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Warning



This book contains graphic sexual content and ethical non-monogamy. Not recommended for readers under 18 or those easily triggered by sexual content. All characters are over 18.


Chapter 1: The Bet



The Friday night silence in apartment 304 was broken only by the rhythmic chopping of vegetables and the occasional sizzle from the stove. Three young women moved around the modest apartment kitchen with the practiced choreography of those who'd shared the same space for some time.

"Another Friday night in," Jasmine sighed, expertly dicing an onion without shedding a tear. "When did we become so boring?"

Olivia flipped her long dark hair over her shoulder, narrowly avoiding the sauce she was stirring. "Speak for yourself. I turned down two party invites to be here with you losers."

"Such sacrifice," Mackenzie deadpanned from her position at the sink, washing mushrooms with meticulous care. "We're deeply honored."

Jasmine laughed, scraping the onions into the waiting pan. "Please. You'd have been texting us by midnight begging for rescue from some frat boy named Chad."

"That was one time!" Olivia protested, but her grin betrayed her. "Besides, his name was Brad."

The three roommates fell into silence as they continued preparing their vegetable stir-fry. The apartment smelled of garlic and ginger, punctuated by the occasional splash of soy sauce.

"Did I tell you guys my marketing campaign got selected as the department example?" Olivia mentioned casually, though her proud smile gave away how much it meant to her. "Professor Winters said it was 'innovative and commercially viable.'"

"That's awesome, Liv," Mackenzie said, genuinely happy for her friend.

"Mmm, not bad," Jasmine nodded appreciatively. "Almost as impressive as my research proposal getting fast-tracked for the sports medicine symposium next month. Dr. Reeves is even talking about co-authoring a paper with me."

Olivia rolled her eyes. "Of course you'd one-up me."

"Just stating facts," Jasmine grinned, bumping Olivia's hip with her own as she reached for the soy sauce.

"What about you, Mack?" Olivia turned to their quieter roommate. "Any academic victories to share with the class?"

Mackenzie shrugged, focusing intently on slicing bell peppers into perfectly even strips. "Nothing special. Just got approval for my field study on urban watershed contamination."

"Nothing special?" Jasmine echoed. "Girl, you're literally going to be saving ecosystems while we're just trying to help people's knees work better or sell them stuff they don't need."

"Hey!" Olivia protested, waving her sauce-covered spoon dangerously. "Marketing is about connecting people with products that enhance their lives."

"Sure, Jan," Jasmine smirked.

"I'm serious! My GPA isn't a 3.8 for nothing."

"Please," Jasmine scoffed. "I've maintained a 3.9 while being track captain."

"3.9? Since when?" Olivia challenged.

"Since that B+ in Organic Chemistry became an A- after the curve."

Mackenzie quietly continued chopping, a small smile playing at her lips as her roommates bickered.

"Well, I've never gotten anything lower than a B+ in any class," Olivia boasted, turning up the heat under her pan.

"Is that burning?" Mackenzie asked, sniffing the air.

Both Olivia and Jasmine looked down at their respective pans simultaneously.

"Shit!" Jasmine lunged for the smoking wok of vegetables.

"The sauce!" Olivia cried, grabbing her now-bubbling concoction that had reduced to a thick, blackened mass.

Mackenzie stepped back as her roommates frantically moved smoking pans to cold burners. The kitchen filled with the acrid smell of burnt soy sauce and vegetables.

"This is your fault," Olivia accused Jasmine. "You and your academic one-upmanship."

"Me? You're the one who started bragging about your marketing project!"

Mackenzie peered into the ruined dinner. The vegetables were charred beyond recognition, and the sauce had transformed into something resembling tar.

"I don't think this is salvageable," she said gently.

Jasmine sighed, dropping the smoking pan into the sink with a clatter. "Pizza?"

"Pizza," Olivia agreed, already pulling out her phone.

"Italian sausage and—" Mackenzie started.

"No!" her roommates shouted in unison.

"Fine. A veggie supreme, as always," Mackenzie compromised.

As Olivia scrolled through the pizza delivery app, she couldn't help adding, "And for the record, my GPA is definitely higher than both of yours."

"Oh my god, will you let it go?" Jasmine groaned, filling the sink with soapy water.

"I'm just saying," Olivia continued, "marketing is way more competitive than sports medicine or environmental science."

Mackenzie, usually the peacekeeper, surprised them both by setting down her knife with a sharp click against the cutting board. "Prove it."

Jasmine and Olivia both turned to stare at their normally reserved roommate.

"What?" Olivia asked.

"Prove it," Mackenzie repeated, a challenge in her green eyes. "Let's settle this once and for all."

Jasmine slowly smiled, her competitive nature igniting. "I'm down. Let's pull up our transcripts right now."

Olivia looked between her two roommates, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. "Okay, but let's make it interesting."

"What did you have in mind?" Jasmine asked, already reaching for her laptop on the counter.

"Loser has to..." Olivia tapped her brightly painted nails against her chin, thinking. Then her eyes lit up. "Loser has to answer the door for the pizza."

"That's it?" Mackenzie scoffed. "That's hardly a punishment."

"Wearing only a towel," Olivia continued, her grin widening. "And then drop it when they hand over the pizza."

The kitchen fell silent.

"You can't be serious," Mackenzie said, her confident challenge evaporating.

"Dead serious," Olivia replied. "Unless you're scared your GPA isn't as impressive as you think."

Jasmine laughed, already logging into her student portal. "I'm in. Hope you two look good naked, because I know my GPA is untouchable."

Mackenzie hesitated, a flutter of panic in her chest. She was confident in her academics, but being naked in front of a stranger? That was a whole different kind of test. Still, the thought of backing down in front of her roommates was somehow worse.

"Fine," she said, her voice steadier than she felt. "But we check simultaneously. No lying."

They gathered around the kitchen island, three laptops open side by side. Each logged into their student portals, navigating to their unofficial transcripts.

"On three," Jasmine said, her finger hovering over the trackpad. "One... two... three!"

They clicked in unison, and three screens filled with course listings and grade points.

"3.87," Jasmine announced, looking smug despite being slightly lower than she'd claimed.

"3.72," Olivia said, shooting Jasmine a glare. "Damn it."

All eyes turned to Mackenzie, who was staring at her screen in disbelief.

"Mack?" Jasmine prompted.

"3.71," Mackenzie whispered, her stomach dropping.

"No way!" Olivia leaned over to check Mackenzie's screen. "Holy shit, I beat you by 0.01!"

"Let me see that," Jasmine said, peering at the numbers. "Wow, that is brutal."

Mackenzie stared at the screen, at the B she'd gotten in Calculus II last semester that had dragged her down just enough to lose this ridiculous bet. She'd never considered herself an exhibitionist—quite the opposite. The thought of being naked in front of a stranger made her palms sweat.

"I can't believe I lost," she murmured.

"Rules are rules," Olivia sang, returning to her phone. "One large veggie supreme, delivered to apartment 304." She completed the order with a flourish. "Estimated delivery time: thirty minutes."

"Plenty of time for you to prepare yourself," Jasmine said, patting Mackenzie's shoulder sympathetically.

Mackenzie took a deep breath. It was just a quick flash, she told herself. Probably over in seconds. And it wasn't like she'd ever see the delivery person again.

"I need a drink," she announced, heading for the fridge.

"That's the spirit!" Olivia cheered, following her. "Liquid courage for our reluctant exhibitionist!"

As Mackenzie pulled out a bottle of white wine, she tried to ignore the knot in her stomach. But beneath the anxiety, there was something else—a tiny spark of excitement she didn't want to acknowledge. No stranger had ever seen her naked before, and while the thought terrified her, there was something oddly thrilling about it too.

"Thirty minutes," she muttered, pouring herself a generous glass. "What have I gotten myself into?"

She paced the living room, wine glass clutched in her hand. With each pass by the window, she checked the street below for any sign of a delivery vehicle.

"What if it's a woman?" she blurted out, stopping mid-pace. "Or worse—what if it's some poor elderly man just trying to make ends meet with a retirement job? I could give him a heart attack!"

Jasmine looked up from her phone. "The pizza place mostly hires college students. It'll probably be some frat boy who'll consider this the highlight of his semester."

"That's not helping," Mackenzie groaned, taking another large sip of wine. She ran a hand through her auburn hair, a new worry suddenly occurring to her. "Oh god, I haven't even shaved in like... three days. I'm practically a yeti down there."

Olivia snorted, nearly spitting out her drink. "A yeti? Now I'm curious."

"It can't be that bad," Jasmine said. "Let us see and we'll tell you if you need to do a quick touch-up."

Mackenzie's eyes widened. "What? No! I'm not showing you my—" she lowered her voice to a whisper, "—puss."

"Why are you whispering?" Olivia laughed. "It's just us here."

"We've shared a bathroom for how long now?" Jasmine pointed out. "We've changed in front of each other dozens of times."

"Yeah, but you weren't examining my..." Mackenzie gestured vaguely toward her crotch, "...any of those times." She narrowed her eyes suspiciously. "At least I hope you weren't."

"Stop being shy," Olivia said, setting down her wine glass. "You're about to show it to a complete stranger. We'll tell you if you need to go do a quick shave or not."

Mackenzie hesitated, looking between her roommates' expectant faces. The wine was starting to warm her insides, making the whole situation seem slightly less mortifying. Maybe getting a second opinion wasn't the worst idea.

"Fine," she muttered. "But no comments about... anything else."

She set down her glass and reluctantly hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her gray sweatpants. With a deep breath, she pulled the front down just enough to display what was, admittedly, a pretty full, dark auburn bush.

"It's too much, isn't it?" she asked, wincing as she looked down at herself. "I should go shave."

Jasmine and Olivia leaned forward, examining her with clinical interest.

"No, it's not bad at all," Jasmine said after a moment.

"Yeah," Olivia agreed. "It's not like it's growing onto your leg or anything."

"It's actually kind of cute," Jasmine added with a reassuring smile. "Very natural."

"Cute?" Mackenzie pulled her sweatpants back up, her cheeks burning. "My pubic hair is not 'cute.'"

"It is though," Olivia insisted. "It's all neat and tidy, just... abundant."

"Some guys are into that, you know," Jasmine said, reaching for her wine. "The natural look is making a comeback."

"Great," Mackenzie said sarcastically. "I'm starting a trend with my pizza delivery strip show."

"That's the spirit!" Olivia cheered, raising her glass. "To Mackenzie's trend-setting bush!"

"I hate both of you so much right now," Mackenzie groaned, but couldn't help the small smile that spread across her lips as she picked up her wine glass again.

The doorbell buzzed from downstairs, indicating someone at the building's entrance. All three women froze.

"Pizza's here," Jasmine said unnecessarily.

Mackenzie felt her heart leap into her throat. "Already? It's only been twenty minutes!"

"Showtime," Olivia grinned, her eyes gleaming with mischief.


Chapter 2: Unexpected Arrivals



"Oh, thank god," Mackenzie breathed, relief washing over her, as she looked out the window to the front door. "It's just Tyler and Mei-Lin. They must have forgotten their key again."

Olivia bounced to the intercom by the door and pressed the button. "Hello?"

"Hey, it's Tyler and Mei-Lin. Let us up?"

Olivia buzzed them in, a devilish grin spreading across her face. "Perfect timing! More witnesses for your grand debut."

"Absolutely not!" Mackenzie hissed, frantically smoothing her hair. "We are not telling them about this bet. As far as they know, we're just having a normal pizza night."

Jasmine raised an eyebrow. "You realize Olivia physically cannot keep a secret, right?"

"Hey!" Olivia protested, then shrugged. "No, that's fair."

A knock sounded at their apartment door. Olivia swung it open to reveal Tyler with his arm around Mei-Lin, both dressed nicely from what appeared to be a dinner date. Tyler held up a bottle of red wine.

"Hey neighbors, we just finished dinner early and thought we'd stop by," he said, stepping inside. "Figured you three might be up for a movie night or something."

Mei-Lin followed, elegant in a simple black dress that made Mackenzie feel even more schlubby in her loungewear. "Hope we're not interrupting anything."

"Actually, your timing is perfect," Olivia said, ignoring Mackenzie's frantic head-shaking behind the newcomers. "We're waiting for pizza, and Mackenzie is about to—"

"Get plates!" Mackenzie interjected loudly, shooting Olivia a death glare. "I was about to get plates for the pizza. Which should be here soon. Very normal pizza night. Nothing unusual happening at all."

Tyler set the wine on the counter, eyeing the three roommates suspiciously. "Okay... why are y'all being weird?"

"We're not being weird," Mackenzie insisted, her voice an octave higher than normal.

"You're definitely being weird," Mei-Lin said, slipping off her jacket. "What's going on?"

Jasmine sighed, taking the wine from Tyler. "Might as well tell them. They're going to find out anyway when the pizza arrives."

"Tell us what?" Tyler asked, now fully intrigued.

Mackenzie groaned, covering her face with her hands. "I hate all of you."

"We made a bet," Olivia announced proudly. "About our GPAs. Loser has to answer the door for the pizza delivery wearing only a towel."

Tyler's eyebrows shot up. "And Mackenzie lost? Mackenzie 'I've never gotten below an A-minus' Foster?"

"I got a B in Organic Chemistry last semester," Mackenzie mumbled through her fingers. "It tanked my GPA."

"But that's not all," Olivia continued, clearly enjoying herself. "She has to drop the towel completely when she accepts the pizza."

Mei-Lin's jaw dropped. "You're joking."

"Nope," Jasmine confirmed, uncorking the wine Tyler had brought. "Full frontal nudity for the lucky delivery person."

"That's..." Mei-Lin looked between the three roommates, her expression shifting from shock to disapproval. "That's insane! You can't seriously be going through with this."

"Thank you!" Mackenzie exclaimed, gesturing toward Mei-Lin. "Finally, someone with sense!"

Tyler, meanwhile, had started laughing. "I can't believe quiet little Mackenzie agreed to this."

"I didn't think I'd lose!" Mackenzie protested. "I've maintained a 3.8 GPA since freshman year!"

"Until Organic Chemistry," Jasmine reminded her.

"Yes, thank you for that," Mackenzie said dryly.

Mei-Lin shook her head. "This is crazy. What if they try to touch you."

"She's right," Mackenzie said quickly, latching onto this line of reasoning. "This was a terrible idea. Let's call the whole thing off."

"No way," Olivia countered. "A bet's a bet. Besides, we're not going to let anything bad happen. We'll be watching from the bedroom through video chat."

Tyler's eyes lit up. "You're setting up surveillance? This is the most elaborate prank I've ever seen."

"It's not a prank," Jasmine corrected, handing him a glass of wine. "It's the consequence of academic failure."

"It was one B!" Mackenzie protested.

Mei-Lin took Mackenzie's arm. "You don't have to do this. Just tell them you're backing out."

"She can't back out," Olivia insisted. "That's not how bets work."

"Actually," Mei-Lin said firmly, "that's exactly how consent works. She can withdraw it at any time."

The room fell silent for a moment. Mackenzie looked at Mei-Lin gratefully, then glanced at her roommates, who suddenly seemed less certain.

"She's right," Jasmine admitted. "If you really don't want to do this, Mack, you don't have to."

Mackenzie bit her lip, considering. Part of her desperately wanted to take the out Mei-Lin had provided. But another part—a small, curious part she rarely acknowledged—wondered what it would be like. The thrill of being seen. The rush of doing something completely out of character.

"I..." she started, then took a deep breath. "No, I'll do it. I agreed to the bet. But I have conditions."

"Name them," Jasmine said.

"One, y'all are paying for the pizza. Two, you're all buying my drinks next time we go out. And three, no one says a word about this to anyone not in this room, I will murder you in your sleep."

Tyler raised his wine glass. "Seems fair."

"You're seriously going through with this?" Mei-Lin asked, still looking concerned.

Mackenzie nodded, surprising herself with her determination. "I am. It's just for a few seconds."

Mei-Lin sighed, clearly still disapproving but recognizing Mackenzie's resolve. "At least let me help you with your hair. If you're doing this, you should look good."

Tyler sidled up to Mackenzie as the others moved away. "I didn't know you had it in you, Mack. I'm impressed."

"Don't be impressed yet," she replied, taking a large gulp of wine. "I might still chicken out when the moment comes."

"Nah, you won't," he said confidently. "You're tougher than you look."

"Thanks... I think?"

Tyler grinned and clinked his glass against hers. "For what it's worth, I think whoever delivers that pizza is going to consider themselves the luckiest person in Atlanta tonight."

Mackenzie felt her cheeks flush, but before she could respond, Jasmine called from the hallway.

"Tyler! Come help me set up the laptop for our surveillance operation!"

"Duty calls," he said with a wink, heading toward the bedroom.

Left alone in the living room, Mackenzie took another steadying sip of wine. Why didn't she feel more terrified? The anxiety was still there, churning in her stomach, but alongside it was something else—a flutter of excitement, of anticipation—down there.

"Mackenzie!" Mei-Lin called from the bathroom. "Come let me comb your hair out!"

With a deep breath, she drained her wine glass and headed toward the bathroom, her heart pounding with each step.

In the bathroom, Mei-Lin combed her hair while Olivia examined their collection of towels. She held up a particularly small one.

"Absolutely not," Mackenzie said. "I need something that I can wrap around and tuck in, until the moment of truth."

"Fine," Olivia sighed, tossing it aside. "You're no fun."

She held up a large, fluffy blue towel. "This one's nice. It'll complement your eyes."

"I don't think the delivery person is going to be looking at my eyes," Mackenzie said dryly, but took the towel anyway.

She held the towel against herself, looking in the mirror. "This one will work," she said.

From the bedroom, they heard Jasmine call out, "Laptop's set up! We've got a perfect view of the front door!"

"And I've got the pizza tracker open," Tyler announced. "It says 'out for delivery.' Ten minutes, tops!"

Mackenzie's heart leaped into her throat. Ten minutes. In ten minutes, she would be standing naked in front of a complete stranger.

"I need more wine," she declared, heading back to the kitchen with her towel clutched to her chest.

Olivia followed, pouring her another generous glass. "Liquid courage."

"Liquid something," Mackenzie muttered, taking a large sip.

Tyler emerged from the bedroom, grinning. "The surveillance system is operational. We'll see and hear everything."

"There is no we," Mackenzie said flatly. "Y'all need to make Tyler turn the other way. He's not allowed to look at the feed."

The downstairs buzzer rang, making everyone freeze.

"Pizza's here!" Olivia squealed.

Mackenzie's eyes widened in panic. "Already? But Tyler said ten minutes!"

"The app must not be very accurate," Jasmine said, moving toward the intercom. "Ready?"

"No!" Mackenzie squeaked, but then took a deep breath. "Yes. I mean, yes. I'm ready."

Jasmine pressed the intercom button. "Hello?"

"Pizza delivery for Foster?" came a male voice through the speaker.

"Come on up," Jasmine replied, buzzing him in. She turned to Mackenzie with an excited grin. "Showtime!"

"Oh god," Mackenzie whispered, clutching her towel tighter. "This is really happening."

"Go get changed," Olivia urged, pushing her toward the bathroom. "Quick!"

On shaky legs, Mackenzie made her way to the bathroom. She closed the door behind her and leaned against it, heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat.

"You can do this," she told her reflection in the mirror. "It's just a body."

With trembling fingers, she began to undress.


Chapter 3: Pizza Delivery



Mackenzie emerged from the bathroom, one hand clutching the blue towel tightly around her chest. Her damp auburn hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and her bare feet padded silently across the hardwood floor. The apartment felt unnervingly quiet now that everyone had disappeared into Jasmine's bedroom.

"Guys?" she called out, her voice higher than normal.

Jasmine's door cracked open, and Mei-Lin peeked out. "We're all set up in here. The laptop's positioned so we can see the whole entryway and most of the living room."

"This is insane," Mackenzie whispered, tugging the towel higher. "I can't believe I agreed to this."

Mei-Lin stepped fully into the living room, concern etched across her delicate features. She approached Mackenzie and adjusted the towel slightly, making sure it covered everything essential—for now.

"You don't have to go through with this," she said quietly. "We can call the whole thing off."

From inside the bedroom, Olivia's voice rang out, "Stop trying to talk her out of it, Mei!"

Mei-Lin rolled her eyes. "I'm just making sure she's comfortable."

"I'm not comfortable," Mackenzie admitted with a nervous laugh. "But I'm doing it anyway."

Mei-Lin gave Mackenzie one last concerned look. "Good luck," she whispered before slipping back into Jasmine's room and closing the door.

Alone in the living room, Mackenzie hopped from foot to foot, partly from nerves and partly because the floor was cold against her bare feet. She pulled at the towel again, making sure it was secure. The knot she'd tucked in above her breasts felt sturdy enough, but she knew in a few minutes she'd be intentionally letting it drop.

Her stomach churned with a cocktail of anxiety, embarrassment, and—though she was reluctant to admit it—a thread of excitement. The thought of being completely naked in front of a stranger sent conflicting signals through her body. Her conservative upbringing screamed that this was inappropriate and shameful, but some deeper, more primal part of her found the idea thrilling.

"Stop overthinking," she muttered to herself. "Just get it over with."

From Jasmine's room, she heard muffled giggles and whispers. Mackenzie shot a glare at the closed door.

"I can hear you guys!"

"Sorry!" came Jasmine's voice, followed by more hushed laughter.

Mackenzie paced the living room, occasionally glancing at the front door. What was taking so long? The delivery person should have reached their floor by now. Each passing second wound her nerves tighter.

Then came the knock—three sharp raps on the apartment door.

Mackenzie froze mid-step, her heart hammering against her ribs. This was it.

Mackenzie took a deep breath, squared her shoulders, and walked to the door. Her hand hovered over the knob for a moment before she summoned her courage and pulled it open.

Time seemed to stop. Standing in the hallway, holding a large pizza box, was Jake Reynolds from her Environmental Ethics class. Jake with the thoughtful comments about conservation policy. Jake, with the kind smile, whom she'd been secretly crushing on for the entire semester.

His eyes widened in recognition, then darted down to her towel before quickly returning to her face, a blush spreading across his cheeks.

"M-Mackenzie?" he stammered.

"Jake!" she squeaked, instinctively clutching the towel tighter. "I didn't... I mean, I didn't know you delivered pizzas."

"Just started last week," he said, clearly trying to maintain eye contact and failing miserably. "Extra cash for the sustainability conference in May."

"Right," she nodded, painfully aware of her near-nakedness. "The conference. I was thinking of going to that too."

An awkward silence fell between them. Jake shifted his weight from one foot to the other, the pizza box still extended in front of him.

"Sorry about..." she gestured vaguely at her towel-clad body. "I just got out of the shower when you buzzed. Didn't have time to change."

"No, no, it's fine," Jake said quickly, his eyes betraying him with another quick glance at her bare shoulders. "Happens all the time. Well, not all the time. Actually, never. This is a first."

Mackenzie laughed nervously. "I bet."

Jake held out the pizza box. "So, uh, here's your order. A large veggie supreme?"

This was the moment. She was supposed to reach for the pizza and let the towel fall. But as she looked at Jake—sweet, environmentally conscious Jake—she couldn't do it.

"Thanks," she said, taking the pizza with one hand while the other maintained a death grip on her towel. "Um, I just realized my wallet's in my room. Could you wait just one second while I grab it?"

"Sure, no problem," Jake replied.

"Great. I'll be right back." Mackenzie backed away from the door. "Just... make yourself comfortable."

She turned and hurried toward Jasmine's bedroom, pizza box in hand. She pushed the door open with her hip and slipped inside, closing it quickly behind her.

Four pairs of eyes stared at her in disbelief.

"What are you doing?" Olivia asked.

"It's Jake Reynolds," Mackenzie hissed, setting the pizza on Jasmine's desk. "From my Environmental Ethics class!"

"So?" Olivia frowned.

"So I can't just drop my towel in front of him! I see him three times a week!"

On the laptop screen, they could see Jake standing awkwardly in their entryway, hands in his pockets as he studied the framed photos on the wall.

"He's cute," Mei-Lin observed.

"He's more than cute," Mackenzie said desperately. "He's smart and thoughtful and passionate about saving the planet. And I've had a crush on him for months!"

Tyler perked up at this. "A crush? This just got interesting."

"Exactly why you should go through with it," Jasmine said with a sly smile. "This is perfect! He's clearly into you too. Did you see how he was looking at you?"

"Yeah, like he was trying not to," Mackenzie countered. "He was being respectful."

"Which makes him even more perfect," Jasmine insisted. "A respectful guy who gets to see you naked? That's like winning the lottery."

Mackenzie glanced back at the laptop screen. Jake had moved to examine their collection of houseplants, gently touching a leaf of the pothos Mackenzie had propagated last month.

"I can't," she whispered. "It's different when it's someone I know. Someone I like."

Olivia crossed her arms. "A bet's a bet, Mack. You lost fair and square."

"I know, but—"

"No buts," Olivia interrupted. "Unless it's yours, naked, in front of pizza boy."

Mackenzie looked pleadingly at Mei-Lin, who had been quiet until now.

"What do you think, Mei?"

Mei-Lin considered for a moment. "I think if you really like him, flashing him might get his attention."

"Argghh!" Mackenzie exclaimed.

Tyler nodded enthusiastically. "Exactly! This could be your cute meetup story. 'How did you two get together?' 'Oh, I delivered a pizza and she dropped her towel.'"

Despite her anxiety, Mackenzie laughed. "That's not exactly the romantic story I had in mind."

"Look," Jasmine said, her tone softening. "We're not going to force you. But Jake is still standing in our entryway, and you need to make a decision."

Mackenzie peeked at the screen again. Jake had moved back to the center of the room and was checking his watch.

"He probably has other deliveries," she murmured.

"So what's it going to be?" Olivia asked. "Are you going to honor the bet, or are you backing out?"

Mackenzie took a deep breath. Part of her wanted to call the whole thing off, to pay Jake for the pizza and send him on his way. But another part—a part that had been getting louder ever since she'd agreed to this ridiculous bet—wondered what would happen if she went through with it.

She thought about the way Jake had looked at her, trying so hard to be a gentleman. What would his expression be if the towel fell away completely? Would he still look at her with that same respect in Environmental Ethics on Monday?

Curiosity got the best of her. "I'll do it," she said finally. "But I'm doing it my way."

"What does that mean?" Olivia asked suspiciously.

"You'll see," Mackenzie said.

Jasmine grinned. "As long as the towel comes off, I don't care how you do it."

"Fine," Mackenzie said, straightening her shoulders. "But you all owe me big time."

"We'll buy your drinks for a month," Tyler promised.

"Two months," Mackenzie countered.

"Deal," Jasmine agreed quickly.

With one last deep breath, Mackenzie opened the bedroom door and stepped back into the living room, closing it firmly behind her. She walked slowly toward Jake, who looked up with a relieved smile.

Mackenzie's heart hammered against her ribs as she faced Jake. The living room suddenly felt too warm, too small, too everything.

"Look, Jake, there's something I need to tell you." She tucked a damp strand of hair behind her ear. "This is going to sound completely insane, but I'm in the middle of a bet with my roommates."

Jake's eyebrows rose. "A bet?"

"We had this stupid competition about our GPAs, and I lost." Mackenzie's words tumbled out faster now. "The loser had to answer the door for the pizza delivery person wearing only a towel and then... drop it."

Jake's mouth formed a perfect O, and color rushed to his face, turning his cheeks and neck crimson. "You mean—"

"Yes," she confirmed, unable to meet his eyes. "I'm supposed to stand here and let my towel fall off. In front of you."

She finally looked up at him. His blush had deepened, but there was something else in his expression—a flicker of excitement he couldn't quite hide. He also could not conceal the tenting that was happening in front of his loose-fitting shorts.

"I completely understand if you're uncomfortable," she added quickly. "We can just pretend this never happened, and I'll pay for the pizza, and we'll see each other in class on Monday and never mention it again."

Jake cleared his throat. "And if I'm not uncomfortable?"

The question hung between them, charged with unexpected possibility.

"You wouldn't mind?" Mackenzie asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jake rubbed the back of his neck. "I mean, I'd be lying if I said I hadn't noticed you before. In class, I mean. You're..." he paused, searching for the right word, "beautiful."

From behind Jasmine's bedroom door came an audible "Awww!"

Mackenzie closed her eyes briefly in embarrassment. "They're listening."

"I figured," Jake said with a nervous laugh. "Look, it's your bet. I don't want to pressure you either way. But if you're asking for my permission..." His voice dropped lower. "You have it. I would love to see you naked."

Something shifted in Mackenzie's chest—a sudden surge of boldness she rarely felt. She'd always been the cautious one, the planner, the one who thought things through. But standing here, with Jake looking at her like she was something precious, something desirable—she wanted to be daring.

"Okay," she said, her fingers finding the knot of her towel. "Here goes nothing."

Before she could second-guess herself, Mackenzie tugged at the tucked edge of the towel. It unwound and fell to the floor with a soft whoosh.

The cool air of the apartment washed over her bare skin. She fought the urge to cover herself, to cross her arms over her breasts or turn away. Instead, she stood still, letting Jake see all of her—the freckles scattered across her shoulders, the gentle curve of her hips, the small birthmark on her left thigh.

Jake's eyes widened, his lips parted slightly. He didn't leer or make her feel objectified. Instead, he looked at her with open appreciation, like he was witnessing something rare and wonderful.

"Wow," he breathed.

The single word sent a ripple of pleasure through Mackenzie. She'd never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, yet somehow powerful at the same time.

"Should I turn around?" she asked, surprising herself with her boldness.

Jake nodded, seemingly unable to form words.

Slowly, Mackenzie pivoted, giving him a view of her back, the curve of her spine, the roundness of her bottom. Her heart pounded so loudly she was certain he could hear it. When she completed her turn to face him again, Jake's expression had softened into something almost reverent.

"You're breathtaking," he said, his voice low and sincere. "Absolutely breathtaking."

The genuine admiration in his tone made Mackenzie blush from her cheeks all the way down to her chest. No one had ever looked at her quite like this before—like she was a work of art, something to be cherished rather than just desired.

"Kiss him!" Olivia's voice called out from the bedroom, breaking the spell between them.

Mackenzie laughed nervously, gesturing toward Jasmine's room. "As you can hear, we have an audience. They're watching us on the laptop right now." She pointed to the computer on the counter. "Webcam."

Jake glanced at the laptop and gave a small wave. "Hi, everyone."

"Hi, Jake!" came the chorus of replies, followed by giggles.

Mackenzie bent down to retrieve her towel, suddenly aware of how long she'd been standing naked in front of him. Jake crouched at the same moment to help, both reaching for the blue terry cloth.

Their faces came inches apart. Jake's eyes, this close, were a deep green with flecks of gold. Mackenzie could smell the faint scent of his cologne—something woodsy and clean. Without overthinking it, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to his in a quick, soft kiss.

Jake looked stunned when she pulled back, his eyes searching hers. Mackenzie stood up, the towel clutched loosely in her hand but not wrapped around her body. Something about the way Jake looked at her made her forget to cover up.

"Sorry," she whispered. "I shouldn't have—"

Jake rose to his feet. "Don't apologize."

They stood facing each other, the air between them electric. Then, with more courage than she knew she possessed, Mackenzie stepped forward and kissed him again. This time, there was nothing quick about it. Her free hand came up to cup his jaw as their lips moved together, the kiss deepening as Jake's arms encircled her bare waist.

His hands were warm against her skin, respectful but firm as they pressed against the small of her back. Mackenzie melted into him, the towel still dangling forgotten from her fingers as their bodies pressed together, separated only by the thin fabric of Jake's uniform.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard. Jake's eyes had darkened, and Mackenzie felt a delicious warmth spreading through her entire body.

"Well," Jake said, his voice husky. "That was definitely the best tip I've ever gotten."

Mackenzie laughed softly, suddenly aware of how bizarre this situation was—standing completely naked in her living room, kissing the pizza delivery guy while her roommates spied on them.

"I should probably let you get back to work," she said, reluctantly stepping back and wrapping the towel around herself. "Sorry for taking up so much of your time. I'm sure you have other deliveries waiting."

Jake's eyes lingered on her face, his expression a mix of desire and pleasant surprise. "Actually, you were my last delivery of the night." He glanced at his watch. "I'm officially off the clock as of three minutes ago."

"Oh," Mackenzie said, her pulse quickening.

The possibilities of that simple statement hung between them. She bit her lower lip, considering options she'd never imagined having when she'd opened the door earlier. The old Mackenzie—reserved, cautious, overthinking Mackenzie—would thank him politely and say goodnight. But something had shifted when she'd dropped that towel. She'd felt a freedom, a power she'd never experienced before.

Before she could talk herself out of it, Mackenzie stepped forward again, rising onto her tiptoes. Her lips brushed against the shell of Jake's ear as she whispered words meant only for him. Her hand rested lightly on his chest, feeling his heartbeat accelerate beneath her palm.

From the bedroom, the others watched on the laptop screen as Jake's eyes widened. He nodded eagerly, a smile spreading across his face. Mackenzie took his hand, their fingers intertwining, and led him down the hallway toward her bedroom, disappearing from the camera's view.

"You get it, girl!" Jasmine yelled after them, pumping her fist in the air.

In the sudden quiet of Jasmine's bedroom, the four friends exchanged looks of surprise and delight.

"Did that just happen?" Tyler asked, his arm wrapped around Mei-Lin's shoulders.

Olivia fell back on the bed, laughing. "Our little Mackenzie. Who knew she had it in her?"

"I knew," Jasmine said with a satisfied smile. "Quiet ones are always full of surprises."

Mei-Lin shook her head, but couldn't hide her smile. "We should probably give them some privacy."

"Agreed," Tyler said, closing the laptop. "I think our work here is done. Let's take that pizza to our apartment."


Chapter 4: Bedroom Delivery



The door to Mackenzie's bedroom clicked shut behind them. She leaned against it for a moment, her towel still loosely wrapped around her body, watching Jake as he took in her personal space. Her room was neat but lived-in—photos of family and friends taped to the wall, fairy lights strung above her bed, textbooks stacked on her desk.

"So this is where Mackenzie lives," Jake said, his voice soft as he turned to face her. The dim glow from her bedside lamp cast shadows across his features, highlighting the strong line of his jaw and the curve of his lips.

Now that they were alone, Mackenzie had the chance to really look at him. Jake was tall—around six feet—with broad shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist. His delivery uniform couldn't hide his athletic build. Dark brown hair fell across his forehead in a way that made her fingers itch to brush it back. His eyes, those striking green eyes with gold flecks, watched her with an intensity that made her skin tingle.

Something shifted in Mackenzie. Maybe it was the lingering adrenaline from her bold act in the living room, or perhaps it was the way Jake looked at her—like she was the most fascinating person he'd ever seen. Whatever the cause, she felt a surge of confidence unlike anything she'd experienced before.

She pushed off from the door and closed the distance between them in three steps. Without hesitation, she placed her palms against his chest and pushed him backward until his legs hit the edge of her bed. Jake's eyes widened in surprise as she gave him one final push, sending him falling onto her mattress.

"I didn't think you even knew who I was," Jake said, looking up at her with wonder. "I've been trying to work up the courage to talk to you since last semester's psychology class."

Mackenzie smiled, feeling powerful in a way that was entirely new to her. "I noticed you. I didn't think you noticed me."

She let the towel drop for the second time that night, standing before him completely bare. Jake's breath caught audibly. His gaze traveled slowly down her body—taking in the gentle curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips—before returning to her face with reverence.

"I can't believe this is happening," he whispered.

Mackenzie stepped forward, positioning herself between his legs. She reached for the zipper of his delivery jacket and pulled it down slowly. "Let me help you with this."

Jake shrugged out of his jacket, revealing a simple black t-shirt underneath that clung to the contours of his chest and arms. Mackenzie ran her hands over the fabric, feeling the warmth of his skin and the firmness of his muscles beneath. She tugged at the hem, and Jake raised his arms, allowing her to pull it over his head.

His torso was even more impressive than she'd imagined—tanned skin stretched over defined pectorals and abs that spoke of hours spent at the gym. A light dusting of dark hair ran down the center of his chest, narrowing as it disappeared beneath the waistband of his shorts.

She unfastened his belt with deliberate slowness, then unbuttoned his baggy shorts. Jake lifted his hips as she tugged them down, along with his boxers, revealing his erection. Mackenzie couldn't help the smile that crossed her lips. He was larger than she'd expected, and already fully aroused. It curved slightly to the right, and his head was thicker than the shaft.

She leaned forward, her tongue tracing delicately over the glistening droplet that had formed at his tip. She savored the slightly salty taste, her eyes fluttering closed momentarily as she committed the sensation to memory. With deliberate slowness, she ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft, from base to tip, feeling every ridge and vein beneath the sensitive skin.

Mackenzie devoted special attention to the head, circling it with her tongue in ever-tightening spirals. She loved how his breathing changed—becoming ragged and uneven—whenever she focused on the sensitive ridge underneath. Finally, she enveloped him with her warm mouth, continuing to flick her tongue across the tip while maintaining eye contact with him from below.

Gradually, she took more of him between her lips, hollowing her cheeks as she descended his length. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't quite accommodate all of him—he was just a bit too long for her to take completely. The challenge only made her more determined, and she adjusted her position slightly to find a better angle.

She could feel Jake's thighs tensing beneath her hands each time his cock pressed against the back of her throat. His fingers found their way into her auburn hair, not guiding or pushing, but simply holding on as if he needed an anchor in the storm of sensations she was creating.

Sensing his growing excitement, Mackenzie relaxed her jaw and throat, allowing her natural response to produce more saliva. The added wetness created the perfect slickness, letting him glide in and out of her mouth with increasing ease. The sounds of her delicate work filled the quiet room—soft, wet, and undeniably erotic—punctuated only by Jake's occasional gasps and murmurs of appreciation.

Growing afraid he might cum, she removed him from her mouth and began to stroke him lightly.

"You don't know how many times I've daydreamed about this," Jake said, his voice husky with desire. "About you."

Mackenzie was not in the mood for talking. That could come later. So, she decided to shut him up in the best way she could think of. She climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. The feeling of his hardness pressed against her sent a jolt of pleasure through her body. She leaned down to kiss him, her hair falling around them like a curtain.

Their lips met in a kiss that quickly deepened, tongues exploring as hands roamed over newly exposed skin. Jake's palms slid up her sides to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. Mackenzie arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his eyes searching hers.

"More than okay," she whispered. Then, feeling bolder by the second, she took one of his hands and guided it lower, between her legs. "Touch me here."

Jake's fingers found her center, already slick with arousal. He stroked her gently at first, then with more pressure as she rocked against his hand. Mackenzie closed her eyes, losing herself in the sensation. When he slipped a finger inside her, then another, she gasped and clutched at his shoulders.

"God, you're so wet," Jake murmured, his voice filled with awe.

Mackenzie moved forward with deliberate slowness, a soft whimper escaping her lips as Jake's fingers slipped out of her. The sudden emptiness left her aching for more contact. She shifted her weight on the bed, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of his shoulders as she positioned herself above him, her pussy hovering just inches from his eager mouth.

Jake's eyes darkened with desire as he gazed up at her, his hands moving to grip her thighs, guiding her onto his lips.

"Is this what you want?" he whispered.

Mackenzie nodded. "More than anything."

He leaned upward, closing the final distance between them as his tongue made contact with her slick folds. Mackenzie gasped at the first electric touch, her fingers instinctively threading through his hair to steady herself. Jake began exploring her with his mouth, alternating between gentle licks and more insistent pressure, learning what made her tremble above him.

Each time he hit just the right spot, her body would flutter with pleasure and she would whisper, "Yes."

Mackenzie opened her eyes and smiled down at him. "I want to feel you inside me."

She reached into her bedside drawer, fumbling for a moment before producing a condom. Jake raised an eyebrow.

"What?" she said with a small laugh. "A girl can be prepared."

"I'm not complaining," he replied, taking the packet from her fingers.

He tore it open and rolled the condom onto his shaft. Mackenzie watched, fascinated by the way his hands moved, by the sight of him preparing to be with her. When he was ready, she positioned herself above him, one hand guiding him to her aching entrance.

She sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch, her body stretching to accommodate his size. A delicious fullness enveloped her. When he was fully sheathed inside her, they both remained still for a moment, adjusting to the feeling of their bodies joined together.

"You feel amazing," Jake breathed, his hands settling on her hips. "So tight, so warm."

Mackenzie began to move, rising up before sliding back down. Jake matched her movements, thrusting up to meet her as she came down. His hands roamed her body—cupping her breasts, tracing the curve of her waist, gripping her hips to guide her movements.

"You're so beautiful," he said, his voice strained with pleasure. "So fucking beautiful. I've wanted you for so long."

His words fueled her confidence. Mackenzie leaned forward, changing the angle so that each thrust hit a spot deep inside her that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her body. She braced her hands on his chest, her nails digging slightly into his skin as she rode him harder.

Jake's hand slipped between them, his thumb finding her clit and circling it in time with their thrusts. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Mackenzie felt her orgasm building, a tightening coil of pleasure low in her belly.

"Jake," she gasped. "I'm close."

"Me too," he groaned. "Come for me, Mackenzie. I want to feel you come around me."

His words pushed her over the edge. Mackenzie's body tensed as waves of pleasure crashed through her. She cried out, her inner walls pulsing around him as she came. Jake continued to thrust up into her, prolonging her orgasm until she collapsed against his chest, trembling and breathless.

Before she could recover, Jake wrapped his arms around her and flipped them over in one smooth motion, never breaking their connection. Now on top, he hooked one of her legs over his shoulder, changing the angle and driving even deeper inside her.

"Is this okay?" he asked, pausing to make sure she was comfortable.

"Yes," Mackenzie nodded eagerly. "Don't stop."

Jake began to move again, his thrusts more powerful in this position. Mackenzie clutched at his back, feeling the muscles flex beneath her fingers as he drove into her. The new angle hit spots inside her that had her building toward another peak almost immediately.

"You feel so good," she moaned. "So deep."

Jake leaned down to capture her lips in a kiss that was all heat and hunger. When he pulled back, his eyes locked with hers, the connection between them transcending the physical.

"Turn over," he whispered against her ear. "I want to take you from behind."

Mackenzie nodded, surprised by how much the suggestion excited her. Jake withdrew from her body, allowing her to roll onto her stomach. She pushed up onto her hands and knees, feeling exposed and vulnerable yet incredibly aroused as Jake positioned himself behind her.

He entered her with one slow thrust, filling her completely. Mackenzie gasped at the new sensation, at how deep he reached in this position. Jake's hands gripped her hips as he began to move, his thrusts measured and deliberate.

"You're so fucking hot," he said, his voice rough with desire. "I love fucking you."

One of his hands slid around to find her clit again, circling the sensitive bud as he continued to thrust into her. The dual stimulation quickly had Mackenzie climbing toward another orgasm. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts with an eagerness that surprised even her.

"Harder," she demanded, words she'd never imagined herself saying spilling from her lips. "Please, Jake. Harder."

Jake obliged, his thrusts becoming more forceful, the sound of skin against skin filling the room. His fingers worked her clit with increasing pressure, driving her closer to the edge.

"I'm going to come again," she warned, feeling the tension building inside her.

"Yes," Jake encouraged. "Come for me, Mackenzie."

Her second orgasm hit her even harder than the first, a tidal wave of pleasure that had her crying out his name as her body convulsed around him. Jake continued to thrust through her climax, his movements becoming erratic as he approached his own release.

"Mackenzie," he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he buried himself deep inside her one final time.

She felt him pulse within her as he came, his body shuddering against hers. For several moments, they remained connected, both trying to catch their breath. Then Jake carefully withdrew, disposing of the condom before collapsing beside her on the bed.

Mackenzie turned to face him, suddenly shy despite everything they'd just shared. Jake reached out to brush a strand of hair from her face, his touch gentle.

"That was..." he started, seemingly at a loss for words.

"Unexpected?" Mackenzie supplied with a small smile.

Jake laughed, the sound warm and genuine. "Definitely unexpected. But also incredible." His expression grew more serious as he traced the curve of her cheek with his fingertips. "You're incredible, Mackenzie. I've had a crush on you for so long, but I never imagined this would ever happen."

"I've noticed you," she admitted. "I was just too shy to do anything about it."

"Well, I'm glad your roommates made that bet," Jake said, pulling her closer until she was nestled against his chest. "Though I have to admit, when you told me what was happening, I thought I was dreaming."

Mackenzie laughed, feeling lighter and freer than she could remember. "I never thought I'd be thanking them for making me answer the door naked, but here we are."

Jake pressed a kiss to her forehead, his arms tightening around her. "Here we are indeed."

They lay together in comfortable silence, their breathing synchronizing as the night deepened around them. And for the first time in a long time, shy, cautious Mackenzie felt completely, perfectly at home in her own skin.

Mackenzie traced lazy patterns on Jake's chest, her fingertip circling a small freckle near his collarbone. The comfortable silence between them felt like a warm blanket, but a question burned in her mind.

"So," she began, trying to sound casual despite her racing heart, "would you be interested in seeing each other again?"

Jake's lips curved into a smile that reached all the way to his eyes. "I was hoping you'd ask. Would you want to go to dinner tomorrow night? I know this great Thai place off campus."

"That sounds perfect," Mackenzie said, unable to contain her grin. "It's a date."

"A date," Jake repeated, his voice warm with affection. He ran his hand down her bare back, sending pleasant shivers along her spine. "Though I should probably warn you that most restaurants have this weird policy where clothes are actually necessary."

Mackenzie gasped in mock outrage and playfully slapped his chest.

"Just making sure," Jake laughed, catching her hand and bringing it to his lips. "Though I have to say, you wear nothing better than anyone I've ever met."

She rolled her eyes but couldn't stop smiling as she settled back against his chest, already looking forward to tomorrow.

THE END
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