunshine kind, not the manly kind of D.

“Excuse me,” a voice said. It was loud, confident, and had the distinct nasal quality of someone who grew up summering in Martha’s Vineyard. “I think you’re in my seat.”


Chapter 2: Recruitment

I lifted my sunglasses.

Standing above me was a specimen. A caricature. A walking, talking embodiment of everything I was trying to avoid.

He was blonde. Not just blonde, but golden with the kind of hair that costs two hundred dollars to maintain and looks perfect even when wet. He was tanned to the color of a perfectly baked biscuit. He was wearing pastel pink shorts—chubbies, dear God—that showed off quadriceps built for squatting luxury SUVs.

He was objectively, infuriatingly hot. The kind of hot that makes you forget your own zip code for a second before your brain reboots and reminds you that he’s probably a sociopath.

“Your seat?” I asked. My voice was dry. “I’ve been here for an hour. I’ve established residency. I’m pretty sure I have squatters’ rights by now.”

He flashed a grin. It was bright enough to signal passing aircraft. “I left a towel here. A white one.”

“Every towel in this hotel is white, Brad.”

“It’s Trip,” he corrected, not sensing the insult. “Trip Van Der Hoven. President of Zeta at UVA. And seriously, babe, my towel was here.”

Trip. Of course his name was Trip. He probably had a brother named "Sterling" and a golden retriever named "Reagan."

“Well, Trip,” I said, sliding my sunglasses back down. “Possession is nine-tenths of the law. I suggest you file a grievance with management.”

He didn't leave. Instead, he laughed. A short, barking sound. He clearly wasn’t used to being told no. He leaned one hand on the back of my lounger, invading my personal bubble with a scent of expensive cologne and cheap beer.

“Feisty,” he said. “I like that. You know, my dad has a yacht docked at the marina. Bigger than this pool. We could go check it out. Get away from the plebs.”

He gestured vaguely at the crowd of people having fun, dismissing them as peasants.

I felt a headache forming behind my eyes. This was the "Performative Masculinity" package. He thought he was a Sex God because he’d slept with thirty sorority pledges who were too drunk on peach schnapps to critique his form. He looked like the kind of guy who checked himself out in the mirror during sex and high-fived himself afterward.

“I get seasick,” I lied. “And I’m allergic to entitlement.”

He opened his mouth to pivot to a new pickup line, probably something about bottle service or his investment portfolio, when I saw the movement behind him.

There was another guy.

He was standing two steps behind Trip, holding a stack of three towels, a waterproof phone case, and two fresh beers. He was the shadow to Trip’s sun.

He was younger, maybe eighteen. Dark hair that fell into his eyes, messy and unstyled. He wore a baggy grey t-shirt that hung loose, but when he shifted his weight, the fabric pulled tight against his chest, hinting at something solid underneath. He wasn't preening. He wasn't scanning the crowd for girls to impress. He was staring at the back of Trip’s head with a look of intense, weary focus.

Trip snapped his fingers over his shoulder without looking. “Leo. Beer. Now.”

The dark-haired boy, Leo apparently, stepped forward instantly. He handed Trip a beer with the efficiency of a pit crew mechanic. He didn't speak. He just retreated back to his spot, clutching the towels.

“Thanks, pledge,” Trip said, cracking the can. He turned his attention back to me. “So, dinner. You, me, boat.”

I ignored Trip completely. I sat up, swinging my legs off the lounger, and looked directly at the boy holding the towels.

“Hi,” I said.

Leo blinked. He looked around, as if checking to see if there was someone standing behind him. When he realized I was talking to him, color flooded his cheeks. It was adorable. A sudden, violent blush that went all the way to his ears.

“Uh. Hi,” Leo mumbled. His voice was lower than Trip’s. Scratchy. Unused.

“I’m Zoya,” I said.

Trip stepped in front of my line of sight, blocking Leo. His smile was tight now. The "Sex God" didn't like losing the spotlight to the help.

“Babe, don’t bother with him,” Trip said, his laugh sounding a little jagged. “Leo’s just the pledge. He’s the designated driver. The mule. He’s strictly support staff.”

“He has a name,” I said, leaning to the side to catch Leo’s eye again. “And he’s holding your towels. Which implies he has better hand-eye coordination than you do.”

“Technically I’m not a pledge anymore, I’m a brother…” Leo added tentatively.

Maya returned then, dripping wet and drink-less, sensing drama like a shark senses blood in the water. She drifted up beside me, eyeing Trip with hungry appreciation.

“Hello,” Maya purred.

Trip preened, happy to have an audience again. He puffed out his chest. “Ladies. I was just explaining to your friend here that she’s wasting her time talking to the junior varsity team.” He jerked a thumb at Leo. “Kid’s a total loss. Eighteen years old and has barely rounded first base.”

Trip paused for effect, looking between me and Maya, waiting for the laugh.

“Leo is a virgin,” Trip announced, his voice loud enough to carry over the music. “Certified. Pristine. Still in the wrapper.”

Maya giggled. It was a reflex for her, filling the silence.

But I didn't giggle.

I looked at Trip, who was still smirking like he’d just landed a punchline. Then I looked at Leo.

He was mortified. He was gripping the towels so hard his knuckles were white. He was staring at the ground, jaw clenched, radiating a mix of shame and silent fury. But beneath the baggy shirt and the humiliation, I saw something else.

I saw the way he stood still. I saw the way he hadn’t said a word to defend himself because he was disciplined. He was a blank canvas. Untouched. Unruined by bad habits, ego, or the mistaken belief that jackhammering against a headboard constitutes rhythm.

Trip was a known quantity. He was fast food who looks good in the picture, leaves you feeling greasy and regretful.

But Leo? Leo was raw materials. And I have a very specific manufacturing process in mind.

And suddenly, I wasn't retired anymore. Apparently I love a project, or maybe charity work?

I stood up, brushing the condensation from my glass against my thigh. I looked Trip up and down, letting my gaze linger on his ridiculous shorts, then flicked my eyes back to his face.

I tilted my head, studying him. “You’re the expert, then? The mentor? The one who knows everything there is to know about women?”

Trip beamed, puffing up. “I mean, I’ve been around the block. I’ve got a reputation. Ask anyone in the house.”

“A reputation,” I repeated slowly. “That sounds... exhausting.”

I let my gaze drift past Trip’s shoulder to Leo.

He wasn't looking at the ground anymore. He was looking at me.

His eyes were dark, heavy-lidded, and they were tracking a drop of water that was sliding down my stomach toward the waistband of my bikini. He watched it disappear into the fabric, and I saw his throat work as he swallowed. His gaze snapped up to mine, caught.

He didn't look away. He didn't apologize. He just stared at me with a terrifying, raw hunger that made the hair on my arms stand up.

Hello, potential, I thought.

I took a step into Trip’s personal space. I saw his eyes dip to my bikini top, then back to my face. He grinned, sensing a victory.

“So,” Trip said, looping a thumb into his waistband. “Dinner? We can take the boat out. I promise I won’t make you steer.”

“I’m bored, Trip,” I said, bringing my attention back to the Golden Boy. “I don’t want dinner. I don’t want a boat ride. And I certainly don’t want to hear about your dad’s portfolio.”

Trip’s smile faltered. “Okay. So... what? You want to go straight to the room? I’m down. Efficient. I like it.”

He turned to look at Maya, his grin widening again.

“What about your friend?” Trip asked, gesturing to Maya with a generous sweep of his arm. “Why settle for singles when we can play doubles? Leo can grab a notebook and take minutes.”

He winked at Maya. “Come on, sweetheart. You look like you’re fun.”

Maya looked at Trip, then at Leo, then at me. She saw the look in my eye of the specific, predatory glint that usually appeared right before I did something that would require a non-disclosure agreement.

Maya laughed, taking a step back. “Oh, no. No, thank you. I know that look on Zoya’s face. That is the ‘I have a thesis statement’ face.” She raised her empty glass. “I’m strictly here for the poolside service. You three have fun with... whatever this is.”

Trip looked disappointed, but only for a second. He turned back to me, shrugging. “Her loss. More for me.”

“Is it?” I asked.

I took another step closer, dropping my voice to that low, smoky register that usually made The Poet cry. “Because I’m not looking for vanilla, Trip. I don’t want a date. And I don’t want a quick bang before you pass out.”

Trip’s eyes widened. He licked his lips. “Yeah? What do you want?”

“I want a project,” I whispered.

I nodded toward Leo, who was still vibrating with silent tension behind him.

“I want you to bring him.”

“Bring him?” Trip frowned, confusion wrinkling his perfect forehead. He looked back at Leo, then back at me. “To... dinner?”

“To bed,” I said.

Trip choked on his beer. He actually coughed, a little spray of mist hitting the hot concrete.

Leo’s head snapped up. His eyes went wide with terrified excitement. The color drained from his face and then rushed back in all at once, turning his ears a violent red.

Trip recovered, wiping his mouth. He laughed, an uncertain, jagged sound. “You’re joking. You want... the pledge? He’s useless, Zoya. He’s furniture. Seriously, you’d be doing all the work.”

“Exactly,” I lied smoothly, soothing Trip’s ego while I set the trap. “That’s the point. I want to watch you teach him.”

I ran a finger down Trip’s arm. He shivered.

“You’re the pro, right?” I purred. “Show me how good you are, Trip. Be his mentor. Let’s give the pledge a crash course. Unless... you don’t think you’re a good enough teacher?”

I saw the calculation happen in Trip’s eyes. He didn’t see the threat to his masculinity; he saw an affirmation of it. He saw a story he could tell his fraternity brothers. Two guys, one girl, and I ran the show. I taught the kid everything he knows.

He looked at Leo with a sudden, benevolent condescension.

“You think you can handle that, Leo?” Trip asked, grinning. “Big league stuff. No crying.”

Leo didn't answer Trip. He looked at me. He looked at the curve of my hip, then up to my eyes. The fear was there, yes, but the curiosity was stronger.

“I’ll try,” Leo said. His voice was rough.

“You’re serious?” Trip asked me one last time.

“Deadly,” I said. I held Leo’s gaze until he shivered. “Don’t make me wait.”

Maya looked at me like I had just suggested we invest our money in magic beans.

“You’re taking the frat star and his pet?” she hissed, grabbing my arm as Trip turned to high-five the air. “Zoya. That is not a retirement plan. That is a hostage situation.”

“It’s community service,” I said, sliding my feet into my sandals. “I’m shaping the youth of America. Or at least, preventing one of them from turning into that.” I nodded at Trip, who was currently shouting at a waiter to put the drinks on his tab.

“You’re going to get a rash,” Maya warned. “Or a headache.”

“I have aspirin and condoms.”

I walked over to the boys. Trip was vibrating with energy, practically glowing with the anticipation of adding a "two-girl-one-guy-plus-an-audience" story to his repertoire. Leo looked like he was walking to the gallows.

“Let’s go,” I said.

The walk to their hotel suite was a study in contrast. Trip strode ahead, leading the way with the confidence of a man who owned the sidewalk. He talked the entire time about his car, his frat’s GPA requirement (a solid 2.5, apparently), and his workout supplement stack.

Leo walked three paces behind us. He didn't speak. He stared at his flip-flops. Every time our arms brushed, he flinched like he’d touched a hot stove.

I liked him immediately. Silence is a luxury item in a resort destination.


Chapter 3: Classroom Conduct

The suite smelled like AXE body spray, stale pizza, and academic probation.

It was a standard hotel room that had been subjected to a frat-boy occupation. There were suitcases exploded across the floor, wet swim trunks draped over the lampshades, and a terrifying number of empty Red Bull cans lined up on the dresser like toy soldiers.

“Welcome to the crib,” Trip announced, spreading his arms wide. He spun around, flashing that blinding, teeth-whitening-strip smile. “Where the magic happens.”

“The magic looks like a health code violation,” I said, stepping over a pile of dirty laundry.

I walked to the center of the room and clapped my hands once. The sound cut through Trip’s posturing.

“Okay. Logistics,” I said. My voice was calm, authoritative. The same tone I used when I had to explain to The Poet why we weren't going to read Sylvia Plath during the afterglow. “If we’re doing this, we're doing it my way.”

Trip laughed, unbuttoning his pastel shirt. “Your way. That’s cute. Don’t worry, babe, I’ll take the lead. I know how to handle a…”

“Sit,” I said.

I didn't shout. I didn't have to. I just pointed to the armchair in the corner of the room.

Trip paused, his shirt half-open. He looked at me, then at the chair, then back at me. His brain was trying to buffer the command. He wasn't used to being told what to do by anyone who wasn't his father or a riot police officer.

“Sit down, Trip. You’re the professor, remember?” I smiled, sweet and sharp. “Professors observe. They grade. They don't take the test.”

Trip blinked. The logic seemed to appeal to his ego just enough to override his confusion. “Right. Yeah. Observation mode. I can do that.” He flopped into the chair, spreading his legs in a manspread that defied geometry.

I turned to Leo.

He was standing by the door, still holding the towels. He looked ready to bolt.

“Leo,” I said.

He snapped to attention. “Yeah?”

“You’re up first. Go shower.”

He swallowed hard. “Shower?”

“Yes. You’ve been carrying luggage and fetching beers in ninety-degree heat. I want you clean. Scrub everything. Twice.”

“Okay,” he breathed. He dropped the towels and practically ran into the bathroom, slamming the door.

The moment the lock clicked, Trip was out of the chair.

He moved fast, closing the distance between us. He wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me into a chest that felt like granite wrapped in expensive linen.

“Okay, the pledge is busy,” Trip murmured, his breath hot and smelling of wintergreen gum. “We’ve got ten minutes. Let’s get a head start. Warm up the equipment.”

He went for my neck, his mouth wet and eager. He kissed like he was trying to win an eating contest, fast and messy.

I put a hand on his chest and pushed. Hard.

“Down, boy,” I said.

Trip pulled back, looking offended. “What? You said you wanted a project. I’m the main event.”

“You are the textbook, Trip. You are the reference material.” I patted his cheek, patronizing him just enough to keep him off balance. “If you hook up with me now, Leo learns nothing. He needs to see the process. He needs to understand the pacing. If you rush it, you ruin the lesson.”

I stepped out of his reach and sat on the edge of the king-sized bed. I crossed my legs, leaning back on my hands, thrusting out my chest intentionally.

“Besides,” I added, nodding toward the mini-bar. “I’m thirsty. Make me a drink. Vodka soda. Lime. And make one for Leo. He’s going to need liquid courage.”

Trip scoffed, scrubbing a hand through his golden hair. “You’re bossy. I like it. Kinda kinky.”

“I’m not kinky, I’m organized. There’s a difference.”

He grumbled but went to the mini-bar. I watched him pour the drinks. He poured heavy with three fingers of vodka, a splash of soda. He was trying to get us drunk because he thought it would make things easier. He didn't realize I had the alcohol tolerance of a Russian literary figure.

The bathroom door opened.

Steam rolled out, smelling of generic hotel soap. Leo stepped into the room.

He had a towel wrapped low around his hips. And suddenly, the room felt very small.

Trip had called him "the pledge." He’d called him "scrawny." Trip was an idiot.

Leo wasn't a bodybuilder. He didn't have the pumped-up, vanity muscles that Trip cultivated for Instagram. Leo was built like a farmhand or a middleweight boxer. His shoulders were broad and covered in a smattering of dark hair. His chest was solid, tapering down to a stomach that was ridged with lean, functional muscle.

He was sleeper build. He was the car that looks stock but has a V8 engine under the hood.

He stood there, dripping water onto the carpet, clutching the towel knot like it was holding his soul together.

“I, uh... I showered,” Leo said. Brilliant.

I took the drink Trip handed me and took a long sip, my eyes never leaving Leo.

“Good,” I said. “Come here.”

Leo hesitated. He looked at Trip.

Trip was sitting back in the chair, sipping his drink, looking annoyed that Leo wasn't a scrawny kid anymore. The jealousy was starting to simmer, which was perfect. Jealousy makes men competitive.

“Go on, pledge,” Trip said, waving a hand dismissively. “Go see the lady. Don't embarrass the house.”

Leo walked toward the bed. His movements were stiff. He stopped two feet away from me.

“Closer,” I said.

He stepped between my spread knees. I could smell the heat coming off him; soap, skin, and pure adrenaline. He was trembling. Just a little. A fine vibration running through his frame.

“Drop the towel,” Trip commanded from the chair.

Leo froze.

“No,” I said, cutting in. I looked at Leo, softening my gaze. “Leave the towel. For now. We’re not in a rush.”

I reached out and placed my hands on Leo’s hips. His skin was damp and hot. He flinched at the contact, his stomach muscles contracting sharply under my palms.

“Relax,” I whispered. “Breathe, Leo. Oxygen is your friend.”

He let out a shaky breath. “I’ve never... I mean, Trip said…”

“Forget Trip,” I said. “Trip is currently furniture. Look at me.”

He looked down. His eyes were dark, almost black, framed by wet lashes. They were terrified and hungry. It was the look of a man standing on the edge of a cliff, waiting for someone to push him.

“Trip says you’re a virgin,” I said softly.

Leo winced. “Yeah.”

“Good,” I said.

He blinked. “Good?”

“It means you don’t have any bad habits yet.” I slid my hands up his torso, tracing the line of his ribs, feeling the thud-thud-thud of his heart against his chest wall. It was beating like a trapped bird. “It means I get to write the code from scratch.”


Chapter 4: The Pop Quiz

“Okay, let’s get this show on the road,” Trip barked from the chair. “Leo, kiss her. Use tongue. Girls like it aggressive. Grab her hair.”

Leo’s hands twitched. He started to reach for my head, his movements jerky, trying to follow orders.

“Stop,” I said.

Leo froze, his hands hovering in the air.

“Leo,” I said, keeping my voice low, intimate. “Do you want to kiss me?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

“Then do it. But not like that.” I took his wrists and guided his hands to my waist. I pressed them into my skin, anchoring him. “Hold me. Here. Firmly. Don't grab. Hold.”

He squeezed. His grip was strong. Surprisingly strong.

“Now,” I said. “Kiss me. But don't you dare use your tongue yet. If I see a tongue, you fail the class.”

“Just... lips?” he whispered.

“Just lips. And slow. Slower than you think is possible.”

Leo leaned down. He was hesitant, terrified of doing it wrong. He closed his eyes.

Trip snorted from the corner. “Boring. Needs more torque.”

I ignored the commentary track.

Leo’s lips brushed mine. It was a ghost of a touch. A question.

It was sweet, but it was too light. He was afraid to break me.

“Leo,” I murmured against his mouth. “I’m not made of glass. Press.”

He listened. He adjusted. He pressed his mouth harder against mine, tilting his head slightly. The trembling in his body transferred to me, a hum of nervous energy that I found infinitely more arousing than Trip’s polished routine.

He wasn't performing. He was experiencing.

I parted my lips slightly, inviting him in, but he obeyed the rule. No tongue. He just breathed into me, tasting the tequila on my breath, learning the shape of my mouth.

It was good. It was raw.

I pulled back an inch. Leo chased me, his head dipping forward instinctively before he caught himself.

“Better,” I said. I ran a thumb over his lower lip. “See? You don’t need to eat my face to get my attention.”

“She’s right, pledge,” Trip said, standing up. He couldn't handle sitting still anymore. The "Coach" needed to get in the game. “But now you gotta escalate. You got her warmed up. Now you make your move. Put your hand on her ass.”

Leo hesitated again. He looked at me for confirmation.

“Do you want to touch me, Leo?” I asked.

“God, yes,” he breathed. The honesty was startling.

“Then do it. But Trip is wrong about the placement.” I took his hand from my waist and moved it up. I placed his palm flat against the back of my neck, my fingers tangling in his wet hair. “Here. Pull me in.”

Leo’s fingers tightened in my hair. He didn't yank. He just applied pressure, a steady, demanding weight that forced my head back, exposing my throat.

He looked at my neck. His pupils were blown wide.

“Bite me,” I whispered. “Gently.”

Leo groaned, a low sound that vibrated in his chest. He buried his face in the crook of my neck. He didn't bite immediately. He inhaled, smelling the coconut oil and the sweat. Then, he grazed his teeth against my pulse point.

It sent a shiver straight down my spine that had nothing to do with charity work.

Trip was pacing now. I could hear his footsteps. He was circling us like a shark that realized the seal was fighting back.

“Okay, okay, good form,” Trip said, his voice tight. “But you’re moving too slow, man. You’re gonna lose the momentum. You gotta…”

“Trip,” I said, not opening my eyes. “If you speak one more time, you’re going out into the hall.”

“I’m just helping!”

“You’re rushing,” I corrected. I pulled Leo’s face back up to look at me. His eyes were glazed. He was high on the permission. “Leo is doing exactly what he’s supposed to be doing. He’s paying attention.”

I ran my hands down Leo’s chest, feeling the hard ridges of his abs, stopping at the knot of the towel.

“Are you paying attention, Leo?”

“I’m memorizing it,” he said.

I smirked. “Good answer. A-plus.”

I hooked a finger into the top of his towel.

“Pop quiz,” I whispered. “What happens next?”

Leo swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing like a buoy in a storm. He looked down at me, then at his towel, then back at me. He was searching for the right answer, referencing whatever database of bad advice Trip had uploaded to his brain during the flight over.

“You... suck my... dick?” he guessed. It came out as a question, terrified and hopeful, like he was asking if he’d won the lottery but was afraid it was a prank.

I laughed. I couldn't help it. It was a soft, genuine sound that seemed to confuse them both.

“Ambitious,” I said, trailing a fingernail across his hip bone. “And functionally correct, eventually. But you’re skipping steps, Leo. You don’t jump straight to the conclusion without doing the reading.”

I moved my hand to the knot of the towel.

“The answer,” I whispered, “is that we remove the obstacles.”

I tugged. The towel didn't just drop; it surrendered. It hit the carpet with a soft whump.

Silence. Absolute, heavy, humid silence.

I looked. Then I looked again.

Trip had called him a "pledge." He’d called him "junior varsity." But what Leo was packing was strictly major league. It was... substantial. A heavy, thick promise of future difficulty that swung slightly before settling. He was fully, painfully hard, standing at a sharp angle that defied gravity and probably several local zoning laws.

I let out a low whistle. It was involuntary.

“Well,” I said, my eyebrows climbing toward my hairline. “I see why you wear the baggy shorts, Leo. That’s a concealed weapon permit waiting to happen.”

I glanced over at Trip.

The dynamic in the room shifted instantly. Trip, who had been vibrating with impatient, alpha-dog energy, suddenly went very still. He was staring at Leo’s crotch with an expression of betrayal. It was the look of a man who realized his sidekick had been secretly driving a Ferrari while he was bragging about his leased BMW.

Trip crossed his arms, his biceps bulging, trying to physically compensate for the sudden spiritual deficit in the room.

“You boys don't shower together?” I teased, looking between the two of them. “You’re ruining all my fantasies about what a frat house is like. I thought it was all towel-snapping and comparative anatomy.”

“We have stalls,” Trip muttered, looking away. “Privacy partitions.”

“Clearly,” I murmured.

I turned my attention back to Leo. He was blushing so hard his chest was pink, but he didn't try to cover himself. He stood there, exposed and trembling, offering himself up like a tribute.

I reached out. I didn't grab. I just brushed the back of my knuckles against him, a feather-light stroke from base to tip.

Leo hissed. His hips jerked forward, chasing the touch, his eyes rolling back in his head.

“Fuck,” he wheezed.

“Sensitive,” I noted, checking the data. “Good. We like sensitive. It means the wiring is fresh.”

I wrapped my hand around him. Just a loose grip. He filled my palm and then some, hot and velvety and pulsing with a frantic, terrified rhythm. I gave him one slow, deliberate stroke.

Leo’s knees buckled. He actually had to grab my shoulder to stay upright.

“Easy,” I soothed, stopping my hand. “If you explode now, you fail the semester. Control, Leo. Breathe through your nose.”

He sucked in air, his whole body rigid. “I’m trying.”

“Try harder.” I gave him a pat on the thigh, then stepped back. “Stay there. Don’t touch it. Don’t even look at it. Just stand there and suffer. That’s part of the grade.”

I turned on my heel and faced Trip.

He was still sulking in his armchair, legs spread, trying to look unbothered while visibly sweating.

“Your turn, Mr. President,” I said.

Trip brightened immediately. He stood up, shaking off the insecurity like a dog shaking off water. “Finally. I was getting cold.”

“Come here,” I commanded.

He strode over, closing the distance in two steps. He reached for me again, his hands going for my waist, his mouth aiming for a sequel to his earlier sloppy kiss.

I stepped back, dodging him.

“Ah-ah,” I chided. “My rules. Or you’re out in the hall listening through the door.”

Trip froze. The threat of expulsion, and missing out on the story, was the only thing stronger than his libido. “Okay, okay. Your rules. What do you want? You want me to strip?”

“I want you to stand still. I’ll do the work.”

I walked up to him. He smelled different than Leo. Leo smelled like soap and honest sweat. Trip smelled like cologne that cost too much and tried too hard.

I reached for the button of his pastel shorts.

“You know,” Trip whispered, dropping his voice to what he surely thought was a seductive growl, “I can bench press two-eighty. Just so you know what you’re working with.”

“That’s fascinating, Trip. I’ll be sure to ask you to move some furniture later.”

I undid the drawstring. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and shoved them down in one motion.

Trip kicked them off, stepping out of them with a little flourish. He stood tall, flexing his quads, presenting himself.

He was fit. I’ll give him that. He was gym-sculpted, tanned, and aesthetic. He looked like a mannequin in a department store window.

And downstairs? He was... standard.

He was perfectly average. A respectable statistical mean. There was nothing wrong with it, but after the architectural marvel that was Leo, Trip looked like a sensible sedan parked next to a monster truck.

Trip didn't seem to know this, though. Or maybe he was choosing to ignore it. He thrust his hips forward, grinning. “Dinner is served.”

I suppressed a smirk. “A light snack,” I corrected.

Trip reached for my bikini top. “Alright, let’s get these off. I want to see…”

I caught his wrists. “Trip.”

“What? Come on. We’re both naked. Let’s even the playing field.”

“I didn't say you could touch me yet.” I squeezed his wrists, staring him down. “You’re used to leading, aren't you? You’re used to dictating the pace.”

“I mean, I’m good at it.”

“In this room, you are not the leader. You are the student. And you have a lot of unlearning to do.” I dropped his wrists. “Go sit on the bed.”

Trip frowned. “The bed?”

“Yes. Sit on the edge. Right there.”

He hesitated, looking at Leo, who was still standing like a statue where I’d left him, vibrating with repressed energy.

“Fine,” Trip huffed. He walked over and sat on the edge of the mattress, manspreading aggressively to assert dominance.

“Leo,” I said. “Join him.”

Leo blinked, coming out of his trance. “Sit... with him?”

“Next to him. On the bed.”

Leo shuffled over. The visual was striking.

Leo sat down next to Trip. He kept his legs closer together, trying to be respectful, but the sheer size of his excitement made modesty impossible. Trip sat with his legs wide open, trying to take up space.

They looked ridiculous. They looked amazing.

Two naked men, sitting side-by-side on a hotel duvet, looking at me with a mixture of confusion, lust, and competitive anxiety. Trip was the polished exterior; Leo was the raw infrastructure.

“You boys must be wondering,” I said, walking slowly toward the dresser to retrieve my drink. I took a long, slow sip, letting the condensation drip onto my fingers. “You must be wondering what’s been hiding under my little bikinis all week.”

I saw their eyes track the movement of my hand. Trip licked his lips. Leo just stopped breathing.

“I bet you want to see,” I teased.

“Yes,” Leo whispered.

“Hell yes,” Trip agreed.

I laughed, setting the glass down. I loved this part. The power. The anticipation. The absolute control.

“Good,” I said. “Because I’m tired of wearing this thing. And since I have a captive audience...”

I reached behind my neck and untied the top string of my bikini. It fell against my back. I held the cups in place with my hands, just for a second, savoring the way four eyes widened in unison.

“Class,” I said, “pay attention to the board.”


Chapter 5: Visual Learning

The bikini top hit the floor with a whisper, and suddenly, the air conditioning felt very cold and very good against my skin.

I didn't rush. I let the moment breathe. My breasts are not small, nor are they particularly subtle. They are full, heavy, and enthusiastic participants in the laws of physics. As I let go, I felt the weight of them settle, nipples hardening instantly in the cool air like little pink alarms going off.

I brought my hands up, not to cover, but to accentuate. I tweaked my own nipples, rolling them between my thumb and forefinger, watching the boys watch me.

Trip looked like he wanted to devour me. His eyes were dark, tracking the movement of my fingers with the predatory focus of a man who thinks he’s about to win a prize.

Leo, on the other hand, looked like he was witnessing a religious event. He wasn't just looking; he was absorbing. His mouth was slightly open, his chest heaving with shallow breaths, his eyes darting from my hands to the curve of my ribs to the swell of my chest.

I swayed a little, moving slowly to a rhythm only I could hear. I wasn't dancing for them; I was dancing at them.

“Eyes up here, boys,” I teased, though I didn't mean it. I wanted their eyes everywhere.

I turned slowly, giving them the profile view, then the back. I looked over my shoulder, catching my own reflection in the mirror above the dresser before locking eyes with them again. I arched my back, popping my hip, and gave my ass a little wiggle. It was just enough to send a ripple through the fabric of my undersized bikini bottoms.

I hooked my thumbs into the sides of the neon pink strings.

“Do you like what you see?” I asked. It was a rhetorical question, the kind professors ask when they already know you haven't done the reading.

“God, yes,” Leo croaked.

Trip just nodded, his knuckles white where he was gripping the duvet. “Take it off, Zoya. Quit teasing.”

“I’m not teasing,” I said, sliding the fabric down over the curve of my hips, inch by agonizing inch. “I’m building anticipation. It’s a narrative arc, Trip. You can’t just skip to the climax.”

I pushed the bottoms down past my thighs, stepping out of them with a practiced grace. I kicked them aside.

Now, I was fully nude. I gave my ass one last little shake, for morale, and then I did something cruel.

I cupped my hand over my crotch, covering the main attraction.

I turned around to face them.

They were both sitting on the edge of the bed, naked, hard, and looking like they were about to snap. Trip’s erection was bobbing impatiently; Leo’s was practically a separate entity, heavy and demanding.

“The verdict seems unanimous,” I noted, glancing at their laps. “Your dicks are very eloquent speakers.”

I kept my hand firmly in place, shielding my pussy from view.

“However,” I said, tilting my head. “Access is a privilege, not a right. Ask nicely, and I might move my hand.”

Leo didn't hesitate. He didn't have an ego to protect, just a desperate, burning need.

“Please,” he begged. The word fell out of his mouth like a prayer. “Please, Zoya.”

I smiled at him. “Good boy.”

I looked at Trip.

He was rolling his eyes, his jaw clenched. He looked like I’d just asked him to pay taxes.

“Seriously?” Trip groaned. “Come on, Zoya. We’re already here. Let’s go.”

“I don’t hear a magic word,” I sang. I tapped my fingers against my thigh. “And I’m very patient, Trip. I can stand here all day. Can you stay hard all day?”

He glanced down at himself, then back at me. He realized the leverage was entirely on my side of the negotiation table.

“Fine,” he gritted out. “Please.”

“Please what?”

He exhaled sharply through his nose. “Please... move your hand.”

“Was that so hard?” I asked. “Manners are free, Trip. Use them.”

I slid my hand away.

I am a devotee of the Brazilian wax. I believe in aerodynamics. I was completely bare, the skin smooth and pale compared to my tan lines. And I was ready. I was swollen, pink, and glistening with a slickness that caught the hotel room light.

I heard Leo’s breath hitch with a sharp, audible intake of air. Trip shifted his weight, his hips jerking involuntarily.

“Beautiful,” Leo whispered. He clearly meant it.

“Don’t get up,” I commanded, seeing Trip’s muscles tense as he prepared to launch himself at me. “Sit. Stay.”

I lowered myself to the floor. The carpet was scratchy against my calves, but I ignored it. I sat cross-legged for a moment, then leaned back on my hands, spreading my legs wide.

I was putting myself on display. A buffet. An exhibit.

“I’m going to show you something,” I said, my voice dropping an octave. “Trip, you think you know how women work because you’ve read a subreddit about the G-spot. Leo, you think we’re terrifying puzzles.”

I brought my hand to my pussy.

“I’m going to show you the map.”

I didn't touch myself like a porn star. I didn't jam my fingers in or slap anything. That’s for the camera. This was for the classroom.

I started with the clitoris. I circled it, barely making contact, just hovering over the nerve endings until my hips bucked into the air of their own accord.

“See that?” I said, my breath catching. “That’s not friction. That’s anticipation. You don’t start the engine by flooding it.”

I watched them watch me. Trip was leaning forward, elbows on his knees, eyes glued to my fingers. He was looking for the technique, the "cheat code" he could use later to impress his friends.

Leo was different. Leo was watching my face. He was watching my eyes flutter shut. He was connecting the action of my hand to the reaction in my body.

I pressed harder. I began to slide two fingers through my own wetness, dragging the slickness up to my clit, creating a slip-and-slide of sensation. The schlicking sound was wet and obscene in the quiet room.

“I like pressure,” I told them, my voice growing breathless. “Not speed. Pressure. Consistent... heavy... pressure.”

I circled my clit, faster now, finding the rhythm that worked for me. My head fell back. A low moan escaped my throat.

“Trip,” I gasped, not opening my eyes. “Stay on the bed. If you move, I stop.”

I could hear him shifting, the mattress springs groaning under his restraint. He was dying to take over, to shove his hand where mine was, to prove he could do it better. But he stayed.

“Leo,” I whispered. “Are you watching?”

“Yes,” his voice was strained, tight.

“Look at the speed,” I instructed, keeping the rhythm steady. “It’s a heartbeat. Not a jackhammer. Matches... the... pulse.”

I slid one finger inside myself. Just one. I crooked it, beckoning, hitting that spot that made my toes curl.

“Fuck,” I hissed.

I did it for another minute, riding the edge, letting them see the flush rise on my chest, letting them hear the way my breathing turned jagged. I got myself right to the precipice, to the point where my thighs were trembling and my vision was blurring, and then I stopped.

I pulled my hand away.

The silence that followed was deafening. The air in the room was so thick with tension you could have cut it with a knife and served it on toast.

“That,” I said, my voice shaky, “is the tutorial.”

I stood up. My legs felt a little like jelly, but I locked my knees and smoothed my hair back. I walked toward the bed, swaying slightly, feeling the wetness on my thighs.

I stopped right in front of them. My knees brushed against their knees. I was flanked by two very different, very erect examples of the male species.

Trip looked ready to explode. Leo looked like he was about to pass out from blood loss to the brain.

“Okay, boys,” I said, placing one hand on Trip’s shoulder and one on Leo’s. Their skin was hot. “Class discussion is over. It’s time for the lab practical.”

I pushed them both back. They fell onto the mattress, bouncing slightly. I crawled onto the bed between them, settling myself on my knees, towering over them like a queen on a very messy throne.

“Time for teamwork,” I purred, looking from Trip’s confident smirk to Leo’s terrified awe. “Please me together. Show me what you can do.”


Chapter 6: The Group Project

Trip didn't wait for a written invitation. He wasn't stupid, he was just impatient. And to his credit, the man had clearly spent some time in the trenches.

He moved in behind me, wrapping an arm around my waist to hold me steady, his other hand coming up to cup my breast. He didn't maul it. He weighed it, tested the density, and then dipped his head.

When his mouth latched onto my nipple, I let out a sharp breath. Okay. Credit where credit is due. He had a good seal. He used the flat of his tongue, swirling it with a confident, rhythmic pressure that suggested he had actually listened to at least one girl in his life. He sucked hard, drawing the sensitive peak into his mouth, and a line of heat shot straight from my chest to my clitoris.

“Not bad, Mr. President,” I gasped, throwing my head back against his shoulder.

“I told you,” he mumbled against my skin, the vibration sending another jolt through me. “I’m a pro.”

“Don’t get cocky,” I warned, though I arched into him. “You’re barely passing with a C-plus.”

While Trip kept himself busy upstairs, Leo was staring at the space between my legs like it was a bomb he had to defuse without cutting the wrong wire.

“Leo,” I said, looking down at him. “The instructions haven’t changed. Apply the lesson.”

He nodded, a sharp, jerky movement. He reached out. His hand was trembling, but the moment his fingers brushed against my inner thigh, his touch steadied.

He slid his hand between my legs.

He didn't go straight for the goal. He mimicked what I had done earlier. He used the pads of his fingers, circling, finding the slickness I’d created and spreading it around. He was tentative, treating me like fine china, but his memory was photographic.

He found my clit. He hesitated for a nanosecond, then applied the pressure.

“Yes,” I hissed. “Just like that. Don’t speed up.”

Leo watched my face, looking for data. When I moaned, he pressed harder. When I whimpered, he kept the rhythm exact. He was a quick study. He was learning that my pleasure wasn't a race to the finish line; it was a slow climb up a very steep hill.

“Can I...” Leo’s voice cracked. He cleared his throat. “Can I go inside?”

I looked at him through half-closed eyes. “Do you think you’ve earned it?”

“I hope so.”

“Two fingers,” I instructed. “Curled. Come hither.”

He slid them in.

God, he was tight. Not him—me. I clamped down around his fingers, my body welcoming the intrusion. Leo made a low, guttural sound as he felt the grip. He started to pump, slow and steady, his thumb continuing to work my clit just the way I’d shown him.

We found a rhythm. Trip sucking, Leo pumping. I was the conductor, and the orchestra was finally playing in tune.

Then, Leo pulled his hand back.

I opened my eyes, ready to scold him for unauthorized breaks, but he was looking up at me with those big, dark, puppy-dog eyes.

“Can I taste you?” he asked. “I want to... I want to try going down on you.”

The sweetness of it almost broke my character. Here we were, in a pile of naked limbs and sweat, and he was asking for permission like he was asking to borrow a pencil.

“You ask so nicely,” I said, threading my fingers through his damp hair. “How can I say no to such good manners? Go ahead, Leo. But be warned: the grading curve on oral is steep.”

He didn't wait. He buried his face between my legs.

He was... enthusiastic.

He wasn't an artist yet. He was a painter throwing buckets of color at a wall and hoping for a masterpiece. He licked broad, flat strokes, missing the button half the time, but the sheer eagerness of it was intoxicating. He was worshipping me. He held my hips like he was afraid I’d float away, and he hummed against me, the vibration acting as a second stimulant.

“Softer,” I corrected, guiding his head. “Use the tip. Imagine you’re licking ice cream that you don’t want to melt.”

He adjusted. Better. Still a little clumsy, but he was trying so hard I felt my heart do a little stutter-step.

Trip, however, was starting to feel left out.

I felt him pull away from my breast. He sat back on his heels, his erection bobbing impatiently in the air between us.

“Okay, time out,” Trip said. “The pledge is getting all the action. My turn.”

I looked at him. He was pouting. A grown man with a trust fund and the body of a Greek statue was pouting because he wasn't currently the center of the universe.

“You’re right,” I said. I patted Leo’s head, signaling him to pause. He pulled back, his mouth wet and red, looking dazed.

“Trip has waited very patiently,” I told Leo. “And we reward patience.”

I shifted my position, wiggling back until I was resting against the headboard. I spread my legs, keeping Leo between them, but I gestured for Trip to come closer.

“Come here, Trip.”

He scrambled over on his knees, positioning himself over my face.

“Put it in,” I said. “But listen to me closely: If you cum, I will be furious. You are not allowed to finish until I say so. If you finish early, you leave. Understood?”

“Understood,” he groaned. “Just open up.”

He didn't need to tell me twice. I opened my mouth and he slid in.

It was an easy fit. As I suspected, Trip was strictly standard issue. He wasn't small, but he wasn't a challenge like Leo would be. I took him all the way to the root without even having to adjust my jaw.

Trip groaned, his hips snapping forward. “Oh, yeah. That’s it. Take it all.”

I wrapped my lips around him, creating a tight, vacuum seal. I set the pace immediately with slow, deep drags that focused on suction rather than friction. I looked him dead in the eye, asserting dominance even with my mouth full. I own this, the look said. You are borrowing this space.

Below me, Leo went back to work.

But something was different. The rhythm was off.

I glanced down.

Leo wasn't looking at my pussy anymore. He was looking up. He was watching me suck Trip’s dick.

His eyes were wide, fixated on the way my cheeks hollowed, the way Trip’s hips bucked against my face. He had stopped licking and was just sort of holding his tongue against me, completely mesmerized by the sight of his fraternity president getting serviced.

It was adorable. It was also highly ineffective for my orgasm.

I pulled off Trip with a wet pop.

“You’re distracted,” I said to Leo.

Leo jumped. “I… I wasn't…”

“You were watching,” I said. I wasn't mad. I was amused. “Visual learner?”

Leo blushed, nodding slowly. “I’ve never seen... I mean, I’ve never seen a girl do that.”

“And you,” I said, looking up at Trip, who was whining about the interruption. “You’re getting lazy. You’re just letting me do all the work.”

I made a decision. The bed was too comfortable. Too horizontal. We needed a geometry change.

“Everybody up,” I announced.

I slid off the bed. My feet hit the carpet. I walked to the center of the room, near the foot of the bed, where there was open space.

“Where are you going?” Trip asked.

“Floor,” I said.

I knelt down on the carpet. I sat back on my heels, resting my hands on my thighs. I looked up at them.

From this angle, they looked massive. Trip, with his gym-sculpted arrogance, and Leo, with his natural, thick power.

It was a submissive pose. The woman on her knees, looking up at the men.

But we all knew the truth.

I wasn't begging. I was holding court.

“Come here,” I said, my voice soft but echoing in the quiet room. “Both of you. Stand in front of me.”

They approached. Two towering figures.

“Closer,” I commanded.

They stepped in until I was staring directly at their cocks. Trip’s was twitching with eagerness. Leo’s was heavy and still, a silent monolith.

I looked up, meeting their eyes. I smiled, a slow, dangerous curve of my lips.

“Now,” I whispered. “Let’s see if you can follow instructions when you’re standing up.”

I reached out, wrapping my left hand around Trip and my right hand around Leo.

It was a comparative study in architecture.

Trip was... structural. He was rigid, veined, and perfectly cylindrical. He felt like a standard flashlight; functional, reliable, the kind of thing you keep in a drawer for emergencies. He was a known quantity.

Leo, on the other hand, was an absolute unit. My fingers didn't quite meet on the other side. He was thick at the base and flared wider at the top, a heavy, dense weight that felt less like a body part and more like a blunt instrument.

Honda Civic versus Monster Truck, I thought. Standard definition versus IMAX.

I kept this assessment to myself. Trip’s ego was a delicate ecosystem, and introducing an invasive species like "Size Inadequacy" would only cause the whole thing to collapse.

“Two very attentive students,” I purred, stroking them in unison. Up, down. Up, down.

Trip leaned into my hand, thrusting slightly with his hips, eager for the friction. Leo just stood there, paralyzed by the sensation, his breath coming in short, sharp hisses through his teeth.

I leaned forward. I went to Leo first.

I didn't take him in immediately. I dragged my tongue up the underside of the shaft, tasting the salt and the pre-come. He tasted clean, musky, and potent.

Leo groaned with a ragged, broken sound that seemed to be ripped out of his chest. His hips jerked, bucking toward my face.

“Steady,” I murmured against his skin.

I opened my mouth. I tried to relax my jaw, preparing for the logistics of the situation. I swirled my tongue around the head, which was practically a separate zip code, and then I slid down.

I took the head. Just the head.

It filled my mouth completely. My cheeks hollowed out instantly. It was... a lot. I felt the stretch in the hinges of my jaw, a sharp reminder that my enthusiasm might have written a check my anatomy was going to struggle to cash.

I bobbed my head, sucking tight. I wasn't giving him the "Gold Star Special"—I physically couldn't maneuver my tongue enough for the advanced calculus I usually performed—but Leo didn't know that. To him, this was likely a revelation.

I felt his thighs tense. His knees knocked together. He was going to blow.

I pulled back immediately, releasing him with a wet sound.

“Careful,” I whispered, looking up at him. His eyes were glazed over, his pupils so wide his eyes looked black. “Slow down, it’s not a race.”

I turned to Trip.

“Don’t feel left out,” I said.

I took him in. It was, frankly, a relief. My jaw thanked me. I could take Trip deep, swirling my tongue, adding the suction and the twist that I couldn't manage with Leo.

Trip moaned, looking down at me with proprietary pride. He glanced over at Leo.

“Watch and learn, pledge,” Trip panted. “See how she takes it?”

Leo was watching. He was staring at my mouth wrapped around his fraternity president, his expression a mix of jealousy and pure, unadulterated fascination.

I switched back to Leo. Lick, suck, release.

Then back to Trip. Deep throat, swirl, release.

The rhythm was hypnotic. The visual was obscene. Two best friends—or at least, a distinct hierarchy of brotherhood—united by the fact that they were both currently occupying my personal space.

“Okay,” I said, pulling back and wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “I think the equipment is functional.”

I sat back on my heels.

“Main event time,” I announced. “Condoms?”

Trip nodded. He turned and rummaged through the pocket of his discarded shorts. He produced a strip of three shiny silver wrappers.

“Always prepared,” he said, tossing them onto the carpet.

I picked one up. Trojan. Regular.

I looked at the wrapper. Then I looked at Leo’s crotch.

Oh, honey, I thought. That’s going to be like trying to fit a sleeping bag into a sandwich bag.

But I am a safety girl. I don't care if you're a virgin or the Pope; if it’s going inside, it’s wearing a raincoat.

“Leo, hold your horses,” I said, as he reached for a wrapper. “Don’t put yours on yet. You’ll cut off your circulation if you sit in it too long.”

I looked at Trip.

“Trip first,” I decided.

“Yes!” Trip fist-pumped. “Seniority rules.”

“Exactly,” I lied smoothly. I wasn't going to tell him that I needed to stretch out the merchandise before I attempted to accommodate Leo. Trip was the warm-up act. He was the opener band that plays while the stadium is still filling up.

“You’ve been good,” I told him. “What’s your favorite position?”

Trip didn't even blink. “Doggy. Definitely.”

I smirked. Of course. No eye contact, maximum power, and a great view of his own performance in the mirror if he angled it right.

“Passionate and impersonal,” I teased. “It fits you perfectly. Show me what you’ve got, champ.”

I stood up and moved to the bed. I climbed onto the mattress, the sheets cool against my knees. I crawled to the center and got on all fours, arching my back until my spine dipped in a curve that I knew looked devastating from behind.

I looked back over my shoulder.

Trip was tearing the wrapper open with his teeth. He rolled the condom on with practiced efficiency.

Leo was standing by the side of the bed, watching. He looked like he didn't know what to do with his hands.

“Leo,” I said. “Front row seat. Come stand right here.” I pointed to the spot near the pillows, facing me. “I want to see your face while Trip works.”

Leo moved to the spot. He was so close I could smell him.

Trip climbed onto the bed behind me. The mattress dipped under his weight. I felt his hands settle on my hips possessively.

He lined himself up. I felt the blunt pressure of him against my entrance.

“Make sure you put on a good show for your pledge,” I reminded him, looking back and catching his eye. “He needs to see proper mechanics.”

“I’m gonna rock your world, Zoya,” Trip bragged.

“Less talking, more rocking,” I said. “And pace yourself. If you finish in three minutes, I’m failing you.”

Trip grunted. He pushed forward.

He slid inside.

It wasn't magical, but it was effective. He filled me up, a solid, comfortable stretch. I let out a genuine moan; partly because it felt good, and partly to encourage the class.

“There,” I breathed. “All the way in.”

Trip started to move. He had a rhythm, I’ll give him that. It was a bit metronomic—thrust, pull, thrust, pull—but it got the job done.

I looked at Leo.

He was staring at the junction where Trip and I were connected. He was watching Trip’s hips slam into my ass, watching my body rock forward with the impact. His mouth was slightly open. He was gripping the bedpost so hard his knuckles were white.

“Do you see, Leo?” I gasped, as Trip picked up the pace. “Do you see the angle?”

Leo nodded, mute.

“Don’t just watch the hips,” I instructed, my voice hitching as Trip hit a decent spot. “Watch my face. Watch... ah... watch how I react.”

I closed my eyes and let my head fall back, exposing my throat to Leo.

“Trip,” I said. “Harder. Show him.”


Chapter 7: Final Exam

Trip was finding his stride. To be fair to the boy, he had rhythm. It was the rhythm of a techno song at 3 AM—repetitive, slightly too fast, and entirely devoid of nuance—but it was enthusiastic. He had his hands on my hips, his thumbs digging in, and he was driving into me with the kind of focus usually reserved for beer pong tournaments.

“Yeah,” Trip grunted. “You like that?”

“I’m tolerating it,” I teased, my voice breathless. “But I’m bored up here, Trip. The view is just a beige wall.”

I looked at Leo. He was still standing by the pillows, his hands twitching at his sides. He looked like a starving man watching someone eat a steak dinner. His erection was bobbing against his stomach, painfully neglected.

“Leo,” I said, reaching out a hand. “You look lonely.”

He stepped closer, drawn in by the gravity of the situation. “I’m okay. I’m just... watching.”

“Participate,” I commanded. I tapped my open mouth. “Fill the void.”

Leo’s eyes widened. He looked at Trip, who was busy trying to drill for oil behind me. Trip didn't object; in fact, the idea of a double-team seemed to spur him on. He thrust harder, staking his claim.

Leo moved in. He was hesitant, respectful. He straddled the space near my head, his knees sinking into the mattress.

“Closer,” I murmured.

He guided himself toward me. I didn't wait. I leaned forward and took him in.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming.

I was full. Completely, utterly, architecturally full.

It was a feat of engineering. Trip was hammering away at the back door, creating a steady baseline of friction and impact. Leo was occupying the front, filling my mouth with that ridiculous girth. I felt stretched, used, and impossibly heavy.

It was forbidden. It was the kind of thing they warn you about in Sunday School, right before they tell you not to mix fabrics. It was excessive. And God, it was hot.

I let my eyes flutter shut. I could feel the tension in the room. I knew, without looking, that they were avoiding eye contact. They were staring at me—at the way my cheeks hollowed, at the way my ass shook with every one of Trip’s thrusts—but they were terrified of looking at each other. They were sharing me, bonded by the act, but the fragile ecosystem of their masculinity required them to pretend they were the only man in the room.

I swirled my tongue around Leo, humming against him. The vibration traveled through him. I felt his hands tangle in my hair, gripping tight.

Trip felt the shift in my focus. He wasn't about to be outdone by a blowjob. He picked up the pace.

Thud. Thud. Thud.

“Oh, fuck,” Trip panted. “Zoya. You’re so tight.”

I wasn't, actually. I was relaxed. But men interpret "lubricated and accommodating" as "tight" when they’re close to the finish line.

I could feel him tense up. The smooth rhythm of his thrusts became jagged. He was stuttering. The "Sex God" was about to arrive at the station ahead of schedule.

Normally, this is the part where I would stop. I would pull away, make him cool down, force him to focus on me until I was shaking. I’m sure plenty of sorority girls back at UVA faked it just to get him off of them so they could order pizza.

But today? I was feeling generous. I was a benevolent dictator.

I squeezed my internal muscles, clamping down on him right as he bottomed out.

It was the final straw.

Trip let out a groan that sounded like he was lifting a heavy box. “Oh shit. Shit. Zoya, I’m gonna…”

“Do it,” I hummed against Leo’s cock.

Trip slammed into me one last time and held it there. I felt the pulse of his orgasm, the twitching of his hips as he unloaded into the latex. He collapsed forward, his sweaty chest hitting my back, his face burying itself in my shoulder.

“Good boy,” I muffled the words against Leo, but I knew Trip heard it.

Leo pulled back, gasping, looking down at me with wide, terrified eyes. He had just watched his president finish inside me while he was in my mouth. It was a lot of data for an eighteen-year-old brain to process.

Trip stayed there for a moment, heavy and panting, dead weight. Then he rolled off, flopping onto his back on the mattress with a sigh of pure, unearned satisfaction.

“Top that, pledge,” Trip wheezed, throwing an arm over his eyes.

I sat up, wiping my mouth. I crawled off the bed and stood up, looking down at the wreckage. Trip was done. He was deflated, in every sense of the word.

But Leo?

Leo was still standing there. Hard. throbbing. A monument to unspent potential.

“Alright, Casanova,” I said to Trip. “Take a nap. You’ve done your duty.”

I turned to Leo. I walked over to the nightstand and grabbed another foil packet.

“Your turn,” I said softly.

Leo swallowed. He looked at the condom in my hand like it was a complex math problem.

“I... I don’t know if it’ll fit,” he whispered. “They’re usually tight.”

“We’ll make it fit,” I said. “Come here.”

He stepped forward. I tore the wrapper.

I knelt in front of him. It was a struggle. I had to stretch the latex, coaxing it down over the head, rolling it carefully. It was snug. Like trying to put a wetsuit on a telephone pole. But we managed.

“Okay,” I said, standing up and patting his cheek. “Now, listen to me. This is important.”

Leo nodded, his eyes locked on mine. He was trembling again.

“You are big,” I stated. It wasn't a compliment; it was a safety briefing. “And you are inexperienced. That is a dangerous combination. If you just try to shove it in, you’re going to hurt me, and then the lesson ends.”

“I don’t want to hurt you,” he said quickly. “I really don’t.”

“I know. That’s why we’re going to do this my way.”

I pushed him gently until he was sitting on the edge of the bed, his feet on the floor.

“Let me ride you first,” I said. “That likely will be your best strategy for girls you hook up with for handling this monster. It lets her control the depth. It lets her control the speed.”

I stepped between his spread legs.

Leo looked up at me. He looked hypnotized. He looked like he was watching a goddess descend from Olympus to grant him a wish he hadn't even dared to pray for. There was no ego in his face, just pure, unadulterated worship. It was sweet. It was almost romantic, if you ignored the smell of latex and Trip snoring lightly in the background.

I placed my hands on his shoulders. I lifted my leg and straddled his lap.

I hovered over him. The tip of his cock brushed against me.

I was wet. Very wet. And I was open, relaxed from Trip’s efforts.

“Watch,” I whispered.

I lowered myself.

I didn't just sit. I sank. I took him in by fractions of an inch.

Oh.

He was huge. Even prepared, even relaxed, he stretched me. I felt every ridge, every vein through the condom. It was a feeling of being completely occupied.

Leo made a sound; a high, sharp whimper in his throat. His hands came up to hover near my hips, afraid to touch, afraid to interfere.

“Put your hands on me,” I commanded, my voice strained as I took another inch. “Anchor me.”

He grabbed my hips. His grip was desperate.

I sank lower. And lower. And lower.

When I finally bottomed out, resting against his pelvis, I let out a long, shaky exhale. I felt... stuffed.

“Jesus,” I breathed. “Okay. We’re in.”

I looked at Leo.

He was staring at where our bodies met. He looked terrified.

“Am I... is it okay?” he asked. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fantastic,” I said, and I meant it.

I started to move.

I didn't bounce. I rolled. I ground my hips in a slow, circular motion, letting the friction build, letting the sensation of his size rub against every nerve ending I had. I was sliding my waxed, bare, very wet pussy—freshly claimed by his frat brother—up and down his shaft.

Leo watched me. His eyes tracked the sweat on my chest, the sway of my breasts, the tightness of my jaw.

“You’re beautiful,” he blurted out.

It wasn't a pickup line. It was a confession.

I smiled, leaning forward to brush my lips against his ear.

“I know,” I whispered. “Now stop talking and hold on. I’m going to take you for a ride.”

The moment was tender, intimate, and focused. Naturally, Trip ruined it.

From the periphery of my vision, I saw movement. Trip, who I assumed had passed out in a post-coital coma, suddenly sat up like The Undertaker in a wrestling ring. He pumped a fist into the air.

“My man!” Trip shouted, his voice cracking with unearned pride. “Leo isn’t a virgin anymore! We got a kill count! Let’s go!”

He scrambled off the bed, naked and unashamed, and rushed over to where I was impaling myself on his fraternity brother. He held up a hand for a high-five.

“Up top, pledge! Welcome to the club!”

It was the most absurd, biologically confusing moment of my life. I was currently balls-deep on Leo’s lap, my internal organs being rearranged by a monolith, and Trip wanted a locker room celebration.

Leo, bless his heart, looked torn. He was staring at me with the eyes of a man seeing God, but the conditioning of the brotherhood was strong. He awkwardly lifted one hand—his left, the one not currently gripping my hip for dear life—and slapped Trip’s palm.

Smack.

“Yeah!” Trip crowed. He pointed a finger gun at Leo. “Don’t bust too quick, buddy. Represent the house.”

Then, satisfied with his contribution to the moment, Trip wandered back to the other side of the room.

I looked down at Leo. He looked apologetic.

“Sorry,” he wheezed.

“Don’t apologize,” I said, grinding down slowly. “Actually, the distraction is good. It lowers your heart rate. Think about baseball. Think about your GPA. Think about Trip’s pastel shorts.”

The distraction worked. I could feel him relax slightly beneath me, the desperate urgency to finish receding just enough for me to work with.

I needed to recalibrate. Leo was gentle by nature. He was treating me like I was made of spun glass, likely because I was the first woman he’d ever been inside of and he was terrified of breaking the equipment.

“Leo,” I said, grabbing his wrists.

“Yeah?”

“You were gentle earlier. During the oral exam. And that was perfect. A-plus.” I guided his hands up my torso. I placed them over my breasts. They were heavy, swollen, and begging for attention. “But we’re in advanced placement now.”

I looked him in the eye.

“Squeeze,” I commanded.

He squeezed. It was a tentative, polite grope.

“No,” I said. “Manhandle me. You’re big, Leo. You’re heavy. Act like it. I’m not going to break.”

I dug my nails into his shoulders to demonstrate.

His eyes lit up. The permission slip was signed. His fingers curled, digging into the soft flesh of my breasts. He didn't hurt me, but he claimed me. He pinched my nipples, hard, sending a sharp, electric line of communication straight to my clitoris.

“Better,” I gasped.

I picked up the pace.

I had adjusted. My body, a marvel of biological engineering, had accepted the new tenant. The initial stretch had faded into a feeling of absolute, mind-numbing fullness. It was a sensation of being completely occupied, every corner filled, every empty space erased.

I leaned forward, pressing my chest against his, and flopped my head onto his shoulder. I kissed the pulse point on his neck, tasting the salt of his sweat.

I ground my hips.

Because Leo was so... substantial... I could do things I couldn't do with Trip. I could lean forward and grind the erratic, sensitive bundle of nerves that is my clitoris directly against his pubic bone. I didn't need a hand. I didn't need a toy. He was the toy.

I glanced up.

Trip was sitting in the armchair again. But he wasn't watching. He wasn't offering coaching tips.

He was on his phone.

The blue light illuminated his face. He was scrolling. Probably checking Instagram. Probably looking at photos of himself.

Rude.

It was the ultimate insult. I was performing a masterclass in cowgirl mechanics, stripping his pledge of his innocence, and he was checking his notifications.

I narrowed my eyes. Okay, Trip. You want to check out? Fine. I’ll make sure you miss the best part.

I turned my attention entirely to Leo.

I sat up straight. I arched my back, throwing my shoulders back to give him and the uncaring universe a perfect view of my breasts bouncing with the rhythm. I knew what I looked like. I looked like a deity. I looked like the kind of problem you ruin your credit score for.

“Leo,” I whispered, leaning down to his ear.

He groaned, his head falling back, his hips bucking up to meet me. “Zoya... god...”

I bit his earlobe. Gently. Then I whispered the nuclear option.

“You are so much better than him.”

Leo’s eyes snapped open. He looked at me, stunned.

“What?” he choked out.

“Trip,” I whispered, keeping my voice low so the man in the chair couldn't hear, creating a secret world just for us. “He’s fine. He’s... adequate. But you?” I ground down hard, letting him feel exactly how deep he was. “You’re incredible. You’re so much bigger than him. So much thicker.”

I felt the reaction instantly.

It’s simple biology. Male competition is the strongest aphrodisiac known to man. Tell a guy he’s good, he gets happy. Tell a guy he’s winning, and he becomes a superhero.

Leo’s cock swelled. I didn't think it was possible, physics suggested we were at maximum capacity, but he grew. He got harder, thicker, throbbing with a sudden surge of triumphant blood flow.

He gripped my hips. His touch wasn't tentative anymore. It was possessive. He slammed his hips upward, driving into me with a force that knocked the breath out of my lungs.

“Fuck,” he growled.

“Yes,” I hissed. “That’s it. Use it.”

I was close.

Usually, penetration is the side dish for me. I need the clitoral garnish to finish the meal. But the angle... the size... the sheer friction of him rubbing against my G-spot while I ground against his pelvis...

It was a perfect storm.

I picked up the speed. I wasn't rolling anymore. I was bouncing. Hard. Fast. Reckless.

“Don’t stop,” I ordered, my voice jagged. “Leo, don’t you dare stop.”

“I can’t,” he panted. “I’m close. I’m…”

“Cum with me,” I said. “Fill me up.”

I slammed down. My internal muscles spasmed, gripping him like a fist.

The orgasm hit me like a rogue wave. It started in my stomach and crashed over my head, washing out the room, the hotel, the sound of the air conditioning. It was pure, white-hot, sensory overload. I cried out, a loud, ungraceful sound that I couldn't have held back if I wanted to.

And that was the trigger.

Leo shouted. It wasn't a moan. It was a roar. The sound of a soul leaving the body through the path of least resistance.

He bucked once, twice, three times with violent, powerful thrusts that drove him as deep as humanly possible. I felt him pulse. Even through the condom, I could feel the force of it, the shuddering release of eighteen years of pent-up potential.

He collapsed.

His arms went limp. His head fell back against the pillows. His chest was heaving like he’d just run a marathon at high altitude.

I collapsed on top of him.

I lay there, my face buried in his neck, listening to his heart try to beat its way out of his ribcage. We were a mess. We were sweaty, sticky, smelling of sex and latex and effort. My hair was stuck to his chest. His legs were trembling underneath mine.

It was gross. It was perfect.

I lay there for a long minute, just breathing, letting the world slowly reassemble itself around us. I could hear Trip shifting in his chair, probably realizing he’d missed the finale, but I didn't care.

I lifted my head. I looked at Leo.

His eyes were closed. There was a goofy, dazed smile plastered across his face. He looked like he’d just been hit by a truck and enjoyed it.

I smoothed the wet hair off his forehead.

“You did amazing, sweetie,” I whispered, kissing the tip of his nose.

Leo opened one eye. It was unfocused.

“Did I pass?” he croaked.

I laughed, a tired, happy sound. “You made the Dean’s List.”


Chapter 8: Commencement

Trip had the emotional recovery time of a goldfish.

Before my heart rate had even returned to a resting rhythm, he was up. He was vertical. He was putting on his pastel shorts with the efficiency of a man who had somewhere to be, or at least pretended he did.

“Great sesh, guys,” Trip announced, snapping the waistband of his chubbies. He checked his hair in the mirror, fixing a piece that had the audacity to be out of place. “Solid team effort. Really good energy.”

He talked about the threesome like it was an intramural frisbee game. It was annoying. It was also consistent. Trip was a brand, and he stayed on message.

Leo, on the other hand, was currently undergoing a spiritual crisis on the mattress.

He was still lying where I’d left him, limbs sprawled, staring at the ceiling fan like it held the secrets to the universe. The oxytocin had hit him like a freight train. He looked soft. He looked sticky. He looked like he wanted to talk about his feelings.

I sat up, pushing my hair out of my face. I reached for my bikini bottoms.

Leo shifted. He reached out a hand, his fingers brushing against my lower back. He didn't grab; he just wanted contact. He wanted to cuddle. He wanted the "after."

“Zoya,” he murmured, his voice sounding wrecked and dreamy. “That was...”

I stopped him. I turned, giving him a warm, firm smile. I took his hand, squeezed it once, hard, and then placed it back on his own chest.

“It was a very fun hookup, Leo,” I said.

I emphasized the words. Fun. Hookup.

I saw the flicker in his eyes. He wanted to say more than that. He wanted to ask what it meant. He wanted to know if we were dating now.

I leaned in, brushing a kiss against his sweaty forehead.

“You’re a natural,” I told him, keeping my tone light, professional. Like a coach reviewing game tape. “Seriously. You’ve got talent. The girls back at your university aren't going to know what hit them.”

“I don’t care about other girls,” Leo whispered.

“You will,” I promised. “Give it a week. You’re going to walk into that frat house with a strut that scares people. You’re going to have confidence coming out of your pores.”

I stood up, sliding my bikini bottoms on. I snapped the strings. The armor was back in place.

“But for now,” I said, clapping my hands once. “Class is dismissed. And I require an escort.”

Trip looked up from his phone. “Escort?”

“I’m not walking back to my room alone. I’m a lady, Trip. And you two are gentlemen.” I grabbed my cover-up and threw it over my shoulders. “Knights. Queens. You know the drill.”

Trip smirked. He liked being called a knight. It fit his narrative. “Alright, alright. Let’s get the lady home.”

Leo sat up slowly. He looked a little sad, a little dazed, but he nodded. He pulled on his baggy grey shorts. It was a tragedy to cover those legs, really, but society has rules.

We left the room.

The hallway was bright and cold. We made quite a picture. Me in the middle, hair wild, makeup likely smudged, looking thoroughly dismantled. Trip on my left, strutting, chest puffed out, looking like he’d just conquered a small nation. Leo on my right, walking with a new, heavy sort of gravity, his hands in his pockets, glancing at me every three seconds.

We took the elevator down. We walked across the pool deck. The sun was setting now, casting long, orange shadows across the water. The smell of chlorine and sunscreen was replaced by the smell of charcoal grills and evening perfume.

When we reached the door to my room, Room 314, I stopped.

I knew, with absolute statistical certainty, that Maya and the rest of the girls were behind that door. They were likely pressed against the wood, listening, or peeking through the peephole.

I turned to my boys.

“Thank you for your service,” I said.

Trip stepped in first. He leaned down, giving me a quick, cocky peck on the lips.

“Anytime, Zoya,” he winked. “You know where to find the big leagues.”

“I do,” I said dryly. “Safe travels, Mr. President.”

Then I turned to Leo.

He was standing close. Too close. He looked like he was about to propose or cry.

“Zoya,” he started. “Can I... can I text you?”

I reached up. I cupped his face. He leaned into my hand, closing his eyes.

“You’re sweet,” I whispered. “But you don’t need me anymore, Leo. You graduated.”

I kissed him. Not on the lips, that would have given him hope, but on the corner of his mouth. A near miss. A lingering promise of what he’d just had, and what he would be chasing for the rest of his sophomore year.

“Go be trouble,” I commanded.

I pulled away. I unlocked the door and slipped inside, closing it before either of them could say anything else.

The room was dark, lit only by the TV.

As soon as the latch clicked, the lights flipped on.

“Holy shit,” Maya screamed.

She was sitting on her bed, surrounded by three other girls. They had a bag of Tostitos and a bottle of vodka open. They looked like a jury that had already reached a verdict.

“You’re alive!” Sarah yelled.

“You look...” Maya squinted at me. She scanned my hair, my slightly swollen lips, the way I was leaning against the door like my legs were made of cooked pasta. “You look wrecked.”

“I’m fine,” I said, pushing off the door. I walked past them, heading straight for the mini-fridge.

“Details!” Maya demanded, scrambling off the bed to follow me. “We saw them. We saw the Senior. He looked smug. But the other one? The quiet one? He looked like he was sleepwalking.”

“Did you actually do it?” Sarah asked, her voice hushed, a mix of judgment and awe. “Both of them?”

“Simultaneously?” Maya pressed. “Was it weird? Was it gross?”

I grabbed the pitcher of orange juice and the bottle of champagne. I poured myself a mimosa. A very strong mimosa. Ratio: 90/10.

I took a long sip. The bubbles burned pleasantly in my throat.

They were looking at me like I was a different species. Like I was "wild." "Crazy Zoya." They were envious of the confidence, terrified of the logistics, and judging the morality all at once. It was the trifecta of female friendship during Spring Break.

I didn't care. I felt light. I felt heavy. I felt entirely, wonderfully satisfied.

I walked over to the balcony door and slid it open, letting the ocean breeze blow into the room.

“Well?” Maya asked, hovering behind me. “Was the Senior good? He looked like he’d be good.”

I leaned against the railing, looking out at the dark ocean. I thought about Trip’s frantic, metronomic thrusting. I thought about Leo’s terrified, worshipful hands. I thought about the way Leo had shaken when he came, like the earth was moving under his feet.

I smirked, sipping my mimosa.

“The senior was fine,” I said, my voice cutting through the humid air.

I turned back to look at them.

"But the Freshman? He gave me exactly what I needed, and I taught him how to treat a girl right. He’s going to make some girl back home very, very happy."

I raised my glass. "You’re welcome."

A Note from Zoya Lane

Hey there, perfect students,

Thanks for attending this seminar on Advanced Applied Anatomy. I hope you’re feeling enlightened, slightly flushed, and looking at pastel shorts with a whole new perspective. Honestly, who needs a textbook when the fieldwork is this hands-on?

If Trip’s ego and Leo’s... large potential made you sweat, squirm in your seat, or consider booking a one-way ticket to Cabo just for the "extra credit," do a storyteller a favor and tell a friend or better yet, leave a review. Reviews keep these wicked little experiments funded and give me an excuse to pour a mimosa (90% champagne, naturally) and start writing the syllabus for the next semester.

When you’re ready for another elective, I have other juicy case studies waiting for you:

●        Sweating with Her Gym Crushes: A high-intensity study on elevated heart rates, heavy lifting, and the "cardio" benefits of two very buff gym buddies.

●        Resolutions are for Quitters: A field report on why "staying in" is the superior choice when the specimens in 4B are the main entertainment.

●        The Accidentally Shared Suite: One room, one bed, two strangers. Guess what happens when the power goes out?

Until then, stay curious, wear sunscreen (SPF 50 is non-negotiable), and remember: never underestimate the quiet ones with the sleeper builds.

Love, Zoya Lane
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