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I adjust my crop top in the mirror, tugging down the hem of my short black skirt for the fifth time. A familiar anxiety buzzes under my skin—the same feeling I’d get before exams, except this is way more terrifying. My first college party. I want to look hot but not desperate. I can do this. Be cool, Paige.

Except I’ve never been cool. I’m nineteen, and I’ve spent my life with my nose in books. But college is for new experiences, right? I put on more lip gloss, wondering if anyone will even notice me.

My roommate bailed on me—something about a study emergency that I suspect involves the hot TA from her biology class—but I refuse to back out. Three weeks at college without doing anything remotely exciting. Tonight, that changes.

The party is a few blocks from campus, and I walk there with my heart hammering against my ribs. Music pulses from inside the house, vibrating through the warm night air. Groups of students laugh in the yard, red cups in their hands. I walk up the steps, shoulders back, chin up. I’m a confident, sexy woman...or at least I can pretend to be one. Fake it until I make it, right?

Inside, bodies press together, dancing. I weave through the crowd. The air smells like sweat and perfume.

“Hey!” A blonde girl with glitter on her cheeks grabs my arm. “You’re in my Women’s Studies seminar, right? Second row, always taking notes? I’m Jess.”

Oh thank god, someone to talk to. My shoulders relax slightly. “Yeah, that’s me. I’m Paige.”

She pulls me closer. “Welcome to the start-of-semester bash. Things are about to get interesting.”

“What do you mean?” I yell over the music.

She grins. “They’re setting up in the basement. It’s a tradition.”

“Oh?” My curiosity spikes, even though part of me wonders if it’s hazing.

“You’ll see.” She winks, tugging me toward the stairs. “Come on.”

I follow her down a staircase lined with fairy lights. The basement is big, with couches and a cleared space. A circle forms around a padded massage table. Everyone looks excited.

“What’s going on?” I ask, confused but curious.

“The pussy eating contest,” Jess says like it’s normal. “Girls volunteer, guys compete to make them come hardest. It’s fun.”

My eyes go wide. “Seriously?” My brain starts analyzing this from a sociological perspective while my clit throbs with interest.

“Totally.” Jess nods. “The feminist in me loves that it’s all about female pleasure.”

A bolt of arousal hits me hard. I’ve never even been kissed. My fingers have been my only pleasure, and I’ve always approached it like a science experiment.

“They need another volunteer,” Jess says, nudging me. “You should do it.”

“Me? No way.” But my nipples harden and I feel a rush of wetness between my legs. The thought of being watched and pleasured sends terror and excitement through me.

“Why not? It’s the ultimate college experience. Better than any lecture you’ll attend this semester.”

A guy with a clipboard walks by. Jess flags him. “My friend might participate.”

He looks me over. “We’ve got a spot. You just lie back and enjoy. If the crowd can’t tell who wins, you’re the judge.”

I scan the room. Everyone’s relaxed and smiling. No pressure. My pulse quickens as I consider letting go of control for the first time.

“Okay,” I hear myself say. “I’ll do it.”

Jess squeals and hugs me. “You’ll love it! Best orgasms!”

The guy introduces himself as Tyler and leads me to a side room with other girls in it. He explains the rules. One girl at a time on the table. Two contestants get five minutes each to make us come. New guys each time. If we moan louder with one, they win.

“What do they win?” I ask, my brain needing data.

“Bragging rights. And you can stop anytime. Just say ‘red’.”

Easy peasy, right? This is the craziest thing I’ve ever done. I thought I’d spend my college weekends studying for tests, not preparing to have my pussy eaten in public. The thought makes me dizzy from anticipation.

Twenty minutes later, after hearing another girl scream in pleasure, I’m lying on the table with my skirt pushed up to my waist and my panties neatly folded on a nearby chair. My ass is on the edge and my legs are off the table with my feet resting on a stool. A sheet covers me from the waist down while I wait for the first guy.

At least thirty people circle the table, their faces curious, excited. My cheeks burn, but it’s thrilling. Will a guy’s tongue feel different? Will I come with everyone watching? My academic side is fascinated.

Tyler announces my round. “Contestants, introduce yourselves.”

I close my eyes, trying to steady my breathing, mentally reciting prime numbers to calm my racing heart.

“I’m Pierce,” says a deep, confident voice that sends a shiver through me. Something about his tone suggests authority and experience—like a professor who knows his subject intimately.

“Ben,” another voice pipes up, younger sounding, with a slight nervous edge that matches my own internal state.

“You have five minutes each,” Tyler reminds them. “Ben won the coin toss, so he’s first.”

The sheet is slowly pulled off, and the cool air gives me goosebumps across my exposed skin. I keep my eyes closed, too nervous to look at anyone, focusing instead on the sensations—the slight cushion of the table beneath me, the brush of air against my pussy.

“Um, hello,” says the younger voice. “Is it okay if I...?”

“Yes,” I whisper.

“I’ve never done this,” he admits, “but I want to make you feel good.”

There’s something endearing about his honesty that cuts through my nervousness. I prop myself up on my elbows, finally opening my eyes. He’s younger than I expected, probably not much older than me, with tousled brown hair and earnest eyes. Cute, in a boy-next-door way that makes my heart flutter a little.

“It’s okay,” I tell him. “I’m new too.”

He smiles in relief and pushes my knees open gently. When he touches my pussy lips with his fingers, he’s tentative and exploring. It’s pleasant, but I can tell he was being truthful about his experience. He really has no idea what he’s doing.

Then the other contestant’s voice comes from behind me, deep and authoritative. “Ben, start by getting comfortable with her body. Find her clit and rub it gently with your thumb.”

Oooh god. He’s coaching Ben? The thought of being used as a teaching tool sends an unexpected thrill through me, appealing to both my academic nature and this new, emerging sexual side. I glance around at the crowd, and everyone is watching intently. Being on display is so damn filthy, and my clit throbs before it’s even touched.

“Gently part her lips,” Pierce instructs, his tone methodical and precise. “See how she’s already getting wet? That means she’s enjoying this. Her body is preparing for pleasure.”

Ben follows, more confident now. I bite my lip as his fingers explore and open me up, feeling both vulnerable and powerful.

“Use the flat of your tongue for broad strokes. Slow, bottom to top. Explore her responses.”

Ben’s first lick makes me gasp. It’s warm and soft and nothing like my fingers. He drags it slowly up my center, exactly as Pierce directed, and the sensation is electric.

“Pay attention to her responses,” Pierce says. “Her body will tell you what feels good. It’s a conversation without words.”

Ben repeats the motion, and my hips lift slightly off the table, seeking more pressure. Someone whistles appreciatively, and I feel a flush spread across my face and chest.

Pierce’s voice is educational but tinged with something darker, more primal. “See that? When she moves toward you, it means she wants more. Try circling her clit now. Be gentle—it’s highly sensitive.”

Ben’s tongue finds my clit, and I moan. Wow, feels wonderful. Warmer, wetter than my touch. He circles my clit tentatively, then with more confidence as my breathing quickens.

“That’s it,” Pierce encourages. “Now alternate between broad strokes and focused attention. Keep her guessing. Anticipation is part of pleasure.”

Ben follows each instruction eagerly, his enthusiasm making up for his lack of experience. My fingers curl around the edge of the massage table as the pleasure builds. The gathering crowd cheers Ben on whenever I moan, adding another layer to my arousal.

“Slide a finger inside her and keep licking.”

Ben hesitates, then his finger presses into my entrance. The dual sensation from his tongue and fingers makes me cry out, a sound I’ve never heard myself make before.

“Curl your finger upward. Feel for a slightly ridged spot about two inches in.”

My back arches off the table from an unexpected jolt of delight when Ben finds that spot, and I gasp, “Oh my god!” The sensation is overwhelming, like nothing I’ve experienced during my own explorations.

“Keep doing that,” Pierce says, satisfied. “Consistent pressure and rhythm.”

Ben settles into a steady pace, finger fucking me while working my clit with his tongue. Heat spreads through my lower belly, the tension building rapidly. I’m vaguely aware of the crowd, of their eyes on me, but it only heightens the experience.

“She’s close,” Pierce says, his voice betraying a hint of his own arousal. “See how her thighs tremble? Don’t change anything. Consistency is key at this point.”

He maintains the pressure and speed, and I cry out as my orgasm hits. My body clenches as waves of bliss radiate through me, and my mind blanks.

“Don’t stop. Ease up slightly, but keep going through her orgasm. Extend her pleasure.”

Ben gentles his movements, drawing out my pleasure as I tremble and moan. When Tyler calls out that the five minutes are up, Ben places a shy kiss on my inner thigh, the gesture unexpectedly tender.

“Thank you,” he whispers, sounding genuinely grateful, his eyes meeting mine with a warmth that touches something beyond the physical.

The crowd applauds
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