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Prologue – The Decision

I lay sprawled on my single bed, the fake wood headboard pressed against my shoulder blades, flicking through campus group chats and feeling more anonymous than ever. My phone vibrated with a notification—another invite to a house party, probably identical to the last. Same cheap vodka, same laughter, same undercurrent of everyone pretending to be more interesting, more sexual, more alive than they really felt. I sighed and let my head tip back, hair spilling over the pillow. The ceiling was off-white, marked with faint cracks I’d never noticed until I started spending so much time staring upward, lost in my own head.

It wasn’t that I was unhappy. My life was fine—second year of psychology, passing all my classes, friends enough to fill a booth at the pub. I was even, mostly, out and proud: Chloe Ellis, bi and bold, at least on my social profiles. But there was this gnawing emptiness, this strange, restless itch beneath my skin that never quite went away. It wasn’t about loneliness; it was about wanting more. More touch, more risk, more realness—something nobody offered, not even my most adventurous friends.

My thumb scrolled idly past a meme, past a blurry pic from the student union, until it landed on a forum post with a headline that glowed like a dare: “Open Access: The Experiment That Changed My Life.”

I sat up. My heart gave a little jolt, a subtle prickle in my chest. The post was from a woman at another uni—she’d stuck a sign to her dorm door: ‘Open Access — Come in if you want me’. Condoms on the desk, lube in the drawer, strict rules of “ask for rough, stop at any time, leave if I say so.” What followed was a chronicle of encounters—sometimes awkward, sometimes hot, always consensual. Her writing had a wild joy to it, like she’d let herself out of a cage she didn’t even know she was in.

I set my phone aside, suddenly very awake, every nerve alive with the crackle of possibility.

What if I did the same?

What if I stopped waiting for something to happen and made it happen, right here, in the bland, echoey corridor of Alder House, Flat 7, Room C?

A wave of adrenaline rushed through me, giddy and terrifying. Immediately, I started negotiating with myself.

It’s too much. Too dangerous. Too obvious.

But the arguments were feeble. I’d thought them all before, rehearsed a thousand different ways to play safe, to stay small. I was tired of playing safe.

I got up, padding barefoot over the scuffed laminate. My desk was cluttered with highlighters, psychology textbooks, and two half-empty mugs, one of which definitely had something growing at the bottom. I nudged them aside to make space, then pulled a fresh sheet from my printer’s tray. My hands shook a little as I opened a blank Word document. My mind raced: What exactly do I want to say?

I typed:

OPEN ACCESS — COME IN IF YOU WANT ME

I hesitated, then added underneath, in a smaller font:

Consent is ongoing. Condoms on the desk. Ask for rough. Stop at any time. Respect my boundaries.

My finger hovered over the “print” button.

Was I really doing this?

I looked at myself in the mirror above my desk, hair wild, cheeks flushed, a crooked smile twisting my lips. I felt alive.

If I want this life, I have to claim it.

The printer whirred to life, a mundane sound suddenly filled with meaning. I tore the sheet free and held it up, feeling a pulse between my legs. My heart hammered as if I’d run a sprint.

I sat on the edge of my bed, the sign in my lap. My mind flashed through the logistics:

Condoms: Check. I had a full box in my drawer, plus a couple of small bottles of lube.

Tidy room: I swept my eyes over my space: duvet a bit crumpled, but the floor mostly clear. I picked up my hoodie and flung it into the wardrobe.

Personal prep: I hesitated, then stripped down to my underwear. There was a thrill in the air, a sense of ritual. I slipped out of my knickers and padded to the tiny en-suite, running warm water over my hands and between my legs. I brushed my teeth, scrubbing away the memory of a mediocre sandwich, then swished mouthwash and spat into the sink.

Staring into the mirror, I took a moment to see myself. My eyes were wide, pupils blown, lips parted. My nipples stood taut through my thin vest. My skin looked pale and perfect under the fluorescent light, goosebumps prickling my arms.

I turned and admired my bum, the little crescent of flesh below my waist, bare and soft. Was I ready to let anyone see, touch, use me tonight? The answer surged up without apology: yes.

Back in my room, I paused. There was a choice here—a final out. No one was making me do this. No pressure, no dare. Just desire.

I pulled a pair of comfy pyjama shorts on over bare skin. Not for modesty—just a little warmth, a little flirtation. I wanted to feel casual, at ease, welcoming.

I cleared a space on my desk and set out the essentials:

	Box of condoms, neatly displayed

	Lube bottle, easy to grab

	A bottle of water and two glasses

	My phone charger, plugged in (I’d want to keep a record, maybe snap a picture later)



With trembling fingers, I Blu-Tacked the sign to the outside of my door, low enough that anyone entering would see it straight away. I propped the door open with a battered copy of “The Interpretation of Dreams,” the only thing Freud was good for.

The hallway beyond was quiet, the air heavy with the scent of distant laundry, old carpet, and the ghost of last week’s popcorn night. I could hear the hum of the lift at the far end, muffled voices from behind other doors, the faint trickle of a shower running in someone else’s en-suite.

For a moment, I just stood there, breathing in the possibility. My whole body felt electric—buzzing with tension, fear, and anticipation.

I stepped back inside, letting the door stand wide. I perched on the edge of my bed, hands curled in my lap, heartbeat thrumming in my ears.

I imagined someone—a stranger, a friend, a flatmate—seeing the sign, pausing, debating, their hand on the doorframe. Would they be nervous? Eager? Emboldened by the invitation?

Would they respect the rules?

Would I be able to stop them, if I needed to?

A thousand questions flashed through my mind, but beneath all the noise was a simple, pulsing want: I want to be seen. I want to be chosen. I want to be taken—on my terms, with my rules, by anyone brave enough to answer my call.

Time crawled.

I heard someone walking past, then stopping. My breath caught. My body tensed, every muscle alive and waiting. The footsteps retreated, a giggle echoing down the hall. My cheeks flushed, part shame, part delight.

I glanced at my phone. No messages, not yet.

A part of me wondered if I should share what I’d done—send a pic to my group chat, or maybe just to Jess, my best friend since first year. I hovered, then decided against it. This was mine for now. My secret, my dare, my story to tell.

The minutes stretched and blurred. My senses heightened: the soft friction of the duvet under my thighs, the faint tang of my own arousal, the muted drum of my heart. I wanted—desperately—to be wanted.

I shifted, lying back on the bed, legs slightly parted, propped up by a mountain of mismatched pillows. My gaze drifted to the open door, the warm light spilling from my room into the hall. I wondered what I looked like from the outside—an open invitation, an eager mystery.

A floorboard creaked in the corridor.

I tensed, then forced myself to breathe.

If someone came in now, what would I say?

Would I ask them what they wanted? Or tell them what I wanted?

A shiver ran through me, settling between my thighs. I pressed my palm to my stomach, feeling the flutter of nerves and need.

This was what I’d wanted: the chance to be chosen, to let go, to claim my desire as something bold and beautiful.

I watched the door, waiting for the first shadow to fall across the threshold.

Tonight, I am open. Tonight, I say yes.
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First Visitor

The door to my room was wide open, the sign facing out, daring anyone to read it and step across the threshold. I’d been pacing—no, more like floating—from desk to window to bed, restless energy fizzing in my limbs, my pulse thudding a counterpoint to the dull, endless hush of the corridor. Every time I heard footsteps beyond my open door, my body tensed, as if bracing for some collision I couldn’t predict.

It was dusk—outside, the last light of day filtered through my window, painting the walls pale lavender, casting soft, flattering shadows across my sheets. I’d chosen to wear as little as possible without feeling utterly naked. A fitted white vest, the fabric thin enough that my nipples pressed a faint outline against the cotton; soft, pale-pink pyjama shorts riding high on my thighs, hugging the curve of my hips. No bra, of course—why bother, when I wanted to be seen as I truly was, unconcealed? My skin still hummed from the earlier shower, scented with vanilla and something faintly citrus; I’d run a razor over my legs and underarms, loving the way my skin felt bare and sensitive to the air, to my own light touch.

Freckles dusted the tops of my shoulders, the bridge of my nose, little constellations that never faded even in winter. My hair—a wild, copper-brown mess—spilled over one shoulder, still a little damp, brushing my collarbone in unruly waves. I caught sight of myself in the mirror, heart thudding. My cheeks glowed pink; there was a certain expectant shine in my hazel eyes, as if I was already halfway to something wicked. The birthmark on my left hip—an odd, pale brown oval—peeked above the waistband of my shorts, a secret signature.

I sat on the edge of my bed, knees slightly apart, ankles crossed, my toes digging into the cheap carpet. I wanted to look at ease, open but not desperate, a little vulnerable, a lot ready. My hands smoothed over my thighs, lingering, pressing into the softness I’d so often cursed but tonight owned completely. I curled my legs under me, back straight, chest slightly arched, feeling the cool air tighten my nipples further.

The corridor beyond was quiet, humming with that in-between energy—some rooms open, voices and music leaking out in bursts, others closed and secretive, shadows drifting behind frosted glass. I heard footsteps pause outside my room. Not the giggle and clatter of a girl in heels, but a heavier, uncertain tread, soft-soled, halting. My heart leapt into my throat.

A hand appeared, gripping the doorframe—olive-brown skin, strong fingers, bitten-down nails. Then a face: wide dark eyes, sharp cheekbones, a hesitant, crooked smile that flickered and died almost as quickly as it appeared. Jamie. I knew his name—he lived on my floor, two doors down, math major, British-Indian, always quietly courteous, usually buried in his laptop or offering whispered advice during study sessions. He was the last person I’d expected to answer my sign. I felt a twist of nerves in my belly—nerves and, unexpectedly, a sharp jolt of heat.

He hovered in the doorway, one foot in the hall, one planted on the strip of blue carpet inside my room, reading the sign as if it might explode if he misunderstood. His shoulders were broad, set beneath a faded grey band t-shirt (The Cure, I noted absently), the sleeves rolled up to reveal wiry forearms, corded with muscle. His joggers sat low on his hips, black cotton drawn tight over thighs that suggested hours in a pool, not just behind a desk. His hair—short, thick, black—was parted to one side, a lock falling stubbornly over his brow. He pushed it back with a self-conscious sweep of his fingers.

I let my gaze wander, hungry to memorize every detail. Jamie’s eyes flickered, not quite meeting mine, then glancing down and away, pausing at my bare knees, my thighs, the exposed curve where my vest rode up. He swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat. His mouth—a soft, full lower lip, quick to twitch into a smile when he thought no one noticed—was parted slightly, as if he was about to speak but didn’t quite trust himself. He smelled faintly of citrus and mint, a clean, sharp edge layered over the deeper warmth of his own skin, and something fresher—fabric softener, maybe, from the pile of laundry I’d once seen him carrying to the machines downstairs.

“Hey,” he said finally, his voice soft, tentative. It always caught me off-guard, how gentle he sounded, as if he didn’t quite trust the world not to bruise him. He shifted his weight, sneakers squeaking, hands stuffed deep in his pockets. I could see the outline of his phone and, a little more boldly, the suggestion of an erection straining against the fabric of his joggers, tenting forward just enough that my breath caught. He blushed, colour rising from his throat to his cheeks, but didn’t turn away.

“Hey,” I replied, deliberately gentle. I tucked my hair behind one ear, letting my eyes linger on his body the way he had on mine. I wanted him to feel seen, wanted, chosen—not just a random boy who happened to walk by.

He hovered, still uncertain, one hand gripping the doorframe so tightly I saw the knuckles whiten. For a moment, I thought he might bolt. Instead, he cleared his throat and looked down at his trainers, shuffling his feet.

“Is… is this for real?” he asked, voice barely above a whisper. He nodded at the sign, his eyes darting to my face, then away, then back again. He was trembling, I realised—not in fear, but anticipation, desire. His fingers curled into fists at his sides.

I let the silence linger, loving the way it heightened the tension, the almost unbearable intimacy of that shared moment. I could feel the blood rushing beneath my skin, the ache between my legs sharpening. I uncrossed my ankles, spreading my knees a fraction wider, inviting but not insistent.

“It’s for real,” I said, my voice low and sure. I gestured to the bed beside me, the neat stack of condoms on the desk, the bottle of lube within arm’s reach. “If you want me, Jamie. You can have me. Right now.”

He didn’t move at first. I could see the internal war playing out behind his eyes—desire, guilt, fear, excitement. I wanted to reach out and touch his cheek, run my fingers through his hair, but I waited. This was his moment as much as mine.

Jamie stepped into the room, shutting the door just enough that it stayed ajar—a symbol, I realised, of both invitation and safety. He stood just inside, close enough that I could smell the salt on his skin, the slightly damp heat of nerves and arousal.

He looked at me, really looked, his eyes travelling from the arch of my feet, painted toes curling into the carpet, up my calves—pale, softly muscled, dotted with fine reddish hairs—to the bare skin of my thighs, the edge of my shorts, the swell of my belly beneath my vest, the rise of my breasts, nipples standing out under the thin cotton, up to the scattering of freckles across my collarbones and face, my wild coppery hair, my eyes, wide and welcoming.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, voice shaking. “I mean—God, Chloe, you’re—” He trailed off, unable to finish, but his gaze held mine, hungry and awed.

I smiled—a slow, wicked smile that felt like the first true thing I’d done all day. I let myself bask in his gaze, the power of being wanted on my terms, of inviting him in and knowing he would treat me with care.

“Come closer,” I said, patting the bed beside me, voice husky.

He obeyed, sitting gingerly, careful not to crowd me, but close enough that our knees touched. His hands rested on his thighs, fingers drumming a nervous tattoo. I reached over and laced my fingers with his, surprised at the strength and warmth of his grip.

We sat like that for a moment—two strangers, two friends, two people on the cusp of something new. The air was thick with scent: my own arousal, the clean laundry on the bed, Jamie’s citrusy deodorant, the faint trace of something unmistakably masculine. My nipples tingled, skin prickling with anticipation. I felt the heat radiating from his body, saw the pulse fluttering in his throat, the way his chest rose and fell, shallow and quick.

He let go of my hand and, emboldened, cupped my cheek. His thumb brushed the corner of my mouth, tracing the soft skin there, lingering as if memorising the curve. I leaned into his touch, closing my eyes for a heartbeat, letting the sensation burn into memory.

When I opened them, he was closer still, eyes dark with need. “I’ve never…” he began, but I silenced him with a gentle shake of my head.

“Neither have I,” I said. “Not like this. But I want to. With you.”

He grinned—a real smile this time, wide and dimpled, lighting up his whole face. The tension broke, replaced by a wild, reckless joy.

“Me too,” he whispered, voice trembling but certain.

We sat together, bodies touching, breathing the same air, the door open behind us—an invitation, a promise, and a declaration that from this moment, everything was possible.

We sat for a moment, hands clasped, pulses thumping so loudly I half-expected someone in the hallway to hear. I looked down, tracing the lines of Jamie’s fingers—long, broad, warm against my smaller hand. A single vein snaked across the back of his hand, pulsing in time with his racing heart. His skin was smooth except for a small, pale scar near his knuckle. I traced it lightly, a question in my eyes.

“Bike accident,” he murmured, shy smile reappearing. “Year nine. Got cocky.”

I grinned, delighting in this tiny, ordinary detail. I wanted to know everything about him, every mark and secret. But tonight was not for small talk. The air between us was already charged, dense with possibility, but I forced myself to slow down. I wanted this to be deliberate. I wanted him to remember every moment—not just the pleasure, but the care.

“So, um…” Jamie cleared his throat, eyes darting to the sign taped outside my door, as if it might vanish if he looked away too long. “Can we… talk through the rules? I want to get it right.”

God, he was so earnest. I loved him for it.

I nodded, untangling my hand from his so I could turn and face him more squarely, one leg folded beneath me, the other stretched out, my thigh pressed to his. The hem of my vest rode up, exposing a thin band of stomach—pale, softly rounded, dimpled just above my navel. Jamie’s eyes flickered there, then to my face, then down again, uncertain whether to look or look away.

“Of course.” My voice was steady, surprisingly so. I was aware of my own body in a way that felt almost clinical—every pulse of blood, every inch of exposed skin, every place our bodies touched or almost touched. “It’s simple, really. The sign says it all, but let’s say it again, out loud. Consent is ongoing. That means either of us can stop at any point, for any reason. If you want to slow down, or stop, or change anything—just say so. No pressure, ever.”

He nodded, swallowing. His gaze dropped to the neat stack of condoms on the desk, the small bottle of lube beside it, my phone charger coiled like a white snake nearby.

I pointed to the desk. “There are condoms. We use them, every time, no exceptions. If you want to go rough, you ask. If you want to try something, you say it first. And if either of us says stop, we stop. No questions. Agreed?”

“Agreed.” His voice was firmer now, his eyes warming. “Can I…” He hesitated, and for a moment I thought he was about to ask something outrageous. Instead, his cheeks went crimson. “Can I touch you? Now?”

The simplicity of the request—the way it held all the power and humility in the world—made my stomach flip. I stretched out my arm and placed his hand on my bare thigh, just above the knee. His fingers trembled, spreading wider to explore the softness of my skin, the faint down of reddish hair, the warmth rising from my body.

“Touch me wherever you like,” I murmured. “As long as you keep checking in.”

Jamie nodded, running his thumb in lazy circles over my thigh, moving gradually upward, tracing the gentle swell of muscle and fat, the curve of my hip just under the edge of my shorts. My skin broke out in goosebumps, a shudder running up my spine. I tilted my hips, inviting him closer.

He exhaled—a long, shaky breath—and tucked one leg onto the bed, turning toward me fully. His body language shifted: less tentative, more present. Still cautious, still careful, but the tension in his shoulders melted a little.

“Is this okay?” he asked, thumb sliding higher, tracing the delicate seam where my thigh met the leg opening of my shorts.

“Yes,” I said, meaning it. “I want you to touch me, Jamie.”

He smiled, a shy, crooked grin that made him look suddenly, devastatingly handsome. His other hand came up to rest on my waist, fingers splayed wide, thumb tracing gentle arcs over my vest, feeling the heat radiate from my skin. My breath caught as his touch grew bolder, moving in slow, reverent strokes up and down my side. I arched into his hand, letting my vest ride higher, exposing the gentle slope of my belly, the indentation of my navel.

I reached for his hand and guided it higher, sliding his palm over my ribs, feeling the thud of my own heartbeat against his fingers. He brushed the side of my breast, breath hitching at the contact, fingers curling instinctively. My nipple hardened, pressing into the thin fabric, desperate for more.

“Is this okay?” he whispered, his voice low, almost reverent.

“Yes,” I breathed, my voice a thread of need. “You can touch me anywhere. I want you to.”

Jamie’s hands explored, learning the geography of my body as if committing it to memory. The roughness of his fingertips, the heat of his palm, the way he cupped the curve of my breast through the vest, thumb circling the peak until I whimpered softly. His touch was light, careful, but there was hunger there, too—barely restrained, trembling with anticipation.

I looked down at his lap, noticing the unmistakable outline of his erection pressing hard against the fabric of his joggers, the thick, dark line tracing down his thigh. A flush crept up my neck. I wanted to reach for him, to touch and stroke and learn every inch of him. I wanted him to know what it was to be wanted this openly, this shamelessly.

“Tell me what you want,” I said, voice soft but commanding. “This is your chance too, Jamie. Anything you want to try—just say it.”

He bit his lip, eyes darting between my face and my chest, his hands still cupping me gently.

“I want to see you,” he said, his voice trembling with vulnerability. “All of you. I want to touch you—skin to skin. And I want you to tell me what feels good. I don’t want to mess this up.”

A shiver ran through me. I slid my fingers under the hem of my vest, slowly, watching Jamie’s pupils dilate, his jaw working as he swallowed hard.

“Then let’s do this together,” I whispered, lifting the vest inch by inch, letting the cool air kiss my stomach, then my ribs, then baring my breasts to the room, nipples puckered and rosy pink. Jamie’s eyes went wide; he exhaled a shaky breath, reverence etched into every line of his face.

He reached for me, hands trembling, and I caught his wrists, guiding them to my breasts, letting him feel the weight, the warmth, the racing heartbeat beneath. His fingers splayed, thumbs stroking over my nipples, gentle but growing bolder with every touch.

“Is this okay?” he asked, eyes searching mine for any sign of hesitation.

“Yes,” I said, arching into his hands, skin tingling, breath stuttering in my chest. “God, yes, that’s perfect.”

His smile was pure joy—genuine, honest, so full of wonder it made my heart ache.

He bent his head and pressed his lips to my collarbone, soft and lingering. I could feel the heat of his breath, the brush of his hair, the slight rasp of stubble on his chin. His lips traced a path across my skin, pausing at my shoulder, then trailing down to the swell of my breast. He looked up, one last time, seeking permission.

“Yes,” I breathed, hands threading through his hair, pulling him closer.

He kissed my breast, open-mouthed, his tongue circling my nipple, teeth grazing just enough to send a jolt of pleasure straight to my core. I moaned, loud and unashamed, my hands clutching his shoulders.

The room seemed to shrink around us, the world outside fading to a distant hum. All that existed was the heat of Jamie’s mouth, the steady pressure of his hands, the wild, soaring delight of being touched exactly how I wanted, exactly when I wanted it.

“Is this okay?” he whispered, voice muffled against my skin.

“Yes. Yes, Jamie, more.”

We both laughed, a bubbling, giddy sound, tension dissolving into pure excitement.

He pulled back, eyes sparkling, and ran his hands down my sides, tracing the curve of my waist, the swell of my hips, the plush softness of my thighs. I guided his fingers lower, pressing his palm between my legs, over the thin fabric of my shorts. He groaned, feeling the heat and wetness already soaking through.

“God, Chloe,” he whispered. “You’re so beautiful.”

I grinned, emboldened. I reached for the waistband of his joggers, fingers brushing the hard line of his cock beneath. He gasped, hips jerking involuntarily, eyes going wide.

“Can I?” I asked, arching a brow, letting him see the hunger in my gaze.

“Yes,” he choked out, voice barely a whisper.

I slid my hand inside his joggers, wrapping my fingers around the thick, velvety heat of his erection, marveling at the way he trembled beneath my touch. His breath came in ragged gasps, hips thrusting up to meet my hand.

We froze like that—two bodies pressed close, hearts racing, every nerve ending alight with permission and possibility.

“Anything we do, we do together,” I said, voice low and sure. “Anything we want, we say it. Anything we need, we ask for.”

He nodded, unable to speak, and pressed his lips to mine in a kiss that was both a promise and a plea.

We were equals in this, partners in every sense. The world was waiting, but for now, all that mattered was the heat between us, the taste of his mouth, the certainty that from this moment on, I would never again be afraid to ask for what I wanted.

We hovered on the precipice—Jamie’s cock in my hand, his fingers pressed against the heat of my sex through my shorts—two bodies tangled together, both daring and terrified to go further. For a heartbeat, we simply stared at each other, our breathing ragged, faces inches apart, as if memorising every line, every freckle, every shadow and blush.

His eyes roamed my face first, taking in the flushed cheeks, the wild spill of copper-brown hair, the curve of my parted lips still slick from his last kiss. I let him look—no, invited it—head tipped back a little, chin proud, heart thundering. He traced the freckles scattered over my cheeks and down my nose, his thumb brushing lightly over them as if they were a code he wanted to learn by touch. I felt suddenly beautiful, seen not just as a willing body but as a person, whole and unique.

His gaze dipped, lingering on the nakedness of my breasts—soft, round, their fullness framed by the loose fall of my vest, nipples flushed deep rose and pebbled tight from arousal and the chill of the air. His hand cupped me again, reverent and awed, thumb circling one nipple, then the other, tracing little spirals that sent shivers racing down my spine.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” Jamie whispered, his voice thick with desire and something more delicate—wonder, maybe, or gratitude.

I smiled, a slow and hungry curl of my lips, arching my back so my breasts pressed more firmly into his palm. “You make me feel that way,” I murmured. I let my own gaze fall to him, drinking in every inch.

Jamie’s body was a study in contrasts: swimmer’s shoulders and arms, the gentle definition of muscle under smooth, golden-brown skin, but softened by a layer of plushness at his waist and hips—a boyishness not quite lost to adulthood. His collarbones jutted sharp above the neckline of his shirt, a shallow hollow at the base of his throat rising and falling with every ragged breath. Dark hair dusted his arms, thicker at his forearms and trailing in a sparse line down from his navel, disappearing beneath the waistband of his joggers.

I slid my hand up from his cock to his hip, fingers teasing the elastic, feeling the tension in his belly, the flutter of nerves and excitement. “Can I take these off?” I asked, my voice playful, daring.

He nodded, biting his lip, eyes never leaving mine. “Please.”

With slow, deliberate care, I pushed his joggers and pants down, exposing his thighs—firm, strong, dusted with fine black hair. I traced the line of muscle from knee to hip, loving the way his breath caught, the way his cock stood hard and proud, curving toward his belly, dark and glistening at the tip. He was beautiful—average length, but thick, with a slight upward curve and a prominent, flared head. A vein ran along the underside, pulsing visibly as his heart pounded.

I wrapped my hand around him again, firmer this time, stroking once, twice, watching his face twist with pleasure. “You’re perfect,” I whispered, and meant it.

Jamie’s hands, emboldened, found the waistband of my shorts. “Can I—?”

“Yes,” I breathed, lifting my hips to help him, letting him peel the pink fabric down over my thighs, my knees, finally off my feet. I was naked now except for a pair of fuzzy socks, my skin goosebumped and tingling in the cool air, slick with anticipation.

Jamie stared, reverent, eyes hungry and wide. His gaze moved over my hips—round, soft, flaring outward from my narrow waist—then down to my belly, a gentle swell that rose and fell as I breathed. He trailed a finger along the birthmark at my hip, a secret only lovers knew, then followed the curve to the dip between my thighs.

My sex was bare, trimmed close but not shaved, the lips flushed and parted, glistening with arousal. Jamie’s eyes grew even darker, his breath a soft hiss. “You’re so wet,” he whispered, voice rough.

“For you,” I replied, shameless.

He pressed his palm gently to my mound, fingers parting my folds, exploring the soft, slick skin with a wonder that made me feel cherished and desired and completely exposed. His thumb circled my clit, gentle at first, then firmer, drawing a long, shuddering moan from my throat. I bucked into his hand, shameless, hungry, craving more.

“Is this okay?” he asked, voice low, thumb still stroking.

“Yes. Don’t stop.”

He watched my face as he touched me, drinking in every reaction—my eyes fluttering closed, my mouth parting, the arch of my back, the little gasps and sighs that escaped without my permission. I felt seen in a way I never had before, every inch of my body cherished, every reaction worshipped.

I wanted to return the favor.

I sat up, pushing Jamie gently onto his back, straddling his thighs. My hands explored him as he had me—tracing the muscles of his chest through his t-shirt, the hardness of his nipples beneath the fabric, the softness of his belly, the jut of his hipbones, the thickness of his cock. I pulled his shirt up, baring his chest, and pressed my lips to the hollow at the base of his throat, tasting salt and the faint tang of his cologne.

He shuddered, hands coming up to cup my hips, fingers digging into the softness there, grounding himself in the reality of my body.

I pulled his shirt over his head, baring him completely. His torso was long, lean, a dusting of hair between his pecs and down his stomach, a single mole just beneath his left nipple. I pressed my mouth to it, flicking my tongue, biting lightly, loving the way he gasped.

“Beautiful,” I whispered, lips trailing down to his navel, then lower, following the line of dark hair to the base of his cock.

He groaned as I took him in hand again, stroking slowly, watching the pleasure play across his face. His hands found my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples, pinching lightly, drawing gasps and moans from deep inside me.

We took turns exploring, learning each other’s bodies by touch, by taste, by sound. Jamie’s mouth found my breasts, sucking gently, tongue flicking over my nipple, while his other hand slipped between my legs, two fingers sliding easily into my soaked cunt. I rocked against him, desperate for more, my own hands stroking his cock, cupping his balls, feeling the heavy heat and weight of him.

Our bodies moved together, a slow dance of need and discovery, every inch explored, every secret revealed. I memorized the curve of his back, the way his muscles tensed under my touch, the feel of his lips against my skin, the taste of his sweat, the sound of his breathless moans.

He rolled us over, pinning me gently to the bed, his body pressing me down, his cock hard and hot against my thigh. He kissed me deeply, tongue exploring my mouth, hands roaming my body, worshipping every inch.

“Are you ready?” he asked, voice shaking with need.

“Yes,” I whispered, legs spreading wide, welcoming him in.

He reached for a condom, tearing it open with trembling hands, rolling it down over his cock. I watched, fascinated, aroused by the sight of him so eager, so careful, so utterly lost in me.

He knelt between my thighs, positioning himself at my entrance, the head of his cock pressing against my slick folds. He looked into my eyes, searching for any sign of hesitation.

“Are you sure?” he asked, voice barely a whisper.

“I’ve never been more sure,” I replied, pulling him down for a kiss.

For a long, suspended moment, the room felt weightless—everything outside that narrow strip of mattress and tangled sheets melting into the blur of dusk and the hum of blood in our ears. Jamie’s body hovered above mine, the last line of sunlight catching the golden warmth of his skin, the muscles in his arms trembling with restraint. I saw the way his jaw clenched, how he held his breath, every fibre of him taut with anticipation and awe.

I wanted to remember this forever: the pulse of his cock against my thigh, the head slick and hot, barely brushing my swollen lips; the careful way his hands bracketed my face, thumbs stroking my cheekbones as if I might vanish if he stopped touching me; the way his dark eyes shone with so much naked hope and hunger that I felt myself crack open in the most beautiful way.

“Chloe.” His voice was a whisper, rough and reverent, as if he was afraid that saying my name too loudly would break the spell. “If you want to stop… or slow down—anytime—I’ll stop. Just say the word. Please.”

Something inside me softened. There was such care in him, such obvious want not just for my body but for my happiness, my safety, my whole self. It made me ache in ways I didn’t know I could.

“I know,” I breathed, reaching up to cup the back of his neck, fingers threading through his short black hair. I pulled him down for a kiss, letting him feel the truth of my certainty in the heat of my mouth, the soft, greedy press of my lips, the parting of my thighs beneath his hips. “I want this, Jamie. I want you. Don’t be afraid.”

He kissed me—deep, slow, searching—his body lowering so the weight of him pressed me into the bed. My hands roamed over his back, mapping the shifting lines of muscle, the knobs of his spine, the fluttering pulse at his nape. His skin was feverish, a film of sweat making him gleam in the fading light.

He trailed kisses down my jaw, the column of my throat, pausing at the hollow above my collarbone to taste the salty-sweet skin there. His hands traced every inch of me as if committing it to memory—up my sides, over the soft fullness of my breasts, cupping their weight, thumbs circling and pinching my nipples until I gasped and arched into him. His mouth followed, lips closing around one tight peak, tongue swirling, then teeth scraping gently until I moaned aloud, every nerve ending alight.

I clung to him, nails raking gently down his back, loving the way he shivered under my touch. My legs wrapped around his waist, heels pressing into the backs of his thighs, holding him close, grounding myself in the solidity of his body, the strength and need that radiated from him.

His hand slid lower, skimming my belly, tracing the curve of my waist, dipping into the hollow where my hip met my thigh. He paused, fingers hovering just above my mound, looking up at me for permission.

I met his gaze, eyes wide, and nodded. “Please,” I whispered, need turning my voice to smoke.

He parted my folds, his touch gentle but sure, finding the slick, swollen flesh beneath. His fingers slid through my wetness, circling my clit with slow, teasing strokes that made my back arch and my breath hitch. He watched my face as he touched me, drinking in every gasp, every shudder, every wordless plea.

“You’re so wet,” he murmured, wonder and pride mingling in his tone.

“For you,” I managed, clutching his shoulders, pulling him closer. “God, Jamie, you feel so good.”

He explored me with aching tenderness, learning what made me gasp, what made me writhe, what made my thighs tremble and my toes curl. His fingers slipped inside me, two at first, then three, stretching me just enough to make me keen, thumb pressing circles over my clit until I was a tangle of heat and nerve, breathless and desperate.

I wanted him inside me so badly it hurt, but I didn’t rush. I let myself be touched, truly touched, in ways I’d only fantasized about—every stroke, every caress, every murmured “is this okay?” building trust and anticipation.

Between kisses, I pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, wanting him to see how much I meant it.

“Jamie,” I said, voice trembling but fierce. “You don’t have to be perfect. I want you just as you are. We can go slow. Or we can go fast. We can stop and start and laugh and mess it up. I just… I want you to feel good, too. I want us both to remember this.”

He nodded, lips swollen, cheeks flushed, eyes shining. “I already know I will.”

He shifted, kneeling between my legs, kissing a path down my stomach, pausing to nuzzle my hip, tongue flicking over the birthmark at my side. His hands urged my thighs wider, spreading me open, laying me bare. He looked up, waiting for a nod, then lowered his mouth to my cunt, tongue sliding through my folds, slow and deliberate, tasting me with a reverence that made my heart stutter.

I cried out, hips lifting, hands burying themselves in his hair. He licked and sucked, mapping every nerve, every secret place, tongue swirling over my clit until I was gasping, moaning, begging for more.

He teased me to the edge, then stopped, kissing his way back up my body, pausing to suckle each nipple, to bite at my collarbone, to whisper my name like a prayer.

I pulled him up, rolling us over so I was on top, straddling his hips, my breasts hanging heavy above his chest. I traced the lines of his body—shoulders, arms, chest, belly, cock—memorizing every detail, every texture, every heat and hardness and softness.

“Can I…?” I asked, voice thick, reaching for the condom.

He nodded, breathless, watching as I tore the wrapper with my teeth, rolled the latex down over his cock, marvelling at the thickness, the heat, the way it pulsed in my hand.

I lined him up at my entrance, holding his gaze, asking one last time without words.

“Yes,” he whispered. “God, yes, Chloe, please.”

I lowered myself onto him, slowly, carefully, feeling the stretch, the burn, the incredible fullness as he filled me inch by inch. We both gasped—me at the sensation of being stretched so wide, him at the heat and tightness that surrounded him.

I paused, letting my body adjust, his hands holding my hips, thumbs stroking circles over my skin. I looked down, meeting his eyes, seeing everything reflected there—desire, awe, affection, the echo of my own want.

“Are you okay?” he asked, voice trembling.

“I’ve never been better,” I replied, and I meant it.

We stayed like that for a moment, bodies joined, breath mingling, hearts thundering in unison. I rocked my hips, feeling him move inside me, slow at first, then faster, our bodies finding a rhythm as old as the world.

His hands roamed my body—my breasts, my belly, my thighs—gripping, stroking, worshipping. I leaned down, kissing him deeply, letting him taste himself on my lips, feeling the wild joy of being wanted, being seen, being taken and taking in return.

We moved together, exploring every inch, every sensation, every gasp and cry and moan. I let myself go, let myself feel everything—the pleasure, the nerves, the sheer, giddy thrill of giving and receiving, of opening myself to him and being met with nothing but gratitude and care.

We lost ourselves in each other, the world narrowing to the heat of our bodies, the slick slide of skin on skin, the pounding of our hearts.

This was what I’d wanted—more than just sex, more than just being “used.” I wanted to be known, to be chosen, to be cherished even in the wildest, rawest moments.

And with Jamie, in that narrow bed, with the last light of day fading to darkness, I felt all of it—intensely, urgently, beautifully alive.

I paused for a breathless moment, Jamie’s cock buried deep inside me, my hips pressed flush against his, my palms braced on his chest. The stretch was exquisite—a deep, aching fullness, every muscle in my thighs and belly trembling from the effort of taking him so slowly. Jamie’s hands cupped my hips, holding me steady, thumbs tracing wide, reverent circles into my flesh. His eyes were fixed on mine, pupils blown, dark with want and disbelief.

We were both shaking, nerves and need and the dizzying newness of it all tangling into a single, hungry ache. I felt stretched open, not just in my body but in my heart, laid bare beneath his gaze, more vulnerable than I’d ever been and utterly unafraid. My breasts swayed between us, nipples dark and aching, the faint sheen of sweat making my skin glow in the low, golden light.

Jamie’s mouth was parted, lips damp, breath ragged. He looked up at me as if I were some wild, impossible dream come true—one hand drifting up to cup my breast, thumb stroking the pebbled peak with a gentleness that made me gasp.

“Chloe,” he breathed, the syllables barely more than a groan. “God, you feel… you feel so good.”

I smiled, tipping my hips forward, grinding slowly down on him, loving the way his eyes fluttered shut, his whole body tensing beneath me. The sensation was electric: the hard heat of him filling me, the slide and clutch of my muscles, the sticky, delicious wetness that slicked every movement. My thighs ached in the best way, my cunt throbbed and pulsed, the sensation bordering on too much and yet never enough.

I leaned forward, bracing myself on my elbows so my breasts pressed into his chest, our bodies a tangle of heat and sweat and trembling limbs. Jamie’s hands slid up my back, pulling me closer, holding me as if afraid I’d dissolve if he let go.

He began to move—tiny, shallow thrusts that rocked me on his cock, each one driving a little gasp from my lips. I matched him, grinding in lazy circles, chasing friction, the slow burn of arousal building higher with every stroke.

“Is this okay?” he whispered, voice thick with awe.

“Yes,” I gasped, teeth grazing his shoulder, biting down just enough to mark him. “God, yes. Don’t stop. Please.”

His hands found my ass, kneading the flesh, urging me to ride him faster, deeper. I obeyed, lifting and dropping my hips, the slick sound of our bodies joining filling the room. I could feel every inch of him, the way his cock pressed against the sensitive spot inside me, the way his thighs tensed beneath mine, the tremor in his voice as he moaned my name.

The room was thick with scent: the sharp tang of sweat, the sweet musk of sex, the citrus edge of Jamie’s deodorant. I breathed it in, greedy for more, every sense stretched taut as a bowstring.

I kissed him—hard, hungry, all teeth and tongue and desperate need. He kissed me back, one hand fisting in my hair, the other still clutching my ass, guiding me as we moved together, learning each other’s rhythm, building something that felt bigger than pleasure, bigger than the moment.

“Let me,” Jamie gasped, rolling us over so I was pinned beneath him, legs spread wide, his weight pressing me into the mattress. He held himself above me on shaking arms, cock still deep inside, eyes searching my face for any sign of regret.

“Is this—”

“Yes,” I cut him off, wrapping my arms around his back, pulling him closer. “Please. I want you like this. I want all of you.”

He began to thrust—slow at first, cautious, as if afraid to break me. But I urged him on, rocking my hips up to meet him, matching every stroke, every movement. The friction built and built, pleasure sparking behind my eyes, radiating through my body in ever-tightening waves.

I clung to him, nails digging into his back, thighs locking around his waist. The pressure inside me mounted, cresting higher and higher, the need to come becoming an ache, a demand, a prayer.

Jamie kissed my neck, my jaw, my mouth, tasting me everywhere he could reach. His breath was hot and fast, his skin slick, muscles straining as he drove into me.

“Chloe,” he panted, voice ragged. “I’m… I’m close. I don’t want to—”

“Don’t stop,” I gasped, voice wrecked with want. “I’m right there. Please, Jamie, I want to come with you.”

He groaned, thrusts speeding up, rhythm faltering as we raced toward the edge together. His hand found my clit, thumb circling in desperate, perfect counterpoint to the hard, deep stroke of his cock.

I shattered, pleasure tearing through me in waves, my whole body arching off the bed, a raw, broken sound ripped from my throat. My cunt clamped down around him, pulsing and squeezing, milking every last drop of sensation from his body.

Jamie cried out, burying his face in my neck, hips jerking as he spilled into the condom, body shuddering with the force of his own climax. We clung to each other, shaking, gasping, skin slick and sticky, the world narrowed to the heat and wetness between us.

For long, dizzy seconds we lay tangled together, heartbeats thundering, limbs entwined. I felt his cock soften inside me, the last pulses of pleasure fading to a delicious, aching afterglow.

He withdrew slowly, gently, tying off the condom and tossing it into the bin beside the bed. He lay down beside me, gathering me into his arms, stroking my hair, pressing kisses to my temple and cheek and jaw.

We said nothing, just breathed together, letting the enormity of what we’d shared settle between us—gratitude, joy, the sparkling wonder of being wanted and known and taken, all at once.

When words finally returned, they were quiet, intimate, and true.

“That was…” Jamie trailed off, voice raw, searching for the right word.

“Perfect,” I finished for him, grinning against his chest. “You were perfect. I’ve never felt so… so much. So alive.”

He kissed my forehead, thumb tracing lazy circles on my hip, still trembling with the force of what we’d done.

“I want to do it again,” he murmured, voice almost shy. “If you want me to.”

“Anytime,” I whispered, and meant it.

We lay there, tangled in sweat and satisfaction, the world outside the door irrelevant, my sign still hanging, my room still open, my body and heart both utterly, gloriously claimed.

For a while, there was only the sound of our breathing—rapid at first, then slowing, softening, weaving together until it felt like one rhythm, one hush. Jamie lay on his side, face buried against my neck, his arm heavy over my waist, his thumb lazily stroking the dip between my hip and belly. My body was boneless, liquid, filled with that rare peace that only follows true, spent pleasure. I let my eyes drift shut, floating on the border between sleep and satisfaction.

The room was warm now, heavy with the scents of sweat and sex and citrus, my skin sticky where our bodies had pressed together, strands of hair plastered to my temples. My chest still rose and fell in slow, unhurried waves, heart beating its secret, triumphant tattoo. Beneath the duvet, Jamie’s thigh pressed against mine, the length of our bodies lined up, a tangle of limbs and warmth. He trailed gentle circles over my belly, finding my birthmark with his thumb, as if it were some private treasure map.

For a long moment, neither of us spoke. There was nothing that needed saying—not yet. It was enough to exist here, skin to skin, caught in the delicious shock of what we’d just done. I felt wide open, tender and strong at once, the sweet ache between my thighs a physical echo of my emotional state: raw, grateful, claimed. I found myself smiling, a lazy, uncontrollable grin, lips parted, eyes still half-closed.

Jamie shifted, propping himself up on one elbow, his hand trailing up my side to brush a sweaty strand of hair from my cheek. He studied me as if I were a painting he didn’t want to stop admiring, dark eyes soft and searching.

“Are you okay?” he whispered, the question quiet but utterly sincere. I could see his nerves peeking through—the fear that maybe, after everything, I might regret it. That he might have broken some invisible trust.

I met his gaze, let him see the naked truth in my expression. “I’m more than okay,” I whispered. I reached up, cupping his jaw, feeling the roughness of stubble, the heat in his cheeks. “That was… better than I ever imagined.”

He laughed, relief tumbling out of him in a breathless rush. The sound was genuine, infectious. I found myself laughing, too, giggling until my body shook, the two of us dissolving into helpless, silly joy.

Jamie collapsed beside me, rolling onto his back, flinging an arm over his eyes in mock embarrassment. “You have no idea how nervous I was,” he confessed, voice muffled. “I almost walked right past. I thought—this can’t be real. You wouldn’t want me.”

I propped myself up on one elbow, hair falling around my face, watching him with fond exasperation. “You’re adorable,” I said, meaning it. “And you’re wrong. I wanted exactly you. And I’m glad you came in.”

He grinned, lowering his arm, eyes crinkling at the corners. For the first time, he looked utterly relaxed—loose-limbed, unguarded, basking in the afterglow.

A beat of silence passed, comfortable now. Jamie turned on his side, tracing lazy patterns across my bare stomach, fingers trailing from navel to hip to the crease of my thigh.

“Do you want a drink?” he asked, voice soft. “Water, I mean. Or—I could get you something from the kitchen.”

I smiled, moved by the offer. “Water would be perfect.”

He slid out of bed, naked except for his tousled hair and the faint pink bite-mark on his shoulder. I watched him cross the room—long back, narrow waist, the lingering flush of sex painting his skin. He found the water bottle and two glasses I’d set out, filled them both, and brought them back, careful not to spill. The cool water tasted like life itself, washing away the last edges of hunger and salt.

I drank, sighing, and handed the glass back. Jamie settled beside me, tucking the duvet over our hips, bodies pressed together thigh to thigh.

We talked then, in the low, secret voices of people who’ve shared something extraordinary and are now returning to earth. Little things: how it felt, what we liked, what surprised us. We joked about the condoms lined up on my desk (“How optimistic were you, exactly?” Jamie teased), and I told him about reading that forum post, the moment I printed the sign, the thrill and terror of actually putting it on my door.

Jamie listened, attentive and open, laughter and empathy in his eyes. “You’re amazing,” he said, voice serious now. “Not just for doing this, but for owning it. For asking for what you want. I wish I was that brave.”

I blushed, feeling the pride and vulnerability crash through me. “It’s new for me, too,” I admitted. “I just… I wanted to stop waiting for things to happen. I wanted to feel wanted. Not just for a night, but for being me.”

He nodded, tracing a finger over my breast, circling my nipple. “You are wanted,” he said, voice low and intense. “You’re stunning, Chloe. You’re smart and beautiful and wild. Anyone would be lucky to have you.”

Emotion surged up, hot and sharp. I pressed my face to his neck, breathing him in—citrus and sweat and the sweet, animal tang of sex. We lay there, skin to skin, our hearts beating a strange, shared rhythm.

Eventually, practicalities intruded. Jamie reached for the tissues on my bedside table, cleaning himself off with a sheepish grin. “Messy business, this,” he said. I laughed, taking a tissue and dabbing gently between my thighs, shivering as sensation sparked anew. My body was deliciously sore, slick and open and raw, but I welcomed it—proof of what we’d shared, a secret thrill every time I shifted on the sheets.

We dressed slowly, not in a hurry—Jamie first, pulling his joggers over his bare skin, tugging on his t-shirt. I lounged in bed a while longer, enjoying the sight of him, the way his muscles flexed as he moved, the curve of his ass, the little dip at the base of his spine. I eventually pulled on my vest and shorts, not bothering with knickers, loving the way the fabric stuck to my damp skin, the way my nipples still showed through the thin cotton.

Jamie sat on the bed, watching me, a lazy smile on his lips. “Can I kiss you again?”

I nodded, leaning in. His kiss was softer now, unhurried, a sweet sealing of something begun and not yet finished. His hand cupped my jaw, thumb stroking my cheek, lips lingering on mine.

He pulled back, glancing at the door—still ajar, the sign still hanging in the corridor.

“So… do you think you’ll keep it up?” he asked, a nervous joke in his voice, but also genuine curiosity. “The sign, I mean.”

I considered. “I think so,” I replied. “At least for tonight. Maybe tomorrow. I like this feeling—being open. Being wanted. But only on my terms.”

He nodded, understanding in his eyes. “You’re amazing,” he repeated, and I felt myself glow.

He stood, grabbing his phone from the floor, slipping it into his pocket. At the door, he paused, looking back at me—hair messy, lips swollen, cheeks flushed.

“Thank you,” he said, voice earnest. “For letting me be your first.”

I smiled, warmth flooding me. “Thank you for being gentle. And real. And kind.”

He slipped out, closing the door softly behind him, leaving it just a crack open—a promise, a possibility.

I lay back on my bed, pulling the duvet up, inhaling the scent of sex and sweat and Jamie. I stared at the ceiling, a wide, foolish grin splitting my face.

I’d done it. I’d asked for what I wanted, claimed my pleasure, invited the world in—and the world, at least tonight, had been exactly what I needed.

Tomorrow, the door would be open again. Tomorrow, I’d be ready—more myself than ever.
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Interlude I – “Selfie”

The room was still, the light outside gone to indigo, my sheets rumpled and scented with sweat, sex, and Jamie’s citrus. I lay sprawled across the bed, one knee bent, duvet barely covering my thighs. My hair fanned in wild tangles across the pillow; I could feel the traces of his kisses on my neck, the ghost of his fingers lingering everywhere.

My body felt loose, a deep, honeyed ache between my thighs—a reminder every time I moved. My breasts were still flushed, nipples pebbled against the fabric of my vest. I studied myself in the phone’s front camera, surprised by what I saw: cheeks glowing, lips swollen and bitten, eyes wide and alive. I looked happy, really happy. Used, yes—utterly satisfied, thoroughly claimed—but not small or diminished. If anything, I felt bigger inside my own skin.

A giggle escaped me, sudden and bright. I raked my fingers through my tangled hair, tugging it forward, letting it spill over my shoulders. I wanted to remember this—how I looked, how I felt, the messy, glowing aftermath. Without thinking, I angled the phone, sliding my free hand under the duvet to barely cover the curve of my hip, the rest of me shamelessly bared to the lens.

Click.

I checked the photo: wild hair, flushed cheeks, bare shoulder, vest sliding low, a secret smile. Sex in every inch, but joy, too—a kind of fierce pride shining through the sleepiness. This was me, after. Me, owning it.

I tapped out a message to Jess, thumb hovering over the keyboard:

It works.

Attached the photo—no filters, no edits, just raw, glowing truth—and hit send before I could overthink it.

Seconds later, three dots pulsed in the chat.

Jess:

Omg Chloe!! You look WRECKED

Details. All of them. Now.

I laughed, clutching the phone to my chest, warmth blooming in my belly. I would tell her everything—maybe not tonight, but soon. For now, I snapped another photo—just my hand, holding the “OPEN ACCESS” sign, visible in the dim glow of my lamp, the door still slightly ajar behind it.

I sent that too, along with a single word:

Happy.

Then I put the phone aside, pulled the duvet tighter, and let myself drift, body and mind still humming. For the first time in a long time, I felt seen. I felt chosen. I felt… open.
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Girl Next Door

The knock was unmistakable—three quick raps, then a pause, then one more, as if whoever stood outside was both impatient and slightly self-conscious. I smiled before I’d even crossed the room. Only Jess ever knocked like that. Still, my pulse sped up, nerves tangling with the delicious anticipation left over from Jamie’s visit.

The door swung open before I reached it, Jess peering around the frame with a conspiratorial grin, her hair up in a messy bun, cheeks flushed with excitement. She wore a faded lilac hoodie—borrowed from me at least a year ago and never returned—paired with black leggings that hugged her curves and a pair of fluffy white socks. The socks were mismatched, one pink, one blue, but she carried them with her usual swagger.

Her eyes swept over me—vest still askew, shorts twisted, hair wild—and her grin widened to something wolfish. “Holy shit, Chloe Ellis, you look absolutely fucking wrecked,” she announced, letting herself in and closing the door behind her.

I laughed, a blush rising hot and quick. “You’re one to talk, Jess Bennett. You look like you’ve just rolled out of bed.”

“Maybe I have,” she shot back, dropping onto my bed with practiced ease, one knee tucked under her, the other foot dangling. “Or maybe I’ve just been lying in my room all day, thinking about that selfie you sent me. And that sign on your door.” She waggled her eyebrows, her voice dipping into a mock-growl. “Very bold, by the way. Very, very bold.”

I felt the heat rising in my chest, a complex knot of pride and nerves. Jess had always been the bold one—shameless on dance floors, the first to suggest a round of truth-or-dare, the only person who’d ever really known the full shape of my cravings. She was my friend, my confidante, the one I’d swapped secrets and hangover cures with since first year. But there was always an edge between us—a flirtation never quite acknowledged, a dare always hovering on the edge of something more.

Now, with the sign on my door, I’d made the dare explicit. I met her gaze, letting her see the invitation in my eyes. “So. You came to see if it was real?”

She shrugged, pulling a knee to her chest, hugging it close, watching me with those sharp green eyes. “I didn’t want to miss out. Besides, you did say anyone could come in if they wanted you.” She licked her lips, an unselfconscious, hungry gesture that sent a throb of anticipation through me.

I perched beside her on the bed, knees barely touching, hands folded in my lap to still their trembling. Jess reached out and traced the edge of my vest with a finger, her touch feather-light, teasing. “You really do look gorgeous like this. Messy. Happy. Used.”

My breath hitched. I glanced down, suddenly aware of the state I was in—vest askew, nipples obvious through the thin fabric, thighs still sticky and flushed from my last encounter. Jess noticed, her lips curving in a soft, wicked smile.

“Did you like it?” she asked, her tone softer now, more earnest. “Being open? Letting someone in?”

I nodded, eyes meeting hers, no hesitation. “I loved it. It felt… right. I felt powerful. And a little wild. But I missed—” I hesitated, but she pressed on.

“Missed what?” she prodded gently.

I smiled, letting the words tumble out, “Missed you. I mean, don’t get me wrong, Jamie was sweet, and I wanted him. But you… you’re the one who’s always seen me, Jess. The first one I ever told about any of this. Sometimes I wondered if it was just me.”

She reached out, taking my hand, squeezing tight. Her palm was small and warm, her nails painted a glittery purple, one chipped at the tip. “It’s not just you,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about it for ages. About you. About us.” She hesitated, biting her lip, uncertainty flickering in her eyes for the first time. “I want to try. With you. If you still want me.”

I blinked, surprised at the rush of relief, desire, and affection that swept through me. I squeezed her hand, threading our fingers together. “I want you,” I said, letting my voice drop into a whisper meant only for her. “Right now. Door open, sign up, whole world invited, but I want you.”

She laughed, giddy and relieved, then sobered, gaze growing intent. She scooted closer, knees brushing, our thighs pressed together. I could feel her body heat, the sweet tang of her vanilla body mist, the faint berry scent of her shampoo. She cupped my cheek, thumb tracing the curve of my jaw, her eyes roaming my face—my eyes, my mouth, the wild tangle of my hair.

“I can’t believe it’s taken us this long,” she murmured, the words vibrating in the space between us. “All those nights talking about what we’d do if we were braver. All those times we joked about just fucking already.”

I grinned, emboldened by the heat in her gaze, the shared memory of all those close calls, the brush of hands in darkened clubs, the sleepy cuddles after too much wine. “Maybe we needed the sign. Maybe we needed an excuse.”

She rolled her eyes, but her smile was soft. “I don’t need an excuse anymore. I just need you.”

Without waiting, she leaned in, her mouth brushing mine, tentative at first—a question, a possibility. I answered by kissing back, soft and sweet, tasting the faint zing of peppermint gum and something uniquely Jess: bold, bright, unmistakably hers.

The kiss deepened, slow and exploratory. Her lips parted under mine, tongue flickering out to tease, then retreat, then press forward again. My hands found her waist, feeling the firmness of her hips, the heat of her skin through the thin cotton. She tasted of strawberries and sugar, something wild and young and full of promise.

We pulled apart, breathless and grinning, foreheads pressed together. Jess’s cheeks were flushed, her eyes wide and sparkling. “So,” she said, voice husky, “do you want me to lock the door, or do we keep it open? I’m game for anything.”

I looked past her, at the open door and the sign, heart pounding with both nerves and a heady sense of defiance. “We keep it open,” I whispered, surprising myself with the certainty. “I want you to be seen with me. I want to be seen loving you.”

She let out a little laugh—half nerves, half thrill—then pulled me into her lap, arms wrapping around my waist. I settled easily, straddling her, feeling the softness of her thighs beneath me, the warmth of her body radiating through the layers of clothing. My hair spilled forward, curtaining our faces, a private world in the midst of all that openness.

She cupped my face, tracing my jaw, thumbs brushing my lips, eyes searching mine for any hesitation. “I want to make you feel good,” she said, voice low and steady. “I want you to feel wanted. Not just because you’re brave, but because you’re mine—at least for tonight.”

“I’m yours,” I whispered, meaning it with every cell of my body.

Her hands moved over my body—down my back, along my sides, thumbs circling over my ribs, fingers slipping under the hem of my vest. She leaned in, kissing my neck, my shoulder, the hollow at the base of my throat, each touch sending sparks along my skin.

I let my own hands roam, tugging at the waistband of her leggings, feeling the dip of her lower back, the curve of her ass, the softness of her thighs. I marveled at the contrast between us—her skin olive, mine pale and freckled, her body compact and curvy, mine long-limbed and plush. Her scent—berries and vanilla—mingled with the lingering musk of sex on my sheets, a heady cocktail that made my head swim.

She laughed as my fingers tickled her hip, squirming, then settling back into seriousness. “So,” she whispered, “first time for everything, right? What do you want, Chloe?”

I took a breath, let my hands cup her face, and met her gaze, steady and sure. “I want to taste you,” I said, my voice shaking with nerves and need. “And I want you to use me. However you want.”

She shivered, her lips curving into a slow, hungry smile. “Fuck, you’re going to ruin me, aren’t you?”

I grinned, emboldened by her reaction, by the pulse beating in my own throat. “Only if you let me.”

We stayed like that for a long moment, tangled together, desire and laughter and the certainty that we were about to cross a line we’d been dancing around for years.

Tonight, the world outside the door could watch. Tonight, I was hers—and she was mine.

For the first time all night, the air felt charged with something just as powerful as lust: trust. Jess held me close, her hands still at my waist, our foreheads pressed together, laughter and nerves mingling in the soft hush of my little room. The open door and “OPEN ACCESS” sign remained as both a dare and a shield—a promise that whatever happened, it would be seen and chosen, not hidden away in secrecy.

She leaned back, green eyes searching my face, suddenly serious. “Let’s do this right, okay? I don’t want to fuck this up—friends first, right?”

I nodded, grinning. “Friends first. Always.” My pulse raced, but not from fear. I was giddy—free, finally able to speak the things I’d so often only thought.

Jess squeezed my hip, grounding me. “Okay. So. Rules?”

I took a deep breath, letting the words tumble out. “Yes. Rules. Consent is ongoing—we stop if anyone wants to stop. No pressure to do anything we don’t want. If you don’t like something, say it. If you want more, ask. Safeword… uh, let’s go with ‘red’ just in case.”

Jess nodded, nodding with a little smile. “Classic. Okay—same for me. I want to use your mouth—if that’s what you want too? But if you want me to do anything else, just say. We’ll check in the whole way.”

Heat curled low in my belly at her directness. “God, yes, I want that. I want you to use me. But I want to taste you too, with my fingers—if you’re comfortable.”

She let out a shaky laugh, eyes shining with anticipation and relief. “Yes. Yes to all of that. But you have to call me a slut. You know, for old times’ sake.”

I barked out a laugh, the tension dissolving between us. “Deal. Only if you promise to call me your good girl when you’re done.”

Jess grinned, wicked and radiant. “Oh, I will.”

She reached for the hem of my vest, hands gentle but insistent, pausing just before pulling it up. “Can I…?” she asked, voice lower now, all heat and reverence.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Take it off.”

She peeled it slowly, dragging it up my body, knuckles grazing my sides, raising goosebumps in their wake. As my breasts were bared to the air and her gaze, she made a little sound—almost a sigh. “Fuck, Chloe, you’re so pretty.” She took her time, hands sliding over my shoulders, fingertips tracing the freckles scattered over my chest and arms, her touch tender and exploratory.

My skin tingled under her attention. She lingered on my breasts, cupping their weight, thumbs circling my nipples, sending bolts of sensation through me. I arched my back, baring myself, loving how openly she admired every inch. “You always hide these under big jumpers,” she whispered. “They’re fucking gorgeous. All of you is.”

“Your turn,” I said, and reached for the hem of her hoodie. She raised her arms obligingly, letting me peel it away. Underneath, she wore a lace bralette, pale lavender against her olive skin, nipples already pebbling through the thin fabric. I let my fingers graze her ribs, the soft slope of her belly, the sharp dip of her waist.

I tugged her bralette up, baring her breasts—round, full, tipped with dusky pink. My mouth went dry at the sight. “You’re stunning,” I whispered, unable to help myself. “Always thought so.”

She blushed, but rolled her eyes, trying for bravado. “I know. But tell me again.”

“You’re stunning,” I repeated, and kissed the hollow between her breasts, tasting salt and vanilla and something that was just Jess. I let my hands roam—down her back, along the curve of her hips, over her leggings, lingering at the dip just above her bum.

She wiggled, giggling, and tugged at my shorts. “Lose these, Ellis. I want to see all of you.”

I obliged, sliding my shorts down and kicking them off, naked except for the rumpled bedding and my own wild hair. Jess’s eyes traced the length of my body—my soft belly, the roundness of my hips and thighs, the pale birthmark on my left hip, the dark triangle of trimmed hair between my legs, still slick from earlier. She reached out, hands gentle, tracing my curves, a kind of reverence in her touch.

“You’re so fucking real,” she said, voice shaking a little. “Soft everywhere. I love that.”

I returned the favor, tugging her leggings and panties down, revealing the elegant arch of her hips, the lush roundness of her bum, her legs sturdy and muscular from years of dance. Her sex was already glistening, lips flushed and parted, a piercing gleaming at the top of her clit. I inhaled, drawn in by the sweet, musky scent of her arousal.

“Beautiful,” I whispered, running a finger along the curve of her hip, down to her thigh, across her mound. She shivered at the touch, biting her lip.

She lay back, pulling me down beside her, our bodies pressed skin to skin, breasts squashed together, thighs tangling. Her hand found my face, drawing me into a kiss that was soft, then demanding—lips parting, tongues meeting, teeth nipping playfully.

Jess broke away, grinning. “Do you want me on top?”

I nodded, desire thundering through me, loving the way she took the lead. “Yes. Use me, Jess. Make me yours.”

She straddled my chest, hair falling loose around her shoulders, breasts swaying. She looked down at me, gaze smoldering and proud. “Last check: safe word is ‘red.’ You want me to use your mouth?”

I licked my lips, hungry and sure. “Yes, please. I want to taste you. I want to make you come. And I want you to ride my face and call me your good girl.”

Jess grinned, wicked and beautiful, then leaned down to kiss me again—fierce, claiming, her hands framing my face, her body pressing me into the mattress.

She reached for the condoms on the desk, rolling one over a small, slim dildo she pulled from her bag, placing it within arm’s reach on the pillow. “For round two,” she murmured, her confidence making my pulse leap.

She cupped my face, locking eyes with me, her voice dropping to a tender murmur. “Tell me if you want to stop. Tell me if you want more. Tonight, Chloe, you get everything you want—and so do I.”

I let myself sink into her touch, heart bursting with pride and relief and raw, bright want. “I trust you,” I whispered. “I want you.”

She smiled, that wide, expressive, glossy-lipped grin I’d loved for so long. “Good. Because I’m about to make you forget your own name.”

Jess knelt above me, thighs bracketing my head, her body radiating warmth and anticipation. My face was framed by the soft curves of her hips, her knees sinking into the mattress beside my shoulders, toes curling into the sheets. Her hands rested on the headboard, steadying herself, her hair tumbling loose from its bun in wild, inky waves around her face. She looked down, green eyes glittering, a smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth—a queen on her throne, and I her willing supplicant.

She took a breath, steadying herself, then spoke in a low, playful tone that sent a thrill through me. “You ready for this, Ellis? Because I’ve been thinking about your mouth since the first time you called me hot in first year.”

I grinned, hands coming to rest on her thighs, feeling the solid muscle beneath the soft skin, the lingering stickiness of vanilla-scented lotion and sweat. “I’ve been thinking about tasting you just as long,” I murmured, letting my thumbs stroke the inner curve of her thighs, feeling her shudder under my touch. “You’re beautiful, Jess. All of you.”

Her cheeks flushed—pink over olive, radiant. “Less talking, more worshipping,” she teased, then, softer, “Let me know if it’s too much, okay?”

“Promise,” I breathed, and let myself go utterly pliant beneath her, open to whatever she wanted.

She shifted forward, thighs tightening around my head, and I felt the first, hot brush of her sex against my lips. She was slick and swollen, the scent of her arousal strong and sweet, dizzying. I closed my eyes, inhaling deeply, letting my tongue flick out to taste her—salty, musky, berry and skin, a flavour I knew I’d crave again. She gasped, the sound high and sharp, then let out a shaky laugh.

“God, Chloe, you have no idea,” she murmured, her hands gripping the headboard, knuckles white. “You feel so good—your mouth is perfect. Don’t stop.”

I licked a slow, deliberate stripe from the base of her entrance up to her clit, then circled the swollen bud with my tongue, teasing her, learning what made her hips buck, what drew out those low, throaty moans I’d always imagined hearing. My hands roamed her thighs, squeezing the firm muscle, nails digging in lightly, loving the way she pressed down harder, demanding more.

Jess’s breath came faster, hips rocking with a rhythm she set—sometimes gentle, sometimes insistent, grinding herself against my mouth. “Fuck, yes, that’s it, good girl,” she panted, her voice trembling with both laughter and arousal. “Just like that—don’t you dare stop.”

I flattened my tongue, offering her the full width, letting her ride me as she wished, only pausing to flick the tip across her clit in quick, fluttering pulses that made her gasp and swear under her breath. Her hands slid down to tangle in my hair, holding me in place, anchoring herself as she moved.

The sensation was intoxicating—her heat, her weight, the dampness of her arousal smeared across my mouth and chin. I breathed her in, lips and tongue working in sync, moaning against her, the sound vibrating through her core. She laughed breathlessly, grinding harder, pressing herself down so I could barely breathe, and I loved every second—the trust, the abandon, the filthy joy of being used so openly by a friend I adored.

“You love this, don’t you?” she teased, hips slowing, rolling in slow circles, her eyes fixed on mine as she pulled my hair to force me to look up at her. “You love being my toy. My good little slut.”

A surge of pleasure shot through me—pride and arousal and a wild sense of safety. I moaned, licking her deeper, letting her see how much I loved the role, the feeling of being hers.

She rocked forward, pressing her clit to my mouth, riding my tongue with more urgency now, voice breaking into desperate whimpers. “God, Chloe—fuck, you’re good—don’t stop, don’t you dare—”

Her thighs tensed around my head, muscles flexing, heels digging into the bed. I kept my hands on her hips, guiding her as she fucked my mouth, letting her use me just as she wanted. I felt her shaking, heard her breathing turn ragged, her body trembling above me.

“Chloe, I’m—” she gasped, and then she came, hips jerking, her whole body rigid for a heartbeat, then collapsing forward as the waves of pleasure crashed through her. She let out a guttural cry, part laugh, part moan, her thighs squeezing my head so tightly I saw stars.

I held her through it, tongue still working her clit, gentle now, coaxing out every last shudder, every aftershock. She sagged, breathing hard, laughter bubbling up as she brushed hair from her face.

“Jesus Christ, Chloe, you—” She slid off my face, collapsing beside me, hand pressed to her chest, chest heaving. She looked down at me, eyes wide, lips parted, face flushed and glowing.

I wiped my mouth, licking her taste from my lips, grinning up at her. “Was that okay?”

She laughed, grabbing a pillow and smacking me gently. “More than okay. You’re dangerous. I might never let anyone else do that again.”

I turned onto my side, propping myself up on one elbow, watching her. Jess sprawled on her back, arms over her head, legs still spread, the flush of orgasm painting her chest and cheeks. Her hair fanned around her like a halo, eyes closed, mouth still twitching with aftershocks of laughter.

“You look beautiful,” I murmured, reaching out to trace lazy circles over her belly, the soft skin quivering under my touch.

She opened her eyes, turning to me with a mischievous grin. “Don’t get cocky, Ellis. It’s your turn next.” She rolled over, kissing me deeply, tasting herself on my mouth, hands finding my breasts, squeezing and pinching my nipples until I moaned into her mouth.

I felt her hand slide between my thighs, finding me slick and swollen, her fingers circling my clit, teasing me as I writhed beneath her. She pulled back, looking down at me with a mock-stern expression.

“You want to be my good girl?” she asked, voice low, teasing.

“Yes,” I breathed, desperate for more. “Please, Jess. Use me.”

She grinned, wicked and proud, then slid down my body, kissing her way over my breasts, nipping lightly at my nipples, sucking until they ached, then moving lower, tongue tracing the line of my hip, nuzzling the birthmark at my side. Her hands cupped my thighs, spreading me open, baring me to her gaze.

She paused, looking up, eyes bright. “Safe word?”

I managed a shaky laugh. “Red. You’ll know if you’re close.”

She nodded, then bent her head, tongue lapping at my folds, slow and deliberate. I cried out, hips arching, hands fisting in the sheets. She took her time, tasting every inch, fingers sliding inside me, curling just right, thumb circling my clit until I was gasping, begging, lost in the sensation of her mouth and hands.

She pulled back, licking her lips, then grinned. “You taste like sex and Jamie and me. It’s hot.”

I laughed, a wild, delighted sound, and pulled her up for another kiss, our bodies tangling, heat building again.

We stayed like that for ages, touching, tasting, teasing, the boundaries between friends and lovers dissolving in the warmth and safety of my rumpled bed. Jess took the lead and let me take it back, our roles shifting, laughter and pleasure mingling in the humid air.

Eventually, Jess rolled me onto my stomach, straddling my hips, her hands massaging my back and shoulders. She leaned down, lips at my ear.

“I want to make you come for me,” she whispered. “Like, really come. I want you loud. I want the whole corridor to know you’re mine.”

Heat flooded me, need pulsing low and hard. “Then do it. Use me.”

She slid her fingers between my thighs again, pressing into me, working my clit with practiced skill. I arched, moaning, the sound echoing off the walls, uncaring if anyone heard. Jess coaxed me higher and higher, her words a litany in my ear—“Good girl, that’s it, let go for me, be my slut, come for me, now—”

I broke, body shuddering, pleasure ripping through me in waves, my moans loud and uninhibited, the bed shaking with the force of it. Jess held me through it, fingers gentle, kisses soft on my shoulder, murmuring praise until I collapsed, spent and trembling.

She lay beside me, arms wrapping around my waist, her body pressed to mine, both of us sticky and flushed and gloriously ruined.

“Fuck, Chloe,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to my neck. “That was…”

I finished for her, breathless and grinning. “Perfect.”

We lay together, the sound of our breathing mingling, laughter and kisses and secrets filling the air. Outside, the corridor was quiet, but I didn’t care if the whole world heard.

Tonight, I was hers, and she was mine.

The aftermath of Jess’s orgasm had left us both boneless, tangled in sheets, laughter tumbling out of us between kisses. But as the heat in my body simmered down to a slow burn, I felt something shift—a gentle hunger, the urge to give as much as I had taken, to flip our dynamic, let Jess be the one unravelled.

I slid my hand over her hip, then along her thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles on her skin. “My turn,” I whispered, catching her gaze, letting her see the mischief, the promise in my eyes.

She grinned, shifting to her back, arms stretched over her head, hair a dark halo on my pillow. She looked utterly relaxed, legs parted, breasts rising and falling with her breath, skin glowing in the lamp’s soft light. “Take whatever you want, Ellis. I’m yours. Tonight I want you to show me what you’ve been dreaming about all these years.”

There was no nervousness in her voice, only anticipation and a sweet, wicked trust. I leaned down, kissing her slowly, deeply, letting my body settle over hers, my breasts pressing to her chest, hips fitting perfectly between her thighs. Our mouths slid together, slow at first, then with more urgency as my hands roamed—down her sides, cupping her breasts, fingers rolling her nipples until she gasped.

I broke the kiss, moving lower, tongue trailing down her throat, over the delicate bones of her collar, pausing to nuzzle and bite at the freckle-dusted skin above her heart. My hands kept moving—one teasing her breast, the other skimming her belly, down to the softness at her hip, the warmth between her thighs.

Jess’s legs fell open, inviting me in, and I settled between them, kneeling. I let my eyes roam over her body, feasting on her: the deep tan lines at her hips, the scattering of moles on her chest, the pink flush of her nipples, the slick, glistening heat of her sex. Her clit piercing caught the light, a tiny, tantalizing sparkle above her parted lips.

“Fuck, Jess, you’re so beautiful,” I whispered, fingers sliding through her folds, spreading her open, watching her body arch into my touch.

She moaned, hips rolling, hands coming to tangle in my hair, pulling me closer. “Tell me, Chloe. Tell me how much you want me. Be filthy. I want to hear it.”

I grinned, emboldened. “I want to ruin you. I want to make you come so hard you forget your own name. I want you to beg, to be my filthy little slut.”

She gasped, eyes fluttering closed, a flush rising in her cheeks. “Please,” she whimpered, the word trembling between us.

I bent my head, pressing a kiss to her mound, then flicked my tongue over her clit, teasing around the piercing, tasting her—salty, sweet, wholly addictive. My fingers worked her open, two sliding inside with practiced ease, the heat and tightness making me ache.

Jess bucked her hips, moaning, her voice a tangled mix of need and laughter. “God, yes, Chloe, fuck, just like that. You’re so fucking good at this.”

I curled my fingers, searching for that spot inside her, stroking it while my tongue circled her clit. The piercing was cold and hard beneath my tongue, the rest of her hot, soft, velvet-slick. I lost myself in the rhythm: fingers thrusting, tongue licking, Jess’s moans growing louder, her hips rolling up to meet me.

“Who’s my slut?” I murmured, pulling back just enough to speak, my breath hot on her cunt.

“I am,” she gasped, not an ounce of shame in her voice. “I’m your filthy slut, Chloe. Make me come, please—use me.”

Her words sent a jolt through me, pride and arousal and the wild delight of being wanted this openly. I doubled down, pressing harder, fingers pumping, tongue working her clit until she was writhing, voice rising, hands clutching at my hair.

“That’s it,” I whispered, “let go for me. Be my good girl, Jess. Come for me.”

She shattered, body tensing, back arching off the bed, a cry tearing from her throat. I felt her clench around my fingers, the hot rush of her orgasm soaking my hand. She came hard, long, the sound of it raw and glorious, echoing in the small room.

I eased her down, softening my touch, kissing her inner thighs, her mound, her stomach, letting her feel cherished as well as claimed. Her body trembled under my hands, chest heaving, eyes squeezed shut as aftershocks rolled through her.

When she could finally breathe again, Jess pulled me up, dragging me into a fierce, grateful kiss. She tasted herself on my lips and smiled against my mouth, nipping my bottom lip with a laugh. “You’re dangerous, Ellis. I could get used to this.”

I lay beside her, hands tangled in her hair, face pressed to her neck, both of us sticky and flushed and giddy. We stayed that way for a while, letting the world settle, sharing soft kisses, gentle caresses, the kind of lazy, easy afterglow that only comes with deep trust.

She rolled over, propping herself up on one elbow, her fingers tracing my jaw. “Did you mean it?” she asked, voice softer now. “All that filthy talk?”

I met her gaze, not flinching. “Every word. You’re mine tonight, Jess. And I love how much you love it.”

She laughed, burying her face in my shoulder, biting at the skin there until I squealed. “Good. Because I want to be. At least until we run out of condoms or someone comes looking for us.”

I grinned, pulling her close. “Let them come. The whole world can see I want you.”

She kissed me, long and deep, and I knew then that something fundamental had shifted between us—our friendship had become something fiercer, brighter, woven with the wild freedom of desire.

We lay tangled together in the deep hush that follows shared pleasure, the kind of silence that feels full and electric, not empty. Jess’s breathing slowly evened out, her chest rising and falling against my cheek as I rested my head on her shoulder. The sheets beneath us were warm and sticky, clinging to our legs, and the faint breeze through the cracked window brushed over our flushed, damp skin, raising goosebumps that felt almost holy after so much heat.

For a while, neither of us spoke. I traced lazy circles over her ribcage, watching her body settle, feeling her heartbeat slow. Jess’s hand played with the tangled ends of my hair, tugging gently, as if still grounding herself in the here and now. My body felt spent, deliciously sore in all the best ways—lips tingling, thighs trembling, the sweet, deep ache between my legs a lingering echo of everything she’d done to me. Every time I shifted, I could feel her slickness on my skin, the sticky remnants of our sex, the reality of what we’d shared written across every inch of me.

Jess let out a long, satisfied sigh, turning to look at me, eyes soft and a little glazed. “You look wrecked,” she said, voice low and fond.

I snorted, unable to help the grin spreading across my face. “Look who’s talking, Bennett. You look like someone just ruined you.”

She laughed, burying her face in my neck, teeth grazing my skin. “Someone did,” she mumbled, voice muffled. “And I’m not even mad about it.”

I threaded my fingers through hers, holding her close, loving the easy warmth between us. “Good. Because you’re the best thing that’s happened to me in ages.”

She pulled back, meeting my gaze, all the playfulness gone for a moment, replaced by something raw and honest. “That’s how I feel too, Chloe. I—” She hesitated, then smiled. “I’m glad it was you. I’ve wanted this for so long. Just didn’t know how to say it.”

“Me too.” My voice was a whisper. “I kept waiting for you to make a move. Or for me to be brave enough. I guess it took a sign on the door and an open invitation to the whole damn floor.”

Jess grinned, the spark returning to her eyes. “Well, next time maybe just text me. We can save the ink and the drama.”

We both laughed, tension easing, and I felt lighter than I had in months—years, maybe. The sex had been incredible, but it was this—the laughter, the shared confession, the warmth in her voice—that made me feel safe, cherished, real.

Jess reached for the tissues on my bedside table, cleaning herself with a wince and a laugh. “God, we made a mess. I feel like we need a pressure washer in here.”

I giggled, glancing at the state of my bed: sheets tangled, pillows scattered, the unmistakable scent of sex and sweat and vanilla hanging in the air. “Let’s go shower. We can clean up together.”

She shot me a sly grin. “Best idea you’ve had all night.”

We untangled ourselves, bodies creaking with satisfaction, and padded across the chilly floor. I glanced in the mirror on the way—hair wild, lips swollen, skin streaked with bite marks and blushes, breasts still marked by Jess’s fingers. Jess looked equally wrecked: hair falling out of its bun in messy waves, her olive skin flushed and shiny, mouth slick and bitten, legs shaky from spent pleasure.

I turned on the shower, steam quickly filling the tiny ensuite. We stepped inside together, laughter echoing off the tile as we jostled for space. The hot water beat down over us, washing away the sweat and stickiness, relaxing muscles we hadn’t realised were sore.

Jess reached for the body wash, the scent of berries and vanilla filling the air. She squeezed a dollop into her palm and began lathering it over my shoulders, her touch gentle, reverent. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the sensation—her hands sliding down my back, over my arms, tracing the curve of my waist, then down to my hips. Her fingers slipped between my thighs, cleaning me with care, pausing to press a soft kiss to my shoulder.

“My turn,” I said, taking the bottle from her. I worked the lather into her skin, massaging her shoulders, soaping her back and bum, trailing suds down her legs. She shivered, leaning into my touch, eyes closing, lips parted in a soft, contented smile.

We washed each other, laughing when the water turned pink from the berry gel, squealing when I pinched her bum, groaning with pleasure when she massaged my scalp, fingers working the knots from my hair. We kissed, slow and playful, under the spray—no rush, no urgency, just the warm pulse of intimacy and shared care.

Eventually, we stepped out, towelling off side by side, Jess wriggling into one of my oversized t-shirts, me into fresh shorts and a vest. We collapsed back onto the bed, wrapped in clean sheets, bodies pressed together, legs tangled.

There was a long, comfortable silence. I lay with my head on her chest, listening to her heartbeat, breathing in the faint scent of berries and clean skin.

Jess spoke first, her voice thoughtful. “So… does this make you feel like ‘public property?’ Or was it more about being wanted—by anyone, or by the people you care about?”

I considered, tracing shapes on her belly with my fingertip. “I think it’s both. There’s something hot about being available, about anyone being able to come in and take what they want—but only because I say so. I want to feel wanted by strangers, sure, but also by people who know me. Who love me. Like you.”

She nodded, stroking my hair. “I get it. The sign is hot because it’s yours. You’re the one inviting people in, setting the rules. It’s not about being powerless—it’s about being in control.”

“Exactly.” I smiled, relieved that she understood. “I think that’s why this feels so good—with you. I know you’ll look after me. But I know you’ll also call me a slut and make me scream.”

Jess laughed, kissing the top of my head. “You are my slut, at least for tonight. But you’re also my best friend. That’s what makes it so easy.”

We talked for a while longer, about the rush of being watched, the thrill of being heard, the safety of doing it with someone you trust. We made plans for breakfast in the morning, for lazy weekends spent tangled up like this, for more open doors and new adventures.

Eventually, we drifted off to sleep, limbs entwined, safe and spent and completely, gloriously seen.
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Interlude II – Group Chat

Group Chat: Alder House Flat 7

(26 participants)

21:14

Sam: anyone else seen Chloe’s door rn

Tasha: dude YES

Maya: lmfao the SIGN???

Tasha: “OPEN ACCESS — COME IN IF YOU WANT ME”

Maya: i don’t know whether to scream or salute

Zoe: brave. terrifying. kind of iconic.

21:15

Noah: ngl she looked GOOD earlier when she went to refill her water bottle

Leila: no bra, tank top, whole vibe just like “i know you’re looking”

Dylan: she literally made herself campus lore in one day

Tasha: someone go in and get the scoop i’m dying

Maya: YOU go in ffs

Tasha: coward says what

Maya: WHAT

Tasha: exactly

21:16

Ava: okay but… anyone actually gone in yet?

Sam: saw Jamie come out like half an hour ago looking dazed as hell

Maya: DAZED???

Sam: man was walking like he’d seen god

Zoe: god is a girl and her name is chloe apparently

21:17

Leila: i’m not judging at all but how is this not against housing rules lol

Dylan: RA walked past earlier and did NOTHING

Tasha: ra probs in there rn

Maya: STOP

Zoe: wait no but seriously i think he knocked

21:18

A photo is added to the chat: a blurry shot from down the hallway. Chloe’s door is open. The sign is visible. Warm light spills out. Chloe herself isn’t visible.

Maya: this is cinema

Tasha: this is feminism actually

Noah: this is community building

21:19

Ava: ngl… i kind of want to try something like this

Leila: don’t tempt me

Tasha: flat 7 summer is gonna be unhinged and i for one am ready

21:20

A new message appears.

Chloe:

Still open ;)

Five separate people react:

🔥🔥🔥

😳

🙌

“i’m putting on my shoes”

Chloe set her phone down on her pillow and lay back, pulse quickening again. Her body still ached in the sweetest ways — the tender soreness between her thighs, the faint marks on her hips, the warmth of someone else’s hands still echoing across her skin.

She could feel the door more than she could see it.

Not a hole in her privacy —

but a threshold she had chosen.

Not available to everyone.

Just open.

On her terms.

She smiled — small, quiet, unstoppable — and waited.


6

RA Check

It was well past ten and the corridor outside my door had quieted, the last echoes of drunken laughter and takeout runs fading into the low hum of distant showers and the occasional thump of someone’s playlist a few doors down. I’d tidied my room almost compulsively, sheets smoothed, the lube and condoms neatly restocked, the “OPEN ACCESS — COME IN IF YOU WANT ME” sign hanging even straighter than before. My body still buzzed from earlier—Jess’s taste lingering in my mouth, the sweet ache in my thighs a reminder of every hour my door had stood open.

I was sprawled on my bed in a loose T-shirt (not my own, some ex’s name faded on the sleeve) and a pair of tiny sleep shorts, my legs bare and lightly bruised with love-bites and the mark of hands. I was reading but not really reading, one leg bent, toes absently tracing the fabric, the restlessness in my chest matched only by the tension lower down—anticipation, anxiety, want. The overhead light was off, room lit only by the glow from my desk lamp, painting everything gold and shadow. The door remained propped wide with a battered psych textbook.

That was when the knock came—three short raps, followed by a pause, then another. Not the eager, nervous stutter of a classmate, or the conspiratorial tap Jess used. This was deliberate, official. I felt my heart stutter, both anxious and thrilled.

I sat up, letting the book slide to the floor, smoothing my hair with a nervous flick of my fingers. A shadow moved across the corridor’s light, then a tall figure filled the doorway. I recognised him from floor meetings, from the way people would hush when he entered the common room—Michael Carter, our resident advisor.

He was older—maybe twenty-five, but carried himself with the easy assurance of someone used to responsibility. He wore a navy uni hoodie with the zip half-open, revealing a snug white T-shirt beneath, black jeans cuffed at the ankles, and boots scuffed from real life, not fashion. His hair was dark, messy on top, neat at the sides, and there was a hint of silver at his temples that made him look both young and wise. An old tattoo peeked out from the sleeve of his hoodie: a simple, stylised mountain range. His eyes were a piercing grey-blue, quick to roam the room before returning to me.

“Evening, Chloe,” he said, voice low and steady, just this side of formal. “Routine welfare check.”

I almost laughed, the words a strange comfort and a quiet dare. He lingered in the threshold, not quite stepping in, but not leaving either, his gaze flicking to the sign, then to the condoms and lube on my desk, then to the flushed, still-wild state of my hair. He didn’t blush. Instead, his mouth twitched with a small, knowing smile—a man who’d seen it all, or at least pretended to.

“Is that your usual bedtime reading?” he asked, nodding to the book at my feet.

“Freud. Not for pleasure.” I shrugged, sitting a little straighter, letting my T-shirt ride up just enough to show the curve of my bare thigh. “Unless you count textbook-induced insomnia as pleasure.”

He stepped into the room, letting the door fall halfway closed—still open enough for anyone to see in, but now just the two of us in the lamplight. Michael leaned against the desk, crossing his arms. The scent of cedar soap and fresh air followed him, grounding and faintly spicy, making my stomach flutter.

“I’ve had a couple of messages from your neighbours,” he said, the tone gentle, almost conspiratorial. “Some are impressed. Some want to know if it’s really… open.”

I grinned, letting the words roll through me—a fresh jolt of pride and mischief. “It’s really open. They can read the sign.”

He regarded me for a long moment, eyes never quite resting in one place—my face, my throat, the curve of my knees, the scatter of bruises and hickeys across my thighs. There was something in the way he looked at me: respectful, curious, and just a little hungry, as if he was cataloguing every detail, weighing risk against desire.

“And you’re happy with it?” he asked. “Not feeling pressured, or unsafe?”

I nodded, a slow, deliberate movement. “I wanted it, Michael. I want all of it. This is on my terms.” I let the words hang between us, testing both him and myself.

He exhaled, a quiet sound, as if tension he’d carried in from the hallway slipped from his shoulders. “That’s good. We talk a lot about consent in my training, but not so much about agency. Glad you’re owning it.”

He straightened, moving to sit on the edge of my desk chair. The light caught the silver in his hair and the tattoo on his forearm. His hands were broad, veins prominent, fingers strong but never restless. When he looked at me now, there was an edge—something respectful but laced with invitation.

“I do need to check—has anyone crossed a line? Said no to ‘no’?”

I shook my head. “Everyone’s been… good. Or at least they know to read the rules.”

He nodded, gaze softening. “I know it’s not my place, but if anyone makes you feel uncomfortable—me included—you let me know. That’s the only non-negotiable.”

I swallowed, heat rising in my cheeks, the realisation settling in that this wasn’t just an official visit. There was curiosity, and yes, something more, in the way he looked at me. The silence between us thickened, charged.

He let his hands rest on his knees, leaning forward, eyes catching mine in the lamplight. “And if I said I was curious?” His tone was soft, not predatory, but the underlying question was clear: if he wanted me, here, now, would I say yes?

A tremor ran through me—not fear, but a wild, breathless thrill. This was what I wanted: to be chosen, to be wanted by someone who understood both the risk and the ritual.

I smiled, shifting to the edge of the bed, letting my knees part just enough to be unmistakable. “I’d say… why don’t you come in, Michael? Why don’t you stay?”

He didn’t move right away. His gaze travelled from my face down to my thighs, taking in every inch, then back up, holding my eyes. There was a pause—a long, suspended moment where anything could still happen. Then, with a gentle exhale, he uncrossed his arms and stood, closing the door just enough that it remained open a hand’s breadth.

He stepped closer, the room shrinking until the only air left was what we breathed together.

“House rules apply?” he asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“Always,” I answered, my voice steady, certain, hungry.

He reached for my hand, his grip strong but careful, the roughness of his palm a contrast to my softness. He sat beside me on the bed, so close I could feel the heat of him, the tension in his thigh as it pressed against mine.

For a moment, we just sat together in the hush—no more questions, no more pretense. Just the awareness of bodies, of choices, of all the things that could happen now that the last barrier had fallen.

Outside, someone laughed, footsteps echoing down the corridor. Inside, the world narrowed to the warm light, the open door, the slow, delicious build of anticipation.

And for the first time all night, I felt not just seen, but watched over. Safe, and very, very wanted.

Michael and I sat side by side on the bed, close enough to share warmth but still not touching beyond the anchor of his hand wrapped gently around mine. The door remained ajar—a strip of corridor light stretching across the carpet, a reminder of the rules I’d set and the risk I craved. It made everything sharper, more charged. My skin prickled with anticipation, my heart hammering a secret, staccato rhythm in my chest.

He glanced at our joined hands, then at my face, as if weighing every next word. “I want to do this right, Chloe,” he said, voice low and even. “You’re not just someone on my floor. I don’t want to get this wrong, for you or for me.”

I squeezed his hand. “I know. That’s why I want it—with you. Because you’ll care enough to ask. You’re the one who always checks in, even when no one’s watching.”

He smiled, the tension easing just a little from his jaw. “Good. Because you set the pace, all of it. Anything you don’t want, you say. Anything you want more of, just tell me.”

I nodded, letting my other hand drift to rest on his thigh—solid beneath my fingers, the heat of him bleeding through denim. I found I liked the weight of his attention, the gentle gravity of his presence. Older, yes, but never overbearing. For the first time in a while, I felt safe enough to let myself be honest.

“So, here’s what I want,” I said, letting the words tumble out, heart in my throat. “I want you to touch me, Michael. I want to give you head. I want you to use me—but only as much as I want to be used. If you want to go rough, I want you to ask first. I want you to check in. And I want you to stop if I say ‘red,’ or even ‘stop.’ But I want you to let yourself enjoy me, too. I want this to feel good for both of us.”

He listened intently, nodding along, thumb stroking the back of my hand. “Deal,” he said. “I want the same: to enjoy you, to make you feel wanted, to know that you’re safe. If at any point you need me to stop, you only have to say so. And if you want more—anything—I want you to ask for it.”

I bit my lip, nerves spiking with the thrill of being this direct. “Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

“Does this feel… weird? Being the RA, I mean. Having the door open, knowing someone could walk by?”

He considered, gaze drifting to the light under the door, then back to me. “It’s a little weird. But it’s also honest. I spend most of my time making sure everyone feels safe, following rules, being… good. I like the idea of being wanted. Not because of my job, but because of who I am.” He paused, then met my eyes. “And you’re not just letting me in. You’re inviting me. There’s power in that—for both of us.”

His honesty disarmed me. I leaned in, pressing my forehead to his shoulder, breathing in the cedar scent of his hoodie, the subtle tang of skin and fresh air. “You smell amazing,” I mumbled, and he laughed, the sound vibrating through my cheek.

“Soap and hope,” he teased, squeezing my hand. “So… practicals. Condoms for everything, unless you say otherwise. If you want me to go down on you, I’ll check in first. If you want to be rough, you’ll tell me. If I want anything new, I’ll ask, not just assume.”

“Exactly.” I lifted my head, meeting his gaze. “And you can be honest, too. If you want me to stop, or slow down, or do something different, I want you to say so.”

He smiled—a slow, genuine curve of his lips, beard catching the golden lamplight. “I will. I promise.”

We fell quiet, the only sounds the distant hush of the corridor and the flutter of our breath. Michael shifted, his free hand coming up to cup my cheek, thumb stroking along my jaw. His touch was gentle but confident, the kind of touch that said he was here by choice, not just curiosity.

“Tell me if you want to go slower,” he said, leaning in, his mouth a hair’s breadth from mine.

“I want to go faster,” I whispered, heart leaping as his lips finally found mine.

The kiss was careful at first, a question asked and answered in the press of skin, the slide of his beard against my chin. Then I deepened it, tongue flicking over his lower lip, teeth grazing, my hands tangling in his hair. He tasted of mint and something darker—something that made my insides tighten with want.

He drew back, eyes bright. “Still okay?”

“More than okay,” I breathed, shifting closer, my bare thigh sliding against his jeans, the roughness of the denim electric against my skin.

He stood, tugging his hoodie off in one smooth movement, the tattoo on his forearm revealed—a mountain range, stark and simple, the ink slightly faded. I reached out, tracing the lines, the warmth of his skin beneath my fingertip. He caught my hand, pressed a kiss to my knuckles.

“Your turn,” he said, voice low, inviting.

I grinned, lifting my T-shirt over my head, tossing it to the floor. My breasts tingled in the cool air, nipples pebbling, his eyes roaming over me with open admiration. He let his gaze linger, never rushing, his attention a slow caress that made me feel worshipped.

“Beautiful,” he said simply. “You know that, right?”

“Tell me again,” I teased, suddenly bold.

He did, his mouth soft and warm on my neck, my collarbone, the curve of my breast. His hands were large, rougher than Jamie’s or Jess’s, but his touch was reverent, patient. He waited for me to guide him, my hands mapping his body—broad shoulders, flat chest, the dusting of hair on his sternum, the smooth, hot skin of his stomach.

His jeans followed, unbuttoned with a steady hand, kicked aside along with his boxers. He stood in the lamplight, proud and unashamed, his cock thick and already hard, a fine line of hair trailing down from his navel. I reached out, wrapping my hand around him, marvelling at the weight and heat, the shudder that rippled through him at my touch.

“Still okay?” I murmured, voice breathy.

He nodded, breath stuttering. “Very.”

He sat back on the bed, drawing me into his lap, my legs straddling his hips, our bodies pressed together, skin to skin. He cupped my face, eyes searching mine. “Safe word?”

“Red,” I confirmed. “And you?”

“Same.”

I leaned in, kissing him deeply, savouring the slow build, the anticipation. My hips rolled, grinding against him, the friction sending sparks up my spine. He let me lead, his hands splayed over my back, holding me close but never forcing, always waiting for my next move.

The door remained ajar, corridor sounds drifting in—a cough, footsteps, distant laughter. It made everything sharper, the risk of being seen amplifying every touch, every gasp, every whispered word.

“You like the idea of someone watching?” he asked, voice low, teasing.

“I like the idea of you wanting me enough not to care,” I replied, meeting his gaze, letting him see the truth.

He grinned, nipping at my shoulder, hands sliding down to cup my ass, lifting me higher, pressing his cock between my thighs. “Then let’s make it memorable.”

The bed creaked under our shifting weight as Michael settled back, hands still resting on my hips, letting me take control of the pace. There was an unexpected shyness to him now—older, yes, but just as open to wonder as anyone who’d ever crossed my threshold. His chest rose and fell in slow, steady breaths; the light caught on the silver in his hair, the tattoo etched sharp on his forearm. For the first time, I realized I wanted to savor this, to stretch every moment.

I rolled my hips against his, feeling the slick heat of my own arousal coat his cock, the soft friction already making my thighs tremble. The door stayed half-open, and every small sound from the corridor—a cough, the thump of footsteps, the low rumble of someone’s voice—made my skin prickle with nervous, delicious anticipation.

Michael ran his hands up my back, slow and careful, exploring the curve of my spine, the softness at my waist, the arch of my shoulder blades. His touch was reverent, but hungry too—a man learning by feel as much as sight. His mouth followed, kissing a line from my collarbone down, over my breast, pausing to draw my nipple between his lips, tongue flicking until I shuddered and pressed closer.

“God, you’re stunning,” he whispered, voice thick. “Every inch of you.”

I felt bold—more than bold, I felt powerful, wanted, truly chosen. I slid off his lap, kneeling on the floor between his knees, looking up at him from beneath my tangled hair. His cock jutted hard and flushed, the head glistening, veins standing out along the shaft. I took a moment just to look—admiring the way his hand moved unconsciously to his thigh, how his breath hitched at the sight of me kneeling for him.

“Still want this?” I asked, voice husky, lips curling into a smile.

He nodded, his hand reaching out to cup my cheek, thumb tracing my lower lip. “Only if you do. Only every way you want.”

I grinned, holding his gaze as I leaned in, licking a slow, teasing line from the base of his cock to the tip, tasting salt and the faint tang of soap. He shivered, hands clenching on the sheets, hips lifting in a subtle plea. I wrapped one hand around his shaft, stroking slowly, using my spit to slick him, the other hand cupping his balls, rolling them gently, feeling the heavy weight, the soft, hot skin.

Michael’s breathing quickened, his eyes locked on mine. “Fuck, Chloe—feels so good—your mouth…”

I took him into my mouth, lips stretched wide, tongue swirling around the crown, feeling him twitch and pulse. I went slow at first, savouring the way his cock filled my mouth, the stretch at my jaw, the hum of anticipation deep in my belly. I let myself drool, spit slicking his cock, making every stroke smoother, filthier, more intimate.

He let me set the rhythm, hips rocking in time with my movements, never forcing, just following where I led. Every so often, he’d reach down, threading his fingers through my hair, guiding me gently, his voice a steady encouragement—“That’s it, good girl… God, you’re perfect… just like that…”

I looked up, loving the sight of him—head tipped back, eyes half-closed, chest flushed, hands trembling on the sheets. I wanted to see him come undone, wanted to be the reason for the crack in his calm.

I bobbed my head, hollowing my cheeks, letting his cock slide to the back of my throat, swallowing around him, feeling the way his thighs tensed, how his abs clenched as he fought for control. I pulled back, letting him slip from my lips with a wet, obscene sound, then licked him from root to tip, watching the way his cock twitched at every touch.

“You taste amazing,” I murmured, stroking him with my hand, thumb swiping over the slick, swollen head. “I love making you feel good.”

His eyes fluttered open, hungry and awed. “You do. You really, really do…”

He reached for me, pulling me up, kissing me fiercely, tasting himself on my tongue. His hands roamed my body, cupping my breasts, thumbs stroking my nipples, making me gasp and writhe against him. He broke the kiss, mouth trailing down my throat, over my chest, pausing at every mark and bruise from earlier, kissing each one as if to claim it.

I reached for the condoms on my desk, pressing one into his hand, grinning up at him. “Your turn soon,” I whispered, “but let me make you come first. I want you to relax, to let go.”

He nodded, settling back, legs spread, arms open. I knelt between his knees again, taking him in hand, stroking, then swallowing him down in one long, slow motion, feeling his whole body tense, a strangled groan escaping his lips.

I set a steady pace, working my mouth and hand together, letting my tongue tease the underside, swirling around the head, pressing gently at the spot that made his hips jerk. He was vocal, praising me, encouraging me, telling me how good I felt, how beautiful I was, how much he wanted me.

I loved it—loved the way my jaw ached, the way my cheeks hollowed, the way spit and precum smeared my lips, dripped onto my breasts. I reached between his legs, massaging his balls, tracing a finger along the sensitive skin behind them, feeling him shudder, the muscles in his thighs taut and trembling.

“Chloe—fuck, I’m close—can I come in your mouth? Or do you want—?”

I looked up, never breaking rhythm. “Yes. Please. I want to taste you.”

He let go, hips thrusting up, cock swelling in my mouth, then he came—hot, salty, flooding my tongue, groaning my name, his hands tangled in my hair. I swallowed, licking him clean, savouring the taste, the weight of his pleasure, the knowledge that I’d made him fall apart.

I rested my cheek on his thigh, breath ragged, body humming with pride and arousal.

He reached down, stroking my hair, lifting my face to meet his gaze. “You’re incredible,” he whispered, eyes shining. “I’ve never… not like that. You’re amazing.”

I grinned, pressing a kiss to his thigh. “You’re not done with me yet, are you?”

He laughed, pulling me up, kissing me again, his hands greedy on my body, the taste of himself still fresh on my tongue.

“Not even close,” he murmured, promise and hunger in his voice.

Outside, someone’s footsteps echoed in the corridor, a quiet reminder that our world was still wide open. Inside, everything was possibility, every touch a new permission, every gasp a testament to how much we both wanted to be here, together, now.

Michael’s hand lingered at the nape of my neck, his thumb stroking the flushed skin, grounding me in the moment. I’d made him come undone and felt the glow of it all over my skin, but I wasn’t sated. I wanted more—wanted his mouth, his patience, that hungry, grown-up way he watched me as if memorising every inch.

He pulled me up onto the bed, guiding me to sit in the warm dip where his body had pressed. His hands were gentle, but sure, the kind of grip that promised safety and submission all at once. I stretched out on my back, my hair a wild halo over the sheets, chest heaving, skin slick with sweat and need.

He paused, hovering over me, his gaze running over my face, my neck, the soft rise and fall of my breasts. He didn’t rush; he let the anticipation grow, making me squirm beneath the weight of his attention.

“Are you comfortable?” he murmured, voice gone rough with tenderness.

I nodded, heat surging beneath my skin. “Yes. I want this. I want you to taste me.”

He smiled, slow and real, pressing a kiss to my forehead, then to my lips. His mouth was warm, the scrape of his beard sending delicious shivers through me. He kissed a slow trail down my jaw, pausing at my throat, then lower, tracing the line of my collarbone with his tongue. My hands fisted in the sheets, the combination of soft and rough, gentle and hungry, sending electricity dancing through my veins.

He worshipped my breasts, tongue circling my nipples until they ached, lips closing around each peak, drawing long, desperate moans from my lips. He took his time, shifting to kneel between my legs, eyes hungry and reverent as he spread my thighs wider.

I felt utterly exposed, every inch of me open to him and the golden lamplight, the corridor noise a distant, half-imagined counterpoint to my pounding heart. He cupped my knees, pressing them apart, and settled between, the warmth of his breath washing over my cunt.

He looked up, catching my gaze. “Tell me what you want. Tell me if you want me to stop.”

I tangled my fingers in his hair, hips rolling up to meet his mouth. “Don’t stop. Please, Michael. I want your mouth. I want to feel you everywhere.”

He smiled, and then he was kissing me—soft, patient kisses along my inner thighs, nuzzling the crease where leg met hip, tongue teasing the delicate skin, stubble scraping lightly and making me gasp. I squirmed, desperate for more, but he wouldn’t be rushed.

He inhaled deeply, murmuring, “You smell incredible. Sweet and sharp. Can I taste you, Chloe?”

“Yes. Please. God, yes—”

He parted me with careful fingers, thumbs spreading my lips, then licked a slow, deliberate stripe from entrance to clit. My hips jerked, a gasp escaping me, the sensation intense and perfect. His tongue circled my clit, slow and lazy, just enough pressure to make me shiver. He explored with patience, learning what made my thighs tremble, what made my moans slip into pleas.

I let myself go, rolling my hips into his mouth, hands in his hair, thighs framing his shoulders. His hands gripped my hips, holding me steady, anchoring me as he devoured me with an expert’s patience—slow, steady, relentless.

He alternated between swirling his tongue around my clit, sucking it gently, then flattening his tongue and dragging it in broad strokes across my cunt. His fingers joined in, slipping inside me, curling just right, stroking that secret spot as his tongue kept up its steady torture.

“Fuck, Michael—please, don’t stop, don’t you dare—” My voice was a ragged litany, need pouring out of me.

He paused only to look up, his beard slick, eyes burning with affection and pride. “You’re so beautiful like this. I love how you sound, how you move. I want you to let go. Can you come for me, Chloe?”

The words—spoken so gently, so sure—pushed me closer to the edge. I nodded, biting my lip, body shuddering.

He went back to work, fingers pressing deep, tongue flicking faster, every move in sync with my rising pleasure. I felt myself tighten around his hand, thighs clamping his head, the pressure building to a fever pitch. My vision blurred; all I could hear was my own breath, his whispered encouragements, the rhythmic wet sounds of his mouth working me.

He pressed his tongue harder, fingers thrusting deep, and I broke—body arching off the bed, a long, shaking cry ripped from my throat. My orgasm hit in waves, pulsing through my core, leaving me trembling and open, utterly undone.

Michael held me through it, never letting up until I sagged back into the mattress, spent and gasping, sweat cooling on my skin. He kissed my thigh, my mound, my belly, every touch a benediction.

He crawled up the bed, gathering me into his arms, holding me close as my body settled, my heart slowing. He stroked my hair, murmuring, “You’re incredible. Thank you for trusting me.”

I let my head rest on his chest, feeling the strong, steady thump of his heart. “Thank you for… everything. I’ve never felt so safe being so open.”

He kissed my forehead again, a long, soft press that made my eyes sting. “You can always ask for more. Or less. Or nothing. Whatever you want, Chloe. You’re in charge, always.”

The aftershocks rippled through me—not just physical, but emotional, too. I felt known, cherished, deeply wanted, my body still thrumming with satisfaction and pride.

We lay like that for a long time, listening to the distant sounds from the corridor, the hush of our shared breath, the silent language of hands on skin. I’d been “used,” yes—but I’d also been seen, and that was everything.

When my body had stopped trembling and my breath came steady again, Michael stretched beside me, brushing his hand up and down my arm, the touch more grounding than words. I lay curled into his side, skin slick with sweat, hair wild, my body marked with his kisses and my own pleasure. Outside, the corridor had fallen quiet—late enough that most of the floor had retreated behind their doors. Even so, the light spilled through the crack at the bottom, a pale, persistent reminder that my world was still wide open.

I rolled to face Michael, tracing the edge of his jaw, studying him in the warm lamp-glow: his mussed hair, his flushed cheeks, the faint glimmer of my wetness on his beard. He watched me, content, but there was a spark in his eyes—something unfinished, hungry, and admiring.

I pushed up, letting the sheet slip from my body, exposing myself without a flicker of shame. I let him watch me kneel on the bed, spreading my knees wide, arching my back. I reached for the edge of the mattress, hands fisting in the covers, and looked back at him over my shoulder. “I want you again,” I said, voice low and certain. “I want you to fuck me. From behind. With the door open.”

The words came out unflinching—part dare, part invitation, part pure, proud need.

Michael sat up, his gaze darkening, but his tone was gentle as ever. “Are you sure? We can close it if you want. Or move anywhere you feel safe.”

I shook my head, heart pounding, body already aching for him. “No. Leave it. I want to feel… seen. Used. Like I’m your good girl, but I’m still the one who decided.”

He crawled behind me, strong hands stroking up my thighs, over the roundness of my ass, spreading me wider still. He bent to kiss the small of my back, his beard scraping my skin, his breath hot against my spine. “You’re so beautiful, Chloe. And so fucking brave.”

I heard the telltale rip of a condom wrapper. He rolled it on, hands never leaving my hips, his body pressing close. The weight and heat of his cock nudged at my entrance, slick and insistent. I pushed back against him, gasping at the delicious stretch, the way my body parted for him inch by inch.

He filled me slowly, letting me feel every bit, his hands gripping my waist. I braced myself, elbows sinking into the soft mattress, eyes fluttering closed as he bottomed out, my body shivering with satisfaction and want.

“You feel incredible,” he murmured, voice thick. “So tight. So ready for me.”

I moaned, arching my back, pushing my ass higher, loving the way he held me open, exposed to anyone who might happen past the door. The thought sent a wild thrill through me—a shiver of risk, the sense of being truly, utterly available and claimed.

He began to move, thrusting slowly at first, his hips slapping against my ass, the sound deliciously obscene. Every movement drove me forward, friction making me gasp, the sensation deep and perfect, heat coiling low in my belly.

The world shrank to the slick sound of our bodies, the air thick with sex and sweat, the corridor’s silence pressing in on all sides. Michael’s voice was a steady stream of praise and filth—gentle encouragements, affirming dirty talk, the kind of words that made me want to scream and melt all at once.

“That’s it, good girl. Take me. Let them see how much you love this. You’re so fucking open for me—so eager. This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

I looked back at him, meeting his eyes over my shoulder, pride and need warring in my chest. “Yes. I want you to use me. I want anyone to see how much I love being yours.”

He groaned, hips slamming harder, his hands tightening on my waist, one sliding up my back to tangle in my hair, pulling my head back so he could whisper in my ear. “You’re perfect. So perfect for me. My brave, filthy girl.”

His hand slipped between my thighs, finding my clit, circling and pressing in rhythm with his thrusts. I keened, arching higher, the pleasure building again, sharper now, the edge of risk making every nerve hum.

From the corridor, a door opened, then closed. The distant sound of footsteps, someone’s laughter, the muffled buzz of student life—each intrusion a jolt of arousal and fear and pride. I imagined someone pausing, peeking in, seeing my body bared and used, my face flushed and lost in pleasure.

“Michael—please—don’t stop—” My words tumbled out, half-moan, half-command.

He didn’t. He drove into me, harder, deeper, the slap of his hips echoing through the room, his voice in my ear a steady mantra.

“Take it. Take it all. You’re mine right now. This is what you asked for.”

I felt myself unraveling, the orgasm coiling tight, ready to snap. His fingers worked my clit, hips never losing rhythm, breath hot against my ear. “Come for me, Chloe. Let them hear you.”

I broke, body clenching around him, a cry ripped from my throat, the pleasure crashing over me in relentless waves. I couldn’t hold back—didn’t want to. My body trembled, sweat slick on my skin, every sense alight with the satisfaction of surrender and the pride of choosing it.

Michael followed me, his rhythm faltering, a groan torn from deep in his chest as he pulsed inside me, his hands anchoring me as we rode the last crest together.

He collapsed over my back, careful not to crush me, pressing kisses along my spine, murmuring praise and gratitude and awe.

When he finally pulled out, he rolled the condom off, tied it, and tossed it in the bin, then helped me sink onto the sheets, gathering me in his arms, the two of us sticky and trembling and wholly content.

The door was still open, the corridor silent. My world felt vast and bright and utterly safe.

We lay there, bodies tangled, his hand stroking my hair, my heart thudding with satisfaction and the delicious, quiet power of being both wanted and witnessed.

After Michael and I collapsed together, breathless and tangled in the warm cocoon of my bed, the room felt impossibly small—an island of sweat, sex, and rumpled sheets in a sea of corridor hush and far-off music. My body thrummed with the aftershocks of orgasm, legs trembling, skin slick and tingling, every muscle loose and heavy. His arm slipped under my neck, anchoring me to him, his palm splayed wide over my belly. The quiet between us was rich, full—neither awkward nor forced. I could feel the rapid stutter of his heart, the way his chest lifted with each slow, deliberate breath.

He pressed a kiss to my temple, beard scratchy and soft all at once. “Still okay?” His voice was low, gentle—a hand on the small of my back, guiding me back into myself.

I turned to look at him, searching his face for any sign of regret, but found only warmth and something like pride. “Better than okay,” I whispered, grinning so wide my cheeks ached. “I feel… incredible.”

Michael chuckled, brushing a strand of hair from my face, the back of his knuckles lingering along my cheekbone. “You should. You did something a lot of people wouldn’t dare. You were so sure, Chloe. So open. I hope you know how much I admire that.”

I flushed, shivering with the pleasure of being both praised and understood. “It felt right. Having you here—someone who sees all of me, not just the body, but the choice behind it.” I paused, letting my hand slide up to rest over his. “Thank you. For making it safe. And for not making it feel small.”

He smiled, the lines at the corners of his eyes deepening, and kissed me again—slower this time, almost chaste, a seal to the moment. “My pleasure. Truly.” He let his hand drift lower, fingers splaying over my hip, thumb tracing the faint mark of his grip. “And for the record, you can always change your mind. Next week, next hour, next year—doesn’t matter. If you want to close the door, you say the word. You never have to explain or justify. Not to me, not to anyone.”

A wave of affection crashed over me—deeper than lust, more satisfying than any orgasm. I rolled to face him, tucking my head beneath his chin, breathing in the scent of cedar and sweat and something all his own. “That’s what makes it possible. The door’s only open because I know I can close it.”

He pulled the duvet over us, tucking it around my shoulders. The air in the room had cooled, the sticky sheen on my body now sending a pleasant shiver up my spine. He glanced at the bedside table, then back at me. “Water? Snack? You need anything?”

“Just you. And maybe a towel,” I admitted, feeling the slickness between my legs, the faint sting of friction, the real-world mess that followed pleasure.

He laughed and rose, moving easily around my tiny room. I watched the shift of muscle under his skin, the marks I’d left—scratches on his back, red imprints on his hips. He found a clean towel and handed it to me, then poured us both water, the gesture so practical and gentle it nearly undid me.

I wiped myself off, wincing a little at the sensitivity, then pulled on my vest, letting Michael wrap me up in the duvet again. He lay beside me, propped on one elbow, sipping his water and watching me with a soft, attentive gaze.

“Can I ask you something?” I said, voice quiet.

“Always.”

“Does it ever get old? Helping people feel safe?” I hesitated, then went on, “Or… helping them feel seen?”

He smiled, a little rueful, and shrugged. “Sometimes I wish it didn’t matter so much. But it does. People don’t talk enough about what happens after. The sex is the easy part, but the part where you lie here, letting it all sink in? That’s when you find out who you are. Or who you want to be.”

I traced the line of his tattoo, feeling the faded ink under my fingertip. “I feel more like myself than ever. I thought being ‘open’ would make me feel empty, like I was giving something away. But I feel full. Like I took something back.”

He nodded, understanding flickering across his face. “That’s power. That’s the difference between being used, and using the experience for yourself.”

We lay in companionable silence, sipping water, sharing the warmth of the bed. The light outside the door had dimmed—the corridor growing quieter, night deepening around us.

Michael reached for his jeans, pulling out a battered wallet. He fished out a small, laminated card and handed it to me. “If you ever need to talk—really talk, about anything, anytime—this is my mobile, and the number for the welfare team. Not just for emergencies, but for the little things too. If someone crosses a line, if you change your mind, if you just want to debrief. I’m here.”

I took the card, running my thumb over the numbers, the reality of support making my heart ache in a good way. “Thank you. I mean it.”

He smiled, pulling me close, our bodies tangling again beneath the covers. “Thank you, Chloe. For trusting me. For letting me in. For reminding me why I do this job.”

We talked for a while—about campus, about power, about the strange magic of being wanted and safe at the same time. We laughed about how awkward it might be to see each other in the kitchen tomorrow, about the possibility of more “routine checks,” about the fact that I’d probably have to change my sheets in the morning if I wanted to keep my “open” reputation from becoming “biohazard.”

Eventually, Michael stood, pulling on his boxers and hoodie, padding around the room, gathering his things. He turned at the door, pausing with his hand on the frame.

“You’re good, Chloe? Really?”

I nodded, sitting up, duvet clutched around my chest, a grin spreading across my lips. “Really good. I’ll let you know if I need another check-in.”

He laughed, the sound deep and rich, then pulled the door just a little closer to closed, leaving it ajar—a promise that my choice remained, that I was in control, always.

As the sound of his footsteps faded down the corridor, I let myself collapse into the bed, a boneless heap of satisfaction and hope. The sheets smelled of cedar and sex, the faint buzz of the corridor like a lullaby. I felt safe, wanted, seen—both public and protected.

Tomorrow, I might open the door again. Or maybe I’d close it for a while. But tonight, in the hush after being chosen and cared for, I knew for certain: being open was never the same as being alone.
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Interlude III – “Audio Diary”

I lay sprawled in my tangle of sheets, Michael’s scent fading from the pillow, the corridor beyond my cracked-open door silent except for the faint hum of the vending machine down the hall. My phone is cool in my palm; the screen glows, waiting for my voice.

I tap record and, for a moment, just listen to the hush. Then I draw a shaky breath, cheeks still flushed and lips bitten, and begin:

“It’s nearly two in the morning. I should be asleep. I should be wiped out. But I feel… alive. Like my whole body’s still humming, like every nerve ending is on high alert, stretched between what happened tonight and whatever might happen next.

Three visitors. Three times I said yes. Three times I felt wanted, powerful, and—God, so real. Not like a fantasy. Not like porn, or a daydream, or one of those stories I used to read under the covers. This was me, here, in my own room, with my own rules, my own open door.

Jamie was gentle. Nervous, so careful, like I was precious. And it made me feel precious, honestly. Like I could be both soft and strong—someone’s first choice and not just their fallback. Jess was… Jess. Everything we never dared say to each other, everything we joked about when we were drunk, all that history turning into heat and laughter and filthy, perfect fun. We washed each other off in the shower and talked about being public property, about being free. I’ve never felt more seen, or safer.

And then Michael. That was different. Older, patient, a little stern but never controlling. He made me feel—how do I even say this? Like being used could be caring. Like someone could hold you open and keep you safe at the same time. He checked in, asked, waited. And when he called me brave, I believed him.

I thought being open would make me feel… exposed, maybe a little empty. But tonight, all I feel is full. Full of possibility, full of pride, full of all these stories I can finally claim as mine.

I know it won’t always be perfect. Maybe tomorrow the corridor will gossip. Maybe someone will cross a line. Maybe I’ll wake up wanting the door closed. But tonight, this is my life. My body, my choice, my pleasure. My rules.

I’m going to listen to this again, maybe a thousand times. Just to remember: I said yes. I made it happen. I can do it again—if I want.

And right now? I really, really want.”

I let the silence linger, a smile blooming as the recording ends. Then I tuck my phone under the pillow, close my eyes, and drift into the deepest, safest sleep I’ve had in months—still open, still alive, still absolutely, brilliantly me.
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Queue Night

I woke before my alarm, sunlight already slanting through the thin dorm curtains, laying pale stripes across the tangled wreckage of my bed. I stretched, feeling every inch of my body—sore in all the right places, my thighs sticky, my skin warm with leftover pleasure. I buried my face in the pillow, half-laughing at the musky scent of sweat and sex that clung to the sheets, to my own skin. I let myself drift, replaying yesterday’s scenes: Jamie’s gentleness, Jess’s wicked grin, the authority and care in Michael’s voice. I should have been exhausted, but instead, my mind hummed with possibility—like I’d crossed some invisible border and woken up in a new, wilder country.

The dorm was never truly quiet. There was always someone moving, voices echoing from the stairwell, the muffled thud of doors, the drone of a vacuum in the distant common room. But today the noise had a strange, charged quality—faint whispers, a low pulse of laughter, and, when I strained to listen, the unmistakable sound of feet shifting just outside my door.

I rolled onto my side, heart thumping. The sign still hung on my door, bold and shameless: OPEN ACCESS — COME IN IF YOU WANT ME. A surge of nerves—bright, electric—rippled through me. Had I left it up by accident? Had someone changed their mind in the night?

I sat up, clutching the duvet to my chest, and listened. There it was again—someone’s voice, muffled and close, followed by another, a sharper giggle, then a cough. I inched to the end of my bed and peered out from under the duvet. Sunlight danced on the corridor carpet, and through the wedge of open door I glimpsed the hem of a hoodie, a flash of trainers, the glint of a nose ring.

A line.

My mouth went dry and my stomach fluttered—not fear, not quite embarrassment, but a wild, delighted kind of disbelief. There was a line outside my door.

I scrambled up, still in the oversized T-shirt I’d slept in, hair a mess, my body marked by every moment of yesterday’s adventures. I tiptoed to the door, every sense on high alert, and peeked through the crack.

Three students stood waiting—two men and one woman. They shifted their weight from foot to foot, sharing shy smiles, all trying to act casual and failing adorably. One of the guys leaned against the wall, nervously scrolling his phone, but his eyes kept darting to my sign. The woman, short and broad-shouldered with a shock of turquoise hair and silver hoops in both ears, caught my eye, grinned, and mouthed, “Good morning.”

I felt my cheeks heat, but I grinned back, the rush of adrenaline making me bold. I opened the door wider, letting the full light of the corridor flood into my room.

“Morning,” I said, voice husky from sleep and nerves. “Are you all… waiting for me?”

The taller guy—sandy blond, wiry, freckles sprayed across his nose—looked up from his phone, blushing to the roots of his hair. “Uh, yeah. We—um. We saw the sign. Thought maybe you’d, like, changed your mind overnight. But… we didn’t want to just barge in.”

The other guy, a little shorter, broad through the shoulders, dark-skinned with a close-cropped beard and kind, dark eyes, gave me a small, nervous wave. “I’m Reuben. Third year, engineering. Uh, if that matters.”

The woman stepped forward, hands in the pockets of her leather jacket. “Tash,” she said, grinning. “And this is Miles. We… heard about you. Queue Night, apparently.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief and genuine curiosity, the glint of someone who’d wanted to ask for weeks but hadn’t dared until now.

I leaned against the doorframe, suddenly more awake than I’d felt all semester. “Queue Night?” I repeated, a laugh bubbling up. “Is that what we’re calling this?”

Tash nodded, smirking. “Well, it’s either that or ‘Thirsty Thursday,’ but that seemed a bit obvious.”

I felt the last vestiges of nerves melt away, replaced by a warm, giddy pride. “You’re all here… for me?” I said, the words half-tease, half-wonder.

Reuben nodded, shifting his weight. “If you’re still… open. I mean, we get it if you want to say no. Or, like, just pick one of us.”

Miles, still pink in the face, shrugged. “Or if you want to send us all away, that’s fine too.”

I took a long breath, letting their anxiety and hope wash over me. I saw myself through their eyes—a girl in a wrinkled T-shirt, hair wild, skin marked and shining, but also confident, standing in her open doorway, inviting anyone in. I felt both fragile and powerful, vulnerable and untouchable all at once.

I stepped back, opening the door wider, sunlight streaking across the floor. “I’m still open,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “But you all have to come in, and we’re going to talk first. No one gets anything without asking, okay?”

The relief and anticipation in their faces was unmistakable. Tash bounced on her toes, her turquoise hair catching the sun. Miles grinned, all dimples and bashful energy. Reuben took a careful breath and tucked his phone into his pocket.

They entered one by one, shoes off at the door, the energy shifting from corridor gossip to the charged hush of my room. My sheets were a mess, the air thick with yesterday’s scent, my body still radiating the memory of pleasure and risk. I felt alive in a way that was new, not just to be wanted, but to have the power to choose, to set the rules, to say yes.

As the door closed behind the last of them, I turned to face my visitors, heart hammering with nerves and excitement. The world beyond my room felt distant, unreal. In here, with the morning sun and the eager eyes and the promise of something wild and wonderful, I knew: this was my story, and it was only just beginning.

As the door clicked softly shut behind Tash, the whole mood of the room changed—corridor chaos replaced by an intimate, breathless hush. Sunlight stretched across the rumpled bed, making a patchwork of gold and shadow over my bare legs. The three of them stood in a loose triangle: Tash with her hands in her jacket pockets, eyes flicking between my face and the door; Reuben shifting his weight from foot to foot, gaze soft and careful; Miles biting his lip, arms crossed tight over his chest, his whole posture nervous and hopeful.

I padded barefoot to the centre of the room, hair wild, T-shirt riding up my thighs, feeling the gaze of three pairs of eyes tracking my every movement. For a long moment, no one said a word. I saw excitement and uncertainty and hunger in each of them—raw, unscripted need mingled with fear of overstepping, of being too much, too soon.

I sat on the edge of my bed, curling my feet under me, and patted the mattress. “Come here. All of you.”

It took a moment for them to move. Reuben was first—broad-shouldered, brown skin smooth and hair cropped close, eyes careful and steady behind thick lashes. He perched at the foot of the bed, careful not to crowd me. Tash flopped down beside me, the scent of her berry shampoo and something sharper—leather, deodorant—making my head swim. Miles lingered, then sat cross-legged on the floor, elbows on his knees, hands fidgeting with a worn fabric wristband.

“Okay.” My voice sounded braver than I felt. “I know you all came here because of the sign. But before anything else happens, I need us to talk about what everyone wants. What’s okay, what isn’t, and how we keep it safe. That’s the only way this works.”

Tash grinned, nudging me with her shoulder. “God, Chloe, you’re a legend. Never thought I’d see a queue for a girl’s room that wasn’t for a flat party.”

Reuben ducked his head, smiling shyly. “Honestly, I just… I wanted to meet the girl who dared to put that sign up. I didn’t even know if I’d get picked. I’m happy to… uh, just watch. Or leave if that’s what feels right.”

Miles let out a breath, the tension easing from his shoulders. “Yeah, I’m new to… all of this. I mean, I’ve had sex, obviously, but never… this. With other people watching. Or, you know, joining in.”

I took a deep breath, grounding myself in their honesty. “So here’s what I need. First, no one does anything unless they want it, and unless I say yes—out loud. Safe word is ‘red.’ If anyone says ‘stop’ or ‘wait,’ we stop. No questions. You can leave at any time, no guilt. Condoms for everything. Lube’s on the desk. Water’s there—help yourselves whenever.”

Tash nodded, her turquoise hair falling into her face. “No toys unless you ask. No choking. And no filming, obviously.”

Reuben cleared his throat. “I, uh… I like giving oral. I’m good with my hands. But I don’t want to be penetrated, just… not my thing.” He blushed, but held my gaze, his vulnerability making him more handsome.

Miles hesitated, glancing at the others. “I’m good with, um, sex, oral, but I’m not sure about… watching other people get off? I might get shy, I don’t know.”

I smiled at him, letting my eyes linger on his face—soft brown eyes, a dusting of freckles, blond hair sticking up in the back. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. You can take a break, watch, leave, or just talk to me. You don’t have to be anything except yourself.”

Tash nudged him with her foot. “We’re all a bit nervous. But that’s the fun part, right?”

She turned to me, gaze suddenly serious. “What about you, Chloe? What do you want tonight?”

I let the question settle in the air, savouring the moment, the power, the terrifying honesty of it. I wanted everything, but I also wanted to feel in control, cherished, chosen—never overwhelmed or diminished.

“I want to be wanted,” I said, meeting each of their eyes in turn. “I want to give and get pleasure. I want to feel used, but only in ways that make me feel safe and proud. I want to say yes to things I’ve fantasised about, and no to anything that doesn’t feel good. I want you to see me, and I want to see you—really see you. If you’re just here for the story, or to brag later, you can leave now. If you want something real… stay.”

The words hung heavy and true, making my skin prickle. No one moved.

Reuben broke the tension, his voice low and sure. “I want that. I want you to feel good. And I want to feel good too.”

Tash grinned, a wicked edge returning to her smile. “Fuck yes. And for the record, I’ve wanted you since Fresher’s Week. Glad I don’t have to keep pretending anymore.”

Miles nodded, a shy smile breaking through. “Me too. I’m scared but… excited. I want to try.”

I laughed, giddy and free. “Good. Then let’s keep checking in—always. If you want to touch me, ask. If you want me to touch you, ask. We talk, we laugh, we make mistakes, we take care of each other.”

Tash leaned in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “So, Chloe, where do you want us to start?”

I let myself look at all three—at Tash’s wide, hopeful grin, Reuben’s careful patience, Miles’s nervous excitement—and felt desire surge up, fierce and joyful. I was ready for this. More than ready.

“I want you all to come closer,” I said, heart pounding as I slid back on the bed, letting my legs fall open, inviting them in. “Let’s go slow. Let’s see what feels good.”

They moved—hesitant at first, then bold, laughter mingling with nerves, the start of something wild and beautiful. I met each set of eyes, letting them see my hunger, my pride, my yes.

We were going to make our own rules, right here, right now. And I couldn’t wait to begin.

There’s a special kind of silence just before the first touch—a pause thick with anticipation, eyes meeting and glancing away, the room suddenly dense with bodies and possibility. I sat back on the bed, legs folded beneath me, hands braced in the tangled sheets, feeling sunlight warming my bare thighs and the rush of adrenaline that turned every nerve into a live wire.

Tash moved first. She shrugged out of her leather jacket, tossing it over the end of my bed, revealing a loose white vest that clung to the curve of her breasts and the soft roundness of her belly. Her turquoise hair fell into her eyes as she knelt beside me, close enough for her thigh to press warmly against mine. I could smell her berry shampoo, the faint musk of sleep, the chemical sparkle of deodorant. Her hand, small but strong, came to rest on my knee, thumb tracing lazy circles on my skin.

“You’re gorgeous, you know that?” Tash murmured, voice pitched low enough for only me to hear. “I’ve been waiting all week to touch you.”

My breath caught, a flush blooming under my skin. I turned toward her, letting my own hand rest over hers, the contact grounding me in the reality of what was about to happen. Her fingers slid up, stroking the outside of my thigh, nails dragging just enough to leave a trail of goosebumps. She leaned in, lips brushing my shoulder, then my jaw, leaving a sweet, open-mouthed kiss that tasted like mint and something wild.

Before I could lose myself in Tash, Reuben reached out—gentle, deliberate, asking with his eyes before touching. His hand found my ankle, then up to my calf, thumb caressing the tender skin. He was warm and solid, his hands wide and steady, the kind of touch that says “I’m here for you” before a word is spoken. He let his fingers drift up, pausing just below my knee, eyes flicking to mine.

“Is this okay?” His voice was low, a little rough.

“Yes,” I whispered, letting my knees fall further apart, inviting him in.

He moved higher, palm sliding over my thigh, the contrast between his skin and mine striking, beautiful. He traced the birthmark on my hip, then circled around to cup the side of my waist. Every contact sent a little jolt through me, made more intense by the awareness of two others watching, waiting, learning what I liked by the arch of my back, the parting of my lips, the heat rising in my cheeks.

Miles was the last to move. He looked nervous but determined, blue eyes wide and hungry. He scooted closer, settling on his knees at the foot of the bed, his hands trembling as he reached for my feet. He started with a gentle massage—thumbs working into my arches, fingers kneading up over my insteps, working away the tension from standing and dancing and walking all over campus. It was oddly intimate, and made me shiver, my toes curling in delight.

He looked up, a question in his gaze. “Can I… touch you higher?”

I nodded, swallowing, watching as his hands slid up my calves, kneading, caressing, working his way toward my knees. I could see the flush on his cheeks, the way his mouth parted as he watched my reactions.

Tash took the opportunity to slide her arm around my waist, pulling me closer until our sides pressed together. She brushed a stray strand of hair from my face and pressed her forehead to mine. “Still good?” she asked, her breath warm against my lips.

“So good,” I breathed, letting my eyes flutter shut.

They all began to explore me—one after the other, then together, a slow, delicious mapping of my body. Reuben’s hands traced the lines of my thighs, up to my hips, then slipped under the hem of my T-shirt, fingers spreading wide over my belly. He paused just above my knickers, looking for permission.

I smiled, arching into his touch. “Go ahead.”

He pushed the fabric higher, baring my stomach, the soft curve of my waist, the faint stretch marks I usually tried to hide. His hands were reverent, thumbs circling my navel, then sweeping up to cup my breasts through the cotton. He was careful, almost shy, but when I covered his hands with mine and squeezed, he grinned, emboldened.

Tash’s mouth found my neck, sucking a mark just below my ear, her hand drifting lower to cup my breast, thumb flicking my nipple until it peaked under my shirt. She nipped, then kissed the sting away, whispering praise and promises that made my toes curl.

Miles shifted, moving up between my knees, his hands resting on my shins. He looked at me, eyes bright and eager. “Can I kiss you?”

I laughed—a bright, giddy sound. “Yes. Please.”

He leaned in, lips meeting mine—soft, a little tentative, tasting of spearmint and sugar. His hands rested on my knees, then slid up, squeezing my thighs, spreading me wider.

Their touches overlapped—Tash teasing my breast, Reuben’s hand tracing the line of my waist, Miles’s lips on mine, then trailing down to kiss the inside of my thigh. For a moment I let go, sinking into the sensations, the way four hands and three mouths could make my body come alive in new and unexpected ways.

I let my own hands roam too—Tash’s waist, the curve of her hip under the loose vest; Reuben’s broad chest, the flex of muscle under his T-shirt; Miles’s arms, slim but strong, the racing pulse beneath his skin.

There were moments of shyness—Tash giggling as I tugged her vest higher, Reuben blushing when I reached for his belt, Miles gasping as Tash kissed his neck. But those moments passed quickly, replaced by laughter, encouragement, and the shared joy of discovery.

I found myself lying back, surrounded by warm bodies, every inch of me attended to—Tash’s lips on my neck, Reuben’s hand between my thighs, Miles’s breath hot on my calf. My skin felt electric, every touch magnified by the anticipation of what was to come.

“Still good?” Reuben asked, pausing, eyes searching mine.

“Better than good,” I managed, breathless, smiling at all three of them. “Don’t stop.”

They didn’t. The first touches deepened—Tash’s fingers sliding under my shirt, pinching and rolling my nipple, Reuben’s mouth finding the curve of my belly, Miles’s hands stroking up and down my thighs, learning what made me tremble, what made me moan.

I let myself be taken apart by their hands and mouths, my body a canvas for their desire, my mind swimming with pride and anticipation. I’d dreamed of this—being wanted, being used, but also being cared for, every need and boundary respected.

As their touches grew bolder, laughter and moans mingling in the golden morning light, I realised this was the scene I’d hoped for: not chaos, not loss of self, but a joyful, deliberate surrender to pleasure.

And we were only getting started.

The mattress seemed to breathe under us, rising and falling with every shift, every held breath, every new connection of skin and lips and hands. Tash was the first to move with certainty, slipping her fingers through the tangle of my hair, her other hand bracing against the headboard as she settled, thighs firm and soft around my face. The heat radiating from her body made my skin prickle in anticipation. Her turquoise hair fell in messy curls, the ends brushing my chest as she leaned over, eyes catching mine for a heartbeat—fierce, playful, so alive.

She grinned, and then—without any more need for words—let her hips sink, guiding her cunt down to my lips. I was enveloped by the scent of her—ripe and wild, berry shampoo layered with clean sweat, the musky tang of arousal. I opened my mouth, tongue flicking over her clit and then her piercing, teasing her with light, slow circles. Tash’s hips jerked and she let out a surprised gasp that dissolved into a low, rolling laugh.

“Oh, fuck, Chloe,” she groaned, her voice a blend of command and delight, “you’re even better than I imagined.”

She started to move—subtle at first, a slow grinding as she found her rhythm, then more insistent, her hands clutching the headboard and my hair by turns. I let her ride my mouth as she pleased, holding her thighs, guiding her only to help her find the pressure she craved. Her thighs squeezed around my head, nails digging gently into my scalp. I drank her in, licking and sucking, feeling the cool edge of her clit piercing glide over my tongue, the taste of her growing slicker, sweeter.

As Tash rocked above me, Reuben knelt behind me on the bed. He pressed a hand to my lower back, grounding me, then slid his other palm up between my thighs. “Still good, Chloe?” he murmured, voice pitched low and close, his breath tickling my ear.

“Yes,” I managed, the word muffled against Tash’s thigh, my mouth already hungry for more.

He parted me with steady fingers, the contrast of his broad, warm hand on my soft skin sending sparks of pleasure up my spine. He took his time, mapping every contour—tracing from the slickness at my entrance to the folds shielding my clit, his thumb pressing lightly, then circling. I arched my hips back, gasping, my mouth momentarily losing Tash’s rhythm before she reclaimed it, grinding down with a delighted, “That’s it, stay with me.”

Then I felt Reuben’s mouth, warm and slow, tongue working broad, patient strokes through my folds. He was deliberate, tasting and learning, matching the pressure and rhythm of Tash’s hips above me so that I was the seam between their pleasure—giving, receiving, opening, shuddering. His beard scratched lightly at the inside of my thighs, and when he slipped a finger inside me, curling it just so, my whole body jerked, a moan spilling into Tash’s skin.

Miles had shifted off the bed, but close—one hand at my calf, squeezing in time with each of Reuben’s strokes, the other resting on Tash’s thigh, sharing in her pleasure. I saw the flush on his cheeks, his eyes huge with awe and excitement, watching as the three of us moved together in the golden light.

“Can I touch?” Miles asked quietly, voice tight with hope.

“Yes,” Tash answered before I could, grabbing his hand and guiding it to her waist. “You can touch both of us. Just be gentle—unless we ask for rough.”

I couldn’t see everything, but I felt it all: Miles’s fingers tracing up my calf to my knee, then further, his touch hesitant but eager. He stroked the line of my thigh as Reuben’s tongue worked deeper, and above me, his other hand found Tash’s hip, squeezing as he pressed a kiss to her bare shoulder.

I let myself go, letting the pleasure roll through me, giving myself to their hands and mouths. Tash’s taste coated my tongue, a mix of salt and fruit and metal, her thighs trembling as my lips locked over her clit, sucking, flicking with my tongue, teasing the piercing until her moans filled the room.

“Chloe, fuck—don’t stop, don’t you dare—” Tash’s words were ragged, half-laugh, half-command, her hips rolling harder, then softer, then fast again.

Reuben was relentless behind me, alternating tongue and fingers, his free hand bracing my hip, holding me open. He paused only to murmur praise, his voice vibrating through my skin: “You’re gorgeous, Chloe. The way you taste—the way you let go. Let me see you fall apart.”

I bucked, caught between their demands, pleasure climbing higher. I felt Tash start to shudder, thighs quivering against my ears. Her fingers twisted in my hair as she rode the crest, her breath coming in short, sharp pants.

“I’m gonna—oh, fuck—Chloe—” she cried out, coming hard on my tongue. I held her through it, licking her softly, feeling the wetness spill, the taste of her changing as her body rocked in aftershocks.

She sagged forward, collapsing in a fit of laughter, her body draping over my head. “Jesus, I needed that. I might need that every day,” she whispered, kissing my forehead before rolling aside, boneless and happy.

Miles was at my side in an instant, eyes shining with wonder. “That was… wow. Are you okay?”

I grinned, dazed and needy. “So okay. I want more. I want you to watch me fall apart.”

Reuben moved up, kissing the small of my back, then my shoulder. “Let me make you come, Chloe. Let me see you lose it.”

I nodded, spreading my knees wider, inviting, craving everything. Miles settled at my side, stroking my hair, his other hand cupping my cheek, grounding me as Reuben’s mouth found my cunt again, tongue circling my clit in slow, tight spirals, then flicking faster, the pressure building with every second.

Tash, catching her breath, slipped between my legs and joined Reuben, their tongues trading places, overlapping, sometimes colliding in the soft, wet space of my pleasure. Tash’s tongue was sharper, quicker; Reuben’s broader, slower, each finding what made me gasp, what made my thighs tremble and my breath catch in my chest.

“Let go, Chloe,” Tash urged, fingers teasing my entrance, her other hand stroking my thigh. “You’re safe. You’re wanted. Give it to us.”

I did. I let the pleasure crest, my hips rocking, body shuddering as the orgasm built—slow, then fast, then overwhelming, the sound of my own cries echoing in my ears, the feeling of hands and mouths and voices pushing me over the edge.

I came hard, hips jerking, a raw, desperate sound torn from my throat. Reuben and Tash held me through it, tongues and fingers coaxing every last tremor, every aftershock, until I collapsed, panting and dizzy, into the heap of limbs and laughter.

Miles stroked my hair, pressing gentle kisses to my cheek, my shoulder, whispering praise that felt like cool water on fevered skin. “You’re amazing, Chloe. So fucking brave. So beautiful.”

The others echoed him, hands running over my back, my thighs, my arms, each touch a promise, a check-in, a celebration. I basked in it, letting myself feel safe and seen, the centre of this small, wild universe we’d built.

After a while, we shifted, rearranging ourselves in the golden light. Tash curled against my side, her head on my shoulder. Reuben lay at my feet, one hand tracing lazy circles on my ankle. Miles knelt between my legs, eyes searching mine, asking without words if he could have a turn.

I pulled him close, kissing him deep, letting him taste the traces of Tash and Reuben on my tongue. His hands were gentle, reverent, sliding over my body as he settled between my thighs.

“Still want this?” he whispered, voice trembling with hope.

“Yes,” I breathed, opening for him, inviting him in.

He went down on me, tongue tentative but eager, guided by my moans, my hands in his hair, the encouragement of the others. Tash and Reuben whispered praise, offered advice, stroked my breasts and thighs, building the pleasure again until I was writhing, gasping, desperate.

Miles brought me to the edge and over, his shyness giving way to pride as he made me come with his mouth, his hands gripping my hips, his eyes never leaving mine.

When it was over, we lay together in a pile, bodies tangled, hearts pounding, laughter spilling out in little fits and bursts. I felt weightless, adored, full to bursting with joy and pride and the knowledge that I was exactly where I wanted to be—open, wanted, and cherished by every mouth and hand in the room.

And as I looked at each of them—Tash flushed and grinning, Reuben’s eyes soft with awe, Miles glowing with newfound confidence—I knew this was only the beginning of what we could share.

Time seemed to unravel, stretching and looping back as I lay in the aftermath of that first wild round of pleasure, bodies draped in the golden light, hearts thumping, air thick with sex and laughter. There was a weightlessness to it—a freedom in not knowing who would touch me next, who would reach for whose hand or mouth or skin. I could feel Tash’s hair fanned over my chest, Reuben’s broad palm stroking my ankle, Miles’s breath still cool on my thigh. I let myself drift, floating in the tangle of limbs and the certainty that every “yes” was really mine.

But the energy hadn’t faded—if anything, it had shifted, deepened. There was hunger in the room, but also affection; boldness, but always threaded through with care. Tash was the first to speak, propped on one elbow, her cheeks flushed, lips slick and parted in a lazy, wicked smile.

“You know,” she teased, running her nails down my sternum, “I think you’re ready for the main event. What do you say, Chloe—want to be our centrepiece?”

The words sent a shiver through me. I looked from her to the boys, gauging their faces—Reuben’s dark eyes soft and eager, Miles’s hopeful, hungry, a little nervous but burning with need. I rolled onto my stomach, stretching cat-like across the bed, then up onto my hands and knees, offering myself with a boldness that surprised even me.

“Yes,” I said, voice throaty and sure. “I want all of you. I want to be used, but only in the ways we agreed. I want you to check in, and I want you to make me remember this forever.”

Tash grinned, sliding to the head of the bed, knees bracketing my face. “That’s my girl,” she murmured, fingers in my hair, guiding my mouth up to meet her. I could see the pride and affection in her eyes—a friend, a lover, a co-conspirator in this reckless, beautiful experiment.

Reuben reached for the condoms, rolling one on with practiced ease, then knelt behind me, his hands large and reverent as he spread me open. He brushed kisses along my lower back, pausing to murmur, “You’re incredible, Chloe. Tell me if you want anything different. I want you to feel every bit as good as you make us feel.”

Miles knelt to my side, his hand on my shoulder, his other stroking Tash’s thigh. He watched, fascinated, his own arousal clear but his priority still care. “Still okay?” he whispered, kissing my temple.

I nodded, breath coming fast. “Still perfect. Let’s go.”

Tash pressed her cunt to my lips, her thighs strong and solid, the taste of her already familiar. I sucked her clit, tongue circling her piercing, feeling her whole body respond, hips rolling in time with every flick and lap. Her hand tightened in my hair, voice dropping into that husky, affectionate register I’d come to crave. “That’s it, Chloe. Show them how much you like being used. Show them what a good girl you are.”

Behind me, I felt Reuben line up, his cock hot and thick against my entrance. He pressed in slowly, inch by inch, the stretch perfect—a familiar ache that quickly tipped into pleasure. He was careful, holding my hips, murmuring encouragement, waiting for my moan of assent before starting to move.

He set a steady, deep rhythm, each thrust driving me forward, making my tongue press harder against Tash, making her shudder and grind down on my face. The wet sounds of sex—slick and raw and utterly shameless—filled the room, punctuated by laughter, gasps, whispered praise.

“God, you feel so good,” Reuben panted, fingers digging into my hips, hips slapping against my ass. “You’re so wet—so ready for all of us.”

Miles shifted closer, hand on my back, then stroking my hair. “You’re amazing, Chloe. So fucking brave. So fucking beautiful.”

Tash moaned, rocking her hips, her thighs trembling around my head. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop—”

I was lost in sensation—mouth full of Tash’s cunt, Reuben’s cock filling me, Miles’s hands everywhere, their voices and praise and laughter tumbling over me in waves. I felt the lines between us blur—no longer four separate people, but a single, hungry, laughing, loving body.

When Tash neared the edge again, her voice grew sharp, breath coming in wild pants. “I’m gonna come, Chloe, fuck, yes—yes—just like that—”

She climaxed, her whole body shaking, thighs squeezing my head, her hands clutching at my hair, mouth open in a wordless cry. I licked her through it, coaxing every tremor, every last gasp, loving the taste of her, the way her pleasure made me bold.

Reuben picked up the pace, his thrusts growing harder, more urgent, the slap of skin echoing off the walls. He bent over me, chest pressed to my back, mouth at my ear.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered, voice rough. “Can I come inside, with the condom?”

“Yes, please, yes—” I choked out, body tensing, orgasm building inside me like a storm.

He fucked me harder, his hand slipping between my legs to rub my clit, circling in time with each thrust. I felt the pleasure crest, felt my body clamp down around him, saw stars burst behind my eyes.

“I’m coming—fuck—don’t stop—” My voice was a desperate, broken thing.

He groaned, hips jerking as he reached his own peak, pulsing inside the condom, holding me tight as we both shook and gasped and collapsed together.

He pulled out gently, kissing my lower back, his hands soft and grateful. “Thank you, Chloe. Thank you.”

Miles slid behind me as Reuben moved aside, rolling on a condom with slightly shaky hands. He hesitated, checking my eyes, his voice low. “Is this still okay?”

“Yes,” I whispered, arching back to meet him. “I want you. I want you now.”

He entered me slowly, the angle different, his thrusts gentler, full of awe. Tash shifted to my side, stroking my cheek, whispering praise, pressing kisses to my lips. Reuben lay beside me, arms wrapping me in a warm, careful embrace, his mouth at my shoulder, his hands stroking my sides, my breasts, my stomach.

Miles’s rhythm built, confidence growing with every gasp and moan he drew from me. “You’re incredible, Chloe. I want you to come again. Can you do that for me?”

Tash kissed my ear, her voice a secret. “Let go, Chloe. We’ve got you. All of us.”

With hands and mouths and bodies pressing in, I felt myself open, felt my body become something communal, a vessel for pleasure and joy. I let them guide me, touch me, praise me, until the pleasure tipped over again, sharp and wild.

I cried out, clinging to whoever I could reach—Tash’s hair, Reuben’s arm, Miles’s hip. I came with a shudder, hips bucking, voice breaking, and the three of them held me, kissed me, soothed me with words and touches.

Miles kept moving, his climax building, until with a broken sound he pulsed inside me, body trembling, face buried in my shoulder. He pulled out, rolling aside, breathless and grinning, looking as if he’d just run a marathon.

We lay tangled together, sweat cooling on our skin, hands seeking hands, hearts thudding in sync. There was no shame, no awkwardness—just laughter, compliments, soft praise, the joy of bodies trusted and loved and fully spent.

“Still okay?” Tash asked, brushing hair from my forehead.

I nodded, tears prickling my eyes, not from pain but from the sheer intensity, the completeness of being wanted and seen. “So much more than okay.”

They echoed the sentiment—Reuben pressing kisses to my shoulder, Miles grinning shyly, Tash wrapping an arm around my waist, drawing me into a close, happy huddle.

We stayed like that, the door still open, the world beyond irrelevant. In this golden, breathless morning, I knew I’d never been more full—of pleasure, of pride, of the wild certainty that I was wanted, and that I belonged.

And as the sunlight poured in, we all knew there was no going back.

The air in my room felt thick with satisfaction and laughter, but there was still a pulse of possibility under everything—a sense that, even spent as we were, something new could start at any second. I lay sprawled across the tangle of bodies, one of Tash’s legs thrown over my hips, Reuben’s head pillowed on my thigh, Miles’s fingers tracing the faint marks left on my waist. My whole skin buzzed with afterglow, but my mind was alight with anticipation. I wasn’t the only one.

Tash shifted, rolling onto her back with a luxurious stretch, turquoise hair fanned across the pillow, cheeks flushed, chest rising and falling. She glanced down the length of her own body, then at us—her gaze sharp and hungry. Her lips curled into a grin, eyes glittering. “Okay, my turn. I want all the attention now.”

Reuben laughed, propping himself up on an elbow. “Yes, ma’am. What do you want?”

She gave him a mock glare, then reached for my hand, tugging me up to kneel beside her. “First, I want Chloe to kiss me. Properly. Then I want to see who’s brave enough to make me come—hands, mouth, cock, I don’t care, but you’re all on call. I’m going to boss everyone around.”

I grinned, nerves and excitement flaring together. There was something irresistible in her confidence, the way she claimed the centre without apology. I leaned over, bracing a hand on either side of her head, and kissed her deep and slow. Her mouth opened for me, tongues sliding together, our breath mingling, her hands roaming my back and pulling me in until our bodies pressed together, breasts crushed, thighs tangling.

Miles knelt by her hip, eyes wide, clearly a little starstruck. “Can I…?” he asked, gesturing uncertainly toward Tash’s chest.

She broke our kiss long enough to give him a wicked, reassuring smile. “You can touch anything you want, but you ask first if you’re going inside.” She glanced at Reuben. “Same for both of you.”

Miles nodded, leaning in to cup her breast through her vest, thumb stroking her nipple until it rose against the thin cotton. I slipped a hand under her shirt, finding the warmth and softness of her skin, the gentle fullness, the way she arched into every touch.

Reuben pressed kisses along Tash’s thigh, hands kneading the muscle, slow and patient, learning the map of her body with lips and fingertips. Tash’s breath deepened, her hips rolling toward him, a little whimper escaping her mouth. “Don’t tease, Ru,” she muttered, half-laughing, “I’m too sensitive already.”

He shot her a grin. “You said you wanted attention. I’m just following orders.”

I moved to straddle one of Tash’s thighs, nuzzling her neck, leaving a trail of kisses up to her jaw. My hand joined Miles’s on her chest, both of us teasing, pinching, and rolling her nipples until her breath came faster. Her hands tangled in my hair, her voice a litany of encouragement—“God, yes, more, don’t stop, love that—”

Reuben slid her knickers down and off, pausing to admire the slickness between her thighs, the way she shivered as the cool air hit her cunt. He pressed a slow, careful kiss to her inner thigh, then licked a long, lazy line up to her clit, making her buck and gasp.

Tash grabbed a pillow, pressing it to her face, laughing and moaning in equal measure. “Fucking hell, I am so glad I queued up,” she muttered, voice muffled.

Miles looked up at me, eyes questioning, fingers poised at the edge of Tash’s vest. “Can I… take this off?”

“Ask her,” I murmured, loving the sweet deference in his tone.

“Tash, can I take your shirt off?” he asked, voice earnest.

She peeked from behind the pillow, smiling. “Yeah, go on. Want to feel all of you.”

He peeled the vest up, baring her breasts to the golden morning. They were round, tipped with dusky, hard nipples, mottled with the flush of arousal. I bent down, taking one in my mouth, sucking and licking, while Miles did the same with the other, our tongues and teeth working in tandem. Tash writhed, moaning, her hands in both our hair, pushing us closer.

Reuben, between her thighs, alternated tongue and fingers, exploring every reaction, coaxing whimpers and sharp little pleas from her lips. Tash’s hips rocked in time with his mouth, her body chasing the pleasure, never shy about demanding more.

“Harder, Ru—fuck, yes, just like that—God, Chloe, your mouth—Miles, bite a little, yes—” She guided us, never losing her playful control, her orders never harsh but always clear.

I felt the group’s focus tighten, all eyes and hands and mouths on Tash, every move coordinated, her pleasure the centre of our constellation. It felt ceremonial—almost sacred—the way we served her, learned her, delighted in her every gasp and tremble.

At one point, she twisted, pulling me up for another deep kiss, then dragging Miles down to kiss her next, murmuring “Good boy, brave boy,” against his lips. Reuben surfaced for air, grinning, cheeks slick with her arousal.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” I teased, brushing her hair back from her sweaty forehead.

Tash nodded, her eyes wild. “So close. Don’t stop, any of you, just—keep going, keep loving me—”

We did. Miles and I took turns at her breasts, nipping and sucking, our hands wandering everywhere—over her stomach, along her thighs, between her legs. Reuben added a second finger, curling and thrusting, his tongue circling her clit in quick, teasing bursts. Tash’s body arched off the bed, her mouth open in a silent cry, every muscle straining.

“Come for us, Tash,” I whispered, pressing my forehead to hers. “Let go, we’ve got you.”

She did—her orgasm hitting hard, her hips bucking, a shout torn from her throat. Her body shook, the pleasure rippling through her, the rest of us holding her, anchoring her, stroking her through every aftershock.

She collapsed, panting, eyes glassy and full of gratitude. “Jesus, you’re all hired,” she managed, voice shaking with laughter.

We surrounded her, showering her with kisses, praise, whispered “thank yous.” She reached for me, pulling me into her arms, then for Reuben and Miles, gathering us in until we were all pressed together, limbs tangled, hearts pounding.

But Tash wasn’t done. After a few deep breaths, she propped herself up on her elbows, hair wild, eyes blazing. “Right,” she announced, “now I want to watch. Chloe, come here—straddle my thigh. Boys, you can touch yourselves, or each other, or us. Let’s make this the filthiest, happiest morning of the year.”

I obeyed, settling astride her leg, grinding down, the roughness of her skin delicious against my cunt. She reached up, thumbing my nipple, whispering encouragement in my ear as Miles and Reuben watched, both stroking themselves, hands wandering.

“Let’s see who comes first,” Tash teased, her voice bright with challenge. “I’ll put money on Chloe.”

I laughed, tossing my head back, letting the pleasure build as Tash flexed her thigh, the friction pushing me closer and closer to the edge. Miles reached out, running his hand up my back, then down between us, circling my clit, his touch gentle but sure. Reuben kissed my shoulder, his hand cupping my breast, squeezing, pinching my nipple.

The four of us moved together—bodies grinding, hands stroking, voices rising in a chorus of laughter, encouragement, dirty talk. Tash’s leg flexed under me, her arm strong around my waist, her mouth at my ear.

“Let go for me, Chloe,” she urged. “Show us how much you love being ours.”

I did, climaxing with a wild cry, hips jerking, every muscle tensed and released all at once. The others followed—Miles groaning as he spilled across his stomach, Reuben shuddering in time with my pleasure, Tash holding me through it all, her laughter mingling with my cries.

When it was over, we collapsed together, a heap of bodies, sweat, and joy. Tash stroked my hair, pressing kisses to my cheek, her voice soft.

“You’re brilliant, Chloe. All of you. This… this is the best morning I’ve ever had.”

The boys echoed her, their praise warm and genuine, their hands never possessive, only caring.

We lay there, breathless and blissed-out, sunlight washing over us, the world outside the door forgotten. In this room, with these people, I was celebrated—desired, cherished, utterly, gloriously alive.

And I knew, as Tash pulled me close and the boys curled around us, that this was the kind of wild, affirming magic I’d wanted when I first opened my door.

Bodies pressed against me—familiar now, yet thrilling every time their hands landed somewhere new. Sweat-damp skin cooled in the breeze from the cracked window; my heart still thumped wildly as the four of us laughed and recovered, the rhythm of the group shifting with every touch, every word. But it was Tash’s voice that cut through, bright and a little hungry.

“Right. My turn,” she declared, flopping onto her back and pushing her turquoise hair off her sweaty forehead. She propped herself on her elbows and fixed us all with a gaze that managed to be both bossy and soft. “I want to be the centre. I want you all on me—hands, mouths, cocks, whatever you’ve got. And Chloe, you’re staying right here. No running off to play hostess, you’re mine for the next little while.”

I grinned, loving the sudden spark in her. “Yes, ma’am.”

Reuben stretched beside her, lips quirking in a half-smile. “What do you want, Tash? You call it.”

Tash bit her lip, her eyes scanning us with genuine, unscripted hunger. “Chloe, come lie between my legs. Ru, you’re on my left. Miles, get up here on my right.” She shifted so her thighs cradled my hips, her hand sliding up my stomach, cupping my breast possessively as I obeyed, pressing my body close to hers, skin to skin.

Miles crawled up, a little shy but game, his breath ghosting over Tash’s shoulder as he nuzzled in, hand finding her other breast, thumb stroking her nipple. Reuben leaned in at her side, nuzzling her ear, kissing along her jaw, his hand drifting down to stroke her belly, then lower, until his fingers danced along her mound.

“Can I take these off?” he asked, fingers curled in the waistband of her knickers.

Tash looked at me, grinning. “Should we let him, Chloe?”

I nodded, hooking my fingers in the elastic, tugging them down slowly, letting Reuben peel them away and toss them aside. The moment was playful, warm, but loaded—everyone watching, everyone hungry for what came next.

I bent my head, kissing the soft inner curve of her thigh, then lower, tasting her, tongue flicking over her piercing. Tash let out a sharp gasp, her hand instantly in my hair, not forcing but anchoring, her hips canting up to meet my mouth.

“That’s it, Chloe. God, yes, just like that…”

I circled her clit with my tongue, drawing lazy, teasing shapes, then sucking gently, feeling her thighs tense around my head. Miles’s hand kept up a rhythm on her breast, squeezing and rolling her nipple, while Reuben slid two fingers inside her, curling upward with a skill and confidence that made Tash cry out.

“Fuck, Ru, more… Miles, bite—yeah, just there—Chloe, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop—”

The three of us were in sync—mouths and hands, lips and tongue, Tash’s body the centre of a spiral of sensation. Every time I glanced up, I saw her head thrown back, hair wild, chest arching, her hands holding us close, anchoring us with need.

“Can you all see how good she looks?” I murmured, pausing for air. “God, Tash, you’re beautiful like this.”

She met my gaze, eyes wet and wide, a grin splitting her face. “You make me feel it, all of you. I love being the one you want.”

Reuben pressed a kiss to her knee, then shifted up, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on his lips. Miles’s kisses moved up to Tash’s throat, nipping, sucking little marks that would last for days. Tash’s moans became sharper, her hips rolling, the pleasure clearly building.

“Closer,” she urged, her voice breaking with want. “Chloe, finger me while you suck my clit. Ru, I want your mouth on my tits. Miles, kiss me—hard, please—”

We followed her lead, swapping places with practiced ease, every movement smooth, every check-in unspoken but constant: a glance, a squeeze, a whispered “Still good?” that Tash answered with “Yes, yes, more—”

The room felt charged, shimmering with the trust and heat of it all. Tash’s body was our focus, our pleasure a chorus devoted to hers. She laughed between moans, sometimes bossing, sometimes begging, always honest. She pinched my nipple, then grabbed Miles’s hand, putting it on her throat, not for pressure, just for grounding.

Reuben slid down to suck her breast, tongue and teeth worrying her nipple, making her squirm, while my fingers pressed deep, curling inside her, my mouth never leaving her clit.

“Let go, Tash,” I whispered. “Come for us.”

She did, her whole body tensing, a ragged, joyous shout torn from her as her orgasm crashed over her. The aftershocks left her shivering, tears streaming down her cheeks, but her smile was beatific.

We surrounded her, cuddling in, stroking her skin, whispering praise. Tash, grinning through happy tears, hugged us close. “Best. Fucking. Morning. Ever.”

But she wasn’t done. “Now,” she said, “I want to watch. Chloe, get on my lap, ride my thigh. Boys, let me see you—touch yourselves, or each other, or us. I want this to be hot and filthy and ours.”

I obeyed, straddling Tash’s strong thigh, grinding down, the roughness against my clit perfect. Miles and Reuben, emboldened, stroked themselves and each other, their hands sometimes tangling with mine or Tash’s, sometimes pausing to touch our hips, our breasts, our hair.

Tash gripped my hips, guiding my rhythm. “Come for me, Chloe,” she whispered, flexing her thigh under me, “Show them what you look like when you let go.”

I let the pleasure build, bodies all around, eyes on me, hands joining to tease my breasts, my clit, my hair. Miles leaned in, kissing me, then Tash, then Reuben, the group dynamic a loop of connection, joy, and want.

We came in a wild, tangled knot—me grinding on Tash’s thigh, shuddering with release as she held me; Miles and Reuben gasping, spilling across our thighs, their faces alight with pleasure and laughter. There was no embarrassment, only a sense of completion, celebration, and honest, shameless joy.

Afterward, we fell together, breathless, sticky, and utterly spent, laughter mixing with the sun and sweat and pride. Tash held me close, pressing a kiss to my temple, her words low and sweet. “Thank you. All of you. For making me feel wanted. For making me brave.”

We echoed her, and in that golden, chaotic heap, I realised this was what I’d been seeking when I opened my door—not just pleasure, not just wildness, but the knowledge that in being seen, chosen, and used, I had never been more loved.

The golden morning haze had deepened into a full, feverish glow. The four of us sprawled across my bed, breathless, sticky, laughter bubbling up from somewhere deep and primal. Tash’s turquoise hair was matted against her cheek; Reuben’s chest glistened with sweat and the lingering shimmer of my orgasm; Miles lay on his back, lips swollen, his own come streaked across his belly and thighs. I felt my skin alive, humming, all sensation, my body claimed and cherished by every touch, every gaze, every murmured word.

But the air was still thick with anticipation, the kind that comes when boundaries have dissolved and trust runs deep. We weren’t finished. In the midst of all the wildness, we’d found something gentle—a new rhythm, slower now, tender but no less urgent.

Tash propped herself up, eyes shining, voice low and mischievous. “I want to see Chloe come again. Want you both”—she pointed at Reuben and Miles—“to help me. I want her loud. I want the whole corridor to hear how good we are to her.”

Her words sent a jolt of heat through me. I felt every pair of eyes on me—hunger, adoration, mischief. There was no shame, only pride in being the centre, in being wanted and celebrated by this tangled group.

I let Tash guide me, rolling me onto my back, her hands warm and certain. She knelt between my thighs, her fingers stroking my knees apart, thumbs circling my skin, her face glowing with affection and anticipation. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Chloe. I want you to know it. I want you to feel it.”

Miles and Reuben moved in, each taking a side, their hands gentle, mouths pressed to my collarbones, my shoulders, the arch of my neck. I was surrounded—cradled and craved, my body the focus of a choreography that felt both planned and spontaneous.

Tash started slow, her mouth soft and worshipful as she kissed the inside of my thigh, working her way up, her tongue tracing lazy shapes across my skin. She pressed her lips to my mound, then parted me with her thumbs, flicking her tongue over my clit in quick, teasing bursts.

I arched, a moan ripped from my throat, every nerve on fire. Miles leaned in to kiss me, tongue probing, tasting the sweat on my upper lip. His hand stroked my hair, tucking it behind my ear, then drifting lower to cup my breast, thumb rubbing slow circles over my nipple.

Reuben’s hands were everywhere—stroking my other breast, tracing my belly, his mouth at my ear, voice low and full of praise. “You’re incredible, Chloe. Let us see you let go. Don’t hold back. We want it all.”

Tash’s tongue worked faster, her fingers sliding inside me, curling up, coaxing every gasp and shudder. The pleasure built relentlessly, each movement another rung on a ladder I was desperate to climb.

I couldn’t keep quiet—didn’t want to. My moans grew louder, echoing off the walls, mixing with the soft slap of skin, the wet sounds of Tash’s mouth, the encouragement from the others.

“God, you’re so loud,” Tash teased, pausing to suck my clit harder, then pulling away just enough to speak. “Think the whole floor knows what a slut you are now.”

I blushed, but the thrill of it only made me bolder. “Let them hear. I want everyone to know how good you make me feel.”

Tash grinned, diving back in, her tongue relentless, her fingers working me higher and higher. Miles leaned in to kiss me again, his free hand pinching my nipple, while Reuben shifted lower, mouthing my other breast, teeth grazing, tongue flicking.

The sounds we made were shameless—moans, curses, cries, laughter, and encouragement. Through it all, the soundscape of the corridor intruded: a distant door slammed; a burst of giggles echoed, then faded; someone’s music thumped a bassline through the wall. At one point, a group of footsteps stopped just outside my room. I heard a whispered, awed “Is that her?” followed by a fit of laughter and a shushed, “Come on, don’t be a perv.”

The risk only heightened my pleasure. Every sound from outside pressed in on my pleasure from within, blurring the line between exhibition and sanctuary. I felt powerful, wanted, not a secret but a celebration.

Tash found the rhythm that undid me, her tongue flicking in tight, fast circles, her fingers curling, pressing at the sweet spot inside me. The pressure mounted, the world narrowing to the points of contact—her mouth, Miles’s kiss, Reuben’s praise, all of it swirling into a vortex of sensation.

“Let go, Chloe,” Reuben whispered, his breath hot at my ear. “Let us see you fly apart.”

I came with a scream, hips bucking, voice raw, not caring who heard. My body convulsed, the orgasm tearing through me in waves, every nerve alight. Tash held me, her tongue still moving, her fingers slowing only as the aftershocks rolled through me.

The boys kissed and stroked me through it—soft, grounding, words blurring together: “Good girl, so perfect, so brave, fuck, Chloe, you’re amazing—”

When I collapsed, boneless, tears pricking my eyes, Tash crawled up to kiss me, her mouth sweet and proud. “That’s my girl. So loud, so gorgeous. Let them all know you’re ours.”

But we weren’t done. The energy had shifted—more open now, a tide pulling all of us toward another crest. Miles looked at Reuben, voice hesitant but bold. “Can I… can I watch you with Chloe?”

Reuben smiled, then leaned over me, searching my eyes. “Want me inside you?”

“Yes, please,” I breathed, greedy, open, unashamed.

He rolled on a condom, positioned himself between my thighs, and pressed in slowly, the fullness exquisite, a perfect fit. Tash knelt beside me, stroking my hair, kissing my cheek, watching with hungry approval. Miles moved behind Reuben, hands on his hips, their bodies brushing together as Reuben started to thrust, slow and deep.

The rhythm built, Reuben’s hands bracing my hips, Miles pressing kisses to my ankle, my knee, my thigh. The room filled with the sounds of sex—wet, wild, honest. I clung to Tash, to Miles, to Reuben, letting myself be taken, letting every moan be a hymn.

“Still good?” Reuben murmured, pausing, eyes searching mine.

“So fucking good,” I managed, rolling my hips up to meet him. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He fucked me harder, hips slapping, the bed creaking, our bodies in perfect sync. I could hear the corridor again—a pause, then a thud against the wall, someone’s voice rising: “You go, Chloe!”

We all laughed, the joy of it overwhelming. Tash grinned, “Told you—‘Queue Night’ will be legendary now.”

Reuben’s thrusts grew frantic. He gripped my thighs, pulled me closer, his voice breaking. “I’m close—want to come with you.”

I reached for Tash, pulling her into another kiss, the three of us tangled, while Miles’s hands roamed, his lips worshipping every inch of exposed skin.

The orgasm crashed through me, a second wave, even sharper than the first. Reuben cried out, hips jerking, coming with me, his body shuddering. We clung to each other, breathless, sweat-slick, utterly undone.

When Reuben withdrew, rolling aside, Miles moved in. He looked at me, then at Tash, then back at me. “Can I—?”

“Yes,” I answered, pulling him into a deep, messy kiss.

He slid between my legs, guided by Tash and Reuben’s encouragement, his body smaller but no less eager, his thrusts gentle at first, then more urgent. Tash straddled my chest, offering her breast to my mouth, her hand stroking Miles’s back, her voice a litany of praise.

“You’re so good, Miles—so sweet, so brave. Fuck, Chloe, look at you—open for all of us.”

I sucked Tash’s nipple, my hand tangled in her hair, the pleasure building again as Miles moved inside me, his breath coming in sharp, desperate pants.

The tension built, the pleasure cresting again. “I’m gonna come, Chloe—fuck—can I—?”

“Yes,” I gasped, loving the need in his voice, the way he asked, the way every edge of this morning was safe because we kept making it so.

He shuddered, coming hard, body shaking, his face buried in my neck. Tash and Reuben held us both, arms wrapped around our bodies, laughter and moans and whispered gratitude a cocoon around all four of us.

As the final wave passed, we collapsed, tangled, sticky, ruined in the best possible way. The sounds from the corridor faded—doors closing, footsteps echoing down the stairs. Our laughter filled the space instead, wild and victorious.

Tash kissed each of us in turn, her mouth soft, lingering, tasting sweat and sex and pride. “Best. Morning. Ever,” she declared, her voice hoarse but full of joy.

Reuben stroked my hair, pressing his forehead to mine. “Thank you, Chloe. For letting us see you. For letting us be part of this.”

Miles grinned, still breathless, cheeks pink with happiness. “I’ve never felt so wanted. So free.”

I lay back, closing my eyes, feeling their hands on me—soft, affirming, grounding. Every inch of my skin buzzed with pleasure, every muscle sang with satisfaction. There was nothing to hide, nothing to regret, only the truth of bodies and hearts laid bare.

The sounds outside faded into silence, replaced by the steady rhythm of our breath, the warmth of bodies pressed close, the surety that what we’d just made together was as wild and real as anything in the world.

And for the first time in my life, I knew what it meant to be chosen—not just as an object, but as a subject. Not just “used,” but loved.

The aftermath was its own kind of magic—quieter, warmer, softer, but still charged with the glow of everything we’d just done. The four of us collapsed in a sun-drenched heap, tangled sheets and limbs and hair, the sharp edge of desire replaced by a flood of contentment and relief. I lay half on my side, half on Tash’s chest, one of her arms curled under my neck. Miles pressed into my back, his thigh resting heavy over mine, while Reuben sprawled on his stomach at our feet, his head pillowed on his arms, his dark eyes shining with lazy happiness.

The room was humid with sweat and sex, but the air felt good—safe, real, as if the bed itself was holding all of us. The corridor outside had quieted. If anyone was listening now, I found I didn’t care. We were here together, and the world could wait.

For a while, no one said a word. Tash combed her fingers through my hair, her palm warm and gentle against my scalp. “You okay?” she whispered, voice pitched low, as if sharing a secret.

I nodded, pressing my cheek into her chest, letting myself listen to the slow, strong beat of her heart. “Never better,” I mumbled, and I meant it. I felt filled up, not just with pleasure but with pride—pride in what we’d made, how we’d chosen each other, how we’d cared for each other’s bodies and hearts.

Reuben stirred first, propping himself up and glancing around the room. “Anyone else starving, or is that just me?”

Miles laughed, his voice still hoarse. “I could eat a horse.”

“Only if it’s vegan,” Tash teased, squeezing my shoulder. “I think there’s a packet of crisps under the bed, and some water on the desk.”

Reuben rolled out of bed, gathering his clothes, moving with a new, relaxed confidence. He grabbed the water bottles, handing them around, then found the crisps, a bruised banana, and two granola bars. He returned, distributing snacks, his care quiet and practical.

“Eat something,” he urged. “You’ll feel better. Or at least less like a jellyfish.”

I sat up, legs shaking, accepting a granola bar and a kiss to my temple from Reuben. Miles pulled a pillow behind his head, biting into the banana and grinning. Tash sprawled on her back, arms wide, one hand lazily stroking my thigh. “Someone’s going to have to help me shower later,” she said, voice still thick with laughter. “Otherwise, I’ll just melt into the mattress.”

I giggled, chewing slowly, relishing the simple act of sharing food, the quiet between us now full of little sounds—muffled chewing, the rustle of the wrapper, the faint drip of the tap in the sink.

When we’d eaten, Tash pulled me close, pressing a kiss to my cheek. “Thank you for trusting us. For letting us… see you. Be with you.”

Reuben echoed her sentiment, voice soft. “This was… I don’t have the words. Just, thank you. For being brave. For making it safe for all of us.”

Miles nodded, his eyes shining, his voice small but certain. “You made me feel wanted. Not just for my body, but for being here. I didn’t think I’d have the nerve, but you made it easy.”

I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes—not from pain or regret, but from the rush of gratitude and joy. “Thank you,” I whispered, voice trembling. “For listening. For checking in. For making me feel… more than enough.”

We spent a long time in that gentle tangle—passing around tissues, cleaning up with soft towels, swapping places in the bed so everyone got a turn to cuddle or be held. Tash stroked Miles’s hair as he napped against her shoulder. Reuben cleaned a streak of dried come from my thigh, his touch clinical but tender, then found a spare T-shirt in my drawer and helped me into it, his eyes kind, never possessive.

We talked about everything and nothing—the best breakfast spots near campus, who had the worst flatmates, our most embarrassing sexual moments, how we’d explain this morning if anyone asked. Laughter rolled through the group, light and healing. Someone made a joke about “Queue Night” becoming a regular fixture, and Tash immediately began sketching out theme ideas: “Neon Night,” “Consent Carnival,” “Wild Card Wednesday.” I found myself laughing until my sides hurt.

There were moments of vulnerability, too. Miles admitted, quietly, that he’d always worried he wasn’t “good enough” in bed, that he’d freeze or embarrass himself. Tash squeezed his hand, meeting his eyes. “You were brilliant. I’d take a shy, honest partner over a cocky one any day.” Reuben shared that he’d only started feeling comfortable being seen naked in the last year, that mornings like this were healing in ways he couldn’t quite name.

I felt my heart crack open in the best possible way. “You all made me feel like I could ask for anything,” I said, voice thick. “Even if it was weird, or loud, or too much. I’ve never felt so… free.”

Tash wrapped both arms around me, pulling me into her lap. “You made it easy. Your rules, your kindness, your bravery. You set the tone, Chloe.”

After a while, someone suggested a shower. We took turns, passing towels and shampoo, joking about who left the biggest mess. I watched Tash soap up her legs, Reuben towel-dry his hair, Miles grinning as he tried to hide behind the curtain. Even naked, we were gentle—no rush, no pressure, only the quiet satisfaction of having shared something big.

Clean and dressed, we regrouped in the bed, this time just to talk, to lie in the sun, to share a last few moments before the day pulled us back into its orbit. Tash curled against my side, her fingers tracing patterns on my arm. Reuben spooned up behind me, humming a low tune. Miles, now fully awake, stretched his arms overhead, grinning. “Best Thursday ever,” he declared.

The mood was light, unhurried. We checked in, one last time, making sure everyone still felt safe, proud, and wanted. I looked at the three of them—these wild, kind, beautiful people who had waited in line for a chance to share something real with me—and felt a surge of joy so fierce it made me laugh out loud.

We dressed together, no one in a hurry, the intimacy lingering in every casual touch—Tash brushing my hair, Reuben fastening his belt, Miles handing out socks. As the others prepared to leave, we hugged, each goodbye its own moment of connection.

Tash lingered, pressing her forehead to mine. “You ever want another Queue Night, you know where to find me.”

I smiled, pride and gratitude welling up in my chest. “Count on it.”

When the last of them slipped out, closing the door gently behind them, I let myself collapse onto the still-warm bed, the scent of bodies and clean skin and laughter all around me. I was alone now, but not lonely—full to the brim with satisfaction, pride, and a deep sense of being cherished, not just used.

Tomorrow, the world would come calling again—classes, deadlines, the casual chaos of dorm life. But today, for just a few more moments, I let myself lie there, utterly at peace, the memory of a morning where I was chosen, adored, and seen by three people who understood what it meant to ask, to give, to care.

And in that gentle aftermath, I knew: I would open my door again. But it would always, always be on my terms.

When the last of them left—Tash with a lingering, whispered promise, Reuben with a gentle squeeze of my hand, Miles with a bashful grin and a wave—the room felt impossibly quiet. The laughter, the tangled limbs, the storm of bodies and words had passed through like a summer thunder, leaving sunlight and hush in its wake. For a moment, I just sat there, perched on the edge of my rumpled bed, the warmth of their presence still vivid in my skin, the impression of hands and mouths and laughter echoing through my whole body.

The door was still half open. Not just the usual inch I left for airflow or safety, but flung wide enough for the corridor’s silence and the hum of dorm life to slip in—someone running a shower at the far end, the elevator pinging, distant footsteps and the faint rattle of a trolley as the cleaner made her rounds. I thought of closing it, but stopped. Let it hang open a little longer, I decided. Let the morning breathe.

I padded over to the window, sunlight warming my bare feet, and took a long drink from my water bottle. My reflection in the glass startled me: hair wild, cheeks flushed, lips swollen and bitten, bruises blooming faintly on my thighs and hips and breasts. I felt the ache in my core—a soreness that was sweet, a physical echo of all the times I’d said yes and meant it, of everything I’d allowed and asked for. I turned slowly, letting the air caress my skin, letting the past hours play in my mind like a reel of snapshots: Tash’s grin, Reuben’s steady hands, Miles’s gasp of pleasure and disbelief, the chorus of laughter when someone in the corridor cheered.

There was a kind of reverence in how I touched my own skin—testing the spots where someone had kissed me, feeling the edge of a fingernail at my hip, the tenderness in my thighs. None of it felt like marks left by others, but by myself—evidence of choice, of agency, of desire claimed and received. I thought of the sign still taped to my door, curling a little at the edges from all the comings and goings, and smiled.

I changed the sheets, tossing the old ones into the laundry bag, relishing the scent of sex and sweat as it lifted and lingered before vanishing into clean cotton. I found my favorite oversized T-shirt, the one Tash had teased me for wearing, and pulled it on, the fabric soft against skin that still buzzed. I moved slowly, deliberately, cleaning up cups and wrappers, setting the granola bar wrappers on the bin, wiping away smears from the mirror, putting the water bottles back in a neat row on the desk.

The room looked different now—not just messy or lived-in, but consecrated by what had happened here. Every pillow, every dent in the mattress, every scattered sock felt like a souvenir from the morning’s joy. The door, hanging open, was both invitation and promise: this is who I am. This is what I want. You can come in, but only if you understand what it means to really see me.

I sat back on the bed, phone in hand, and opened my group chat with Jess, the friend who’d received my first selfie days ago. My thumb hovered over the keyboard. For a moment I considered sending a photo—a glimpse of my bare legs, the crumpled sheets, the sunlight painting the floor. Instead, I typed: Still open ;) Best morning of my life. Within seconds, the screen filled with emojis and reactions. Jess replied first: You legend. Save the details for me, I want every filthy second.

I laughed aloud, the sound bouncing in the sunlit room, feeling utterly, gloriously alive. I let myself flop back on the new sheets, arms splayed, letting the hum of the corridor mix with the afterglow in my chest.

It would be easy to slip into self-doubt, to second-guess the risks I’d taken, to worry what the campus would say or what stories would spin out in the common room. But I didn’t. The feeling that filled me was too full, too bright, to be pierced by shame. I’d made my own rules, chosen my own partners, cared for myself and others, let myself be both wild and safe. I was proud, not just of what I’d done, but of the way I’d done it.

As the sun climbed higher, I let myself drift into a light, dreamy sleep. I didn’t close the door. The voices outside rose and fell, sometimes pausing at my room, sometimes moving on. I heard Tash’s laugh somewhere far down the hall, Reuben’s deep voice, Miles’s musical chatter. The world kept spinning, and I floated in the centre of it, whole and open.

Later, I’d shower, put on real clothes, maybe venture out for coffee. Maybe someone would wink or smile or tease, and maybe I’d blush, or grin, or just hold their gaze and nod. I knew that whatever I did next—whoever I welcomed in, whatever I asked for—it would be by my own choice, on my own terms.

For now, though, I lay in my room with the door still open, the air soft on my skin, my body and heart filled to overflowing. I had made this possible—by daring, by trusting, by saying yes again and again. There was nothing to regret. Nothing to take back. Only a future waiting, bright and uncertain, just beyond the open door.

And for the first time in my life, I knew that as long as the door stayed open, I’d never be alone.
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Interlude IV – “Snapchat Story”

The afternoon sunlight had shifted, streaking gold and honey over the mess of my sheets and the fresh T-shirt draped across my bare thighs. My skin was still marked with the fading fingerprints and mouth-bruises of this morning’s wildness, and I felt equal parts sore and buoyant, like I might float off the mattress if I didn’t anchor myself with one hand.

My phone buzzed where it had been lost in the tangle of covers. For a long, delicious minute, I just lay there, eyes half-closed, letting the weight of what had happened settle. When I finally reached for it, there were already a dozen new messages in the group chat—Jess demanding “receipts,” a gif of confetti, a string of heart-eyes and fire emojis from people I barely knew.

But this wasn’t a story I wanted to tell with words—not yet. It deserved an image, a keepsake, a small act of pride and gentle exhibition. So I propped myself up, tousled hair falling into my eyes, and turned the camera to face me.

The screen showed everything: lipstick half-smeared, cheeks pink, eyes still blown and lazy with afterglow. My T-shirt was riding up, one thigh bare, the curve of my hip just visible. In the background, the sign on my door was visible—OPEN ACCESS — COME IN IF YOU WANT ME—just peeking out past the edge of the frame, proof that the rumours were real.

I flashed a peace sign, bit my lower lip, and snapped the shot. No filters, no touch-up—just me, in all my messy, radiant, wrecked glory.

The caption was easy.

Open Access = Best Week Ever

I hesitated only a heartbeat before posting it to my Snapchat story. The little ping of “sent” was like a jolt of electricity—half nerves, half triumph. Already, the story was getting reactions: flame emojis, a “damn girl,” a line of heart-eyes, Jess’s reply: You are a fucking legend. Call me tonight!

I laughed, dropping the phone to the bed, and stared at the ceiling, arms outstretched, the joy and adrenaline mixing into something I knew I’d never forget. For the first time in my life, I felt like my story—my body, my choices, my pleasure—wasn’t just happening in secret. It was happening in the light, and I was proud to let the world see.

I settled back, letting my phone buzz and ping, the open door still letting the day’s sounds drift in. For now, I didn’t need to say another word. The picture said it all: I was wanted, I was satisfied, and I was absolutely, shamelessly alive.
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Closing Time

For the first time all week, I woke up in an empty bed. The sun was already high, pouring through the gap in the curtains, casting wide golden stripes across my naked skin and the disaster zone of my sheets. The air was thick with the ghost of bodies—sex, sweat, laughter, the honeyed residue of touch and risk and wild, holy pleasure. My throat was dry, my hair a halo of tangles, my thighs sticky and tender from too many hours spent open, held, used, cherished.

There was a deep, ringing silence in the room. Not the tense, hungry hush that had come just before someone stepped through my open door, but a peaceful, lazy quiet that made the chaos of yesterday feel impossibly far away. I stretched, feeling the delicious ache down to my bones. My skin was a gallery of faded fingerprints: the faint pattern of Tash’s bite marks on my shoulder, Reuben’s big handprints on my waist, the shape of Miles’s lips on my inner thigh, Jess’s teeth at my breast. Each mark was a memory, a private little badge of pride and wildness.

I blinked at the ceiling, remembering the pulse and swirl of Queue Night: laughter echoing, bodies tangled, someone in the corridor cheering as I screamed and fell apart. It was all so vivid—yet already, with the world slowed and the corridor hushed, it felt a little bit like a dream. The “OPEN ACCESS” sign was still taped to my door, the letters wavy at the corners where steam from too many showers had curled the paper. The door was open, wide enough for any passing eyes to see my bare feet or the mess of blankets, but no one stood there now.

For a long moment, I didn’t move. I just listened: to the birds outside, the rumble of a bin lorry somewhere distant, the faint click of a neighbour’s laptop through the wall. The corridor was mostly still. My body, by contrast, buzzed. Not with nerves or shame, but a soft, swelling fullness. I felt like I’d been blown open, every sense awake, every boundary expanded—but I was still whole, still me.

Rolling onto my side, I let my hand trace the bruises and welts, the flushed skin, the warmth left behind. I wasn’t used to loving these marks, but now I savoured each one, replaying the moment they’d been given—a gasp, a kiss, a “fuck, Chloe, you’re perfect,” a hand steadying me as I shook with pleasure.

My phone, lost somewhere in the duvet, vibrated—a pulse of messages, the outside world gently knocking. I didn’t rush to find it. Instead, I pulled my knees to my chest and hugged them, breathing deep, letting the air settle, letting the room feel like mine again.

Eventually, thirst and hunger won out. I crawled out of bed, shivering as I crossed to the window, grabbing an old T-shirt and pulling it over my naked body. My legs wobbled a little, weak from too much standing, kneeling, riding, being ridden. Even that made me smile—this soreness was earned, and I wore it gladly.

At the mirror, I paused. My hair was wild, lips chapped and swollen, eyes still ringed with smudged mascara. I looked ruined and radiant, not a trace of apology anywhere on my face. I washed quickly, splashed cold water on my cheeks, ran a comb through my hair and didn’t bother to tame it.

Back at my bed, I remade the sheets, taking care to fold the corner where Jess had collapsed laughing, where Tash had napped with her head on my hip, where Reuben had wiped me clean with gentle hands. I found a stray condom wrapper under the pillow, smiled, and tossed it in the bin, feeling the reality of last night crystallise with every small gesture of care.

Sitting at the edge of the bed, I stared at the open door, the sign, the sunlight painting my bare knees. The urge to close it was strong—a need for stillness, for boundaries, for a little while to just be Chloe, not the girl everyone queued for. But I left it open, just a little longer. I wanted to savour this quiet, wanted to feel the echo of all that had happened, wanted to honour the risk I’d taken and the pride I’d found on the other side.

I sat there, breathing in the day, letting the hush wrap around me like a blanket. For once, I was both alone and never lonely, surrounded by memories, by the knowledge of what I’d dared to want, and what I’d dared to receive.

And as the sounds of campus life slowly returned—someone laughing down the hall, the ping of a phone, a door closing far away—I felt nothing but gratitude. For the chaos, the kindness, the heat, and for this moment of peace at the end of everything. I was open, and I was enough.

The house-quiet of my room didn’t last long. My phone, abandoned on the duvet, vibrated itself into a new corner, demanding my attention. The world outside hadn’t forgotten me, and neither had the endless threads of connection I’d woven—some on purpose, some without ever meaning to. I scooped it up, sliding back into the warm nest of my bed, legs drawn up, the T-shirt I wore rumpled from sleep and sex and too many hours spent with nothing between me and the world.

I had over fifty unread notifications: the group chat from last night, Jess’s stream of messages—Queen, Call me as soon as you’re alive, I want every detail—and a half-dozen DMs from people I barely knew. Some were direct—Did it really happen?, Heard you set a record lol, You looked amazing—and some just little emoji bouquets: flame, peach, eggplant, hearts.

On my stories, the “Open Access = Best Week Ever” snap had racked up more views than anything I’d ever posted. There were reactions from old high school friends, two people from my psychology course I’d never spoken to in person, even an anonymous message—Thanks for reminding the rest of us that it’s okay to want. I scrolled, half-dazed, skimming past the in-jokes and “respect” GIFs, the teasing, the pure voyeuristic curiosity.

There was no malice, just a tide of fascination and gossip, some of it giddy, some almost reverent. It was oddly gentle, as if everyone knew they were witnessing something rare—someone owning pleasure without apology, a story bigger than the sum of its parts. Still, the attention prickled against my skin—a reminder that the line between “I am open” and “I am exposed” was never quite as thick as you want it to be.

As I scrolled, the soundtrack of the corridor filtered in: footsteps pausing, voices lowered, the hush of people passing my door. I caught fragments—snatches of laughter, “I think that’s her,” someone whispering, “she’s actually really nice,” a low, affectionate, “she looked so happy, though.” I heard no nastiness—no judgement, only curiosity and a strange, soft awe.

My cheeks flushed, but I let the warmth in. There was something beautiful in being seen—really seen. Not just as a story or a rumour, but as the person who had made all of it happen. I thought about that first day, heart pounding as I printed the sign, as I taped it up, as I lay in bed with the door open and nothing but my own courage to keep me company. I’d wanted to be noticed, yes, but I’d also wanted to take up space—to fill my own life with something wild, something chosen, something real.

Now, I had to decide what to do with that space. The sign was still up, still curling at the corners, still marking me as the girl who was “open,” who let people in. I stared at it for a long moment, heart thumping, the old nervousness returning—not fear, exactly, but the heavy, tingling weight of being the one who said yes. How long was it right to stay open? When did openness become just another kind of mask?

The corridor grew quieter as the morning faded into afternoon. A couple walked by, hand in hand, and paused just long enough to peek into my room. They both smiled—a real, kind smile, not mocking—and kept walking. Someone slipped a folded note under my door. I picked it up, fingers trembling, and found a simple message inside: Thank you. For being bold enough for the rest of us.

I let out a shaky breath, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes. There was a cost to being known, but there was a gift, too—a sense of kinship, of having held the door open for something larger than myself. For a moment, I wondered what would happen if I left it up forever. Would people keep coming? Would it still feel like mine?

I pulled the covers higher, letting myself melt into the bed, feeling the comfort of my own room, my own body. I realised how tired I was—not just physically, but down in my heart. The joy was still there, but so was the ache, the rawness of having been so open, so thoroughly seen. I thought about the conversations I’d had with Jess, with Tash, with everyone who had come through my door—every laugh, every check-in, every whispered are you sure? and yes, I want this.

I replayed the words from my own lips, the courage it had taken to keep the door open, to ask for what I wanted, to trust that it would be received. The pride I felt didn’t vanish in the daylight, but it did shift—becoming something softer, steadier. I didn’t need to be on display every hour, didn’t need to perform. I could close the door when I wanted, and know that the openness would live inside me, not just in a sign or a story.

I sat up, stretching, the ache in my thighs and hips grounding me in the real. I traced the letters of the sign with one fingertip, smiling at the faded ink, the water-warped paper. For a second, I considered posting a goodbye snap—Door closed (for now), but I’m still open where it matters—but I let the moment pass. This was just for me.

My phone buzzed again. Jess, of course: Out of bed yet? I’m coming with coffee. Don’t even think about closing the door until I see your face.

I laughed, the sound filling the empty room. I realised then that I didn’t need the corridor’s approval, didn’t need the whole world’s eyes. I needed the people who cared, the friends who’d stick by me when the story faded. The ones who’d sit with me when the sign finally came down.

I leaned back, letting the sunlight soak into my skin, and felt the weight of the sign on the door—a weight I’d carried willingly, but one I was almost ready to set down. For now, I’d stay open a little longer. For now, I’d let the world see the girl who dared.

But when the time came, I knew I’d be the one to decide. And that knowledge was the sweetest thing of all.

For hours, I let the door stay open—just a crack, just enough for light and noise and the last shreds of rumour to drift in and out. I let myself wander the small perimeter of my room, tidying up, folding clothes, putting my space back together piece by piece. The energy was different now. No more wild heartbeat, no more rush of steps in the corridor, no one peeking in with hungry eyes or hopeful smiles. The air was calm, thick with yesterday’s sun and the warm, faded scent of bodies. I could almost hear the echoes: laughter, moans, the hush of someone saying my name.

I stood at my desk, nursing the coffee Jess had delivered—cold now, but sweet, its warmth held in my palms. The sign on the door fluttered with each passing draft, the tape at one corner finally giving way. I watched it for a while, letting memory roll over me: the thrill of taping it up for the first time, the sense of daring, the hope that someone would notice. And then, so much more than I’d expected—the queue, the touch, the feeling of being chosen again and again.

The corridor was quiet, the world outside returning to normal. The cleaner’s trolley rattled away. I heard the scrape of someone’s key in a lock, the soft closing of another door. The building exhaled. I realised I was tired, deeper than sleep—tired from so much saying yes, from holding myself open for days, from carrying the hope and the risk and the pride of being the girl everyone knew was available. My body still ached in beautiful ways, but my heart wanted something softer, smaller, safe.

I moved to the door and ran my fingers over the sign—feeling each letter, the grooves pressed by my own pen, the ink faded and a little blurred. My thumb lingered on the words: OPEN ACCESS — COME IN IF YOU WANT ME. My own writing, my own dare.

There was no regret. Only a slow, bittersweet gratitude. I’d done what I’d wanted to do. I’d filled myself with more than just pleasure—I’d filled myself with courage, with joy, with the satisfaction of being known. But I could feel the boundary returning, the gentle whisper that it was time to rest, time to close, time to remember that being open is most powerful when it’s truly a choice.

I pulled gently at the tape, working each corner free with care. The sign came away in my hand, soft and limp, the paper warped and wrinkled but somehow still holding its meaning. I stood in the doorway for a long moment, holding the sign to my chest, letting myself feel everything at once: pride, fatigue, relief, a wash of gentle melancholy. I looked up and down the corridor—empty, sunlit, the world going about its business.

I stepped back, heart thudding, and for the first time in days, I pushed the door closed. The sound was soft—a click, not a slam—but it rang out in the quiet, a punctuation mark, a full stop at the end of my wildest sentence. I sat on the floor, back against the cool wood, the sign in my lap, and breathed in the hush.

It felt different, but not empty. I let the silence settle, seeping into my skin, sinking into my bones. I could hear the outside world, muffled now, distant, but I was inside, contained, whole. I looked around my room—still messy, still sunlit, but private, claimed, my own again. Every mark on my body, every scent in the sheets, every memory lingering in the corners belonged to me.

A strange sense of relief settled over me. I didn’t have to keep performing. I didn’t have to hold myself open for anyone else’s gaze. The girl who had been brave enough to invite the world in could also be wise enough to send it home. I realised that closing the door didn’t erase anything I’d done—it only made space for new choices, new forms of courage. I pressed the sign to my chest, tears slipping down my cheeks—not sad, not even overwhelmed, just so full I was spilling over.

I stood, folded the sign with slow, careful hands, and tucked it into the back of my journal. I wrote a few lines—I am open, but I am also whole. I am enough. Today, I rest. The act was sacred, the ink a kind of closing blessing on all that had happened.

The room, now quiet and private, felt warm and right. I lay back on my bed, tracing the places where the light fell on the wall, letting myself drift in and out of sleep, feeling, for the first time in days, at home in myself.

I knew the world would keep spinning, that rumours might linger, that someone might even knock, hoping the door was still open. But I would choose when and how to answer, if at all. I would never have to prove myself to anyone, least of all to the stories people told about me. I had written my own story, lived it out loud, and now I was free to rest, to heal, to close and open as I pleased.

As the sun slid across the window and the hush deepened, I smiled, feeling the sweet ache of boundaries reclaimed and adventures survived. The sign was off the door, but the door would always be mine.

The room was finally quiet. My door closed, the sign folded safely away, sunlight painting quiet patterns on the floor. I felt smaller now, but not diminished—more like a tide going out, leaving bright treasures on the sand. I was almost drifting off when a light, familiar knock tapped out a little rhythm on the wood. Not the hesitant rap of a stranger or the nervous triple-tap of someone reading my sign for courage—this was Jess, announcing herself with confidence and a trace of mischief.

“Open up, legend,” she called, her voice muffled but grinning. “I come bearing caffeine, carbs, and no judgement.”

I rolled off the bed, the floor cool beneath my bare feet. As I unlocked and opened the door, the familiar sight of Jess—messy bun, oversized hoodie, leggings, sunglasses still perched on her head like she’d just come from the gym—filled the doorway. In one hand she held a cardboard tray with two lattes and a paper bag crammed full of pastries. In the other, she brandished her phone, the group chat already open and scrolling with a flood of new messages.

“Morning, or whatever’s left of it,” Jess greeted, stepping into my room like she owned the place. She nudged the door shut with her hip, handed me my coffee, and tossed the pastries on my desk. “So. Do you want to start with gossip, hugs, or a rundown of the filthiest rumours currently circulating?”

I laughed—a shaky, grateful sound—and let her fold me into a tight, warm hug. She squeezed hard, smelling of vanilla and rain, her hands rubbing slow circles over my back. For a second, I let myself sag into her, head pressed to her shoulder, the stress and pride and joy of the last few days all swirling into one soft, wordless feeling.

Jess let go, flopping onto the bed and patting the spot beside her. “Alright, superstar, spill. You good? Regrets? Any body parts still attached? Do you want me to help you write your memoirs?”

I rolled my eyes and sank down beside her, tucking my feet under my thighs, hands wrapped around the warm cup. “I think I’m good. Sore. Starving. Emotionally about fifty percent soup and fifty percent confetti.” I grinned, nudging her with my shoulder. “Did you see the queue this morning?”

“Did I see it? Babe, I practically started it.” She wagged her phone at me. “You should have heard the stuff flying around the group chat. Tash gave you a ten out of ten for enthusiasm, Reuben said you made him rethink his entire sexuality, and Miles is apparently now the dorm’s Most Eligible Virgin No Longer. There’s even a poll about who should get ‘priority access’ next semester. You’ve started a revolution.”

I groaned, burying my face in my hands. “Oh god. I’m going to need a new name. Or a witness protection programme.”

Jess snorted, nudging me with her knee. “Don’t even. You were brave, Chloe. You didn’t hurt anyone, you didn’t shame anyone, and you looked fucking happy the whole time. That’s all anyone’s talking about. Even the people who are jealous can’t stop smiling when they mention you.”

I sipped my coffee, letting the warmth seep into my bones. “It was… a lot. Good. Messy. But good. I thought I wanted to be seen, to be used, and I did. But now… now I just want to be me again for a while.”

Jess nodded, her eyes softening. “That’s fair. The wildest things are only fun when they’re a choice. You were the one who opened the door. You’re the only one who gets to close it.”

She reached into the paper bag, pulled out a croissant, and tore it in half, handing me the bigger piece. “Honestly? I’m proud of you. You let yourself be wild, and now you’re letting yourself rest. Both are brave. And both are you.”

I chewed in silence for a while, the flaky pastry melting on my tongue. Jess chatted about the chat, about Tash’s new hair plans (“She says she wants a colour to commemorate the orgy, which I think means she’s dyeing it rainbow”), about Reuben volunteering for the next campus radio show, about Miles finally joining their Dungeons & Dragons group, shy but glowing. The world was still spinning, but it felt slower, gentler now.

Finally, Jess shifted, looking at me with a glint of curiosity. “So. Door’s closed. What happens next? Are you gonna write your story up for the forum? Tape the sign up again when you’re bored? Or is it time for a Chloe-only sabbatical?”

I smiled, letting the question settle. “I don’t know. I think… maybe I’ll keep the sign. But just for me. A reminder that I get to choose. That I can be open, and I can also rest.”

Jess leaned over, bumped her forehead to mine, and whispered, “I love you, you ridiculous, wonderful woman. Whatever you pick, I’ll always be at the front of the queue.”

We laughed, and for the first time in days, I felt truly still. Safe. Home.

We finished the pastries, licking buttery flakes from our fingers, sharing the soft, companionable silence that only best friends—and sometimes lovers—can sustain. Jess lay sprawled on my bed, one leg thrown over mine, her hoodie slipping off one shoulder. The coffee cups sat empty on the desk, the paper bag crumpled and sweet-smelling between us. Outside, the corridor murmured on, but in here, the air was thick with a kind of peace I hadn’t felt in days.

Jess stretched, the hem of her hoodie riding up to bare a stripe of golden skin above her leggings. “You look tired, in a good way,” she teased, trailing her fingers along my knee. “You look like a woman who finally got everything she wanted.”

I smiled, warmth blooming low in my belly. “Almost everything,” I said quietly, letting my hand drift to rest over hers. “I wanted this, too. Just… us. No queue. No sign.”

Jess’s eyes softened, and she squeezed my hand. “You want to rest, or do you want…?” She left the question open, letting me fill in the gap with a glance, a touch, a simple yes or no.

I let the quiet settle for a heartbeat, then answered with action. I leaned in, brushing my lips over hers—soft, gentle, no urgency, just the sweet certainty of someone who knows you inside out. Jess kissed me back, her mouth warm, her hand coming up to cradle my cheek. There was no rush, no hunger, only a slow unfolding of warmth and affection.

Her thumb traced the curve of my jaw, then slid into my hair, her touch reverent. “Are you sure?” she murmured, breath soft against my lips.

I nodded, barely a whisper: “I want you. Just you. Slow.”

We took our time, peeling away layers with care—her hoodie sliding off, my T-shirt following, leggings and knickers pushed down in slow, teasing increments. Every new inch of skin was greeted with a kiss, a laugh, a low, appreciative murmur. The sunlight fell in golden patches across our bodies, painting Jess’s freckles, highlighting the lines of muscle in her thighs, the soft curve of her belly, the sharp gleam of her eyes.

She lay back, drawing me over her, her hands roaming my back, her legs sliding open to cradle me. I pressed kisses down her throat, over her collarbone, lingering at the gentle swell of her breasts. Her nipples peaked under my tongue, and she arched into the touch, sighing in contentment.

Jess’s fingers were gentle as they explored my body—tracing old bruises, stroking the new ones, pausing at every place someone else had marked. “Still proud of these?” she asked, lips quirking.

I nodded, shivering. “They’re all part of me now. You, too.”

She kissed me again, slow and deep, her hands never leaving my skin. There was a comfort in the repetition, in the way we could read each other’s needs without speaking. When she touched me between my thighs, she went softly, teasing, circling, waiting for my breath to catch before she pushed two fingers inside, curling up to find the place that made me gasp.

I let my own hands wander—down her ribs, over the dip of her waist, cupping her breast, thumbing her nipple. She writhed under me, her breath coming faster, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Let me take care of you,” I whispered, shifting down to settle between her legs.

Jess spread for me, hips rolling, hands threading through my hair. I took my time—slow licks, gentle sucks, stopping to look up and watch her fall apart. She was vocal but quiet, a string of whispered encouragement and soft moans, her praise more precious than anything shouted in a crowd.

When she came, it was slow and shaking—her body curling in on itself, my name a sigh on her lips. I kissed her through it, holding her, feeling the tremor in her thighs and the sweetness in her hands as she pulled me up to lie beside her.

She rolled me onto my back, pressing kisses to my throat, my collarbone, my breasts. Her fingers teased me open, and I let her in without hesitation, the trust between us absolute. She brought me to the edge, over and over, until I was a mess of pleas and shudders, and when I finally came, it was with her mouth on mine, her hands tangled in my hair, our bodies pressed as close as two people could be.

Afterward, we curled up together, legs tangled, foreheads touching. Jess traced lazy patterns on my hip, her voice sleepy and satisfied. “That’s my favourite version of you,” she murmured. “Happy, soft, open but safe.”

I closed my eyes, letting the words settle. “That’s how you make me feel. Like I could be anything. Like it’s okay to close the door sometimes.”

Jess smiled, pressing a last kiss to my lips. “It’s always okay. You get to choose. You always have.”

We lay like that, basking in the hush, in the sunlight, in the certainty that sometimes, the best kind of open is the one that lets in only the people who see you, truly, as you are.

The world outside faded to a gentle hush. Jess and I lay tangled together, her head on my shoulder, my hand drifting up and down her back in slow, absent circles. The heat of our bodies and the comfort of the bed conspired to lull us into a dreamy stillness, broken only by her soft, contented sighs.

After a while, Jess shifted, blinking sleepily. “Okay, confession time: I smell like pastries, sex, and at least three people’s perfume, and you—” she wrinkled her nose, grinning, “—are basically walking evidence of a campus-wide health code violation.”

I snorted, rolling over on top of her, pinning her wrists above her head. “Excuse me, you’re the one who brought coffee and croissants into my bed. I’m not sure which of us is filthier.”

Jess laughed, wriggling playfully. “I think the only solution is a shower. But I get dibs on the hot water.”

I rolled off her, stretching with a groan. “Deal. But only if you promise to wash my back and not do that thing where you flick water in my face every time I close my eyes.”

“No promises.” Jess hopped up, rummaging in my drawer for a clean towel, then tossing one to me with a wicked grin. “Come on, superstar. We can compare scars and see whose thighs are more bruised.”

We padded to the tiny ensuite, still naked, our laughter echoing off the tiles. The shower steamed up fast, fogging the mirror, blurring the world to just the two of us. Jess stepped in first, pulling me after her, and for a while, all we did was scrub and giggle, helping each other untangle hair and wash away the sticky traces of last night and this morning.

She traced the marks on my hips, her fingers gentle. “You’re a masterpiece, Chloe. Seriously. Tash and Reuben did some of their best work here.”

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t hide my grin. “You’re not so bad yourself. Look at those bite marks—someone was enthusiastic.”

Jess flicked water at me, her voice softening. “You know, I used to be afraid of this—of being seen, of letting anyone know I wanted more than just the usual. Watching you… you made it okay. You made it normal.”

We finished showering, dried off, and dressed in mismatched pyjamas—old T-shirts, baggy shorts, socks that didn’t match. It felt like a sleepover from childhood, but tinged with something deeper, a maturity forged in wildness and trust.

Back in the main room, we flopped on the bed, hair still damp. Jess sprawled on her stomach, propped up on her elbows, watching me as I tidied the last bits of mess—replacing the sheets, folding the old ones, throwing away wrappers and stray tissues. She watched in silence, something thoughtful in her gaze.

“You gonna put the sign back up?” she asked, voice casual but not teasing.

I paused, the folded paper heavy in my hand. “I don’t know. I thought I’d want to, but now…” I sat beside her, turning the sign over and over, tracing the faded letters. “I want to keep living boldly. I want to have more mornings like this. But I think I need to be careful—about what ‘open’ means for me. Maybe some days it’ll be ‘come in,’ and some days it’ll be ‘knock first.’ I don’t want to do it just because people expect it. I want to do it because I want to.”

Jess nodded, nudging me with her foot. “That’s growth, babe. You don’t owe anyone your body, your sign, your time. You never did.”

We fell quiet, the weight of her words filling the space between us, but in a good way—a way that felt solid, honest, the foundation for something new.

“I want you in my life,” I said quietly. “Even if I never put the sign up again. Even if I do. You’re the only person I want at both the start and the end of these stories.”

Jess’s face softened. “I’m not going anywhere. Unless you ask me to. Or unless there’s no coffee, in which case, all bets are off.”

We both laughed, the sound bouncing off the walls, shaking loose the last bits of tension. Jess sat up, stretching, and fixed me with a mock-serious look. “So, what’s next for our resident legend? Planning on starting a sex-positive dorm newsletter? Teaching a class on group consent?”

I snorted. “Maybe I’ll just start small. Sleep. More showers. Maybe another day with the door closed.” I met her gaze, smile turning gentle. “Maybe I’ll just let myself rest and see what comes next.”

Jess grinned, flopping back onto the pillows. “That’s my girl. Brave when you want to be, soft when you need to be. Promise me you’ll let yourself have both.”

I squeezed her hand, feeling her strength twined with mine. “I promise.”

We lay together in the sun, the world spinning quietly outside, the future wide open but finally—finally—on my own terms.

After Jess left—showered, fed, and promising to text from the library with more gossip than any one person could possibly handle—I was alone again. This time, the solitude felt intentional, earned, not lonely but complete. The door was closed, the corridor’s sounds muffled by distance and the security of knowing I’d survived the week’s chaos and joy. It was early evening now, the sunlight slanting long across my little room, dust motes swirling like confetti in the quiet air.

I sat cross-legged on the bed, still wearing Jess’s borrowed T-shirt, hair damp and wild. On my lap, my battered journal lay open—a clean, blank page inviting something honest. Next to me was the folded “OPEN ACCESS” sign, edges curled, ink faded from too many hands brushing past, the marks of tape still sticky at the corners.

I held it in both hands for a moment, running my fingers over the ridges of each letter, the ghost of my own boldness. This piece of paper had changed me; it had called strangers and friends into my room, into my body, into my heart. It had made me nervous, made me proud, made me wild, and—when I needed it to—made me braver than I ever imagined I could be.

I pressed the sign flat, found a roll of washi tape, and carefully affixed it to a new page in the back of my journal. I sat with the sight of it for a long time, then uncapped my favourite pen and began to write—not for the group chat, not for the campus forum, not for Jess or Tash or Reuben or Miles. Just for me.

I opened the door. I made my own rules. I said yes, and then I said enough. I loved every second and every mark. I don’t owe anyone my story, but I am proud of it. This sign doesn’t have to go back on my door for me to stay open, for me to stay true. Today, I choose rest. Today, I choose to be enough, whether the door is open or closed.

The words flowed easier than I expected. There were no tears, only a slow, deep warmth spreading from my chest out through my limbs. I looked up, blinking at the familiar clutter of my room—half-finished mugs of tea, a stray sock under the chair, Jess’s lipstick still smudged on the mirror. It all felt sweeter, somehow, as if every bit of mess was proof that I’d lived well, with nothing to hide.

I scrolled through my phone, replying to a few messages—I’m okay, just tired, thank you for being kind—and then set it aside, letting the digital world spin on without me for a while. I texted Jess a simple, Thank you for being here at the end of it. I love you, and she replied almost instantly: Always. Tomorrow, coffee is on me. Rest, legend.

With the last of the sun painting my bed, I curled up with my journal open, fingers brushing the edge of my taped sign. The campus outside was returning to its routines, a new hum of voices and doors and laughter spinning up for the night. I didn’t feel left out, only peaceful—a kind of contentment I’d never known before. For once, nothing was required of me except honesty, and honesty felt easy, unremarkable, beautiful.

As dusk settled, I stared at the closed door—not with longing or regret, but with a soft, private pride. I knew I could open it again, whenever I chose. But for now, the hush was a blessing, a circle of calm around my messy, full, well-loved life.

I set down my pen, tracing the words I’d written, and whispered them aloud to the empty room. “I am open, but I am also whole. I choose what happens next.”

It felt like a promise, a spell, a kind of quiet magic. Outside, the campus lights flickered on. Inside, I let myself drift, content and sure and deeply, sweetly enough.
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Epilogue – “Advice Post”

Thread Title: What happens if you really put up the sign? (A Field Report)

By: Anonymous

Date: End of Term, 02:03am

Hey, strangers. Maybe you’re here because you’re lurking, reading stories and fantasies and thinking, Could I ever do that? Maybe you just want gossip. Maybe you’re me, last week: restless, a bit lonely, staring at your door and your life, wondering if there’s more out there if you just ask for it.

I did it. I printed a sign and taped it up.

OPEN ACCESS — COME IN IF YOU WANT ME

Consent was ongoing. Condoms on the desk. Ask for rough. Stop at any time.

This isn’t a sex story, not really. It’s a story about choosing. About being scared, and still saying yes. About finding out that your body can be a beacon instead of a secret. That you can be open without being empty. That people will surprise you—sometimes by wanting you, sometimes just by being kind.

The first hour? My heart was in my throat. I undressed, propped my door open, lay on my bed and waited. The world didn’t end. No one called me names. The first person who came in was gentle, nervous, so careful you’d think I was spun from glass. We talked about boundaries before we even kissed. He smelled of citrus deodorant and hope. When he left, I grinned so hard my cheeks hurt.

The next visitor was my friend Jess. Yes, that Jess—the one who’s always been a little too wild for anyone’s comfort. She came in with a grin, said she’d always wondered, and asked what I wanted. She called me a slut, fingered me until I begged, then kissed me in the shower while we giggled about being “public property.” She made me feel seen in a way that was wild and healing all at once.

And the group? That was… well, it was everything people fantasise about and everything I’d feared. Three people—two guys and a woman—stood outside my door one morning, waiting their turn, laughing about the “queue.” I let them in, we set the rules together, and what happened was a tangle of mouths, hands, bodies, and consent. We stopped and checked in every five minutes. We laughed more than we moaned. When I screamed, the corridor cheered.

It wasn’t perfect. I cried, a little, from being overwhelmed—by how much I wanted, how much I got. I worried the next day about the whispers in the hallway, the “Did you hear?” texts, the way people smiled at me, or looked away. But you know what? Not a single person shamed me. Not one. A few even slipped me notes: “Thank you for being bold enough for the rest of us.” “You looked so happy.” “Wish I could be that brave.”

I kept my sign up for three days. Every partner was over 19, every act was opt-in, every line was respected. No one was drunk, no one was pushed. I closed the door when I was ready, folded up my sign, and wrote this with sore thighs and a full heart.

So what’s my advice?

	Do it for you. Not because you want to be a story or a rumour, but because you want to see what happens when you stop waiting for permission.

	Write your own sign. Maybe it’s not on your door. Maybe it’s on your face, your dating app, your eyes. But set your boundaries and honour them.

	Find your people. Whether it’s a queue or a single friend, the right ones will celebrate your rules, not resent them.

	Check in, every step. Consent isn’t just sexy, it’s safety. The hottest moments are the ones where someone says “Are you okay?” and really means it.

	Aftercare matters. Sometimes the wildest part is how you feel the next day—sore, proud, maybe a little weepy. Have water, snacks, and someone to hug. Even if it’s yourself.

	You get to close the door, too. There’s power in saying yes. There’s just as much power in saying “enough.”



What no one tells you: You won’t be the same afterward. Not because someone “used” you, but because you finally used your own voice. You learn that you can be open without being erased, and that there is nothing braver than claiming your own pleasure.

If you’re thinking about it—about opening your door, your body, your heart—know this: You are not alone. You are not broken. You are not too much or not enough. You get to make the rules. You get to start and stop as many times as you need. And if you decide it’s not for you, that’s perfect, too.

I kept my sign. It’s folded in the back of my journal, taped onto a page that reads: I am open, but I am also whole. I choose what happens next. If you need a sign, use mine. If you need permission, take it from someone who’s been there: you’re allowed.

Putting up that sign was the best thing I’ve ever done. Not because of the sex, but because it made me real. If you want it, claim it. If you don’t, that’s just as brave.

Make your own rules. Own your pleasure. Close the door when you need to. You are the only one who gets to decide what “open” means for you.

— Anonymous (but not invisible)


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.

[image: ]

OEBPS/font_rsrc1CM.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc1CS.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc1CC.ttf


cover.jpeg
ACCESS
.GRANTED

Open access.
Open legs.
Her rules.

2

>
VOLUME 3 - DORM RULE NINE





OEBPS/font_rsrc1CP.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrc1C6.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrc1CN.ttf


