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Winners Take Me

Okay, so nothing I’m about to tell you ever happened, you understand that, right? I am still a virgin and will be until marriage. I’ve never even seen a dick, let alone had one in my mouth or pussy. And two of them? No, no, no, no, no. That would never happen. I am a good girl, just like my parents want.

But if, hypothetically, I did get smashed drunk after winning the National Collegiate Academic Trivia Championship and then lost my virginity to two guys simultaneously, this is how it would’ve happened.

Which it didn’t.

◄►

“You really think we can win?” Derek said as we waited backstage for the final round to begin.

“We’ve come this far. We’ve gotta have a chance,” Jeremy said.

“But this is Vanderbilt we’re going against,” Derek said. “They’ve won the competition every year for more than a decade.”

“Relax,” I said. “They’re only here because they’re the returning champions. Everyone from last year’s team is gone, and on top of that they’ve got a brand new coach. They’re cruising on past glories. They’ve done nothing to earn your fear.”

“I hope you’re right,” Derek said.

“I know I’m right. I watched their game yesterday, and they barely squeaked out a win against Brandeis. Brandeis. I guarantee that we will win.”

“You guarantee it, huh?” Derek said.

“Absolutely.”

“What happens if we don’t?” Jeremy asked.

I shrugged. “Nothing. I’d just be wrong. Which I won’t be.”

“That’s not really a guarantee,” Derek said.

“Well what do you want?” I said.

“‘Guarantee’ means you’ve gotta give something up if you’re wrong,” Jeremy said.

I considered. “I’ll pay for dinner tonight. That make you happy?”

“Sure.”

But Derek shook his head. “Come on, we know your parents pay your credit cards for you. If you don’t risk something of value for yourself, it doesn’t mean anything.”

“He makes fair point,” Jeremy said, the traitor. If he wasn’t so cute, I would've slugged him.

“Well what would you suggest?” I asked.

“Blowjob?”

“Cut it out,” Jeremy said. To give him credit, he always tried to be chivalrous around me. Sometimes a little too hard. It could feel patronizing. Like now, for instance. Derek was an incorrigible perv, but I could handle that. As sweet as it was that Jeremy wanted to protect my sensitive virgin ears from such lascivious suggestions, I didn’t need it.

“If I promised that,” I said, “you guys would lose the game on purpose.”

“Drat.” Derek snapped his fingers. Very dramatic. It was hard to feel sexually harassed when he was so lighthearted about it. That must be why I'd never tried to kill him. That and he was cute, too.

“I would never do that,” Jeremy said.

“You would,” Derek said. “Don’t deny it.”

“I would not.”

How annoying. There was a fine line between being a gentleman and being stuck up, and Jeremy often landed on the wrong side of it. This being one of those times. I decided to needle him. I just wanted to make fun of him for being so stuffy. I didn’t realize where it was going to lead. Though if I had… I still would’ve done it.

“You’re saying I’m not good enough for you?”

“What. No. Nothing like that. I just…”

“Mmm-hmm.” I crossed my arms and looked at him really annoyed.

“I respect you too much. I’d never expect something like that out of you.”

“Oh. Because I was going to suggest we flip it around—my guarantee is that if we win, I would go down on you. But if you don’t want that, I guess Derek’s the only one getting that deal. Too bad.” I looked to Derek and smiled. At this point I didn’t actually mean it.

“W-w-wait. I mean, if it’s something you want, that’s different,” Jeremy said.

That gave me pause. I’d been joking, but… why not? I’d been in college for two years now and hadn’t gotten laid once. The closest I’d come—pun intended—was at the end of my freshman year when I’d gotten drunk at a hall party and made out with a guy. He’d gotten his hands down my pants and fingered me to an orgasm, but then passed out before we could go further.

But I’m not gonna lie. I’d fantasized about both Derek and Jeremy. I mean, they were both pretty cute for nerds, very slim, and sexy in a geeky kinda way. I’m not the sort of girl who goes for super masculine guys. Some muscles are nice, sure, but I’m not looking for a six pack and veiny arms. Gimme a skinny guy, please, not too tall, kinda sensitive but not femme. Jeremy and Derek both fit the bill. I’d been hoping one of them or the other would have the guts to ask me out eventually, but they were both too timid.

But now, somehow, I’d made the first move without even realizing it. And… well, why the hell not?

“Yeah. I’m down for that,” I said. “If we win…” I grinned. I couldn’t help myself. I felt like a total slut for being so eager. But you know what, I was fine with that. “If we win, you both get a special reward.”

◄►

I was right about Vanderbilt. They were a paper tiger.

The game got off to a rough start when Derek jumped the gun on the first question—it was, “Janis Joplin’s biggest hit was a genderswapped version of this song by Outlaw Country star Kris Kristofferson.” The correct answer was “Me and Bobby McGee,” but Derek buzzed in before the MC reached the end of the question and answered with “Kristofferson.”

Jeremy leaned over, cupping his hand over the microphone, and hissed, “Idiot. The deal is only good if we don’t lose.”

Well, that got Derek focused and we dominated the rest of the game. Final score, us: 1280 points; Vanderbilt: 450.

It was a slaughter.

By the time the awards ceremony finished, it was nearly ten o’clock. We ran by a convenience store for some beer on the way back to the hotel. Jeremy had to make the purchase because Derek and I were still only twenty. He picked up two six packs of a local craft beer—we had no idea what it was or how it tasted, but it was 12.5% alcohol.

“Sure you can handle this?” Derek asked as he popped the cap for me back in the guys’ hotel room.

“I’ve had stronger than this.” Every Thanksgiving, my cousin Dalip would sneak liquor from his parents’ room and share it with me and my sister. And in my freshman year, I’d rushed a sorority. I’d only done it to make my mother happy; I dropped out almost immediately, but I’d gotten the party experience for the two weeks I was in.

“So are we still… you know?” Jeremy said. He was sitting on his bed, looking stiff and nervous. I mean more so than normal, which is saying a lot.

“Yeah,” I said. “That was the deal, right?” I tried to act relaxed and nonchalant, but the truth was, I was every bit as nervous as him. The whole way back to the hotel, I’d had this kinda giddy, disembodied feeling, like the one time when I’d tried weed. I knew what I’d agreed to, but it hadn’t seemed real until we got into the lobby and Derek said, “So, which room are we gonna use, yours or ours?” Suddenly it had hit me that I’d really promised to suck off both guys, and the time had come for me to follow through.

I’m not gonna lie, I am a very horny girl. My mom moved to the US when she was a baby and is pretty Americanized, but she’s a bit old fashioned when it comes to sex. And my dad… hoo boy! Even by Indian standards, his views on relationships are antiquated. If I followed his rules, I wouldn’t be allowed to date until I got my undergrad degree, and preferably my Ph.D. And even at that point, he’d wanna to pick out my boyfriend, probably some Indian FOB. Nope, not for me.

So yeah, I was raised in a pretty repressive household. But I still went to a public school, and I had a smartphone, so I had access to plenty of information. And I’m a big anime fan, and I spent a lot of time reading really pervy fanfic on AO3. I have some pretty crazy fantasies, I will admit. But as a practical matter… I
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