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Double Deflowering

I was frustrated. I was discouraged. I was tired.

What exactly was I tired of? I was tired of being a virgin. I was eighteen, attractive, and sexual. But I was also shy and awkward, especially around boys. I’d never had a boyfriend.

Well, I was about to change that.

It took me an hour of mentally going back and forth before I finally decided to take the plunge and do it. On a random Tuesday afternoon, I downloaded a dating app to my phone, called Local Hrts. While sipping on a diet soda under the shade of an oak tree in my backyard, I set up my first online dating profile.

I swiped through each window, filling out the various fields that would populate my online presence.

Interests.

I typed in reading, knitting, and board games. Then, I took a second look at the words I’d typed.

That’s not very sexy, I thought. It made me sound like a nerd. I deleted everything and tried again, reading aloud as I typed.

“Working out,” I began, then swiftly hit the backspace button. “No, wait—yoga. Sunbathing. Wine.” I’d never actually tried wine, but I figured why not? “Bubble baths in candlelight.”

After completing the interests section, I moved onto the next.

What are you looking for?

I stared at the empty field, the cursor blinking like a taunting, ticking bomb. What was I looking for? To lose my virginity, obviously. But I didn’t exactly want to come out and say that right away.

Something real, I finally decided, and I typed it out. Looking for a guy who can teach me new things.

Before hitting the “done” button, I hastily added, Older men with beards who like sweet girls with a bad streak, swipe right.

“There,” I murmured to myself. “It’s done.”

I sat back against the trunk of the tree, my heart racing. I’d been so focused on getting my profile just right, I didn’t even notice how ramped-up my nerves were. Since my profile was finished, I just closed the app and tried to relax.

“It won’t be long now,” I said to myself, and I slurped down the rest of my soda. I hope....

* * *

I opened up Local Hrts multiple times throughout the day, surprised that I hadn’t gotten any action. I’d always heard that girls were practically drowning in men when it came to online dating.

Well, not this girl...

I sighed as I left-swiped and right-swiped through dinner. Then, back in my bedroom, I swiped some more, hoping to make a connection within my first twenty-four hours of using the app.

Nothing happened.

I’ll be a virgin forever, I thought sadly. Giving up, I left my phone on the nightstand and went to take a shower.

When I came back, I was surprised to find it blinking with a new notification.

You have connected with a local hrt!

My stomach clenched with anticipation. I wondered what kind of guy it would be. Someone cute, I hoped. Someone with a kind, understanding smile...

But what I got instead was...a woman.

Her name was Amber, a dark-haired woman aged twenty-six. Her main profile picture was of her standing at some bar, elbow resting on a table with a cocktail in her hand. Whoever took the picture had caught her mid-laugh, so her smile was a genuine and carefree one.

If I saw her in the street, I would’ve thought she was pretty.

I wasn’t a lesbian, though. Still, curious about my first match on the app, I opened up her profile to take a closer look.

Amber’s listed interests included cooking, horseback riding, and going to the library. At least she was a bookworm. I thought that she was a woman I could be friends with, if she were closer to my age.

In the section asking what she was looking for, she mentioned that she was engaged to a man but in an open relationship, and that they were looking for a “third.”

What’s a third? I wondered.

A quick internet search explained exactly what that was. Amber and her fiancé were looking for another girl to join them in a threesome.

Something twitched deep in the pit of my stomach. Suddenly, Amber’s profile went from being innocuous and forgettable to being very interesting.

I scrolled through the rest of her pictures, which showed the range of leisure activities she enjoyed. There was one of her on a golf course, one riding astride a chestnut pony, and one of her in an apron, chopping shallots at a granite kitchen counter.

I found her fiancé in the last picture.

He was older than I expected. If Amber was twenty-six, her fiancé had to be at least thirty-six. From what I could see, he had sandy hair a few shades lighter than Amber’s, trimmed close to his head with a touch of gray at the temples. In the photo, he was wearing a pale blue polo shirt and wireless glasses. The shirt brought out the pale blue of his eyes, making them blaze right through the camera.

Making me feel like he was looking directly at me...

Just as I was studying the picture of Amber’s fiancé, a new window popped up on my phone. Apparently, Amber had sent me a message.

Hi Emily! it said. How are you?

Amber’s smiling photograph seemed to glare at me, less like an invitation and more like a dare.

I’m not a lesbian, I kept telling myself, yet I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

It wasn’t just Amber’s pretty smile that attracted me. It was her life. She seemed polished, sophisticated, and interesting. And of course, there was her fiancé, older and distinguished...

I found myself imagining the two of them naked, making love, and immediately blushed.

If I chat with her, I’ll get sucked in, I thought to myself. The cursor continued to blink, and I imagined Amber sitting in a tastefully decorated living room with a great view of the city, martini in hand, waiting for my response.

I sat down on the edge of my bed and inhaled deeply.

Hi Amber! I typed back. I’m doing great. How about you?

* * *

We were supposed to meet at Luce’s, a swanky place tucked in the lobby of a five-star hotel. I’d never been there before. My social circle still consisted of friends from high school, and they were more of the pizza and bowling type.

I’d tried to look as grown up as possible when I got dressed, so I was wearing a strappy black dress, heels, and the rhinestone earrings I’d worn to senior prom. My hair was straight, brushed to a gleaming shine, and sat neatly on my shoulders.

I got there a few minutes early and sat at the bar. Since I was under twenty-one, I just ordered a sparkling water with lemon. Then, I watched a basketball game playing on T.V. and waited.

About five minutes later, I heard the light tap of heels approaching quickly from behind me. Then, there was a woman softly clearing her throat.

“Emily?”

Instantly, my mouth went dry, but I’d already finished my sparkling water. My hands started trembling, and I hid them in my lap before swiveling in my seat.

The casual-yet-cute smile I’d practiced all day long immediately evaporated the moment I set eyes on her.

“Amber?”

Amber smiled, a smile with warmth that seeped right into her eyes. “Yes,” she said with a rush of air, like she was relieved. “Wow. It’s nice to finally meet you.”

In person, she was much more beautiful than I expected. She wore a silver dress, making her tan skin look healthy and vivid. She seemed to have gained some weight since her pictures were taken, but the extra fat just made her look even better. We hugged briefly to say hello, and I was immediately wrapped in the scent of her expensive perfume.

Her breasts were soft against mine as she pulled me against herself.

My heart gave a huge throb as I thought to myself, I’m going to sleep with this woman tonight...Of course, her fiancé would be there, too, but I’d never planned on there being a female presence.

After holding me briefly, Amber pulled away and examined me at arm’s length. I felt naked under her gaze as she passed her eyes over my body, scrutinizing my exposed collarbone, my cheap dress, and red-painted toenails. Then, she smiled again and released me.

“Sterling will be here in thirty minutes,” she said, perching herself on the stool beside mine. “He wanted to give us girls some time to get acquainted.”

Amber paused to flag down the bartender. Everything about her was graceful, chic. I studied her mannerisms as she ordered her drink (“Vodka martini with two olives.”). She pulled out a sleek black credit card out of a glittery gold clutch bag.

“And whatever my friend wants,” she added, turning to me.

My eyebrows jumped. “Oh, I...” I lowered my voice to a whisper. “I’m not old enough to drink,” I murmured.

Amber chuckled, her laugh high and clear as a flute. “Oh, don’t worry about it. He won’t check your I.D. Not if you’re with me.”

The bartender stared at me expectantly, his expression neutrally polite.

“I...I guess I’ll have the same thing you’re having,” I said.

Amber smiled, leaning in slightly. Up close, I noticed that she had a slight overbite. “Good choice,” she murmured. The way her voice dropped made my skin tingle.

The bartender mixed our drinks quickly and poured them into two martini glasses, which he set in front of us. Then, we recited the typical getting-to-know-you questions. Amber told me she was a psychologist and that she’d met her neurosurgeon fiancé at a conference. I told her that I was planning to go to college out-of-state.

“And I’m also a virgin,” I added. I hadn’t planned on telling her that, but two sips of the martini made me change my mind.

Amber looked genuinely shocked. “So you’ve never been with a woman or a man.”

I shook my head.

“Wow.” Amber paused to take a noticeably long pull from the rim
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