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Prologue
Arrival

The taxi rolled slowly through the tall iron gates and into the broad stone courtyard of the university halls of residence. Mei Clarke sat quietly in the back seat, one hand resting on the handle of her suitcase as she watched the unfamiliar buildings pass the window. The campus looked ancient compared to anything she had known in London. Towering grey stone walls, gothic arches, and tall windows caught the late afternoon light, giving the whole place a quiet, almost storybook atmosphere.

Students were everywhere. Some dragged wheeled suitcases over the cobbled paths while parents carried boxes behind them. Laughter and excited voices filled the air, echoing against the old buildings. It felt lively, chaotic, and a little overwhelming all at once.

Mei watched it all with a mixture of excitement and nervous anticipation. Only a few days earlier she had still been living at home in South London, under the steady routines of her mother’s strict household. Now she was hundreds of miles away, standing on the edge of an entirely new life.

The taxi came to a stop outside one of the accommodation blocks.

“We’re here,” the driver said, glancing back with a friendly smile.

Mei stepped out onto the pavement and straightened up, smoothing down the fitted jeans she wore for the journey. The movement revealed the natural elegance of her figure. She stood about five foot seven, tall enough to carry herself with an easy grace, her slender athletic frame shaped by years of aerobics and Pilates. Her waist was slim and toned, flowing gently into softly curved hips that gave her an unmistakably feminine silhouette.

Her skin carried a warm light cocoa tone that glowed softly in the afternoon light, a beautiful reflection of her Chinese and Jamaican heritage. Long black hair fell in loose waves down her back, framing a youthful face with delicate features: almond-shaped dark eyes, a small, refined nose, and naturally full lips that gave her expression a quiet softness.

Even standing alone beside the taxi with her suitcase, Mei had the kind of beauty that people noticed instinctively.

And several people already had.

A group of students passing through the courtyard slowed slightly as they looked in her direction. One of the boys glanced back over his shoulder before his friend nudged him forward with a grin.

Mei barely noticed.

She was too busy trying to calm the flutter of nerves in her chest.

This was her first day at university.

Her first real step into independence.

Taking a deep breath, she lifted her suitcase and walked toward the entrance of the accommodation block.

The corridor inside smelled faintly of fresh paint and new furniture. Doors stood open as students moved bags and bedding into their rooms, voices drifting in and out of the hallway.

Mei checked the small slip of paper in her hand.

Flat 3B.

She followed the corridor until she found the door and knocked gently.

For a moment nothing happened. Then the door swung open.

A tall boy with messy brown hair and a cheerful expression stood there.

“You must be Mei,” he said instantly, as if he had been expecting her. “Last one to arrive.”

Mei smiled politely.

“Yeah. Hi.”

“I’m Oliver,” he said, stepping aside so she could enter. “Come in.”

Mei wheeled her suitcase into the flat and glanced around the shared living space. It opened into a bright kitchen and lounge area, with several bedroom doors leading off the hallway. The place already had the slightly messy feel of student accommodation, bags and boxes stacked in corners, a kettle and mugs scattered across the kitchen counter.

Oliver closed the door behind her and turned back with an easy grin. He was tall, easily over six feet, with broad shoulders and the relaxed build of someone who had played a lot of sport at school. His hair was thick and light brown, cut a little unevenly as if he had trimmed it himself, and his open friendly expression made him instantly likeable. His blue eyes held the kind of cheerful curiosity that suggested he enjoyed meeting new people.

One of the boys sitting casually on the kitchen counter raised a hand in greeting.

“Callum,” he said.

His accent was unmistakably Scottish.

Callum was tall but lean, with long limbs and the slightly wiry build of someone naturally energetic. His dark blond hair stuck up in loose, unruly spikes as though he had run his hands through it repeatedly during the day. A quick, mischievous smile seemed permanently ready on his face, and there was a lively brightness in his eyes that suggested he was the sort of person who enjoyed jokes, noise, and late nights out.

The third boy stood beside the kitchen counter carefully unpacking a kettle from a cardboard box.

He glanced up and pushed his glasses slightly higher on his nose.

“I’m Marcus,” he said with a quiet smile. “Engineering.”

Marcus had a more thoughtful presence than the others. Slightly shorter than Oliver but solidly built, he had dark brown hair that fell neatly across his forehead and calm grey eyes that seemed to observe things carefully before speaking. His posture was relaxed but composed, and the way he handled the kettle and plug sockets suggested a practical mind already at work.

As Mei greeted them, she became faintly aware of the same reaction she had often noticed in new situations.

All three boys had paused for a moment when she walked into the room.

It wasn’t crude or uncomfortable, just the natural instinctive attention that her appearance tended to draw. Standing there in the doorway with her long dark hair falling over her shoulders and her slender figure outlined by her fitted jeans and cropped top, Mei carried a quiet, striking beauty that people often noticed before she even spoke.

Marcus quickly returned to the kettle.

Callum grinned as if he had just spotted something interesting.

Oliver, meanwhile, seemed simply pleased that the final housemate had arrived.

“Well,” he said cheerfully, rubbing his hands together, “looks like the flat is finally complete.”

Mei greeted them, setting her suitcase beside the table. As she did, she felt the familiar awareness she had experienced many times before without quite understanding it. The boys’ attention lingered on her a little longer than normal.

It wasn’t rude.

Just curious.

Mei had grown used to that reaction without fully realising the reason behind it. Her striking appearance often drew attention before she had even spoken.

A door opened further down the hallway and a girl stepped out.

She paused for a moment in the doorway, taking in the scene before stepping into the kitchen. She was slim and graceful, with long dark hair that fell smoothly down her back and a composed, self-assured presence that made her seem slightly older than the rest of them.

“New arrival?” she asked.

Oliver nodded. “This is Mei.”

The girl smiled warmly and walked over.

“I’m Priya,” she said. “I’m from Delhi. I’m doing my masters here.”

Up close, Priya had striking features. Her skin carried a smooth warm brown tone, and her large dark eyes were bright and expressive beneath gently arched eyebrows. Her hair was thick and glossy, worn long and straight, and it framed a refined face with a slender nose and a calm, thoughtful expression.

She was about Mei’s height, perhaps a little shorter, with a slim elegant build and the poised posture of someone confident in herself. She dressed simply but stylishly, wearing fitted dark jeans and a soft cream sweater that contrasted nicely with her complexion.

There was something immediately reassuring about her presence. Priya spoke with a soft Indian accent, her voice measured and clear, and the way she listened when Mei answered her questions gave the impression of someone genuinely interested rather than merely being polite.

Within minutes the two were chatting easily about courses, travelling to Glasgow, and the strange experience of moving away from home.

Mei found herself relaxing as they talked. Priya’s calm intelligence and friendly manner made the unfamiliar flat suddenly feel a little more welcoming.

For the first time since arriving on campus, Mei felt a quiet sense of relief.

Priya seemed thoughtful, mature, and kind — exactly the sort of housemate Mei had hoped to meet.

A few minutes later another bedroom door opened and the final housemate stepped into the kitchen.

She paused just inside the doorway, her eyes moving quickly around the room before settling briefly on Mei.

“This must be the last arrival,” she said.

“Lauren,” Oliver replied, gesturing toward her. “This is Mei.”

Lauren gave a small nod before stepping forward.

Up close she had a very distinctive appearance. Her skin was strikingly pale, almost alabaster in tone, the kind of complexion that seemed to glow softly under the kitchen lights. A scattering of faint freckles dusted the bridge of her nose and the tops of her cheeks.

Her hair was a rich natural red, thick and slightly wavy, falling just past her shoulders in loose layers. Against her pale skin the colour was vivid, framing a sharp, attractive face with high cheekbones and cool green eyes that studied people with quiet intensity.

Lauren was of medium height, perhaps around five foot six, with a slim but well-shaped figure and a confident posture that suggested she was used to carrying herself in social situations. She wore fitted black jeans and a cropped knit top, her style a little more fashion-conscious than the others.

When she looked at Mei there was a brief moment of assessment in her gaze, as if she were quickly forming an opinion.

“History, right?” Lauren asked.

Mei nodded.

“Same faculty as me,” Lauren said.

Her tone wasn’t unfriendly, but there was a slightly guarded edge to it, the kind that suggested Lauren was the sort of person who preferred to observe people before deciding what she thought of them.

She moved past them to the kitchen counter, picking up a mug while the conversation in the room resumed around her.

Mei wasn’t quite sure what to make of her yet.

But with all six of them finally gathered in the flat, the house now felt complete.

Soon everyone was gathered around the kitchen, mugs of tea in hand while Oliver and Callum argued loudly about which pub they should visit later.

The atmosphere felt lively and easy.

Callum was quick with jokes.

Oliver seemed endlessly enthusiastic.

Marcus spoke less but had a thoughtful, calm presence.

Priya asked intelligent questions about Mei’s course and background.

Lauren mostly observed.

Mei listened quietly, smiling as the conversation bounced around the table.

For the first time since arriving in Glasgow, she felt a small sense of comfort settling in.

Her new housemates seemed friendly enough.

And although she could occasionally feel the curious attention from the boys when she moved around the kitchen, nothing about it felt uncomfortable.

Just part of being new.

Outside the window the sun was slowly dropping behind the old stone buildings of the campus, casting long golden shadows across the courtyard.

Freshers’ Week was about to begin.

And Mei Clarke had absolutely no idea how much attention her beauty would soon attract, or how dramatically her life at university was about to change.


Chapter One
Freshers’ Week

The pub was loud in the way only student pubs could be during Freshers’ Week. Every table seemed full, voices overlapping in a constant swell of conversation, laughter, and music drifting from the speakers above the bar. Glasses clinked, chairs scraped across wooden floors, and the warm smell of beer and fried food filled the air.

Mei sat at a small round table near the back with Priya, Lauren, and Callum, her fingers wrapped around a half-finished drink while she watched the busy room around them.

It was only her third night out since arriving in Glasgow, yet the whole experience already felt like a completely different world from the quiet routines she had grown up with in London.

Callum leaned back in his chair, gesturing animatedly as he told some story about his hometown that made Priya laugh softly.

Lauren, meanwhile, sat slightly turned toward the room, her pale skin almost glowing beneath the soft amber lights of the pub. Her rich red hair fell loosely over one shoulder, the vivid colour making her impossible to miss in the crowd.

Mei listened to them all with a small smile, occasionally glancing around the room. She could feel the curious attention she had already begun to attract. It happened often when she entered a busy place. Her tall, graceful figure, the smooth cocoa tone of her skin, and the quiet elegance of her features tended to catch people’s eyes.

She tried not to notice it too much.

Still, she was aware that more than one person had already looked twice.

Across the pub, however, two women had noticed her very deliberately.

They sat together at a table near the bar.

Sophie Whitmore and Chloe Navarro.

Where most students dressed casually for a night out, Sophie and Chloe dressed to be noticed.

Sophie sat with effortless confidence; one long leg crossed over the other as if the room naturally belonged to her. Her straight blonde hair fell smoothly over her shoulders, catching the warm glow of the pub lights whenever she shifted slightly in her chair. She was tall and elegant; her slender athletic frame displayed with the relaxed self-assurance of someone who had long been aware of the attention her appearance attracted.

Tonight, she dressed to make the most of that attention. Sophie wore a scandalously short black skirt that revealed the full length of her long, shapely legs. The skirt hugged her slim hips before ending high on her thighs, drawing plenty of appreciative glances from around the room. Years of sport and gym training had left her legs toned and beautifully proportioned, and she wore them with the confidence of someone who knew exactly how striking they looked beneath the pub’s warm lighting.

Above the skirt she wore a fitted white crop top that ended just below her bust, leaving a narrow strip of toned stomach visible whenever she leaned forward or lifted her glass. The simple top clung lightly to her slender frame, emphasising her narrow waist and graceful posture. The overall effect was casual in the way students dressed on a lively night out, yet undeniably eye-catching.

Sophie understood perfectly how to dress for an environment like this. Her outfit balanced boldness and style in a way that seemed effortless, but nothing about it was accidental. She knew exactly how to hold attention without appearing as though she were trying too hard.

Her pale blue eyes moved slowly around the room as she sipped her drink, calmly observing the crowd and the attention that inevitably drifted toward their table.

Beside her sat Chloe, whose presence carried a very different kind of energy entirely.

Where Sophie’s beauty felt cool and controlled, Chloe’s was warmer and more openly confident. Her dark brunette hair fell in soft waves down her back, framing a striking face with olive-toned skin and expressive dark eyes that seemed to sparkle with amusement whenever someone looked her way.

Chloe’s figure was fuller and more obviously feminine than Sophie’s, and she dressed in a way that embraced that confidence. Her fitted blue jeans curved closely around her hips and thighs, while the top she wore was cut lower at the front, showing a generous hint of cleavage and drawing the eye naturally toward her neckline. The dark fabric contrasted with her skin and emphasised the soft curves of her figure.

Where Sophie’s style suggested understated elegance, Chloe’s leaned more toward bold, playful confidence.

Together they created a striking contrast.

Sophie’s tall blonde elegance carried an air of cool authority.

Chloe’s darker beauty radiated warmth and flirtation.

Both women understood perfectly how attention moved through a room, and their clothing was chosen to make the most of it. Their outfits were youthful and casual, exactly the kind of style worn by confident students enjoying a lively night out, but they were worn with the easy poise of women who knew the effect they had on the people around them.

And the effect was obvious.

Every few minutes someone glanced toward their table.

Sometimes it was a group of boys quietly debating who might be brave enough to approach them.

Sometimes it was another woman noticing them in passing.

Sophie and Chloe were used to that reaction.

They had learned long ago that attention was something you could control if you understood how it worked.

Sometimes it was a group of boys whispering among themselves.

Sometimes it was another woman briefly noticing them as she passed by.

Sophie and Chloe were used to that reaction. They understood perfectly how attention moved through a room, and how easily they could draw it.

Yet they rarely responded immediately.

That was part of the game.

They preferred to let people look first.

Then, if someone interesting appeared, they would decide whether the attention was worth returning.

And attention they received.

More than one group of boys had already glanced toward their table.

But Sophie and Chloe were never in a hurry to respond.

Part of their appeal was the quiet distance they maintained. They allowed attention to gather around them without immediately rewarding it. Smiles were brief, eye contact fleeting. If they chose to speak to someone, it was always someone worth their time.

They preferred the best.

The most confident.

The most attractive.

And when they did choose someone, it was always very much on their terms.

Chloe leaned slightly toward Sophie, murmuring something that made Sophie glance across the pub.

Her gaze moved slowly across the crowded room before settling on the table where Mei sat with her new housemates.

For a moment Sophie said nothing.

She simply watched.

Mei had just leaned forward to say something to Priya, her long dark hair falling gently over one shoulder. The warm light of the pub caught the smooth cocoa tone of her skin, highlighting the elegant lines of her face and the graceful silhouette of her slender figure.

Even sitting at the table, she stood out.

Chloe followed Sophie’s gaze.

Her expression changed almost immediately.

“Well,” she said quietly, a small smile forming.

Sophie set her glass down.

Across the busy pub, Mei Clarke laughed softly at something Callum had said, completely unaware that two pairs of very observant eyes were now studying her carefully from the other side of the room.

And that Sophie and Chloe had just noticed her for the very first time.


Chapter Two
A Week Later

A week later the same pub was just as lively, though Mei now felt far more comfortable inside it than she had during those first overwhelming nights of Freshers’ Week. The room hummed with overlapping conversations, bursts of laughter, and the steady rhythm of music drifting from speakers above the bar. Students filled every corner of the place, jackets slung over chair backs, glasses raised as they celebrated the strange freedom of early university life.

Mei sat with Lauren, Callum, and Oliver at a small round table near the middle of the room. The four of them had quickly fallen into an easy rhythm over the past week, and tonight’s outing already felt like a familiar routine rather than a nervous new experience.

As she leaned forward slightly to listen to Callum’s animated story, the soft amber lighting of the pub caught the warm glow of her smooth cocoa-coloured skin. Her long black hair fell loosely over one shoulder, the dark waves framing an elegant face that carried both intelligence and a gentle softness. Even sitting casually at the table, she drew occasional glances from nearby students. Her tall, graceful figure and naturally striking features made her difficult to overlook.

She wore fitted hipster jeans and a short top that ended just beneath her bust, leaving a narrow strip of toned stomach visible above the waistband. The simple outfit emphasised the natural balance of her figure; her slim waist, softly curved hips, and long toned legs gave her an effortless hourglass silhouette. Beneath the casual fabric her full, firm 34C breasts shaped the line of her top, while the curve of her rounded, heart-shaped backside was clearly visible whenever she shifted in her chair.

Yet Mei herself remained almost unaware of the effect she had on people. She laughed quietly at something Oliver said, brushing a strand of hair away from her cheek with a modest gesture that made her seem even more appealing in its natural innocence.

After a while she glanced toward the bar.

“I’m going to grab another drink,” she said, pushing her chair back.

Callum raised his empty glass with a hopeful grin. “If you’re feeling generous, another pint wouldn’t go amiss.”

Mei laughed softly and stood.

As she moved through the busy room toward the bar, her tall, graceful figure naturally drew the eye. More than one person glanced in her direction as she passed; some curious, some openly appreciative. Her long legs carried her smoothly through the crowd, her natural poise giving her a quiet elegance even in the noisy chaos of the pub.

Across the room two women noticed her very deliberately.

Sophie Whitmore had been sitting with Chloe Navarro near the bar, casually watching the shifting energy of the room. When Mei stood and began moving toward the bar, Sophie’s pale blue eyes followed her with calm interest.

Chloe noticed the change in her expression immediately.

“Well,” she murmured lightly, tilting her head, “there she is again.”

Both women watched as Mei joined the queue at the bar. Even among a group of students waiting for drinks she stood out easily, her warm complexion, long dark hair, and balanced figure catching the glow of the lights.

“Still stunning,” Chloe added quietly.

Sophie gave a faint smile.

“Yes,” she said.

Then she finished her drink and stood.

“Come on.”

Chloe followed her across the room.

Mei had just placed her order when she became aware of someone standing beside her.

“Hi again.”

She turned to see Chloe smiling at her.

“Oh….hi,” Mei said, surprised but pleased.

“We saw you from across the room,” Chloe said easily. “How’s the first week treating you?”

Sophie joined them a moment later, her calm presence adding an effortless composure to the conversation.

Up close the two women looked just as striking as Mei remembered. Sophie’s tall blonde elegance carried an air of quiet authority, while Chloe’s darker features and warm expression radiated confident charm. They spoke easily, asking how Mei was settling in, offering small bits of advice about university life, societies, and the best places on campus to visit.

The conversation flowed naturally, Chloe’s friendly tone making Mei feel instantly comfortable while Sophie occasionally added thoughtful remarks that gave the impression of quiet experience.

To Mei the whole encounter felt like a fortunate coincidence. Two glamorous older students taking the time to talk to her as if she were already part of their world.

By the time her drinks arrived she was smiling easily.

“Well,” Chloe said as Mei picked up the tray, “maybe we’ll see you around again.”

“I’m sure we will,” Sophie added with a calm smile.

Mei nodded warmly before carefully making her way back through the crowded room.

Lauren noticed the moment she returned to the table.

“You took your time,” she said as Mei set the drinks down.

Callum happily grabbed his pint.

“Worth the wait,” he said.

But Lauren’s attention had already shifted past Mei toward the other side of the room.

“Who were those two girls you were talking to?”

Mei glanced back toward the bar where Sophie and Chloe had returned to their table.

“Oh, them?” she said lightly. “They’re second-years. Sophie and Chloe.”

Lauren followed her gaze.

Her expression changed slightly.

“You met them before?”

“I saw them here last week,” Mei replied. “They seem really nice.”

Lauren watched the two women for another moment before turning back to Mei.

“Just… be careful with them,” she said quietly.

Mei blinked in surprise.

“Why?”

Lauren shrugged slightly.

“I’ve heard things. They’re very… social.”

Mei laughed softly, brushing her hair back over her shoulder as she took a sip of her drink. The conversation with Sophie and Chloe had left her feeling oddly flattered. It wasn’t every day that two confident, glamorous older students paid her that kind of attention.

“They seemed friendly enough to me,” she said.

Across the pub Sophie’s eyes drifted briefly back toward Mei’s table.

Mei noticed the glance and smiled instinctively.

She could hardly imagine that either of them might have any hidden intentions at all.

Let alone cruel ones.


Chapter Three
The Library

The university library carried a completely different atmosphere from the lively chaos of the pubs and student bars that had filled most evenings during Freshers’ Week. Here the air was quieter, calmer, filled with the soft rustle of pages turning and the occasional muted footsteps echoing across the polished floor.

Tall windows allowed pale afternoon light to spill across the long rows of desks, illuminating students bent over notebooks and laptops as they settled into the steady rhythm of early-term study.

Mei Clarke sat at one of the long wooden tables near the centre of the room, surrounded by several open books and a neatly arranged notebook. A slim laptop sat beside her elbow, though at the moment she was reading from a thick history text, occasionally jotting down careful notes in tidy handwriting.

Her long black hair had been loosely tied back, though a few dark strands had escaped and now framed her face as she leaned slightly over the table. Even in the quiet, studious environment of the library she drew occasional glances from nearby students. Her smooth cocoa-coloured skin and elegant features stood out softly in the natural light from the windows, while the graceful lines of her tall figure were subtly emphasised by the simple fitted clothes she wore.

Today she had chosen a pair of close-fitting jeans and a light cropped sweater that ended just below her bust, leaving a narrow band of her toned stomach visible whenever she shifted in her chair. The casual outfit hugged her slender waist and curved hips comfortably, and when she moved her chair slightly the smooth outline of her rounded, heart-shaped backside was impossible to miss.

Mei herself, however, seemed almost unaware of the attention. She was concentrating carefully on the page in front of her, occasionally biting her lip slightly as she considered a paragraph before writing something in her notebook.

After a moment she sensed movement beside her table.

Someone pulled out a chair opposite her.

She looked up.

Chloe Navarro smiled warmly.

“Well, look at that,” Chloe said softly, lowering her voice instinctively in the quiet library. “Already working hard.”

Mei blinked in mild surprise before smiling back.

“Oh, hi.”

Sophie appeared beside Chloe a moment later, carrying a couple of books under her arm. She placed them neatly on the table before taking the seat beside Chloe.

“Mind if we join you?” she asked calmly.

“Of course not,” Mei replied quickly, feeling a small flicker of pleasure at seeing them again.

Up close in the softer lighting of the library, Sophie and Chloe looked just as striking as they had in the pub. Sophie’s tall blonde elegance gave her a composed, almost academic air in the quiet surroundings, while Chloe’s darker beauty carried its usual warm confidence.

Chloe leaned forward slightly, glancing down at Mei’s open book.

“History, right?”

Mei nodded.

“First-year survey course,” she said. “Early modern Europe.”

Sophie gave a thoughtful nod.

“That one can be quite heavy on reading.”

Her voice carried the calm authority of someone who had already navigated the early years of university life. Mei found herself instinctively paying attention to everything she said.

“Are you enjoying it so far?” Chloe asked.

“I think so,” Mei said with a small laugh. “It’s just… a lot.”

“That’s normal,” Sophie replied. “The first few weeks are always like that. You’re figuring out how everything works.”

Chloe rested her chin lightly on her hand, studying Mei for a moment with friendly curiosity.

“You seem to be settling in well though.”

Mei shrugged modestly.

“I’m trying.”

There was a brief pause as Sophie glanced over the notes Mei had written.

“You’re very organised,” she said.

The simple comment made Mei smile slightly. Praise from someone as confident and composed as Sophie felt unexpectedly satisfying.

Chloe noticed the reaction and exchanged a brief glance with Sophie.

Then she looked back at Mei again.

“So,” Chloe said lightly, “are you enjoying university life outside the library too?”

Mei laughed softly.

“A bit.”

“Just a bit?” Chloe teased.

Sophie smiled faintly at the exchange, her pale blue eyes watching Mei with calm interest.

Mei found herself relaxing more with each passing minute. The two second-year students seemed effortlessly friendly, and there was something flattering about the way they had chosen to sit and talk with her rather than joining the dozens of other students scattered around the room.

For Mei, who was still finding her place in the vast new world of university life, the attention felt reassuring.

Across the table Sophie quietly observed her.

The elegant face.

The long dark hair.

The graceful posture and naturally striking figure that seemed to draw attention even in a quiet study hall.

Yes, Sophie thought calmly.

Mei Clarke was going to be very interesting indeed.

Chloe rested her elbows lightly on the table and glanced at the open books spread neatly in front of Mei. For a moment she watched the careful notes Mei had written in her tidy handwriting before looking up again with a friendly, thoughtful expression.

“You know,” she said quietly, mindful of the silence of the library, “a few of us sometimes do little cramming sessions at our flat when things start getting busy. Nothing formal, just reading together, comparing notes, that sort of thing.”

Mei looked up with immediate interest.

“Really?”

Chloe nodded. “Yeah. Sophie and I share a flat in town with a couple of other girls. It’s usually pretty relaxed. People bring their reading, we make coffee, sometimes order food if we’re there long enough.”

Sophie leaned back slightly in her chair, folding her arms comfortably as she watched the reaction flicker across Mei’s face.

“It actually helps quite a lot,” Sophie added in her calm, measured voice. “First year can be a bit overwhelming if you try to figure everything out on your own.”

Chloe smiled.

“We’ve got one tomorrow evening, actually.”

Mei hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking briefly down toward her open books.

“If you want to come along,” Chloe continued easily. “You’d be more than welcome.”

The idea immediately appealed to Mei. She had only just begun to grasp how much reading and preparation her course would require, and the thought of studying with students who were already a year ahead felt reassuring.

“That sounds really helpful,” she said.

Sophie’s expression softened into a small approving smile.

“And it’s not just about the studying,” she added quietly. “You also pick up useful things about university life in general.”

Mei tilted her head slightly.

“Like what?”

Sophie exchanged a brief glance with Chloe before answering.

“Well,” she said lightly, “for example… how to make the most of the social side of university.”

Chloe nodded with a small grin.

“Who’s worth hanging out with. Which parties are actually good. Which people to avoid.”

Sophie lifted one shoulder slightly.

“It saves a lot of trial and error.”

For a brief moment Mei remembered the quiet warning Lauren had given her the previous week in the pub. The memory passed through her mind like a small ripple of hesitation.

Be careful with them.

But sitting here in the calm, scholarly atmosphere of the library, Sophie and Chloe seemed nothing like the mysterious figures Lauren had hinted at. They were friendly, confident, and clearly experienced in navigating university life.

And Mei, still new to everything, could feel the appeal of having people like that willing to guide her.

She looked back up with a thoughtful smile.

“That actually sounds really useful,” she said.

Sophie nodded slightly, as though the decision had been entirely expected.

“Good,” she said calmly.

Chloe pulled a small notebook from her bag and scribbled something quickly on a page before sliding it across the table toward Mei.

“That’s our address,” she said. “Come by around seven tomorrow if you like.”

Mei glanced down at the neat handwriting before looking back at them again.

“Thanks,” she said warmly. “I will.”

Across the table Sophie watched her quietly for another moment, her pale blue eyes thoughtful.

Everything, she reflected silently, was progressing very smoothly indeed.


Chapter Four
The Study Evening

The following evening Mei stood for a moment outside the tall townhouse Chloe had written down for her, checking the address once more before slipping the small piece of paper back into her pocket.

The building stood along a quiet street just off one of the busier roads leading into the centre of town. It was larger than she had expected, a handsome old Glasgow townhouse with tall windows and dark stone steps leading up to the front door. Several bicycles were chained to the railings outside, and the warm glow of light behind the curtains suggested the flat was already occupied.

Mei took a small breath before ringing the bell.

A few seconds later the door opened and Chloe appeared, smiling as though she had been expecting her at exactly that moment.

“Hey,” Chloe said warmly. “You found it easily?”

“Yes,” Mei replied, stepping inside. “It wasn’t hard to find.”

Chloe stepped aside to let her in.

The hallway inside was spacious and tidy, the wooden floor polished and a row of coats hanging neatly along the wall. The flat itself felt surprisingly comfortable and well-kept for student accommodation.

“Come on upstairs,” Chloe said. “We usually work in my room.”

Mei followed her up a short flight of stairs.

As they reached the landing Chloe opened a door and gestured for her to enter.

Mei paused slightly when she stepped inside.

The bedroom was far larger than she had expected. It felt more like a small studio than a typical student room. A wide bed stood against one wall, covered with soft neutral bedding. A large desk and reading lamp sat beside the window, while shelves lined with books and neatly arranged folders filled one side of the room.

There was even a comfortable sofa placed opposite the bed.

An open door revealed a small but modern ensuite bathroom.

Sophie was already there, seated cross-legged on the sofa with several books open beside her.

She looked up and smiled calmly as Mei entered.

“Good evening.”

“Hi,” Mei replied.

For a brief moment she glanced around the room again.

“I thought you said there might be a few people here.”

Chloe laughed lightly as she closed the door behind them.

“Sometimes there are,” she said. “Tonight, it’s just us.”

Mei nodded, feeling slightly relieved rather than disappointed. The idea of studying in a small group actually felt more comfortable than facing a room full of unfamiliar students.

She set her bag down beside the desk and took a seat in the chair Chloe pulled over.

As she sat, the soft lighting of the room once again caught the warm glow of her smooth cocoa-coloured skin. Her long dark hair fell loosely over her shoulders, and the fitted jeans and short top she wore followed the graceful lines of her slender figure. Even in the relaxed setting of the bedroom her natural beauty seemed to bring a quiet brightness to the room.

Chloe noticed the quick glance Sophie gave her and suppressed a faint smile.

Mei opened her notebook.

“I brought the reading list we were given this week,” she said.

“Perfect,” Sophie replied.

They settled in quickly.

For the next half hour, the conversation focused entirely on the course itself. Sophie, who was studying history in her second year, was immediately familiar with many of the texts Mei had been assigned. She moved through Mei’s reading list with calm confidence, occasionally pointing to sections in the book or referencing lectures she had taken the previous year.

Chloe, meanwhile, studied politics, but her insight proved just as useful. She leaned in with interest as they talked, often adding broader context, linking historical themes to political ideas and current affairs in a way that made the subject feel more alive and relevant.

Sophie leaned forward slightly as she turned the pages of Mei’s book.

“This professor likes people to focus on the political context,” she explained. “If you bring that into your essays, he usually responds well.”

Chloe nodded in agreement.

“And don’t panic about the reading lists,” she added with an easy smile. “They always look worse than they actually are.”

Sophie leaned forward slightly as she turned the pages of Mei’s book.

“This professor likes people to focus on the political context,” she explained. “If you mention that in essays he tends to respond well.”

Chloe nodded.

“And don’t panic about the reading lists,” she added. “They always look worse than they actually are.”

Mei listened carefully, occasionally scribbling down small notes as they spoke.

It was exactly the kind of guidance she had hoped for.

They discussed several of the lecturers as well.

Which ones liked detailed references.

Which ones preferred broader arguments.

Which seminars were worth speaking up in.

Mei found herself relaxing more and more as the evening continued. Both Sophie and Chloe seemed genuinely helpful, offering practical advice in an easy, conversational way that made the course suddenly feel far less intimidating.

Occasionally Chloe would lean back against the cushions of the sofa, watching Mei thoughtfully as she listened and wrote.

The soft light of the room highlighted the elegant shape of Mei’s face, the smooth line of her neck, the natural grace of her posture as she bent over her notebook.

It was clear to both women that their choice the previous week had been a very good one.

Mei Clarke, for her part, felt quietly grateful.

She had come hoping for a little help with her coursework.

Instead, she seemed to have found two experienced students willing to guide her through the early weeks of university life.

The evening, she thought, was turning out to be surprisingly helpful.


Chapter Five
The Shift

The evening had settled into a comfortable rhythm.

Books lay open across Chloe’s bed and desk, notes scattered between them, the earlier intensity of studying slowly giving way to a more relaxed atmosphere. Mei felt noticeably more at ease now, the initial formality of the evening fading as the conversation drifted more loosely between topics.

Chloe stretched slightly, glancing toward Sophie with a small smile.

“I think we’ve done enough work for one evening,” she said lightly.

Sophie closed the book in her hands without objection.

“Agreed.”

Chloe rose from the bed in one smooth movement.

“Stay there,” she added, glancing back at Mei. “I’ll be two minutes.”

Mei watched her leave the room, the soft sound of her footsteps disappearing down the stairs. For a moment the room fell into a quieter stillness.

Sophie leaned back against the cushions, her posture relaxed now, her pale blue eyes resting briefly on Mei.

“You’re settling in well,” she said.

Mei smiled modestly, tucking a loose strand of her long dark hair behind her ear.

“I think so,” she replied. “It’s just… a lot to take in.”

Sophie gave a small, knowing smile.

“It always is at the beginning.”

The door opened again and Chloe returned, carrying a chilled bottle of white wine and three glasses.

Mei’s eyes flicked briefly to the bottle.

“Oh… I don’t normally drink,” she said, a hint of hesitation in her voice.

Chloe paused for only a second before smiling reassuringly.

“It’s just a glass,” she said casually, setting everything down on the small table beside them.

Sophie’s tone was calm, almost gently persuasive.

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “We’re just relaxing. You’ve done your work.”

There was something about the way she said it, so easy, so natural, that made it feel like there was no real reason to refuse.

“And besides,” Sophie added, “this is part of it too. University isn’t just lectures and reading.”

Chloe poured the wine, handing Mei a glass before settling back onto the bed.

“We’ll help you with the social side as well,” she said with a light smile. “That’s the part no one explains properly.”

Mei hesitated for only a moment before accepting the glass.

She did feel slightly out of her depth when it came to social situations. Around strangers she could still be shy, unsure how to act or what to say.

And sitting here with two confident, composed second-year students who seemed completely at ease in every setting… it felt reassuring.

“Okay,” she said softly.

She took a small sip.

By the time they were halfway through their second glass, the atmosphere had shifted almost completely.

The books had been pushed aside.

The conversation had become lighter, more personal.

Chloe lay back slightly against the cushions, one arm resting loosely behind her as she looked across at Mei with an easy, curious expression.

“So,” she said, tilting her head slightly, “what sort of man are you into?”

The question caught Mei off guard.

She blinked, a small, uncertain smile appearing on her lips.

“Oh… I’m not really looking for a boyfriend,” she said.

Sophie’s lips curved into a faint, teasing smile.

“More into girls?” she asked lightly.

Mei flushed immediately.

“No, no… not at all.”

Chloe laughed softly.

“Relax,” she said. “We’re not talking about anything serious.”

She leaned forward slightly, her tone still playful but more direct now.

“We just mean… someone you enjoy spending time with. No pressure, no expectations.”

Mei hesitated, her fingers tightening slightly around the stem of her glass.

“Well… I don’t really have much experience,” she admitted quietly. “Not with… any of that.”

Sophie watched her carefully, her expression calm, almost thoughtful.

“That’s exactly why it helps to understand how things work,” she said.

Her tone wasn’t forceful.

If anything, it sounded reasonable.

Measured.

“We’re not talking about boys,” Sophie continued, her voice soft but confident. “We mean men. People who know what they’re doing. Who make things easy.”

Mei felt a flicker of uncertainty at the direction the conversation had taken.

Only a short while ago they had been discussing coursework and lectures.

Now the tone had shifted into something more personal, more unfamiliar.

She had expected advice about societies, maybe which places to go out.

Not this.

Yet the way Sophie and Chloe spoke made it all sound so casual, so normal.

As if this was simply another part of university life she hadn’t yet discovered.

Mei glanced between them, her expression thoughtful.

She trusted them.

They seemed experienced, confident, completely at ease with the world she was only just beginning to explore.

And perhaps… this was something she needed to understand as well.

She took another small sip of her wine, feeling the warmth settle softly through her.

The evening, she realised, was beginning to change in ways she hadn’t quite expected.

Chloe tilted her head slightly, her expression soft but curious as she watched Mei over the rim of her glass.

“When you say inexperienced…” she said gently, “how inexperienced?”

Mei hesitated.

The warmth of the wine had settled into her now, softening the edges of her thoughts, making everything feel a little slower, a little less guarded. She became suddenly aware of both of them watching her, their attention calm but focused.

A faint flush rose in her cheeks.

“I… I haven’t really had a proper boyfriend,” she admitted, her voice quieter now.

Sophie’s eyebrows lifted slightly, her expression shifting with a flicker of genuine surprise.

“Wait,” she said, leaning forward just a little. “You mean…”

She paused for a fraction of a second, studying Mei’s face.

“You’ve never actually…?”

Mei’s blush deepened instantly, the heat rising up into her cheeks as she gave a small, embarrassed shake of her head.

Chloe let out a soft, amused laugh, not unkind, but clearly entertained.

“Oh, darling,” she said lightly, exchanging a brief glance with Sophie, “we’re definitely going to have to help you out there.”

Mei let out a small, awkward laugh of her own, unsure how to respond. A part of her felt exposed, as though she had revealed something far more personal than she had intended.

Yet there was no judgement in their tone.

If anything, they seemed amused… even slightly intrigued.

Before the moment could settle into something more uncomfortable, Chloe shifted easily, lifting her glass again.

“So,” she said, her tone brightening as she leaned back against the cushions, “we should probably warn you about the pubs around here.”

Sophie followed the change in direction without hesitation.

“Yes,” she said smoothly. “Some of them are worth your time. Others… definitely not.”

The conversation moved on almost seamlessly.

They began talking about different places in the city, which bars were popular with students, which nights were best, which crowds to avoid. Chloe spoke animatedly, describing busy dance floors and late nights, while Sophie added more measured observations about the kinds of people Mei might meet.

Mei felt herself relax again, the earlier embarrassment fading as quickly as it had come.

The shift in conversation felt almost like a quiet mercy.

As though they had chosen not to push her any further.

She smiled, listening as they spoke, absorbing every piece of advice they offered. In her mind, the brief moment of awkwardness had already begun to blur into the warmth of the evening.

If anything, she felt closer to them now.

They knew something personal about her.

And instead of making it uncomfortable, they had simply… moved on.

To Mei, it felt like kindness.

To Sophie and Chloe, it was simply patience.


Chapter Six
The Game

A week later, Mei found herself once again standing outside Chloe’s townhouse, the now-familiar building already beginning to feel like part of her new routine. The hesitation she had felt the first time had almost entirely disappeared. Tonight, she pressed the bell without pause, smoothing a hand lightly over her fitted top as she waited.

When the door opened, Chloe greeted her with the same easy warmth, stepping aside to let her in as though Mei had always belonged there.

“Right on time,” she said with a smile.

Mei returned the smile, stepping inside and making her way up to the bedroom she now recognised instantly.

Chloe’s room looked just as it had before, spacious, softly lit, and comfortably arranged. Sophie was already there, seated on the bed with a book open across her lap, her posture relaxed but composed.

“Evening,” she said, looking up.

Mei greeted her and took her usual seat, setting her bag down and pulling out her notes. As she settled, the soft lighting once again caught the natural glow of her skin and the elegant lines of her figure. Her long dark hair fell loosely over her shoulders, and as she leaned forward to open her notebook, the gentle curve of her waist and hips was subtly outlined by her clothes. Even in this quiet, private setting, her presence brought a quiet brightness to the room.

The evening began just as the last one had.

For the first couple of hours, they focused on her coursework. Sophie moved easily through the material, explaining key ideas and pointing out details Mei had missed, while Chloe added broader context, linking discussions to politics and current events in a way that made everything feel more engaging.

Mei listened closely, writing quickly, occasionally asking questions. She found herself increasingly confident in her understanding, and a quiet sense of gratitude settled in her.

She felt incredibly lucky.

Without Sophie and Chloe, she was certain she would already be struggling. Instead, she felt ahead, more prepared, more aware of what was expected of her.

More… capable.

As the evening wore on, the intensity of studying gradually softened, just as it had the previous time.

At some point, Sophie closed her book and rose smoothly from the bed.

“I’ll be back in a moment,” she said.

Mei barely noticed her leaving at first, still finishing a note in her notebook. When she looked up again, Sophie had returned, carrying another chilled bottle of white wine and three glasses.

The familiar ritual seemed almost expected now.

Chloe smiled as she reached for the glasses.

“I think we’ve earned a break,” she said.

Mei hesitated only briefly this time before accepting a glass. The first evening had already lowered her uncertainty, and tonight the gesture felt almost natural.

They settled back into a more relaxed arrangement, books pushed aside once again.

The conversation drifted easily.

At first it stayed loosely connected to university life. They spoke about lecturers, seminars, and the different personalities within the department.

Chloe leaned back against the cushions, her tone light with amusement.

“You’ll start noticing things after a while,” she said. “Certain lecturers have… reputations.”

Mei looked up with interest.

“Reputations?”

Sophie gave a faint, knowing smile.

“Some of them get a little too friendly with students,” she said calmly.

Mei blinked, slightly surprised.

“Really?”

Chloe laughed softly.

“Oh, absolutely. It’s not something they advertise, but it happens.”

They began to share stories, half serious, half playful, about different lecturers, who was strict, who was relaxed, who students tended to avoid.

Then Chloe added, with a small grin, “And just so you know, Mr. Goodman…”

Mei looked up.

“Yes?”

“Not interested,” Chloe said lightly. “At all.”

Sophie allowed herself a small smile.

“He’s gay,” she said simply.

Mei laughed, a little surprised.

“I wouldn’t have guessed.”

The conversation moved easily between amusement and curiosity, the tone light, almost conspiratorial.

By the time Mei reached her second glass of wine, she felt the familiar warmth settling in again. The room seemed softer somehow, the conversation flowing more freely, her thoughts a little less guarded.

She leaned back slightly, tucking one leg beneath her as she listened, her long hair shifting across her shoulder.

Sophie watched her quietly for a moment.

Then, with a subtle shift in tone, she spoke.

“We should play something.”

Chloe glanced at her, already knowing what she meant.

“Oh?” she said.

Sophie’s lips curved slightly.

“Just something simple,” she said. “Truth or dare.”

Chloe smiled immediately.

“That could be fun.”

Mei hesitated, a small flicker of uncertainty crossing her expression.

“Truth or dare?” she repeated.

Sophie’s voice remained calm, almost reassuring.

“Nothing serious,” she said. “Just a game. A way to get to know each other a bit better.”

Chloe leaned forward slightly, her tone playful.

“Come on, Mei. It’s harmless.”

Mei looked between them.

The warmth of the wine, the comfort of the room, the easy familiarity that had grown between them over the past weeks, all softened her hesitation.

It didn’t feel dangerous.

If anything, it felt like another part of the same friendly, relaxed evenings she had begun to look forward to.

She smiled, a little uncertain but willing.

“Okay,” she said.

Across from her, Sophie met Chloe’s eyes for the briefest moment.

Everything, once again, was moving exactly as planned.


Chapter Seven
The Opening Move

The first few rounds of the game felt almost harmless.

Chloe insisted on going first, stretching out comfortably across the bed, her tone light and playful as she looked between them.

“Truth,” she said.

Sophie didn’t hesitate.

“Most embarrassing thing that’s happened to you at university so far.”

Chloe laughed, rolling her eyes as she answered, recounting a mildly awkward moment from a lecture that made all three of them smile. It was easy, relaxed, the kind of story that made the game feel safe.

When it was Mei’s turn, she chose truth as well.

The questions stayed gentle at first.

Favourite subject. Biggest surprise about university. Something she missed from home.

Mei answered easily, her initial hesitation fading as the rhythm of the game settled in. The wine helped too, softening her thoughts, making her laugh a little more freely than she normally would.

Sophie, when her turn came, gave controlled, measured answers, revealing just enough to keep the tone balanced without ever giving away too much of herself.

The game felt equal.

Comfortable.

Safe.

It was Chloe who shifted it first.

“Dare,” she said, her eyes glinting slightly.

Sophie smiled faintly.

“Go and ask the next person you see in the hallway what time it is,” she said. “And act completely serious about it.”

Chloe laughed, slipping off the bed and disappearing briefly out of the room before returning a minute later, still smiling.

“Done,” she said.

It was nothing.

Silly.

Easy.

But it changed the tone.

When it came back to Mei, Chloe tilted her head slightly as she studied her.

“Truth or dare?”

Mei hesitated, then smiled.

“Dare.”

Chloe’s smile widened just a fraction.

“Stand up,” she said.

Mei blinked, slightly surprised, but obeyed.

Chloe looked her up and down for a moment, not in a harsh way, but with an appraising curiosity that made Mei suddenly aware of herself.

“Just spin around,” Chloe said lightly. “Let us see you properly.”

Mei let out a small laugh, a faint flush touching her cheeks, but she turned slowly in place.

It felt harmless.

Just playful.

Yet as she turned back, she became aware of Sophie watching her more closely now, her calm gaze lingering as it traced the natural lines of Mei’s figure. Even in such a simple movement, there was an effortless elegance to her, the slim curve of her waist flowing into softly rounded hips, the long-toned length of her legs, the quiet confidence of her posture.

There was nothing exaggerated in it, nothing performed, and that was what made it more striking. Mei’s beauty wasn’t something she projected deliberately, it simply existed, drawing attention without her ever asking for it.

Sophie took it in with quiet interest, recognising the rare combination in front of her: a girl who looked that good, yet had no real understanding of the effect she had on others.

“See?” Chloe said with a soft grin. “You’ve got nothing to be shy about.”

Mei sat back down, her heart beating just a little faster, though she couldn’t quite say why.

Another round.

Another glass.

At some point Chloe stood again.

“I’ll get another bottle,” she said casually, already moving toward the door.

Mei didn’t question it.

When Chloe returned with a second chilled bottle of wine, the atmosphere in the room had softened even further. The edges of things felt blurred now, the conversation flowing more freely, the small hesitations Mei might once have felt now dulled by warmth and familiarity.

The questions began to change.

Subtly.

“Truth or dare?” Sophie asked, her voice calm, almost casual.

“Truth,” Mei replied.

Sophie’s gaze held hers for a moment, steady and quietly assessing.

“You’re living with three boys, right?” she said. “Don’t tell me none of them have caught your eye.”

Mei hesitated.

The question felt closer somehow, more personal than the ones before it. The warmth of the wine softened her thoughts, making it harder to deflect it lightly.

“I… I don’t know,” she said with a small, uncertain laugh. “Maybe.”

Chloe leaned forward slightly, her expression bright with interest.

“Oh, come on,” she said. “There must be one.”

Mei shook her head quickly, laughing again, though the faint flush rising in her cheeks betrayed her.

“No… not really.”

But the hesitation had been there.

And both Sophie and Chloe noticed it.

Another round.

This time Chloe chose dare again.

“Your turn,” she said to Mei a few moments later, her voice softer now, more coaxing.

“Truth or dare?”

Mei glanced between them.

There was a flicker of uncertainty.

But she didn’t want to seem timid.

“Dare,” she said.

Chloe smiled slowly.

“Just something simple,” she said. “Be honest with us.”

She leaned in slightly.

“Tell us the most intimate thing you’ve ever done with someone.”

Mei froze for a moment, the question catching her completely off guard.

A faint heat rose to her cheeks again.

The wine made it harder to think clearly, harder to retreat.

“I… it’s not much,” she said quietly.

“That’s fine,” Chloe replied gently.

Mei hesitated, then let out a small, slightly embarrassed laugh, her fingers tightening gently around her glass.

“It’s not really much,” she admitted, her voice soft.

She glanced down briefly before continuing.

“There was… a party, back at college,” she said. “I kissed a guy. Just… a bit of kissing, really. And he got a bit… handsy, I guess.”

Her cheeks warmed as she spoke, the memory clearly still awkward to her.

“I didn’t really know what I was doing,” she added quietly. “It didn’t go any further than that.”

As she spoke, Sophie and Chloe listened without interruption, their attention calm, almost intent.

There was a brief pause.

Then Sophie tilted her head slightly, her expression thoughtful, though there was a faint hint of mischief behind it.

“And… go on,” she said gently. “You said you’d be honest.”

Mei glanced up, immediately feeling the shift in tone.

Sophie’s voice remained soft, but there was a quiet insistence to it now.

“Did you get a bit… handsy as well?” she asked. “Did you touch him?”

Chloe let out a soft giggle beside her, exchanging a quick amused glance with Sophie.

Mei’s cheeks flushed more deeply, the warmth of the wine doing nothing to help her composure now.

“I… maybe a little,” she admitted, her voice almost shy. “I didn’t really know what I was doing.”

Chloe smiled, clearly entertained, but not unkind.

“That’s kind of the point,” she said lightly.

There was no judgement in their expressions.

If anything… interest.

Not mocking.

Not judging.

Just… attentive.

And that made it easier.

By the time the game continued, the tone had shifted completely.

The questions were no longer just playful.

The dares no longer entirely harmless.

But they were introduced gradually, wrapped in laughter and reassurance, softened by the warmth of the evening and the steady flow of wine.

Mei didn’t feel pushed.

She felt included.

Drawn in.

And with each round, she gave just a little more of herself without quite realising how far she was moving.

Across from her, Sophie and Chloe exchanged the briefest of glances.

They didn’t need to say anything.

The game was working perfectly.


Chapter Eight
Raising the Stakes

A week later, the routine had become almost familiar.

Mei arrived at Chloe’s townhouse just after seven, the evening air cool against her skin as she stepped inside and made her way upstairs. There was far less hesitation in her movements now. What had once felt new and uncertain had quickly become something she looked forward to.

Chloe’s bedroom greeted her in its usual soft light, the space warm and inviting, books already laid out across the bed and desk. Sophie was there as always, seated comfortably, already prepared to begin.

“Evening,” she said, glancing up.

Mei smiled, setting down her bag and taking her place.

The first part of the evening followed the same pattern as before. For a couple of hours, they worked steadily through her course material, Sophie guiding her through key points with calm precision while Chloe added broader context, making connections that helped everything feel clearer.

Mei felt it again, that same quiet sense of gratitude.

She was improving.

More confident.

More prepared.

And she was certain it was because of them.

By the time they paused, the books were once again pushed aside, the shift from study to something more relaxed happening almost without notice.

Sophie stood.

“I’ll get something,” she said.

Mei barely looked up at first, still finishing a note in her notebook. But when Sophie returned, it wasn’t with the familiar bottle of white wine.

Instead, she carried a large glass jug filled with a clear liquid, slices of lemon floating near the top, along with three glasses.

Chloe’s lips curved into a small smile.

“That’s better,” she said.

Mei looked at it, slightly surprised.

“That’s not wine.”

“No,” Sophie replied calmly as she began to pour. “It’s a bit stronger.”

The glasses were filled, the scent sharper this time, the drink noticeably different from before.

Mei hesitated for only a moment before taking the glass offered to her. The routine, the familiarity of these evenings, and the easy confidence of the two women made it feel like a natural progression rather than a decision.

They settled back again.

Closer now.

More relaxed.

The first sip burned slightly more than the wine had, warming her quickly.

When Chloe leaned back and smiled, Mei already knew what was coming.

“Truth or dare?” she asked.

The game began again.

But this time, it felt different almost immediately.

The early rounds skipped quickly past the harmless questions of the previous week. The tone had shifted, not dramatically, but enough for Mei to feel it without quite being able to define it.

The questions came faster.

The dares followed more closely.

There was less hesitation now, less time to think between turns.

The warmth of the drink settled more deeply than the wine had, softening her reactions, making everything feel just slightly out of focus.

Chloe chose dare.

Sophie followed with truth.

And when it came to Mei, the questions edged more quickly toward the personal.

Not enough to alarm her.

But enough to make her pause.

Then laugh.

Then answer anyway.

Each time it felt like a small step.

Each time it felt harmless.

Chloe tilted her head slightly, her eyes resting on Mei with an easy curiosity.

“Alright,” she said. “Let’s start simple. First time you ever kissed someone.”

Mei let out a small, slightly embarrassed laugh, her fingers tightening around her glass.

“It was at a college party,” she said. “Nothing special. I didn’t really know him that well. It just… sort of happened.”

Chloe smiled.

“And?” she prompted.

Mei shrugged lightly, though the faint colour in her cheeks gave her away.

“It was awkward,” she admitted. “I didn’t really know what I was doing.”

Sophie watched her calmly, her gaze steady.

“But you liked it?” she asked.

Mei hesitated, then gave a small nod.

“I think so,” she said. “At the time.”

Chloe leaned back slightly, satisfied.

“See? Not so bad.”

The next round came more quickly.

“Truth or dare?” Chloe asked again.

“Truth,” Mei replied.

This time Sophie spoke.

Her voice was calm, almost casual, but the question landed more directly.

“And how far have you actually gone with a guy?”

Mei froze for a fraction of a second.

The warmth of the drink made it harder to pull back, harder to hide behind a quick answer.

She let out a small breath, her voice quieter now.

“Not very far,” she said. “Just… kissing really. A bit of touching, I guess.”

Her eyes dropped briefly to her glass.

“Nothing more than that.”

There was a short pause.

Then Chloe smiled softly, though there was something more curious in her expression now.

“Well,” she said, exchanging a brief glance with Sophie, “go on… what do you mean by ‘a bit of touching’?”

Mei looked up, caught slightly off guard.

Sophie leaned forward just a fraction, her voice calm, but gently insistent.

“You said you’d be honest,” she reminded her. “How far did you let him touch you?”

Mei hesitated, her fingers tightening around the stem of her glass again. The warmth of the drink made it harder to retreat from the question, harder to brush it off.

“I… I don’t know,” she said quietly. “Just… over clothes. Nothing serious.”

Chloe tilted her head, still watching her closely.

“And you?” she asked lightly. “Did you touch him too?”

Mei gave a small, embarrassed laugh, her cheeks colouring again.

“Maybe a little,” she admitted. “I didn’t really know what I was doing.”

There was a brief silence as the two women took that in.

Then Chloe smiled again, softer this time, though clearly satisfied.

“See,” she said lightly, “you’re not as inexperienced as you think.”

Mei laughed, though there was a faint uncertainty beneath it now, a growing awareness that the questions were becoming more personal than before.

But, just as quickly, the moment passed.

Chloe leaned back, lifting her glass.

“Alright,” she said. “Next round.”

And the game continued.

Yet with each question, each small admission drawn out of her, Mei found herself revealing just a little more than she had intended, the line between harmless fun and something more difficult to define becoming increasingly blurred.

Across from her, Sophie watched quietly.

Beside her, Chloe smiled.

Both of them now understood exactly where her boundaries lay.

At some point Chloe refilled their glasses without asking.

The conversation flowed more freely now, the boundaries between teasing, curiosity, and something slightly more probing becoming harder to separate.

Mei could feel it, dimly.

That things were moving faster tonight.

That the game wasn’t quite as innocent as before.

And yet, sitting there between them, warmed by the drink, surrounded by the soft comfort of the room and the easy confidence of the two women guiding the evening, it didn’t feel dangerous.

It felt… exciting.

New.

As though she was being drawn into something she didn’t yet fully understand.

Across from her, Sophie watched quietly.

Beside her, Chloe smiled.

Neither of them needed to say it out loud.

The pace had changed.

And Mei was keeping up.


Chapter Nine
Following Along

By the time the next evening came around, the routine no longer felt new to Mei.

It felt familiar.

Comfortable.

She arrived at Chloe’s townhouse with a quiet sense of anticipation, already knowing the rhythm the evening would take. The soft lighting, the large bedroom, the easy presence of Sophie and Chloe, it had all begun to feel like a separate space from the rest of her university life.

A space where things felt… different.

The evening began as usual.

Books spread out.

Notes compared.

Sophie guiding her with calm precision, Chloe adding her easy, conversational insights. Mei found herself leaning in more confidently now, asking questions, understanding more, feeling that same quiet satisfaction of being ahead rather than struggling to keep up.

And as always, the shift came gradually.

Books closed.

A pause.

Then Sophie standing, disappearing briefly downstairs.

When she returned, it was once again with drinks.

They settled back into the now familiar arrangement; closer, more relaxed, the formality of studying slipping away almost without notice.

“Truth or dare?”

The game resumed quickly this time.

There was no slow easing into it.

The tone picked up where it had left off the previous week.

Chloe chose dare again, her smile already hinting at what was coming.

“Your turn,” she said, looking at Sophie.

“Dare.”

Sophie met her gaze calmly.

Chloe tilted her head, her expression playful.

“Top off,” she said lightly. “Let’s make it interesting.”

Mei felt the shift immediately.

Her eyes flicked to Sophie.

For a brief second, she expected hesitation.

But Sophie simply set her glass down.

With the same quiet composure she seemed to carry into everything, she reached for the hem of her top and lifted it smoothly up and over her head. There was no awkwardness in the movement, no self-consciousness. She folded it neatly beside her and leaned back again as though nothing unusual had happened.

The soft light of the room caught the clean lines of her slender frame, her posture relaxed, entirely at ease. Beneath the delicate lace of her bra, her figure was naturally balanced, her firm 34B breasts sitting neatly against her chest, perfectly in proportion to her athletic build.

There was nothing showy in it, nothing exaggerated. Just the quiet confidence of someone completely comfortable in her own body.

Chloe smiled, clearly pleased.

“See?” she said lightly. “Easy.”

Mei felt a small flicker of warmth rise in her cheeks, her gaze dropping briefly before she forced herself to look back up again.

Sophie didn’t seem embarrassed at all.

If anything, she looked exactly the same.

Calm.

Composed.

In control.

The game moved on.

Chloe’s turn again.

“Truth or dare?”

“Dare.”

Sophie’s voice was smooth.

Chloe laughed softly.

“Your turn then,” Sophie said.

Chloe raised an eyebrow.

“Oh?”

Sophie’s lips curved slightly.

“Same,” she said. “Top off.”

Chloe didn’t hesitate.

If anything, she seemed to enjoy the moment more openly. She lifted her top with a fluid, confident motion, letting it fall aside without the same neat precision as Sophie, but with an easy boldness that felt entirely natural to her.

The soft light caught the warmer tones of her skin as she settled back, her posture relaxed and self-assured. Beneath her bra, her fuller figure was immediately more apparent, her large, natural breasts softly shaped and more pronounced against the fabric, giving her a distinctly more curvaceous silhouette than Sophie’s.

There was a warmth to Chloe’s presence, a quiet confidence in the way she carried herself, as though she was entirely comfortable being seen.

She settled back again, smiling, completely at ease.

Now the balance in the room had shifted.

Both of them.

Relaxed.

Unbothered.

As if this was nothing at all.

Mei felt it then.

The subtle change in pressure.

Not spoken.

Not forced.

But present.

The two women sat opposite her, comfortable, confident, unchanged by what they had just done.

If anything, the atmosphere felt lighter.

More open.

More intimate.

Chloe’s eyes returned to her, her tone soft but expectant.

“Your turn.”

Mei’s fingers tightened slightly around her glass.

“Truth or dare?”

There was a brief pause.

She could feel the warmth of the drink in her system, softening her thoughts, dulling the sharp edge of hesitation.

She glanced at Sophie.

Then at Chloe.

Neither of them looked at her with pressure.

Just… interest.

As if they already knew what she would say.

Mei took a small breath.

“Dare.”

Chloe smiled.

“Of course.”

Her voice remained light, almost reassuring.

“Same again,” she said. “Just keep it fair.”

For a moment, Mei didn’t move.

A flicker of uncertainty passed through her.

This was different.

More than anything before.

And yet…

They had both done it.

Without hesitation.

Without embarrassment.

The room hadn’t changed.

Nothing had happened.

They were still just sitting there.

Talking.

Smiling.

Waiting.

Mei let out a small breath.

Then, slowly, she reached for the hem of her top.

Her movements were more hesitant, less practiced, but she lifted it carefully, pulling it up and over her head before setting it down beside her.

For a moment she felt the heat rise in her skin, a heightened awareness of herself, of being seen.

The soft light of the room fell across her, revealing the natural balance of her figure. Beneath the delicate black lace of her bra, her full, firm 34C breasts were clearly defined, their shape accentuated by the close fit of the fabric. They sat perfectly against her slender frame, enhancing the gentle curve of her chest and the narrow line of her waist below.

There was a quiet perfection to her, an effortless harmony in her proportions that she herself barely seemed to understand.

And yet, as she sat there, acutely aware of Sophie and Chloe’s eyes on her, that confidence had not yet caught up with her beauty.

Then she looked up.

Sophie gave a small, approving smile.

Chloe’s expression softened.

“There you go,” she said gently.

And just like that, the moment passed.

They picked up their glasses again.

The game continued.

But something had shifted.

All three of them now sat there, relaxed, talking, playing, as though nothing at all had changed.

And to Mei, in that softly lit room, it almost felt like it hadn’t.

Almost.


Chapter Ten
The Next Step

The game continued.

The rhythm of it had settled now, the questions and dares flowing more easily, the pauses between them shorter, the hesitation softer each time it came.

The room felt warmer.

Closer.

The soft light, the quiet space, the steady effect of the alcohol all worked together to blur the edges of things, to make each moment feel less significant than it might have in any other setting.

Sophie and Chloe remained exactly as they had been, relaxed, composed, entirely at ease with themselves and each other.

And Mei… was trying to be the same.

“Your turn,” Chloe said softly.

Mei looked up, her fingers still loosely wrapped around her glass.

“Truth or dare?”

There was only the briefest pause.

“Dare,” she said.

Chloe’s eyes flickered with quiet satisfaction, though her tone remained light, almost reassuring.

“Alright,” she said gently.

Then, after the smallest pause:

“Take your bra off.”

For a moment, Mei didn’t move.

The words seemed to settle slowly in the air between them, heavier than the dares that had come before.

She glanced instinctively at the two women opposite her.

Both of them still wore their bras.

Relaxed.

Unbothered.

Completely comfortable.

The difference felt immediate.

This was no longer the same as before.

A faint tension settled in her chest.

The idea of being the only one… exposed, even in a room as private as this, made her hesitate, the thought of her breasts being bared in front of these two girls sending a sudden wave of self-consciousness through her. She had never been naked in front of anyone before.

She became suddenly aware of herself again, of the warmth in her skin, of the soft rise and fall of her breathing, of the quiet attention resting on her.

Even with the gentle haze of alcohol softening her thoughts, this felt like a step further than she had expected.

For a moment, she considered saying no.

The option was there.

She knew it was.

But just as quickly, another thought followed.

They had both played along.

They had both done their dares without hesitation.

And she didn’t want to be the one who broke the rhythm.

Didn’t want to seem… shy.

Or difficult.

Or childish.

Chloe’s voice came again, softer now.

“It’s just us,” she said. “No one else.”

Sophie said nothing.

But her calm, steady gaze remained on Mei, not pushing, not pressuring… just waiting.

As though the decision was already made.

Mei let out a small breath.

Then, slowly, she reached behind her.

Her movements were more uncertain this time, her fingers less steady as she unclasped the fastening. For a brief second, she hesitated again, the awareness of the moment settling fully over her.

Then she slipped the straps from her shoulders and drew the bra away, setting it carefully beside her.

For a moment she didn’t look up.

A quiet flush spread across her skin, a heightened awareness of herself, of the way she now sat, of the space around her.

And beneath that, something else began to stir.

A slow, unfamiliar warmth settled deep within her, difficult to place, harder still to understand. It wasn’t just the alcohol, though that softened her thoughts and blurred her hesitation. This felt different, more internal, more instinctive.

It made her shift slightly where she sat, her breath catching for just a moment.

She wasn’t entirely sure what it was.

Only that she felt it.

And, in a way she couldn’t quite explain, she liked it… even as it left her faintly unsettled.

Then, slowly, she lifted her gaze.

Neither Sophie nor Chloe reacted dramatically.

No laughter.

No surprise.

Just quiet acknowledgement.

As if this, too, was simply part of the game.

Chloe smiled softly.

“There you go,” she said.

And just like that, the moment shifted again.

The game moved on.

But something had changed.

Mei could feel it, even if she couldn’t quite name it.

Another line, quietly crossed.

Another step taken.

And this time… there was no going back to where she had been before.


Chapter Eleven
Further Than Before

The following week unfolded with a familiarity that now felt almost routine to Mei.

She arrived at Chloe’s townhouse without hesitation, letting herself be guided upstairs into the now familiar warmth of Chloe’s large bedroom. The space, with its soft lighting and comfortable arrangement, had begun to feel like a place set slightly apart from the rest of her university life.

A place where the rules seemed… different.

As always, the evening began with study.

For the first hour and a half, Sophie guided her carefully through her course material, her calm, precise explanations making even the more complex topics feel manageable. Chloe added her usual perspective, linking ideas together in a way that made everything seem broader, more connected.

Mei found herself leaning forward, engaged, asking questions, writing quickly. She could feel the difference in herself now, more confident, more assured, already beginning to feel ahead rather than overwhelmed.

She felt incredibly lucky.

Without them, she knew she would be struggling.

With them, she felt… guided.

And then, as always, the shift came.

The books were closed.

The conversation softened.

Sophie rose from the bed and disappeared briefly downstairs.

When she returned, she carried something different this time.

A bottle of whiskey.

Three glasses.

And a chilled bottle of cola.

Chloe smiled as she took the glasses, her eyes briefly flicking toward Mei.

“We’ll mix it,” she said lightly. “It goes down easier.”

Mei laughed softly, though she could already feel that familiar sense of anticipation building again, that subtle awareness that the evening was about to move in a direction she could not quite predict.

The drinks were poured.

They settled back.

Closer.

Looser.

The warmth came quicker this time.

“Truth or dare?”

The game returned almost immediately.

There was no slow build now.

No gentle easing in.

It simply… resumed.

And this time, Mei was not surprised when, within a few rounds, all three of them were once again sitting there in little more than their jeans and bras, the earlier hesitation replaced by a strange, growing sense of normality.

The room felt softer.

Warmer.

The boundaries less defined.

Mei shifted slightly where she sat, her long dark hair falling loosely over her shoulders, her posture still carrying that natural elegance even as she relaxed further into the evening. The soft light caught the smooth tone of her skin, the gentle curve of her waist, the quiet balance of her figure, making her presence impossible to ignore even in such an intimate space.

And then she felt it again.

That same warmth, low and unfamiliar, stirring somewhere deep within her. It came in slow waves now, stronger than before, a heat that seemed to spread quietly through her body. The whiskey dulled the edges of it, softened her thoughts, but didn’t take it away.

If anything, it made it harder to understand.

She shifted again, almost unconsciously, pressing her thighs together as if to steady herself, her breath catching just slightly.

She didn’t know what the feeling was.

Not fully.

Only that it unsettled her… and yet, in some quiet, confusing way, she didn’t want it to stop.

“Your turn,” Chloe said.

“Truth or dare?”

Mei smiled faintly.

“Truth.”

Chloe tilted her head, her eyes glinting with interest.

“Alright,” she said. “Which of your professors do you fancy the most?”

Mei blinked, caught off guard.

She hadn’t expected that.

For a moment she hesitated, a faint flush rising to her cheeks, but the warmth of the drink softened her instinct to deflect.

“Well…” she said slowly.

She glanced down at her glass, then back up again.

“Professor Hale,” she admitted.

Both Sophie and Chloe reacted immediately.

Chloe let out a surprised laugh.

“Professor Hale?” she repeated.

Sophie’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile.

“The history lecturer?” she asked.

Mei nodded, her cheeks colouring slightly more now.

“He’s just…” she began, searching for the words. “He’s… interesting.”

Chloe laughed again, more openly this time.

“Oh wow,” she said. “So, you’ve got a bit of a thing for older men?”

Sophie gave a soft, amused shake of her head, a faint smile touching her lips.

“Careful,” she said lightly. “That sounds suspiciously like a bit of a daddy complex.”

“That explains a lot,” she said lightly.

Mei laughed too, a little embarrassed but unable to deny it now that she had said it out loud.

“I didn’t say that” she protested weakly.

Chloe grinned.

“You didn’t need to.”

The moment passed quickly, the laughter easing the tension, the game moving forward again before Mei could dwell on it too much.

Another round.

Another drink.

“Truth or dare?”

Mei hesitated only briefly this time.

“Dare.”

Chloe’s smile returned, slower now.

“Alright,” she said softly.

She leaned back slightly, studying Mei for a moment before speaking.

“Jeans off.”

The words landed more heavily than the earlier dares.

Mei froze for a moment, her breath catching slightly as she looked at her.

A flicker of uncertainty passed through her.

This felt… further.

More than before.

Her eyes moved instinctively to Sophie, then back to Chloe.

Both of them remained relaxed.

Unbothered.

Watching.

Waiting.

The same quiet expectation.

The same unspoken pressure.

Mei became suddenly aware of herself again, of the way she sat, of the warmth in her skin, of the softness of the room around her.

She had already come this far.

They had both followed through on every dare.

She didn’t want to be the one who stopped.

Didn’t want to seem… hesitant.

Or behind.

She let out a small breath.

Then, slowly, she shifted forward, her fingers moving to the waistband of her jeans.

Her movements were hesitant at first, less certain, but she pushed them down carefully, standing briefly to slide them off before placing them beside her.

As she sat back down, she felt the heat rise in her again, a heightened awareness settling over her as she realised how little now separated her from being fully exposed.

The soft light of the room fell across her, revealing the full balance of her figure. Her smooth, light cocoa-coloured skin seemed to glow warmly, her long dark hair falling loosely around her shoulders, framing her elegant face and drawing the eye down along the natural lines of her body.

Beneath her small black bra, her full, firm 34C breasts rose gently with her breath, perfectly proportioned to her slender frame. Her waist narrowed cleanly before flowing into softly curved hips, the delicate fabric of her bikini panties resting lightly against her skin, doing little to disguise the rounded, heart-shaped fullness of her backside or the graceful length of her toned legs.

There was a quiet harmony to her, an effortless, striking beauty that seemed almost unaware of itself.

And yet, as she sat there, acutely conscious of how little she now wore, that same beauty only heightened her self-consciousness. She shifted slightly, her posture still naturally elegant, but touched now with a faint uncertainty, as though she was only just beginning to understand the effect she might have on others.

Across from her, Sophie and Chloe noticed it instantly.

For a moment she didn’t look up.

Then she did.

Sophie’s expression remained calm, composed.

Chloe’s softened slightly, almost approving.

“There you go,” Chloe said gently.

And just like before, the moment passed.

The game continued.

But the line had moved again.

And Mei, without quite realising it, had followed it.


Chapter Twelve
No Turning Back

The game no longer felt like something that might end.

It had become the evening.

The rhythm of it carried them forward, each round flowing into the next with less pause, less hesitation, the earlier boundaries now blurred almost beyond recognition.

Mei sat between them, the warmth of the alcohol settling deep into her, her thoughts softened, her awareness heightened in ways she couldn’t fully explain.

Now dressed only in her bra and small bikini panties, she felt exposed in a way that would have been unthinkable only weeks before.

And yet… she was still there.

Still playing.

Still following.

Chloe stretched slightly, her gaze drifting toward Sophie, a small smile forming.

“My turn,” she said.

“Dare.”

Sophie looked at her calmly.

“Go on.”

Chloe tilted her head, her tone light, almost casual.

“Bra off.”

There was no hesitation.

Sophie reached behind her with the same composed ease she carried into everything, unclasping it smoothly before letting it fall away. She placed it neatly beside her, her posture unchanged, her expression as calm as ever.

In the soft light, the clean lines of her slender frame were fully revealed, her firm, well-shaped breasts sitting naturally against her chest, perfectly balanced with her athletic build. There was a quiet refinement to her, nothing exaggerated, just a natural, understated beauty that matched the effortless control she carried in everything she did.

Mei couldn’t help but notice.

For a brief moment, her eyes lingered before she quickly looked away again, a faint warmth rising in her cheeks. She had never been in a situation like this before, sitting across from another girl so casually, so confidently bare, as though it meant nothing at all.

And then she felt it again.

That same quiet warmth, low and unfamiliar, stirring deep within her. It came more quickly this time, a soft heat that spread through her before she could quite understand it. The alcohol blurred the edges of it, made it harder to think clearly, but the feeling itself was impossible to ignore.

She shifted slightly where she sat, her breath catching just for a moment, her gaze dropping instinctively as if to steady herself.

It unsettled her.

And yet… she couldn’t deny that she felt it.

And that, more than anything, unsettled her.

The ease of it.

The confidence.

As if this was simply… normal

The shift in the room was immediate.

Quieter.

Closer.

More intimate.

But Sophie seemed entirely unaffected.

As though nothing had changed.

Mei felt the warmth deep within her, stronger now, harder to ignore.

Her breath slowed slightly.

Her thoughts blurred at the edges.

Then it was her turn.

Chloe looked at her expectantly.

“Truth or dare?”

Mei hesitated for only a fraction of a second.

“Dare.”

There was a flicker of something new in her now, a trace of boldness that hadn’t been there before.

Chloe smiled, waiting.

But Mei spoke first.

Her voice softer than usual, touched with a faint, almost playful uncertainty.

“Your turn,” she said, looking at Chloe. “Same.”

There was a brief pause.

Then Chloe laughed, clearly amused.

“Alright,” she said.

Without hesitation, she followed through, removing her bra with that same easy confidence, letting it fall aside as she settled back again, completely unbothered, completely at ease.

Now both of them sat opposite Mei, relaxed, composed… completely exposed.

Chloe’s figure, fuller and more naturally curved than Sophie’s, was immediately striking in the soft light. Her breasts were larger, softly rounded and balanced against her frame, giving her a warm, undeniably feminine presence.

Mei found herself staring for a moment longer than she intended.

There was something quietly captivating about it, the contrast between Chloe’s easy confidence and her own growing uncertainty.

“I… I think they’re really beautiful,” Mei said softly, the words slipping out before she could stop herself.

Chloe smiled, clearly pleased, her expression warm rather than mocking.

“Do you?” she said lightly. Then, after a small pause, she added, “You can touch, if you’re curious. It’s not a big deal.”

Mei blinked, caught slightly off guard.

For a moment she hesitated, her heart beating a little faster, unsure whether to laugh it off or take the offer seriously.

But Chloe remained completely relaxed, as though she had offered nothing unusual at all.

Slowly, almost cautiously, Mei reached out.

Her fingers brushed lightly, tentative at first, as if testing whether the moment itself was real. There was no urgency in the movement, no intent beyond simple curiosity, just a quiet, uncertain exploration.

She drew her hand back again almost immediately, her cheeks warming, a small, slightly embarrassed smile forming as she looked down.

“That’s… different,” she admitted softly.

Chloe laughed gently.

“Told you,” She said.

Sophie watched the exchange without interruption, her expression calm, though her eyes lingered on Mei just a moment longer than before.

And once again, something shifted.

Not loudly.

Not dramatically.

But enough.

The balance had shifted again.

And Mei felt it.

More strongly than before.

For a moment, no one spoke.

Then Chloe’s eyes returned to her.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

“Your turn,” she said softly.

“Truth or dare?”

Mei’s fingers tightened slightly where they rested against her leg.

The room felt smaller now.

The air warmer.

Her awareness sharper.

“Dare,” she said.

Chloe’s smile returned.

Sophie said nothing.

She simply watched.

And that, somehow, made it harder to refuse.

Chloe leaned forward just slightly.

“Everything,” she said.

The word hung there between them.

Mei froze.

Her heart beat a little faster.

The idea hit her all at once.

This wasn’t like before.

This wasn’t just another small step.

This was… everything.

A flicker of uncertainty passed through her, stronger this time, more real.

She glanced between them.

Both of them sat there calmly.

Unmoved.

Watching.

Waiting.

As if this, too, was simply part of the game.

“It’s just us,” Chloe said gently.

Sophie remained quiet, her steady gaze fixed on Mei, calm, patient… certain.

The pressure wasn’t spoken.

But it was there.

Mei swallowed lightly.

Her thoughts felt slow, softened by the drink, by the warmth, by the strange, unfamiliar feeling still lingering deep within her.

She had come this far.

She didn’t want to stop now.

Didn’t want to be the one who broke the moment.

Didn’t want to seem… small.

Or afraid.

She let out a quiet breath.

Then, slowly, she reached for the last pieces of clothing she wore.

Her movements were hesitant at first, uncertain, but she continued, removing them carefully, placing them beside her with the same small, deliberate motions.

For a moment, she didn’t look up.

A quiet stillness settled around her.

A heightened awareness of everything.

Of herself.

Of them.

Of the space between them.

“Stand up,” Chloe said softly.

Mei hesitated.

Then, slowly, she rose.

The soft light of the room fell across her, revealing her fully now, the smooth warmth of her skin, the natural balance of her figure, the quiet, effortless beauty that she herself barely understood.

“Turn,” Chloe added gently.

Mei’s breath caught for just a moment.

Then she did.

A slow, uncertain movement.

A quiet, hesitant twirl.

Her long dark hair shifted lightly as she moved, falling across her shoulders and down her back, framing the graceful lines of her body. The subtle narrowing of her toned waist flowed into softly curved hips, the natural fullness of her shape creating a striking, effortless silhouette.

There was a quiet harmony to her, her full, firm 34C breasts, the gentle length of her legs, and the rounded, heart-shaped curve of her backside all combining into something that felt both natural and undeniably captivating.

And yet, there was nothing deliberate in it.

No performance.

No awareness.

Only a shy, uncertain girl moving slowly under the gaze of others, unaware of just how striking she appeared.

For a moment, neither Sophie nor Chloe spoke.

They simply watched.

And in that silence, Mei’s beauty felt even more pronounced, not because she tried to show it, but because she didn’t.

When she stopped, she stood there for a moment, unsure.

Then she sat again quickly, a faint flush rising across her skin.

Chloe smiled.

Sophie said nothing.

But the look they shared was brief… and knowing.

Mei became suddenly, intensely aware of herself.

Of the fact that she was now completely naked in front of them, while they sat there still partially dressed, composed, at ease. The contrast struck her all at once, sending a fresh wave of heat through her, a mixture of embarrassment and something she couldn’t quite name.

Her posture shifted slightly, instinctively trying to settle, to steady herself, but there was no escaping the awareness now.

And beneath it, that same warmth returned.

Deeper this time.

Stronger.

An unfamiliar heat that spread quietly through her, softened by the alcohol, but impossible to ignore.

She didn’t fully understand it.

Only that it made her feel exposed… and yet, in some strange, confusing way, alive to the moment in a way she had never felt before.


Chapter Thirteen
The Line Moves Again

The air in Chloe’s bedroom felt thicker than usual, the soft glow from the fairy lights seeming to pulse in time with Mei’s own quickened heartbeat. The third glass of wine was a warm, heavy presence in her stomach, loosening her limbs and blurring the sharp edges of her modesty. The game had resumed after a brief, giggling pause, but the atmosphere had shifted. It was no longer just a game; it was a current, and Mei was being pulled along by it, unsure if she wanted to swim or simply let herself be carried.

Sophie, ever the calm conductor, leaned forward. Her posture was relaxed, but her blue eyes were intent. “My turn to ask. Truth, Mei.” Her voice was a soft, inevitable force. “When was the last time you touched yourself? Properly. For pleasure.”

The question hit Mei like a physical touch, a jolt that stole her breath. She felt her cheeks flame, a heat that had nothing to do with the room’s temperature. She glanced down at her lap, where her fingers twisted together. “I… that’s…”

“It’s just a question,” Sophie murmured, her tone devoid of judgment. “It’s normal. We all do.”

Chloe, curled on the bed beside her, nudged Mei’s knee with her foot, her smile warm and encouraging. “C’mon, sweetie. No secrets here. We’ve seen all the hardware already.” Her laugh was a low, friendly sound that somehow made the question feel less invasive and more like a shared confidence.

Mei swallowed. The wine hummed in her veins, muting the alarm bells. They’re right. It’s normal. Everybody does it. The mantra, repeated in their voices, overrode her own upbringing. “Okay… okay. Um. I do it… regularly. Maybe… three times a week?” The confession tumbled out, shocking her with its own honesty.

“Three times a week,” Sophie repeated, a slow, approving smile touching her lips. “Good. It’s healthy. A release.”

Chloe’s curiosity was piqued. She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “And what do you think about, during those times? When you’re all alone in your little bed?”

This was deeper, more intimate. This was the landscape of her private mind. Mei’s mouth went dry. She looked from Chloe’s expectant face to Sophie’s patient one. The urge to clam up warred with a new, terrifying urge to share. To be known. The warmth in her stomach had spread lower, a persistent, unfamiliar ache between her legs that seemed to pulse in time with her heart.

“I… I don’t know,” she stammered, but the lie was weak.

“You do know,” Sophie said gently, but firmly. “Tell us.”

The images flashed behind her eyes, illicit and shamefully clear. “Sometimes… it’s not really about anyone,” she started, haltingly. “But… sometimes I… I think about Professor Callahan. From the History of Art seminar. And Dr. Evans. From the linguistics department.” She rushed the names out, as if saying them quickly would lessen their power.

There was a beat of silence, then Chloe threw her head back and laughed, a rich, full-bodied sound. “Oh, Mei! A proper daddy complex! I love it.” She didn’t say it mockingly, but with delighted recognition, as if Mei had just confessed to a shared taste in music.

Mei felt a bizarre mix of humiliation and giddy relief. They weren’t disgusted. They were amused. It was a secret, but not a bad one. The ache between her thighs intensified, a hot, slick feeling that was impossible to ignore. She subtly shifted on the cushion, the friction of her jeans against her core sending a sharp, electric jolt through her.

Chloe leaned in closer, her eyes glinting with mischief. “But what do they do? Is it just fucking?”

Mei froze; her laughter caught in her throat. Her face flushed crimson as she stammered, “They… they put me over their knee and spank me.” The words tumbled out before she could stop them, her voice barely above a whisper. The confession hung in the air, thick with vulnerability.

Chloe’s eyes widened, and then she burst into laughter, a sound that was both teasing and delighted. Sophie’s lips curved into a subtle, knowing smile, her gaze lingering on Mei’s curves.

“Well,” Sophie murmured, her voice low and smooth, “you’ve definitely got the ass for a good spanking. I would.” Her tone was matter of fact, but the words sent a shiver down Mei’s spine, her body reacting with a mix of embarrassment and forbidden thrill.

Mei buried her face in her hands, her heart pounding. The heat between her legs intensified, a molten ache that refused to be ignored. The giggles around her only amplified the sensation, and she couldn’t help but wonder if they could see, if they knew, just how much their words were affecting her.

Sophie watched the subtle movement, the dilation of Mei’s pupils. She exchanged a glance with Chloe. “I think our Mei is feeling daring,” she observed, her voice smooth as silk. “Your turn for a dare, I believe.”

Chloe’s eyes sparkled. “Oh, I’ve got one. You’re feeling all brave and confessed now, right? I dare you… to run upstairs to the second-floor landing and back down. Right now.”

Mei blinked, the logistics not computing. “Upstairs? But…”

“Totally naked,” Chloe finished, her grin widening.

The world tilted. “No. No, I can’t. Someone will see!” Mei’s voice was a panicked whisper. The earlier warmth turned to ice for a second.

Sophie placed a calming hand on her forearm. “Everyone is in the kitchen or the living room at the back of the house. The stairs are clear. It’s thirty seconds, maximum. You’ll be perfectly safe.” Her assurance was absolute, a rock in the swirling panic. “It’s just a bit of fun. To celebrate your new… openness.”

The dual forces pressed on her, Chloe’s playful challenge and Sophie’s serene certainty. The throbbing need in her own body, confused and urgent, joined them. It was madness. It was exhilarating. Before she could talk herself out of it, the cool air of the room kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before them, completely exposed, but the fear was now laced with a wild, terrifying thrill. Chloe gave her an encouraging nod.

Mei bolted.

She yanked the bedroom door open and sprinted into the dim hallway, her bare feet slapping softly on the wood floor. The air felt different on her naked skin, a shocking, liberating caress. She took the stairs two at a time, her heart hammering against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of don’t get caught, don’t get caught, oh god this is insane. The landing was dark, empty. She pivoted, the motion making her breasts sway, and launched herself back down.

As she rounded the final turn, a flash of light caught her eye. In the doorway of Chloe’s room, Chloe stood, arm extended. The cold, luminous rectangle of her phone screen was pointed directly at Mei. The camera was on.

Mei skidded to a halt in the hallway, chest heaving, the adrenaline and shock freezing her for a second. Chloe just grinned, lowering the phone. “Got it! You were so fast!”

Mei stumbled back into the bedroom, where Sophie was smiling softly. Chloe shut the door and they both descended on her, pulling her onto the bed amidst a cascade of giggles.

“You absolute legend!” Chloe crowed, wrapping an arm around Mei’s bare shoulders. “Did you see your face?”

Mei was trembling, but she was laughing too, a breathless, disbelieving sound. The fear was melting, replaced by a soaring, dizzying high. She had done it. She felt wildly alive, every nerve ending singing. The earlier ache was now a demanding, wet heat, impossible to disregard. She was painfully, exquisitely aroused, and the knowledge that they had seen her, that Chloe had recorded her in that state of wild abandon, only made the feeling deeper, more complex.

Sophie caught Chloe’s eye over the top of Mei’s head as Mei gasped for breath between laughs. Their shared look was brief, a flicker of profound, satisfied understanding. The furtive smile they exchanged held the quiet triumph of a plan unfolding perfectly.


Chapter Fourteen
An Unexpected Audience

The following week, Mei arrived at Chloe’s townhouse with the same quiet anticipation she had begun to associate with these evenings.

The routine had settled into something familiar now, something she no longer questioned in the same way. The soft lighting, the private space, the sense of stepping slightly outside her normal life; it had all begun to feel almost… natural.

She let herself in and made her way upstairs, her footsteps light against the carpet, already expecting to find Sophie and Chloe waiting for her.

But as she stepped into the bedroom, she stopped.

There were two men in the room.

For a moment, she simply stood there in the doorway, caught off guard by the unexpected shift in the scene.

Both turned to look at her.

And just like that, she felt it.

That same awareness that always followed her, the subtle shift in attention, the way a room seemed to pause, even briefly, when she entered it.

Standing there, framed by the doorway, Mei’s presence was quietly striking. Her long dark hair fell loosely around her shoulders, her smooth light cocoa-coloured skin catching the soft glow of the room. Her slender, athletic frame, her narrow waist, the gentle curve of her hips and long legs, all combined into a natural, effortless beauty that drew the eye without her ever trying.

She felt it immediately.

The way they looked at her.

Not crudely.

Not openly.

But noticeably.

And it made her suddenly aware of herself again.

“Oh, good, you’re here,” Chloe said lightly from the bed, as if nothing about the situation was unusual.

Sophie glanced up as well, calm as ever.

“Mei,” she said, with a small, composed smile. “Come in.”

Mei stepped further into the room, her eyes flicking briefly between the two unfamiliar faces.

“This is Dan,” Chloe said, gesturing toward the first.

Dan Whitaker gave her an easy smile from where he leaned back casually, his broad frame relaxed but unmistakably solid. Even sitting down, his presence was obvious, wide shoulders, strong arms, the kind of natural strength that came from years of rugby rather than careful display.

“Hey,” he said, his voice warm and easy.

Mei felt herself relax just slightly at that.

Then Chloe gestured to the second.

“And this is Ethan.”

Ethan Cross didn’t move much at first, simply watching her with a quieter, more measured expression. Taller, leaner, his build more sharply defined, there was a stillness to him that felt different, more deliberate.

“Hi,” he said, his voice calm.

His eyes didn’t leave her immediately.

And that made her shift, just slightly.

“They’re both history,” Sophie added smoothly. “Third year and Masters. Thought they might be useful.”

Mei nodded, though she wasn’t entirely sure what to say.

This wasn’t what she had expected.

Not at all.

And yet, as she stepped further into the room, as Chloe shifted to make space for her, as Sophie’s calm presence remained unchanged, it all seemed to settle quickly into something that felt almost… acceptable.

Almost normal.

Still, as she sat down, she couldn’t ignore the quiet awareness that lingered beneath the surface.

Things had changed again.

And this time, it wasn’t just the game.

The evening settled into its now familiar rhythm.

For the first hour and a half, everything remained exactly as Mei had come to expect. Books were open, notes compared, and Sophie guided her steadily through her work with calm precision. Chloe added her usual commentary, linking ideas together, making everything feel clearer, more manageable.

Dan contributed easily, leaning in now and then with relaxed confidence, offering explanations in a way that felt simple and practical. Ethan spoke less, but when he did, it was precise, thoughtful, often adding a depth that made Mei pause and think more carefully.

Mei found herself absorbing it all.

Grateful.

Genuinely so.

She felt it clearly now; without Sophie and Chloe, she would be struggling. And with the addition of Dan and Ethan, it felt as though she had somehow stumbled into something even more valuable.

A kind of support system she hadn’t expected.

By the time the books were closed, she felt lighter, more confident in her work than she had all week.

Then, as always, the shift came.

Sophie stood, disappearing briefly before returning with the now familiar bottle of whiskey and cola. Glasses were poured, the atmosphere softening almost immediately, the structured focus of study giving way to something looser, more social.

The presence of the two men changed the energy.

Not dramatically.

But noticeably.

Mei became more aware of herself again, of the way she sat, the way she moved, the quiet attention that drifted toward her even when no one said anything.

And yet, no one acknowledged it.

Which somehow made it feel… normal.

“Truth or Dare?”

Chloe’s voice cut lightly through the room.

The game began again.

It moved easily, almost too easily now, the rhythm already established, the rules understood without needing to be spoken.

Dan laughed as he chose dare.

Sophie answered a truth without hesitation.

Ethan’s responses were quieter, but just as composed.

And when it came to Mei, she barely hesitated.

“Truth.”

Chloe smiled.

She leaned back slightly, her gaze shifting briefly toward the two men before returning to Mei.

“Alright,” she said lightly.

There was the smallest pause.

Then:

“Out of the two of them… which one do you fancy?”

The question landed more directly than the others.

Mei blinked, her breath catching just slightly.

She hadn’t expected that.

Not with them sitting right there.

Her eyes flicked instinctively toward Dan first.

Then Ethan.

Both were watching her.

Not intensely.

Not uncomfortably.

But enough.

And suddenly, she felt it again; that awareness, that warmth, that unfamiliar mix of nerves and something else she couldn’t quite define.

A faint flush rose in her cheeks.

“I… I don’t know,” she said with a small, nervous laugh.

Chloe tilted her head, smiling.

“Come on,” she said. “You have to pick one.”

Sophie said nothing.

But her gaze remained steady.

Waiting.

Mei hesitated.

The room felt quieter now.

Closer.

She glanced at Dan again; his easy smile, his relaxed confidence, the way he seemed naturally approachable.

Then at Ethan; taller, more still, his gaze more focused, harder to read.

Two very different kinds of attention.

And she felt both.

“I think…” she began, her voice softer now.

She hesitated once more.

Then gave the smallest, almost shy smile.

“Maybe… Dan.”

Dan’s grin widened slightly, clearly pleased, though he didn’t say anything immediately.

Chloe laughed softly.

“Safe choice,” she said.

Sophie’s lips curved just slightly, her expression unreadable.

Ethan said nothing.

But his gaze lingered a moment longer.

And Mei felt it.

That quiet shift again.

As though, without realising it…

She had just stepped into something new.


Chapter Fifteen
The First Choice

The game continued.

The rhythm of it now felt almost inevitable, each round flowing into the next with a quiet momentum that no one seemed to question anymore.

Mei could feel it building.

That sense that each turn carried a little more weight than the last.

“Your turn,” Chloe said, her tone light, almost playful.

“Truth or dare?”

Mei hesitated for only a moment.

“Dare.”

Chloe smiled.

A slow, knowing smile this time.

“Alright,” she said.

She glanced briefly toward Dan before looking back at Mei.

“You have to kiss him.”

Mei blinked.

Chloe’s smile didn’t change.

“Not a peck,” she added lightly. “A proper kiss. Tongues.”

The words seemed to settle in the room.

Mei felt her breath catch slightly.

This was different.

Not just a question.

Not just something she could talk her way through.

This was something she had to do.

And everyone was watching.

Her eyes moved instinctively to Dan.

He was still relaxed, still easy in his posture, but there was a clear awareness in his expression now, a quiet readiness.

He wasn’t pushing.

He wasn’t joking.

He was simply… there.

Waiting.

Mei felt the heat rise in her again.

That same warmth, now stronger, mixing with nerves, with anticipation, with something she still didn’t fully understand.

A faint laugh escaped her.

“That’s not fair,” she said softly.

Chloe tilted her head.

“It’s a dare,” she replied.

Sophie said nothing.

But her gaze remained steady, calm, expectant.

For a moment, Mei considered refusing.

She could.

She knew she could.

But the thought passed almost as quickly as it came.

She had come this far.

She didn’t want to stop now.

Didn’t want to be the one who broke the rhythm.

Didn’t want to seem… inexperienced.

Slowly, she shifted closer.

Her heart beat a little faster now, her movements more deliberate, more aware.

Dan adjusted slightly to face her, his expression still relaxed, though his focus was entirely on her now.

For a brief second, she hesitated.

Close enough to feel the moment.

To feel the weight of it.

Then she leaned in.

The kiss was uncertain at first.

Soft.

Testing.

Mei wasn’t entirely sure what she was doing, her movements guided more by instinct than experience. But after a moment, she relaxed into it, the hesitation easing just slightly as the moment continued.

Dan responded easily, naturally, not overwhelming, not pushing, simply matching her pace.

And then something shifted.

The nervousness didn’t disappear, but it softened, giving way to something warmer, something steadier. The initial uncertainty faded into a quiet awareness of the closeness between them, the gentle rhythm of the moment, the unfamiliar but strangely comforting feeling of being held there, even so briefly.

When his lips parted slightly and she felt the lightest brush of his tongue, she hesitated for just a fraction of a second, surprised by the newness of it. Then, instinctively, she followed, tentative at first, unsure, but curious.

For Mei, it felt… new.

Not just the act itself, but the way it settled around her, the warmth that spread through her chest, the soft, almost weightless sensation that made everything else seem distant for those few seconds.

The room.

The others.

The awareness.

All of it faded into something quieter.

More focused.

There was a softness to it she hadn’t expected something almost tender, as though the moment carried more meaning than she had imagined it would. It wasn’t rushed or awkward like before, it felt real in a way she couldn’t quite put into words.

And for the first time, she understood, even if only a little, why people talked about it the way they did.

When she pulled back, her breath was slightly unsteady.

A faint flush coloured her cheeks.

For a moment, she didn’t look at anyone.

Then she did.

Chloe was smiling.

Sophie’s expression remained calm, though her eyes lingered just a little longer than before.

Dan gave a small, easy grin.

“Not bad,” he said lightly.

Mei laughed softly, still a little breathless, her fingers brushing lightly against her hair as she settled back into her place.

But she could feel it.

That shift again.

Stronger this time.

Clearer.

Another line crossed.

“Alright,” Chloe said, lifting her glass.

“Now we’re getting somewhere.”

And the game moved on.

But for Mei…

Things no longer felt quite the same.


Chapter Sixteen
No Longer Private

Mei settled back among them, her long dark hair falling loosely over her shoulders, her posture still carrying that natural elegance even as she relaxed. The soft light of the room caught against her smooth, light cocoa-coloured skin, tracing the gentle lines of her slender frame, the curve of her waist, the length of her legs, drawing quiet, unspoken attention in a way she herself barely seemed to register.

And yet, tonight, she felt it more.

The awareness.

The presence of the two men.

The subtle shift that came with it.

The game resumed easily.

“Truth or dare?”

Laughter.

Answers.

Glasses refilled.

It all moved with a familiar ease now, as though the structure of it had become part of the evening itself.

Then Chloe leaned back slightly, her gaze drifting between them, a small, thoughtful smile forming.

“Guys,” she said lightly, as though the thought had only just occurred to her, “we normally end up doing dares to take our tops off anyway.”

Mei’s attention sharpened immediately.

Chloe continued, her tone casual, almost dismissive of the significance.

“I think we should just skip that part.”

There was a pause.

Brief.

Then:

“Let’s all just go topless.”

The word hit Mei instantly.

A sharp, instinctive reaction before she could even think.

No!

The thought came fast, unfiltered.

Topless… with them here?

Her eyes moved quickly, almost involuntarily, toward Dan, then to Ethan. Both sat relaxed, at ease, as though nothing about the suggestion was unusual.

But to her, it was.

Entirely.

A sudden awareness washed over her, stronger than anything before, the knowledge of the situation settling fully into her mind.

This was different.

This wasn’t just the three of them anymore.

And yet… no one else hesitated.

Sophie moved first.

Calm.

Composed.

As though she had expected it.

With the same quiet ease she carried into everything, she reached behind her, unclasping her bra and letting it fall away, her posture unchanged, her expression serene.

Chloe followed just as naturally, her movements fluid, confident, entirely unselfconscious.

Across from them, Dan and Ethan shifted as well, removing their shirts without ceremony, their bodies revealed with the same untroubled ease, broad shoulders, defined lines, strength and control carried without display.

The room changed in that instant.

Not loudly.

Not dramatically.

But undeniably.

More open.

More exposed.

More real.

Mei sat still for a moment longer.

Her heart beating faster now.

She could feel it.

That quiet pressure.

No one said anything.

No one pushed.

But everyone had followed.

Everyone was comfortable.

And that, somehow, made it harder to resist.

She didn’t want to be the one who stopped it.

Didn’t want to be the one who made it awkward.

Or childish.

Or out of place.

Before she had fully decided, her hands had already moved.

Familiar now.

Almost automatic.

Reaching behind her.

Unclasping.

For a brief moment, she paused, the awareness surging again, the knowledge of what she was doing settling heavily into her.

Then she let it go.

And just like that, she was the same as them.

For the first time, Mei became fully aware of it.

Her breasts were now completely bared, no longer hidden, no longer private, exposed in the open space of the room for everyone to see. Not just Sophie and Chloe, but Dan… and Ethan.

The realisation settled over her in a sudden, quiet wave.

This was the first time any man had seen her like this.

Her breath caught slightly, her posture shifting almost instinctively as the awareness deepened. The soft rise and fall of her chest felt more pronounced now, her body no longer something she could retreat into unnoticed.

Across from her, their attention remained calm, unforced, but present.

And she felt it.

That same familiar warmth returning, low and steady, pooling deep in her stomach, stronger now, more defined than before. The alcohol softened her thoughts, but it couldn’t dull the feeling itself.

It unsettled her.

And yet, at the same time, there was something in it she couldn’t ignore.

Something that made her stay exactly where she was.

The change was immediate.

The air against her skin.

The sudden, heightened awareness of her own body.

The way she now sat, exposed in a way she had never experienced before in a setting like this.

Her full, firm breasts rose and fell softly with her breath, framed by the natural balance of her slender figure, her narrow waist, her long legs, her quiet, effortless beauty made even more striking by the contrast of her own uncertainty.

Across from her, the others noticed it.

The way she held herself.

The way she shifted, just slightly.

The way she became aware of them… of their attention.

And then she noticed them.

Properly.

Dan’s broad, solid frame.

Ethan’s lean, sculpted form.

The quiet confidence with which they carried themselves.

And with that came the feeling again.

That same unfamiliar warmth, deeper now, stronger, spreading through her before she could quite understand it.

She shifted slightly where she sat, her breath catching for just a moment.

For a while, no one spoke about it.

The game continued.

The conversation flowed.

Laughter returned.

And slowly, impossibly, the moment settled.

As though nothing had changed.

Even though everything had.


Chapter Seventeen
Crossing Another Line

The charged silence that followed the removal of their tops was a tangible thing, a warm, humming blanket settling over Chloe’s bedroom. Mei sat on the floor, her back against the bed, the cool air a constant reminder of her exposed skin. Her 34C breasts felt heavier somehow, more present, their nakedness amplified by the male gaze that now, undeniably, included them. Dan’s easy smile and Ethan’s quiet, observant eyes created a dichotomy in her mind, one felt like a safe harbour, the other a deep, unknown current.

Sophie, still topless and utterly composed, leaned forward from her perch on the bed. The game hadn’t officially resumed, but its energy never left. “The dare was a success,” she said, her voice a smooth, guiding force. “But truths are just as important. They reveal desires.” Her gaze settled on Mei. “You shared a private one with us earlier, Mei. Remember?”

Mei’s stomach tightened. The memory of her confession, the professors, the spanking fantasy, flashed hot and shameful behind her eyes. She nodded, a tiny, hesitant motion.

“Well,” Sophie continued, her tone conversational, as if discussing a minor curiosity, “it seems a shame to leave a desire just… floating in the air. Unacted upon.” She looked at Dan, then Ethan. “Mei has a little fantasy. She likes the idea of being put over a knee. Of having her bare ass spanked.”

Chloe’s voice, light and teasing, broke the charged silence. “Didn’t you tell us you masturbate at the idea of being spanked?” The question hung in the air, a spark igniting Mei’s already overwhelming sense of exposure. Her cheeks flushed crimson, the heat spreading down her neck to her chest. She hesitated, her body still trembling from the aftermath of Ethan’s spanking, her mind racing to process the sudden shift in the room’s energy.

Mei’s voice was barely audible, a fragile thread of truth. “I… I did,” she admitted, her words trembling with vulnerability. The confession felt like another layer of her defences unravelling, leaving her utterly bare in more ways than one.

Sophie’s smile was serene, her tone calm but insistent. “Then it’s only fair we know more,” she said, her gaze steady on Mei. “You’ve shared your body with us tonight. Now share your secrets. How often do you think about it? What does it do for you?”

Mei swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. The room waited, expectant, their eyes heavy on her exposed form. Ethan’s hand still rested on her reddened skin, a grounding weight that both comforted and reminded her of the intensity of her submission.

“It’s… it’s not all the time,” she began, her voice shaking but determined. “But sometimes, when I’m alone, I imagine it.” She paused, her breath hitching as she forced herself to continue. “I imagine someone strong, someone who… who takes control. And it… it makes me feel… like I’m not in charge anymore. Like I can just let go.”

Chloe’s grin widened, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “And does it get you off?” she asked, the bluntness of her words sending another wave of heat through Mei.

“Yes,” Mei whispered, her voice breaking under the weight of her honesty. “It does.”

The admission hung in the air, a raw, unfiltered truth that seemed to deepen the intimacy of the moment. Mei’s body felt electric, every nerve alive with the dual sensations of pain and arousal. She was laid bare, not just in body, but in mind and soul, and the vulnerability was both terrifying and exhilarating.

The words, laid bare in the room with the two men, struck Mei like a physical blow. Her cheeks burned, a flush that spread down her neck to her already sensitized chest. Oh god. She said it. She actually said it out loud to them.

Chloe, grinning, chimed in. “And she’s got the perfect ass for it, honestly. Round, firm… very spankable.” Her comment was playful, disarming, making the outrageous suggestion sound like a simple observation.

Dan chuckled, a warm, relaxed sound. “Fair play,” he said, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “No judgment here.”

Ethan didn’t speak. His dark eyes held Mei’s, steady and unreadable. The intensity of his focus made her skin prickle. He simply watched, waiting.

Sophie smiled, a small, serene curve of her lips. “So. A dare, to match the truth. Mei, you will remove your jeans and your panties. You will choose either Dan or Ethan. And you will go over their knee for a proper spanking. Five good, hard slaps on each cheek. On your bare ass.”

The word “bare” echoed in Mei’s skull. Bare. Not just her top. Everything. Fully naked in front of them. The reality of it crashed over her, a wave of dizzying, terrifying exposure. Her breath came short. The pressures mounted inside her, a familiar cocktail: the fear of breaking the flow, the dread of seeming like a child among adults, the desperate need not to disappoint the expectant faces around her. And beneath it all, coiling hot and slick between her thighs, was that other thing, the confused, thrilling ache that had been growing all night. It pulsed now, a dark, welcome beat alongside the panic.

She looked at Dan. His friendly, open face offered comfort. Safety. Then she looked at Ethan. His quiet intensity promised something else, something that felt more real, more consequential. The choice wasn’t about who was kinder; it was about which sensation she wanted to lean into. The safe warmth, or the dangerous, unknown heat.

Her voice was a thread when she found it. “Ethan.”

A faint, almost imperceptible shift went through Ethan’s posture. He nodded once, slowly.

“Okay,” Sophie said, as if everything was now settled. “Stand up, Mei. Take them off.”

Mei’s legs felt like water, but she pushed herself up. The room watched. Her fingers trembled as they went to the button of her jeans. The denim, already loose, gave way easily. She pushed them down over her hips, letting them fall to the floor. She stood in her tiny, black bikini panties, the last fragile barrier. Her bare breasts jiggle with each movement.

Her hands hovered at the sides of her hips. The cotton felt impossibly thin. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic at her hips. With a shaky breath, she bent slightly, pulling them down. The fabric slid over the curve of her buttocks, down her thighs, joining the jeans on the floor.

Now, she was utterly naked. The cool air touched every part of her. She was acutely aware of the fullness of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the round, heart-shaped swell of her bare behind. Ethan’s eyes travelled over her, a slow, comprehensive scan that felt more intimate than any touch so far. Her skin burned under his gaze.

“Come here,” Ethan said, his voice low and even.

Mei walked toward him, each step a surrender. He shifted on the floor, sitting back and extending one leg. He patted his thigh. “Over. Here.”

She lowered herself, her body moving with a strange, automated grace. She positioned herself across his lap, her waist resting on his firm thigh, her upper body leaning forward toward the floor. Her bare ass was presented to the room, elevated, completely exposed. Ethan’s left hand came to rest on her lower back, steadying her. His right hand settled on the crest of her right buttock, a warm, heavy weight.

His touch was not gentle. It was assessing. He ran his palm over the curve, feeling the firm, smooth flesh. His fingers traced the underside of the swell, a deliberate, almost clinical exploration that made Mei shiver. The warmth of his hand was a shocking contrast to the cool air. Her breath hitched. The ache between her legs deepened, molten and urgent.

“Good,” he murmured, more to himself than to her.

Then his hand lifted.

The first slap came without warning. A sharp, clean crack that echoed in the quiet room. The impact was a burst of pure sensation, a stinging heat that bloomed across her right cheek, followed by a deeper, throbbing warmth that sank into the muscle. Mei gasped, a sharp, involuntary sound.

His hand lifted and fell again on the same spot. Crack. The sting intensified, layered over the first. A tremor ran through her. Her fingers dug into the carpet.

Three more times, his hand landed on the right cheek, each impact precise, measured, and hard. The sting built into a fierce, glowing heat. A low moan escaped her lips, muffled against the floor.

His hand moved to her left buttock. The same ritual. A warm, assessing palm first, stroking the curve. Then the first slap. Crack.

The sensation was different now. The left side was fresh, untouched. The sting was brighter, more shocking. She cried out, a soft “oh!” that was half pain, half something else entirely.

Four more slaps followed, each one landing with relentless accuracy. The heat on both sides of her ass grew, merging into a uniform, throbbing burn. Her body was trembling, alive with the sensation. The pain was sharp, undeniable, but underneath it, spreading from the core of her, was a pooling, liquid pleasure. Each slap seemed to reverberate inward, striking the tense, hungry knot of arousal nestled within her. It clenched, pulsed, wept.

When the tenth slap landed, the final one, Ethan let his hand rest on the reddened, warm skin. He didn’t stroke. He just held it there, a claiming weight.

Mei was panting softly into the carpet. Her entire being was focused on the twin fires on her backside and the single, wet fire between her legs. She was dizzy, overwhelmed, changed.

Sophie’s voice cut through the haze, calm and curious. “A truth for you now, Mei. After your spanking… how wet are you?”

The question was so blunt, so intimate, it pierced the last veil of her modesty. In the silence, with Ethan’s hand still on her burning skin, with Dan and Chloe watching, with her own body screaming its answer, she had no defence.

Her voice was a shy, broken whisper, filled with a truth she could no longer deny. “I’m… I’m very wet.”


Chapter Eighteen
Fully Seen

Chloe’s words sliced through the lingering haze of Mei’s submission, sharp and undeniable. “A dare for you, Mei,” she said, her tone playful yet carrying a weight of finality. “You’re wet, and you need release. You normally masturbate thinking about being spanked. Well, you’ve had your first spanking. So now, show us. Masturbate for us.”

Mei’s breath hitched. The command echoed in the silent room, a direct line to the molten ache pooling between her thighs. Chloe was right. The burning heat on her ass cheeks was a constant, throbbing reminder, and the deep, slick warmth within her was an undeniable demand. The whisky had dissolved her last walls, leaving only raw sensation and a trembling, curious desire. She glanced at Ethan, whose dark eyes watched her with an unreadable intensity, his hand still resting on her reddened skin. She looked at Dan, whose friendly smile now seemed to hold a quiet expectation. Sophie’s serene gaze was a gentle push. The choice wasn’t a choice at all. It was the next logical step in this dizzying descent.

With a shaky, almost imperceptible nod, Mei raised herself from Ethan’s lap. Her movements were clumsy, her body still humming from the spanking. She knelt on the carpet, facing them, her knees parting slowly. The cool air touched her inner thighs, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from her core. Her heart-shaped ass, now glowing a warm pink, was fully visible to them as she settled onto her knees, presenting herself. Her breasts, heavy and bare, swayed with the motion.

Her hand, trembling slightly, descended. Her fingers brushed through the soft, dark curls at her apex. The touch alone sent a jolt through her. She was so wet that her fingertips met slickness immediately. A soft, involuntary gasp escaped her lips. She looked up, her dark eyes wide, vulnerable, seeking permission or condemnation. She found only focused attention.

“Go on, sweetie,” Chloe murmured, her voice a low encouragement. “Let us see.”

Mei’s index finger traced the outer line of her lips, feeling the swollen, sensitive flesh. Then, she dipped inside. The sensation was electric, a direct connection to the frantic pulse within her. She circled her entrance, then slid upward, finding the hardened, desperate peak of her clit. A sharp, breathy moan tore from her throat as she touched it. It’s so much, she thought, her mind a blur of shame and thrilling exposure. They’re watching. They’re all watching.

Her movements became more deliberate. She pressed her fingertip against her clit, applying a gentle, circling pressure. The pleasure was instant and intense, a bright, sharp thread that pulled taut from that tiny point deep into her belly. Her hips gave a tiny, reflexive jerk. She added a second finger, sliding it down to coat it in her own wetness before returning to her clit, now using two fingers to massage the swollen bead in a slow, rhythmic pattern.

Sophie, ever observant, lifted her phone. The soft click of the camera app opening was barely audible, but Mei heard it. The screen’s glow was a cold, factual light in the warm room. Sophie aimed it calmly, framing Mei’s kneeling form, her focused expression, her moving hand. The recording was not furtive this time; it was open, acknowledged. Another layer of her privacy stripped away, folded into the experience.

Mei’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, then opened again, locked on Ethan’s face. His gaze was unwavering, a dark anchor in her storm. Seeing him watch her, seeing the focused intensity in his eyes as her fingers worked her own flesh, amplified everything. The humiliation twisted into a darker, more potent kind of thrill. He sees me. He sees how much I need this. Her pace quickened. The circles around her clit became faster, more urgent. Her fingers, slick and warm, danced over her sensitive flesh, occasionally dipping lower to stroke her entrance, gathering more moisture before returning to the peak.

Her breathing became ragged, shallow pants. The heat in her ass seemed to merge with the building fire in her core, creating a full-body crescendo of sensation. The earlier pain had transformed completely, now a background thrum that fed the pleasure, a reminder of her submission that made this release feel earned.

“Look at her,” Chloe whispered, not to Mei, but to the room. “So beautiful. So hungry.”

Dan nodded, his voice warm. “Yeah. Really into it.”

Their commentary, their observation, became part of the rhythm. Mei’s back arched slightly, her head tilting back. Her free hand came up to cradle one of her breasts, her thumb brushing over her nipple, which hardened instantly under the touch. The dual sensation, the sharp pleasure at her clit and the aching pull at her breast, sent a wave of dizziness through her. She cried out, a high, thin sound.

Sophie’s voice was calm, a gentle probe amidst the building storm. “Keep going, Mei. Let it happen. Don’t hold back.”

Mei obeyed. Her fingers became relentless, the pressure on her clit increasing. She was losing coherence, her movements becoming instinctual, driven solely by the need for culmination. The room blurred. The only realities were the slick friction of her own touch, the burning warmth of her skin, and the four pairs of eyes consuming her performance.

The orgasm began as a tightening, a coil of unbearable tension deep in her abdomen. It pulled everything inward, her breath, her consciousness, the world. Her fingers pressed hard, circling furiously now. A series of sharp, gasping cries burst from her lips. “Oh….oh god….ohhhh”

Then it broke.

The release was a violent, shattering wave. It tore through her, a convulsive flood of pleasure that erased thought. Her body seized, her hips bucking against her own hand, her back arching sharply. A loud, throaty moan, unrestrained and raw, filled the room. Her eyes squeezed shut, tears of overwhelming sensation prickling at the corners. The intensity was blinding, a white-hot climax that seemed to radiate from her clit outward, vibrating through her trembling limbs, echoing in the heated flesh of her spanked ass. She rode it, her fingers still moving, milking every last pulse of ecstasy until the waves subsided into a deep, throbbing aftershock.

Slowly, her movements stilled. Her hand fell away, resting limply on her thigh. She slumped forward, chest heaving, sweat glistening on her brow and chest. The room was quiet, the air thick with the aftermath. She was utterly spent, naked, exposed, and trembling in the residue of her own most private act, performed as a public spectacle.

Sophie lowered her phone, a small, satisfied smile on her lips. Chloe exhaled a soft, admiring chuckle.


Chapter Nineteen
The Next Obligation

The air in Chloe’s bedroom, already thick with the scent of arousal and spilled whisky, seemed to crystallize around Chloe’s words. She pointed, a deliberate gesture, first at Dan, then at Ethan. “Now look, Mei, what you have done.”

Mei’s gaze followed, her dark eyes wide and still glazed from her own climax and the alcohol. Her breath caught. Both men were still seated, but the prominent, straining bulges tenting the fronts of their jeans were impossible to ignore. They were large, undeniable. A fresh, dizzying wave of heat washed over her.

Sophie’s voice was the calm centre of the storm. “We know you have little or almost no experience. But if you’ve done that,” she said, with a slight nod toward the spot on the carpet where Mei had just come apart, “you can’t leave these two kind boys in such a state.”

The logic, in the hazy, charged atmosphere, felt inescapable. Mei’s mind fumbled, tipsy and overwhelmed. She had performed for them, exposed herself utterly. This was a consequence. A debt. “No, I’m sorry, guys,” she whispered, her voice husky. “How can I help?”

Chloe leaned forward, her topless breasts swaying with the movement. “I think the best solution would be blowjobs.” She said it as casually as suggesting a round of drinks. “I don’t think it would be fair to lose your precious virginity over this.”

“No!” Mei gasped instinctively, one hand fluttering to her chest. She shouldn’t lose her virginity so easily. But the alternative… her stomach swooped. She had never given head before. The concept was a theoretical blur, something from hushed, scandalous schoolyard whispers. She looked desperately toward Sophie and Chloe, their bare breasts a testament to a confidence and a world of experience she couldn’t fathom.

Sophie met her panicked look with serene assurance. “Don’t worry, babe, we will guide you.” Her tone was a command disguised as comfort. “Come on up on your knees, get ready.” Then she shifted her gaze to the men, her voice taking on a note of casual authority. “Boys, time to get them out.”

A strange, suspended quiet fell. Mei pushed herself up from her slumped posture, her legs shaky. She rose to her knees on the carpet, positioning herself between where Ethan and Dan sat. The men stood, the movement drawing her eyes upward. They were tall, their presence suddenly more imposing. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Impossibly, she realized with a jolt, she had never seen an erect penis before. Her strict upbringing had been a fortress against such sights; pornography was a forbidden, unknown territory.

Ethan’s eyes were dark and intense, watching her face as his hands went to his belt. Dan offered a warmer, gentler smile, but his movements were just as deliberate. The sounds of buckles unfastening, zippers sliding down, were obscenely loud in the quiet room. They pushed their jeans down their hips, revealing the bulges straining against tight cotton boxers. The fabric did little to conceal the thick, hard shapes beneath.

Chloe’s voice was a low, encouraging murmur from beside her. “Now, Mei. Pull their boxers down. Reveal their cocks.”

Mei’s hands trembled as she reached out. She hesitated for a second, then obeyed, her fingers hooking into the waistband of Ethan’s grey boxers. The cotton was warm. She tugged slowly, peeling the fabric down over the solid ridge of his erection. As the elastic cleared the head, his cock sprang free.

She gasped, a sharp, involuntary intake of air. “Oh my god,” she breathed, her eyes wide. “It’s so… big.”

It was thick, veined, and uncut, the foreskin pulled back to reveal a broad, blunt helmet that glistened faintly in the low light. It curved upward slightly, a proud, formidable thing. The sheer, physical reality of it—the size, the heat she could feel radiating from it, the subtle masculine scent, stole her breath.

“Now Dan,” Chloe prompted softly.

Swallowing hard, Mei turned. Dan’s boxers were a dark blue. She repeated the motion, pulling them down. His erection was different, thick and straight, the head fully exposed and smooth, the skin taut. It was just as impressive, a testament to the arousal her display had created. The sight of both of them, standing before, their cocks hard and ready, sent a confusing, powerful thrill straight to her core. Her own wetness, which had never fully subsided, seemed to pulse in sympathetic rhythm.

“Beautiful,” Sophie remarked quietly, almost to herself.

Chloe grinned. “Okay, Mei. First, just get a feel. Wrap your hand around each of them. Get used to the weight, the heat. Don’t be shy.”

Mei lifted a trembling hand. She reached for Ethan first, her fingers tentatively encircling the base of his shaft. The skin was hot and surprisingly soft over the iron-hard core beneath. He was so thick her fingers didn’t quite meet. A low, quiet sound came from him, a hum of approval that vibrated through her hand. She squeezed gently, experimentally. The pulse of his heartbeat thrummed against her palm.

“Good,” Chloe cooed. “Now Dan.”

Mei shifted, her other hand rising to clasp Dan’s length. He was just as hard, just as hot, but the texture was slightly different, smoother. He gave her an encouraging nod, his breath coming a little quicker. Holding them both, feeling the vital, demanding heat of their arousal in her hands, was profoundly intoxicating. A sense of power mixed with her submissiveness; she had done this. Her performance, her exposed body, had brought these two strong men to this state.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Sophie raise her phone again. The screen’s light illuminated her composed, focused expression. She was filming, capturing this moment, Mei on her knees, a cock in each hand, her face a mask of awe and nervous arousal. The recording was no longer a shock; it was part of the fabric of the night, another thread weaving her deeper into this experience. The humiliation was still there, but it was now fused with a heady, addictive sense of being the centre of a forbidden world.

“Feel how hard they are for you, Mei,” Sophie said, her voice calm behind the phone. “That’s because of what you showed us. Because of how beautiful you were.”

Mei’s grip tightened slightly, her thumbs brushing over the sensitive undersides. Ethan’s cock twitched in her hand. Dan let out a soft sigh. The physical feedback was immediate, thrilling. She looked up at their faces, seeing the raw focus there, the need. Her own lips parted, her mouth suddenly dry. The next step hovered in the air, unspoken but inevitable. The heads of their cocks were so close, glistening, waiting. The instruction to use her mouth hadn’t come yet, but the path was clear, and the dizzying, whisky-fuelled part of her was already leaning forward, curious and compelled.


Chapter Twenty
No Turning Back

Chloe’s command was a soft, guiding pressure in the warm, charged air. “Now, babe, kiss each one right there on the tip.”

The two men were in almost as much awe of what was happening as Mei herself. Ethan’s dark, intense gaze and Dan’s warm, observant one were fixed on her, on the stunningly beautiful mixed-race young woman kneeling naked between them. A hand was wrapped around each of their cocks, their hard, hot lengths a thrilling, terrifying weight in her palms. Her big, dark eyes looked up at them, her full lips slightly parted in a silent question. Was she really about to do this? The thought fluttered, distant, beneath the roar of her pulse. Chloe and Sophie had guided her here so expertly, so inevitably, that retreat felt impossible.

Mei leaned forward, her movements hesitant but deliberate. She pressed her lips first to the broad, smooth head of Ethan’s cock, a dry, gentle kiss. She felt him twitch against her mouth. She turned, her heart hammering, and repeated the gesture on Dan’s tip, tasting the faint, clean scent of his skin. It was a shocking intimacy, simple yet profoundly corrupting.

Sophie’s voice, calm and instructional, came from behind the glowing screen of her phone. “Now, lick the little bead of moisture from the tip.”

Mei’s tongue darted out, a pink, timid flash. She swiped it across Ethan’s slit first, collecting the tiny, clear pearl that had formed there. The taste was musky, salty, alien. She did the same for Dan, her tongue tracing the smooth crown. It was her first taste of a man’s pre-cum, and the reality of it, the tang, the intimacy, sent a fresh, slick rush of her own wetness between her thighs.

Chloe, watching with a mischievous smile, nudged her onward. “Now pick one and wrap your pretty lips around the head and use your tongue to lick across the veins.”

Mei looked over at Chloe, her eyes wide with uncertainty. Her grip on their cocks tightened reflexively.

“You’ve come this far, babe,” Chloe purred, her tone leaving no room for refusal. “We can’t leave the men like this.”

The logic, in this twisted, hazy world, was flawless. Mei’s choice felt less like a choice and more like a surrender to gravity. She turned to Ethan, drawn to his silent, commanding intensity. She opened her mouth, wider than she thought possible, and let the thick, blunt head of his cock push past her lips. The sensation was overwhelming, the heat, the solidity, the faint salty taste now filling her mouth. She swirled her tongue experimentally, tracing the prominent vein along the underside.

Sophie’s coaching was a quiet soundtrack. “That’s it, babe. Now gently suck and use your hand to stroke at the same time.”

Mei obeyed, her mouth forming a tight seal as she applied soft suction. Her hand, still wrapped around his base, began to pump in a slow, tentative rhythm. The combined sensations, the wet, hot cavern of her mouth and the friction of her palm, drew a deep, guttural groan from Ethan.

“Oh my god,” he breathed, his hips giving a tiny, involuntary thrust. “This is the hottest thing ever.”

Chloe chuckled. “Don’t worry, babe, this won’t take long. Keep going.”

Encouraged, Mei worked harder. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head slightly, sucking more firmly, her hand stroking in time. The sounds were obscene, wet, slurping pulls and Ethan’s ragged breathing. A powerful, heady sense of control surged through her. She was doing this. She was making this strong, quiet man tremble and gasp. Her own arousal, a constant, throbbing ache, burned brighter with every twitch of his cock against her tongue.

“Now switch, babe,” Sophie instructed, her phone capturing every second. “You can’t leave Dan out.”

Having found a confident rhythm with Ethan, Mei felt a pang of disappointment at stopping. But Sophie was right. She released Ethan with a soft, wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening head for a moment before it broke. She turned to Dan, whose friendly smile was now tight with anticipation. She didn’t hesitate this time. She took him into her mouth with the same deliberate motion, enjoying the slight difference in his shape, the way his cock seemed to pulse in greeting. She repeated her actions, sucking, licking, stroking, and watched his eyes flutter closed in pleasure. It was empowering.

Chloe’s voice cut through her focus. “Now back to Ethan. Let’s see if you can finish him.”

Mei switched again, a skilled performer now, taking Ethan back into her mouth with renewed vigour. She worked him relentlessly, her jaw aching but her mind singularly focused. Finish him. She wondered what Chloe meant, exactly, but she didn’t have to wonder for long.

She felt it. A deep, internal throb within the shaft filling her mouth. A sudden, violent swell, the head lodging firmly at the back of her throat. Then the first sharp, salty squirt hit her tongue, flooding her mouth with a thick, warm, bitter fluid. She gasped in shock, instinctively pulling back. His cock sprang free from her lips just as the second, stronger spurt erupted, splattering in a hot stripe across her cheekbone and lips.

She turned her head slightly, stunned, and the third jet landed across her other cheek and in her dark hair. Two final, weaker pulses arced through the air and landed with warm, wet splashes across her beautiful, firm 34C breasts, coating her brown nipples.

At the same instant, Sophie, still filming, and Chloe burst into peals of laughter.

“Oh my god, babe!” Sophie giggled, the phone lens zooming in on Mei’s stunned, cum-streaked face. “You’re supposed to swallow!”

Mei sat back on her heels, a complete mess. Ethan’s release was on her face, in her hair, on her breasts. She looked over at Chloe and Sophie, her expression one of dazed confusion, her lips still parted. Sophie made sure to capture every detail: the glossy white trails on cocoa skin, the droplets clinging to her eyelashes.

Chloe wiped a tear of laughter from her eye. “Now, babe, you’ve got to finish Dan. And make sure this time you swallow.”

Mei, feeling a strange sense of failure at having let Ethan down, turned to Dan with renewed, desperate focus. In preparation, she swallowed the gooey, salty cum still in her mouth from Ethan, wincing slightly at the aftertaste. Then she leaned forward, taking Dan’s thick cock back between her lips.

Dan, his breath already hitching, put a gentle but firm hand at the back of her head. “I’ll hold you in place,” he murmured, his voice thick with promise, “and ensure you swallow every drop. We don’t want another mess, do we?” He winked at Chloe and Sophie over Mei’s head.

Mei looked up at him, her pretty, full lips stretched wide around his girth. She gave a little nod, her eyes wide. She understood. She had to get this one right. She couldn’t let Chloe and Sophie down again.

She threw herself into the work, her mouth a slick, determined instrument. She licked, slurped, and stroked with her other hand, her rhythm frantic. She felt the telltale signs sooner this time, the frantic pulse, the swelling, the low groan rippling from his chest. She braced herself, Dan’s hand keeping her firmly in place.

The climax was a torrent. The first thick spurt shot directly down her throat, hot and sudden. She swallowed convulsively. The second and third followed, flooding her mouth with the same salty, musky essence. She gulped, her throat working, swallowing one thick load after another. She couldn’t believe how much there was, how it seemed to go on and on, painting the inside of her mouth and throat. Finally, the pulses subsided, leaving her mouth full and her jaw aching. She swallowed one last time, cleanly, then released him, panting.

Mei sat there, a glorious mess. Ethan’s drying cum streaked her face, matted her hair, and glazed her breasts. Dan’s filled her belly, a warm, heavy weight inside her. The two young men, spent, pulled their boxers and jeans back up and sank onto the bed with satisfied sighs.

Chloe, still topless, rose with a smile. “Come on, darling.” She took Mei’s hand, helping the naked, dazed girl to her feet. She led her, unsteady and glistening, to the adjoining bathroom to clean up. All the while, Chloe’s voice was a warm, praising murmur in her ear. “You did so well, Mei. Honestly, you were amazing. A natural.”

When Chloe walked the cleaned but still-naked girl back out, the others had all dressed again. Chloe remained topless, but Mei was the only one fully naked, her skin flushed, her body humming with residual sensation and shame. The two men sat back, their eyes trailing over her as she stood exposed in the centre of the room.

Chloe gave her a gentle push toward her discarded clothes. “Better get dressed, babe.”

Mei moved slowly, her movements heavy. She bent to pick up her tiny black panties, feeling the eyes of Dan and Ethan on her, on the heart-shaped curve of her ass, still faintly pink, on the sway of her breasts as she leaned over. The heat built within her again, a low, insistent burn that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the raw, thrilling humiliation of it all. Dressing felt like a performance, each article of clothing donned under their watchful, appreciative gaze.


Epilogue

The quiet of her own room was a jarring contrast to the heated chaos of Chloe’s bedroom. Mei lay under her thin duvet, naked, the cool cotton a stark reminder of her own bare skin. The silence was deafening, amplifying the echo of every laugh, every command, every wet, slurping sound. The whisky haze had retreated, leaving behind a cold, sharp clarity.

She had stripped naked. Not just for Chloe and Sophie, but for two strangers. Ethan and Dan. Men whose names she’d learned only hours before. She’d knelt before them, her heart-shaped ass glowing from Ethan’s spanks, and she’d… she’d…

She had masturbated in front of them. She’d let her own fingers bring herself to a shuddering, screaming climax while Sophie filmed it. The memory of Sophie’s phone, that small rectangle of cold light capturing her most private act, sent a fresh wave of nausea through her stomach.

And then. Her breath caught in her throat. Then she had sucked them off. She’d never seen an erect penis before tonight. Her experience had been limited to clumsy kisses and fumbling touches through jeans at college parties. Tonight, she’d held two in her hands. She’d kissed them. She’d tasted them. She’d taken them into her mouth and worked them until…

Ethan’s cum had splattered across her face, her hair, her breasts. The warm, sticky streaks had been a shocking, visceral brand of her degradation. Dan’s… she’d swallowed Dan’s. Gulped down every thick, salty load until her throat burned and her belly felt heavy with it.

And Sophie had filmed everything.

A sob, dry and choked, escaped her lips. She pressed her face into her pillow. Her parents. Her strict, traditional Chinese mother, her proud Jamaican father. They’d worked so hard, sacrificed so much, to give her this opportunity at university. To make her a respectable, educated woman. What would they think if they saw that video? The footage of their daughter, naked and debased, servicing two men on a stranger’s carpet? The humiliation wasn’t just personal; it was a betrayal of everything they’d built for her. She’d let them down. She’d let herself down.

She curled into a tighter ball, the shame a physical weight crushing her ribs. How could she have been so weak? So easily led? The questions spiralled, each one a lash of self-loathing.

But as the shame churned, another sensation began to stir, a treacherous, low heat that pulsed deep within her. It started as a faint memory: the feeling of Ethan’s thick, hard cock twitching in her hand. The sound of Dan’s groan as she’d sucked him. The look in their eyes, raw, focused, hungry, as they watched her. The power she’d felt, briefly, when she’d made them gasp.

Her hand, which had been clenched tightly at her chest, slowly drifted downward. It slipped under the duvet, over her flat stomach, and found the soft, damp curls between her thighs. She was still wet. Slickness met her fingertips instantly, a shocking, undeniable truth. Her body had not rejected the experience. It had absorbed it, savoured it, and now craved its echo.

The shame and the heat began to war, twisting together into a single, coiled tension. She thought of Sophie’s calm, guiding voice. “Let it happen. Don’t hold back.” She thought of Chloe’s playful, commanding grin. “You did so well, Mei. Honestly, you were amazing.” They hadn’t judged her. They’d praised her.

Her fingers traced her outer lips, swollen and sensitive even now. A soft, shuddering sigh escaped her. She recalled the moment her own touch had sent that first sharp bolt of pleasure through her, while four pairs of eyes watched. The exposure had been terrifying, but the release had been… magnificent.

Her thumb found her clit, a hard, desperate little bead. She pressed, just a gentle circle. A spark flared, bright and sharp, cutting through the fog of remorse. She had done those things. She had been that girl. The thought was no longer just a source of pain; it was a source of fuel.

She let her fingers dive deeper, sliding easily into her own wetness. The slide was smooth, welcoming. She imagined it was not her own touch, but Ethan’s hand, Dan’s hand. She imagined their eyes on her again, watching her here, in her own bed, as she replayed the night for herself. The humiliation transformed, morphing into a darker, more potent thrill. They had seen her. They had used her. And she had… enjoyed it.

Her movements became more deliberate, more frantic. She used two fingers now, pumping them inside herself, imagining the thickness of a cock filling her instead. Her other hand cupped her breast, her thumb rubbing over her nipple, just as she had done in front of them. The dual sensation, the deep, rhythmic penetration and the sharp pinch at her nipple, built a dizzying, familiar crescendo.

She thought of the cum on her face. The sticky, warm streaks. The taste in her mouth. The degradation. Her hips began to buck against her own hand, her breath coming in ragged, silent gasps. The shame was now inextricably woven into the pleasure, each pulse of remembered humiliation fuelling the fire in her core.

She was a mess. A glorious, used mess. And as her fingers worked furiously, her back arching off the bed, she embraced that image. She pictured herself kneeling, cum-streaked and panting, with Chloe and Sophie laughing approvingly. She pictured Ethan’s intense gaze, Dan’s warm smile. They had wanted her. They had needed her.

The orgasm approached, not as a gentle wave but as a violent, cathartic eruption. It tore through her, a convulsive release that shuddered from her clit to the very tips of her toes. Her body seized, her fingers pressing hard inside her as a silent, strained cry ripped from her throat. Tears, of shame, of release, of confused, overwhelming sensation, streamed down her cheeks. It was intense, brutal, and utterly consuming.

When it passed, she lay spent, her body limp, her fingers slick and trembling. The silence of the room returned, but it felt different now. The cold clarity remained, but the shame had been… transformed. Burnt into something else by the heat of her own desire.

She stared at the dark ceiling, her mind drifting, sluggish. Chloe and Sophie. They had orchestrated it all. They had seen something in her, a hunger, a curiosity, and they had opened a door. A door to a world she’d never even truly thought about: Sex. Not as a theoretical concept, but as a raw, physical, powerful reality. A reality of submission, exposure, and a pleasure so intense it could blur the lines between shame and ecstasy.

As her eyelids grew heavy, the last conscious thought that flickered through her mind was a simple, startling question: What would they want her to do next?


Book Two Teaser
The Next Step

By the time the following week unfolded, Mei Clarke was no longer invisible.

She couldn’t be.

Wherever she moved across campus, attention followed in quiet, unspoken ways. Conversations faltered for a second too long, eyes lingered just a fraction beyond what was polite. It was not only her beauty, though that alone was enough to draw notice, her smooth cocoa-toned skin catching the pale Glasgow light, her long dark hair falling in soft waves around an elegant, youthful face, her slender, athletic figure moving with an effortless grace she barely seemed aware of. It was something more.

Something that had changed.

There was a subtle shift in her now, something beneath the surface. A softness in her gaze that had deepened, a quiet awareness in the way she carried herself, as though her body had begun to understand things her mind was only just catching up with.

And people noticed.

Even when she didn’t.

Chloe and Sophie noticed most of all.

They watched her carefully, the way she sat with them now, the way her long legs folded beneath her, the way her posture still held that natural elegance, even as she relaxed more easily into their presence. They saw how her confidence had begun to bloom, how her laughter came quicker, how her hesitation lingered just a little less each time.

They had guided her here.

Step by step.

And now, they could see it clearly.

Mei was ready for more.

It was not something they rushed.

That had never been their way.

Instead, they let the idea settle slowly, naturally, into the spaces between conversation and silence. A passing comment. A knowing glance. A suggestion framed as gentle guidance.

Always careful.

Always controlled.

Mei felt it too, though she could not have explained it.

At night, alone in her room, she would lie awake beneath the quiet weight of her thoughts, her body still, but her mind restless. Memories would return to her in fragments, the warmth of attention, the intensity of being seen, the unfamiliar but undeniable pull of something deeper within herself.

It unsettled her.

And yet… it drew her in.

There was still one line she had not crossed.

One final boundary that, until now, had defined everything she believed about herself.

She told herself it mattered.

That it meant something.

That she would know when the time was right.

Chloe and Sophie already knew.

They had begun to plan it with the same quiet precision as everything before.

Not carelessly.

Not impulsively.

But deliberately.

The right setting.

The right atmosphere.

The right man.

The next humiliation. The taking of her virginity!
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She broke the rules behind closed doors. Now she’s paying the price: on her knees.

Scarlett Rose Montgomery is used to control, over her career, her reputation, her cravings. Even the scandalous affair with her married boss, Mr. Pearce, is just another secret she keeps buried beneath her perfectly tailored life.

But one mistake. One unlocked door. One pair of sharp, hungry eyes watching her submit… changes everything.

Jaden, just 18 -years-old office runner, wasn’t supposed to be there. He wasn’t supposed to see. But now that he knows, he’s not letting go. With the leverage of her darkest secret in hand, he doesn’t want her silence, he wants her. Bent. Obedient. Owned.

And Jaden isn’t interested in kindness. He wants control.

Forced into a dangerous game of obedience and surrender, Scarlet finds herself unravelling under his gaze, his commands, his hands. The shame only makes it hotter. The fear only makes her fall harder. But when dominance turns to obsession, and blackmail becomes bondage, Scarlet must face the truth:

She may have lost her freedom, but what if she’s never felt more alive?

Now her long term office crush, David Blake, get’s his use of her beautiful sexy body.

⛓️ She thought she was in control. Now she kneels for the boy who owns her secrets, and her pleasure. ⛓️
Enter the dark, dominant world where blackmail is foreplay; and surrender is the only escape.

More partners, more exhibitionism, more spanking, more illicit, kinky sex. 


Available now on Amazon Kindle.

Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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