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The first night in the Olympic Village hummed with energy. Athletes from every nation strolled between buildings, hailing each other in a head-spinning assortment of languages. Veterans ran to embrace each other, laughing as they traded gossip since their last world championship event. Starry-eyed newbies gazed around with their duffel bags over their shoulders, ID badges and passes in hand.

In every dorm, for those who knew how to find it, there was a hefty stash of condoms and other contraceptives, along with multilingual pamphlets on safe sex.

In one of the shared buildings, Abigail crept away from the brightly lit rooms roaring with laughter and chatter. Her US teammates had forgotten about her already, no matter what the coach had said on the flight over. Abigail wasn’t surprised. She’d only made the team at the last second due to another swimmer’s injury, and this all still felt like a dream. She was used to feeling invisible, always coming in third or fourth, never quite getting the glory. She still dreaded someone getting a good look at her, realizing there had been a big mistake—announcing that she was definitely not an Olympian—and laughing her out of the village.

Sometimes the fear intensified into panic, and her heart beat frantically and every nerve in her screamed at her to run. Find a taxi, get back to the airport, and go—well, not back home, that would be even worse. But there were lots of other countries she could flee to, now that she had a passport.

She wasn’t going to run tonight. She just needed some space, some quiet—

“Marketa?”

Abigail jumped, spinning toward the dark half of the room she had thought empty. A lamp switched on, revealing a long couch occupied by a man and a woman, he resting against her side. She couldn’t make out much of their features besides long, graceful limbs. Even still, they gave the leonine impression of coiled energy just under the surface.

“No, you are not Marketa. Who are you?”

Abigail blinked, wet her lips, and gathered herself. “I’m Abigail. American. Sorry, I didn’t know anyone was in here.”

The woman smiled. In the yellow lamp light, her dark blond hair hung in loose waves to her shoulders. She raised a hand and beckoned Abigail closer. “I am Bruna. This is my partner, Leos.”

“Oh.” Abigail’s breath caught in her chest. “You’re—the Czech diving team, the four-time medalists who broke all the records—”

“Well, yes. Perhaps you will one day be a medalist, too.” Bruna beckoned again, and Abigail stepped forward slowly. She couldn’t imagine what they wanted with her, but it was impossible to resist. Somehow this was even more dreamlike than getting the call that she had made the U.S. Olympics team. No one had ever made her feel so personally wanted before. But surely she was misunderstanding—this was nothing more than a friendly chat between veterans and a freshman. Never mind that everything about them seemed hypnotic, seductive.

Leos hadn’t spoken yet, but he smiled at her and shifted down the couch, making room for her between them. Then Bruna’s warm hand captured hers, and Abigail found herself sitting between them, the lamp’s golden half-light illuminating little more than stretches of tanned skin.

“This is your first time.”

Abigail gave a shaky laugh. “Is it that obvious?”

Bruna’s hands landed on the thin cotton covering Abigail’s shoulders, and Abigail jumped. Leos made a shushing noise, and he took her left hand between his, intertwining their fingers and stroking the back of her hand with his thumb. Abigail stared at their hands, dumbfounded.

Bruna massaged her shoulders, feeling the shape of her muscles. “Obvious, yes. So tense! But you are ready. You are young and in splendid shape. What is your stroke?”

“Butterfly.”

“That is my favorite,” Leos said, gazing into her face. His thumb kneaded her knuckles.

Abigail felt light-headed in a whole new way. Instead of the crawling terror and dread in the pit of her stomach, a quivering warmth spread from her abdomen, through her legs and between her thighs. Was this happening? How could this be happening? She’d heard stories, of course, but to imagine anything could happen with her so soon, on her very first night—let alone with this breathtakingly beautiful couple she’d watched avidly over the years.

All through adolescence, she had been swallowed up in training, more in water than out of it, the smell of chlorine and the threat of mildew constant. She kept her hair short to fit easier under her cap, and she couldn’t remember the last time she went shopping for clothes to wear on a date. Her only real boyfriend had been in her senior year of high school, and though he played football, he hadn’t been half as in shape as she’d been. She’d lost her virginity to him on prom night mostly because it seemed expected, and she was desperate to get the experience over with. They’d broken up soon after.

She couldn’t begin to guess what this stunning, legendary couple could see in her, but she wasn’t about to waste the chance. She only hoped she didn’t screw this up. If she could return home with this kind of experience burned in her memory—well, it almost didn’t matter how her swim went.

Searching for bravery, Abigail let out a shuddering breath and turned to face Bruna as she squeezed Leos’s fingers. “I—I like it when you touch me.” The words came out clumsily, too fast, but Bruna didn’t seem to mind. She chuckled lightly and squeezed Abigail’s shoulders, pushing her thumbs against the base of her neck.

“That is good, very good. I like touching you, too. And what about Leos?”

“Well—I—” Abigail closed her eyes, struggling to find the words. “I don’t know yet, but I think I will.”

Leos purred, closing in to bring his chest against her back, just as Bruna tilted Abigail’s face up and kissed her on the lips.

In a moment Abigail was lost, suffused in the most euphoric over-stimulation. Bruna’s tongue moved in her mouth, and she was such a phenomenal kisser. Like anything about her wasn’t phenomenal, with the grace she showed from the diving board.

Abigail had never kissed a woman before. She’d admired women’s bodies often enough in the locker room, but she’d been far too shy to make any advances, convinced she’d risk ruining her camaraderie with the whole team, and from there the whole professional swimming world. She’d never known any woman US swimmer who was openly gay.

But now she kissed Bruna back like this is what she had been waiting for all her life. She couldn’t get enough. Every bit of it felt right, pushing her tongue back into Bruna’s mouth, and she hoped Bruna got the message of how fucking much Abigail loved this.

Behind her, Leos’s long fingers moved across her belly, pulling her closer against him, and she felt his lips on the back of her neck.

Abigail must have made a noise then, for they broke apart, all three panting lightly.

“You all right?” Bruna asked, her fingers tracing Abigail’s face.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, yes, please don’t stop —”

“Really?” Bruna tilted her head closer. “You want us to make you ours, here, even if someone else walks in?”

Abigail whimpered, reaching for Bruna’s hips. “Yes yes please.”

Those were the last words she was able to coherently speak for some time. Bruna kissed her aggressively, pushing her back into Leos, and in the time it took for Abigail to gasp for breath, they had pulled her shirt over her head. Then her drawstring shorts were sliding down her legs, and Bruna leaned in between them, tugging Abigail’s bra down to suck her nipple. Abigail cried out, and Leos clapped his hand lightly over her mouth. Two of his fingers dipped between her lips, and Abigail moaned, sucking them as hard as she could while his other hand slid down into her panties, feeling how wet she was, dipping in deeper.

Bruna lifted her head, lips wet, gazing at her with such heat in her eyes as Abigail had never seen directed at her before. “Who do you want inside of you?”

Leos moved his hand down to cup her jaw so she could answer. “You,” Abigail said to her, even as she covered Leos’s lower hand with hers, grinding his fingers harder against her clit and vulva.

“As Leos watches and strokes himself?” Bruna suggested, and Abigail moaned again, nodding and writhing between them.

In another moment, they had her on her back between them on the cushions. Bruna leaned over her, thrusting her fingers purposefully in a slow, maddening rhythm. She was the sexiest thing Abigail had ever seen, limned in light from the lamp behind her. Like a goddess come down to earth.

Leos knelt by Abigail’s head, his breathing ragged as he grasped his cock. It was long and lean, much like the rest of him, and Abigail arched her back until he lowered the head to touch her cheek, her lips, letting her taste him.

At the same time, Bruna curled her fingers inside Abigail while thrusting harder, merciless, like she knew exactly how to make Abigail come and wouldn’t rest until she did. She dropped her head down to Abigail’s chest, nuzzling and kissing her breasts, then told her, “Pinch my nipples.”

A bolt of wild pleasure shot through Abigail. She had never realized how much she would like an older woman telling her what to do in bed, but her body had no doubts on the matter, singing out eagerly for more.

Trembling, Abigail slipped her hands under Bruna’s thin sleeveless shirt. She wore no bra underneath. Abigail felt the pointed peaks of Bruna’s nipples, and Bruna groaned into Abigail’s breast, stroking her harder, and Abigail saw stars. Her thighs were shaking uncontrollably.

Leos was dipping his cock head between her lips, murmuring in his own language as he held her head gently between her hands.

Abigail imagined how this would look to anyone walking into the room now—her body completely at the mercy of these two powerful, world-famous divers, who were dominating her so thoroughly, both focused on giving her the fucking of her life —

She came hard, body jack knifing, swallowing another few inches of Leos’s cock as her knees jerked up, toes curling.

Bruna laughed, easing her hand at once, feeling the throb of Abigail’s muscles around her. “You are delicious. So pretty when you come.”

Abigail moaned helplessly again, swirling her tongue around the head of Leos’s cock.

Bruna tsked. “That angle is no good. Turn over if you want to make him come.”

Embarrassed, Abigail let his cock slip from her lips as she looked up, uncertain. But then Leos spoke.

“No. I want to look at you.”

Just like that, another wave of heat moved through Abigail’s body, and she wasn’t sure she could coordinate her limbs to do anything. But she didn’t have to, because Bruna and Leos were guiding her up, turning her around so she lay the other direction, looking up at Leos’s heated expression as her head settled in Bruna’s lap.

“Open your legs,” Leos breathed. “Let me see.”

No one had ever asked Abigail to do that before. It had never occurred to her that someone would want to look, that this wasn’t to be done in the dark and mostly between the covers. Heart beating wildly, she brought the soles of her feet together and slowly let her
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