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Prologue

The darkness of her bedroom was absolute, a thick velvet silence that pressed in on all sides. Mei lay on her back, the duvet a light weight over her naked body, her eyes open and unseeing against the ceiling. Sleep was a distant country. Her mind was a cinema, and the reel kept playing, over and over, each scene more vivid, more shocking than the last.

It started with the top. That first time, in Chloe’s room, the air warm with cheap wine and conspiratorial laughter. “Just a dare, Mei. It’s only fair.” Sophie’s calm voice, a gentle command. The feeling of her own fingers on the hem of her sweater, the cool air hitting her stomach, then her ribs. The exposure was a physical shock, a cold slap followed by a creeping, unfamiliar heat as she saw their eyes on her. She’d crossed a line then, and the line had simply vanished behind her.

Then it was bras. Sitting in a circle with other girls she barely knew, all of them in just lace and cotton, their breasts hidden but their shoulders bare, their midriffs exposed. The normalcy of it was the most corrupting part. They laughed about coursework, about boys, all while half-dressed. It felt daring, then it just felt… normal. Her own modesty began to feel like a quaint, outdated costume.

The first time she was topless. That was different. That was a threshold. Sophie, already bare-breasted with that serene, topless confidence, had simply said, “You’re among friends, Mei. Let yourself breathe.” And she had. She’d unclasped her own bra, let it fall forward into her lap. The air on her nipples was electrifying. She’d crossed her arms, tried to hide, but Sophie’s gaze held her, steady and approving. She wasn’t laughing. She was just… looking. And something in Mei had unfurled, a tight bud of shame that bloomed into a strange, heady pride.

The dares escalated. Each week, a new frontier. A slower strip. A longer time naked. A walk across the room. Each time, the adrenaline was a drug, a cocktail of sheer terror and exhilarating aliveness that left her trembling and breathless afterwards, her skin humming.

Then the stairs. Oh god, the stairs. The memory crashed over her, so visceral she felt the phantom chill of the hallway air on her bare skin. “Just run up to the second floor and back. Everyone’s downstairs. No one will see.” Chloe’s playful smirk, Sophie’s reassuring nod. The whisky burning in her veins, whispering yes. The naked sprint, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs, her breasts bouncing, her bare feet slapping on the cold wood. The sheer, outrageous humiliation of it, a naked girl running through a house of strangers. She’d felt like an animal, a spectacle.

But afterwards, slumped back in Chloe’s room, giggling and gasping… there was the other feeling. The after. A deep, throbbing warmth between her legs that had nothing to do with embarrassment. A slick, undeniable arousal that pulsed in time with her racing heart. She’d been humiliated, and it had turned her on.

Her thoughts, unbidden, plunged deeper, into the darker, richer soil of that later night. The men. Ethan and Dan. The first time she was completely naked in front of men. Not in a dare, but as a prelude. The way their eyes had changed, the friendly warmth in Dan’s gaze hardening into focused hunger, the quiet intensity in Ethan’s dark eyes igniting into something predatory. They looked. They consumed her with their eyes, tracing the lines of her waist, the curve of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, the dark triangle between her thighs. The feeling of being seen, so utterly exposed and vulnerable, had stolen the air from her lungs. It was a mixture of paralyzing shame and a shocking, jagged bolt of excitement.

She remembered the moment it clicked. Kneeling on the carpet, her spanked ass still warm, her own fingers working her clit under their collective gaze. The shame was there, a bitter coating on her tongue. But beneath it, rising like a tide, was a different truth. Her body was arching, her cries were real, her climax was cataclysmic. She was aroused by the situation. By their watching. By her own display. The realization had been almost as overwhelming as the orgasm itself.

And Sophie and Chloe. Always there. Sophie, calm and analytical, guiding with a quiet word. Chloe, disarming and teasing, pushing with a smile. They made it all seem normal. Logical. A series of steps. Take off your top. Now your bra. Now kneel. Now touch yourself. Now take him in your mouth. They orchestrated it all, and Mei, the willing instrument, played every note.

Then the final act. The blowjobs. The terrifying, thrilling weight of an erect cock in her hand for the very first time. The heat, the veined solidity. The taste—salty, musky, real. The sounds Ethan and Dan made. The power, fleeting but intoxicating, of reducing them to groans. And then the mess. The hot, sudden splatter across her face. The thick,

Then came the final act, the blowjobs. The weight of an erect cock in her hand for the very first time was both terrifying and thrilling, an unfamiliar solidity that pulsed with heat and urgency. Mei’s fingers trembled as she hesitated, the veins beneath her touch like cords of electricity. She could feel the tension radiating from Ethan, his body taut with anticipation, his breath shallow and uneven. When she finally wrapped her lips around him, the scent was overwhelming, musky, primal, and undeniably real. The taste was salty and unfamiliar, a tangible reminder of how far she’d strayed from her sheltered beginnings. Her heart pounded as she took him deeper, her mind spinning with a dizzying mix of shame and exhilaration.

The sounds he made, low, guttural groans that seemed to claw their way out of his chest, sent a visceral thrill through her. She could feel the power in her hands, in her mouth, the fleeting but intoxicating ability to reduce him to nothing more than a panting, desperate animal. It was heady and terrifying all at once. Her own body betrayed her, a warm, insistent ache building between her thighs as she worked him, her movements growing more confident despite the storm of conflicting emotions raging inside her. Chloe’s teasing encouragement, Sophie’s calm guidance, they were anchors in the chaos, their voices weaving through the haze of her thoughts, telling her she was doing wonderfully, that this was normal, that this was right.

And then came the climax. The sudden, hot splatter across her face caught her off guard, a jolt of shock that froze her in place. She could feel the thick, sticky warmth dripping down her cheeks, clinging to her skin, marking her in a way that felt irrevocable. Her breath hitched, a shaky inhale that carried the sharp, salty scent of him. For a moment, she was paralyzed, her mind torn between revulsion and an unexpected flicker of pride. She’d done that. She’d brought him to that edge, and she’d watched him lose control.

When she looked up, her face still streaked with the evidence of her submission, she met Ethan’s gaze. His eyes were dark, satisfied, but there was something else there, a flicker of surprise, almost respect. It stirred something deep within her, a twisted satisfaction at having fulfilled a role she’d never imagined herself in. And then there were Sophie and Chloe, their expressions unreadable but their presence undeniable. They had orchestrated this, guided her to this moment, and now they watched her with a quiet approval that made her feel both exposed and strangely validated.

As she wiped her face with trembling fingers, the reality of what she’d done settled over her like a heavy blanket. The shame was there, sharp and biting, but beneath it was something else, a stirring, unnameable sensation that she couldn’t quite confront. Her body still hummed with the aftershocks of adrenaline, her skin tingling with a mix of humiliation and arousal. She had crossed yet another line, and this time, there was no going back. The reel played on, each frame etched into her memory, each moment a piece of a puzzle she wasn’t sure she wanted to solve.


Chapter One

The following evening felt strangely normal.

Mei walked across campus in the fading light, her bag over one shoulder, the cool Glasgow air brushing softly against her face. Students moved around her in small groups, laughter drifting across the paths, music faintly echoing from open windows of accommodation blocks. It all felt ordinary. Calm. Safe.

And yet, beneath that ordinary evening, she carried a quiet, restless awareness that she couldn’t quite explain.

She found herself thinking about the previous weeks more often than she wanted to admit. About the study evenings. The wine. The laughter. The dares that had started as harmless fun and had slowly, almost invisibly, become something else.

She told herself she was still in control.

She told herself she could stop anytime.

She knew she probably wouldn’t.

Chloe opened the door with her usual bright smile and easy energy, pulling Mei into a quick hug before she had even stepped fully inside.

“Perfect timing,” Chloe said. “We were just about to start pretending to study.”

Inside, Sophie was already sitting at the desk, books open, glasses of wine poured, looking as calm and composed as ever. She glanced up and gave Mei a small, knowing smile.

The first hour really was study.

They talked about essays, sources, lecturers, and reading lists. Sophie explained something about historiography that Mei had been struggling with, and Chloe helped her structure an argument for an upcoming paper. Mei genuinely felt grateful for them. Without Sophie and Chloe, she knew she would be finding the course much harder.

Eventually, as always, the books closed and the wine glasses refilled.

The conversation drifted away from work and toward stories, gossip, and the strange social world of university life. Mei found herself laughing more easily now when she was with them, relaxing in a way she didn’t with anyone else.

Then, without saying anything, Sophie reached for her phone.

She unlocked it slowly, scrolled for a moment, then turned the screen toward Mei.

On the screen was a video.

Mei leaned forward slightly, confused at first, then her eyes widened in shock.

It was her.

Running up the stairs.

Completely naked.

The video showed her laughing nervously at the bottom of the stairs, shifting her weight from one foot to the other before suddenly turning and running up. Her long dark hair bounced behind her as she moved, and the camera caught the natural movement of her body in motion, the smooth line of her back, the gentle sway of her hips, and the rounded curve of her backside as she disappeared up the stairs. Her figure looked even more striking in motion, her slim waist flowing into soft, feminine curves, her long legs moving quickly as she climbed.

Then the video cut to her coming back down again, faster this time, laughing and covering her face as she reached the bottom. For a moment she forgot the camera was there, and the video captured her completely naturally, the soft movement of her body as she ran, the gentle bounce of her breasts, the slim line of her waist, and the easy sway of her hips as she moved. The light from the stairwell caught the smooth tone of her skin and the long lines of her legs, and for a brief moment the camera even caught the soft dark curls between her thighs as she moved, a fleeting glimpse that made Mei flush instantly as she watched it back. She looked effortless on the screen, slender but curving in all the right places, her posture naturally elegant, her movements light and unselfconscious. Watching it back, it was impossible not to see how beautiful she was.

On the screen she didn’t look like the shy girl she still felt like inside.
She looked confident.
Alive.
Free.

And that, more than anything, was what made her stare at the screen in disbelief.

“I can’t believe that’s me,” she said quietly.

Mei slapped her hand over her mouth.

“Oh my God,” she said, her voice half horrified, half disbelieving. “I can’t believe I did that. That’s so embarrassing.”

Chloe burst into laughter immediately, leaning back on the bed.

“You were so brave,” she said between laughs. “Honestly, I didn’t think you’d actually do it.”

Sophie smiled, calm as ever, still holding the phone.

“You look good,” she said simply. “Very good, actually.”

Mei felt her face grow warm. She didn’t know whether to feel embarrassed, proud, or slightly excited by the memory. Watching herself on the screen felt surreal, like she was looking at someone else. Someone more daring. Someone more confident.

She reached for her wine and took a longer sip than usual.

The laughter slowly faded into that familiar quiet, charged atmosphere that always seemed to settle over the room once the studying ended and the wine began to work its way through them.

Chloe stood first.

“Well,” she said, stretching her arms above her head, “I think it’s time we stop pretending we’re sensible people.”

She pulled her top up and over her head in one smooth movement, tossing it onto the chair without ceremony. Sophie watched her for a moment, then calmly did the same, lifting her top off and placing it neatly beside her books.

Mei watched them both, feeling that familiar mixture of nervousness and excitement stirring inside her again.

It didn’t even feel strange anymore.

Slowly, almost automatically, she reached for the hem of her own top and lifted it over her head.

Then they each removed their bras.

A moment later, the three of them were sitting there together, topless, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

Chloe reached into the pocket of her jeans and pulled out a coin, holding it up between her fingers with a mischievous smile.

“Head or tails?” she asked Mei. “Tails you lose. Heads you win.”

Mei narrowed her eyes slightly, already suspicious.

“What happens if I lose?” she asked.

Chloe grinned.

“If you lose,” she said, flipping the coin lightly into the air and catching it again, “you have to do the naked streak again. Up the stairs. Completely naked. But twice this time. Up and down then straight away up and down again.”

Mei stared at the coin for a moment, her heart beginning to beat a little faster again, that familiar nervous excitement spreading slowly through her chest.

She knew she should probably say no.

She knew she didn’t have to do everything they suggested.

But as she looked at Sophie and Chloe, both watching her calmly, as if this was just another harmless game, she felt that same pull she always felt with them.

The feeling that this was all part of something.

That with them, she was becoming someone new.

She took a breath.

“Heads,” she said quietly.

And Chloe flipped the coin into the air.


Chapter Two

The coin spun, a silver flash in the lamplight, and time stretched. Mei watched its arc, her heart suspended in her chest. It clattered onto the back of Chloe’s hand. Chloe, her mischievous smile widening, slowly lifted her other hand.

Tails.

A jolt, pure and electric, shot through Mei’s core. “No!” she gasped, the word half-laugh, half-panic. But the denial was just noise. The rules were set. The part of her that had been coiled tight with anticipation now unspooled into a dizzying, sinking thrill. She looked from Chloe’s playful grin to Sophie’s calm, observant face. They simply watched her, their expectation a silent, immovable wall. To refuse now would break the spell, would make her the shy, boring girl again. She couldn’t bear it.

“You lost, babe,” Chloe sang, nudging the bottle of wine toward her. “Bottoms up for courage, then bottoms out for the run.”

Mei took a shaky gulp, the alcohol doing nothing to calm the frantic flutter in her stomach. It just made the edges softer, the reality of what she was about to do feel more like a dream, a terrifying, exhilarating dream.

“Go quickly,” Sophie advised, her voice low and steady. “The music’s still loud downstairs. Just up and down twice. In and out.”

Their casual tone made it sound so simple. A mundane task. The normalisation was the most potent drug of all. Mei stood up, her legs feeling strangely distant. The air in the room seemed to change, becoming thinner, charged. She was hyper-aware of her body, of the soft cotton of her jeans against her skin, the delicate lace of her black bikini briefs beneath. Her own breathing was loud in her ears.

With trembling fingers, she unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down over her hips. They pooled at her feet. She stepped out, standing in just her tiny bikini panties. The cool air kissed her thighs. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties, her heart hammering against her ribs. She glanced up. Sophie and Chloe were both leaning forward, their eyes bright with interest. There was no mockery, just… avid attention. It made her feel seen in a way that burned.

She pushed the panties down, letting them fall. The full, naked exposure was a shock every time. The cool air touched her everywhere, the thatch of dark curls between her thighs, the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, the heart-shaped curve of her ass. She fought the instinct to cover herself, instead forcing her hands to her sides, clenching them into fists.

“Good girl,” Sophie murmured, and the praise landed like a spark on dry tinder.

Mei moved to the bedroom door, every nerve screaming. She pressed her ear to the wood. Nothing but the distant, muffled thump of bass from the floor below. The corridor was a canyon of shadow and cold air. She looked back one last time. Two pairs of eyes, glinting in the dim light, held hers. They’re watching. They’re waiting. The thought sent a fresh, slick pulse of heat between her legs, a traitorous response that confused and thrilled her.

She turned the knob and slipped out.

The hallway was a different world. It was colder, the air stagnant. The patterned carpet felt rough under her bare feet. Every creak of the floorboards was a gunshot. She moved on tiptoe toward the bottom of the stairs, her nakedness feeling absurdly conspicuous. The staircase yawned before her, a well of shadows leading down to the lit landing below. She could hear voices, laughter, far away and safe.

Just run. Twice. It’s nothing.

She took a deep breath, and then she ran.

Her bare feet slapped on the wooden steps, a frantic, rhythmic percussion. Her breasts, full and heavy, bounced with each jarring step, a sharp, sensitive jiggle that made her gasp. The air rushed over her skin, a cold caress that raised goosebumps even as her core burned. Adrenaline. It was a pure, white-hot current in her veins. Fear and excitement were twins, inseparable. She hit the top landing, whirled on the ball of her foot, and launched herself back down. Her thighs burned with the effort. The sensation of being utterly exposed in this semi-public space was a dizzying, degrading high. She was a secret, a fleeting, naked ghost in the house.

She hit the top, panting, and without pause turned for the second descent. This time, as she flew down, a wild, giddy feeling burst through the fear. She was doing it. She was the girl in the video Sophie had shown her, the one who looked confident, alive, free. The thrill was intoxicating, a narcotic mix of shame and power. Her nipples were hard, tight points, scraping against the air. Between her legs, she was unmistakably wet, a slick, warm evidence of her arousal.

She hit the bottom again, her breath coming in ragged gulps. One more ascent. She pushed off, taking the stairs two at a time now, embracing the madness of it. The final stretch. As she reached the upper landing, triumph and relief flooded her. She’d done it.

She spun, a naked, panting victor, and began her final descent back to the sanctuary of Chloe’s door. Her heart sang with the reckless joy of it.

She was three steps from the bottom when the door under the stairs, the one leading up from the main sitting room, swung open.

Light and sound spilled into the stairwell. And a figure stepped out.

He was tall, a guy she vaguely recognised as one of Sophie and Chloe’s housemates. He had a beer in his hand and was laughing over his shoulder at something someone in the room had said. He turned, taking a step up, and froze.

His eyes, wide with shock, locked onto her.

Mei skidded to a halt, her body frozen mid-motion, one foot on the step above, the other below. The cold air felt suddenly glacial on her sweat-slicked skin. Every detail was hyper-sharp: the grain of the wood under her foot, the faint smell of his beer, the stubble on his jaw. His gaze travelled down her body in a slow, stunned drag, over her heaving breasts with their dark, taut nipples, down her flat, quivering stomach, to the neat triangle of dark curls, glistening unmistakably with her own excitement.

Time stopped. The music from the living room seemed to fade. She saw the moment of shock in his eyes morph into something else, blatant, hungry male appreciation. A slow smile spread across his face.

“Well, hello,” he said, his voice a low rumble of amusement and pure, unadulterated interest.

For a moment, Mei stood paralyzed, caught in the electric tension of his gaze. The young man’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve, every detail of her nudity, the rise and fall of her chest as she panted, her breasts heavy and supple from the exertion of sprinting the stairs. She felt exposed, utterly laid bare, and yet there was something intoxicating about the way he looked at her, something that sent a fresh pulse of heat flooding her core.

Then she heard it, Sophie’s laugh, light and knowing. Mei turned her head and saw the other woman standing at the top of the stairs, her phone held steady, capturing every moment. The realization hit her like a bolt: this had been planned, orchestrated. She was the star of their little game.

“Excuse me,” Mei whispered, her voice barely audible over her ragged breaths. She turned and began to walk briskly toward Chloe’s door, her cheeks burning with a mix of humiliation and arousal. But before she could escape, the young man moved swiftly. His hand came down hard across her round bum with a loud, sharp smack. The sting reverberated through her, making her yelp in surprise.

She spun around, her eyes wide with shock and anger, locking onto his unflinching gaze. His confidence was unshakable, his expression brimming with a raw, primal appreciation that made her pulse quicken. For a moment, they stood there, the air thick with tension, his smirk daring her to retaliate, to acknowledge the heat between them.

But Mei couldn’t. She felt the slick warmth between her thighs betraying her, a silent admission of her arousal. With a sharp turn, she broke the spell and dashed back toward the bedroom, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew his eyes would be glued to the sway of her hips, watching the undulation of her round ass cheeks, now branded with the red mark of his hand. The sting lingered, a searing reminder of his boldness, and the thought sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her. The sound of his low chuckle followed her, trailing like a ghost as she fled to the sanctuary of Chloe’s door.


Chapter Three

The world outside was a muffled blanket, distant music and laughter reduced to a vague, rhythmic murmur. Mei lay in the dark, her own breathing the loudest sound in the room. The ceiling was a blank slate, but her mind projected onto it a vivid, relentless film.

The coin. Silver, spinning. The decisive clatter on Chloe’s skin. Tails. Her own gasp, the fake protest. The rules were immutable. She had lost, and so she had to pay. A simple transaction.

Standing in the hallway. The cold air, so different from the warm, intimate cocoon of Chloe’s room. It felt public, dangerous. The patterned carpet rough under her bare soles. Her own nakedness feeling absurd, a shocking violation of normalcy. But also… a secret. Her secret.

The run. Her feet slapping wood. Her breasts, heavy and full, bouncing with a painful, exhilarating jiggle. The air rushing over her skin, raising goosebumps on her thighs even as a furnace burned in her core. The adrenaline wasn’t just fear. It was aliveness. A pure, white-hot current telling her she was doing something real.

The moment the door opened.

Light. Sound. And him.

She replayed his face in slow motion. The shock, frozen for a second. Then the change. The slow, dragging gaze down her body, over her heaving chest, her quivering stomach, down to the dark, slick curls between her thighs. The moment his eyes saw her wetness. The smile that followed. Not cruel. Hungry. Appreciative. Male.

“Well, hello.”

Her body froze in her memory, just as it had frozen on the stairs. One foot on a step, the other below, caught in mid-flight. A statue of naked shame. And then…

The smack.

His hand, coming down hard on the curve of her bare ass. The sound, sharp, crisp, echoing in the stairwell. The sting, a searing brand that spread heat across her entire backside. Her yelp, more surprise than pain. The look in his eyes as she spun to face him: unflinching confidence, primal amusement. He’d marked her. And she’d…

She’d felt it. Not just the sting. The response. A deep, involuntary clench inside her. A fresh, gushing pulse of wetness that betrayed her completely. The humiliation was absolute. But the arousal… the arousal was undeniable.

Sophie laughing.

She heard it again, clear as a bell in her silent room. Standing at the top of the stairs, phone held steady. Filming. It had all been orchestrated. The coin toss, the dare, the timing of the door opening. They had planned for him to see her. For him to touch her. They had set her up for this exact moment of exposure and violation.

And she had done it. She had run. She had stood there, letting him look. She had felt his spank and… and she had gotten wetter.

The reel looped back to the start. Tails. The hallway. The cold. The run. The door. The look. The smack. Sophie’s laugh. Each cycle, the emotions twisted tighter. Embarrassment coiled around a strange, burgeoning pride. She had actually done it. Shock tangled with a lingering, fizzy excitement. She had been that daring girl. Fear melted into a thick, warm curiosity. What had he thought of her?

Her hand, resting on her stomach, began to move. It was a slow, almost unconscious drift downward, over the flat plane of her abdomen. Her fingertips brushed the soft cotton of her little panties. She was still wearing them. A last, thin barrier.

She pushed them down.

The cool air touched her, just like in the hallway. She gasped softly. Her fingers found the dampness immediately. She was still wet. Slick, swollen. Her body hadn’t let go of the night. It was holding onto the sensation, the memory, the heat.

Her thumb found her clit. It was a hard, desperate bead, throbbing with a rhythm that matched her pounding heart. She pressed, a gentle circle.

A shockwave of pleasure, sharp and bright, tore through the tangled mess of her thoughts. It was a clean, physical truth that obliterated the confusion for a second. Her body wanted this.

She let her fingers slide deeper, into her own wet warmth. The slide was effortless, welcoming. She imagined it wasn’t her own touch. She imagined it was his hand. The housemate. The one who had spanked her. His strong, confident fingers exploring her, probing the slick evidence of her arousal. He’d seen it. He’d known.

Her breathing deepened. She pumped two fingers inside herself, the rhythm clumsy at first, then growing more deliberate. She pictured herself on the stairs again, frozen, as he stepped closer. Not to spank her, but to touch her. To slide his fingers right where hers were now. To feel how ready she was. The fantasy was degrading, humiliating. And it made her hips buck against her hand.

She thought of Sophie’s phone. The video. How she must have looked, a naked, panting, wet girl, caught in a stranger’s hungry gaze. The image wasn’t of a victim. It was of a spectacle. An object of desire. The shame burned, but it burned hot, fuelling the fire in her core.

Her other hand cupped her breast, her thumb rubbing over her nipple until it peaked into a tight, sensitive point. Just like when she ran, the cold air making them hard. He had seen that too.

The sensations merged, the deep, rhythmic penetration of her own fingers, mimicking a taking, and the sharp pinch at her nipple, a reminder of exposure. The memories fused with the physical now, each thrust of her hand a replay of a step on the stair, each twist of her thumb a replay of his dragging gaze.

She was changing. She knew it, lying here alone. She wasn’t just being persuaded anymore. The dares, the exposures, the violations… they were occupying her mind. They were becoming her own private fuel. Sophie and Chloe weren’t just in the room next door; they were in her head, constantly. Their approval, their laughter, their orchestration—it was a drug she was starting to crave even in solitude.

Her movements became frantic. Her fingers worked harder, faster, driving into her own wetness with a desperate urgency. She needed to feel it, the culmination of all that confused energy. She needed the release that mirrored the reckless, naked run.

She imagined the climax not as a gentle wave, but as that final, crashing moment on the stairs, the door opening, the light flooding in, the shock, the exposure. It was a crisis. A beautiful, humiliating crisis.

Her body tightened, coiled like a spring. The pleasure built, a seismic pressure that had nothing to do with gentle touches. It was raw, cathartic, born from embarrassment and adrenaline and the shocking truth that part of her had liked being seen, being spanked, being used.

A silent, strained cry ripped from her throat as it tore through her. Her back arched off the bed, her fingers pressing deep inside as her hips convulsed. It was violent, overwhelming, a shuddering eruption that left her trembling and spent, tears of confused release streaking her cheeks.

She collapsed, panting, her fingers slowly withdrawing, slick and trembling. The room was still quiet, but the silence now felt charged, full of the ghost of her own gasps. The reel in her mind had finally, momentarily, stopped.

She stared into the dark, her body humming with aftermath. She wasn’t the same girl who had gone to Chloe’s room hours ago. That girl was gone, stripped away layer by layer on a cold staircase. The girl lying here now was someone new. Someone who masturbated to the memory of her own humiliation. Someone who wondered, with a thick, warm curiosity, what they would want her to do next.


Chapter Four

Saturday morning arrived quietly. Mei woke late, the pale light already filling her small bedroom through the thin curtains. She lay still for a moment, disoriented, listening to the muffled sounds of the house around her, footsteps in the hallway, a door closing, someone running a tap in the bathroom.

She checked her phone. 11:02 am.

She groaned softly and pushed herself out of bed, pulling on an oversized T-shirt and a pair of loose shorts before heading to the kitchen. The shared house kitchen looked exactly as it always did on a Saturday morning: a couple of empty bottles on the counter from the night before, a sink with a few abandoned plates, and a faint smell of toast and instant coffee lingering in the air.

She made herself some toast and a coffee and sat at the small table by the window, eating slowly and staring out at the grey Glasgow sky. Saturdays used to be quiet days for her. Laundry, studying, maybe a call home to her mother. Safe, predictable days.

Her phone buzzed on the table beside her.

A message from Sophie.

Meet me at The Coffee Room at 2 pm

That was all it said. No explanation. No question. Just a time and a place.

Mei stared at the message for a moment, a small knot of curiosity forming in her stomach. Whenever Sophie made plans like this, it usually meant something was going to happen. Something she wouldn’t fully understand until she was already involved in it.

She typed back:

Okay, see you there

Then she finished her toast and coffee, already wondering what Sophie and Chloe had planned this time.

The Coffee Room sat at the edge of the main shopping complex in the city centre, a narrow independent coffee shop with large front windows and a long wooden counter inside. The walls were exposed brick, with shelves of plants and bags of coffee beans stacked behind the bar. Students sat at small tables with laptops and notebooks, and the air smelled of roasted coffee and warm pastry.

Mei arrived five minutes late and immediately spotted them.

Sophie and Chloe were already sitting at a table near the window, coffees in front of them. Sophie looked as composed as always, sitting upright with one leg crossed over the other, while Chloe lounged back in her chair, scrolling through her phone.

Chloe looked up first and grinned when she saw Mei.

“There she is,” Chloe said. “Our favourite little troublemaker.”

Mei rolled her eyes as she sat down. “I am not a troublemaker.”

Sophie raised an eyebrow slightly. “Really?”

Mei felt her face warm slightly and quickly picked up the menu even though she already knew what she wanted.

After she ordered a latte and sat back down, Chloe leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table.

“Right,” Chloe said. “So! Tonight, we’re taking you clubbing.”

Mei blinked. “Clubbing?”

“Yep,” Chloe said. “Revolution.”

Mei let out a small nervous laugh. “I don’t really go clubbing.”

“That,” Sophie said calmly, “is about to change.”

Mei looked between them. “I don’t even have anything to wear to a club.”

Sophie and Chloe exchanged a quick glance, and Chloe smiled slowly.

“We know,” Chloe said. “That’s why we’re taking you shopping.”

Sophie took a sip of her coffee, then looked at Mei in that calm, assessing way she had.

“You hide your figure,” Sophie said matter-of-factly. “Oversized jumpers, loose jeans, trainers. You dress like you’re trying not to be noticed.”

Mei opened her mouth to protest but Sophie continued.

“As we all know now, you have a very good figure, Mei. You just pretend you don’t.”

Chloe nodded enthusiastically. “Exactly. Tonight, we’re fixing that.”

Mei felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and curiosity settle in her stomach.

“I don’t think I’m really a crop top and mini skirt person,” she said cautiously.

Chloe grinned. “You might be by tonight.”

The shopping centre was busy with the usual Saturday crowds, groups of students, families, couples, music drifting from different stores. Chloe immediately led them into Zara, moving through the racks quickly and pulling out dresses, skirts, and tops without hesitation.

“Try this,” Chloe said, handing Mei a short black dress.

“And this,” she added, grabbing a tight skirt.

“And definitely this.”

Within ten minutes Mei was standing in a changing room surrounded by a small pile of clothes that looked far more revealing than anything she owned.

She pulled the curtain slightly open. “I’m not sure about any of these…”

“Just try them,” Chloe said from outside. “Trust the process.”

Sophie sat on a small bench nearby, watching calmly like a judge at some strange fashion competition.

Mei tried on the first dress. It was tight and shorter than she expected. She stared at herself in the mirror, turning slightly to the side. The dress hugged her waist and hips in a way that made her feel very aware of her body.

“Let’s see,” Chloe called.

Mei hesitated, then pulled the curtain open slightly and stepped out.

Chloe’s eyes widened immediately. “Oh wow. Okay. See? This is what I mean.”

Mei folded her arms awkwardly. “It’s really short.”

Sophie tilted her head slightly, studying her like she was analysing a painting.

“It fits you very well,” Sophie said calmly. “But we can do better.”

They went through several outfits like that. Short skirts, tight tops, little dresses. Each time Mei felt embarrassed stepping out of the changing room, and each time Chloe reacted with excitement while Sophie calmly evaluated the outfit.

Eventually Chloe disappeared into another rack and came back holding a white two-piece outfit.

“Try this,” she said, handing it over with a grin.

It was a white crop top and a matching twist mini skirt. The top was tight and stopped just below the bust, leaving the midriff bare, and the skirt was short and figure-hugging.

Mei looked at it. “This is… very small.”

“Just try it,” Chloe said.

Mei went back into the changing room and slowly put it on. When she turned to face the mirror, she froze.

It was a fitted white two-piece set made from soft, stretchy fabric that clung closely to her body. The skirt sat high on her hips and wrapped tightly around her waist and thighs, the fabric gathered slightly at one side where it twisted into a small knot, creating soft folds that emphasised the curve of her hips. The skirt was short, far shorter than anything Mei had ever worn, leaving most of her legs bare and making her very aware of every movement she made.

The top matched the skirt and was even more striking. It was long-sleeved but cut in a way that left most of her midriff exposed. The fabric crossed over at the chest and twisted in the centre, creating a small opening just below her collarbone and another curved opening beneath, so that the shape of her chest was framed by the white fabric rather than covered by it. The material stretched smoothly across her back and arms, fitting like a second skin, while the front revealed the flat line of her stomach and the soft curve of her waist.

Together, the outfit made her figure look completely different from the way she usually dressed. Her waist looked smaller, her hips more pronounced, her legs longer. The white fabric against her warm skin tone made her look elegant but also daring, and the whole outfit felt like something worn by someone confident, someone who expected to be looked at when she walked into a room.

When Mei stood in front of the mirror in the changing room, she barely recognised the girl looking back at her. She turned slightly from side to side, watching the skirt move over her hips and the way the top framed her body. The outfit didn’t hide anything. It showed everything, the shape of her waist, the curve of her hips, the long line of her legs. The fitted white top crossed and twisted across her chest, the tight fabric clearly outlining the full, rounded shape of her firm 34C breasts and the natural curve of her figure, holding them firmly and making her suddenly very aware of how she looked from the front as well as the side. Even her nipples were clearly visible through the thin materiel.

She stood there for a moment longer than she meant to, studying her reflection, trying to reconcile the girl in the mirror with the girl she still thought she was.

Behind her, Chloe grinned immediately.

“That’s the one,” Chloe said.

Sophie didn’t speak straight away. She simply looked at Mei in the mirror for a moment, then nodded once.

“Yes,” Sophie said calmly. “That’s exactly the right dress for tonight.”

Mei looked at her reflection again, her stomach tightening slightly with nerves and excitement.

She had never owned anything like this in her life.

And tonight, she was going to wear it into a nightclub.

For a long moment she just stared at her reflection, trying to understand how the mirror could be showing her own body but a completely different version of herself.

Sophie stepped beside her and looked at their reflections together.

“You see?” Sophie said quietly. “You don’t need to hide.”

Chloe clapped her hands once. “Right. We’re buying that. And shoes.”

Mei turned to them. “You don’t have to buy it for me.”

Chloe waved a hand. “We’re investing in you.”

Sophie smiled slightly. “Consider it preparation for tonight.”

Mei looked back at herself in the mirror one more time, at the white crop top, the short skirt, the bare strip of skin between them.

A small knot of nervous excitement tightened in her stomach.

Tonight was going to be very different from any Saturday night she had ever had before.


Chapter Five

Chloe’s bedroom was warm and brightly lit, the bed covered in makeup bags, hair straighteners, jewellery, and a small pile of clothes that had clearly been tried on and rejected already. Music played quietly from a speaker on the desk, something upbeat and electronic that made the whole room feel like the start of a night out before they had even left the house.

Mei stood near the mirror, looking at herself again in the white outfit they had bought earlier that afternoon. The crop top fit tightly across her breasts and ribs, the twisted fabric drawing attention to her waist and the bare strip of skin between the top and the skirt. The bright white fabric looked striking against her darker, warm-toned skin, the contrast making the outfit stand out even more and giving her a dramatic, stylish look she had never associated with herself before. The skirt sat high on her hips and was shorter than anything she had ever worn outside before. Every time she moved, she felt the fabric shift against her thighs and became aware of just how much of her legs were on show.

She turned slightly in the mirror, checking the outfit again, smoothing the skirt down with her hands.

Chloe walked past behind her, then stopped and looked at her reflection.

“Okay,” Chloe said, tilting her head slightly. “You look incredible.”

Mei laughed nervously. “I feel like I’m wearing half an outfit.”

“That’s the point,” Chloe said.

Sophie was sitting on the edge of the bed, calmly putting on a pair of earrings, watching Mei in the mirror.

“What underwear are you wearing?” Sophie asked casually.

Mei looked at her reflection, slightly confused by the question. “Just normal ones.”

Sophie raised an eyebrow slightly. “Define normal.”

Mei hesitated. “Just… black bikini ones.”

Chloe immediately walked behind Mei and looked at her from the back.

“Yeah,” Chloe said. “You can see the line through the skirt.”

Mei turned quickly. “You can?”

“Yep,” Chloe said. “Definitely.”

Mei turned back to the mirror, twisting slightly to try and see behind herself, suddenly very self-conscious.

Sophie stood up slowly and walked over, stopping beside Mei and looking at her reflection rather than directly at her.

“Take them off,” Sophie said calmly. “You’re not wearing any tonight.”

Mei stared at her reflection, not moving.

“What?” she said quietly.

“No underwear,” Sophie repeated, as if she were suggesting something completely ordinary. “The skirt will sit better, and you won’t have a visible line.”

Mei felt her stomach tighten immediately, a sudden mixture of shock, embarrassment, and something else she didn’t want to examine too closely.

“I can’t go out without underwear,” she said, though her voice sounded less certain than she wanted it to.

Chloe leaned against the wardrobe and smiled slightly. “You’re wearing that skirt and that top into a nightclub, and that’s the line you’re drawing?”

Mei looked at herself again in the mirror, at the short skirt, the bare skin of her waist, the tight white fabric across her body. Her breasts and nipples clearly outlined. She could feel her heart starting to beat faster again, the same nervous energy she always seemed to feel when she was with them and they suggested something new.

“It’s just…” she said quietly. “What if the skirt rides up or something?”

Sophie met her eyes in the mirror.

“Then you’ll be more careful how you move,” Sophie said. “Consider it… motivation.”

Chloe laughed softly.

Mei stood very still for a moment, looking at herself in the mirror, feeling the weight of their eyes on her, the quiet expectation in the room. She knew she could refuse. She knew they weren’t forcing her.

But she also knew that if she refused, she would feel like the same shy, cautious girl she had always been. The girl who never did anything unexpected.

Slowly, she looked back at Sophie in the mirror and sighed.

“This is a terrible idea,” she said quietly.

Chloe grinned. “It’s a great idea.”

Mei took a breath, then reached for the waistband of her skirt and stepped toward the bathroom without saying anything else.

Behind her, Chloe and Sophie exchanged a small, satisfied glance.

Standing between them in the queue, Mei became aware again of how striking Sophie and Chloe looked together. Sophie was dressed in a fitted black dress that fell just above her knees, simple and elegant, with a long coat draped loosely over her shoulders and heeled ankle boots that added to her already tall, poised figure. Her blonde hair was worn straight and loose, and she carried herself with that same calm, composed confidence that made her seem older and more self-assured than most of the students around them. Where other girls dressed loudly for attention, Sophie’s style was understated, but somehow, she still drew attention simply by the way she stood and moved.

Chloe, by contrast, was dressed to be noticed. She wore a short dark mini skirt that showed off her long legs and curved closely around her hips, paired with a fitted low-cut top that showed a generous hint of cleavage and a short leather jacket over the top. The outfit was bold without looking forced, the kind of clothes worn by someone who knew she would be looked at and enjoyed it. Her dark hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, and she laughed easily, leaning into conversations, touching Mei’s arm when she spoke, completely comfortable in the noisy, crowded environment. Where Sophie’s beauty felt cool and controlled, Chloe’s was warm and openly confident.

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.
Standing between them in her short white skirt and crop top, Mei suddenly felt like she was being presented to the world by the two of them, as if they had dressed her, brought her here, and were now quietly watching to see what would happen next.

The night hadn’t even started yet.

The taxi dropped them at the end of the street, and Mei immediately saw the queue.

A long line of people stretched along the pavement outside Revolution, broken by groups of girls in heels and short dresses, boys in shirts and jackets, the occasional burst of laughter rising above the music that thumped faintly through the walls of the building. Neon light spilled across the pavement from the club sign above the door, and the cold night air carried the smell of perfume, cigarettes, and the city after dark.

Mei stepped out of the taxi carefully, suddenly very aware of what she was wearing.

The white outfit felt completely different outside than it had in the changing room. The night air touched the bare strip of skin at her waist, and the short skirt made her very conscious of her legs as she walked. She pulled her small jacket slightly tighter around her shoulders, though it didn’t really cover much.

Chloe looked at her and laughed. “Don’t even think about hiding. You look incredible.”

Sophie glanced at her calmly, her expression unreadable but approving. “Stand up straight,” she said quietly. “Confidence is everything.”

They joined the queue.

Mei could feel it almost immediately, the subtle shift in the atmosphere around them. People looked. Not openly staring, not rudely, but she could feel eyes moving over her as they passed, quick glances, double takes, quiet conversations between groups as she walked by.

She suddenly felt very exposed.

She folded her arms slightly at first, then remembered Sophie’s instruction and forced herself to relax, letting her arms fall by her sides. She tried to walk normally, but she could feel her heart beating faster than usual.

“You’re doing that thing again,” Chloe said quietly.

“What thing?” Mei asked.

“Walking like you’re hoping nobody notices you.”

Mei looked at her. “People are noticing.”

Chloe smiled. “Exactly.”

They moved slowly forward with the queue. A group of girls in front of them turned slightly and looked at Mei’s outfit, whispering to each other. One of them smiled at her.

“I love your outfit,” the girl said.

Mei smiled back, surprised. “Thank you.”

As they moved further forward, two boys further back in the queue walked past them toward the end of the line, and Mei caught one of them glancing at her, then looking again a second time. He slowed slightly, then nudged his friend with his elbow and tilted his head subtly in Mei’s direction. His friend looked over, his eyes moving quickly over her outfit before he gave a small, impressed grin. Mei quickly looked away, her face warm, but she couldn’t stop a small smile from forming.

“You see?” Chloe said quietly beside her. “You could get into any club in this city dressed like that.”

Sophie stepped closer on Mei’s other side, lowering her voice slightly.

“Pay attention to what’s happening,” Sophie said. “You walk into a room dressed like that, people look at you. That’s power. Most people spend their lives trying to be invisible. You should learn how to be noticed instead.”

Mei looked ahead at the club entrance, the lights, the bouncers, the music thumping through the walls. The queue moved forward again.

She realised something as she stood there between Sophie and Chloe, people looking at her, the night buzzing around them.

A few months ago, she would never have worn this outfit.
She would never have stood in a nightclub queue.
She would never have let people look at her like this.

And yet here she was.

Standing in a short white skirt and crop top, outside a nightclub, with two women who seemed completely certain that this was exactly where she belonged.

Chloe leaned toward her and smiled.
“Tonight,” she said, “is going to be fun.”

Mei looked up at the neon lights above the club entrance, her stomach tight with nerves and excitement.

She believed her.


Chapter Six

The music hit Mei before she even fully stepped inside.

A heavy, pulsing bass moved through the floor and up into her chest, the air inside warm and thick with perfume, alcohol, and the faint metallic smell of the bar taps. Lights moved slowly across the ceiling, purple and blue and white, flashing over faces, bodies, glasses, and the crowded dance floor beyond.

Chloe grabbed Mei’s hand immediately and pulled her toward the bar.

“First rule,” Chloe shouted over the music, leaning close to her ear. “Drink first, dance later.”

Sophie walked just behind them, calm as always, moving through the crowd without seeming to be pushed or hurried like everyone else.

They reached the bar and squeezed in between two groups of people. Chloe ordered quickly and confidently.

“Three vodka lemonades,” she said to the bartender, then turned back to Mei with a grin. “Student classic.”

Mei leaned against the bar slightly, trying to take everything in at once. Everywhere she looked there were people dancing, laughing, shouting to be heard over the music. Girls in short dresses and heels, boys in shirts and trainers, groups taking photos, people already clearly drunk.

She suddenly felt very aware of her outfit again.

She could feel eyes on her occasionally as people moved around them, quick glances, double takes, the same feeling she’d had in the queue but stronger now, closer, more immediate.

Chloe handed her a drink. “Relax,” she said. “You look like a rabbit in headlights.”

“I don’t come to places like this,” Mei said.

“You do now,” Chloe replied.

They stood near the edge of the dance floor for a while, drinking and watching the crowd. Mei began to relax slightly as the alcohol warmed her and the music became less overwhelming and more exciting.

After a few minutes, she noticed something.

Sophie and Chloe weren’t just standing and chatting like she thought they were. They were watching people. Not obviously, not rudely, but Mei could see their eyes moving around the room, noticing groups, individuals, watching interactions.

They were scanning the room.

And then Mei realised something else.

They weren’t just looking at people.

They were looking at men.

And every now and then, Sophie or Chloe would glance back at Mei, then back at someone across the room, like they were comparing something in their heads.

Mei leaned closer to Chloe. “What are you doing?”

Chloe smiled slowly. “Nothing.”

Mei narrowed her eyes slightly. “You’re definitely doing something.”

Chloe laughed and took a sip of her drink. “We’re just… observing.”

Sophie stepped slightly closer to them, her voice calm even though she had to lean in to be heard over the music.

“We’re choosing,” Sophie said.

“Choosing what?” Mei asked.

Sophie looked at her for a moment, then nodded slightly toward a group of guys near the other side of the bar.

“People,” Sophie said. “People who might be interesting for you to talk to.”

Mei stared at her. “You’re not setting me up with people.”

Chloe grinned immediately. “We’re not setting you up. We’re just… helping the universe along.”

“I don’t need help,” Mei said quickly.

Sophie raised an eyebrow slightly. “You’ve never been clubbing before tonight. You don’t talk to strangers. You would stand in a corner and go home at midnight if we left you alone.”

Mei opened her mouth, then closed it again because she knew that was probably true.

Chloe leaned closer, her voice softer now. “Relax. We’re not marrying you off. We’re just making sure you don’t spend the night talking only to us.”

Mei looked around the club again, suddenly aware that this whole night might not just be about dancing and drinking.

Sophie nodded slightly toward a tall guy standing with two friends near the dance floor.

“He keeps looking at you,” Sophie said calmly.

Mei immediately looked down at her drink. “Don’t tell me that.”

Chloe laughed. “Why not? That’s literally why people come to places like this.”

Mei took a long sip of her drink and tried not to look in the direction Sophie had pointed, which of course made her want to look even more.

“You two are unbelievable,” she said.

Sophie smiled slightly. “We’re helpful.”

Mei shook her head slowly, but she could feel the now familiar mixture of nerves and excitement building again in her stomach.

She realised something then, standing in the middle of the club, music thumping around them, lights moving across the crowd.

Sophie and Chloe weren’t just her friends.

They were changing her life, one situation at a time.

And she wasn’t sure anymore whether she should be resisting them or thanking them.

The guy they had picked out was a tall, slightly gangly, geeky-looking guy with shaggy brown hair and big blue eyes. He stood with two friends near the edge of the dance floor, holding a drink in both hands like he wasn’t entirely sure what to do with himself. Every now and then he looked over in their direction, then quickly looked away again when he realised he’d been noticed.

Chloe followed Mei’s gaze and smiled slowly.

“That one,” Chloe said. “He’s perfect.”

Mei frowned slightly. “Perfect for what?”

Sophie answered calmly, without looking away from the dance floor. “For you to talk to.”

“I am not going over there,” Mei said immediately.

Chloe laughed. “You’re not going to talk to him. He’s going to come and talk to you.”

Mei shook her head. “No, he’s not.”

Chloe leaned closer. “Yes, he is. He’s already looked at you about six times.”

Mei felt her face warm again and took another sip of her drink.

“I don’t know how you even notice these things,” she said.

Sophie finally turned to look at her. “Because we pay attention.”

Chloe nudged Mei gently with her elbow. “Let’s see how you tease him.”

“I’m not teasing anyone,” Mei said quickly.

Chloe grinned. “You don’t have to do anything dramatic. Just look at him properly when he looks at you next time. Hold eye contact for a second longer than normal. Then look away. That’s all it takes.”

Mei laughed nervously. “You two are terrible.”

“Educational,” Sophie corrected calmly.

Mei tried to ignore them, but a moment later she felt it again, that strange awareness that someone was looking at her. She glanced up, and sure enough, the tall guy was looking at her again.

This time, instead of immediately looking away, she held his gaze for just a moment.

He froze slightly, clearly not expecting that, then smiled awkwardly.

Mei felt a sudden rush of confidence she didn’t recognise. She smiled back very slightly, then looked away and took a sip of her drink like nothing had happened.

Chloe leaned into her immediately. “There you go,” she said quietly. “You’re learning.”

Mei shook her head, but she couldn’t stop herself smiling.

Across the room, the tall guy said something quickly to his friends and handed one of them his drink.

Sophie watched this with calm interest.

“Three,” Sophie said.

“What?” Mei asked.

“He’ll be here in about three minutes,” Sophie replied.

Mei stared at her. “You can’t possibly know that.”

Sophie smiled slightly and took a sip of her drink.

“We’ll see.”

“Now when he comes over, he’s going to ask you to dance,” Sophie explained calmly. “And when you dance, don’t stand two feet away from him like you’re waiting for a bus. You get close. That’s the whole point of dancing in places like this.”

Mei shook her head immediately. “No. I can’t do that.”

Chloe laughed softly. “Yes you can. And you will make sure he knows how fit your hot body is.”

“I don’t even know how to dance like that,” Mei said, taking another sip of her drink.

Sophie leaned slightly closer so Mei could hear her over the music.

“You don’t have to know how,” Sophie said. “Just relax and move with the music. If he moves closer, you don’t step away. That’s all.”

Mei looked from Sophie to Chloe, both of them watching her with those same knowing smiles.

“You two are actually terrible influences,” Mei said.

Chloe grinned. “We’re excellent influences. Your life is much more interesting since you met us.”

Mei tried not to smile, but she couldn’t help it.

Across the room, the tall guy was now clearly talking to his friends, glancing over again, then back to them, then over again.

Sophie noticed immediately. “He’s coming,” she said calmly.

Mei’s heart jumped. “Stop saying things like that.”

Chloe leaned closer and adjusted a small strand of Mei’s hair behind her ear, like a stylist making a final adjustment.

“Just smile,” Chloe said. “And don’t panic. And afterwards you tell us how big his dick is.”

Mei suddenly became very aware of everything again:

The music. The lights. Her outfit. The fact she wasn’t wearing underwear. The drink in her hand. Sophie and Chloe standing either side of her. And the tall guy now walking toward them through the crowd.

Her heart started beating faster again, that same mixture of nerves and excitement building in her stomach.

“You’re both enjoying this far too much,” Mei said quietly.

Sophie smiled slightly. “We’re curious.”

“About what?” Mei asked.

Chloe answered for her. “About what you’re going to do next.”


Chapter Seven

The bass was a physical thing, a deep, relentless pulse that vibrated in Mei’s chest and made the floor beneath her feet seem alive. The strobes of blue and purple light sliced through the smoky air, catching the bright white of her outfit and making her glow like a beacon in the crowded darkness. Her fitted crop top hugged her ribs, the long sleeves feeling strangely formal against the primal energy of the club. The short twist skirt, sitting high on her hips, moved with every tentative shift of her legs, a constant reminder of the bare skin underneath. No underwear. Sophie’s simple instruction, delivered hours ago over pre-drinks, now felt like a secret pact etched into her skin.

He was tall, a little awkward, with a nervous smile that made her own anxiety feel less singular. He’d been watching from across the room for what felt like ages. When he finally approached, his voice was almost lost in the thumping music. “Want to dance?”

Mei’s eyes flicked instantly to the bar. Chloe was there, giving her a wide, encouraging smile and a thumbs-up. Sophie stood beside her, calm as a statue, offering a small, deliberate nod. It was permission. It was expectation. It was a script she was meant to follow.

She swallowed, the taste of sweet vodka lingering. “Okay,” she said, and let him lead her into the swirling mass of bodies.

At first, she was a statue. Her hands felt clumsy, her feet rooted. He danced facing her, leaving a polite, nervous gap between them. The music was too loud for thought, so she clung to the earlier advice from her mentors: don’t step away if he moves closer.

He did. Gradually. A small step inward. Then another. The gap closed from a foot to inches. Mei held her ground. Her breath caught, but she didn’t retreat. This is it, she thought. This is what they wanted.

And then, something shifted. The rhythm of the song clicked into her muscles. The nervous energy in his eyes mirrored hers. She wasn’t the only one out of her depth. That realization, simple as it was, unlocked her. Her shoulders relaxed. Her hips began to sway, a natural, tentative movement that matched the beat. The white skirt swished softly.

He smiled, a real one this time, less nervous. And he moved closer again.

Now, their bodies were almost touching. The heat radiating from him was a new layer in the club’s atmosphere. His hands hovered near her waist, then, with a gentle confidence that surprised her, they settled there. His palms were warm against the thin fabric of her top; his fingers splayed over her hips.

Mei’s heart hammered. He’s touching me. In public. In front of everyone. She glanced toward the bar again. Chloe was watching intently, her smile now a grin of pure enjoyment. Sophie’s expression was unreadable, analytical, but her gaze was fixed on them.

She didn’t move his hands away.

The dancing evolved. It became less about the steps and more about the connection. His hands began to roam. A subtle slide from her waist to the curve of her hip. A downward brush over the swell of her ass, the skirt offering no meaningful barrier. His thumb traced the bare strip of her midriff between her top and skirt. OMG he’s really having a grope, thought Mei, a flash of her old propriety surfacing.

But instead of stiffening, she melted into it. The music swallowed the hesitation. The lights flashed, hiding and revealing their intimacy in strobes. The warmth of his touch felt good. Desired. But he was having a good grope, the kind that would have made the old Mei recoil in shock. Here she was, allowing a man to feel her hips, her ass, the bare strip of her stomach. A man’s hands on her. The thought sent a jolt through her, a mix of disbelief and something else, something warmer, impossibly thrilling. She let her head tilt back a little, let her body respond to the guiding pressure of his hands. She was dancing, and she was being touched, and the two things were becoming the same thing.

He leaned in suddenly, his mouth near her ear. “Can’t hear anything out here,” he said, his voice a warm vibration against her skin. “You’re gorgeous.”

They were so close now. His chest almost against hers. She could smell him, clean sweat, faint cologne. “Thanks,” she breathed back, and they both laughed, a shared moment of relief in the chaos.

The atmosphere snapped from public to intensely private. His eyes held hers. The noise of the club became a backdrop to this new, quiet bubble they occupied.

He kissed her.

It wasn’t a question. It was a natural progression. His lips were on hers, soft at first, then insistent. Mei’s mind blanked for a second, I’m kissing a stranger in a club, but her body didn’t pull away. Shock melted into a slow, dawning acceptance. She kissed him back. His tongue brushed her lips, seeking entry. She opened for him, a small surrender. His tongue slid into her mouth, eager and exploring. The taste was new, minty and male. The intimacy of it, here in the open, sent a jolt straight to her core.

And then she felt it.

Pressed against her abdomen, through his jeans and her thin skirt: a hard, unmistakable ridge. His dick. The reality of it, the solid, urgent pressure, made her gasp into his mouth. A corresponding heat bloomed instantly in her own body, a deep, pulsing warmth in her little pussy that made her feel slick and empty. The memory of Chloe’s voice cut through the sensory overload: ‘afterwards you tell us how big his dick is.’

The instruction became an impulse. Her hand, resting on his shoulder, drifted down. Over his chest. To his stomach. Lower. Her fingers brushed the rough denim of his jeans, then found the hard, thick length straining against the fabric. She let her palm cup it, feeling the shape, the heat. He’s not as big as either Dan or Ethan, her inexperienced mind noted, comparing it to the two concrete references she now possessed. But he was big. Substantial. A real man’s desire, pressed against her.

He groaned against her lips, a low, approving sound that vibrated through their kiss. His hands tightened on her ass, squeezing, kneading, emboldened by her boldness, by the fact that she was openly feeling his erection through his jeans. The barrier of her skirt was nothing now, just a flimsy layer between his insistent touch and her bare skin. He pulled her tighter against the bulge, grinding subtly, making sure she felt every inch of his claim. The dancing stopped. They were just standing now, locked together, kissing deeply while her hand measured his arousal and her own body wept with a matching need. 

The intensity of it overwhelmed her. His hands on her, her hand on him, the heat between them building into something she could barely comprehend. This is happening, she thought, and I’m letting it. The old Mei would have been horrified, but this Mei, the one Sophie and Chloe had helped shape, felt only a pulsing, dizzying excitement. His grip tightened further, fingers digging in slightly, possessive. She kissed him harder, her body pressing closer, aching for more. Something had been unleashed, something she didn’t fully understand but couldn’t resist.

She broke the kiss, panting, her lips tingling. His eyes were dark, hungry. “I… I need to…” she stammered, the excuse forming clumsily. “My friends…”

He nodded, understanding or not, but his smile was triumphant. “Yeah. Okay.”

She extracted herself, her hand leaving his erection with a final, deliberate stroke that made him suck in a breath. She turned and walked back toward the bar, the white skirt swaying, her bare midriff and the memory of his touch glowing under the lights. Her little pussy throbbed, a wet, aching reminder of how far the night had gone.

Chloe was already pulling her into a hug. “You looked amazing out there!” she whispered, her voice excited.

Sophie’s calm eyes assessed her. “How was it?”

Mei leaned against the bar, her body still humming. She looked at them, these two who had orchestrated this, who had dressed her, prepared her, watched her. A fizzing mix of pride and vulnerability rose in her throat. “He’s hard,” she said, the words blunt and honest. “Really hard. I felt it.”

Chloe’s grin widened. “Details, girl! How big?”

Mei, rather shyly replied, "He was big. But I'm not that experienced. Not as big as Dan or Ethan. But it still felt long and thick to me." Her cheeks flushed as she spoke, her voice barely audible over the music. She glanced down at her hands, which were still trembling slightly from the encounter.

Chloe leaned in closer, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Well? Did you get a good feel? Was he rock hard?" she prodded, clearly eager for every detail.

Mei nodded, her lips curling into a small, almost disbelieving smile. "Yeah, he was. I could feel it through his jeans. It was... solid. And hot. Like, really hot." She paused, her mind replaying the moment her hand had brushed against him, the way he had reacted, the way it had made her feel. "I didn’t expect it to feel like that. I mean, I’ve never…" She trailed off, suddenly aware of how inexperienced she sounded.

Sophie, ever the observer, tilted her head slightly, her expression thoughtful. "And how did it feel to touch him?" she asked, her tone calm but probing. "Did you enjoy it?"

Mei hesitated, then nodded again, more firmly this time. "I did. It was… exciting. Like, I didn’t think I’d be okay with it, but… I was. And he liked it too." Her voice dropped to a whisper, barely audible over the pounding bass. "He groaned when I touched him. It made me feel… powerful, I guess. Like I was doing something right."

Chloe clapped her hands together, beaming. "See? I told you! You’re a natural, Mei. Look at you, touching a guy’s dick in the middle of the club like it’s nothing! Our little girl is growing up," she teased, her tone affectionate.

Mei rolled her eyes, but the smile didn’t leave her face. She felt a strange mix of pride and vulnerability, as though she had crossed some invisible threshold and there was no going back. The night had already taken her further than she ever imagined she’d go, and yet, some part of her wanted more. She glanced back toward the dance floor, wondering if he was still there, if he was watching her. Her body still hummed with the memory of his touch, his kiss, the hard press of his desire against her. It was far from nothing, she thought. It was everything.


Chapter Eight

The evening pulsed on, a relentless tide of sound and light. The geeky guy, Mei had learned his name was James, but she still thought of him by his tentative smile and the feel of him through denim, had retreated back to his group of friends near the arcade machines. But his eyes kept finding her. Chloe had spotted it immediately, her own gaze sharp and tracking.

Mei leaned against the bar, sipping water now, trying to cool the flush that had taken permanent residence on her skin. Her lips felt swollen. Her nipples were tight, sensitive peaks rubbing against her top with every breath. And between her legs, a persistent, slick warmth throbbed in time with the bass. It was a constant, humming reminder of how she’d felt against him.

Sophie appeared at her side, a fresh glass of something clear and fizzy in her hand. She pressed it into Mei’s. “For the nerves,” she said, her voice a calm counterpoint to the chaos. Her eyes, however, were on James. “He’s looking again.”

Mei’s stomach flipped. “I know.”

“If he comes back,” Sophie continued, her tone utterly matter of fact, “he’ll expect more.”

The words landed like a physical blow. Mei’s head snapped toward her. “More? I can’t go further. Not more than we already did. Not here on the dance floor.” The idea was ludicrous, terrifying.

Chloe materialized on her other side, looping an arm around Mei’s waist. “No,” she said, as if explaining something simple to a child. “That would be a sex show for the rest of us.” She chuckled, her breath warm against Mei’s ear.

Sophie nodded, her serene expression never wavering. “He’ll lead you out the back. Or to the boy’s loos. Somewhere semi-private.”

Mei’s eyes went wide. “What! No!” The protest was automatic, but it sounded weak even to her own ears. The heat in her core flared in direct contradiction.

Chloe’s arm tightened. “We showed you before, Mei. Once you get a guy all turned on like you did with your sexy dancing, you can’t just leave him in that condition. It’s cruel.” She said it like it was a fundamental rule of etiquette.

Sophie placed a reassuring hand on Mei’s bare arm. Her touch was cool, grounding. “It’ll be just a hand job. Or a blow job. Probably with your tits out. Quick. For him.” She paused, letting the image settle. “For you… it’ll be another first.”

Mei’s breath hitched. Shock warred with a sudden, fierce spike of arousal so intense it made her legs feel weak. Suck a guy off in the club’s loos? Her mind reeled. The grime, the smell of disinfectant and urine, the risk of someone walking in… it should have been the most repulsive idea imaginable. But her body betrayed her. A fresh gush of wetness soaked her inner thighs, and her clit gave a hard, desperate throb. The shame of it burned, but the burn was electric.

Could she just give him a hand job? The thought was a feeble attempt at a compromise. But even that… her palm tingled with the memory of his hard length. The idea of wrapping her fingers around him, of feeling that heat and solidity in her grip, of making him groan like that again…

She was drowning in the contradiction. Her face felt hot. She took a gulp of the drink Sophie had given her, the bubbles sharp on her tongue. She didn’t dare look at James.

“He’s really into you,” Chloe murmured, her voice a singsong tease.

Then, a nudge from Chloe’s elbow. A sharp, deliberate poke to her ribs. Mei followed her gaze.

He was on his way over. Cutting through the crowd with a new determination, his earlier nervousness replaced by a focused intent. His eyes were locked on hers. The noise of the club seemed to fade into a dull roar, everything narrowing to the path he was taking toward her.

Mei’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird trying to escape. The cold glass slipped in her sweaty palm. Sophie’s hand on her arm gave a slight, encouraging squeeze before letting go. Chloe’s arm disentangled, leaving Mei feeling suddenly exposed, standing alone at the bar as he approached.

He stopped in front of her, closer than was polite for a conversation. The scent of him, clean cotton, faint sweat, that mint from before, wrapped around her. The music was too loud for subtlety.

He leaned down, his mouth brushing her ear. “Another dance?” he asked, but it wasn’t really a question. It was a proposition. His hand found her hip, his thumb stroking the strip of bare skin there, a promise and a claim in one touch.

Mei looked up at him. Her mind was a blank white slate. All that existed was the pounding in her chest, the ache between her legs, and the expectant, hungry look in his eyes. Behind her, she could feel the weight of Sophie and Chloe’s gazes, their silent pressure, their unspoken ‘go on.’

Her lips parted. She couldn’t form words. But her body answered for her. She gave a small, almost imperceptible nod.

A triumphant smile broke across his face. He didn’t lead her back to the dance floor. Instead, his grip on her hip tightened, steering her firmly away from the bar, away from the lights, toward a dimly lit corridor marked by a glowing sign for the toilets. The crowd seemed to part for them.

Every step was a surrender. The rough carpet changed to sticky linoleum. The bass became muffled, replaced by the echo of their footsteps and the hum of extraction fans. The corridor was empty, lit by a single, flickering fluorescent tube. It smelled of stale beer and industrial cleaner.

He stopped by the door to the men’s room. He glanced up and down the hall, then looked back at her, his eyes dark with intent. “In here,” he said, his voice low.

Mei stared at the door. This is really happening. The thought was distant, surreal. Her body, however, was vividly present. Her breasts felt heavy, her nipples scraping painfully against the fabric of her top. Her little pussy was so wet she could feel the slickness coating her inner thighs with every small movement.

He pushed the door open. It was a small, utilitarian space, two stalls, two urinals, a long sink with a cracked mirror. It was empty. The sound of the club was a dull throb through the walls.

He pulled her inside and let the door swing shut behind them. The lock was a simple bolt. He slid it home with a decisive click. The sound was final. They were locked in.

He turned to her, his back against the door, blocking the only exit. His gaze swept over her, from her flushed face down to the hem of her short skirt. The hunger she’d seen on the dance floor was now raw, unfiltered. “You have no idea what you did to me out there,” he breathed.

He reached for her. Not for a dance. His hands went straight to the hem of her crop top. His fingers were warm, slightly rough. He didn’t ask. He just gathered the material and began to pull it up.

Mei’s arms lifted automatically, obeying the unspoken command. The cool, damp air of the bathroom hit her stomach, then her ribs. The top came over her head, catching for a second on her hair before he tugged it free and let it drop to the wet floor.

She stood before him, her 34C breasts bare and exposed under the harsh light. Her dark nipples were pebbled tight from the chill and the overwhelming tension. She crossed her arms over her chest on instinct, a last vestige of modesty.

He gently pulled her arms down, holding her wrists at her sides. “Don’t,” he said, his voice husky. “I want to see you.” His eyes devoured the sight of her heavy, swaying breasts. “Fuck, you’re perfect.”

He let go of her wrists and his own hands came up to cup her. His palms were hot against her cool skin. He weighed her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples, making her gasp. The touch was possessive, exploring. He leaned in and kissed her, hard and demanding. His tongue plunged into her mouth, and she could taste the beer on his, the lingering sweetness of her own drink. One hand left her breast and slid down, over the curve of her waist, over the swell of her hip. His fingers dipped under the tight band of her twist skirt.

Mei was melting into the sensation, her mind fogging with a potent mix of terror and desire. His touch was everywhere, claiming her. His other hand continued to knead her breast, pinching her nipple gently, then harder, sending jolts of sharp pleasure-pain straight to her core. She was panting into his mouth, her own hands finally moving, fluttering to his shoulders for balance.

He broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her neck. His hand under her skirt found the bare skin of her hip, then slid around to the full, heart-shaped curve of her ass. He squeezed, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. “No underwear,” he groaned against her skin. “You knew, didn’t you? You little tease.”

His fingers slid lower, into the cleft of her ass, then around to the front. He didn’t hesitate. His fingertips brushed through the slick, dark curls between her thighs and found her soaking wetness. He let out a choked sound. “Jesus.”

He pushed one finger inside her, and Mei cried out, her head falling back against the cold tiled wall. It was so easy. Her body opened for him, slick and welcoming. He pumped his finger once, twice, the crude sound of it obscenely loud in the small room. The sensation was overwhelming, the intrusion, the wet friction, the sheer wrongness of the place making it feel a hundred times more intense.

“You’re so wet for me,” he breathed, his eyes locked on her face as he worked his finger inside her. “You like this, don’t you? Being a dirty girl in the club toilet.”


Chapter Nine

His hand came back to her shoulder, a firm, guiding pressure. It wasn’t a gentle suggestion; it was a direction. Down.

Her knees felt weak, but they obeyed. She sank to the damp, sticky floor of the bathroom, the cold linoleum a shock against her bare thighs. The air was thick with the smell of disinfectant and male sweat. The bass from the club was a muffled heartbeat through the walls. Her own heart was pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat.

He stood before her, his jeans still straining with the hard outline of his erection. His eyes were dark, intense, focused solely on her kneeling form. She looked up at him, a dizzying mix of terror and a deep, pulsing need swirling in her gut. This was the third time. The third man. And it was in a club bathroom. The grime, the risk, the sheer degradation of it should have horrified her. But it didn’t. It fuelled her.

Her hands trembled as she reached up. Her fingers found the buckle of his trousers. The metal was cool. She fumbled with it, her inexperience showing, but the mechanism clicked open. The button of his jeans followed. She tugged at the zip, pulling it down with a slow, deliberate drag.

He helped her, his hands joining hers, pushing the denim apart. His boxers were a simple grey cotton. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pushed them down too.

His cock sprang free.

It was thick. Substantial. Not as long as Ethan’s, not as heavy as Dan’s, but real. A living, breathing part of a man, standing proud and urgent from his body. The skin was flushed, the head a darker, swollen purple. A single droplet of clear fluid glistened at the tip.

Mei stared at it, eye to eye. Her breath caught. This is it. I’m going to do this.

She leaned forward, her long black hair falling around her shoulders. She gave the head a trembling, tentative kiss. Just her lips brushing against the warm, smooth skin. A soft, almost reverent touch.

He groaned, a low, ragged sound that echoed in the small room.

The kiss became a commitment. She opened her mouth, her lips parting. She took him inside.

The taste was salty, musky, uniquely male. The heat of him filled her mouth. She hesitated for a second, her mind screaming warnings, but her body surged forward with a learned instinct. She remembered the rhythm from before, the slow suck, the careful slide, the use of her tongue.

She began to work.

Her head bobbed slowly at first, her mouth sliding down his shaft, then back up. Her tongue swirled around the head, licking away the pre-cum, then dipped to trace the sensitive ridge underneath. Her lips sealed tight around him, creating a vacuum as she pulled back. A soft, wet slurp echoed in the quiet.

I’m doing it, she thought, a strange detachment settling over her. Her hands came up to cradle the base of his cock, her fingers stroking the thick root, feeling the powerful throbbing of his pulse there. She could feel him growing even harder, even more tense in her mouth.

She increased her pace. The rhythm became more confident, hungrier. She took him deeper, her throat opening to accept more of his length. A gag reflex threatened, but she controlled it, breathing through her nose, focusing on the sensation of him filling her. Her world narrowed to this, the taste, the heat, the wet friction of her mouth on his skin, the low, approving groans he made above her.

His hands came to her head, not forcing, but guiding. His fingers threaded through her hair, holding her gently, feeling the motion of her work. “Fuck, yes,” he muttered, his voice strained. “Just like that.”

She lost herself in the act. The shame was there, but it was buried under a wave of primal, physical focus. She was a tool for his pleasure, and her own pleasure came from the efficiency of it, from the power of making this man shudder and gasp. Her own core throbbed in sympathy, a slick, aching emptiness that begged for attention, but she ignored it. This was for him.

She felt the change in him. The tension coiled to a breaking point. His cock twitched violently in her mouth. His breathing became ragged, frantic. His grip on her hair tightened.

“I’m gonna…” he warned, his voice choked.

Mei remembered. Swallow. She’d learned from last time. She prepared herself, relaxing her throat, ready for the flood.

It came.

A hot, sudden jet erupted against the back of her tongue. The taste was stronger, richer, a bitter-salty burst that flooded her senses. She swallowed instinctively, gulping down the first wave. But he had a lot. A second, thicker spurt followed, and a third. She swallowed diligently, working her throat to take it all.

But it was too much. Some of it dribbled out the corner of her lips, escaping her diligent effort. A thick, creamy strand spilled over her lower lip, tracing a path down her chin. Another droplet fell from the tip of his cock as she pulled back slightly, splashing onto the bare, smooth skin of her left breast. It landed just above her nipple, a warm, wet mark on her light cocoa skin.

She kept sucking, gently now, milking the last drops from him, until he finally shuddered and pulled himself free from her mouth.

She knelt there, panting, her lips slick and shiny. His cum dripped from her chin, a slow, obscene trickle. The splash on her breast glistened under the harsh light. She looked up at him, her dark eyes wide, her face a canvas of his release.

He took a moment, catching his breath, watching her with a look of pure, satisfied possession. Then he tucked himself back into his boxers, zipped his jeans, buckled his belt. The act was swift, practical.

He leaned down, his hand brushing her cheek, smearing the cum there slightly. His voice was low, almost tender, but the words were brutal. “You’re beautiful,” he said. Then, with a faint, cruel smile, he added, “But you’re also a dirty slut.”

The words hit her like a physical slap. They echoed in the small, grimy room. Dirty slut. They should have shattered her. But instead, they settled into her core, a dark, thrilling truth. He’d seen her. He’d used her. And he’d named her.

He straightened up, wiped his hands on his jeans, and without another word, he turned. He unlocked the bolt with a sharp click, pushed the door open, and stepped out into the corridor. The door swung shut behind him, leaving her alone in the sudden, stark silence.

Mei stayed on her knees for a moment, the cold floor seeping into her bones. The taste of him was still in her mouth. The feel of his cum was on her skin. She looked down at the splash on her breast, a sticky, pearlescent badge. A dirty slut.

Slowly, she pushed herself up. Her legs were shaky. She retrieved her crop top from the floor, but didn’t put it on. She held it in her hand, a damp, useless thing. She walked to the cracked mirror above the sink.

The girl reflected there was unrecognizable. Her hair was mussed from his grip. Her lips were swollen, red, smeared with remnants of white. A creamy trail dripped from her chin. The mark on her breast was unmistakable. Her eyes were dark, not with shame, but with a stunned, hollowed-out awareness.

She was beautiful. And she was a dirty slut.

He was right.

She reached for a wet paper towel from the sink, her movements deliberate yet trembling. She started with her chin, wiping away the sticky remnants that clung to her skin. Then, with careful precision, she cleaned the splash from her breast, the damp cloth coming away stained with his release. She stared at the cloth for a moment, her dark eyes unreadable, before tossing it into the trash. 

Her crop top was crumpled in her hand, damp from the floor. She pulled it back over her head, the fabric clinging slightly to her skin, still warm from the encounter. She adjusted it, smoothing it down over her chest, as if trying to erase the evidence of what had just happened. 

With a deep, steadying breath, she turned toward the door. Her legs felt unsteady, but she forced herself to walk, each step measured. She pushed the door open, stepping out into the dimly lit corridor of the club, the bass thrumming through the walls like a heartbeat. 

The air outside the bathroom felt cooler, sharper. She kept her head low, her hair hiding her face as she slipped back into the crowd, disappearing among the bodies. Her hands clenched at her sides, the ghost of his taste still lingering in her mouth, the weight of his words, dirty slut, settling into her bones like a brand. 

But she didn’t stop. She walked on, blending into the chaos, her steps carrying her further away from the grimy bathroom and the man who had seen her for what she was.


Chapter Ten

She found them exactly where she’d left them, leaning against the bar, a fresh bottle of something glittery between them. Chloe’s face lit up with a mischievous grin as Mei approached, her bare chest still visible, the top clutched in her hand.

As she approached the other two women, they saw her. They saw how she looked a little dishevelled, her top no longer straight, her hair now a mess. Her lips still swollen, slightly parted as if frozen in the act of wrapping around him. Her cheeks were flushed, not just from the alcohol but from the aftermath of surrender, from the heat of kneeling on that bathroom floor. Her skirt was slightly askew, the fabric clinging to her hips in a way that hinted at what she’d just done, what she’d just allowed.

Chloe’s grin widened, her eyes taking in every detail like a predator assessing its prey. “Well, well,” she drawled, her voice dripping with amusement. “Look at you. You look like you’ve been thoroughly used.” Her gaze lingered on Mei’s chest, her tone both teasing and approving.

Sophie, ever the calm observer, tilted her head slightly, her gaze sharp and analytical. She didn’t say anything, but her silence was heavy with scrutiny, as if she were piecing together every moment of Mei’s encounter from the evidence on her body.

Mei felt exposed under their gaze, more so than when she’d been on her knees in front of James. Here, in front of them, she wasn’t just a slut, a mouth, a body. She was a student, a project, a work in progress. And they were assessing her performance.

“Do I look…..” Mei started, her voice tentative, but Chloe cut her off with a laugh.

“You look exactly how you should,” Chloe said, her tone light but firm. “Messy. Used. Successful.” She reached out, brushing a strand of hair from Mei’s face, her touch almost affectionate. “You did good, babe. Now, tell us everything.”

Mei swallowed, the weight of their expectations pressing down on her. She felt like a specimen under a microscope, every detail of her encounter being dissected, analysed, categorized. But there was also a strange comfort in it. They weren’t judging her; they were guiding her. And for the first time, she felt like she might be getting it right.

“And?” Chloe prompted. “Details, babe. Did he like it?”

Mei nodded. Her breasts felt heavy, sensitive, the air cooling her skin. “He came a lot. I swallowed most of it.” She hesitated, the words forming like a confession. “He said I was beautiful. And then he said… he said I was a dirty slut.”

The phrase hung in the air between them, charged and raw.

Sophie placed her glass down on the bar with deliberate care. She reached out, her cool fingers touching Mei’s bare arm. “That, unfortunately,” she began, her tone measured and reassuring, “is the way men think. They’re so stupid. They want you to suck them off. They want to fuck you in the club loos. But then afterwards, they feel they have to be mean. To put you back in your place.”

Mei blinked, absorbing this. The casual cruelty explained as a stupid male impulse. It didn’t erase the sting, but it framed it. Made it seem… normal. Just a thing men do.

“You’ve fucked men in the club loos?” Mei asked, her curiosity genuine, a flicker of her old innocence peeking through the grime.

Chloe laughed, a warm, disarming sound. She shook her head. “No, babe, we don’t. But we are teaching you how the real social life works at university. You need to know what they want, what they expect. And how to handle it.” She looked at Sophie, a shared understanding passing between them. “It’s about control. Even when you’re on your knees.”

Mei’s mind raced. Control. On her knees, swallowing his cum, being called a slut… was that control? It felt like surrender. But Chloe’s words twisted the perception, making it seem like a secret power.

Sophie nudged Mei gently with her elbow, directing her gaze across the crowded bar. “Look, Mei,” she said softly. “There he is. With his friends.”

Mei’s eyes followed. She saw James, the geeky guy with the tentative smile, standing with a group of other boys near the arcade machines. They were laughing, clinking bottles. He was talking animatedly, gesturing with his hands.

“He’ll be telling them about the blow job,” Sophie continued, her voice a quiet, clinical observation. “I hope you gave him a really good one. You don’t want to get a reputation for a poor blow job. Was it with your tits out?”

The question was so direct, so blunt. Mei felt a fresh flush heat her skin. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice a little shocked at the memory. “My top was off. And he came so much. It… it spilled.”

Chloe’s playful smile widened. “Sounds good,” she said, her tone approving. “You must have done it really well. A messy finish is a good finish. It means you worked him hard.”

Sophie nodded, her hand still resting on Mei’s arm. “That’s good, babe,” she echoed. Her gaze was still on James and his friends. “I think that’s enough for tonight. Otherwise,” she said, turning back to Mei with a look that was both protective and warning, “we’ll be giving one of these guys your virginity next.”

The word virginity landed like a stone in Mei’s gut. It was the final frontier, the ultimate threshold. Everything she’d done, the stripping, the spanking, the masturbating in front of them, the blowjobs, all existed on a spectrum leading towards that one, irrevocable act. Sophie’s words weren’t a threat; they were a simple statement of progression. Next.

Chloe picked up the bottle from the bar. “Let’s go,” she announced, her cheerful demeanour resurfacing. “You’ve had your fun. Time to head back, debrief properly.” She winked at Mei. “With a proper drink.”

Her body felt profoundly different. Used. Sated in a strange, hollow way. Her lips were tender. Her throat felt slightly raw. Between her legs, the slick warmth had cooled, but a deep, residual ache remained, the ache of an empty, hungry core that had been denied its own release while servicing another. It was a conflicted ache, part frustration, part a twisted pride in her own endurance.

They pushed through the main doors, the cool night air of Glasgow hitting them like a splash of water. The noise of the club faded into a distant roar. They walked a few paces down the street, toward where Chloe’s car was parked.

Sophie turned to Mei as they walked. “You’re learning fast,” she said, her voice quiet in the relative silence of the street. “The bathroom… that’s a hard environment. You handled it.”

Mei looked at her, searching the composed face for judgment, but finding only that calm, analytical approval. “I didn’t think I could,” she confessed. “But when he… when he pushed me down, my body just knew what to do.”

Chloe chuckled, linking her arm through Mei’s. “Your body knows more than your brain does, sweetie. That’s the lesson. Your brain gets hung up on ‘should’ and ‘ought.’ Your body knows ‘want’ and ‘need.’ And tonight, your body needed to be a dirty slut in a club bathroom.” She said it with such casual affection that the label felt almost like a compliment.

Mei let herself be guided. The words, dirty slut, echoed in her mind, but now they were wrapped in Chloe’s playful tone and Sophie’s rational explanation. They weren’t a condemnation; they were a description of a performance. A role she had played well.

She thought of the splash on her breast, now cleaned away. She thought of the taste she’d swallowed. She thought of his friends laughing, hearing about her. The humiliation was there, but it was morphing, blending with a new sensation: a sense of accomplishment. She had crossed another line. She had done something even Chloe and Sophie hadn’t done. And they were proud of her.

They managed to wave down a taxi, its dull yellow glow cutting through the foggy Glasgow night. Mei slid into the back seat, her body sinking into the worn leather as the weight of the evening pressed down on her. Through the window, she caught a final glimpse of the club’s neon sign flickering in the distance. It was the place; the place where she had knelt on a damp bathroom floor, her lips wrapped around a stranger’s cock, her body surrendering to the rhythm of his thrusts. The place where she had been christened, marked, named. 

Sophie slid in on her left, her calm, composed presence a counterbalance to Mei’s frayed edges. Chloe climbed in on her right, her usual mischievous grin softening into something almost maternal, reassuring. “Home, then,” Chloe said, her voice warm but firm. “And a proper debrief. You’ve got a lot to process.” 

The engine sputtered to life, the low hum filling the silence as the taxi pulled away from the curb. Mei leaned back against the seat, her body finally giving in to the exhaustion that had been creeping up on her. The adrenaline of the night was fading, leaving behind a hollow ache between her thighs, a raw tenderness in her throat, and a strange, lingering emptiness that she couldn’t quite name. 

But beneath the fatigue, a new restlessness stirred, an unsettling curiosity that prickled at the edges of her thoughts. What does a proper debrief mean? she wondered, her mind racing with possibilities. And more terrifyingly, what came after the virginity line? Sophie’s words earlier had lingered in her mind, a quiet warning wrapped in a promise. Mei had crossed so many boundaries tonight, but that final threshold, the one that felt so irrevocable, loomed ahead like a distant, inevitable destination. 

As the city lights streaked past the window, Mei felt a shiver run through her. She wasn’t sure if it was the cool night air or the anticipation of what was to come. Either way, she knew there was no turning back now. The taxi carried them forward, her body tired but her mind wide awake, racing toward whatever lay ahead.


Epilogue

The cold duvet felt heavy on her naked skin, a stark contrast to the feverish heat still simmering in her blood. The taxi ride home had been a blur of streetlights and silent, knowing glances from Sophie and Chloe. Now, alone in the dark of her single room, the events of the night played on a relentless, shimmering loop behind her eyelids.

It started with his hands.

The memory was tactile, vivid. James’s hands, tentative at first on the dance floor, then growing bolder, more possessive. The image flashed: his palms sliding down from her waist, gripping the full, rounded curve of her ass through the thin skirt. He hadn’t caressed. He’d squeezed. A firm, testing grip, as if assessing fruit. Like I was a piece of meat. The thought should have revolted her. Instead, a fresh pulse of warmth gathered low in her belly.

Her own hand drifted from her side, fingertips brushing the smooth skin of her lower abdomen. She stared at the ceiling, but she was back in the strobe-lit chaos, feeling the hard, insistent ridge of his erection pressing against her belly. Then, later, in the grimy corridor, her own hand reaching out, her fingers closing around that thick outline through his jeans. The sheer, daunting size of him. The heat. The promise.

Her breath hitched. Her fingers trailed lower, through the soft, slick dark curls between her thighs. She was already wet. The ache from the club, the frustrated, empty throbbing she’d ignored while on her knees, came roaring back, amplified by the silence and the safety of her bed.

She let her mind go there. To the bathroom.

The cracked tile, the smell. Pulling her crop top over her head, the air cool on her bare, heavy breasts. James’s hungry eyes on them. His hands, rougher now, copping a feel, his thumbs scraping over her nipples, making them peak into hard, sensitive points. She pinched one of her own nipples now, rolling it between her thumb and forefinger. A sharp, delicious jolt shot straight to her core, and her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

Then on my knees.

This was the core of it. The humiliation that wasn’t humiliation. The polished linoleum, sticky with spilled drinks. The feel of his fingers tangling in her hair, not gently, but with a guiding urgency. The first salty taste of him on her tongue. The stretch of her lips. The gag reflex she fought down, the tears that had welled in her eyes from the effort, not from sadness. The obscene, wet sounds in that tiny, locked room. And the finale, the hot, bitter flood hitting the back of her throat, her frantic swallows, the spillage she couldn’t control, marking her chin, her breast…

“You’re a dirty slut.”

The words echoed in her quiet room, not as an insult, but as a mantra. A truth. Her fingers, now slick with her own arousal, found her swollen folds. She gasped as she touched her clit, a direct line of electric pleasure shooting through her. She began to circle it, slowly, her touch firm and knowing. Her body knew what it needed.

Her other hand crept up to her breast, cupping its full weight, mimicking the rough, possessive grasp she imagined. Is this what they want? she thought, her mind spiralling. Sophie and Chloe. They had plans. They’d said it. “We’ll be giving one of these guys your virginity next.”

Her virginity.

The thought should have terrified her. It did, but it was tangled with a thick, intoxicating vine of curiosity. Would it be like the bathroom? In some public, filthy place? With a stranger, or with someone she knew, like Ethan, with his intense eyes and firm spanks? Or Dan, with his easy smile? Or another James, hungry and quick?

Would she let them?

Her fingers worked faster, plunging two inside her now, fucking herself in a steady, desperate rhythm. The slick, hot clutch of her own body was a poor substitute, but it stoked the fantasy. She imagined not knowing the man. A faceless stranger in a dark alley, or a crowded pub toilet. Sophie and Chloe watching, maybe filming, their faces alight with cool approval. Giving her away. The ultimate exposure. The final layer of modesty stripped not by her own choice, but by theirs. A gift of her own degradation.

The idea was horrifying. It was electrifying.

A moan escaped her lips, muffled by the pillow. Her back arched, driving her fingers deeper. She thought of the splash of cum on her breast, the feel of it drying on her skin, a sticky badge. She imagined that, but times ten. Marked, claimed, used in that most fundamental way. The burning stretch. The pinch of pain she knew was coming. The messy, biological reality of it.

She loved the humiliation. The admission, finally clear and uncontested, pushed her to the edge. Her breathing became ragged, shallow pants. Her thighs trembled. The coil in her belly tightened unbearably.

“Yes,” she whispered into the dark, to Sophie, to Chloe, to the phantom men in her head. “Do it. Give it away. Let them…”

The orgasm ripped through her, a silent, violent storm. Her body bowed off the mattress, muscles locking. Pleasure, white-hot and razor-sharp, radiated out from her clit, flooding every nerve ending. It wasn’t sweet or gentle; it was a conquering, a surrender, a punishment and a reward all at once. Her vision sparked with static as she rode the waves, her fingers still working, milking every last shuddering pulse from her core.

Slowly, slowly, the tremors subsided. She collapsed back onto the damp sheets, spent. The intense, focused heat receded, leaving behind a hollow, trembling exhaustion. The fantasies faded, leaving only the after-image: a faceless man moving over her, Sophie’s phone held aloft, Chloe’s encouraging smile.

She turned onto her side, curling into a tight ball. The troubled sleep descended not as a gentle blanket, but as a dark, deep riptide, pulling her under with the weight of the question still unanswered, yet feeling more and more like a foregone conclusion.




Book Three Teaser

By the time the taxi pulled away and the lights of the club disappeared behind them, Mei knew something had changed again.

Not suddenly. Not in one moment.
But in the way she walked now.
In the way she thought.
In the way she no longer reacted with shock first, but with curiosity.

Book One had been about dares.
Book Two had been about being seen.

Book Three, though none of them had said it out loud yet, was going to be about something else entirely.

Crossing lines you cannot uncross.

The next week at university felt strangely normal on the surface. Lectures, libraries, coffee shops, essays, group chats, people complaining about deadlines and hangovers. Mei moved through it all as she always had, quiet, polite, organised. To most people, she was just another student with long black hair and neat handwriting and a calm voice in seminars.

But now she knew that wasn’t the whole truth anymore.

Now she had secrets.

Secrets that lived in club bathrooms, in dark stairwells, in bedrooms with locked doors and phones recording. Secrets that lived in the way Sophie sometimes looked at her, like a teacher watching a student progress. Secrets that lived in Chloe’s laughter, in the way she said “You’re learning.”

One evening, a week after the club, the three of them were sitting together again, books open but not really studying, the same familiar scene that had started everything months earlier.

Wine glasses on the desk.
Music low in the background.
The comfortable silence of people who knew each other very well.

Mei was lying on Chloe’s bed, scrolling on her phone, when Sophie closed her book quietly.

“I think,” Sophie said, “we need to talk about what comes next.”

Mei looked up slowly.

Chloe smiled immediately, that mischievous, excited smile Mei had come to recognise as dangerous.

“What do you mean?” Mei asked.

Sophie didn’t answer immediately. She walked over to the window and looked out for a moment, as if organising her thoughts.

“You’ve done a lot of things this term that you told us you would never do,” Sophie said calmly. “You’ve surprised yourself. You’ve learned a lot about men. About yourself. About control.”

Mei said nothing.

Chloe sat down on the edge of the bed beside her.

“But there’s one thing you haven’t done yet,” Chloe said softly.

Mei felt a slow, heavy feeling settle in her stomach. She already knew what they were going to say before they said it.

Sophie turned back from the window and looked at her.

“You’re still a virgin,” Sophie said.

The word hung in the air between them, heavy and unavoidable.

Mei swallowed slowly but didn’t look away.

Sophie’s voice was calm, almost gentle now.

“That’s not something that should happen by accident,” she continued. “It shouldn’t be drunk in a stranger’s bedroom after a party. It shouldn’t be with someone who doesn’t matter. It should be… an event.”

Chloe smiled slightly.
“A big event,” she said.

Mei felt her heart begin to beat faster, that familiar mixture of fear and excitement spreading slowly through her chest.

“What are you planning?” she asked quietly.

Sophie and Chloe looked at each other, then back at her.

Sophie smiled slightly.

“You’ll see,” she said.

And for the first time since she had arrived at university, Mei realised something that both frightened and excited her in equal measure.

Her life was no longer just happening to her.

Sophie and Chloe were planning it.

And she wasn’t sure anymore whether she wanted to stop them.
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