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Catching them Looking on Campus

For most students, crossing campus was merely a way to get from one class to the next. For Zoe, it was foreplay performed for an unwitting audience.

She usually wore nothing too extraordinary—today it was a flowing skirt that swished around her thighs and a simple short-sleeved shirt—but Zoe knew how to transform the mundane into something electric. Each step was deliberate, each sway of her hips calculated, not with effort but with the ease of someone who had learned to weaponise her own body.

The quad buzzed with the usual between-class traffic. Zoe felt the weight of a gaze on her bare legs and suppressed a smile. A quick glance confirmed her suspicion. A teaching assistant from her Psychology class had paused mid-conversation, his eyes tracking her as she walked, rising from her calves to her thighs, settling on her hemline, no doubt hoping for a glimpse of more. The knowledge sent a delicious warmth spreading through her belly.

This was the game she played daily. The campus became her stage, her fellow students unwitting participants in her private performance. If a breeze lifted her skirt slightly, revealing another inch of thigh, she wouldn’t rushed to push it down. Instead, she’d savour the moment, counting the seconds—and counting the glances—before making a show of adjusting it with feigned innocence.

Zoe had mapped the campus not by buildings or departments but by opportunities. The stone benches near the library where she could sit with her legs crossed, gradually letting them part as she pretended to be absorbed in a textbook. The low wall by the humanities building where she could give onlookers a tantalising view by innocuously leaning over it just so. The lawns, where she could stretch out on a sunny day in leggings or tight shorts, the curve of her rump drawing eyes from all angles.

When she detected footsteps falling into rhythm behind her, her pulse quickened. This was her favourite form of display. Because it was the kind where she knew that her viewer—her voyeur—would be feeling conflicted. They would follow her— drinking in the rise and fall of her ass in tight leggings or praying for a gust of wind if she was in a skirt—and all the while they would be feeling guilty, feeling dirty, feeling ashamed for sexualising this random girl on campus… not realising, of course, that this random girl on campus was well aware of their game, and that she was already seeing five moves ahead.

Today, it was a complete stranger, a guy about her age with his bag slung over one shoulder and headphones in his ears. She didn’t really care who it was. Male or female, young or old, it was the base urges inside them that Zoe fed on. Without breaking her stride, she altered her route as she had so many times before, heading now toward the science building with its wide staircase and half landings. She could almost feel the internal debate in the would-be-opportunist behind her—continue following her on this obvious detour, take the risk for the potential reward, or carry on to wherever he’d really been going before he’d been distracted by her, and in doing so return to the mundanity of the real world?

He followed. Of course he did. They always did.

Zoe approached the staircase with a small private smile playing on her lips. The wide steps of the science building beckoned, and she began her ascent with deliberate care. Her fingers trailed along the railing as she took each step slowly, letting her hips sway just a fraction more than necessary. The fabric of her skirt whispered against her thighs with each movement.

She felt rather than saw him maintain that perfect distance behind her. He hung back just enough—that very telling distance that Zoe knew all too well—betrayed his true intentions. Far enough to get the perfect angle, just enough steps below her, but not so far as to risk missing the show entirely. The space between them charged with unspoken intention. Her skin prickled with awareness, a flush spreading across her chest beneath her shirt.

The weight of his gaze felt like a physical touch climbing up the backs of her legs. Zoe's breath quickened, her pulse throbbing between her thighs as she imagined his eyes following the hem of her skirt, waiting for that moment when the angle and her movement would reveal what lay beneath.

At the half-landing, she paused just briefly, ostensibly to adjust the strap of her bag. His footsteps halted too. The silence confirmed what she already knew—he was positioned perfectly below, his view now unobstructed as she stood slightly turned away from him.

She continued her climb, and the tension in her belly wound tighter when she realised he wasn't immediately following. This was her favourite part, the part when her follower would have to make a decision—continue upwards and extend that same delicious view, or wait below and see all from a new angle. He'd chosen to linger on the lower section, watching as she rounded the next flight. The knowledge that he was deliberately positioning himself to see even more of her sent a liquid heat pooling low in her abdomen.

Zoe's nipples hardened against the fabric of her bra. She pictured herself through his eyes, her legs stretching as she climbed, her skirt rising with each step, revealing the delicate lace of her powder blue thong. She'd chosen it carefully this morning, as she did every day, running her fingers over the selection in her drawer before settling on this particular one. The pale blue looked especially striking against her fair skin.

When she reached the top of the stairs, she glanced back, catching his eyes for just a split second before he looked away, pretending to check his phone. Zoe bit her lower lip to keep from smiling too broadly. He’d seen her from almost directly below, looking up between her legs, ‘stealing’ the sight she’d secretly deliberately given him. The flush of victory mingled with arousal as she pushed through the double doors into the science building's main hallway.

The cool air inside raised goosebumps on her arms. She slowed her pace, wondering if he would follow her inside or if the game had reached its conclusion for today. The hallway stretched before her, gleaming floors reflecting the fluorescent lights overhead. A few students loitered near the bulletin boards, but her attention remained focused on the doors behind her.

They swung open. He'd followed.

She adjusted her course toward the water fountain, another calculated move in this elaborate dance. Bending slightly at the waist rather than the knees, she took a long, slow drink.

The cool water did little to quench the heat spreading through her body. Zoe lingered at the fountain, listening. The hallway had gone oddly quiet, save for the distant murmur of a lecture from one of the classrooms. She could sense him behind her, watching, waiting. Her skirt had ridden up as she bent forward Of course, she made no move to fix it. Instead, she took her time, letting the water run over her lips, feeling the weight of his stare on the exposed skin of her thighs, on the sliver of cheek now visible beneath the hem of her skirt.

His footsteps approached, hesitant at first, then more deliberate. She arched her back slightly, just enough to make it clear this was no accident. The air in the hallway felt charged, electric against her skin. Her pulse quickened as she heard him stop, close enough that she could almost feel the heat radiating from his body.

When she couldn't maintain the charade any longer, Zoe straightened and turned in one fluid motion. He stood there, not even pretending to be passing by. His eyes, dark with desire, met hers for a brief second before darting away. But what caught her attention was his phone, held at a strange angle by his hip, the camera lens reflecting the fluorescent lights above.

A thrill shot through her, starting at the base of her spine and radiating outward. Had he been filming her this whole time? Capturing the deliberate sway of her hips, the calculated bend at the fountain, the flash of blue lace between her thighs? The thought made her breath catch, her nipples tightening further against her bra.

"Excuse me," she said, her voice huskier than she'd intended.

He fumbled with his phone, nearly dropping it as he shoved it into his pocket. "Sorry, I was just—"

She brushed past him, letting her arm graze his, a deliberate touch that made him stiffen. As she walked away, she imagined him watching her go, perhaps even pulling out his phone again to capture her retreat. The thought that he might take that video home, might replay it in the privacy of his room, might slide his hand beneath the waistband of his pants as he watched her bend and stretch—it sent a fresh wave of arousal through her.

How many others had done the same? How many secret folders existed on how many devices, filled with glimpses of her body that she had so carefully orchestrated? Professors, teaching assistants, fellow students—even the occasional maintenance worker or campus security guard. The possibilities were endless, and each one added to the delicious tension that built inside her every day she played this game.

Zoe pushed through the exit doors on the opposite side of the building, emerging into the sunlight once more. Her skin felt too tight, too sensitive against the fabric of her clothes. She needed release, but not quite yet. The day was still young, and there were so many more opportunities to create memories—for herself and for others.

As she crossed the quad toward her next class, she spotted a familiar figure sitting alone on one of the benches. Aidan from her Literature seminar, his head bent over a textbook, seemingly oblivious to the world around him. But Zoe knew better. She'd caught him watching her too many times to believe his studious façade.

A new game formed in her mind. This one would be different—more direct, more daring. Aidan wasn't like her random follower in the science building. There was something pure about his desire, something unfiltered that made her want to push further with him than with anyone else. He was a constant in her performances, a dedicated audience member who pretended not to watch the show.

Perhaps it was about time she gave him a private viewing.

Tomorrow, she thought as she strolled past him—delighting as his eyes rose from his book—she'd wear the white top that turned nearly transparent in certain light. She'd make sure to sit across from him during group discussion, lean forward when asking a question. The anticipation alone made her bite her lip as she continued on today’s destinationless stroll across campus, her body humming with the electricity of countless unseen connections.

For Zoe, exhibitionism wasn't simply about exposing flesh—it was about capturing attention, about holding power over desire. And as she felt another pair of eyes lock onto her from across the lawn, she knew with certainty that this was a game in which the odds were stacked firmly in her favour.

∞∞∞

Morning light filtered through Zoe's bedroom window as she stood before her mirror, appraising her reflection with excited expectation. She'd gone with the white top that had popped into her mind yesterday—the one with the low neckline and thin fabric that clung to her curves. Without a bra, her nipples pressed visibly against the material, their dark outline unmistakable against the crisp white.

"Perfect," she whispered, running her hands down her sides, feeling the fabric slide against her skin.

She pulled on tight black jeans that dipped low on her hips but hugged her ass and thighs like a second skin, then shrugged into her black jacket—a strategic piece that would allow her to conceal and reveal at will. The contrast between the stark white top and dark jacket created exactly the effect she wanted. Eyes would be drawn immediately to what lay beneath. And yet the overall ensemble maintained her desired plausible deniability. This was all about showing people things they thought she didn’t want them to see.

Zoe left her apartment earlier than necessary, giving herself ample time before her seminar. Her mind wasn’t entirely on Aidan just yet—though he did remain her primary target for today. The journey across campus was its own performance, a chance to practice, to warm up before the main event.

As she stepped outside, the crisp morning air immediately perked her nipples to stiff points beneath her thin white top. She left her jacket deliberately unzipped, creating a frame for what she knew would catch attention. The first victim was a sleepy-looking guy leaving the campus coffee shop, who nearly walked into a lamppost when she passed. Zoe bit back a laugh, savouring the small victory.

Near the humanities building, a group of fraternity brothers fell silent mid-conversation as she approached. She felt their collective gaze like a physical touch across her chest. One nudged another, trying to be subtle and failing spectacularly. Zoe pretended not to notice, adjusting her satchel’s strap so that it now lay cross-body, separating and emphasising her breasts for their enjoyment.

But it was the reactions of other women that truly delighted her this morning. A girl with a black ponytail and athletic build gave her a knowing once-over, her lips curving into an appreciative smirk before she looked away. Unlike the bumbling, obvious stares of men, the female gazes were precise, evaluative—and infinitely more aware of exactly what game Zoe was playing.

A tall brunette in a tailored blazer actually slowed her pace as they passed each other, her eyes lingering on Zoe's chest for several seconds. When their eyes met, there was no embarrassed look-away, no pretence of accident. Just a silent acknowledgment between them. I see what you're doing, and I appreciate the show.

Zoe felt a different kind of thrill from these encounters. Men might gawk and fantasise, but they rarely understood the deliberateness behind her exposure. They believed they were catching glimpses they weren't meant to see. And she loved that, of course. Women, though—they knew. They recognised the careful calculation behind the choice of fabric, the strategic absence of a bra, the precise angle at which her jacket hung open.

As she rounded the corner near the English department, Zoe spotted a girl sitting on a bench, ostensibly reading but whose eyes hadn't moved from the same page since Zoe had entered her field of vision. The girl's gaze travelled slowly from Zoe's face down to her breasts, lingering there with undisguised interest. When she finally looked up and caught Zoe watching her watch, her cheeks flushed pink—but she didn't look away.

Zoe held her gaze for a beat longer than necessary, a silent communication passing between them. Yes, I know you're looking. Yes, I want you to.

The heat that had been building low in Zoe's belly intensified. This was different from the male attention she usually courted—there was something more intimate, more complicit in being observed by another woman who understood exactly what it meant to display one's body this way.

She continued her leisurely stroll toward the building where her seminar would be held, each step a conscious performance. The campus was filling with students now, and Zoe felt herself at the centre of a web of attention—some fleeting, some lingering, all feeding the growing warmth between her thighs.

By the time she reached the seminar building, her nipples were almost painfully hard, sensitive against the friction of her top with each movement. She paused outside the door, taking a moment to compose herself. Aidan would be inside, and she wanted to be ready for him—wanted the full force of her arousal to be channelled into their interaction.

Zoe checked her phone. Still a few minutes before class was scheduled to begin. Perfect timing. She took a deep breath, feeling the fabric stretch across her chest, and pushed open the door.

The seminar room was nearly empty, just as she'd hoped. And there, in his usual spot near the window, sat Aidan. His head was bent over a notebook, pen moving across the page, completely absorbed in whatever he was writing. He hadn't noticed her yet.

Zoe let the door close behind her with a soft click. She shrugged off her jacket completely now, draping it over her arm. The classroom was warm—warm enough that removing her outer layer would seem perfectly natural. Nothing suspicious about that. Nothing deliberate at all.

"Morning," she said softly, approaching his table.

Aidan's head snapped up, and for a split second, his eyes widened before he forced them back to her face. "Oh, hey, Zoe. You're early."

"So are you," she replied, sliding into the seat next him rather than her usual spot. "Working on the essay for Professor Collins?"

"Yeah, just some notes," he mumbled, his gaze determinedly fixed on her face. But she could see the effort it took him, the slight tension in his jaw as he fought the urge to look lower.

Zoe leaned forward slightly as she adjusted her chair. "I'm still trying to figure out my thesis," she said, deliberately bending further than necessary. "Maybe you could help me with that?"

Aidan's eyes flickered downward for just an instant before he caught himself. A faint blush crept up his neck. "Sure," he said, his voice slightly strained. "What did you have in mind?"

Zoe smiled, settling in for what promised to be the most enjoyable seminar of the semester. The morning's practice run had been satisfying, but this—the focused attention of someone who clearly wanted her but was too polite, too restrained to act on it—this was what truly made her pulse race.

"I actually have a few different ideas," Zoe said, tapping her pen against her lower lip. She glanced around the empty classroom, savouring the privacy that would soon be interrupted by their classmates. "But I think I'd better show you what I've got," she said. She turned away from him, leaning to retrieve her notebook from her bag on the floor.

As she bent forward, Zoe's entire body tingled with awareness. Her low-rise jeans—a throwback style she'd embraced wholeheartedly when the fashion pendulum had swung back to the nineties—dipped dangerously low at her spine. She knew exactly what was happening. She could picture that deliberate gap forming between her lower back and the denim, the perfect viewing window. And framing that window were the unmissable straps of her G-string, not in subtle black to match her outfit, but in eye-catching neon pink that practically screamed for attention—another throwback to the nineties she prayed never left fashion again.

The silence in the room felt charged. She couldn't see Aidan's face, but she could feel his presence behind her, could almost sense the battle between propriety and desire raging within him. Was he leaning slightly to the side, angling for a better view? Was his gaze fixed on those bright pink straps, following their downward trajectory like the lights on a runway, seeking his final destination?

Zoe took her time, pretending to search through her bag with careful deliberation. Her textbook, her planner, her pencil case—she moved each item with maddening slowness, feeling the exposure of her lower back and beyond with each subtle shift of her body. The heat between her legs intensified, a delicious throb that made her want to prolong this moment indefinitely.

When she finally found her notebook—which had been right there all along—she straightened up and turned back to Aidan. The movement was quicker than he'd anticipated. His eyes darted up to meet hers, his posture suddenly stiff, his hands repositioning his notebook on the desk. A faint flush coloured his cheeks as he cleared his throat.

"Found it," she said, her voice honey-sweet and innocent. But her eyes told a different story as they locked with his. I know what you were looking at. I wanted you to look.

"Great," he managed, his voice slightly hoarse. He shifted in his seat, and Zoe allowed herself a small, private smile at the knowledge that his appreciation of the view she’d offered had had a physical effect on him already.

She slid her notebook across the desk toward him, letting her fingers brush against his. "These are just some rough thoughts," she said, leaning closer until her shoulder pressed against his. "I'd love your honest opinion."

Aidan swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing in his throat. He looked down at her notebook, but Zoe could tell he wasn't seeing the words on the page. His breathing had become slightly uneven, his posture unnaturally rigid. He wasn't reading a single word on the page.

She knew he was far more interested in the cleavage insisting itself on his peripheral vision. With their heads bent together over the notebook, her white top gaped forward just enough to offer a tantalizing view of the pale curves beneath. Every time she pointed to something on the page, she leaned in a little more, letting her neckline dip lower, letting gravity do its delicious work.

The tension in the tiny distance between them was palpable—until the classroom door swung open. Other students began filing in, their voices breaking the intimate bubble she'd created. Aidan straightened immediately, putting a respectable distance between them as if someone had flipped a switch. The transformation amused her—how quickly he could shift from fascinated voyeur to proper student.

Professor Mitchell arrived shortly after, his leather briefcase swinging at his side as he strode to the front of the room. Tall, with salt-and-pepper hair and wire-rimmed glasses, he had the distinguished look of someone who'd spent decades in academia but hadn't let it wear him down. Zoe had caught him looking at her before, always just for a second, always followed by that telltale guilty shift of his eyes.

As the professor began setting up for the day's discussion, Zoe settled into another of her favourite routines. She relinquished Aidan from her attention—for now. She could practically feel the relief radiating from him as she turned to face forward in her seat. But she wasn't done playing. Not by a long shot.

Her eyes fixed on a different challenge for the time being. Professor Mitchell was writing something on the board, his back to the class. Perfect timing.

Zoe made a show of looking sleepy, blinking slowly as she raised her hand to cover a delicate yawn. Then, as if still tired at this early hour, she stretched her arms up fully above her head. Her back arched naturally with the movement, pressing her chest outward against the thin white fabric of her top. The material pulled taut across her breasts, rendering it even more transparent than before. The dark circles of her nipples were clearly visible now, pressing against the stretched fabric like they were begging to be freed.

Professor Mitchell turned around just as she was mid-stretch, his sentence trailing off as his eyes landed on her. For one glorious second, his professional demeanour slipped. His gaze dropped to her chest, lingering there just long enough to confirm he'd seen everything she wanted him to see, before snapping back to her face. He cleared his throat, adjusted his glasses, and continued his introduction to today's topic with only the slightest tremor in his voice.

Zoe lowered her arms slowly, basking in the lingering heat of his gaze. There was something particularly delicious about catching Professor Mitchell looking—the way his professional mask cracked for just that split second, revealing the man beneath the academic veneer. It wasn't the first time, either. Last week, she'd deliberately dropped her pen near his desk and bent to retrieve it while he was mid-lecture. The week before that, she'd worn a blouse with one too many buttons undone. Each time, that same flash of desire crossed his features before being hastily suppressed.

Zoe bit her lower lip to hide her smile. She wondered if he went home thinking about her, if he lay in bed beside his wife—she'd noticed the wedding band—and closed his eyes, conjuring images of her stretching in his classroom. Did he imagine what might happen if they were alone together? Did he picture her perched on his desk, legs slightly parted, asking for "extra help" with her essay?

As he turned back to the whiteboard, Zoe noticed how his gaze skirted around her section of the room, as if afraid to look directly at her again. Yet every few minutes though, his eyes would dart back, landing briefly on her chest before quickly moving away. The pattern was as predictable as it was arousing. Each stolen glance was another victory, another confirmation of her power.

"Let's discuss the theme of forbidden desire in this week's reading," Professor Mitchell said, his voice notably steadier now. "Who can tell me how the author uses symbolism to represent repressed sexuality?"

Zoe raised her hand, waiting until his eyes reluctantly found her.

"Yes, Ms. Harper?" he asked, his knuckles whitening slightly around the marker he held.

"I think the most interesting aspect is how the character knowingly puts herself in situations where she might be observed," Zoe replied, leaning forward in her seat. "There's power in being watched, isn't there? Even when the watching is supposed to be taboo."

Professor Mitchell's throat worked as he swallowed. "An… interesting interpretation. Could you elaborate?"

Zoe smiled slowly. "Well, the character creates these moments where she appears vulnerable, exposed. But actually, she's in complete control. She knows exactly what she's doing, and that makes her the one with the power, not the observer."

The classroom had gone quiet. From the corner of her eye, Zoe could see Aidan staring at his notebook, a muscle working in his jaw.

"That's… that's certainly one reading of the text," Professor Mitchell managed, adjusting his glasses again. A nervous habit, she'd noticed. "Though I think the author might suggest a more complex dynamic at play."

"Of course," Zoe agreed, sitting back in her chair. "The complexity is what makes it so… stimulating."

The word hung in the air. Professor Mitchell cleared his throat and quickly called on another student, but Zoe noticed how he tugged at his collar, as if suddenly finding the room too warm.

Throughout the remainder of the class, she made small, deliberate movements—crossing and uncrossing her legs, leaning forward to write notes, reaching up to tuck her hair behind her ear. Each motion calculated to draw his attention back to her. And each time, without fail, his eyes would find her for that forbidden second before darting away.

"Alright, everyone," Professor Mitchell announced eventually, clapping his hands together with forced brightness. "Let's break into small groups to discuss the passage in more depth. Four to a group, please."

The classroom erupted into the scraping of chairs and murmured negotiations as students rearranged themselves. Zoe stayed put, watching as Aidan hesitated, clearly unsure whether to remain near her or escape to another group. Before he could decide, two other students approached their table—a guy with tousled dark hair that Zoe recognised from another class but whose name escaped her, and a girl with a sleek blonde ponytail and impeccable winged eyeliner.

"Mind if we join you guys?" the guy asked, his eyes skimming over Zoe briefly before settling somewhere around her shoulder.

"Not at all," Zoe replied, gesturing to the empty chairs. She shifted her position, leaning forward to rest her elbows on the table, creating the perfect frame for her barely-concealed chest. "I'm Zoe, and this is Aidan."

"Connor," the guy said, dropping into a chair directly across from her. "And that's Megan."

The blonde girl—Megan—took the remaining seat, her eyes narrowing slightly as they landed on Zoe's chest. Unlike Connor's furtive glances, Megan's gaze was direct, assessing. Her lips pressed into a thin line before she looked away, a slight shake of her head betraying her thoughts. Disapproval? Not quite. But recognition, certainly. Zoe wondered whether this wasn’t one of those instances of game recognising game.

"So," Aidan began, his voice slightly strained as he flipped through his textbook. "The symbolism in paragraph three—"

"I think we should start with the subtext," Zoe interrupted, leaning even further forward. She heard Connor's sharp intake of breath as the neckline of her top dipped dangerously low. "Don't you think the real story is happening beneath the surface?"

Aidan swallowed hard, his eyes determinedly fixed on the page before him. "What do you mean, exactly?"

"Well," Zoe said, drawing out the word, "like I was saying in class, there's so much tension in what's not being said. All those… unspoken desires." She let her fingertip trace slow circles on the tabletop. "Characters pretending they don't want what they clearly do. That they can’t see what’s right in front of them."

Megan snorted, but Zoe chose to ignore her.

Connor shifted in his seat, crossing and uncrossing his legs. His eyes darted to Zoe’s chest, then away, then back again—a ping-pong match of desire and propriety. Each time he looked, his gaze lingered a fraction longer than before.

"Don’t you think you’re reading a bit too much into it?" Megan ask flatly, though her eyes flashed with something that belied her tone. "Not everything is about sex, you know."

"But this clearly is," Zoe countered, her voice dropping to a near-whisper that forced everyone to lean in closer. "The whole passage is dripping with it. All that talk of 'forbidden fruit' and 'yielding to temptation’. I can’t be the only one looking beneath the surface."

Aidan made a choking sound, quickly covered by a cough. His cheeks flushed crimson as he stared resolutely at the text, though Zoe noticed his hands were gripping the edges of his book so tightly his knuckles had turned white.

"I… agree with Zoe, actually," Connor said, a bit too eagerly. "The sexual symbolism is… uh, pretty obvious."

"Oh?" Zoe turned her full attention to him, watching him squirm under her gaze. "So, which parts stood out to you the most, Connor?"

He blinked rapidly. "Well, the, uh… the part where she talks about the… the rising heat?" His voice cracked slightly on the last word.

"Mmm, yes," Zoe purred. "That was particularly… evocative, wasn't it?" She stretched her arms above her head again, arching her back slightly. "I could almost feel it myself while reading."

Aidan's pen slipped from his fingers, clattering to the floor. When he bent to retrieve it, Zoe noticed how his hands trembled.

"For God's sake," Megan muttered, though her tone had shifted from pure annoyance to something more complex. She glanced between the two men, noting their flustered state with a mix of exasperation and amusement. Then, unexpectedly, her eyes met Zoe's—and something passed between them. A silent acknowledgment, perhaps even a conspiracy.

"The men in this story are particularly clueless, aren't they?" Megan said suddenly, her voice taking on a sultry quality that matched Zoe's. "Always missing what's right in front of them."

Zoe blinked in surprise, then smiled slowly. "Absolutely. Too caught up in their own… inhibitions."

"While the women know exactly what they want," Megan continued, leaning forward herself now. Her top was far more modest than Zoe's, but the movement still drew Connor's eyes briefly before he forced them back to her face.

"And how to get it," Zoe added, her pulse quickening as she realized Megan had decided to join her game rather than fight it.

The two women exchanged smiles across the table, a silent alliance forming between them. Connor looked from one to the other, clearly trying to follow the conversation while simultaneously trying not to stare at either of their chests. Aidan, meanwhile, had gone completely still, his breathing shallow.

"The character in the passage," Megan said, tapping her manicured nail against a paragraph, "she's not actually conflicted at all, is she? That's just what the men around her assume."

"Exactly," Zoe agreed, shifting so that her knee brushed against Aidan's under the table. She felt him tense but he didn't pull away. "She knows precisely what effect she's having. Every move is calculated."

"God, yes," Connor blurted, then immediately looked mortified. "I mean, yes, that's a valid interpretation of the text."

Megan rolled her eyes. "So transparent," she murmured, but her lips curved into a smile. "Men always think they're being so subtle."

"When really," Zoe said, her voice dropping to a near-whisper, "we can see right through them." She directed this last comment at Aidan, who finally raised his eyes to meet hers. The naked want in his gaze sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core.

For the remainder of their group discussion, Zoe and Megan continued their double-edged commentary, each statement about the text laden with innuendo that left both men increasingly uncomfortable. Connor had given up trying to hide his interest, his eyes now openly traveling between the two women with undisguised appreciation. Aidan, though still maintaining his façade of studiousness, had developed a fascinating tick in his jaw, and his breathing had grown increasingly uneven.

The heat building between Zoe's thighs intensified with each passing minute. There was something intoxicating about this new dynamic—not just teasing Aidan as she'd planned, but having Megan as an unexpected accomplice. The power of their combined attention had reduced both men to stammering, shifting messes.

When Professor Mitchell finally called time on their group work, Zoe felt almost drunk with arousal. Her skin felt too tight, too sensitive against her clothes. As they gathered their things, she made sure to brush her hand against Aidan's arm.

"This was fun," she murmured, letting her fingers linger. "We should study together sometime. Just the two of us."

His eyes widened fractionally. "I… yeah, that would be… good."

It wasn't much, but it was enough. Zoe could see it in his eyes—something had shifted. The seed she'd planted was beginning to grow. As she walked away—exchanging numbers with Megan—she could feel his gaze on her back, and she put an extra sway in her hips for his benefit.

This had been just the prelude. The real performance was yet to come. And judging by today's reaction, Aidan would be the perfect audience for what she had planned next.

∞∞∞

For the next few days, Zoe maintained her distance from Aidan. She'd see him in class, of course, throw him a casual smile, then go about her business. The hunt was most exhilarating when the prey believed they had escaped.

She caught him watching her across the quad on Wednesday, his gaze following her as she stretched out on the grass with a book. When she glanced his way, he quickly looked down at his phone. On Thursday, he'd nearly walked into another student when she'd bent to tie her shoelace outside the library, her top falling forward just enough to give him an eyeful.

By Friday, Zoe decided the tension had built sufficiently. She was lounging on her bed, scrolling through socials, when she decided to make her move. She opened her messages and typed out a text to Aidan.

"Still up for that study session we talked about?"

She hit send and watched with delight as those three little dots appeared almost immediately. Then they vanished. Then appeared again, and disappeared once more. Zoe bit her lip, imagining Aidan on the other end, typing and deleting, agonising over how to respond without seeming too eager.

After nearly two minutes of this digital dance, his reply finally came through:

"Sure. When you free?"

Zoe laughed softly. So much effort for such a carefully casual response. She could picture him now, probably sitting on his bed, staring at his phone, deliberating over every word.

"How about tonight? My place at 8? I've got that lit paper to finish and could use your help." She added her address as a pin drop, then waited.

This time, the pause was even longer. The minutes ticked by—one, two, three—with no response. Zoe smiled to herself, picturing his internal battle. Finally, her phone lit up with his response:

"See you later then."

Four simple words that revealed so much in their restraint. He was trying so hard to seem unaffected, but the delay had betrayed him.

Zoe tossed her phone aside and stretched luxuriously across her bed. Tonight would be perfect. She'd been planning this particular performance since the moment she'd first caught him staring at her in their freshman literature class. All those months of careful teasing, of strategic exposure, had led to this moment.

She spent the afternoon preparing her apartment with the same attention to detail she applied to her daily outfits. Nothing too obvious—just a few strategically placed items. A lacy bra "accidentally" left draped over her desk chair. A tube of lotion on her bedside table. Small touches that would keep his mind exactly where she wanted it.

At 7:45, Zoe stood in her bathroom, admiring her reflection. Her skin glowed with anticipation, her pupils slightly dilated. The clock was ticking down perfectly.

At 7:52, she turned on the shower, adjusting the temperature until steam began to fill the small bathroom. She stepped in, letting the hot water cascade over her body, slicking her hair back from her face. The pressure of the water against her skin only heightened her arousal, the steady drumming between her shoulder blades echoing the pulse between her thighs.

At exactly 7:58, she heard it over the spray—the tentative knock at her door. Right on time. Perfect.

Zoe shut off the water, her heart racing as she quickly wrapped a small white towel around her body. It barely covered the essentials, the hem ending just below the curve of her ass. She secured a second towel around her hair, then padded toward the door, leaving wet footprints across the hardwood floor.

She took a deep breath, composing her features into an expression of surprise, before pulling open the door.

Aidan stood there, his hand raised as if about to knock again. His eyes widened as they took in her appearance—the water droplets still clinging to her bare shoulders, the white towel that left little to the imagination, her flushed cheeks and parted lips.

"Oh my god," she gasped, clutching the towel to her chest in feigned shock. "I thought we said nine! Was it really eight?"

His mouth opened and closed, no sound emerging as his eyes travelled down her body, lingering on the expanse of bare thigh below the towel's hem. A droplet of water traced its way down her collarbone, disappearing beneath the terry cloth, and his gaze followed its path with almost painful intensity.

"I… uh…" Aidan swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. "I think we said eight, but I can come back if—"

"Don't be silly," Zoe interrupted, stepping back from the door. "Come in. I'll just go throw something on real quick."

She turned, giving him a perfect view of her back, the towel clinging to the curve of her ass as she walked away. She could feel his eyes on her like a physical touch, trailing heat across her skin.

"Make yourself comfortable," she called over her shoulder. "There's drinks in the fridge if you want something."

In her bedroom, Zoe closed the door just enough to maintain the illusion of privacy while ensuring he could still see a sliver of the room if he happened to be looking in that direction. And she knew he would be.

She let the towel fall to the floor, standing naked for a long, deliberate moment. Through the crack in the door, she caught a flash of movement—Aidan, no doubt positioning himself for a better view while pretending to examine the books on her shelf.

Zoe smiled to herself as she slid open her dresser drawer, her fingers trailing over the folded options inside. The evening had barely begun, and already he was completely under her spell. This would be even easier than she'd anticipated.

She bypassed her usual sleepwear choices, reaching instead for the lime green set she'd purchased months ago but had been saving for just the right occasion. The soft cotton felt cool against her skin as she lifted it out, a small smile playing on her lips.

Perfect, she thought. Something that could be believably thrown on in haste after an evening shower—intimate without seeming scandalous. Just the right balance of innocent and dangerous.

She pulled the loose t-shirt over her head, the hem stopping just above her belly button. Next came the matching shorts, which she stepped into without bothering with underwear. The fabric settled around her hips, loose enough to create that crucial gap between skin and cloth. She turned to examine herself in the mirror, satisfaction warming her chest as she noted how normal, how casual the outfit appeared at first glance.

But Zoe knew better. She'd tested this particular set before, alone in her room, practicing different movements to see exactly what would be revealed and when. If she raised her arms above her head—just so—the shirt rode up enough to expose the underside of her breasts, sometimes even the lower curve of an areola. And the shorts… well, they were practically designed for accidental exposure. One careless cross of the legs, one deliberate bend to pick something up, and the loose leg openings would offer an unobstructed view.

She ran her hands down her sides, feeling the thin material slide over her skin. The knowledge of what wasn't beneath the fabric sent a delicious thrill through her. No barriers, no safety net. Just Zoe and the strategic movements she'd soon be making.

With one last appraising look, she tousled her damp hair with her fingers, creating that perfect just-showered dishevelment. Then she opened her bedroom door fully and padded barefoot back into the living room.

Aidan was exactly where she'd expected him to be—standing by her bookshelf, his back to her bedroom door, his posture unnaturally stiff. He turned at the light sound of her footsteps, his eyes widening slightly as they landed on her outfit.

"Sorry about that," Zoe said, keeping her voice light and casual as she crossed the room. "I completely lost track of time."

"No problem," Aidan replied, his gaze skittering away from her and then back again, as if he couldn't decide whether looking at her was safe. "I, uh, I brought my notes." He gestured vaguely to the backpack he'd dropped by the couch.

"Great," she said, dropping onto the sofa and tucking one leg beneath her. "Should we get started then?"

Aidan hesitated for a moment before joining her, sitting at what he clearly thought was a safe distance. Zoe bit back a smile. If only he knew what she had planned.

"So," she began, reaching for her own notebook on the coffee table. The movement caused her shirt to ride up slightly, exposing her flank to him, a mere taster of what was to come. "I was thinking we could start with the symbolism in chapter three."

Aidan's eyes flickered to the exposed skin before snapping back to her face. "Right. Symbolism. Chapter three."

Zoe leaned back against the cushions, subtly adjusting her position so that one leg extended toward him. "I've been having trouble with Professor Mitchell's interpretation. He seems to think the author is being subtle, but it feels pretty obvious to me."

"What does?" Aidan asked, his voice slightly strained.

"The sexual tension," Zoe replied, her lips curving into a smile. "Don't you feel it?"

His cheeks flushed immediately. "In the… in the book, you mean?"

"Of course," she said, her tone innocent while her eyes held his. "What else would I be talking about?"

Before he could answer, Zoe stretched her arms above her head, arching her back slightly as if working out a kink. The movement pulled her shirt up, exposing the underside of her breasts just as she'd practiced. For three long seconds, she held the stretch, watching from beneath half-closed lids as Aidan's gaze dropped to the newly revealed skin. His breath caught audibly, and a flush spread from his neck to his cheeks.

"Sorry," she murmured, lowering her arms and tugging her shirt back down. "Still a stiff from sitting in class all day, even after the shower."

Aidan cleared his throat, shifting in his seat. "No problem," he managed, his voice rougher than before.

Zoe suppressed a smile, satisfaction pooling warm in her belly. The first shot had been fired, and it had landed perfectly. Now to escalate.

She leaned forward again to grab her textbook from where it sat on coffee table, significantly further away than her notebook had been. She deliberately angled her body away from Aidan as she did so, so that as the loose hem of her shirt gaped open and pulled up he would have a clear view up her top, and of her right breast, free from the confines of a bra.

"Here's the passage I was struggling with," she said as she pulled back from her revelatory position, flipping through pages as she settled… though she wasn't really seeing them. The tension in the air had thickened, becoming almost tangible between them. She could feel Aidan's gaze like a physical touch on her skin, could sense his internal battle between desire and propriety. And it was already doing things inside her that she knew he would kill to know about.

When she glanced up, his eyes jerked guiltily away from her chest, focusing instead on the book in her hands. A muscle ticked in his jaw, and his fingers gripped his own textbook with unnecessary force.

"You know," Zoe said, her voice dropping to a more intimate register, "I've always found it easier to study somewhere comfortable." She patted the cushion next to her. "You're so far away. Come sit closer so we can look at the same book."

Aidan hesitated, visibly torn. "I… I can see fine from here."

"Don't be silly," she insisted, scooting over to make more room. "I won't bite."

Unless you want me to, she added silently, enjoying the way his Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard.

After a moment's hesitation, Aidan moved closer, perching on the edge of the cushion as if ready to flee at any moment. Zoe immediately leaned into his space, holding the book between them so that their shoulders touched. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, could smell the clean scent of his soap mingled with the unmistakable note of nervous sweat.

"See this part here?" she asked, pointing to a random paragraph. As she did, she shifted her position, uncrossing her legs and then recrossing them in the opposite direction. The movement caused the loose leg of her shorts to gape open briefly, offering a flash of what lay beneath before settling back into place.

Aidan's entire body went rigid beside her. His breathing became shallow, and when she glanced up at his face, his pupils had dilated noticeably.

"Did you catch that?" she asked, her tone innocent but her eyes knowing.

"Catch what?" he managed, his voice barely above a whisper.

"The author's meaning," Zoe replied, letting her leg press more firmly against his. "It's all about what's revealed versus what's concealed, don't you think?"

Aidan made a strangled sound that might have been agreement. His gaze kept darting between her face, the book, and the dangerous territory of her body, as if he couldn't trust himself to look at her for too long.

"You seem tense," Zoe observed, setting the book aside. "Do you want something to drink?"

Before he could answer, she uncurled herself from the couch and stood, making sure to stretch once more as she did so. This time, the movement lifted her shirt high enough that the bottom curves of her breasts were clearly visible. She held the position a beat longer than necessary before letting her arms drop.

"Water? Beer? I think I have some wine somewhere," she offered, padding toward the kitchen.

"Water is fine," Aidan called after her, his voice cracking slightly.

In the kitchen, Zoe allowed herself a moment of pure satisfaction. Everything was going exactly according to plan. Aidan was practically vibrating with tension, his eyes hungry every time they landed on her, yet he was still trying so hard to be respectful, to pretend he wasn't affected. It was adorable, really. And incredibly arousing.

She filled two glasses with water, then deliberately spilled a few drops down the front of her shirt. The water made the thin fabric cling to her skin, the outline of her nipples now clearly visible through the damp patches.

"Oops," she said to herself, loud enough for him to hear. "Clumsy me."

When she returned to the living room, Aidan's eyes immediately locked onto her chest, widening at the sight of her now semi-transparent top. He quickly looked away, but not before Zoe caught the flash of naked desire in his expression.

"Here you go," she said, handing him a glass. As he reached for it, their fingers brushed, and he nearly jumped at the contact. "Careful," she said playfully. "I’m already wet enough for the both of us."

The double entendre hung in the air between them, impossible to ignore. Aidan took a long gulp of water, nearly draining the glass in one go. When he set it down, a drop clung to his lower lip. Without thinking, Zoe reached out and wiped it away with her thumb, letting her touch linger.

"You had a little…" she began, but trailed off as their eyes met. The tension between them crackled, undeniable now.

For a moment, Zoe thought he might actually make a move. His gaze dropped to her lips, his breathing quickened, and he leaned forward almost imperceptibly. But then he seemed to catch himself, pulling back and clearing his throat.

"We should probably get back to studying," he said, his voice strained.

Zoe smiled, settling back onto the couch beside him, closer than before. "Of course," she agreed. "Where were we?"

She reached for the book again, deliberately letting her shirt ride up as she stretched across him. This time, she made sure the movement exposed even more of her breasts, the pink of her areola just barely visible at the edge of the fabric.

Aidan's breath hitched, his hands clenching into fists on his thighs. "Zoe," he said, her name sounding like it had been torn from him.

"Yes?" she asked, looking up at him through her lashes, her body still extended across his lap.

For a long moment, he just looked at her, his mouth opening and closing silently as if the words were stuck in his throat. His eyes darted to the damp patches on her shirt, then back to her face, conflict written across his features.

"I… nothing," he finally said, his voice barely audible. "Just… the book. We should focus on the book."

But again he didn't state the obvious. He didn't tell her that she'd been flashing him since he’d arrived. He didn't tell her how turned on he was to be catching glimpses of her body that he thought she didn't want him to see.

And his awkward silence was almost everything Zoe wanted from this. The chase was what she loved. That moment when they both knew what was happening but neither would acknowledge it aloud—it was intoxicating.

But as she watched him struggle, something shifted inside her. Aidan was different. She wouldn't be the dog that caught the car with him. She knew what would happen when she took this far enough. She knew that she wanted it. And it was abundantly clear that he wanted it too.

Zoe shifted her position, angling her body toward Aidan. As she did, she swivelled her hips just so, letting the loose leg of her shorts fall away from her thigh. The fabric gaped open, revealing everything beneath—her smooth, bare skin, her delicate, neat folds—all completely exposed now to his view... if he would just glance downwards. The air in the room felt electric against her exposed flesh, heightening her awareness of just how vulnerable and powerful she was in this moment.

She watched his face carefully, noting the exact second he registered what was happening. His eyes widened almost imperceptibly, and a flush crept up his neck. Yet still, he kept his gaze fixed determinedly on her face, refusing to look down at what she was so deliberately offering him.

The tension coiled tighter in her belly. His restraint was maddening—and thrilling. Was he fighting his desires out of some misplaced sense of respect? Or was it their friendship he was trying to preserve? Whatever the reason, his struggle only intensified her own arousal.

"I think this passage really captures what we were talking about earlier," she said, her voice huskier than she'd intended. She picked up her book and placed it carefully in her lap, making sure it didn't obstruct the view between her spread thighs. Her fingers traced along a random paragraph as she leaned slightly closer to him. "See what I mean?"

He swallowed hard.

"You'll have to look," she prompted, tapping her finger against the page.

The internal battle played out across his features—desire warring with propriety, need fighting against restraint. She could practically hear the arguments in his head. His jaw tightened, then relaxed as resignation and excitement mingled in his expression.

Finally, inevitably, his gaze dropped.

His pupils dilated instantly, his breath catching in his throat. She knew without question that he wasn't seeing the book, wasn't registering the words her finger pointed to. His focus had zeroed in on one thing and one thing only—the exposed flesh between her thighs, pink and slick with her arousal.

A savage thrill raced through her at having broken his resolve, at forcing him to acknowledge what had been happening between them all evening. The heat of his gaze felt almost physical, like a caress against her most intimate parts.

"Do you see it now?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Zoe," he breathed, her name sounding like both a prayer and a curse on his lips. His hands clenched into fists on his thighs, knuckles white with the effort of restraint.

She let her legs spread slightly wider, revelling in his sharp intake of breath. "Take it if you want," she said, jostling the book that they both knew she wasn’t referring to. "I don't mind sharing."

His eyes flickered up to meet hers, dark with want and confusion. "What are we doing?" he asked, his voice strained.

"I think you know exactly what we're doing," she replied, setting the book aside completely now. The pretence had served its purpose. "The question is, what are you going to do about it?"

For a moment, he remained frozen, poised on the knife-edge of decision. Then, with a groan that seemed torn from somewhere deep inside him, Aidan reached for her.

His hands trembled as they found her waist, pulling her toward him with a desperation that made her gasp. Their lips met in a clash of pent-up desire, months of teasing and tension culminating in this single, explosive moment.

Zoe's body sang with triumph and need as she pressed herself against him, feeling the hard evidence of his arousal through his jeans. She'd known all along that this was where they'd end up—had orchestrated every moment leading to this—but the reality of his touch still sent shockwaves of pleasure through her system.

His hands slid under her shirt, palms hot against her bare skin as they travelled upward to cup her breasts. When his thumbs brushed across her nipples, she arched into his touch, a moan escaping her lips.

"Zoe, I've wanted this for so long," he confessed against her neck, his voice ragged as he trailed kisses down her throat. "Every time you bent over in class, every time you stretched and your shirt rode up—I thought I was going crazy."

Zoe laughed, the sound turning into a gasp as he pinched her nipple lightly. "I know," she admitted. "That was the point."

He pulled back slightly, his eyes searching hers. "You were doing it on purpose? All of it?"

"Every single time," she confirmed, enjoying the way his expression shifted from confusion to wonder to darkening desire. "And you never said anything. Just watched and pretended not to. It drove me wild."

A groan rumbled through his chest as he captured her mouth again, kissing her with renewed fervour. His hands moved to her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her onto his lap.

"No more pretending," he murmured against her lips. "No more games."

Zoe smiled against his mouth, rolling her hips against the hardness beneath her. But a sudden impulse made her pause. The game wasn't over yet. Not quite. She'd shown him so much, but she couldn’t help teasing him just once more.

"Wait," she whispered, pulling back slightly. "I just remembered something."

Before he could question her, she slid off his lap, her bare feet touching the cool hardwood floor. Aidan's eyes followed her, dark with desire and confusion as she moved away from him.

"What are you doing?" he asked, his voice husky.

Zoe didn't answer. Instead, she dropped to her hands and knees, the position sending her lime green shorts riding up to reveal thighs that became ass without distinction. She began to crawl toward her bookcase on the far wall, deliberately arching her back, lifting her ass higher than necessary, pulling her shorts taut across her curves with every movement.

She glanced over her shoulder, catching Aidan's stunned expression. His mouth had fallen slightly open, his hands frozen on his thighs as if he didn't trust himself to move. The naked hunger in his eyes sent a fresh wave of heat between her legs.

"I just remembered I have this book," she said, reaching the bookcase and positioning herself directly in front of the bottom shelf. "It's got this amazing passage about desire I wanted to show you."

Zoe bent lower, her ass rising higher as she pretended to search through the rows of books. She shifted her weight from one knee to the other, swaying her hips tantalisingly.

"Hmm, I know it's here somewhere," she murmured, reaching further into the shelf, making sure the leg holes of her shorts gaped wider with each movement. The feeling of nothing but air against her exposed flesh made her shiver with anticipation.

Aidan remained frozen on the couch, watching her performance with rapt attention. His breathing had grown heavier, more ragged, and she could practically feel the heat of his gaze on her skin.

"Can you see it, Aidan?" she asked, her voice deliberately innocent as she wiggled her hips again. "Tell me what you can see."

For a moment, there was only silence broken by his uneven breathing. Then his voice came, lower and rougher than she'd ever heard it. He knew her game now. And he knew what she wanted to hear.

"I can see… the curves of your ass," he said, the words sounding as if they were being pulled from somewhere deep inside him. "The way that fabric is stretching across your skin."

Zoe bit her lip, thrilled by his response. She shifted again, spreading her knees slightly wider on the floor. "What else?"

His breath caught audibly. "I can see between your legs," he continued, his voice dropping to almost a whisper. "Through the gaps in your shorts. I can see… everything. Your beautiful slit. So pink. So wet."

Heat flooded her body at his words. She hadn't expected him to be so explicit, and the effect was intoxicating. She pressed her thighs together, seeking some relief from the ache building inside her.

"And what do you want to do now?" she asked, glancing back at him again, expecting him to stammer out some timid response.

But Aidan surprised her. He didn't answer with words at all.

In one fluid movement, he was off the couch, crossing the short distance between them. Before she could react, his hands were on her hips, gripping her firmly, holding her in place. She felt his hot breath against the back of her thigh, and then—

"Oh god," she gasped as his tongue found her through the gap in her shorts, hot and wet against her most sensitive flesh. The sensation was so sudden, so intense that her arms nearly buckled beneath her.

His tongue traced along her slit, teasing her entrance before flicking out to find her clit. The fabric of her shorts created a tantalising obstruction for him to work around, somehow making the contact both restricted and more intense.

Zoe moaned, dropping her head between her arms as pleasure radiated outward from her core. His hands tightened on her hips, pulling her more firmly against his mouth as his tongue continued its relentless exploration.

"Aidan," she breathed, pushing back against him, seeking more contact. "That feels amazing."

He responded by pushing the fabric of her shorts aside, giving himself better access. His tongue circled her entrance before plunging inside, then retreating to flick rapidly across her clit.

Zoe's thighs began to tremble as tension coiled tighter inside her. This wasn't how she'd imagined their first time—her on all fours in front of her bookcase, him devouring her from behind—but the surprise of it only heightened everything about it.

One of his hands left her hip, sliding up under her shirt to find her breast. His fingers closed around her nipple, pinching lightly in rhythm with the movements of his tongue. The dual sensation made her cry out, her back arching further.

"Don't stop," she pleaded, her voice breaking as she felt herself approaching the edge. "Please don't stop."

Aidan groaned against her flesh, the vibration sending shockwaves through her body. His tongue moved faster, more insistently, focusing on the bundle of nerves that was now throbbing with need.

Zoe's arms gave way, her cheek pressing against the cool hardwood as her hips remained elevated, held in place by Aidan's firm grip. The change in angle allowed him even deeper access, and when his tongue thrust inside her again, she felt the first tremors of her orgasm beginning to build.

"I'm close," she gasped, her fingers scrabbling for purchase against the smooth floor. "Aidan, I'm so close."

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue flicking rapidly across her clit while his fingers continued to work her nipple. The pressure built to an almost unbearable intensity, and then—

Release crashed through her like a wave, her body convulsing as pleasure radiated outward from her core. She cried out his name, her hips bucking against his mouth as he continued to lick her through her orgasm, drawing out every last tremor until she was gasping and oversensitive.

Only then did he finally pull back, his breathing as ragged as hers. Zoe collapsed fully onto the floor, rolling onto her back to look up at him. Her top flipped up as she turned, leaving one breast fully exposed to him—the first moment of exposure that day that hadn’t been intentional. His lips were wet with her arousal, his eyes dark and hungry as they roamed over her dishevelled form.

"That was..." she began, but words failed her.

Aidan wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, a gesture that should have been crude but somehow managed to be incredibly erotic. "Not what you expected?" he finished for her, a hint of pride in his voice.

Zoe laughed breathlessly, reaching for him. "Better than I expected," she corrected, pulling him down on top of her. "But we're just getting started."

His body pressed her into the hardwood floor, solid and warm against her still-sensitive skin. She could feel his erection straining against his jeans, and she rocked her hips upward, enjoying the noises her movement elicited from him.

"Your turn," she murmured, her hands moving to his belt. "I've been teasing you for months. It's time I made good on all that promise, don't you think?"

Aidan's eyes darkened further as her fingers worked his belt open. "I've imagined this so many times," he confessed, his voice rough with need. "Watching you bend over in class, stretch in the library… I'd go home and think about what it would be like to touch you, to taste you."

"And was it everything you imagined?" she asked, sliding her hand into his jeans to wrap around his length.

He groaned, his hips pushing into her touch. "Better," he breathed, echoing her earlier sentiment. "So much better."

Zoe smiled, her confidence surging as she stroked him slowly. "Then you're going to love what comes next," she promised, using her free hand to pull his face down to hers for a kiss that tasted of her own arousal and unrestrained desire.

The game of teasing was over. Now it was time to play an entirely different kind of game—one where they would both emerge as winners.

Zoe's grip tightened around Aidan’s length as she stroked, revelling in the way her touch made his breath hitch. His eyes closed momentarily, his expression one of exquisite tension.

"You've been teasing me for months," he whispered, his voice rougher than she'd ever heard it. "Making me watch, making me want."

She smiled up at him, enjoying the way his control seemed to be slipping. "And now you've got me right where you want me."

Something shifted in his expression then—a darkening, a decision being made. In one swift movement, he caught both her wrists in one hand and pinned them above her head.

"Yes," he said, "I do."

The sudden display of dominance sent a thrill racing through her body. She tested his grip, pushing against his hold, but he only tightened his fingers around her wrists.

"Aidan—"

"You've had your fun," he interrupted, his eyes burning into hers. "Now it's my turn."

He shifted his weight, moving to straddle her just below her chest. The position trapped her effectively beneath him, his thighs pressing against her sides. With his free hand, he pushed her top higher, exposing her other breast to the cool air of the apartment.

"So you're just taking whatever you want now?" she asked, her voice breathy with anticipation.

His eyes met hers, dark with desire. "You bet I am," he said, the certainty in his voice making her pulse quicken.

Keeping her wrists pinned with one hand, he used the other to unbutton his jeans fully. Zoe watched, transfixed, as he freed himself from the confines of his boxers. His cock was impressive—thick, hard, seeming to strain against its own skin as it loomed large above her.

The dynamic between them had completely transformed. Pinned to the floor beneath him, Zoe felt a new kind of excitement coursing through her veins. She had been in charge for so long—orchestrating every tease, controlling every reveal—but now, simply letting him take the lead sent waves of heat flooding through her body.

"Take what you want," she whispered, arching beneath him.

His eyes darkened further. "Right now," he said, his voice low and commanding, "I want your mouth."

The straightforwardness of his demand sent all that building heat rushing now between her legs. This was a side of Aidan she'd never seen before—confident, assertive, taking control—and it was intoxicating.

He inched up her body, his weight shifting until he was positioned above her face. His fingers traced the outline of her lips, sending tingles across her skin. Then, slowly, he dipped them into her mouth.

Zoe sucked on them instinctively, a moan escaping from deep in her throat. The taste of his skin, the feel of his fingers pressing against her tongue—it was all driving her wild with want.

"Ready for the real thing?" he asked, his voice husky with desire.

She moaned her assent, her eyes locked with his. He withdrew his fingers, replacing them with his thumb to gently open her mouth. With his other hand, he angled his cock downward, guiding it toward her parted lips.

Zoe took him willingly, her tongue swirling around the tip as he entered her mouth. The groan that tore from his throat was the most gratifying sound she'd ever heard—raw and unrestrained, proof that her months of teasing had led to this perfect moment of surrender.

His hips began to move, slowly at first, pushing deeper with each careful thrust. Zoe relaxed her throat, taking him as deep as she could, her hands now free to grasp his thighs for support.

"God, Zoe," he gasped, one hand tangling in her hair. "You have no idea how long I've wanted this."

She hummed around him in response, the vibration making him shudder above her. Her eyes watered slightly as he hit the back of her throat, but the discomfort only heightened her arousal. There was something incredibly erotic about being used this way—about being the vessel for his pleasure after so many months of being the untouchable tease.

His pace increased, his breathing growing more ragged with each thrust. Zoe hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, determined to drive him as wild as he'd made her feel earlier.

"Fuck," he hissed, his fingers tightening in her hair. "If you keep that up—"

She doubled her efforts, her tongue flat against the underside of his cock as he moved in and out of her mouth. Her hands slid up to grasp his ass, encouraging him deeper, harder.

He tensed beneath her palms, a warning of his approaching climax. Zoe expected him to finish in her mouth, wanted him to, but to her surprise—it seemed he was full of surprises today—he suddenly pulled back, his cock slipping from between her lips with an obscene sound.

"Not yet," he panted, his chest heaving. "I'm not done with you."

Before she could respond, he had moved down her body again, his hands roughly pushing her shorts aside rather than removing them. The fabric strained against her thigh, creating a delicious tension against her skin.

"I've watched you tease everyone on campus," he said, positioning himself between her legs. "Bending over, stretching, 'accidentally' flashing. And all I could think about was being the one to finally take what you've been offering."

The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, hot and insistent. Zoe gasped, her back arching off the floor.

"Is this what you wanted?" he asked, pushing just slightly inside her, enough to make her whimper but not enough to satisfy. "All those times you made sure I could see up your skirt or down your shirt?"

"Yes," she admitted, her voice breaking as he pushed a fraction deeper. "I wanted you to look. I wanted you to want me."

A smile curved his lips—not the shy, hesitant smile she was used to seeing, but something darker, something more… primal. "I did more than look," he confessed, his hips moving in shallow, teasing thrusts that never gave her what she truly needed. "I went home and jerked off thinking about you, Zoe. About this."

The image his words conjured—Aidan alone in his room, stroking himself to thoughts of her—sent a fresh wave of arousal through Zoe's body. It was what she hoped—what she expected—of everyone whose voyeuristic gaze settled on her teasing exposure. But the confirmation thrilled her more than she could have imagined. She lifted her hips, trying to take him deeper, but he pulled back, denying her.

"Please," she begged, the word unfamiliar on her lips. She was used to being the one in control, the one doing the teasing. But now, with their roles reversed, she found herself desperate for whatever he would give her.

"Please what?" he asked, his cock still poised at her entrance, barely parting her lips.

"Please fuck me, Aidan" she whispered, her pride dissolving in the face of her need. "I need you inside me."

His eyes narrowed at her words. "Well, since you asked so nicely," he murmured, and with one powerful thrust, he buried himself completely inside her.

Zoe cried out, her body arching off the floor as he filled her. The sensation was overwhelming—a perfect fullness that made her see stars. He remained still for a moment, letting her adjust to his size, his eyes never leaving her face.

"All this time," he said, his voice strained with the effort of holding back, "you've been playing games. Making me watch. Making me want. Did you ever think about what would happen when I finally decided to play too?"

Before she could answer, he began to move, setting a pace that was neither gentle nor rough, but deliberate—each thrust calculated to drive her wild. His hands gripped her hips, angling her to take him deeper, and Zoe found herself completely at his mercy.

The hardwood floor pressed uncomfortably against her back, a counterpoint to the pleasure building inside her. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into his lower back as she urged him on.

"Harder," she gasped, her fingernails scraping down his clothed back. They hadn't even taken the time to undress, too consumed by their need for each other. She pictured herself now, as if seen from a passer-by outside the window, being fucked on her living room floor, still half-clothed but her tits freed from her top, Aidan’s cock hugged by the leg of her shorts as he pounded in and out of her. She held this third-person image in her mind as if it were some further exhibitionist display, only adding to the intensity of the moment.

Aidan responded to her plea, his hips snapping forward with increased force. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, punctuated by their shared gasps and moans. His lips found her neck, teeth grazing against her pulse point before biting down just hard enough to make her cry out.

"Is this what you imagined?" he asked against her skin, his breath hot and ragged. "When you were teasing me in class, when you were bending over knowing I could see everything—is this what you wanted?"

"Yes," she admitted, the word breaking on a moan as he hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "This is… exactly… what I wanted."

His rhythm faltered slightly at her confession, as if her honesty had caught him off guard. But he recovered quickly, his thrusts becoming more focused, more determined. One hand slid between their bodies, finding her clit with unerring accuracy.

The additional stimulation was almost too much to bear. Zoe felt herself teetering on the edge, her body winding tighter with each precise movement of his hips, each circle of his thumb against her sensitive bundle of nerves.

"Aidan," she gasped, her voice urgent. "I'm going to—"

"Do it," he commanded, his fingers moving faster, his cock driving deeper. "Come for me, Zoe. Let me feel you."

His words were the final push she needed. Pleasure exploded through her body, radiating outward from her core in waves that made her shake beneath him. She cried out his name, her inner walls clenching around him as her orgasm crashed over her.

Aidan groaned in response, his pace becoming erratic as he chased his own release. "Fuck, Zoe," he panted, his body tensing above her. "I'm close."

In the haze of her pleasure, she managed to form words. "Inside," she breathed, her hands pulling him closer. "I want to feel you."

With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her and let go. She felt the hot pulse of his release, heard the broken sound of her name on his lips as he shuddered above her. He’d claimed her as his. He’d taken what she’d offered him, what she’d teased him with for so long. She savoured the new liquid warmth, and the final spasms of his throbbing cock as he emptied every last drop inside her.

For a long moment, they remained locked together, their bodies trembling with aftershocks, their breathing gradually slowing to a more normal pace.

When Aidan finally lifted his weight off her, rolling to the side, Zoe felt a strange mix of satisfaction and vulnerability wash over her. The game she'd been playing for months had reached its conclusion—and yet, something told her this was just the beginning.

He propped himself up on one elbow, looking down at her with an expression she couldn't quite read. His finger traced a lazy pattern on her exposed stomach, raising goosebumps in its wake.

"So," he said, his voice still slightly rough. "All those times on campus—all those clumsy accidents—they was all for me?"

Zoe laughed softly, the sound slightly breathless. "Don’t flatter yourself too much Aidan… They weren’t all for you," she admitted. "But… you were my favourite audience member."

His eyebrows rose. "And why's that?"

She reached up to trace the line of his jaw, enjoying the slight roughness of stubble beneath her fingertips. "Because you tried so hard not to look," she said, smiling up at him. "Everyone else just stared. Some tried to hide it, some didn't bother. But you—you would notice me, and then force yourself to look away. And then look again. And then look away. That little battle inside you was so… delicious to watch."

A flush crept up Aidan's neck, but he looked pleased. "So I was that obvious, huh?"

"Wonderfully obvious," Zoe confirmed, running her finger along his collarbone. "The way your breathing would change when I'd stretch in class. How you'd swallow hard when I bent over. That muscle in your jaw that would tighten when you were trying so hard not to stare." She touched the spot on his jaw where that telltale muscle resided. "It was like watching you come undone in slow motion, piece by piece."

Aidan caught her hand, bringing it to his lips. "And who else gets this special treatment?" he asked, kissing her palm. "If I’m not the only one you've been torturing."

Zoe considered for a moment. "Professor Mitchell, for one. He tries so hard to be professional, but his eyes always find me. There's a girl in my film class. She watches me more carefully than most guys do. But it’s strangers too. Anyone who dares to look."

"And why do you do it?" Aidan asked, his voice curious rather than judgmental. "What do you get out of it?"

Zoe's body hummed with remembered pleasure as she thought about how to answer. "Power," she said finally. "Control. Knowing that I can affect someone without even touching them. But also—" she bit her lip, deciding whether to reveal this final piece "—it just turns me on. Knowing they're looking. Imagining what they're thinking. What they might do later, alone, remembering what they saw."

She shifted, feeling the evidence of their lovemaking between her thighs. "Sometimes I go back to my apartment after a particularly good day of teasing and touch myself, thinking about all those eyes on me."

Aidan's pupils dilated at her words. His hand slid down her body, coming to rest on her hip. "That's… incredibly hot," he admitted. His fingertips stroking lightly across her skin. "You know, I've been thinking…"

"Dangerous," Zoe teased, her body already responding to his touch.

He laughed softly. "Maybe next time you feel like putting on a show, I could… come along? Not to participate," he added quickly. "Just to watch. From a distance."

Zoe raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "You want to watch me tease other people?"

"I want to watch them watching you," he clarified, his voice dropping lower. "See the effect you have. Knowing that I'm the only one who gets to do this—" his hand slid between her thighs, where she was still slick with the result of both of their releases. "Knowing that at the end of the day, I'm the one who gets to touch you. To taste you. To be inside you. All while they want you so much."

The idea sent an unexpected thrill through Zoe. She'd never considered sharing her little game with anyone else—it had always been her private performance. But the thought of Aidan watching from the shadows, seeing the effect she had on others while knowing he was the only one who truly possessed her…

"You want to be a voyeur of voyeurs?" she asked, her lips curving into a smile as his fingers traced lazy patterns along her inner thigh.

Aidan nodded, a hint of shyness returning to his expression. "I think it would be hot to see you in action. To watch you bend over 'accidentally' in front of some unsuspecting guy and see his reaction. To know exactly what you're doing while he thinks he's getting away with something."

His fingertips brushed lightly against her still-slick lips, making her shiver. "And then afterward… when you're all worked up from teasing strangers… I could be the one to… take care of you."

Heat bloomed across Zoe's skin as his words sank in. The image he painted sent an insistent throb between her thighs, beneath his fingertips—fingertips that continued their gentle exploration, barely grazing her sensitive flesh, but making her once again as wet as she had been before he’d given her her first release.

"I'd like that," she whispered, her voice husky with renewed desire.

His pupils dilated at her words until only a thin ring of brown remained. "Yeah?"

"Yeah," she confirmed, spreading her legs wider to give him better access. "I'd like that very much."
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