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Chapter 1

⚜

Move-in day hit hard. Sweat. Boxes. Stairs.

Three trips up four flights, Dad's face getting redder each time, Mom fussing about hangers and whether I'd packed enough socks. The August heat made Morrison Hall's stairwell feel like a sauna. No air conditioning in the old building. Other families jammed the hallway-mini-fridges, storage bins, someone's dad arguing with someone else's dad about right-of-way.

By the third box of books, I was seriously questioning my decision to pack my entire life.

"Room 415," Dad said, dropping the last box with a grunt. "You got lucky with a single."

Honors program perks. I didn't mention I'd probably spend every night alone anyway. My high school girlfriend and I had broken up right before graduation-mutual decision, both heading to different schools. We'd never gone past making out anyway. I figured college would be more of the same: study, maybe find a swim club, maybe some awkward parties where I stood in the corner nursing a beer I didn't want.

Mom was unpacking sheets when someone knocked. A girl stood in the doorway-petite, oversized gaming hoodie, yoga pants. Dark eyes met mine.

"Hey. I'm Maya. Room 412, right across from you." She gestured behind her. Through her open door I saw gaming monitors, tangled cables. Long straight black hair fell to mid-back. "I'm right across from you-convenient."

"Ethan," I managed.

Her dad appeared carrying a tower PC. Maya didn't look away from me. She held eye contact, smile playing at her lips.

"Can you help me with the monitor?"

I followed her across the hall. Her room mirrored mine but already looked lived-in. Posters half-unpacked, peripherals everywhere, clothes spilling from a duffel. Her hoodie rode up as she reached for something on her desk. Strip of flat stomach. She caught me looking. Smiled.

"Thanks." Her fingers brushed mine taking the monitor back. Held contact a beat too long. Faint scent of soap-clean, simple. She grinned, then turned back to her setup.

Parents left by early afternoon. We finished unpacking-bed made, clothes in the tiny closet, desk organized. Mom cried when she hugged me goodbye. Made me tear up too. Dad gave me a firm handshake and a gruff "Make us proud," then they were gone, disappearing down the stairwell with empty boxes.

I stood in my single. Four walls. Narrow bed, desk, tiny closet. My swimming trophies sat on the desk looking out of place. I'd packed them because Mom insisted, but now they just reminded me I wasn't that guy anymore. Wasn't the star swimmer from a small town. Just another freshman.

Too quiet. First night on my own.

I needed to get out of my head.

The fourth floor of Morrison Hall stretched longer than I expected. Doors propped open with bins and shoes. Music, voices, unpacking chaos. I passed guys hauling mini-fridges, nodded awkwardly. Our floor numbers made no sense-my 415 faced 412 across the hall; even numbers ran down one side, odds down the other, then they bent around corners.

Then I saw her.

Coming out of Room 414. Volleyball under one arm. Sports bra, tight athletic shorts. Tanned skin, toned legs. Maybe 5'6", dark wavy hair in a high ponytail. She saw me and lit up.

"Hey! You're new." She shifted the ball, extended her hand. "Sienna."

"Ethan. Room 415."

Firm handshake. She didn't let go. Leaned against her doorframe, stretching. Every line of her athletic build on display-abs, thighs, chest straining the sports bra.

"Just got back from practice," she said, wiping her forehead. Sweat beaded on her neck, ran down between her breasts. "Tryouts for the team. You play anything?"

"I swam in high school."

"Nice. Swimmer's build." Her eyes traveled down my body. Slow. Back up. Not subtle. "You'll love it here. Everyone's super friendly."

She touched my arm. Fingers on my bicep, squeezing, testing muscle. Athlete's check.

I mumbled something about unpacking and retreated. Behind me, her laugh-warm, knowing.

By 7pm the RA called a mandatory floor meeting. Twenty-something freshmen jammed into the lounge. Awkward energy thick. People trying too hard to seem cool.

Marcus-junior, clipboard, too-big smile-ran through the rules. Quiet hours starting at 11pm. Communal bathrooms at opposite ends of the floor. No candles. No hot plates. "Community building."

Movement caught my eye.

Red hair near the window. Girl on the floor, sketching. Evening light made her hair glow. Pale skin, freckles, vintage band tee, ripped jeans. She felt older. Put-together.

Sienna leaned over to Maya, whispered something. Both glanced my way. Laughed. Not mean. Like sharing a joke.

My face heated.

After the meeting, Red Hair approached.

"You're the single room, right? Lucky."

"Yeah. Ethan."

"Harper. I'm around the corner in 416." She tilted her head. Eyes gray-blue, intense. Faint smell of paint or graphite. "You look overwhelmed."

"Is it that obvious?"

"Little bit." She smiled. "Don't worry. It gets easier. Or weirder. Depends on the floor."

She walked away.

That night I lay in bed listening to music and voices through the thin walls. Someone was having a party down the hall-bass thumping, people laughing, the occasional cheer. I thought about going, introducing myself, trying to make friends. I stayed in my room instead.

I thought about texting my high school friends, but what would I say? That I'd met three attractive girls and turned into an awkward mess every time? That I was already homesick and it had been less than twelve hours?

I scrolled Instagram instead-everyone at their schools posting parties, new friends, adventures. Meanwhile I was lying alone in the dark.

Fell asleep dressed, phone in hand.

The next few days blurred together. Classes started-biology, chemistry, freshman composition, calculus. The workload hit immediately. Reading assignments, problem sets, essays due within the first week. I threw myself into routines. Wake up early, shower, eat breakfast alone in the dining hall while reviewing notes, classes back-to-back, library until dinner, back to my room by evening to study more.

Easier than trying to socialize. Safer.

On Day 3, I ran into Maya in the hallway at 7am. I was heading to the bathroom in athletic shorts and a t-shirt, toothbrush in hand. She emerged from her room wearing an oversized t-shirt that hung to mid-thigh and sleep shorts. Hair in towel-creased waves. That clean soap scent again.

"Morning person?" she asked, voice still husky with sleep.

"Can't help it."

She fell into step beside me. "I'm more of a night owl. But my roommate's boyfriend stayed over last night, so I'm escaping early."

We reached the communal bathroom. She went into the women's side, I went into the men's. Through the thin wall, I could hear water running. I tried not to think about her showering on the other side.

That afternoon, Sienna found me.

"Floor hangout tonight. Volleyball team mixer. You should come."

"I don't really know anyone-"

"You know me." She stepped closer. "Come on. It'll be fun. You can't study all the time."

I made an excuse about homework. She rolled her eyes but grinned, not pushing. "I'm not taking no forever."

On Day 4, Harper showed up at my door with a biology textbook.

"Can I borrow yours?" she asked. "Mine's the wrong edition."

"Uh, sure."

She came inside, closing the door behind her. I pulled my copy off the desk and handed it to her. She tucked it under her arm, but instead of leaving with the book, she sat on my bed. Stretched out her legs and leaned back against the wall. She wore cutoff jean shorts today, showing pale freckled legs. I stayed at my desk, hyperaware of her presence.

"You're taking Bio 101?" I asked.

"Second time. I'm a sophomore-switched majors last year from pre-med to art, changed dorms to Morrison for the light." She flipped through my textbook, scanning the chapters. "Turns out I hate science, but I still need the credit."

We talked for twenty minutes. She asked about my major (pre-med), my hometown (small town in Ohio), whether I liked it here so far (I said yes, which was half true). She told me about her art-mostly painting, some drawing, wanted to do gallery shows eventually. Said Morrison Hall had the best natural light on campus, which is why she'd requested it specifically.

The whole time she stayed on my bed, relaxed like we'd known each other for years. At one point she pulled her legs up, hugging her knees, and I caught myself staring at the curve of her calves.

When she finally left, the room felt bigger. Emptier.

That night-Day 4, around 11pm-I was studying. Door cracked open to let in some hallway air. The floor was quieter than usual. Most people were either out at parties or already asleep. I had chem homework spread across my desk-balancing equations, stoichiometry problems that were making my head hurt-and was three problems deep when someone knocked.

Maya stood in the doorway in her usual oversized hoodie and yoga pants. Her hair was down, still damp from a shower.

"Can I study in here?" she asked. "My roommate has her boyfriend over again and they're being... loud."

Her door across the hall stood cracked open. Through it, I could hear muffled voices and giggling.

"Oh. Yeah, sure."

She came in with her laptop and notebook, settling onto my bed without asking. Made herself at home, pulling a pillow behind her back, crossing her legs. I went back to chemistry, trying to focus. She worked on something that involved a lot of typing-probably code, given her major. The silence was comfortable. No pressure to make conversation.

After about thirty minutes, she spoke.

"Where are you from?"

"Ohio. Small town. You?"

"Seattle. My parents moved here last year for work. In-state tuition." She closed her laptop and set it aside. "They're all about me doing computer science. I actually want game design, but that's not 'practical' enough for them."

"That sucks."

"Yeah." She shifted on the bed, pulling her knees up. "What about you? You seem like you have it figured out."

I laughed. "Not even close. I'm pre-med on a full scholarship. First in my family to go to college. If I screw this up..." I didn't finish the thought.

"That's a lot of pressure."

"Yeah." I set down my pencil. The chemistry homework suddenly felt less important. "Sometimes I wonder if I'm doing this for me or for them, you know? Like, do I even want to be a doctor, or is it just because it's safe? Expected?"

"I get that." She looked at me for a long moment, something shifting in her expression. Then, out of nowhere: "Have you hooked up with anyone yet?"

I nearly dropped my pencil. "What?"

"Since getting here. Have you?"

"No." Face on fire.

"Me neither." She set her laptop aside. "I've been waiting to see if you were interested."

Brain short-circuited. "In you?"

She laughed. "No, in the RA. Yes, in me, Ethan."

No words came. She got up from the bed, crossed the small room to where I sat frozen at my desk. She reached past me and pushed the door closed with a quiet click. The sound was loud in the silence. My heart tripped.

"Can I kiss you?" she asked.

I nodded. Couldn't speak.

She leaned down and pressed her lips to mine. Soft at first, testing. When I kissed back, she deepened it, hand coming to the back of my neck. I stood up without thinking, pulling her closer. She made a satisfied sound against my mouth, pressed herself against me.

Her hands found the hem of my shirt and tugged it up. I broke the kiss long enough to pull it over my head. She stepped back and pulled off her hoodie in one smooth motion. No bra underneath. Perky breasts with dark nipples, flat stomach, smooth skin.

I stared. Couldn't help it.

"You can touch," she said.

Hands clumsy, I reached for her waist, pulled her close. She kissed me again, her hands working my belt. I helped her, shoving my jeans and boxers down until I was completely naked. She stripped off her yoga pants and underwear in one smooth motion, no hesitation.

She pushed me backward until I hit the bed and fell onto it. I bounced slightly. She climbed on top of me, straddling my thighs.

"You're a virgin, right?" She said it matter-of-factly, without any judgment.

"Yeah."

"Okay. I'll go slow."

She lowered her head and took me in her mouth. No way. Already? I nearly came from that alone. Her tongue, her lips, the wet heat-I gripped the sheets and tried not to embarrass myself. She moved slowly, deliberately, taking me deeper. I could feel her breath on my skin, see the way her eyes flicked up to watch my reaction.

After maybe thirty seconds, she pulled off with a soft wet pop. "You're ready."

Climbing higher, she positioned herself over me. Hand wrapped around my cock, guiding me to her pussy. Sank down slowly. Inch by inch. Fully inside. Holy shit. Hot. Tight. Better than I'd imagined.

"Oh fuck," I breathed.

"Like this," she said, breathy. "I'll show you."

She rolled her hips. Rode me unhurried and steady. Hands braced firm on my chest. I watched her face-eyes fluttering closed, lips parting, flush spreading across her cheeks. Her breasts moved with each thrust.

"Touch my breasts. Yes."

I cupped them, thumbs brushing her nipples. Hardened under my touch. She made a quiet sound, bit her lip, picked up pace, pressed her hips in a steady rhythm.

It lasted maybe two or three minutes before the pressure became too much. The heat building low. I came with a strangled groan, hips jerking up. She didn't stop moving until I was finished, riding me through it, then she stilled, still on top of me.

"Sorry," I managed. "That was-"

"It's your first time," she said, smiling. "We'll practice."

She climbed off me and lay down beside me on the narrow bed. We stayed like that, catching our breath.

"Give it twenty minutes," she said. "Then we'll go again."

Twenty minutes felt like twenty seconds. She spent the time showing me how to touch her-where, how much pressure, what made her gasp. Guided my hand between her legs, showed me how to explore. When I was hard again, I was desperate.

"This time, you're going to make me come," she said. "This time is about me. Pay attention. Follow my lead."

Maya rolled me on top of her. Guided me between her legs, positioned me at her entrance. I pushed inside, slow. Missionary. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulled me deeper.

"Slow. Feel how I move."

I did. Started rocking into her, trying to match her rhythm. She told me to play with her nipples, rolling them between my fingers. Then moved my hand between her legs, positioned it just above where we were joined. Showed me where her clit was, how to circle it with my thumb.

"There. Keep that pressure."

I did. Circled while I thrust into her. Don't lose it. Don't lose it. Her breathing quickened, became ragged. She tightened around me, body tensing. Moaned-low, desperate.

"Right there," she gasped. "Don't change it-"

I didn't. She shuddered apart, trembling, nails digging into my chest hard enough to leave marks. Clenching in waves around me. The sounds she made sent me over. I thrust deep as I finished, both of us lost.

I collapsed onto her chest, both of us sweating and panting. I could feel her heart racing hard against mine.

We stayed tangled together for a while. Eventually she rolled onto her side, facing me in the dark.

"That was good," she said.

"Yeah." I still couldn't believe it happened.

"This scholarship pressure thing," she said quietly. "You know you're allowed to have fun too, right? College isn't just studying."

"I know. Just... hard to let myself." I ran a hand through my hair. "Feels like if I mess up even a little, everything falls apart."

"I get it." She traced a finger down my chest. "Game design isn't 'real' to my parents either. Computer science is stable, safe, boring. We both have something to prove, I guess."

"Yeah." I paused. "But maybe we can prove it and still have this."

She smiled. I kissed her. Soft.

"We should do this again sometime," she said.

"Definitely."

She kissed me once more, slow and lazy, then settled against me. Citrusy shampoo lingered on my pillow. Within minutes her breathing evened out. Asleep.

I lay awake for a long time, staring at the ceiling, her body warm against mine. Part of me expected to wake up and find out this was all a dream. That I'd imagined the whole thing. But she was real, solid, breathing softly beside me. I could feel her heartbeat.

Eventually I drifted off.

When I woke up the next morning, she was gone. Only rumpled sheets and that citrus-soap scent.

I got up, showered, went to class in a daze. Kept replaying the night in my head. The way she'd looked at me. The way she'd felt. The way she'd taken control so easily, like it was the most natural thing in the world. The sounds she'd made when she came.

I couldn't focus in biology. My chemistry professor could have been speaking another language for all I absorbed. I kept expecting to feel different somehow. Like losing my virginity should have changed me in some fundamental way.

Mostly I just felt confused. And hopeful. And terrified.

By the time I got back to the dorm that evening, I'd convinced myself it was a one-time thing. A fluke. A generous welcome-to-college gift from a girl who felt sorry for the awkward virgin across the hall.

I didn't let myself hope for more.

But that night, passing Maya in the hallway, she smiled at me like we shared a secret.

And I realized maybe-just maybe-my freshman year was going to be different than I'd expected.
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Chapter 2
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Morning came too fast.

I woke up alone, sheets still smelling like Maya's shampoo. Citrus. Clean. I lay there replaying last night-her mouth on me, the way she'd felt when I was inside her, the sounds she'd made when she came. Part of me still didn't believe it happened.

I grabbed my shower caddy and towel around 8am. Hallway empty except for Maya emerging from her room with her own towel and toiletries. We stopped. Stared at each other.

"Sleep well?" she asked, casual as anything.

"Yeah. You?"

"Great." She smiled-warm, easy, no awkwardness. "See you later."

She headed toward the women's bathroom. I went toward the men's. My face burned the entire walk.

Behind me, a door opened. Sienna stepped out of 414 in athletic shorts and a sports bra, ponytail already high and perfect. She looked between me and Maya's retreating back. Something shifted in her expression. Curiosity. Calculation.

"Morning, Ethan," she said, drawing out my name.

"Morning."

She watched me disappear into the bathroom with a knowing smirk.

The communal men's bathroom was nearly empty. Four sinks, three toilet stalls, two shower stalls with plastic curtains. One shower was already running-steam creeping under the door. I claimed the free stall, turned the water hot, and tried to process the fact that I'd had sex. Twice. With Maya from across the hall.

I was soaping my hair when I heard the door open. Footsteps. Then Sienna's voice.

"Don't mind me."

I froze. Water ran into my eyes.

"Uh-this is the men's-"

"Women's bathroom is being cleaned," she said. Not true. I'd just seen Maya go in there. "Just brushing my teeth real quick."

Through the gap between the curtain and the wall, I caught movement. Sienna at the sinks wearing just a towel, workout clothes slung over her arm. She caught my eye in the mirror. Grinned.

I turned to face the wall. Tried to ignore her.

"You and Maya seem close," she said conversationally.

"We're neighbors."

"Right." Water running. Spitting. Then fabric rustling. "Just neighbors."

I glanced back without thinking.

She'd dropped her towel. Completely naked. Tan lines from her sports bra and shorts. Full breasts, dark nipples, toned stomach, the curve of her hips. She grabbed her fresh sports bra, shimmying into it, then pulled on tiny athletic shorts. The whole time she watched me watching her through the gap.

"See you at the volleyball game tonight?" she asked, pulling her ponytail tight.

I couldn't form words.

She laughed-low, confident-and left.

I stood under the spray for another five minutes trying to calm down.

Classes blurred. Biology, chem lab, freshman comp. I couldn't focus. Kept thinking about last night. About this morning. About Sienna's body and the way she'd looked at me like she knew exactly what she was doing.

In bio, Professor Chen was talking about cellular reproduction. I was thinking about Maya's mouth on me. In chem lab, my partner asked me to hand her a beaker three times before I heard her. During comp, I wrote maybe two sentences of the assigned freewrite and spent the rest of the time staring at my notebook.

Between classes I saw Maya twice. Once crossing the quad-she waved, casual and friendly. My heart jumped anyway. Once in the dining hall-she was sitting with her roommate, didn't see me. I grabbed food to go and ate in my room.

I didn't see Sienna all day. Which meant I spent all day thinking about seeing her.

By evening I'd convinced myself nothing else would happen. Maya was a one-time thing. Sienna was just teasing. The bathroom thing was her being cocky, showing off, proving a point. That was it.

Then I found myself walking to the gym for the volleyball game.

Told myself I was just being supportive. Floor community. That's what college was about, right? Supporting your floormates.

Right.

The team was already warming up when I arrived. Morrison Hall had a decent turnout-maybe twenty people in the stands. I spotted Sienna immediately. Number 14, hair in a tight braid, diving for balls, spiking hard. She played aggressive. Physical. When she scored, she'd pump her fist and shout.

She was good. Really good. Her movements were precise, controlled. Every dive calculated. Every spike placed perfectly. The other team couldn't keep up.

Between sets, she grabbed her water bottle. Scanned the stands. Found me. Grinned and waved. My face heated. The girl sitting next to me glanced over, curious.

The Morrison Hall team won the first set 25-18. Second set 25-20. Third set 25-17. Straight sweep.

After the game, I was heading out when someone grabbed my arm. Sienna, still in her uniform, face flushed, skin gleaming with sweat. Up close I could see the rise and fall of her chest, the way her sports bra clung to her skin.

"You came," she said.

"Yeah. You played great."

"I know." She grinned. "Come celebrate with me."

"What-"

She pulled me toward the exit before I could finish. We walked back toward Morrison Hall in the cooling evening air. She was still buzzing with energy, practically bouncing. Her hand stayed on my arm. Warm. Firm.

"That last spike," she said, animated. "Did you see that? Right over the blocker's hands. Perfect placement."

"It was impressive."

"I've been working on that angle all week." She squeezed my arm. "I'm glad you came."

"Yeah. Me too."

"Roommate's gone for the weekend," she said, casual. "Went home. Got the place to myself."

"Oh."

The implication hung in the air. My heart hammered.

We reached the dorm. Climbed the stairs. My legs felt heavy by the fourth flight but Sienna took them two at a time, still energized from the game. Fourth floor hallway quiet-most people out at parties or studying. Music thumped faintly from someone's room down the hall.

Sienna unlocked 414 and gestured me inside.

Her room was messier than Maya's. Volleyball gear everywhere, clothes on the floor, unmade beds. Posters of professional players on the walls. She grabbed a clean shirt from her dresser, then just pulled off her sweaty jersey right there. Sports bra underneath, damp with sweat. She tossed the jersey aside.

"I'm gross," she said. "Need to shower."

"Okay."

She pulled the clean shirt on-thin white tank top. Then peeled off her sports bra from underneath, tossed it on the floor. Her nipples visible through the fabric. I stared.

"Want to come with?" she asked. "We'd save water."

Brain short-circuited. No words came.

She laughed. "I'll take that as a yes."

She grabbed my hand and pulled me back into the hallway. The floor was quiet. Past quiet hours. We walked to the men's bathroom together. Empty. She wedged a flip-flop under the door.

"No one uses this late," she said. "But just in case."

She pulled off her tank top and stripped off her shorts and underwear in one motion. Completely naked. Her game braid still tight against her neck. She started the shower in the far stall, testing the temperature. Then she turned to me.

"Your turn."

I fumbled with my shirt, jeans, everything. She watched, amused. When I was naked she stepped close, ran her hand down my chest. Down my stomach. Wrapped her fingers around me.

"Maya got to you first," she said. Not a question.

"How-"

"These walls are paper. You two weren't exactly quiet." She stepped into the shower, pulling me with her. Water cascaded over both of us. The tile was cold under my feet, mist haloing us. She pressed herself against me, wet skin sliding. "I've been thinking about this since move-in day."

She kissed me hard. Aggressive. Pushed me back against the tile wall. Hands in my hair, tongue in my mouth. I kissed back, pulling her closer. A pleased hum slipped out of her as she pressed her hips against mine. I was already hard.

She broke the kiss, mouth moving to my neck, kissing and biting while she stroked me. I gripped her hips, spray needling my shoulders. She made a low sound, then turned around. Bent forward slightly, hands braced on the tiled wall. Looked over her shoulder.

"Fuck me from behind."

Holy shit.

I positioned myself behind her, gripping her hips. Slid into her slowly. Searing heat. She gasped, arched her back.

"Don't be gentle," she said. "Give me something I can feel."

I thrust harder. She pushed back, meeting me. Water ran over us, steam everywhere. My grip slipped on her wet hip before she grabbed my hand and planted it firm. She was moaning-loud, unrestrained. Didn't care who heard.

"Pull my braid. Harder."

I grabbed her braid, wrapped it around my hand, pulled. She cried out, tightened around me. The bite of her braid in my fist, the echo off the tiles.

"Yes. Right there-don't stop."

I drove into her harder, gripping her hip with one hand, braid with the other. She was saying my name, breathless and desperate. The sound bounced off tile and filled the room.

"I'm close," she gasped. "Don't stop-"

She came with a shout, whole body shaking, pulsing in waves around me. I lasted maybe three more thrusts before I followed, spilling into her.

We stayed like that, both panting. Water running. Steam everywhere.

She straightened, turned, kissed me-gentler this time. Smiling.

"That was good."

"Yeah."

We actually showered after that. She washed my back, casual and comfortable. Like we'd done this a hundred times. I tried to process what just happened. Tried to make sense of it.

Two days. Two women.

What the fuck was my life?

We dried off, got dressed. Walked back to the hallway together. Our hair obviously wet.

Harper was coming out of her room-416, around the corner. She stopped. Looked at us. Looked at our wet hair. Something flickered in her expression-curiosity, calculation, amusement. She didn't say anything. Just held my gaze for a long moment, then went back into her room and closed the door.

Sienna squeezed my arm. "See you tomorrow, Ethan."

She disappeared into 414. I stood at my door for a moment, then went inside. Pressed my palms over my eyes and listened to the hall breathe.

The next day passed in a fog. Professor Chen's voice washed over me like static. In comp I highlighted the same line three times and still couldn't tell you what it said. Meals. Avoiding eye contact with both Maya and Sienna in the hallway. I saw Harper once-she gave me a long look but didn't say anything.

Day 6. Afternoon. I was trying to study when someone knocked.

Harper stood in my doorway with a canvas and paints.

"Can I paint in here?" she asked. "Light's better."

"Sure."

She set up near the window, small canvas propped against the lamp, paint supplies spread across my desk. I moved to my bed with a textbook. She worked quietly, mixing colors, making abstract strokes. I pretended to read. Every paragraph slid off my brain. Too aware of her presence. The smell of graphite and paint. The way she tilted her head while working.

After maybe twenty minutes, she spoke without looking up.

"Are you sleeping with Maya and Sienna?"

I choked on nothing. Coughed.

She set down her brush and turned. Her mouth quirked. "Morrison carries every sound. I couldn't not hear." She studied my face. "So? Are you?"

"I-yeah."

I felt guilty somehow, though I didn't know why.

"Don't be embarrassed." She crossed the room. Stood in front of where I sat on the bed. "I was just wondering if you had energy for a third."

Before I could respond, she turned my desk chair to face the bed and gestured to it. I moved to the chair, sat. She crossed to me and straddled my lap. Hands on my shoulders. Face inches from mine.

"Do you?" she asked.

"Yes."

She kissed me. Deep and intense. Her hands slid into my hair, nails scraping my scalp. I gripped her waist, pulled her closer. She ground against me, deliberate circles, feeling me get hard beneath her. The warmth and weight of her thighs on mine.

She broke the kiss and slid off my lap. Dropped to her knees between my legs. Started working my belt.

"Harper-"

"I've been thinking about this for days," she said, pulling my jeans and boxers down. I lifted my hips to help. She tugged them off completely, tossed them aside. Wrapped her hand around me, stroking slowly. "Since I first saw you."

She took me in her mouth. Slow. Deliberate. Taking her time. Her tongue, her lips, the perfect suction. She pulled back, swirled her tongue around the head, then took me deeper. Over and over. Building me up. She slowed to a cruel crawl. My thighs flexed under her hands.

I tangled my fingers in her red hair. Watched her. She looked up at me through her lashes, held eye contact while she worked me. Her breath warm on my skin when she pulled back to tease.

Right when I was getting close, she let me go with a slick breath.

"Not yet," she said. "I want to feel you."

She stood, stripped off her jeans and underwear. Pulled off her vintage tee and bra. Slim body, small pale breasts with pink nipples, red hair between her legs. Freckles scattered across her shoulders.

She climbed onto the bed, guided me down onto my back. Straddled me. Sank down slowly, taking me inside. We both gasped. She started rolling her hips, riding me. Hands on my chest for balance. Her gaze pinned mine.

"Touch me while I fuck you," she breathed.

I hesitated. "What?"

She smiled. "Touch my clit."

I slid my hand between her legs, found it. Circled with my thumb while she rode me. She bit her lip, eyes fluttering closed.

"Right there-same stroke."

I kept the pressure steady. She picked up pace, grinding down on me, chasing it. Her breathing quickened. She gripped me tight. Shuddered.

"Fuck," she gasped, and broke apart, nails digging into my chest.

She collapsed forward onto me, breathing heavy. After a moment, she rolled us so I was on top. Hooked her calves at my hips.

"Your turn," she said. "However you want."

I thrust into her. Missionary. Deep. She held me close, hands on my back, pulling me deeper with each stroke. I could feel everything. Velvet heat, her body tightening down, the way she moved with me.

"I'm on the pill," she whispered in my ear. "Come inside me."

That did it. I let go with a groan, hips jerking. She held me through it, stroking my back.

Afterward we lay tangled together. She traced patterns on my chest.

"That was worth the wait," she said.

I laughed. "It's only been like a week."

"Long week." She kissed my shoulder. "For the record, I don't care about Maya and Sienna. This doesn't have to be complicated."

"Okay."

She got up, got dressed, gathered her painting supplies. Kissed me once more at the door.

"See you around, Ethan."

And she was gone.

I lay there trying to process. Three women in three days. This couldn't be normal.

Over the next two days, I realized people were talking. Whispers in the hallway. Looks in the lounge. The floor wasn't that big. Word traveled fast.

Day 7, I passed two guys from down the hall. They stopped talking when I approached. Started again after I passed. I caught the words "lucky bastard."

Marcus, the RA, gave me a knowing look when I saw him coming out of the bathroom. Didn't say anything. Just shook his head, smiling.

A girl from across the hall-not Maya, someone else-asked if I was "dating anyone." Put weird emphasis on the word anyone. When I said no, she laughed like I'd told a joke.

By Day 8 I was avoiding common spaces. Eating meals in my room. Ducking into the bathroom only when absolutely necessary. The attention felt suffocating.

Day 8, evening. I only came out because the lounge looked empty. I was trying to study when Maya walked in. Should have stayed in my room.

"We need to talk," she said.

My stomach dropped. "Okay."

She sat across from me. "So you and Sienna, huh?"

"I-yeah. I'm sorry, I didn't-"

"I don't own you," she interrupted. "But I want to know where I stand."

Before I could answer, Sienna walked in. Looked between us.

"Are we talking about Ethan's busy schedule?" she asked, amused.

Then Harper appeared from around the corner. "Are we doing this now?"

The three of them looked at each other. Then at me. I wanted to disappear.

Maya spoke first. "I've been with him. Since Day 4."

Sienna grinned. "Day 5. Shower after the game."

Harper nodded. "Day 6. Afternoon."

They all looked at each other. No one seemed angry. My mouth went dry. If any of them asked me to choose, I was dead.

Sienna leaned back on the couch. Shrugged. "I mean, he's cute and eager. Makes sense we'd all notice."

Maya's eyes glittered. "I'm not interested in exclusivity. Are you guys?"

Harper shook her head. "Not particularly. But I don't want drama."

They all turned to me. Three gazes pinned me.

"I like all of you," I managed. "I don't know what I'm doing."

Maya and Sienna exchanged a loaded look. Sienna's grin widened. "What if we just... share?"

Maya raised an eyebrow. "You serious?"

"Why not?" Sienna shrugged. "We're all adults. We all want the same thing. As long as we're honest about it."

Harper nodded slowly. "Ground rules, though."

They started talking-establishing boundaries. Negotiating like it was a group project. I sat there, watching them, trying to understand how this was my life.

"Text before dropping by someone's room," Maya said. "That's basic courtesy."

"Agreed," Harper said. "And no exclusivity expectations. We're all free to do what we want."

Sienna nodded. "Communication if anyone gets uncomfortable. This only works if we're honest."

"And no bringing in new people without discussing first," Maya added. "Just the four of us."

Maya and Sienna traded a quick glance. Sienna bit back a smile.

They all looked at me.

"Does that work for you?" Harper asked.

"Yeah," I managed. "That works."

Sienna pulled out her phone. "I'm making a group chat right now. Pinning the rules."

My phone buzzed. Group chat: "Morrison 4th Floor 😏" with Maya, Sienna, Harper, and me. A second buzz-Sienna had pinned a message with all four rules listed out.

"There," Sienna said, satisfied. "Official."

Maya arched an eyebrow at me. "You okay with this?"

"I don't really understand what's happening," I admitted. "But yeah. I'm very okay with it."

All three women laughed.

Harper stood. "Well, this got resolved faster than expected."

"Right?" Sienna flashed a victory-smile. "I thought there'd be more drama."

"Drama's boring," Maya said, matter-of-fact. "This is more fun."

Sienna leaned forward. "We could make that work."

They left one by one. Maya first, back to her room to finish an assignment. Sienna next, mentioning something about an early practice. Harper lingered for a moment, gave me a small smile, then disappeared around the corner.

I sat in the lounge alone, staring at my phone. At the group chat. At the fact that three women had just agreed to share me.

Four days ago I'd been a virgin worried about making friends.

Now I had three beautiful women who wanted to sleep with me. Who'd discussed it openly and decided to make it work. Who'd created a group chat with rules and everything.

I went back to my room.

Lay on my bed.

Stared at the ceiling.

The ceiling had no answers. Just water stains and textured paint.

I pulled out my phone. Looked at the group chat again. Reread the pinned message with the rules. Scrolled up to see the conversation history-just Sienna's initial message adding us all and the pinned rules. Nothing else yet.

My high school friends would never believe this. Hell, I didn't believe this.

But it was happening.

My freshman year was nothing like I'd expected.

And it was only getting started.


⚜




Chapter 3

⚜

Day 9. Evening.

My phone buzzed. Group chat.

Maya: "Movie night at mine?"

I stared at the message. First time anyone had used the chat since Sienna created it yesterday. The rules were still pinned at the top. My stomach flipped.

Me: "What time?"

Maya: "Now-ish. Whenever you're free."

Sienna: "I'm in"

Harper: "Can't tonight. Have a painting due tomorrow. You three have fun though"

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

Maya: "See you soon, Ethan"

I changed into clean clothes. Brushed my teeth. Felt ridiculous being nervous. I'd already slept with Maya. With Sienna. This was just hanging out. Watching a movie.

Right.

I knocked on 412. Maya opened the door wearing her usual oversized hoodie and yoga pants. Her roommate's stuff sat on the other side of the room-empty. Gone for the night, probably.

"Come in."

Sienna was already there, sitting on Maya's bed in athletic shorts and a tank top. Her hair was down for once, dark waves falling past her shoulders. She looked different without the ponytail. Softer.

"Hey, Ethan," she said, grinning.

Maya closed the door behind me. The latch clicked shut.

"What are we watching?" I asked.

"Haven't decided yet." Maya grabbed her laptop and climbed onto the bed next to Sienna. Patted the space between them. "Sit."

I sat. The bed was narrow. Our bodies pressed close-Maya on my left, Sienna on my right. Maya opened her laptop and pulled up Netflix. Started scrolling through options.

"Sienna was just asking about my... technique," Maya said, casual. "From the other night."

Sienna laughed. "I was curious about your coaching style."

"Were you though?"

Heat crept up my neck. They exchanged a look. Something unspoken passed between them.

The air felt charged. I tried to focus on the laptop screen. Maya kept scrolling. Action movies. Comedies. Horror.

"What about this one?" she asked, clicking on some thriller I'd never heard of.

"Sure."

She hit play. The movie started. Opening credits. Dramatic music. I had no idea what was happening on screen. Too aware of Maya's thigh pressed against mine. Sienna's shoulder touching mine. The warmth radiating from both of them.

Maya shifted closer. Her hand landed on my thigh. Just resting there. Casual. My heart hammered. I tried to keep my breathing normal. Failed completely.

The movie played on. Something about a heist, maybe. Cars. Gunshots. Didn't matter. All I could focus on was the weight of Maya's hand, the way her fingers traced small circles through the fabric of my jeans. On my other side, Sienna's leg pressed against mine, warm and solid.

On screen, people were talking. Probably important plot points. I wasn't paying attention.

Sienna leaned in. Her breath warm on my neck. "You seem tense."

"I'm fine."

"You're not watching the movie."

"I am."

Maya paused it. Turned to look at me. "Sienna and I were talking earlier."

"About?"

"About how we both slept with you." She said it matter-of-factly. "Comparing notes."

My face heated. "Oh."

"Turns out," Sienna said, voice low, "we have pretty similar taste."

Maya's hand slid higher on my thigh. "And we were wondering..."

Sienna's lips brushed my ear. "If you'd be interested in both of us. At the same time."

Everything went static. No coherent thoughts formed.

"I'll take that as a yes," Maya said, smiling.

She leaned in and kissed me. I kissed back automatically. Her tongue slid into my mouth. I felt Sienna's lips on my neck, kissing and biting. My hands went to Maya's waist, pulling her closer. She made that satisfied sound she'd made before, pressing into me.

Sienna's hands slid under my shirt. Nails scratching lightly up my back. I broke the kiss with Maya to turn toward Sienna. She was right there, inches away, hazel eyes dark. She closed the distance. Kissed me hard while Maya worked my shirt up and over my head.

Sienna pulled back. Started kissing down my neck, my chest. Maya moved the laptop aside, set it on her desk, then stripped off her hoodie. No bra underneath. She reached for Sienna's tank top and pulled it off. Sienna's breasts spilled free-larger than Maya's, tanned, perfect.

The two of them exchanged a look. Something unspoken passed between them. Then Sienna leaned over and kissed Maya deliberately. Right in front of me.

Holy shit.

They made out while I watched, stunned. Maya's hand in Sienna's hair. Sienna's hand on Maya's breast. They broke apart, both flushed, and turned to me with identical grins.

"Your turn to stop watching," Maya said.

I reached for her, pulled her into a kiss. Felt Sienna's hands working my belt, my jeans. Maya broke the kiss long enough to strip off her yoga pants and underwear. Naked. Sienna stood, pulled off her shorts and underwear too. I shoved my jeans and boxers off.

All three of us naked on Maya's narrow bed.

Maya pushed me onto my back. Kissed down my chest, my stomach. Her mouth wrapped around my cock. Unhurried. Deliberate. I groaned. Sienna straddled my chest, facing Maya, playing with her own breasts while she watched Maya suck me.

"He likes that," Sienna said, voice breathy. "Look at his face."

Maya pulled off with a wet sound. "Now you kiss him."

Sienna shifted up, leaned down and kissed me deep. I could taste her lip gloss. Her breasts pressed against my chest. Maya kept working me with her mouth, taking me deeper.

"Switch," Maya said.

Sienna moved down. Took me in her mouth, deeper than Maya had. Maya moved up, straddling my face. Her pussy right there. I gripped her thighs and pulled her down onto my mouth. First time doing this with her. I used my tongue, explored, found her clit.

Maya gasped. "Yes. Focus there."

I circled. Pressure. Rhythm. Sienna's mouth was working me, taking me deep, pulling back, building me up. Too much sensation. Maya grinding against my face. Sienna's tongue. The sounds they were both making.

"Switch," Maya breathed.

They moved. Maya took Sienna's place, deepthroating me while Sienna climbed up and straddled my face. Different taste. Different rhythm. I ate her out while Maya sucked me. Sienna's thighs trembled against my head.

"Don't stop," Sienna gasped. "Right there-"

I didn't. She rocked her hips, riding my face. Using me. I gripped her ass, held her close, tongue working her clit. She came with a shout, whole body shaking. Maya pulled off my cock.

"I want him this time," Sienna said. "You want his face again?"

"Hell yes," Maya laughed, still catching her breath.

They positioned themselves. Maya swung a leg over my face while Sienna straddled my hips, sinking down onto my cock slowly. The two of them above me, using me. I heard them kiss. Heard Sienna moan into Maya's mouth.

Sienna rode me slow at first, then faster. Rolling her hips. I could feel her tightening around me. I focused on Maya's clit, trying to make her come again. She was grinding down on my face, breathless.

"I'm close," Sienna gasped.

"Me too," Maya breathed.

Sienna came first, pulsing around my cock. Maya followed seconds later, trembling on my face. The sensation was too much. I groaned against Maya's pussy, thrusting up into Sienna as I came, spilling inside her.

Sienna kept riding, chasing one more. Her rhythm picked up, grinding down until she shuddered apart again, collapsing forward onto Maya.

All three of us collapsed. Breathing heavy. Sweating.

"That was good," Sienna said.

"We should've done this sooner," Maya agreed.

I lay there processing. Two women. At the same time. They'd kissed each other. Used me together. Came together.

After a few minutes, Maya sat up. "I only came once. Sienna's way ahead."

"You want to even the score?" Sienna asked.

"Obviously."

Sienna grinned. "I'll help."

She pushed Maya onto her back and settled between her legs. Started going down on her. Maya's eyes fluttered closed. She made soft sounds. I watched, transfixed. Sienna's head between Maya's thighs. The way Maya's back arched. Sienna using her tongue and fingers.

"Come here," Maya said to me, breathless.

I moved closer. She pulled me down, kissed me deep. I could taste myself on her tongue. Sienna kept working. Maya broke the kiss to gasp, hand tangling in Sienna's hair.

"Don't change it-yes-"

She came hard, crying out. Sienna didn't stop until Maya pushed her away, oversensitive.

We lay together catching our breath. No one spoke for a while.

"We're not done yet," Maya said after she'd recovered. "I want round two."

"Already?" I asked.

"He needs a few minutes," Sienna said. "But we can keep busy."

Maya grinned. "Get on your back."

Sienna complied. Maya kissed down her body, settled between her legs. Started eating her out while I watched. I was still recovering but the sight was getting me there. Sienna moaned, arching into Maya's mouth.

By the time Sienna came-her third-I was hard again.

"He's ready," Sienna said, noticing.

Maya looked at me. "Good. Get over here and fuck me from behind."

I moved behind her as she stayed on her hands and knees. Sienna shifted, laying on her back with her head near the edge of the bed. Maya leaned down, started eating Sienna out while I slid into her from behind.

The angle was perfect. Deep. I gripped Maya's hips and thrust. She moaned against Sienna's pussy. Sienna's hands went to Maya's hair, holding her close.

"Harder," Maya gasped between licks.

I gave her harder. She cried out, muffled. I could feel her tightening around me. Sienna was moaning, getting close again.

"Keep going," Sienna breathed. "Don't stop-"

Sienna came first, crying out. The vibration of Maya moaning sent her over. Maya followed, pulsing around me. I thrust deep as I finished, spilling into her.

We collapsed in a loose knot of limbs. Breathing heavy. Sweating again.

"Fuck," Sienna said. "That was even better."

"Agreed," Maya said.

I lay there trying to process what just happened.

Eventually Sienna said, "Harper's gonna be pissed she missed this."

Maya laughed. "We'll include her next time."

"Next time?" I managed.

"Obviously." Maya propped herself up on one elbow. "This was fun. Why wouldn't we do it again?"

She said it like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

Sienna's phone buzzed. She checked it. "I have early practice tomorrow. I should go."

She got dressed-tank top, shorts. Kissed Maya. Kissed me. "We should do this again."

"Definitely," Maya said. "But not tomorrow-I have a midterm Wednesday. Need to study."

"Fair." Sienna grinned and left.

Maya and I lay there in the quiet. The movie was still paused on her laptop screen.

"You okay?" she asked.

"Yeah. Just... processing."

"Don't overthink it." She kissed my shoulder. "It's just sex. Really good sex. With multiple people."

"Right."

"You should probably go too. I need to study."

I got dressed. Kissed her once more. Went back to my room.

Lay on my bed. Tracked the hairline crack above the smoke detector. No answers there either.

Day 10. Afternoon.

My phone buzzed.

Harper: "Can we talk?"

Me: "Sure. My room?"

Harper: "On my way"

Two minutes later, she knocked. I let her in. She was wearing paint-stained jeans and a vintage Nirvana shirt. Hair in a messy bun.

"Maya told me about last night," she said, closing the door.

Heat crept up my neck. "Oh."

"I'm not mad." She sat on my bed. "I'm interested."

"Interested?"

"I feel left out." She looked at me directly. "You three had fun without me."

"You said you had a painting due."

"I did. I finished it this morning." She smiled slightly. "Now I'm free. And I was thinking... maybe all four of us should get together."

"Like...?"

"Yes, Ethan. Like that." She pulled out her phone, opened the group chat.

Harper: "My room. Tonight. All of us."

Three dots appeared immediately. Maya.

Maya: "I shouldn't but I could use a short break. Time?"

Harper: "8pm"

Sienna: "I'm in"

They all looked at me through the screen. Waiting.

Me: "Yeah. Okay."

Harper stood. "Good. See you tonight."

She left. I sat there trying to process. Four people. All together.

How was this my life?

That evening I showered, changed, brushed my teeth twice. Stood outside Harper's room-416, around the corner-at exactly 8pm. Took a deep breath. Knocked.

Harper opened the door. She'd rearranged her room. Pushed furniture to the walls. Laid out blankets and pillows on the floor. Set up small LED candles on her desk-fake flame, no fire risk. The artistic touch.

"Come in."

Maya and Sienna were already there, sitting on the blankets. Maya in just her hoodie, no bottoms. Sienna in a sports bra and shorts. Both looked nervous and excited.

Harper closed the door. The bolt slid shut with a small, decisive sound. The room was bigger than most-corner room, thicker walls. More privacy.

"So," Harper said. "Here we are."

Awkward silence. No one knew how to start.

Then Maya said, "Fuck it," and pulled off her hoodie. Naked underneath. Sienna grinned and stripped off her sports bra and shorts. Harper pulled off her shirt and jeans. I was the only one still dressed.

"You're behind," Sienna said.

I stripped. All four of us naked. LED candlelight flickering.

Harper took my hand. Pulled me down to the blankets. Kissed me. I kissed back. Felt Maya press against my side, her lips on my neck. Sienna's hands on my chest. All three of them touching me at once.

Harper broke the kiss. "This is going to be fun."

They pulled me down. All three of them kissing me, touching me, hands everywhere. I couldn't keep track. Someone's mouth on my cock-couldn't tell whose at first. Someone kissing me. Someone's hand in my hair.

I looked down. Maya on my left. Harper on my right. Both mouths on my cock. Double blowjob. Taking turns. Licking. Sucking. Holy shit. Sienna was beside me, watching, touching herself.

"Room for one more?" Sienna asked.

She joined them. Three mouths on me. Three sets of lips, three tongues. Three mouths, three tongues, wet heat trading places until I couldn't tell whose breath hit my skin, only that I was drowning in it. I gripped the blanket, trying not to come immediately.

"Not yet," Harper said, pulling back. "We're just getting started."

They pulled back. Maya climbed onto my face. Harper positioned herself over my cock, sinking down slowly. Her gray-blue eyes locked on mine. Sienna kissed Maya while I ate Maya out and Harper rode me.

I couldn't think. Could barely breathe. Just sensation. Taste. Heat. Pressure. The sounds they made. The way they moved.

Harper came first, shuddering on top of me. "Stay with me," she breathed. "Keep going."

She climbed off. Sienna immediately took her place. Pulled me up to sitting, positioned me behind her while she went down on Harper. Doggy while she ate Harper out. Maya watched, touching herself.

I gripped Sienna's hips and thrust into her. "Deeper," she commanded. "Make me feel it tomorrow."

She moaned against Harper's pussy. Harper's hands in Sienna's hair, holding her close. Maya moved closer, using a vibrator on herself that appeared from somewhere.

"Give me pace," Sienna gasped between licks.

I gave her harder. Faster. She cried out, muffled against Harper. Harper came, trembling. Sienna kept going until Harper pushed her away.

"My turn," Harper said. She guided me down onto my back, then straddled me-woman on top, face to face. Intense eye contact. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulled me deep.

"Look at me," she whispered. "Feel all of it."

I did. Couldn't hold back. Came hard, buried inside her. She held me through it, stroking my back.

I collapsed next to her. All four of us sprawled across the blankets. Catching our breath. The room felt humid and quiet, our breaths the only thing moving the candlelight.

"Round two in fifteen minutes," Maya said.

Sienna laughed. "He needs recovery time."

"We don't." Maya grinned.

The three of them started touching each other. Making out. Hands exploring. I watched, mesmerized.

Maya and Sienna kissed first, slow and deep. Harper watched for a moment, then leaned in to kiss Sienna's neck. Sienna moaned into Maya's mouth. Her hand slid down Maya's stomach, between her legs. Maya gasped, breaking the kiss.

Harper moved to Maya, kissing her while Sienna's fingers worked. Maya's hand found Harper's breast, squeezing. Harper's hand joined Sienna's between Maya's legs. Two sets of fingers.

"Fuck," Maya breathed.

They shifted positions. Harper on her back now, Maya kissing down her body. Sienna straddling Harper's face. I watched Harper's tongue find Sienna's clit, watched Maya's mouth close around Harper's nipple while her fingers slid inside.

The sounds they made. The way they moved together. Like they'd done this before. Maybe they had. Maybe they'd planned this whole thing.

They didn't need me for this. They were enjoying each other. And I was loving every second of watching.

By the time fifteen minutes passed, I was hard again. Ready.

"He's back," Sienna said, noticing.

Maya moved first. Bent over the bed, looking back at me. "Come here."

I positioned myself behind her. Slid inside. Started thrusting. Harper and Sienna moved to either side, touching Maya's breasts, kissing her. She was moaning, overwhelmed by sensation.

"Same pressure," Maya gasped. "Don't change it."

I didn't. Thrust harder. Faster. She was tightening around me, close. Harper's hand moved between Maya's legs, found her clit. Maya came with a cry, shaking.

I pulled out before I finished. Maya collapsed forward onto the bed, satisfied. Harper leaned down, took me in her mouth. Licked Maya's taste off me. I lasted maybe thirty seconds before the pressure peaked. Harper pulled back at the last second, aimed me across Maya's shoulder blades. I finished on Maya's back-warm streaks across her skin.

Harper leaned down and licked it off with a slow, deliberate stroke of her tongue. Everyone froze.

Maya looked over her shoulder. "Didn't know you were into that."

Harper shrugged. "I'm full of surprises."

We all lay together. Four bodies. Blankets. LED candlelight. Breathing slowly returning to normal.

"That was..." I couldn't finish the sentence.

"Intense," Harper said.

"Hot as fuck," Sienna added, laughing.

Maya propped herself up on one elbow. "Best decision coming to this school."

"Right?" Sienna grinned. "Best floor assignment ever."

Harper traced patterns on my chest. "Who knew freshman year would be this good?"

We stayed tangled together for a while longer, trading lazy touches and quieter conversation. Eventually people started getting dressed. Maya left first, then Sienna. Harper walked me to the door.

"We should do that again," she said.

"Definitely."

She kissed me. "See you around, Ethan."

I went back to my room. Day 10. Well into my second week of college. Four people total. Group sex.

Whatever I'd pictured for freshman year, it wasn't this.

The next few days settled into a rhythm. Sometimes individuals. Sometimes pairs. Sometimes all together.

Day 11, I studied with Maya in her room. Her roommate walked in, saw us making out on the bed, smirked, grabbed a charger, and shut the door again without comment. Later that night, Harper texted: "I want you to worship me sometime. Slow. Make it last."

Me: "When?"

Harper: "Soon. I'll let you know."

Day 12, the group chat lit up. Sienna sent a link to an online toy shop with a devil emoji. Maya replied with a laughing emoji and "already have three." Harper sent back "rookie numbers."

That afternoon I ran into Sienna after volleyball practice. She was sweaty, energized. Grabbed my arm. "Next time we're alone, I want it rough. Like really rough. Hair pulling. Spanking. Maybe choking if you're into it."

My hands were still shaking when I sat down in my room. "Yeah. I'm into it."

She grinned. "Good. I'll text you."

Later that evening, Maya sent a private message.

Maya: "I've been thinking about trying anal. When we have time to do it right. Thought you should know."

Me: "Oh. Yeah. Okay."

Maya: "Just keeping you informed."

Day 13, I woke up to knocking. Harper at my door.

"Can I paint in here?" she asked. "The light's better in the morning."

"Sure."

She set up by the window with her canvas and paints. We worked in comfortable silence-her painting, me reading for comp. After an hour she packed up.

"Thanks," she said. "I like painting around you. You don't try to fill the quiet."

"Anytime."

She kissed me before she left. Soft. Lingering.

I lay on my bed later that afternoon. Let the room's hum settle over me.

I didn't know how long this would last. Didn't know if it would survive past the first semester. Didn't know if I'd ever experience anything like this again.

But right now, in this moment, I was going to enjoy every minute.

Two weeks into college and I had three women who wanted to share me. Who'd sat down and discussed it openly. Who created a group chat and established rules. Who had sex with me individually and together.

Tests at noon, candlelight at eight-so this was college.


⚜




Chapter 4
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Day 14. Morning.

I woke up to a text from Maya.

Maya: "Ready to try that thing I mentioned?"

My heart jumped. I knew exactly what she meant. The anal conversation from Day 12. I'd been thinking about it since.

Me: "Yeah. When?"

Maya: "Now. Roommate's at breakfast. Come over."

I brushed my teeth. Changed into clean clothes. Crossed the hall to 412. Knocked.

Maya opened the door in just an oversized t-shirt. Hair messy from sleep. She pulled me inside and locked the door.

"I've been researching," she said. "Watched some videos. Read some guides. I know what I need."

She pulled a bottle of lube from her desk drawer. Set it on the nightstand.

"You nervous?" I asked.

"A little. Excited more." She climbed onto the bed. Stripped off her shirt. Naked underneath. "We go slow. I control the pace. If it hurts I'll tell you."

"Okay."

She pulled me down onto the bed. Kissed me. Her hands worked my shirt up and over my head. Then my jeans and boxers. I kicked them off. She pushed me onto my back, climbed on top, kissed down my chest.

Took me in her mouth. Got me hard. Pulled back.

"I want to start with fingers," she said. "Mine first. Then yours. Get used to the feeling."

She rolled onto her stomach. Reached back with the lube. I watched her work herself with one finger. Slow. Then two. She made small sounds, adjusting. After a few minutes she looked over her shoulder.

"Your turn. Start with one."

I poured lube on my fingers. Slid one inside her ass. She tensed, then relaxed. Breathed through it.

"Move it. Slow."

I did. She rocked her hips slightly. After a minute she told me to add another finger. I did. She gasped.

"Yeah. Like that. Stretch me."

I worked two fingers inside her, slow and careful. She was moaning now. Pushing back against my hand.

"I'm ready. Get behind me."

She shifted to her knees. I positioned myself behind her, poured more lube over my cock. Pressed the head against her ass.

"Wait," she said. "Actually I want to be on top. Easier to control."

She pushed me onto my back. Straddled me facing away-reverse cowgirl. Reached back and positioned me. Sank down slowly. Just the tip at first.

"Oh fuck," she breathed.

She eased onto me inch by inch. Tighter than anything I'd felt before. I gripped her hips. Don't thrust. Do not thrust. Let her drive. She took me halfway, paused, breathed. Then seated herself fully. Holy shit.

"How does it feel?" I managed.

"Full. Intense." She reached for something on the nightstand. Her vibrator. Turned it on, pressed it to her clit. Started moving. Slow rolls of her hips. "Oh my god."

The sensation was overwhelming. The tightness, the way she moved, the buzzing sending vibrations through both of us. I watched her back-the line of her spine, the way her muscles flexed, her dark hair falling down between her shoulder blades.

She picked up tempo. Riding me while using the vibrator. I watched her back arch, heard her breath hitch. The sounds she made were different from before. Rougher. More raw.

"Touch my breasts."

I reached around, cupped them. Rolled her nipples between my fingers. She cried out.

"Hold pressure. Count four and don't change."

She ground down on me, vibrator buzzing, hips circling. I could feel her trembling. Then she went taut, then unraveled in waves. Gripping me in slow pulses. The sensation sent me over. I tightened my grip on her hips and let go.

She collapsed forward onto her hands, still on top of me. Breathing heavy. After a moment she lifted off slowly. Turned around and kissed me.

"That was incredible," she said.

"Yeah."

"We're doing that again." She grabbed her t-shirt, pulled it on. "But I need to study now. Midterm tomorrow."

"Good luck."

She kissed me once more. "Text me after you shower."

I drifted back across the hall still buzzing. Tried pretending my bio notes mattered. Failed. Stared at the margins instead. Two weeks into college and I'd just had anal sex. With Maya. Who'd planned it, researched it, made it happen. Who went rigid, then trembled through it in my arms. My life was insane.

That afternoon my phone buzzed.

Sienna: "Come over. I need you rough."

My hands shook typing the response.

Me: "Be there in 5"

I knocked on 414. Sienna opened the door in just a sports bra and tiny shorts. Hair in her usual high ponytail. She pulled me inside.

"Roommate's gone till dinner. We have an hour." She stripped off her sports bra. "I want it hard. Like we talked about. Hair pulling. Spanking." She paused. "Choking. If you're okay with it."

"I'm okay with it."

"Good." She pulled off her shorts and underwear. Climbed onto her bed on hands and knees. Looked back at me. "Get undressed and get over here."

I stripped fast. Positioned myself behind her. Slid inside. Started thrusting.

"Harder," she commanded. "Don't hold back."

I grabbed her ponytail. Wrapped it around my hand. Pulled. She gasped, arched her back.

"Yes. Like that."

I thrust harder. Used her hair like reins. The contrast with Maya this morning was striking. Maya had been careful, controlled, planning everything. Sienna just wanted it rough. Wanted to feel it. Wanted me to use her.

She was moaning loud, not caring who heard. The thin walls meant everyone on the floor probably knew exactly what we were doing. She didn't care. Maybe she wanted them to know.

I brought my hand down on her ass. Once. The slap echoed in the small room.

"Again," she breathed.

I spanked her again. Harder. Her skin turned pink under my hand. The mark visible. She cried out, pushing back against me. Meeting every thrust.

"Choke me. Not too hard. Just enough to feel it."

I hesitated. She reached back, grabbed my hand, brought it to her throat. I wrapped my fingers around her neck. Light pressure. She moaned louder.

"Tighter."

I squeezed slightly. Her air hitched-restricted but not cut off. She was trembling now, getting close. I owned the pace, kept the pressure, kept pulling her hair.

"All the way-make me feel this tomorrow-"

She jolted and shook, muscles seizing around me. Too tight? She nudged my hand higher on her throat-apparently not. I released her neck, braced both palms on her hips, and the edge took me.

We sagged boneless. After a moment I pulled out. She rolled onto her back, grinning.

"That was perfect."

"You liked that?"

"Loved it." She stretched, satisfied. Flicked a grin. "We're logging that as effective."

"Yeah. We should."

She kissed me quick. Tossed me my shirt. "Go hydrate. Coach's orders."

I left on shaky legs. The contrast between Maya's careful planning and Sienna's demanding intensity. Two completely different women. Both incredible. Both wanting me in their own way.

Early evening. Another text. Harper.

Harper: "I want the opposite of what Sienna got. Come to my room."

I knew what she meant. Slow. Sensual. The worship she'd mentioned.

I knocked on 416. She opened the door wearing a vintage band tee and underwear. Hair loose around her shoulders. She pulled me inside, closed the door.

"I heard you two earlier," she said. "Through the walls. Sounded intense."

"It was."

"I want something different." She stripped off her shirt and underwear. Climbed onto her bed. Lay back. "I want you to take your time. Make me fall apart slowly."

I stripped. Climbed onto the bed between her legs. Started kissing her thighs. Slowly working my way up. She sighed, hands in my hair.

When I reached her pussy, I didn't rush. Used my tongue. Explored. Found what made her gasp. Circled her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. She rocked her hips, chasing the sensation.

"Don't stop," she breathed.

I didn't. Kept the same pressure, same rhythm. Built her up gradually. This was what she wanted. Not the rough intensity Sienna craved. Not Maya's calculated pleasure. Just slow, deliberate attention. Worship.

She was moaning now, fingers tightening in my hair. I slid two fingers inside her, curled them, found that spot. Kept working her clit with my tongue. The combination made her thighs tremble.

"I'm close-"

She came with a soft cry, body arching. I didn't stop. Kept going, slower now, drawing it out. Prolonging it. She came again a minute later, trembling. Two orgasms just from oral. Her breathing was ragged.

"Come here," she gasped.

I kissed up her body. She pulled me down, kissed me deep. Wrapped her legs around my waist. Guided me inside. We moved together slowly. Face to face. Deep eye contact. Connected and intimate.

"Look at me," she whispered. "Stay with me."

I did. Watched her face as we moved together. The way her eyes fluttered, the way she bit her lip. Her hands on my back, pulling me closer with each thrust.

"I'm going to come again," she breathed.

I kept the same pace. Deep and slow. She gripped me in slow pulses, broke open with a soft gasp. The sensation pulled me over. I finished inside her, holding her close.

We lay tangled together afterward. Her fingertips traced patterns on my chest.

"That was perfect," she whispered. "Exactly what I needed."

"Good."

She kissed my shoulder. "If you stay I won't paint a single line."

I got dressed. Kissed her once more. Grabbed a cold washcloth from the bathroom on my way back to my room.

Three women. Three completely different experiences. All in one day.

Maya this morning. Careful. Planned. Anal with a vibrator. Her citrus shampoo smell still in my memory.

Sienna this afternoon. Rough. Demanding. Hair pulling and choking. Her ponytail wrapped around my fist.

Harper this evening. Slow. Intimate. Eye contact and worship. Her gray-blue eyes watching me the whole time.

I couldn't process it. Didn't try. Just lay on my bed and stared at the ceiling until my breathing returned to normal. My phone sat on my chest. The group chat quiet for now. But I knew tomorrow would bring something new.

Day 15. Saturday.

The group chat lit up around noon.

Sienna: "Package arrived. Tonight's gonna be fun 😈"

Maya: "Finished my second midterm. I'm free tonight"

Harper: "Where are we doing this?"

Sienna: "Ethan's bed is bigger. Right?"

Maya: "Barely. But yeah."

Me: "Wait, my room?"

Sienna: "You won the bed debate. 8pm. Your place."

Everyone agreed. Including me. Apparently.

The rest of Day 15 passed slowly. I tried to study. Failed. Went to the dining hall for dinner. Saw all three of them at different tables with their friends. Maya caught my eye and smiled. Sienna winked. Harper just held my gaze for a long moment.

I spent the afternoon cleaning my room. Making the bed. Hiding my swimming trophies. Trying to make it less obviously a freshman single and more like somewhere four people could actually fit.

That evening I showered, changed, tried to prepare myself mentally. Didn't work. How do you prepare for three unbelievably hot women in your room? The first foursome had been intense. This one would be even more so. They'd planned it. Talked about it. Knew what they wanted.

At exactly 8pm, someone knocked. I opened the door. All three of them stood in the hallway. Maya holding a small bag. Sienna grinning, hair in a tight braid. Harper with LED candles in hand.

The energy was different from last time. More charged. Anticipatory.

"Can we come in?" Harper asked.

I stepped aside. They filed in. Harper set up the LED candles on my desk-soft amber glow. Maya emptied the bag. Lube. Vibrators. A strap-on harness. Sienna closed the door, locked it.

"So," Sienna said. "We know each other's preferences now. Thought we'd make this interesting."

Maya gestured to the supplies. "Everything we need."

My mouth went dry.

"Don't look so nervous," Harper said. "We're just going to have fun."

They started stripping. Maya pulled off her hoodie. Sienna peeled off her tank top. Harper stepped out of her jeans. I followed. All four of us naked in my small room, the votives casting a low amber glow.

"Let's start slow," Maya said.

They pulled me onto the bed. All three of them touching me, kissing me. Hands everywhere. Lips on my neck, my chest, my thighs. Then Maya's mouth wrapped around my cock. Wet heat. Suction. Harper joined her on the left, tongue working up the side. Sienna made it three working on my balls. A dizzy relay of mouths trading places.

I gripped the sheets. Too much sensation. Too fast. There was always someone on me and two more waiting.

Harper pulled back first. "Save it. That's only the opener."

They pulled me onto my back. Maya climbed onto my face first. I tasted her while Harper sank down on my cock. The dual sensation-Harper's heat around me, Maya's wetness on my tongue. After a minute Maya shifted off. Sienna replaced her. Different taste. Different rhythm. Maya took Harper's place riding me.

They kept switching. Sienna on my face, Harper riding. Then Harper above me, Sienna below. Maya's nails in my scalp when she straddled my face. Sienna's braid biting my fist when I grabbed it. Harper's breath on my ear when she leaned down to kiss me while riding.

Then things shifted. Maya and Harper were on the bed next to me, legs tangled, scissoring while Sienna rode my face and wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking. I watched the two of them moving together through the gap between Sienna's thighs. The sounds they all made.

After Sienna came on my face with a jolt and shake, she climbed off. Reached for the strap-on harness.

"Maya wants to try something," Sienna said.

Harper was on her back now. I was on top of her, inside her, missionary. Maya straddled Harper's face. Sienna positioned herself behind Maya with the strap-on. Slid inside Maya from behind.

Maya cried out. "Oh fuck."

I'd never seen anything like this. Four of us connected. Harper's tongue on Maya's clit. Sienna's strap-on filling Maya. My cock inside Harper. All of us moving together. Finding rhythm.

Harper was moaning beneath me, the vibrations traveling through her body. Maya was moaning above her, riding Harper's face while Sienna fucked her from behind. I thrust into Harper, trying to maintain rhythm. It was overwhelming. Four bodies moving together. The sounds. The heat. The way we all fit.

Harper came first. I felt her clench around me, her whole body tensing. Then Maya came with a sharp cry, trembling, nearly collapsing forward. I pulled out before I finished, needing a break. Needing to catch my breath.

"My turn," Sienna said.

She moved to the edge of the bed on hands and knees. Maya slid underneath her on her back, head between Sienna's thighs. Sienna leaned down and started going down on Maya.

I positioned myself behind Sienna. Grabbed her ponytail. Thrust into her hard. She cried out against Maya's pussy, the sound muffled. Harper appeared with a vibrator, pressed it to Sienna's clit.

"Deeper," Sienna gasped between licks. "Own me."

I pulled her hair, thrust deeper. A low, torn note slipped out of her, muffled against Maya. The vibrations made Maya arch. Harper kept the vibe steady. The three of us working Sienna together.

Sienna shivered apart, tightened in pulses around me. The wave broke. Heat rushed out of me with a groan.

We sagged into the sheets. All four of us winded. Breath ragged.

"Again," Maya said after a few minutes.

"He needs time," Harper said.

"We can help." All three of them moved toward me. Maya on the left. Harper on the head. Sienna's tongue under the shaft. Building me back up. It didn't take long.

When I was hard again, Maya climbed on top. Started riding me. Slow at first, then picking up tempo. Harper and Sienna moved to either side.

"Guide his hands," Harper said.

I reached for them. Sienna positioned my left hand between her legs. Harper guided my right to her pussy. I circled both their clits with my thumbs while Maya rode me. All three of them moaning. Maya grinding down on me, using me. Harper rocking into my hand. Sienna doing the same.

Maya went rigid first, then trembled through it. Collapsed forward onto my chest.

Harper immediately took her place. Rode me fast and hard. Her gray-blue eyes locked on mine. "Breathe with me. Stay close."

It rolled through her within minutes. She went quiet and shivered. When she climbed off, I was close. Too close.

"Hold it," Sienna said. "One more thing."

She positioned Harper bent over the edge of the bed. I moved behind Harper. Slid inside. Started thrusting. Maya and Sienna were on either side, kissing Harper, touching her breasts.

"Exactly like that," Harper breathed.

I kept the same stroke. Maya's hand moved between Harper's legs, found her clit. Harper came with a soft gasp.

I pulled out. The wave broke. Harper turned and lay back on the bed. "Here," she said, gesturing to her stomach.

I let go across her stomach. Warm streaks on pale skin. All three of them leaned down and licked it off together. Tongues and lips and shared satisfaction.

Holy shit.

We settled into a loose tangle. All four of us sprawled across my bed. Moonlight through the blinds. Just our breaths and the fan ticking.

"That was..." I couldn't finish.

"Hot as fuck," Sienna said.

"Worth the planning," Harper added.

Maya propped herself up on one elbow. "Can't believe we just did that."

"I can," Sienna said, grinning. "That was the plan."

We stayed tangled together for a while. Trading lazy touches and quieter conversation. The fan ticked in the background. Eventually someone mentioned getting dressed. But nobody moved. We were too exhausted. Too comfortable. My bed barely fit all four of us.

At some point we all fell asleep. Four bodies piled on top of each other in my narrow bed.

Day 16. Sunday morning.

I woke up to sunlight and warmth. Harper was pressed against my left side, Maya against my right. Sienna was sprawled across our legs at the foot of the bed. All four of us somehow fit in my narrow bed.

Sienna stirred first. Stretched. "Morning."

Harper mumbled something. Maya opened one eye.

"We all slept here?" I asked.

"Your bed won," Harper said. "Barely."

We got up slowly. Got dressed. Walked to the bathrooms together-split at the doorways, men's and women's sides. Met back in the hallway five minutes later.

"Breakfast?" Maya asked.

"Starving," Sienna said.

We walked to the dining hall together. Easy affection. Sienna's hand on my arm. Maya bumping my shoulder. Harper walking close. We got food, found a table in the corner, sat together.

Marcus, the RA, passed by our table. Stopped. Looked at the four of us.

"You four seem close," he said.

Maya didn't miss a beat. "We're very collaborative."

He laughed, shook his head, walked away.

I looked around the table. Three women who'd decided to share me. Who'd sat down, discussed it, made rules, made it work. Who had sex with me individually and together. Who turned my freshman year into something I never could have imagined.

Harper caught my eye. "So, same time next week?"

"Obviously," Sienna said.

Maya nodded. "I'm in."

They all looked at me.

"Yeah," I said. "Definitely."

They laughed.

We finished breakfast. Walked back to Morrison Hall together. Split off at our rooms. I went into 415 alone. The smell of paint and citrus shampoo still on my sheets. I sat on the edge of the bed. Watched students crossing the quad through the window.

I came to college expecting to study. Make friends. Maybe kiss a girl at a party. Join the swim team. Get my pre-med requirements done. Focus on my scholarship.

Instead I had three girls who actively wanted to share me. Who planned group sex with toys. Who woke up in the same bed and walked to breakfast together like it was normal.

I didn't know how long this would last. Didn't know if it would survive past first semester. Didn't know if I'd ever experience anything like this again.

But right now, in this moment, I was going to enjoy every minute.

My phone buzzed. Group chat.

Harper: "That was fun. Let's do it again soon."

Sienna: "Already planning round 2 😏"

Maya: "I need a recovery day first. But yes."

I smiled. Typed a response.

Me: "I'm in. Whenever."

I set my phone down. Three new pings already showed in the chat. I left them unread for now.

Freshman year was off to a better start than I ever imagined.


⚜

Thank You for Reading!

⚜

I hope you enjoyed this story! As an independent author, your reviews mean the world to me and help other readers discover my books.

If this story gave you butterflies, made you blush, or kept you reading past your bedtime, would you consider leaving a review? Even just a few words about what you liked would be incredibly helpful.

You can find all my books, follow me for new releases and leave reviews at:

https://www.amazon.com/author/evelyn-wild 

Thank you so much for your support. It truly makes all the late-night writing sessions worth it!

With gratitude,
Evelyn Wild

⚜ ⚜ ⚜


Other Books by This Author

⚜ ⚜ ⚜

Flatshare Harem
Available on Amazon
Three months post-breakup and desperate for housing, Jake signs a lease for a room he can actually afford. His new roommates seem normal enough—until Lexi drops to her knees in the kitchen at 2 a.m., Brooke pulls back the shower curtain, and Riley closes his bedroom door with a look that says she's been waiting. They're not competing for him—they're sharing him. From breakfast interruptions to evening group sessions, Jake discovers what it means to be the center of a harem where three beautiful women have decided he's theirs and pleasure is the shared currency.


Free Use Maid
Available on Amazon
Welcome to the Sky Villa, where service means surrender. Hired as a maid in the glittering penthouse of Las Vegas's Pinnacle resort, I quickly learned my duties went far beyond cleaning—my body became an amenity for Marcus, his elegant wife Eliza, and their powerful guests. Each encounter, from the first lingering touch during my uniform fitting to being shared at high-stakes parties, stripped away my inhibitions and awakened a hunger I never expected. In this world of luxury and pleasure, I discovered just how much I craved being the Free Use Maid.


The Free Use Nurse
Available on Amazon
Desperate for a fresh start after her divorce, Grace finds the perfect nursing job in Pine Creek—with a salary too good to be true. The reason? The female staff serve the doctors in ways that transcend medicine. As Grace surrenders to commanding Dr. Blackwood's "free use policy," she discovers pleasures she never knew existed. But when their arrangement faces exposure, how far will she go to protect the life she never knew she needed?


The Free Use Wife
Available on Amazon
Four top executives. One willing wife. When Josie's husband offers her to his executives to save their failing company, she discovers an unexpected truth—she craves being shared. What begins as sacrifice becomes addiction as she's passed between powerful men, but success comes at a price. Caught between marriage vows and darkening desires, Josie must decide how far she'll go to satisfy her newfound hunger for being freely used.


Free Use Town
Available on Amazon
After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!


Free Use Office
Available on Amazon
Desperate for work, 26-year-old Olivia Bennett accepts a marketing role at Apex Dynamics with an extraordinary salary and vague terms about "team support" and "availability." In this glass San Francisco high-rise, she quickly discovers her duties extend far beyond campaigns—she becomes an amenity, freely available to the driven men who keep the company winning. From focus rooms to boardroom deals, Olivia surrenders to her new role until her ex Daniel arrives as a senior developer and witnesses her transformation. When a hostile takeover threatens everything, Olivia must prove that pleasure drives performance and decide whether the life that set her free includes her past.


Free Use Wedding
Available on Amazon
One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort’s free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island’s sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.


Free Use Flatshare
Available on Amazon
In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.


Free Use Island
Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.


Free Use Ski Season
Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.


Free Use Hotel
Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?
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