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Prologue

The silence in her room was a physical thing, a dense, velvet quiet that pressed against her ears after the roar of the club. Mei lay flat on her bed, her back against the cool duvet, her eyes fixed on the dark ceiling. The adrenaline had drained away, leaving a hollow, metallic stillness in her veins. Her body felt like a foreign object—heavy, used, and yet strangely alive.

Her mind didn’t replay the events in order. It presented fragments, sensory shards that cut deeper than any coherent narrative.

The slap.

Not the spanking from Ethan, which had been ritualistic, controlled. This was different. The memory surfaced crisp and sharp: the cold air of the hallway on her bare skin, the frantic pounding of her heart as she ran, the sudden, shocking presence of the male housemate stepping out from under the stairs. His hand, holding a beer, then that hand swinging, not in anger but in blatant, hungry male appreciation, connecting with the full, rounded curve of her bare ass. The sound, a sharp, wet crack that echoed in the empty space. The sting bloomed instantly, a hot, spreading brand. And her reaction… she hadn’t flinched away. She’d frozen, then pushed her ass out slightly, offering it, before scrambling away. The shame had been immediate, scalding. Now, in the dark, the memory of that sting morphed into a low, throbbing pulse between her thighs. He saw me. He touched me. And I… I presented myself.

Then, the overlay of the bathroom.

The taste. Salty, bitter, biological. The stretch of her lips around James’s cock, the gagging pressure at the back of her throat she had to swallow past. The feel of his hands, not in her hair but gripping her skull, directing her. The wet, slick sounds of her own mouth working. And the final, hot spillage, not just in her mouth, but on her chin, her breast, a messy, undeniable mark. “You’re a dirty slut.” The words weren’t a memory of sound, but a sensation, a label searing into her skin.

A slow, deep tremor ran through her. It started in her core, a vibration of confused energy. Shame was there, a familiar, acidic pool in her stomach. But it wasn’t alone. It was tangled with something thicker, warmer, more compelling. Arousal.

Her hand, lying palm-up on the duvet, twitched. Her fingertips brushed her own thigh, feeling the smooth, cocoa-toned skin. She didn’t consciously move it; it seemed to drift on its own, a magnet drawn to the heat gathering low in her belly. It slid over her hip, across the flat plane of her lower abdomen, and into the soft, damp curls between her legs.

She was so wet. The evidence of her own body shocked her for a second, the slickness was immediate, abundant, a secret confession her skin was making. She let her fingers rest there, not moving, just feeling the swollen, heated flesh. Her breath shallowed.

Why didn’t I stop?

The question floated, detached. During the slap. During the kneeling. When Chloe dared her to run naked. When Sophie calmly suggested the next dare. She had hesitated, yes. A flutter of panic, a gasp of “I can’t.” But then… she had. Every time. The hesitation wasn’t a wall; it was a doorway she stepped through.

The realisation was quiet, but absolute: She didn’t want to stop.

It wasn’t about pleasing Sophie and Chloe anymore. It was about the feeling. The exposure. The sting. The degradation. The being seen and used. Her body craved it. Her mind was just catching up.

Her fingers began to move. A slow, exploratory circle over her slick folds. She gasped, the touch almost too direct. Her hips shifted, pressing down against the bed, seeking friction. She thought of Sophie’s face, watching from the bedroom door during the staircase dare. Not laughing, not mocking. Observing. Measuring her reaction like a scientist noting data. Sophie’s calm authority had made the madness feel safe, sanctioned. Chloe’s playful warmth had made it feel fun, like a game. Together, they had constructed a world where humiliation was a thrill, where surrender was a strength.

Mei’s touch grew more deliberate. Two fingers slipped inside herself, easily, welcomed by her own hungry body. The ache from the club, the empty, frustrated throbbing that had been ignored while she serviced James, was now a demanding, physical presence. She curled her fingers, finding a rhythm, fucking herself with a steady, building intensity. Her other hand crept up to her breast, cupping the full, heavy weight. She pinched her nipple, rolling it, and a sharp, bright pain-pleasure jolted straight to her core, making her back arch off the bed.

Her mind abandoned coherence. It became a collage of exposed moments.

The feel of the cold stair-rail against her bare ass as she ran.

The hungry eyes of the housemate, not just on her ass, but on her swinging breasts, her entire naked form.

James’s muttered “fuck yes” as she pulled her top off, his thumbs on her nipples.

The polished linoleum of the bathroom floor, cold and sticky under her knees.

The final, hot splash on her skin.

Each memory fed the fire. Her breathing turned ragged, her movements frantic. She imagined Sophie filming it all. Not just the staircase, but this, her alone in her room, masturbating to the memory of her own degradation. The ultimate exposure: her private pleasure built entirely on public shame.

“Give one of these guys your virginity next.”

Sophie’s words weren’t a threat now; they were a promise. A destination. Mei imagined it vividly: a stranger, maybe the housemate who slapped her, maybe another faceless man from the club. In a dirty room, or another bathroom. Sophie and Chloe there, guiding, watching. The burning, stretching pain of penetration. The messy, biological reality of being taken. The loss of that final, sacred boundary.

The fantasy wasn’t gentle. It was brutal, humiliating, and it made her fingers plunge deeper, her rhythm become punishing. A moan tore from her throat, raw and unfiltered. She was chasing not just release, but a replication of that feeling, the moment of being overcome, of being used.

The orgasm hit her like a theft. It was violent, conquering, a wave of white-hot pleasure that seized her entire body and shook it. Her thighs clamped around her hand, her spine bowed, her head pushed back into the pillow. It was less a peak than a collapse into a searing, endless moment of surrender. Pleasure and shame fused, indistinguishable, flooding her until she was nothing but a trembling, spent vessel.

Slowly, the waves receded. She lay gasping, her fingers still inside her, feeling the last, faint pulses of her own body. The silence returned, but it was different now. Charged. Accepting.

She felt ashamed. Deeply, bitterly ashamed of what she’d done, of what she’d become, of what she wanted. But the arousal was there too, a warm, persistent echo in her blood, a hungry emptiness between her legs that knew exactly what it needed to be filled.

She knew, with a calm, unsettling certainty, that she would go back for more. The curiosity was now the dominant force. The shame was just a seasoning, making the thrill sharper. She would return to Sophie and Chloe. She would listen to their next dare. She would cross the next line. And the final one. Her virginity wasn’t a treasure to protect; it was a barrier to be broken, a last frontier of exposure.

She curled onto her side, her body slick and exhausted. The turmoil wasn’t a conflict; it was an equilibrium. Shame on one side, desire on the other. And desire was heavier.


Chapter One

The walk across campus felt ordinary.

That was the first thing Mei noticed.

The sky was already dimming into that soft grey-blue that came just before evening settled properly, and the paths were busy with students moving in loose clusters, voices carrying lightly through the cool air. Someone laughed loudly near the library steps. A bike rattled past. Music drifted faintly from an open window somewhere above.

It was all exactly the same as it had always been.

And yet, as Mei adjusted the strap of her bag on her shoulder and followed the familiar route toward Chloe’s building, she felt it again. That quiet awareness sitting just beneath the surface. Not overwhelming. Not even distracting.

Just… there.

She couldn’t quite name it.

Only that things didn’t feel quite as simple as they used to.

By the time she reached the house, her steps had slowed slightly without her realising. The front door looked the same. The windows glowed with warm light. Somewhere inside, she could hear faint music and the murmur of voices.

Normal.

She lifted her hand and knocked.

The door opened almost immediately.

“Hey,” Chloe said brightly, already smiling before Mei had even stepped inside.

There was something effortless about her, as always. Relaxed. Open. As if she had been expecting this exact moment.

Mei smiled back, stepping into the warmth of the hallway. “Hi.”

Chloe pulled her into a quick, easy hug, then stepped aside to let her in.

“Perfect timing,” she said. “We’ve actually started being productive for once.”

Mei gave a small laugh. “I’ll believe that when I see it.”

Inside, the house felt lived-in and comfortable. The faint smell of coffee and something sweet lingered in the air. Music played quietly somewhere deeper in the house, low enough not to distract, just enough to fill the silence.

“Upstairs,” Chloe said, already turning.

Mei followed her up the stairs, her steps instinctively quiet, her hand brushing lightly against the banister as they moved. There was something about coming here now that felt… familiar. Routine, almost. But not in the same way as before.

There was always that slight edge to it.

By the time they reached the bedroom, the door was already half open.

Sophie was inside, sitting at the desk with a book open in front of her, a notebook beside it, a pen resting neatly across the page. A glass sat to one side, untouched for now.

As always, she looked effortlessly put together. There was a quiet elegance to her, the kind that didn’t need attention but drew it anyway. Her blonde hair fell smoothly over her shoulders, her posture straight, composed, almost deliberate. She dressed simply, but everything about her felt considered, controlled. There was a calm confidence in the way she carried herself, something that made her seem slightly older than everyone else around her.

Chloe, by contrast, was already stretched out on the bed, one leg tucked under her, the other dangling loosely over the side. Where Sophie was composed, Chloe was relaxed. Where Sophie was measured, Chloe was instinctive. Her dark hair fell in soft waves around her face, and she wore her clothes like they were an extension of her personality, easy, flattering, just a little more playful. She smiled quickly, laughed easily, and moved with a natural, unselfconscious energy that made people look without realising they were doing it.

Together, they created a contrast Mei had started to notice more and more.

Sophie’s beauty was cool, controlled, quietly commanding.

Chloe’s was warm, open, and impossible to ignore.

And somehow, sitting between them, Mei always felt like she was being drawn into something she didn’t fully understand yet.

She glanced up as Mei entered.

“Hi,” she said simply, a small, knowing smile touching her lips.

“Hi,” Mei replied, stepping further into the room.

The space felt the same as it always did. Warm. Slightly enclosed. The soft glow of a lamp in the corner giving everything a gentle, almost intimate atmosphere. Books stacked loosely on the desk. Clothes draped casually over a chair. The bed slightly unmade, as if it had already been used earlier in the day.

Chloe moved straight to the bed and dropped onto it, reaching for a notebook.

“Right,” she said, stretching her legs out. “Let’s at least pretend we’re serious students for a bit.”

Mei set her bag down near the desk and pulled out her books, settling into the chair opposite Sophie.

For a while, it really was just studying.

Pages turned. Pens moved. Questions were asked and answered. Sophie explained things calmly and clearly, her voice steady, patient, precise. Chloe chipped in occasionally, less structured but just as helpful in her own way.

Mei found herself focusing properly, more than she expected to. There was something about being here, with them, that made it easier. Less pressure somehow. Or maybe just… different pressure.

Time passed quietly.

At one point, Chloe got up and disappeared briefly, returning with three glasses and a bottle, placing them casually on the desk without interrupting the flow of conversation.

No announcement. No shift in tone.

Just part of the routine.

Mei noticed it, of course.

But she didn’t comment.

She just kept reading, underlining a sentence, listening as Sophie continued explaining a concept she’d been struggling with earlier in the week.

It all felt so normal.

And that, more than anything, was what made it different.

Because Mei knew, even as she sat there, pen in hand, quietly nodding along, that this part of the evening was only the beginning.

It always was.


Chapter Two

The books were open, notes scattered across Chloe’s duvet, but the study had dissolved an hour ago. It happened not with a pronouncement, but a sigh. Chloe had stretched, her sweater riding up to reveal a slice of smooth stomach, and said, “God, my brain’s mush. Wine?”

It was a ritual now. The bottle appeared, three glasses were filled without ceremony. Mei took hers, the cool glass familiar in her hand. The first sip was dry, a catalyst. The conversation meandered, a lecture, a gossipy titbit about a tutor, but the tone had shifted. It was looser, warmer. The edges of the room seemed to soften in the lamplight.

“Okay,” Chloe announced, setting her glass down with a decisive click. “I’m bored of being smart. Truth or Dare. Mei, you’re up first. Truth or dare?”

No hesitation. A quiet, “Truth.” The word felt like a key turning in a well-oiled lock. This was the game. This was where she lived now.

Chloe’s smile was all mischief. “Right. That guy from the club. James. Have you… you know… touched yourself thinking about him? About what you did?”

The question landed, direct and brutal. Mei’s cheeks heated instantly. She looked into her wine, seeing the dark red swirl. A month ago, she would have stammered, denied, fled. Now, she felt the weight of two pairs of eyes, Chloe’s playful, Sophie’s analytical, and a different response took shape. Curiosity. A need to confess. The wine hummed in her veins, lowering the last gates.

“Yes,” she said, the word barely a whisper. Then, stronger. “I have.”

“How many times?” Sophie’s voice was calm, instructional, as if asking for a data point.

Mei swallowed. “Since that night? Three… maybe four.”

Chloe whistled low. “Someone’s been busy. And what do you think about? Just the sucking? Or… more?”

The air grew thick. Mei felt a familiar, slick heat begin to pulse between her thighs. The shame was there, but it was distant, overshadowed by a thrilling, dirty honesty. “The… the bathroom. The floor. The… the taste. Him calling me that name.” Her voice dropped. “And sometimes… I think about what comes next.”

Sophie nodded slowly, as if a hypothesis was confirmed. Without a word, she reached for the hem of her own tight, long-sleeved top and pulled it over her head in one fluid motion. Her bra followed, unhooked at the front and discarded beside her. Her breasts were freed, pale and elegant in the soft light, her nipples already peaked. She didn’t look at Mei, just settled back against the headboard, serene and exposed.

“Your turn, girls,” Sophie said, her tone implying it wasn’t a request. It was the next logical step.

Chloe giggled, already wriggling out of her own top and bra. Her fuller breasts bounced free, her nipples a deeper pink. “Come on, Mei. Rules are rules.”

Mei’s fingers trembled slightly as she lifted her own sweater. The cotton passed over her head, and the cool air kissed her skin. She fumbled with the clasp of her bra, her 34C breasts spilling into her hands before she let them go. The feeling was not of shock, but of familiarity. This was their routine. This was what they did. The profound normalcy of her own nudity in this space made her dizzy. She sat back, her dark nipples hardening, her heavy breasts swaying with the motion.

“Good girl,” Chloe purred, her eyes roaming over Mei’s torso. “Now, next question. My turn to ask Mei a truth.” She leaned forward, her expression one of warm, conspiratorial curiosity. “All this boy talk. Makes me wonder… have you ever thought about girls? Sexually, I mean.”

The pivot was so smooth, so casual. It stole Mei’s breath. Her gaze flicked between Chloe’s playful face and Sophie’s composed, topless form. The thought had flickered, in the shower, in the dark—a confusing, shapeless wonder about soft skin and different touches. To have it voiced here, now, while they were all bare-chested…

“I… I don’t know,” she stammered, but it was a lie, and they all knew it. The flush spreading down her chest betrayed her.

Sophie intervened, her calm voice slicing through Mei’s fluster. “Let’s be more specific. A practical question. Mei, have you ever shaved? You know. Down there.”

Mei’s hand instinctively twitched toward her own lap, still covered by her jeans. “N-no,” she breathed. The admission felt intensely private.

“Really?” Chloe’s eyebrows shot up. “It’s so much better. Cleaner. Prettier. Don’t you think, Soph?”

Sophie gave a slight, elegant shrug of her bare shoulders. “It’s a preference. Some like the neatness.”

Chloe’s eyes gleamed. “Well, I think Mei should see what she’s missing.” Her tone was light, but the command in it was absolute. “A visual aid. Mei, look.”

Before Mei could process the command, Chloe was moving. She shifted off the bed, standing in the space between the bed and the desk. Her fingers went to the button of her jeans, popped it, slid the zip down. She pushed the denim and her panties down in one swift motion, stepping out of them. She stood there, completely naked, her curvy body illuminated by the lamp.

“See?” Chloe said, spreading her stance just a little.

Mei’s breath caught in her throat, a sharp, silent gasp. Her eyes were locked, helpless. She was staring directly at the neat, bare mound between Chloe’s thighs. The skin there was smooth, pale, and hairless, revealing the delicate pink folds nestled beneath. It was utterly exposed, intimate, and presented with such casual confidence that it shattered Mei’s last defences.

A violent, shocking throb of arousal clenched deep inside Mei’s own core, so intense it was almost painful. Her mouth went dry. She could feel her own wetness soaking through her jeans, a hot, slick secret. Her nipples drew into unbearably tight points. She was transfixed, her mind blank, every atom of her being focused on the naked, shaved proof of Chloe’s question.

Chloe smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. She didn’t cover herself. She just stood there, letting the image burn itself into Mei’s mind. Sophie watched from the bed, her serene expression finally breaking into a faint, satisfied smile as she observed the total, captivated hunger on Mei’s face.


Chapter Three

The silence that followed Chloe’s naked display was charged, heavy with unspoken possibilities. Mei’s gaze remained glued to that smooth, intimate space between Chloe’s thighs, her own body responding with a helpless, pulsing heat.

Chloe smiled, stepping back towards the bed with a confident sway. “Men do like a shaved smooth little pussy,” she said casually, settling back onto the duvet beside Sophie. Her tone was conversational, as if discussing a fashion choice. “It’s cleaner. More inviting.”

Sophie, still topless and serene, nodded slowly. Her eyes held Mei’s, calm and assessing. “Aesthetics are important,” she stated. Then, her gaze shifted to Chloe. “Dare time. Chloe, your dare.” She paused, letting the moment stretch. “I dare you to have Mei kiss your shaved pussy.”

The words landed with a soft, devastating precision. Mei’s breath stopped. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Kiss her? There?

Chloe’s laugh was a warm, delighted ripple. “Oh, Soph, you’re wicked.” She turned to Mei, her expression playful yet utterly commanding. “Well? You’ve learnt to suck cock. Now you have to learn to worship pussy.”

Mei’s mouth opened, but no sound came out. Her mind scrambled for a refusal, a protest, but found only a blank, white shock. The wine haze, the naked familiarity of the room, the sheer normalcy Sophie and Chloe projected… it all conspired against her.

Sophie leaned forward slightly. “We’ve helped you so much, Mei. Guided you. Protected you. Showed you what you can be.” Her voice was gentle, yet immovable. “Now it’s time to pay us both back.”

Pay them back. The phrase twisted inside Mei, a mix of obligation and dark curiosity. She had crossed so many lines for them. This was just… another line. A different shape. Her body, already slick and aching, seemed to vote yes before her mind could.

Before Mei could formulate a response, Sophie moved. With the same fluid grace, she stood up from the bed. Her hands went to her own jeans, unbuttoning them, sliding them down her slender legs along with her underwear. She stepped free, turning to face Mei fully.

Sophie’s body was a study in elegant control. And there, between her thighs, was not the complete bareness of Chloe, but a neat, precise landing strip, a narrow trail of blonde hair above her otherwise smooth, pale skin, leading to her delicate, pink folds.

“See?” Sophie said, her voice still calm. “Different preferences. All beautiful.”

Chloe grinned. “Now, Mei,” she said, her tone dipping into something firmer. “Strip off. Show us your natural curls. Otherwise…” She let the threat hang, smiling. “We’ll have you walking down into the kitchen with the housemates. While being completely naked.”

Mei knew they would. The memory of her naked run up the stairs, the slap from the housemate… it wasn’t a bluff. It was a promise. A wave of humiliation-fuelled arousal washed over her, making her fingers tremble. She looked at Sophie’s composed nakedness, then at Chloe’s playful, expectant face.

Her own hands moved. They felt like someone else’s hands. She unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down her thighs, stepped out. Her panties followed, a final, tiny scrap of modesty discarded onto the floor. The air was cool on her completely exposed skin. She stood before them, her heart-shaped ass bare, her full breasts heavy and unconstrained, the dark, soft curls between her thighs now fully visible.

Three beautiful young women, all naked. The dynamic was absolute.

“Good,” Sophie murmured, her eyes scanning Mei’s body with a detached appreciation. She lay back on the bed, near the pillows, opening her thighs. The invitation was silent, undeniable. “So, Mei. Now you will use your mouth. You will try to make me cum. Then you will do the same for Chloe.” She paused, letting the instruction sink into the quiet room. “Afterwards, you will decide which you prefer.”

The command was so clinical, so devoid of emotion, it felt like a medical procedure. Yet the act it described was the most intimate, forbidden thing Mei could imagine. Her legs felt weak. She looked at Chloe, who was now lying back as well, mirroring Sophie’s pose, her smooth mound exposed and waiting.

Mei’s body moved before her conscience could rally. She knelt on the floor beside the bed, then crawled onto it, between Sophie’s open legs. The duvet was soft under her knees. The sight before her was overwhelming. Sophie’s pale, slender thighs, the neat landing strip, the delicate, pink vulva revealed beneath. It was so close. So real. The scent was subtle, clean, feminine.

Her mind screamed a thousand protests, but her body was a throbbing, obedient instrument. She lowered her head, her long black hair falling around her shoulders. She hesitated, her lips inches from that intimate skin.

“Go on,” Sophie whispered, her hand coming to rest gently on Mei’s head, not pushing, but guiding. “Explore. Learn.”

Mei closed her eyes for a second, then opened them. She leaned in.

Her first touch was not with her mouth, but with her nose, a hesitant nudge against Sophie’s inner thigh. The skin was warm, soft. Then, driven by a curiosity that felt both alien and deeply instinctual, she lowered her face further.

Her lips brushed the smooth skin just above Sophie’s folds. It was a tentative, closed-mouth kiss. A peck. Sophie’s breathing remained steady, calm.

“Use your tongue,” Chloe encouraged from beside them, her voice a warm, encouraging murmur. “Don’t be shy.”

Mei’s tongue darted out, wet and unsure. She licked a gentle, upward stroke along Sophie’s outer labia. The texture was soft, yielding. The taste was neutral, clean, with a faint, musky sweetness. A fresh, powerful wave of arousal clenched inside Mei’s own core, confusing and intense. This is wrong. This is…

But Sophie’s thigh tensed slightly. A soft, almost imperceptible sigh escaped her lips. The reaction, subtle but undeniable, was a drug. Mei’s hesitation evaporated.

She pressed her face closer, her mouth opening. She kissed Sophie’s folds more directly, her lips parting to gently suck the soft flesh. Then her tongue ventured deeper, exploring the warm, hidden space. She found the small, protruding bud of Sophie’s clit and circled it, tentatively.

Sophie’s hand on her head exerted a gentle pressure. “Good,” she breathed, her voice losing some of its composure, taking on a hushed, warm tone. “A little firmer.”

Mei obeyed. She increased the pressure of her tongue, focusing on the slick, swollen kernel. She mimicked what she imagined a man would do, what she had done with James, a rhythmic, dedicated attention. Her own pleasure was a distant, secondary fire; her primary focus was the feel of Sophie’s body responding under her mouth.

Sophie’s hips began a subtle, undulating movement. Her breaths grew shorter, sharper. Mei felt a new wetness, Sophie’s own arousal, coating her tongue. The taste changed, becoming richer, more distinct. She lost herself in the task, in the rhythm, in the silent, powerful feedback from the body beneath her.

She licked, she sucked, she explored with a growing confidence. Her hands came up to rest on Sophie’s thighs, holding them open. She felt the muscles tremble under her palms. Sophie’s quiet sighs turned into soft, controlled moans. The serene woman was unravelling, and Mei was the cause.

The climax came not with a shout, but with a series of tense, shuddering contractions. Sophie’s body arched slightly, her thighs tightening around Mei’s head. A low, guttural sound of release vibrated in her throat. Mei kept her mouth pressed firm, her tongue steady, until the tremors subsided and Sophie’s body softened back into the duvet.

Mei pulled back, her lips wet, her face flushed. She looked up at Sophie, who was gazing down at her with a new expression—a deep, satisfied warmth. “Very good,” Sophie said, her voice thick. “Now. Chloe.”


Chapter Four

The air in Chloe’s bedroom was thick with a new scent, the musky, sweet smell of Sophie’s satisfaction mixed with the wine and their own arousal. Mei’s mouth still tasted of Sophie, her lips damp and tingling. She knelt on the bed, feeling the wetness between her own thighs pulse in answer to what she had just done. Sophie’s gentle hand slid from Mei’s head, a final, approving touch.

“Now,” Sophie said, her voice soft but unwavering. Her eyes shifted to Chloe, who was lying beside her, a playful smile already dancing on her lips. “The same for Chloe.”

Mei’s gaze followed the command. Chloe’s naked form was a contrast to Sophie’s elegant lines, curvier, more openly inviting. And there, between her thighs, was the smooth, bare expanse Mei had stared at earlier. It gleamed in the lamplight, utterly exposed.

Chloe chuckled, shifting her hips. “Come on, sweetie. Don’t leave me hanging.”

The transition felt surreal. Mei crawled across the soft duvet, her knees sinking into the fabric, moving from between Sophie’s legs to between Chloe’s. Her world narrowed to the intimate space before her. Chloe’s scent was different, a brighter, more floral note beneath the same clean warmth. Her thighs were slightly wider, softer.

Mei hesitated again, her mind a whirl of confusion and a deep, undeniable pull. This wasn’t a man. This was something entirely new. And yet, her body was screaming yes. The humiliation of being commanded to do this, the sheer obedience of it, was fuelling a fire inside her she couldn’t name.

She lowered her head. Her long black hair brushed Chloe’s skin. She closed her eyes for a second, then opened them, focusing on the smooth, hairless skin. She remembered Chloe’s words. Men do like a shaved smooth little pussy. Was she, in doing this, preparing herself for a man? The thought was dizzying.

Her first touch was more confident this time. She pressed her lips directly to Chloe’s inner thigh, a kiss. Then, guided by the memory of Sophie’s reactions, she moved her mouth to Chloe’s centre. Her lips parted, and she kissed Chloe’s folds with an open mouth, a soft, sucking press.

Chloe’s body responded instantly. A gasp, a slight arch of her back. “Oh, yes,” she murmured, her voice warm and encouraging. “Use your tongue, Mei. Show me what you learned.”

Mei’s tongue darted out. The texture was the same softness, but the taste was subtly different, a touch sweeter, more vibrant. She explored with a growing hunger, licking along the outer lips, then venturing inward. She found Chloe’s clit, a firm, eager little bud, and circled it with her tongue.

Chloe’s moans were less controlled than Sophie’s. They were loud, appreciative, a series of “ohs” and “fucks” that filled the room. Her hands came down to tangle in Mei’s hair, not guiding, but gripping, holding her head in place. “Don’t stop,” Chloe breathed, her hips beginning to rock against Mei’s face.

Mei lost herself in the rhythm. She licked, she sucked, she focused all her attention on that one small, sensitive point. The wetness from Chloe’s body coated her chin. The sounds Chloe made, the ragged breaths, the pleasured cries, were a direct feedback loop, driving Mei deeper. Her own arousal was a constant, throbbing ache now, a desperate emptiness that echoed Chloe’s building pleasure.

She felt Chloe’s thighs start to tremble. The grip on her hair tightened. Chloe’s breathing became sharp, frantic pants. “Right there… keep going…”

Mei did. She pushed her tongue harder, faster. She felt Chloe’s body tense, a coiled spring about to snap. And then it did.

Chloe’s orgasm was a vocal, physical eruption. She cried out, a loud, unrestrained sound of release. Her hips bucked against Mei’s mouth, her thighs clamping around Mei’s head. Mei kept her mouth locked, her tongue working through the convulsions, feeling the intense pulses of Chloe’s climax against her lips. It was messy, wet, and overwhelming.

When Chloe finally collapsed back, panting, her grip loosened. Mei pulled back, her face slick, her lips swollen. She looked up, dazed.

Chloe grinned; her eyes glazed with satisfaction. “Fucking brilliant, Mei.” She patted Mei’s cheek. “You’re a natural.”

Mei just knelt there, breathing heavily. Her mind was a blank canvas of sensation. She had done it. She had made both of them… finish. The pride was a strange, sharp little thing amidst the confusion.

But the reprieve was brief. Chloe shifted on the bed, her movements purposeful. “My turn,” she announced, her voice still breathy but regaining its playful command.

Before Mei could process what that meant, Chloe was moving. She slid down the bed, positioning herself between Mei’s thighs. Mei was still kneeling, her legs spread from her position over Chloe. Now, Chloe’s face was level with Mei’s own exposed, untouched centre.

“You did so well for us,” Chloe said, her eyes locking onto Mei’s dark curls. “Now, let’s see what you’re made of.”

Mei’s heart stuttered. She’s going to… The thought was both terrifying and electrifying. She had never… no one had ever…

Chloe didn’t hesitate. She leaned in, her face close to Mei’s thighs. But she didn’t touch her with her mouth. Instead, she reached out a hand, her fingers tracing through Mei’s soft, natural curls. “You’re so wet,” Chloe murmured, her touch exploratory. “So ready.” Her fingers parted Mei’s folds, a gentle, intimate inspection. Mei gasped, a sharp intake of breath as the direct contact sent a jolt straight to her core.

Then Chloe looked up, her expression serious. “But for our next study session,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “you’ll need to be shaved. Smooth. Like me.” Her fingers brushed Mei’s sensitive skin again. “It’s time. We’ll take care of it.”

The instruction was a future promise, a new line drawn. Mei could only nod, a shaky, obedient movement.

Before she could dwell on it, Chloe finally lowered her mouth. Her lips brushed Mei’s inner thigh, a teasing kiss. Then they moved to Mei’s centre.

The first touch of Chloe’s mouth on her most intimate part was a shock of pure, undiluted sensation. It was warm, soft, and direct. Chloe’s tongue swept across Mei’s folds in one long, languid stroke. Mei cried out, a short, sharp sound of surprise and overwhelming pleasure. Her hands flew out, gripping the duvet for anchor.

Chloe didn’t tease. She dove in with confident, practiced movements. Her tongue found Mei’s clit and began to circle it, firm and relentless. Her lips suckled at the sensitive flesh. Mei’s body, already primed from watching and serving, ignited instantly. A wave of heat crashed through her, so intense it felt violent. Her hips jerked, trying to press against Chloe’s face, to get more.

“Fuck,” Mei whimpered, her head falling back. The sensations were foreign, incredible, too much. She was drowning in it.

Just then, Sophie moved. She didn’t speak. She simply crawled across the bed, coming to lie beside Mei. She wrapped an arm around Mei’s waist, pulling her close. Then Sophie’s face turned to Mei’s, and she kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was deep, probing, possessive. Sophie’s tongue pushed into Mei’s mouth, exploring it with the same calm authority she used for everything. Mei’s mind fragmented. Chloe’s mouth working relentlessly between her thighs, Sophie’s tongue claiming her own mouth, Sophie’s hands…

Sophie’s free hand came up to Mei’s breast. Her fingers cupped the full, heavy weight, then her thumb and forefinger found Mei’s nipple. She didn’t just touch it. She twisted it, a firm, deliberate pinch that sent a bolt of pain-pleasure straight through Mei’s body, amplifying the pleasure Chloe was delivering below.

Mei was trapped in a triad of sensation. Chloe’s tongue, flicking and pressing. Sophie’s mouth, stealing her breath. Sophie’s hand, pinching and rolling her nipple, then moving to the other breast to repeat the torment. The combination was overwhelming, brutal, and exquisite. Mei’s body began to shake. Sounds escaped her, moans, gasps, little cries, muffled by Sophie’s kiss.

The climax built not as a wave, but as a seismic event. It started deep in her core, a tightening so intense it felt like it would break her. Chloe’s tongue became more focused, more urgent. Sophie’s pinches became sharper, more rhythmic, matching the pace. Mei’s vision blurred. She was nothing but a collection of nerve endings, each screaming with pleasure.

It shattered her.

The orgasm tore through her with a force she had never known. It was a white-hot explosion that seized every muscle. Her back arched violently. A scream, trapped by Sophie’s kiss, became a choked, guttural sound in her throat. Her thighs clamped around Chloe’s head. Her fingers tore at the duvet. The pleasure was absolute, annihilating, a total surrender to the two women who had orchestrated it.

It lasted for an eternity, waves of intense sensation rolling through her, each one leaving her more wrecked, more spent. Slowly, slowly, it subsided.

Chloe pulled back, her face wet and smiling. Sophie released Mei’s nipple and broke the kiss, looking down at Mei’s flushed, trembling face with a serene, satisfied expression.

Mei collapsed back onto the bed, her body limp, every muscle exhausted. She was gasping for air, her mind blank, her body humming with the aftermath.

Chloe chuckled, wiping her mouth. She looked at Mei’s spent, naked form, then at Sophie. “Well,” she said, her voice light and triumphant. “You lost one of your virginities now.”


Chapter Five

The key turned in her lock with a soft click, and Mei dropped her bag inside the door. The room was quiet, still holding the afternoon light. The weight of the day, the lectures, the noise, the normalcy, felt like a thin shell over the buzzing reality underneath. Chloe’s words echoed in her head, a warm, firm whisper. You’ll need to be shaved. Smooth. Like me.

She stood in the centre of her small room, her heart beating a quick, eager rhythm. This wasn’t a command she was following out of fear or obligation. This was a choice. A preparation. The thought sent a slick, anticipatory heat between her thighs.

Slowly, she peeled off her clothes. The sweater, the jeans, the bra. They fell to the floor, forgotten. She stood naked before her full-length mirror, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin.

She looked. Really looked.

Her body was a map of her recent life. The gentle curve of her waist, the full, heavy breasts that had been touched and pinched by Sophie, the heart-shaped backside that had been exposed for a dare. And there, between her thighs, the dark, soft curls that Chloe’s fingers had explored. Her virgin curls. Untouched by anyone but her own hand, and now, Chloe’s brief inspection.

She touched them. The hair was soft, a light brunette against her cocoa skin. It felt… unfinished. It felt like a barrier. A secret. Chloe’s smooth, bare expanse had been a revelation, clean, exposed, inviting. Mei’s fingers traced through her own curls, imagining them gone. Imagining the skin beneath, bare and vulnerable.

A deep, thrilling pull clenched inside her. She wasn’t just doing this for them. She was doing it for herself. For the feeling it would create.

She walked to the shower, her bare feet padding on the cool floor. The bathroom was small, sterile. She didn’t turn on the lights, letting the grey afternoon glow fill the space.

The shower water was hot, almost scalding. She stood under it, letting it wash over her, cleansing the outside world away. Her hands soaped her body, but her mind was elsewhere. Smooth. Like me.

After rinsing, she stepped out, dripping. She didn’t towel off. The water beaded on her skin, making it gleam. She opened the cabinet, finding the bottle Chloe had quietly slipped into her bag yesterday. Lady’s Shaving Cream. It was pink, floral. A gift. A tool.

She took it back to her room, standing again before the mirror. Her wet body shone. She unscrewed the cap, the scent of artificial flowers filling the air. She applied it generously to her mound, the cool cream spreading over her curls, hiding them. It felt thick, alien.

She picked up her razor. A simple, pink disposable one. Her hand trembled slightly, but not from fear. From intensity.

She started at the top, where the curls were thickest. She placed the razor against her skin, just above where the hair began. Then, with a firm, deliberate pressure, she pulled it downward.

The first stroke was a revelation. A clean, smooth path appeared in the cream. The hair was gone. The skin underneath was pale, sensitive, new. She felt a jolt, not pain, but a sharp, psychological nakedness. She continued, stroke after stroke, moving down her mound. The razor glided, taking everything. The curls on her inner thighs, the softer hair around her lips. She worked with a focused, almost ritualistic precision. She rinsed the razor in a cup of water she’d brought, watching the dark hairs wash away.

She even turned around, pulling her full, round ass cheeks apart. If she was going to do this, it would be done properly. Thoroughly. She applied more shaving cream, the cool sensation making her shiver as it spread across the hidden crevice. The razor followed, its blade gliding carefully down her ass crack. It felt strange, intimate, and thrilling all at once. She worked meticulously, ensuring there was no hair left. By the time she was done, her body was totally smooth, from her mound to the delicate skin between her cheeks. The vulnerability of it was both terrifying and exhilarating, a complete surrender to the act.

She straightened, her breath shallow, and looked over her shoulder at her reflection. Her hands lingered on her cheeks, pulling them apart slightly to inspect her work. The sight was stark, raw, and undeniably erotic. Her fingers traced the newly bare skin, the sensation heightened by its novelty. She felt exposed in a way she never had before, as if she had erased a layer of herself to reveal something truer, something more primal.

The thought lingered as she turned back to the mirror, her body gleaming with water and remnants of shaving cream. Her reflection stared back at her, unguarded and bare. She ran her hands over the curves of her ass, feeling the smoothness, the readiness. It was as if her body was no longer just hers, it was theirs, prepared for whatever might come next. The anticipation coiled deep within her, a mixture of nerves and excitement that left her trembling. She was ready. Completely, utterly smooth. And she couldn’t wait to show them.

When it was done, she stood there, dripping, cream smeared across her lower belly and thighs. She stepped closer to the mirror, bending slightly to see.

It was gone. All of it.

Her mound was now a smooth, bare swell. The skin was flawless, a lighter shade than the rest of her. It looked… different. Exposed. Utterly vulnerable. And utterly erotic. She ran a hand over it. The skin was silky, incredibly sensitive. The absence of hair made every nerve feel alive, waiting.

A powerful, aching throb pulsed deep inside her core. She was bare. For them. For anyone.

She grabbed the moisturizer, a simple, unscented lotion. She applied it liberally, smoothing it over the newly naked skin. The lotion was cool, soothing. Her fingers massaged it in, circling over the smooth mound, sliding down to her inner lips. The touch was electric. Her own fingers on her own bare skin felt like a stranger’s touch. Inviting.

The arousal built, a steady, rising pressure. She knelt on the floor before the mirror, her reflection staring back at her, a naked, shaved girl, her eyes dark with need.

But she wasn’t alone. In her mind, she wasn’t alone at all.

She closed her eyes, and they appeared.

Sophie was there, to her right, leaning against the wall. Tall, blonde, serene. Her elegant curves bare, her eyes watching Mei with calm, analytical approval. Chloe was to her left, curvy and playful, a mischievous smile on her lips as she observed Mei’s nakedness. Ethan stood behind Chloe, his dark eyes intense, his strong hands resting on his hips, as if ready to deliver a firm, approving spank. Dan was beside Ethan, easy going, with a warm smile, an observant presence enjoying the scene. James was there too, his geeky frame tense, his hungry eyes locked onto Mei’s bare mound, remembering her mouth on him. And even the nameless housemate, the one who had slapped her ass in the hallway, lurked in the shadows, his appreciative gaze a humiliating thrill.

They were all watching her. A silent, phantom audience. She opened her eyes and saw only her reflection, but in her mind, they were real. Their eyes on her bare skin. Their thoughts, look at her, so smooth, so ready, echoed in her head.

She looked. Really looked.

Her body was a map of her recent life. The gentle curve of her waist, the full, heavy breasts that had been touched and pinched by Sophie, the heart-shaped backside that had been exposed for a dare. And there, between her thighs, where once there had been dark, soft curls that Chloe’s fingers had explored. Her virgin curls. Untouched by anyone but her own hand, and now, Chloe’s brief inspection.

And now she was bare and smooth like Chloe. As she had been instructed. Chloe’s smooth, bare expanse had been a revelation, clean, exposed, inviting. Mei’s fingers traced along her own wet folds, the skin bare and vulnerable.

Her reflection stared back at her, and for a moment, she imagined herself through their eyes. Naked. Exposed. Her pussy, bare and open, wet and needy. The thought sent a shiver through her, a mixture of shame and exhilaration. She wanted them to see her like this, wanted them to see her need. Her need to be seen, to be used, to be their dirty slut. The thought twisted something deep inside her, a delicious, guilty ache that made her thighs press together involuntarily.

Her fingers dipped lower, brushing against her wet folds. She gasped at the touch, her body betraying her thoughts. She was already so wet, so ready. The idea of them watching her, their eyes hungry, their hands reaching for her, was almost too much to bear. She wanted it, needed it. To be laid bare, to be their canvas, their plaything. The hunger coiled tighter within her, a throbbing pulse between her thighs.

She let her hands fall to her sides, forcing herself to stop. Not yet. This was just the beginning. She had to prepare, to be ready for them. But the image lingered, refusing to let her go. Her bare pussy, glistening and exposed, begging for their touch. Her body, trembling with need, waiting for them to claim her. The thought was intoxicating, a promise of something forbidden and utterly decadent.

A deep, thrilling pull clenched inside her. She wasn’t just doing this for them. She was doing it for herself. For the feeling it would create.

Her hand moved. It trailed down her belly, over the smooth skin, until her fingers found her own wet, bare folds. There was no curtain of hair now. Her fingers slipped directly inside, finding her slickness immediately.

She gasped. The sensation was amplified. The direct touch, the smooth skin around it, the exposure. She began to rub, her fingers circling her clit with a growing urgency.

In her mind, Chloe spoke. “Show them, Mei. Show them what you’ve done for us.”

Mei’s movements became faster, harder. She imagined Sophie’s hand pinching her nipple, the sharp pain-pleasure. She imagined Ethan’s strong hands not spanking her, but gripping her hips, holding her still for his inspection. She imagined James’s hungry gaze, Dan’s warm smile, the housemate’s leering approval.

“You’re a dirty little slut,” the housemate’s voice whispered in her fantasy. “And you’re showing it to everyone.”

The humiliation twisted into a fierce, burning pleasure. She was displaying herself. To all of them. Her bare, shaved pussy was the centre of the show. Her fingers worked furiously, sliding in and out of her wetness, her thumb pressing hard on her clit.

“Cum for us,” Sophie’s calm voice commanded in her mind. “Let us see you break.”

Mei’s back arched. Her breathing became ragged, sharp pants. The mirror showed her, a girl on her knees, her face contorted with pleasure, her hand a blur between her smooth thighs. But in her head, she was on a stage. They were all watching, waiting, wanting her to fall apart.

The climax built not as a wave, but as a crescendo of imagined eyes and voices. It wasn’t just physical. It was a performance. A display. The knowledge that she had shaved herself for this, that she was now bare and open for their viewing, pushed her over the edge.

It hit her with a violence that stole her breath.

Her body convulsed. A sharp, silent cry ripped from her throat. Her fingers kept moving, driving the pleasure deeper, wider. The orgasm wasn’t a release; it was an exhibition. It pulsed through her, visible in every trembling muscle, every gasped breath, in the slick evidence on her fingers and her bare skin. She imagined them all seeing it—the moment she shattered, completely exposed, completely smooth, completely owned.

When the tremors finally subsided, she collapsed forward onto the floor, her forehead resting on the cool wood. Her body was spent, humming. Her mind was empty, save for one clear, vivid image: her own reflection, and the smooth, bare proof of her submission glistening in the evening light.


Chapter Six

Mei paused outside the front door, her hand resting lightly against the strap of her bag.

She had been here often enough now that the journey should have felt automatic. The same quiet street, set just far enough back from campus to escape its constant movement. The same narrow pavement, the same row of slightly worn houses that gave nothing away from the outside. Usually, by the time she reached the door, something in her had already settled.

A familiarity.

A quiet readiness.

Tonight, it lingered just out of reach.

It wasn’t nerves. Not in any obvious way.

Only a subtle, persistent awareness, as though something had shifted ahead of her, waiting.

She knocked.

The door opened almost immediately.

Chloe stood there, her expression warm, her smile easy, as though nothing at all were different. And yet there was something in her eyes, something held just beneath the surface, that made Mei hesitate for half a heartbeat longer than usual.

“Hey,” Chloe said softly, stepping aside.

“Hi.”

Mei slipped off her shoes and stepped inside.

The atmosphere settled around her at once.

It always did.

The quiet, first of all. Not empty, not lifeless, but controlled. The hallway stretched ahead in soft, deliberate light, its stillness uninterrupted by the usual clutter of student living. No scattered shoes, no abandoned bags, no careless traces of movement. Just space. Clean, intentional space. And beneath it, that faint, carefully chosen scent that seemed to belong to the house itself.

It never felt like somewhere people simply lived.

It felt… arranged.

Maintained.

As though every detail had been considered.

Mei noticed it every time.

Behind her, the door closed with a soft, final click.

“Upstairs,” Chloe said lightly.

She had already turned.

Mei followed.

The staircase rose in a narrow line, the warm light continuing upward, steady and quiet. Mei’s footsteps softened without her thinking, absorbed into the stillness of the house.

She had walked this path enough times that it should have required no thought at all.

Up the stairs.

Along the short landing.

Into Chloe’s room.

And yet tonight, there was something beneath it, something she could not quite name but could not ignore.

Chloe didn’t pause at the door.

She pushed it open and stepped inside.

Mei followed…..

And stopped.

The room was exactly as it always was.

Warm light.

Soft music, low enough to blend into the air rather than fill it.

The wide bed, neatly made, its surface undisturbed, throws folded with effortless care. The desk by the window, organised but not rigid, books stacked, laptop open, a glass already placed beside it.

Everything familiar.

Everything controlled.

They were not alone.

Sophie sat near the desk, composed as ever, one leg crossed over the other, her posture relaxed but precise. She looked entirely at ease, as though this arrangement, whatever it was, belonged naturally to her.

Beside her sat Ethan Cross.

He was leaning back slightly, one arm draped along the chair, his body loose in appearance only. His eyes were already on Mei, fixed on her with that same quiet intensity that never felt accidental. He did not smile. He did not shift. He simply watched, as though he had been waiting for the exact moment she would arrive.

Across from him, Dan Whitaker turned as she entered, his expression opening immediately into something warmer, more familiar.

“Mei,” he said, an easy smile settling across his face. “Didn’t expect you tonight.”

His tone was light, casual, but there was something underneath it now. Something that suggested recognition, not just of her presence, but of something more.

And then……

The third man.

He stood near the window.

Still.

Not shifting, not adjusting, not reacting in the way most people did when someone new entered a room.

Just there.

Tall, comfortably over six foot, his presence defined less by movement than by the absence of it. Broad shoulders beneath a fitted shirt, his build natural and unforced, the kind of strength that did not need to be displayed to be understood.

The light from the window caught his skin, deep and even, drawing quiet attention without asking for it. His face was striking, composed rather than expressive, strong lines softened only by the faint suggestion of a smile that never quite formed.

And his eyes…..

They were already on her.

Dark.

Steady.

Assessing.

Not curious.

Not surprised.

As though he had expected her.

As though this moment had already been accounted for.

“Mei.”

Sophie’s voice slipped into the space, smooth and controlled.

“Meet Kofi,” she said. “He’s here at our uni doing his PhD in history. He’s going to help you a lot.”

The words were simple. Reasonable.

And yet they carried a weight that lingered longer than they should have.

Kofi stepped forward then, just enough to acknowledge her.

“Mei,” he said.

His voice was low, measured, touched by a soft French-Ivorian accent that gave each word a quiet precision.

“Hi,” she replied.

And almost immediately, without meaning to, she noticed it.

Not just that he was attractive, though he was, unmistakably so. It was the kind of presence that settled in first, the quiet confidence, the stillness, the sense that he was entirely comfortable in himself. The kind of man who didn’t need to draw attention, because it arrived on its own.

He was older than the others, mid-twenties perhaps, and it showed not in anything obvious, but in the way he held himself. There was a completeness to him, a certainty that made the space around him feel slightly altered.

Mei became aware of it in a way she couldn’t quite explain.

And then, just as quickly, she looked away.

For a moment, their eyes held.

Not long.

Just long enough.

“Come on,” Chloe said lightly, brushing past her. “We’ve already started.”

They settled into the room with the ease of routine.

Or at least, it appeared that way.

Books were opened.

Laptops shifted into place.

Notes spread out across the desk and bed.

Mei took her usual place on the edge of the bed, her bag beside her, her notebook open in front of her.

From the outside, it could have been any ordinary study session.

But the atmosphere had already changed.

The conversation began with work.

Dan spoke easily, leaning back as he talked, his tone relaxed, occasionally amused. Chloe responded in kind, her warmth smoothing the edges of the room, keeping everything light, accessible.

Ethan said very little, but his presence lingered at the edges of everything, his attention drifting, returning, settling more often than not on Mei in a way that never felt accidental. Dan, by contrast, had no difficulty filling the space. He leaned back in his chair, glancing between them with an easy grin. “So,” he said, “are we actually studying tonight, or is this one of those sessions where we pretend for twenty minutes and then give up?” Chloe smiled without looking up. “You say that like you ever intended to study properly.” “Oi,” Dan replied, mock offended, “I take this very seriously.” “Of course you do,” Sophie said calmly, turning a page without even lifting her eyes. A quiet ripple of laughter moved through the room, and Mei found herself smiling too, the tension easing just enough to feel manageable.

“What do you think?”

Kofi’s voice didn’t interrupt the conversation so much as settle into it, placed exactly where it needed to be. Mei looked up and found him already watching her, one hand resting lightly against the edge of the desk, his expression composed, expectant. For a second, she lost her place entirely.

“I….” she began, then let out a small breath, collecting herself. “I think it depends what you’re focusing on. The argument shifts if you look at it from the post-colonial angle rather than just the economic one.”

He held her gaze as she spoke, listening fully, without interruption, without the small, performative reactions she had come to expect from others. When she finished, the faintest hint of a smile touched his mouth.

“Exactly,” he said. “Most people miss that.”

The simplicity of it landed more sharply than it should have. Mei felt it immediately, a small, unexpected flicker of satisfaction that lingered longer than she wanted to acknowledge.

“See?” Dan said, gesturing lightly toward her. “We’ve got brains in the room. That’s helpful.”

“Try to keep up,” Chloe added, nudging him.

Dan laughed, shaking his head. “Unbelievable.”

The conversation loosened after that, drifting naturally between work and something easier, lighter. Pages still turned, notes still formed, but less carefully now, less deliberately. Mei became aware of it without needing to think too hard about it, the subtle shift in the room, the way attention moved, settled, returned. She became aware of herself too, not shy, not uncertain, but quietly conscious of how she sat, how she spoke, how often she looked up and who was looking back when she did.

Kofi didn’t dominate the conversation, but he didn’t disappear into it either. He let others speak, let the rhythm build, and then stepped into it exactly when he chose. Each time, it felt deliberate. Each time, it drew her attention back to him without effort.

At some point, Sophie slipped out of the room. Mei didn’t notice when. Only when she returned, carrying two bottles of cold white wine and more glasses than they usually used. Dan smiled immediately. “Now we’re talking.” Chloe laughed softly. “Knew you’d like that.” Sophie didn’t respond. She simply set the bottles down and began pouring, one glass after another, the pale wine catching the warm light as it fell. When she reached Mei, she paused for the smallest fraction of a second before handing her the glass. Their fingers brushed, cool, brief, deliberate.

Mei took it.

“Careful,” Dan said, lifting his own glass. “This is where productivity really drops off.”

“Bold of you to assume it was high to begin with,” Chloe replied.

“Harsh,” he said, though he was smiling.

Kofi smiled slightly at that, the expression brief but real, and for a moment Mei found herself watching him instead of listening. The room shifted then, not dramatically, not in any way that could be pointed to directly, but enough to be felt. The books remained open, but no one was truly focused on them anymore. Conversation softened, pauses lingered, and the space between words began to carry its own weight.

Mei took a sip of her wine. It was cool, crisp, grounding in a way that steadied her, though not completely. She glanced up again, letting her gaze move across the room. Ethan, still watching in that quiet, unreadable way. Dan, relaxed, easy, entirely at home. Chloe, close, her presence warm and familiar. Sophie, slightly apart now, observing rather than participating.

And Kofi.

Looking at her again.

Not constantly, not obviously, but with a quiet intention that made it feel deliberate.

This time, when their eyes met, Mei didn’t look away immediately.

Something settled then, quietly, but with certainty.

This hadn’t just happened. Not the people, not the arrangement, not the way the evening had shifted around her. It had been planned.

Her gaze drifted briefly to Sophie, who stood just beyond the centre of it all, calm, composed, watching everything unfold exactly as she intended.

And this time, Mei didn’t question it.

She didn’t resist it.

She simply sat there, glass in her hand, her awareness sharpened, her attention held—

and, without quite realising it,

she leaned into it.


Chapter Seven

The wine settled into the room almost imperceptibly, softening its edges rather than changing it outright. Conversation came more easily now, laughter lingering just a fraction longer, the space between them loosening in a way that felt natural, almost inevitable. The books were still open, pages marked and pens resting where they had been set down, but their purpose had shifted. No one was truly studying anymore.

Dan stretched slightly in his chair, glass in hand, glancing around with an easy, satisfied expression. “We’re done pretending now, right?” he said. “No one’s actually working.”

Chloe smiled faintly, already anticipating where this was going. “You say that like you ever were.”

“Harsh,” he replied, though he was smiling. “I give it a solid twenty minutes every time.”

“Remarkable dedication,” Sophie said calmly, not even looking up from where she had been idly turning a page.

A quiet ripple of amusement moved through the room.

Dan lifted his glass slightly. “Alright then. Tradition.”

Chloe let out a small breath of laughter. “Of course.”

Mei felt it then, that subtle tightening in her chest, familiar now, expected even. She knew exactly what that meant. The usual. The thing they always seemed to drift toward, as if it were less a decision and more a pattern none of them questioned anymore.

They shifted without needing to speak about it. Books moved aside, not carelessly but without hesitation. Bodies turned slightly inward. The space between them closed, the shape of the room subtly rearranging itself into something more contained, more focused.

“Truth or dare,” Dan said, looking around, his tone light but deliberate.

Chloe’s gaze moved across the group before settling on Kofi. “You first.”

He didn’t hesitate. “Truth.”

There was something in the ease of it, the lack of performance, that made the choice feel less cautious than it should have been.

Chloe tilted her head slightly, studying him with open curiosity now. “You’ve been here a few months,” she said. “Settling in well?”

Kofi’s expression didn’t change. “I’ve settled.”

Dan let out a short laugh. “That tells us absolutely nothing.”

Kofi glanced at him briefly, then back to Chloe, unhurried. “I’ve met people,” he said.

Chloe’s smile deepened, slower this time, more deliberate. “I’m sure you have.” She let the moment sit for a beat, then added, casually, “What about the girls on your course? Have you been behaving yourself… or have you been getting distracted?”

Dan smirked. “That’s a no, then.”

Kofi’s gaze flicked briefly around the room before returning to Chloe, completely at ease. “I don’t think they’d describe it as distracting,” he said.

“Oh?” Chloe said, leaning back slightly. “How would they describe it?”

He gave a small shrug, as if the answer was obvious. “Enjoyable.”

There was a brief pause, the word settling between them.

Dan laughed under his breath. “That’s one way of putting it.”

Chloe’s eyes stayed on Kofi. “How many?” she asked.

No hesitation.

“A few,” he said.

“That vague answer again,” Dan said.

Kofi’s gaze shifted, just briefly, landing on Mei before returning. “Several,” he said calmly. “Three from my seminars. And one of the research assistants.”

That drew a reaction.

“Seriously?” Dan said, sitting forward slightly now.

Kofi nodded once, unconcerned.

Chloe let out a soft, amused breath. “You don’t waste time, do you?”

“No,” he said simply.

“And they were happy with that arrangement?” Chloe pressed, her tone still light, but sharper now.

Kofi’s expression didn’t change. “They came back,” he said.

That landed differently.

Not a boast.

Not exaggerated.

Just… fact.

Dan shook his head, grinning. “Alright, fair enough. You’re doing alright for yourself.”

Chloe’s smile lingered, her eyes flicking briefly toward Mei before returning to Kofi. “I think that’s an understatement.”

Sophie was watching now, quietly attentive.

Kofi let the moment breathe before continuing, as though he understood exactly how much to say and when to say it. “I don’t tend to have difficulty meeting women.”

Dan raised his eyebrows. “Confident.”

“Accurate,” Kofi replied.

The word landed with a calm certainty that didn’t invite argument.

Chloe gave a soft laugh. “You’ve been busy.”

“I don’t waste time,” he said.

It wasn’t boastful. It was simply stated, as though it required no emphasis.

Mei felt something shift again, not in the room this time, but in herself. A sharper awareness. Not discomfort, not quite. Something closer to curiosity, edged with something she didn’t immediately name.

The game moved on after that, passing between them with an ease that felt practised. A few light dares, a few easy truths, laughter coming more freely now, the wine loosening whatever restraint had remained. But as always, the direction of it was gradual, almost invisible, drifting toward something more pointed without ever announcing the turn.

It was Chloe who brought it there.

“Mei.”

Her voice was soft, almost casual, but it carried.

Mei looked up.

Chloe’s expression was warm, reassuring in the way it always was, but there was something more focused beneath it now, something that made the moment feel less optional than it appeared.

“Truth or dare?”

Mei hesitated, only briefly. “Truth.”

Chloe smiled. “Safe.”

“Maybe,” Mei said quietly.

Chloe shifted slightly closer, not enough to be obvious, but enough to be felt. “Tell us something,” she said. “Something you’ve done since you’ve been… spending time with us.”

The room seemed to settle around that.

Mei felt the heat rise in her chest, slower this time, but deeper. She knew exactly what Chloe was asking, and there was no way to soften it, no way to pretend she didn’t understand.

She let out a small breath.

“There’s… a few things,” she said.

“Go on,” Dan said, leaning forward slightly now, his interest sharpening.

Chloe didn’t look away from her.

Mei hesitated, just for a moment, then said it.

“The runs.”

Kofi’s voice slipped in, quiet but attentive. “Runs?”

Chloe smiled, almost fondly. “Through the house.”

Dan let out a laugh, surprised. “You’re joking.”

Mei shook her head.

“Actually running?” he pressed.

“Yes.”

“With nothing on?” he added, more curious now than amused.

Mei held his gaze this time and nodded. “Yeah. Naked.”

There was a brief pause, and then Dan broke into a grin.

“Fair play,” he said. “That’s… impressive.”

Chloe’s smile widened slightly.

Dan tilted his head. “Anyone catch you?”

Mei felt the warmth deepen, but she didn’t retreat from it.

“One of the housemates,” she admitted. “In the hallway.”

“Oh?” Dan said, clearly entertained now. “And?”

Mei hesitated, just enough to make it land.

“He… smacked my ass as I ran past.”

That drew a reaction.

Dan laughed outright. “Of course he did.”

Chloe let out a soft, amused breath, shaking her head slightly.

Ethan, who had been quiet until now, spoke without looking away from Mei.

“Yeah,” he said calmly. “Don’t blame him.”

There was a ripple of laughter around the room, easy, shared, but edged with something sharper.

Mei felt it settle over her, the attention, the awareness of them all picturing it, placing her in it, seeing her differently now.
And with it, that growing heat returned, low in her core, sharper now, fed by the thought of being seen, imagined, wanted in ways she hadn’t allowed herself before.

And this time….

She didn’t shrink from it.

Mei shook her head.

There was a brief pause after that, a different kind of silence, one that held attention rather than absence.

Kofi spoke into it.

“I’d like to see that.”

He didn’t smile when he said it. There was no exaggeration, no humour layered over it. Just a calm statement, as though the thought had formed, and he had simply chosen to voice it.

Mei felt it land.

Not embarrassment. Not exactly.

Something sharper.

More direct.

Chloe glanced at him, amused. “Careful.”

“I don’t need to be,” he replied.

Dan laughed again, shaking his head. “Fair enough.”

Chloe turned back to Mei. “Another truth.”

Mei blinked slightly. “Already?”

Chloe’s smile didn’t change. “You’re doing well.”

There was no real way to refuse without breaking something in the moment, something unspoken but understood.

“What is it you haven’t done yet?” Chloe asked.

The question was soft.

But it landed heavier than anything before it.

Mei felt it settle in her chest before she even answered. The room had gone quiet again, not tense, just attentive in a way that made every second stretch slightly longer.

She already knew what she was going to say.

She swallowed, just once.

“I’m still a virgin.”

The words sat in the air between them.

For a moment, no one spoke.

Dan blinked, surprised. “Seriously?”

Mei nodded.

For a moment, no one spoke.

Then Dan let out a short breath, half-laughing, half-surprised. “You’re serious?”

She met his gaze and nodded again.

He shook his head slightly, a grin forming. “That’s… unexpected.”

“Very,” Chloe added softly, though her tone carried something more knowing than surprised.

Ethan’s eyes remained on Mei, steady, unreadable, taking her in as if reassessing something he thought he had already understood.

Kofi didn’t look away.

Not once.

His gaze stayed on her, calm, deliberate, as though the information hadn’t unsettled him at all, only sharpened his interest.

Dan leaned back slightly, still looking at her. “I mean… I don’t think anyone here would’ve guessed that.”

There was a murmur of agreement, quiet but clear.

“Not a chance,” he added.

Chloe smiled faintly. “People make assumptions.”

“They do,” Kofi said.

His voice was low, measured, cutting gently through the others without effort.

Mei felt it land before she even looked at him.

When she did, his expression hadn’t changed much, but there was something in his eyes now, something more focused, more intent.

“I think,” he said, “it makes things more interesting.”

The word lingered.

Not exaggerated.

Not playful.

Just… stated.

And somehow, that made it carry more weight.

Mei became aware of everything again all at once, the glass in her hand, the warmth of the wine, the way she was sitting, the way they were all looking at her now. Not with disbelief, not quite with surprise anymore, but with a sharpened kind of attention that felt heavier than either.

And beneath it, something else began to settle.

Not fear.

Not hesitation.

Something quieter.

Something that felt, unmistakably, like anticipation.


Chapter Eight

The wine was a warm, lazy haze in Mei’s head. Chloe’s bedroom, with its soft lamplight and low music, felt like a separate universe, a place where rules had been rewritten. The five people around her were a constellation of attention, and she was their fixed, trembling centre. Dan’s easy smile, Ethan’s quiet gaze, Kofi’s steady, penetrating calm. Sophie and Chloe, her guides, her anchors. The game of Truth or Dare had spun her out further than she’d ever imagined, and she was still spinning.

Ethan’s voice cut through the warm buzz, casual and observant. “It’s different tonight,” he said, swirling his glass. “Usually, you three are… less covered by now.” His gaze drifted over the three women, still in their sweaters and jeans.

Sophie’s response was immediate, a smooth, unflinching pivot. She placed her glass on the desk. “We were getting comfortable, weren’t we?” Her eyes met Chloe’s, a silent signal.

Chloe grinned, a flash of mischief. “Right. Just waiting for the right prompt.” Without hesitation, she pulled her sweater up over her head, tossing it aside. Her bra followed, discarded with a flick of her wrist. She sat back, her full, natural curves bare to the lamplight, her posture confident and inviting.

Sophie moved next, slower, more deliberate. She unbuttoned her long-sleeved top, slid it off her shoulders. Her bra, a simple black one, was unhooked and dropped to the floor. Her slender, athletic figure was serene, her topless exposure a statement of calm control. She didn’t look at the men; she looked at Mei.

Chloe and Sophie sat comfortably on the couch, their bare breasts on full display. The lamplight accentuated the soft curves of Chloe’s chest, her nipples standing slightly erect in the cool air, while Sophie’s athletic frame carried a quiet elegance, her skin smooth and unblemished. The men’s gazes lingered, Dan’s appreciative smile, Ethan’s quiet intensity, and Kofi’s steady, commanding presence, all drawn to the women’s exposed forms. The room felt charged with anticipation, the air thick with unspoken desire.

The compulsion was a physical force in Mei’s chest. Follow. Her hands felt numb. She mirrored them, pulling her own sweater off, her fingers clumsy on the clasp of her bra. The fabric fell away. Her 34C breasts, heavy and firm, were suddenly exposed to the room’s warm air. The sensation was a shock, the coolness, the visibility. She saw Dan’s eyes widen appreciatively, Ethan’s lips curve in a faint smile. Kofi’s gaze didn’t dart; it settled on her, a slow, weighted acknowledgement.

Sophie’s voice was a gentle prod. “Truth for you again, Mei.” She leaned forward slightly. “You told us you shaved. Chloe told you to. Did you do it?”

Mei’s throat tightened. The memory of her bathroom, the razor, the smooth, vulnerable skin, flashed in her mind. She nodded, a small, shaky movement.

“Show us,” Sophie said. It wasn’t a question. It was the next logical step.

Mei’s heart hammered against her ribs. She stood up from the chair, her legs unsteady. The wine made the room tilt slightly. She faced them, five sets of eyes on her bare breasts, her flushed face. Her hands went to the button of her jeans. She undid it, pushed the denim down her thighs, let them fall. She stepped out of them, standing now in only her socks.

The silence was thick, charged. They were all watching her, waiting. Her own hands, trembling, went to her hips. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her plain cotton underwear. She pulled them down, over her hips, past her thighs, letting them drop to the floor.

And then she was completely naked.

The air touched her everywhere. The lamplight painted her skin in gold. She stood, utterly exposed, her slim waist, her full breasts, her rounded, heart-shaped backside. And there, between her thighs, was the proof of her obedience, a smooth, bare mound, utterly hairless, the skin a lighter, silky shade against her cocoa complexion. She felt a trickle of cool air there, a direct kiss on her most intimate, altered skin.

Chloe’s smile was bright, proud. “Beautiful,” she murmured. Then she turned her head to the men. “Dan. Come feel.”

Dan didn’t hesitate. He got up from his seat, his movements relaxed. He approached Mei, his warm smile still present, but his eyes were focused lower now. He knelt before her, not looking up at her face. His hand, gentle and dry, reached out. His fingertips brushed the inside of her thigh, then traced upward, until they lightly grazed the smooth skin of her mound.

Mei gasped. The touch was so direct, so foreign. A man’s hand, on her bare pussy. He didn’t press. He just explored the smoothness, his touch a soft, admiring stroke. “So soft,” he said, his voice easy. His fingers slid lower, tracing the outer lips of her folds. Then, with a gentle pressure, one finger dipped between them, just an inch, testing.

She was wet. The evidence was undeniable. His finger slid in easily, encountering her slick warmth. He pushed a little deeper, feeling her. “And very ready,” he added, his tone factual, appreciative. He withdrew his finger, stood, and returned to his seat, his smile a little broader.

“Ethan,” Sophie said next.

Ethan rose. He was quieter, his approach more measured. He knelt as Dan had. His touch was different, more deliberate, more studious. His fingers explored the same smooth territory, but slower. He traced the entire shape of her mound, then parted her folds with two fingers, looking. He didn’t speak. He just observed, his quiet intensity palpable. Then one finger, like Dan’s, entered her. It went deeper, curling slightly inside her, feeling the wet, tight channel. Mei’s breath caught. A low, involuntary moan escaped her lips. Ethan’s eyes flicked up to hers for a second, then back down. He withdrew, his finger glistening. He nodded once to Sophie and sat back down.

“Kofi,” Chloe said, her voice holding a new, respectful tone.

Kofi stood. He didn’t kneel. He simply walked to Mei, stopping right before her. His presence was different, taller, more solid, radiating a calm authority that made the room feel smaller. His dark eyes held hers. “Turn around,” he said, his voice low and even.

Mei obeyed, turning her back to him, presenting her rounded, heart-shaped ass to his view. She felt his gaze on her skin, a hot, heavy weight.

His hands came to her hips, not to explore her front, but to hold her steady. They were strong, firm. One hand left her hip and came down, not with a gentle touch, but with a flat, firm pat on her right cheek. A spank. It wasn’t harsh, but it was deliberate, a crisp sound in the quiet room. The impact sent a jolt through her, a sting of surprise that melted instantly into a deep, spreading warmth.

“Nice,” Kofi said, his voice close to her ear. His hand smoothed over the cheek he’d just spanked, feeling the skin. Then it trailed down, between her thighs from behind. His fingers found her smooth mound from this new angle. His touch was the most assertive. He didn’t just trace; he claimed. His fingers parted her folds, and his middle finger pushed into her wetness, deeper than the others had gone. It wasn’t gentle exploration; it was a check. He felt her inner muscles clench around his finger, her body’s involuntary response. He held it there for a moment, feeling her pulse around him.

He withdrew, his finger wet. He turned her around again to face him. His eyes locked onto hers. “Very wet,” he stated, his tone carrying a subtle, undeniable approval. “And a very round, very spankable ass.” He didn’t smile. He just looked at her, as if assessing a prized object. Then he returned to his seat, leaving Mei standing there, her body humming from the three distinct touches, her pussy aching and openly wet.

She was naked in the centre of the room. Every eye was on her. On her bare breasts, on her smooth, exposed sex, on the evidence of her arousal that now glistened on three different men’s fingers. The embarrassment was there, a sharp blush on her cheeks, but it was drowned out by a stronger, hotter current—a thrilling, wanting exposure. She felt owned. Seen. Used. And she was leaning into it, her posture straight, her chin lifted slightly, a silent acceptance of her role.

Sophie’s serene smile was the final seal. “Good,” she said softly, her eyes sweeping over Mei’s form. “Very good.”


Chapter Nine

The air in Chloe’s bedroom grew thick, a silent pressure building after Kofi’s commanding touch. Mei stood naked, her smooth skin tingling from the memory of three sets of hands. Her heart hammered, a frantic drum against her ribs. The wine hummed in her veins, softening the edges of her shame into a warm, liquid anticipation.

Sophie’s voice cut through the silence, calm and decisive. “So now Mei, you choose who takes your precious virginity.”

The words landed like a physical blow. Mei’s breath hitched. Virginity. The word felt archaic, a relic from her old life that was about to be shattered here, in this lamplight, before an audience. Her gaze darted from Dan’s warm smile to Ethan’s quiet intensity, then to Kofi’s unreadable, steady eyes.

Chloe leaned forward, her bare breasts swaying with the movement, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “You’ll suck each of their cocks,” she said, her tone playful yet leaving no room for debate. “Then when they are all hard, you can choose which cock is the first to enter your virgin little pussy.”

A public deflowering. The thought was so lewd, so illicit, it sent a fresh, scalding rush of heat straight to her bare core. She felt a slick trickle of arousal escape her, a blatant betrayal of her nerves. She was about to lose her virginity, and she would have an audience. The humiliation of it twisted into a sharp, undeniable thrill.

“Stand up, boys,” Sophie directed, her serene authority settling over the room.

The three men rose from their seats. There was no awkwardness, only a focused readiness. Dan began to unbutton his jeans, his movements relaxed. Ethan followed, his eyes never leaving Mei. Kofi was the last, his large hands working the buckle of his belt with deliberate calm.

Fabric rustled. Zippers hissed. Mei watched, her mouth going dry, as they pushed their clothing down. Boxer briefs were shoved aside. And then they were all standing, fully exposed.

They were all semi-hard already, thick lengths curving up from dark thatches of hair. Her eyes widened, taking in the differences.

Dan’s was the first she truly saw. It was impressive, a solid, heavy-looking shaft that must have been seven or eight inches, with a broad, defined presence that matched his easy going masculinity. Ethan’s was next, similar in length, perhaps a fraction leaner, but no less imposing, the veins standing out under his skin with a tense, controlled promise.

But Kofi… Oh. Her breath caught. He was noticeably bigger. Thicker. Longer. Without a measuring tape, she had no hope of guessing the exact size, but the sheer visual dominance of him, a thick, daunting nine inches of dark, rigid flesh, made her knees feel weak. A flutter of pure, animal fear mixed with a dark pulse of excitement deep in her belly.

Chloe’s command was a warm, firm whisper beside her ear. “Knees, our dirty little slut. Time to suck.”

The endearment, slut, should have burned. Instead, it poured like fuel on the fire inside her. She obeyed without thought, lowering herself to her knees on the soft carpet. The position felt right. Submissive. Servile. She looked up at the three cocks standing before her, a lewd bouquet of male flesh. The musky, clean scent of them filled her senses.

“Dan first,” Sophie instructed softly from her perch on the bed.

Dan stepped forward, his broad cock now at her eye level. He gave her an encouraging nod. Mei’s hands trembled as she reached out, her fingers wrapping around the base. The skin was hot and silky, the shaft firm and alive in her grip. She leaned in, her lips parting. The first touch of the broad head against her mouth was electric. She opened wider, taking him in.

The sensation was overwhelming. The salty taste of pre-cum on her tongue. The solid weight of him stretching her lips. The feeling of his hand coming to rest gently on the back of her head, not pushing, just guiding. She began to move, bobbing awkwardly at first, then finding a rhythm. Her tongue swirled around the head, learning his shape. His low groan of approval vibrated through her. She felt him swell further, hardening completely in her mouth, becoming a rigid, demanding presence. After a minute, Sophie’s voice came again. “Good. Ethan next.”

Dan withdrew, his cock glistening with her saliva. Ethan took his place. His intensity was palpable even in silence. His cock was a touch narrower but just as long, the skin pulled taut. He didn’t wait for her to take him; he guided himself to her lips with one hand, his dark eyes boring into hers. The moment she enveloped him, a sharp, hungry sound escaped his throat. His control was a thin veneer. Mei worked him, her suction more confident now, her tongue pressing along the sensitive underside. He was quicker to fully harden, his hips giving the faintest, involuntary thrust into the warm cavern of her mouth before he stilled himself with obvious effort.

“Very good,” Sophie murmured. “Now Kofi.”

The realization hit her like a physical wave as she knelt there, lips still tingling from Dan and Ethan. I just sucked two cocks. One after the other. The sheer depravity of it should have shamed her, but instead, a fresh pulse of wetness soaked her inner thighs. With the others watching, Chloe's hungry gaze, Sophie's serene approval, the men's heavy-lidded focus, there was no denying it now. I am truly a dirty slut. The label should have burned, but instead it sent a dark thrill coursing through her.

Mei's breath came faster as she looked up at Kofi's massive erection. That she wanted this, wanted to service them all, to be used as their plaything, was undeniable. The wine and the heat of so many eyes on her had stripped away pretence. She could feel the slick evidence of her arousal coating her thighs, her body betraying her even as her mind reeled.

A flicker of panic gripped her as Mei looked up at Kofi. He loomed over her, calm and immense, his massive, ebony cock a daunting presence that seemed to dominate the very air around it. Her breath hitched as she reached for him, her small hands trembling as they wrapped around the impossibly thick base. She needed both hands just to steady him, her fingers barely meeting. She leaned in, her lips parting, but the sheer girth of him made her hesitate. The broad, swollen crown threatened to overwhelm her delicate mouth, the dark skin gleaming under the lamplight, the veins standing out in stark relief against the dusky shaft. She stretched her lips painfully wide, a tear leaking from the corner of her eye as she struggled to accommodate his size. Finally, she managed to take the head and just an inch of the monstrous length, her tongue pressed flat against the throbbing vein underneath. 

The taste of him was overwhelming, musky and primal, as her lips stretched taut around his incredible thickness. She sucked, her jaw aching almost immediately from the sheer mass of him, her mouth feeling impossibly full. A deep, rumbling sound of pure satisfaction emanated from Kofi's chest, his calm demeanour contrasting sharply with the relentless dominance of his cock. He didn’t move, letting her struggle, letting her attempt to conquer the sheer immensity of his black, rigid flesh. Her nostrils were filled with his potent, masculine scent, her world narrowed to the overwhelming sensation of his size, the heat of him, the weight of him in her hands and mouth. It felt like an eternity, her lips stretched wide, her body trembling with the effort, before Sophie’s voice finally cut through the haze: “Enough.”

Mei pulled back with a wet pop, gasping for air. Her lips felt swollen, used. All three men were now fully, impressively erect before her. Dan’s cock stood thick and proud, Ethan’s pulsed with tension, and Kofi’s was a monstrous, triumphant pillar of flesh.

“Now choose, Mei,” Chloe said, her voice thick with voyeuristic delight. “Which one gets your cherry?”

Mei’s eyes swam. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperately empty, aching to be filled. She looked at Dan’s friendly, inviting smile. She looked at Kofi’s commanding, impossible size. Then her eyes settled on Ethan. His quiet intensity, the focused hunger in his gaze. His cock was big, but not as intimidatingly thick as Dan’s, and substantially less than Kofi’s. It promised stretching, a claiming, but not destruction. Not this first time.

Her voice was a hoarse, shaky whisper. “Ethan.”

A slow, fierce smile spread across Ethan’s face. It transformed him. The controlled quiet vanished, replaced by a predatory gleam. “On the bed,” he said, the words a low command.


Chapter Ten

Chloe’s voice was a low, commanding purr. “Up on the bed, Mei. Spread your slutty thighs. Open yourself. You’ve shaved for him. Baring yourself ready for your slut pussy to be penetrated for the first time.”

The words were a hot, liquid command that washed over Mei’s naked skin. She obeyed, her limbs moving as if guided by strings. She crawled onto Chloe’s bed, the duvet soft beneath her knees. She turned, her back meeting the mattress, and slowly, deliberately, she let her legs fall open. The position was obscene, utterly exposed. The cool air of the room touched her smooth, bare mound, and she felt the slick heat of her own arousal pooling there, undeniable.

Ethan joined her on the bed, moving with a quiet, focused grace. The others, Dan, Kofi, Sophie, Chloe, shifted to the edges, forming a silent circle of observers. They were going to witness Mei’s defloration, her transformation from virgin to something else. Their slut!

Ethan knelt between her spread thighs. His eyes, dark and intense, swept over her body, the heavy, swaying breasts, the slim waist, the heart-shaped pink ass now pressed against the bed, and the slick, dark curls of her wetness between her completely open legs. He placed a hand under each of her toned thighs, his fingers digging slightly into the firm muscle. He lifted them, stretching her legs even wider, opening her up like a flower. The stretch sent a deep ache through her hips, a yielding, vulnerable sensation.

Mei looked up at him, her dark eyes wide. Her voice was a thin, pleading whisper. “Please… please. Go slow. Be gentle. The first time.”

Ethan looked down, his gaze traveling from her flushed face to her trembling, open core. Fuck. She is beautiful. The thought was a raw punch of possession. He felt so lucky that he was going to be her first. And an audience as well. It was perfect.

He didn’t speak. Instead, he brought the head of his thick, rigid cock to her wet folds. He didn’t push. He slid the broad, smooth crown up and down through her slickness, coating himself in her arousal. The sensation was electric for Mei, the hot, hard pressure gliding against her most sensitive skin, teasing her entrance without entering. She moaned, a low, helpless sound that echoed in the quiet room. Her hips lifted slightly, involuntarily, seeking more.

Then she felt it. A change in pressure. A focused intent. He pressed the head of his cock to the little hole, that tight, untouched gateway. There was a moment of resistance, a brief, burning stretch as her body fought the intrusion. Then, with a slow, relentless push, the head was inside. A sharp, bright pain flashed through her, a tearing sensation that was immediately swallowed by a deeper, fuller stretch. She gasped, her breath catching in her throat. I’m no longer a virgin. The thought was clear, seismic. Something had broken inside her, and something new was being forged.

Ethan held there, his cockhead buried just inside her, letting her adjust. His hands kept her thighs wide, his grip firm and controlling. “You’re taking it so well,” he murmured, his voice thick with admiration.

Very slowly, he began to fuck her. He withdrew an inch, then pushed back in, a little deeper this time. The burn was there, a persistent, stretching ache, but it was already mingling with something else, a strange, creeping pleasure that spread from her core outward. Each slow thrust dragged his thick shaft along her inner walls, a friction that sparked little bursts of fire. Her moans became less pained, more rhythmic. Her body began to relax around him, to accept him.

He watched her face, her reactions. He saw the confusion in her eyes, the dawning realization that pain could transform into something else. After about five minutes of this slow, deliberate pace, her breathing changed. It became shallower, faster. Her hips began to move in tiny, matching arcs, seeking the rhythm of his thrusts. The pleasure was building, coiling inside her like a spring.

And then it released.

Her first orgasm from having a cock inside her hit her without warning. It wasn’t the sharp, focused climax she’d experienced from her own fingers or Chloe’s mouth. This was deeper, broader, a wave that started in her stretched pussy and radiated out through her entire belly, her thighs, her chest. It was a surrendering pulse, a clenching around his invading length that made her cry out, a sharp, surprised sound. Her back arched off the bed, her breasts heaved, and her fingers clawed at the duvet. Ethan felt it, the sudden, fierce tightening of her inner muscles around his shaft, and he groaned, a deep sound of pure satisfaction.

He didn’t stop. He picked up the pace. The slow, gentle thrusts became more purposeful, more driven. The pain was gone now, completely replaced by a slick, pounding pleasure. Each stroke filled her completely, the thick length of him hitting depths she’d never known existed. Her cries became continuous, a stream of gasped “oh, oh, oh” that echoed in the room. The audience watched, their own breathing audible. Dan’s smile was wide and appreciative. Kofi’s gaze was fixed, analytical. Chloe was biting her lip, her eyes gleaming. Sophie sat serene, a calm conductor of this symphony of loss.

Ethan’s own climax approached. His thrusts became harder, faster, a piston driving into her wet, welcoming heat. His grip on her thighs tightened, holding her open for his final, claiming strokes. He was losing his controlled quiet, his movements becoming ragged, primal. With a final, deep groan, he buried himself as far as he could go and held there, his body shuddering as he released inside her.

The feeling of his warmth flooding her deepest part gave Mei her second orgasm. It was triggered by the sensation of being filled, claimed, used. It washed over the first, a hotter, more intense wave that made her whole body shake. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of release, her legs trembling in his hands.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, slowly, Ethan pulled back. He held onto her thighs, keeping her open and stretched, as he slowly withdrew his softening cock from her slick, used passage. The sight was obscene and beautiful. He watched, his intense eyes locked on her core, as his cum dribbled out, a white trickle that ran down between her round, pink ass cheeks, staining the duvet beneath.

Mei, spent and trembling, didn’t even see Sophie. She was floating in a haze of sensation, her vision blurred. Sophie had her phone in her hand, the screen glowing. She was filming the moment, capturing the final, intimate proof of Mei’s transformation, the deflowered girl, spread wide, with the evidence of her first man seeping from her.


Chapter Eleven

Mei lay sprawled on the duvet, her body humming with a strange, hollow ache. Ethan’s warmth was still inside her, a slick trickle escaping her swollen entrance. The room was quiet, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Her vision swam; the lamplight seemed to pulse.

Chloe’s voice broke the silence, bright and commanding. “Well, gentlemen,” she said, her eyes gleaming as she looked at Dan and Kofi. “No longer a virgin. And of course, sloppy seconds… and maybe thirds, if either of you guys want to enjoy this delicacy.”

The words landed in Mei’s foggy mind. Sloppy seconds. The term was crude, degrading. It should have revolted her. Instead, it made her pussy clench weakly around the emptiness Ethan had left behind. A fresh pulse of wetness joined the mess already leaking from her.

Dan’s response was immediate, his easy smile widening. “Definitely.” He didn’t hesitate. He clambered onto the bed, his movements relaxed but purposeful. He moved between Mei’s still-open, splayed legs. She looked up at him, her dark eyes wide with a dazed awe. Was she really going to do this? Fuck two guys, one after the other. Maybe three. Her mind couldn’t grasp the sequence, but her body… her body was already responding, her hips tilting slightly upward, an involuntary invitation.

She lay there, her legs spread and did nothing but let Dan place his cock at her now sloppy entrance. He was hard and ready, aching, his shaft thick and eager, glistening with his own arousal. The head was broader than Ethan’s, a solid, blunt pressure against her sore, stretched folds. She felt the difference immediately, a fuller, more encompassing touch.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. He pressed forward, and with a slow, steady push, he entered her. The sensation was different. There was no sharp resistance, no virgin barrier to break. Her channel was wet, open, used, but it was still tight. His thicker cock stretched her anew, a fresh, burning fullness that made her gasp. He slid in deeper, his length filling the space Ethan had carved, pushing against her tender inner walls.

“Oh,” she moaned, the sound thin and breathy.

Dan began to fuck her, his pace steady and deep. Each thrust was a smooth, gliding motion, aided by the copious slickness, her own, mixed with Ethan’s seed. The friction was less abrasive, more of a swollen, grinding pleasure. He held her thighs, his hands warm and firm, keeping her pinned open for his use. Mei’s head fell back against the duvet. She stared at the ceiling, her mind emptying, becoming only a vessel for sensation.

The stretch was constant, a deep ache that bloomed into a throbbing heat. Her body adjusted, accepting this new girth. Her inner muscles began to clench around him, rhythmically, each time he buried himself deep. The pleasure built slower this time, a coiling tension that originated from the sheer, relentless fullness. She could feel every inch of him, every ridge and vein, dragging along her sensitized flesh.

Dan’s breathing grew heavier, each exhale hot and ragged as his hips maintained a steady, driving rhythm. His eyes locked onto Mei’s face, watching her slack mouth part slightly with every thrust, her fluttering eyelids betraying the dazed pleasure she was feeling. “You feel incredible,” he murmured, his voice roughened by effort, low and thick with desire. “So warm. So fucking wet.” His gaze dropped briefly to her firm breasts, which gently bounced with each deep thrust, the motion hypnotic, a testament to the force of his movements. His hands tightened on her thighs, holding her open as his cock plunged deeper, savouring the way her body yielded to him, slick and pliant, her flesh trembling around his.

Mei couldn’t speak. She could only feel. The climax approached, not as a surprise wave, but as a slow, inevitable rise. It started in her core, a tightening that matched the pace of his thrusts. Then it burst, spreading through her belly, her thighs. Her orgasm this time was a deep, pulsing release, a series of contractions that milked his cock as he drove into her. She cried out, a ragged sound, her body arching off the bed.

Dan felt her climax, and his own control snapped. His thrusts became faster, harder, a final, pounding race toward his finish. With a grunt, he shoved deep and held, shuddering as he emptied himself inside her, adding his own heat to the mix already pooling within her.

He held onto her thighs, keeping her open and stretched, as he slowly withdrew his softening cock from her slick, used passage. The sight was obscene and beautiful. He watched, his eyes locked on her core, as another stream of cum dribbled out, joining the first, a thicker white trickle that ran down between her round, pink ass cheeks, further staining the duvet beneath.

Mei lay there, recovering, her body a map of exhaustion and overwhelming sensation. She barely registered the movement, the shift of weight on the bed. Then she felt it. A new pressure, immense and daunting, pressed against her very wet, gaping, sloppy entrance.

Kofi.

She turned her head, her eyes blurry. He was there, kneeling between her legs. His cock was… monstrous. The large, thick, purple-tinged head of his black erection was a sight that sent a jolt of pure, animal fear through her exhausted system. Even well-used, even fucked and dripping, her little tunnel would have to stretch again, for something far bigger.

“Please…” Mei gasped, the plea automatic, weak. “Please, be gentle.”

Kofi’s dark eyes met hers. His calm was absolute. “I will be,” he said, his voice low and even. And he was.

He didn’t force. He guided. The broad crown of his cock pressed against her swollen outer lips, parting them with gentle, insistent pressure. The initial stretch was intense, a burning, stretching ache that made her whimper. But he moved slowly, inch by agonizing inch, letting her body accommodate his incredible girth. She felt herself opening, widening, in a way she hadn’t with the others. It was a profound, deep yielding.

When he was fully seated, she was filled in a way that bordered on unbearable. His thickness stretched her to a new limit, a stuffed, packed sensation that left no room for thought. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, each one a deep, grinding conquest of her depths. The friction was intense, a hot, slick drag along her overstimulated walls. Pain and pleasure blurred into a single, overwhelming current.

Mei’s cries were continuous now, a stream of helpless sounds. Her hands gripped the duvet, her back arched. Kofi fucked her with a calm, powerful authority, his large hands holding her hips steady, controlling every movement. The pace increased gradually, his thick, black cock pistoning into her well-used, raw little pussy. Each stroke sent shockwaves through her, triggering small, sharp climaxes that overlapped, a continuous ripple of release. Her mind could never have imagined such levels of sensations.

She was so sensitive, so open, that her body convulsed around him repeatedly, each orgasm weaker but more frequent, until she was just a shuddering, overstimulated vessel. Kofi’s own climax was a controlled, powerful event. His thrusts became deeper, more possessive, and with a final, deep groan, he buried himself and released, flooding her with a third, copious heat.

He held there for a moment, letting her feel the full, stuffed weight of him. Then, slowly, he pulled back. The withdrawal was a long, dragging sensation. Sophie, serene and observant, had her phone out again, filming as Kofi’s thick, black cock emerged from her gaping, raw, swollen little pussy, glistening with the combined evidence of all three men.


Epilogue

The silence in Mei’s small room was absolute, broken only by the faint, tinny soundtrack from her phone screen. It had been weeks since that night, since Ethan, Dan, and Kofi. Weeks of trying to bury the memory in textbooks and lecture notes. But the past refused to stay buried.

The video Sophie had sent was clipped, edited. It wasn’t the whole event, just the endings. Three clips spliced together.

The first clip: Ethan pulling out of her, his cock glistening and wet. The camera focused low, zoomed in on her slick, swollen entrance. The sight of his thick cum dribbling out of her, a slow white trickle against her flushed pink skin. Her own voice, a ragged gasp, played on the audio.

The second clip: Dan withdrawing, his broader shaft leaving her gaped wider. The flow was thicker, more copious, mingling with the first. Her pussy looked used, truly used, a soft red ring stretched and glistening.

The third clip: Kofi. His monstrous, black cock emerging slowly from her, the withdrawal impossibly long. The aftermath was devastating. Her tiny hole was a visibly open, wet, reddened mess. The combined release of all three men flowed out in a steady stream, coating her inner thighs and the duvet beneath.

Mei watched it, her body rigid on her bed. The shame was a cold, hard stone in her chest. This is who you are, it whispered. A used thing. A spectacle. Her cheeks burned with a humiliation so profound it felt like a physical illness.

But her body, her traitorous body, didn’t care about shame.

As she watched Ethan’s cum leak from her on screen, a familiar, unwelcome heat bloomed deep in her core. Her nipples tightened against her thin t-shirt. Her breath shortened. And between her thighs, nestled in her smooth, shaved skin, her pussy began to throb. A slick, warm wetness seeped out, just like on the video. Real. Now.

Her hand, seemingly of its own accord, drifted down from her stomach. It slipped under the waistband of her leggings, past the elastic of her underwear. Her fingers found the damp, swollen flesh. Her own slickness was identical to what she saw on the screen. The shame twisted, knotting with a dark, pulsing thrill.

She touched herself, her fingertips tracing her slick folds. Her eyes stayed locked on the phone. On the image of her own ruined, dripping entrance. She pressed a finger inside, mimicking the penetration she’d felt. It was tight, but so much looser than before that night. The memory of being stretched, of being filled, rushed back with a visceral force. She moaned, a soft, pathetic sound in the empty room.

She began to rub, her fingers circling her clit, slipping inside her shallow depth. The video played on a loop. Ethan’s withdrawal. Dan’s. Kofi’s. The endless, humiliating leak. Each clip sent a fresh jolt of arousal through her. Her hips rocked against her hand, seeking the pressure. Her mind fragmented. Part of her wept internally for the girl she’d been. The other part, the larger part now, was lost in the sensation, in the filthy, exciting memory of being taken by three men, of being watched, of being used.

The climax built quickly, fueled by the visual feedback of her own degradation. It wasn’t gentle. It was a sharp, desperate peak. Her body clenched, her back arching off the bed. A choked cry escaped her lips as pleasure, shame, and excitement fused into one blinding wave. She convulsed, her fingers working furiously until the wave passed, leaving her panting, sweaty, and utterly empty.

The phone screen went dark, the video ended. She lay there, her hand still between her thighs, covered in her own wetness. The stone of shame returned, heavier now. She had masturbated to the video of her own defilement. She had gotten off on the evidence of her ruin.

As the cold reality settled, her phone buzzed on the mattress beside her.

A new message. From Chloe.

Mei’s heart froze. She stared at the notification, dread and a strange, eager curiosity warring inside her. With trembling fingers, she opened it.

The message was brief, devoid of any preamble.

“Did you get off watching it?”

Mei’s breath stopped. They knew. They always knew. How could they? But of course they did. They had orchestrated every step. They had filmed it. They had sent it. They had predicted this.

Before she could even form a reply, another message appeared.

“We’ll have to arrange something even dirtier for our little slut.”

The words hung in the air. Even dirtier. What could be dirtier than what they’d already done? Her mind raced through terrifying, thrilling possibilities. More men? A different setting? Something public? The shame was still there, a cold anchor. But the heat between her legs, the fresh slickness there, was a blazing counterpoint. Her body was already responding to the promise, to the threat.

She was their little slut. And she was waiting for their next command.


Book Four Teaser

By the time the term shifted again, Mei Clarke was no longer the girl anyone had first noticed. Not really. The version of her that had arrived at university, quiet, careful, and uncertain of her place, felt distant now, like someone she had once known rather than someone she still was.

What had replaced her was something more complex, more aware of itself, more deliberate in the way it moved through the world.

She noticed it first in the way people looked at her. Not just passing glances anymore, but recognition. Conversations faltered when she entered a room. Eyes followed her openly now, some curious, some admiring, some already forming quiet assumptions about who she was. There was no innocence left in the way she was seen.

And slowly, she began to understand that something had shifted inside her as well.

It wasn’t just the attention. It was what she could do with it.

The way a glance could hold someone’s focus just a moment longer than expected. The way silence, when used carefully, created its own kind of tension. The way she could choose when to respond, when to smile, and when to turn away. It was subtle, but undeniable.

It was control.

Sophie saw it first, of course. She always did.

“You’re starting to understand,” she said one evening, her voice calm, almost approving, as though she were observing a student finally grasping something important.

Chloe, sitting beside her, smiled in that warm, knowing way Mei had come to recognise as dangerous.

“We told you,” Chloe said softly. “It’s not just about what you do. It’s about what people think you might do.”

That was when things began to change again.

The invitations became different. Not just crowded student parties or noisy nights out, but quieter, more deliberate spaces. Smaller groups. Private rooms. People who didn’t need introductions, who already knew her name before she spoke it, who watched her with an interest that felt measured rather than accidental.

Sophie and Chloe no longer needed to guide every step.

Now they began to teach.

Not openly, not in a way that could be easily defined, but through small corrections, quiet observations, and the occasional well-timed comment. They showed her how to hold a room without raising her voice, how to let someone wait just long enough to matter, how to decide who deserved her attention and who did not. They taught her how reputation could be shaped, and more importantly, how it could be used.

And gradually, almost without realising it, Mei began to see the pattern behind everything that had happened.

She hadn’t just been changed.

She had been prepared.

Prepared for something beyond the dares, beyond the attention, beyond the transformation she had already undergone. Something that required not just confidence, but understanding.

Because Sophie and Chloe had never been guiding her aimlessly.

They had been shaping her with intention from the very beginning.

And now, at last, she was beginning to see it clearly.

They weren’t just changing Mei Clarke.

They were training her. Training he rot be their amusing slut. Their dirt slut.

And by the time she understood what that truly meant, there would be no version of her left that could go back.
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