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INTRO

Emily Carter, a young woman, 19 years old was sat in the university library on Thursday afternoon. But no matter how hard she tried she could not focus on her books. Emily was studying Criminology at Southampton University; she lived a focused and active lifestyle. But today she was unable to concentrate. Her two best friends, Lottie and Florence, had set up a poker evening on this Saturday with another couple that she didn’t know so well and a guy that they wanted to set her up with. Emily had met this guy a couple of times as he was a good friend of Lottie’s boyfriend, and she had thought he was quite attractive, but Emily was not good at dating.

Emily stood tall at about five feet nine inches. Her build was athletic and fit, showing strength from a healthy, active lifestyle. Her physique was toned, with visible muscle definition, especially in her arms and legs, hinting at regular exercise or sports. Emily thought her ass was too big, but for many it was one of her sexiest features being a full round heart-shaped ass that was very firm from her squats and lunges in the gym, and it suited her tall stature. She had small but very perky 34B breasts with quite large nipples. Her posture was straight, confident, and relaxed, giving her a poised, self-assured presence.

She had hazel eyes that shifted between green, brown, and a touch of amber in different light. Her eyes were bright and expressive, often appearing lively and full of energy. When she looked at someone, her gaze was both warm and curious, adding to her engaging, friendly appearance.

Her hair was a rich shade of brown, the tone sometimes appearing lighter or darker depending on the light. Her hair was long and straight, that when she wore it down framed her face in a soft way. But most of the time she liked to wear it in a ponytail usually under a cap. Her skin was healthy and clear, with a hint of natural warmth or tan, suggesting she spent some time outdoors.

The combination of her athletic build, tall frame, and vibrant appearance gave her a striking presence. Although shy, she had an easy-going smile that matched her active, energetic style, making her seem approachable and full of life.

Emily’s best friends Lottie and Florence had invited her to a Saturday night poker evening with a few other friends and also a guy, Freddie, they wanted to set her up with. The evening was going along fine until Freddie being out and wanted to keep the game going, Florence had suggested strip poker.

Emily had ended up being the first naked and doing the loser walk round the table, then losing again she had to do a streak down the flat’s stair well bumping into an old perv who also lived in the flats. Then another loss meant she had to answer the door to the pizza guy, who was a hot black guy, she ended up giving him a blowjob.

By this time Emily was very quickly coming to terms with the fact that she was a closet exhibitionist with little sexual experience and her friends agreed it was time for her to have some great sex.

The group cut cards to see how would get Emily off, and Florence’s boyfriend won. She gave him a free pass and then fucked Emily to some great orgasms on the sofa while the rest of the group watched. This had really kicked into Emily’s newly discovered exhibitionist kink and with Mike’s great cock she had amazing orgasm before Mike filled her little pussy with his thick spunk.




Chapter One

Emily Carter had always felt a little out of step with the world.

Not in the sharp, painful way of those who longed desperately to belong, but more like a leaf caught in a slow current — drifting alongside everyone else, yet never quite part of the same stream.

At nineteen, she’d grown used to her quiet ways. She wasn’t painfully shy, not anymore. Just… cautious. Thoughtful. A girl who watched first, then spoke. She could smile easily enough, answer questions in class, thank the barista for her coffee. But friendship, true friendship, the kind that happened so easily for other people — it always seemed to take longer with her.

Her experience at the poker night a couple of nights ago had opened her eyes to a new world. One filled with sex and her own sexual exploration.

And love… well, that felt like something happening to everyone else.

Her mother had called her a late bloomer once, with a fond, slightly exasperated smile. But Emily wasn’t so sure. She didn’t feel like something waiting to bloom. She felt like a girl standing at the edge of things, watching the world go on without her.

And here, at university, surrounded by thousands of other students — laughing, flirting, shouting down corridors, falling in and out of one another’s beds — that feeling had only grown sharper.

The campus was alive with noise and motion that Monday morning. The bright sunny June morning and bright blue sky. Full, rich green tress. The day seemed so warm and rich. Somewhere, a cluster of boys were kicking a football against the side of one of the halls, and the sharp, metallic sound of it echoed between the old brick buildings.

Emily walked the long path toward the library, now dressed to impress, with a very short skirt, and a tight little cropped vest, and definitely no bra. She was tall, a fact she rarely thought about until she found herself in a crowded space, awkwardly dodging shoulders and apologizing to shorter girls at parties. At five-foot-nine, with a willowy build and nice tanned limbs, bright hazel eyes, she drew the occasional glance from passing strangers — though she never noticed.

Her hair was rich shade of brown, the tone sometimes appearing lighter or darker depending on the light and though she rarely wore it down, today it spilled loose around her shoulders, slightly mussed by the breeze.

She liked mornings best. Before the world filled up with noise and people. Before the weight of trying to be part of everything became too much.

Inside the library, it was blessedly quiet. The high arched windows let in watery light, and dust motes floated in the air like tiny stars. Emily made her way to her usual corner — a small table by the third-floor window that overlooked the quad — and set her bag down with a sigh.

She wasn’t hiding, exactly. She told herself she liked the quiet. The solitude. And it was true, mostly.

But part of her, deep down, longed for someone to notice her.

She didn’t mean in the grand, cinematic way, with sweeping declarations and desperate, hungry stares. She just wanted a person to sit beside her, to say her name like it mattered, to ask what she was reading and genuinely want to know.

She had friends, of course. Or people adjacent to it. The girl and two guys in her flat were kind enough, though their conversations revolved mostly around club nights, or geeky technical stuff on their computer course, and whose bed they’d left early that morning. Emily smiled and nodded and let them talk. She never judged them for it. It just wasn’t her world.

But there were others.

People she noticed.

The boy in her Comparative Literature seminar with the soft Irish accent and hair that fell into his eyes. The girl who worked in the campus bookstore with ink-stained fingers and a crooked, gap-toothed grin. The older student who played guitar in the quad on sunny afternoons, his voice rough and beautiful.

They were fragments of stories she’d never get to finish. People she admired from a distance, imagined conversations with, then let drift away.

Still… there was one boy she really liked.

Jamie Ellis.

Emily didn’t know much about him. He was a second year — tall, blond, almost painfully good-looking in that untouchable way. But it wasn’t his face or his easy, boyish laugh that caught her attention.

It was the way he listened.

In lectures, he always sat near the front, leaning forward, brow furrowed in concentration, fingers tapping absently against his notebook. He asked thoughtful questions. He stayed behind to debate obscure points with the professors. And once, when Emily had dropped her notes by the bike racks, he’d crouched to help gather them up, his hand brushing hers in a way that left her stomach doing strange, fluttering things.

He’d smiled at her then.

“Hey — Emily, right?”

Just that. Simple. Unassuming.

But he’d known her name.

Now, as she sat at her table, notebook open before her, she found her thoughts drifting back to him. Wondering, as she often did, what it might be like to be someone different. Someone bold enough to cross a room, to say, hi, I’m Emily, and I think you’re…

She didn’t even know what she’d say. Just that she wished she could.

Her phone buzzed, startling her from the thought.

A message from Lottie, one of her real friends, one of her friends from her illicit night of strip poker.

“Pre-drinks at ours tonight 7pm. No backing out this time. Wear something slutty. Want ot catch up on the goss after Saturday night, xoxo”

Emily smiled despite herself. She liked Lottie. The girl was all sharp eyeliner, leather boots, and the kind of fearless flirtation Emily could barely fathom. She meant well.

Emily hesitated, thumbs hovering over the keys.

“I’ll try x”

She left it at that.

When the afternoon light began to soften, she gathered her things and wandered down to the café by the student union. The place was crowded, loud with conversation and music that thudded too hard in her chest.

She ordered tea and found a seat by the window and contemplated her change her epiphany.

Realising that although having always been quite shy she now did enjoy exposing her gorgeous body, especially to attractive young men. Since she shared her student accommodation with another girl and two guys Emily had started hanging round the kitchen in a skimpy pair of Brazilian style panties and a short t-shirt. Which meant that as she walked around in front of all the other house mates giving a great view of her lovely full round ass.




Chapter Two

One particular day she came back from her classes, she went straight to her room, pulled off her jeans, and changed her top to a tight little vest that barely covered her small breasts. She no longer wore a bra, hardly ever. Now wearing the little vest and her very skimpy pair of pale blue Brazilian panties she headed into the kitchen to fix her dinner. 

Sitting at the main table having his own was Elliot Brooks.

Elliot was nineteen-year-old student who was very skinny and only five foot seven inches tall. His arms and legs were long and thin. His shoulders were narrow, and his chest was flat. His hands looked small and bony.

His hair was dark and straight. It hung over his forehead and sometimes covered his eyes. His eyes were green and bright. His face was pale and thin, with sharp cheekbones. His nose was small, and his lips were narrow.

He wore loose t-shirts, thin jeans, and old trainers. His clothes often looked a little big for him. In cold weather, he wore a soft jumper and a scarf.

Emily had never really gotten on with Elliot. Not that she disliked him, he’d never really done anything wrong. But their personalities had never clicked. He was quite an intense young man, a bit too geeky for Emily and really into his maths and computer science. He seemed very shy and seemed to avoid Emily and Emily she herself had never known how to break the ice.

Elliot was still struggling to get used to seeing so much more of Emily. Not in the number of times he saw her each week, generally they bumped into each other at dinner time most days during the week. But the amount of flesh she had started showing. Yes, he loved seeing the pretty woman showing off her hot body, but he found it very inappropriate especially in the kitchen when he was eating. It did make him a little uncomfortable.

Emily went to her fridge and bent over to get her dinner out ready to cook. She knew that Elliot would now have an amazing view of her full round ass. No doubt he could even see the little bulge of her labia covered by the skimpy panties.

As Emily moved around the kitchen Elliot did his best to ignore her and focus just on his dinner but whenever she had her back to him, he couldn’t help but look up and watch her incredible full round heart-shaped ass.

“FUCK!” He thought, “She has one of the best asses I have ever seen.” Not that he’s seen many in real life but back in his bedroom he gets to watch a lot of porn, and her ass compares very well to the most beautiful porn stars.

When she stood up and turned round, he was staring at her, almost as if he was locked in a trance, she couldn’t help to smile to herself; he had been mesmerised by her full round ass.

Emily: “Elliott, you ok?”

“Mmm… what… no…. yeah…. No… yeah, I’m ok,” He stumbled out, looked up at the beautiful young woman, then turned bright red and looked back down at his dinner to carry on eating.

Emily carried on with preparing her own dinner, walking around the kitchen, now whenever she looked over Elliott kept his head down and seemed to be studying his own food with total concentration.

Emily: “Are you ok, Elliott? You seem very flustered.”

Elliott: “Yes…. No…. yes. Eh.. I don’t think it’s right.”

Emily, knowing what the boy was on about she just wanted to tease him a little: “What’s not right, Elliott?”

Elliott: “The way your dressed in the kitchen. So much on show. It’s not appropriate.”

Emily, not wanting to be too mean, but liked the effect her scantily clad body was having on the young man: “You don’t think this outfit is ok around the house?” With that she stretched up, opening her arms to ensure the shape of her small breasts and her hardening nipples were clearly visible through her little vest. She did a little twirl showing off her full round luscious ass cheeks, even stopping when she was facing away from the boy, she wiggled her ass at him. When eventually she was back facing the boy, her had gone a very dark shade of red.

“Fuck!” Thought Emily she was really enjoying the teasing and really all she wanted to do was show the boy how inappropriate she could be and strip naked in front of him. She placed her hands on the table and leaned over the table toward Elliott: “If you think my clothing is inappropriate maybe I should take them off. She stood back up again and made as if to take her vest off.

Elliott: “NO! Please, what you wearing is just fine.”

It didn’t look fine. The poor boy looked like he was about to burst. Emily thought; “I bet his dick is rock hard.” And: “I wonder on such a small guy how big his dick is?” She didn’t find Elliott at all attractive but thought it would be fun just to see what his dick was like. But she turned away and finished off making her dinner and sat down opposite the totally embarrassed and humiliated boy and started to eat.

Elliot was once again focused on his food trying desperately not to look up. She thought it was quite cute and now started to feel bad, a little guilty the way she had teased him. She thought, maybe she’d been too mean.

Emily: “Hey, I didn’t mean anything by it. I was just messing. I’m really sorry. I shouldn’t have teased you.”

Elliott: “You don’t know how beautiful you are,” His head down and he almost mumbled the words. At first Emily wasn’t even sure she had heard right. Now she did feel really bad.

Emily: “Hey, I’m sorry. I was just having a bit of fun.”

Elliott, his confidence growing a bit: “Yeah a beautiful woman like you can have a bit of fun with a guy like me and of course guys like me can’t do anything about it.”

“OMG!” Thought Emily, “this is taking a different turn and a little creepy.”

Emily: “what would you want to do about it if you could.”

Elliott: “You know.”

Emily: “Tell me.”

Elliott, he looked up at Emily not sure if he should expose himself, tell her the truth.

Emily: “Go on, I want to know. You can tell me.”

Elliott, looking slightly down again: “You know I’d like to do stuff, touch you.”

Emily: “Really? What sort of touching.”

Elliott: “Well, you know sexy touching.”

Emily: “Can I tell you a secret?”

Elliott, suddenly he looked a lot more comfortable with the new direction of the conversation: “Yeah, of course” He gave her a little smile.

Emily: “It’s only a couple of weeks ago that I lost my virginity.”

Elliott: “No way! Really?”

Emily: “What you thought I was a slut?”

Elliott: “No! Well, kinda, yeah!”

Emily: “Because of the way I dress?”

Elliott rather sheepishly nodded.

Emily: “Just because I like to show a bit of flesh doesn’t mean I want to fuck everybody.” But at the same time Emily thought: “Although, maybe, I do.”

Elliott, trying really hard to go back on the defensive realising how bad it made him look: “No of course not, but you go around like that you get guys turned on.” Then he went bright red again realising he had revealed too much.

Emily: “OK! I said I’m sorry alright.” But she was secretly really pleased that she had aroused him with her body and sexy outfit. That was the kind of idea after all.

Emily: “I tell you another secret. I have only had full penetrative sex once and that was a couple of weeks ago.”

Elliott: “No way! Really?” he said again!

Emily: “Yes.” Emily thought, the poor boy did look really shocked and now she felt extra sorry for him. “When did you lose your virginity?”

Elliott went red again and looked back down at his now empty plate.

Emily: “You haven’t?”

He remained looking down and slowly shook his head. She really felt sorry for him and now felt even worse. She had been teasing him and flaunting herself at him and he was a virgin.

Emily: “I was a virgin two weeks ago.” She felt she should share. But you won’t believe how I lost it. He looked up intrigued.

Elliott: “How?”

“OMG!” She thought, “I like to be an exhibitionist. But that’s physical. Flashing my ass and my boobs. Telling him about the strip poker night would be really opening up giving him an even bigger insight into my new found kinkiness. Can I?”

Emily: “My friends and I ended up playing strip poker, I lost. I was first naked. And before that I’d been really shy never wanted to expose myself in any way. I lost even more and had to do some dares including opening the door to the pizza guy while fully nude.”

Elliott: “No way! That’s quite kinky.”

Emily: “It gets worse. Or better, depending on which way you look at it.”

Elliott: “What did you do?”

Emily, not quite believing she was about to share so much. But in some ways, this turned her on as much as showing her ass or boobs. Even more so, this was far more personal.

Emily: “I gave the pizza guy a blowjob.”

Elliott: “Wow! That’s pretty out there, quite kinky and very hot! But that’s not your virginity.”

Emily: “No! The guys then cut cards to see who would take my virginity while the others watched.”

Elliott: “OMG! That is very kinky. But what if you got someone you didn’t fancy?”

Emily: “I was being spoilt. There wasn’t a guy there who I didn’t think was hot. And it was very sexy the wait to find out who it was going to be. Not knowing who I was going to fuck.”

Elliott: “And then the winner fucked you while the others watched?”

Emily: “I know I don’t have much experience but yes and it was the hottest thing ever. Before that night I hadn’t known I was an exhibitionist.”

Elliott: “And that’s why you like to flash us around the house.”

Emily: “Yes, I guess.”

Elliott: “Well since you put it like that I’m not going to complain anymore and if you want to go further, you could take the rest off now if you want.”

“OMG!” Emily thought, “Now his confidence has grown he wants me to strip. The naughty bastard!” But she smiled to herself. And he was staring her right in the eye now. Seemed like the intimate heart to heart had changed their relationship really quickly. He was daring her now to strip for him. Her pussy throbbed at the thought. Could she. One of her housemates, stand up and take her vest and panties off here in the kitchen and stand naked in front of the small geeky boy she hadn’t really liked. Their chat had meant they had bonded and now she had a real soft spot for him: he had opened up to her.

What amazed Emily most was the change in Elliott, previously when he felt awkward with her, he had kept his head down and stared at his plate now he stared her straight in the eye, daring her. Did she dare. With one of her housemates, and how far would she go.




Chapter Three

Emily stood up, she could feel how wet and hot her little pussy was getting at the thought. That always made it difficult to stop. This was so different to the poker night. Then she had drunk wine to help remove her inhibitions. Not surprisingly here she was stone cold sober. But that poker night had changed her forever, she wanted to strip off for men. But she knew her housemate and she would see him every day. One thing walking round in front of him in skimpy panties another deliberately stripping nude for him.

Elliott pushed his chair back and leaned back ready for the show.

“Fuck!” Thought Emily, “He’s become a cocky little dick now.” But strangely this turned her on even more and made her want to do it.

Emily: “So if I strip naked here and now for you what then.”

Elliott paused for a moment; how far should he go? He’d already told her so much, does he reveal more about himself. But he’d never felt he could talk to a girl before this conversation today and so he went for it: “Emily you have the most gorgeous sexy ass I have ever seen. And being that you’re behaving like a naughty slut, I’d put you over my knee and spank you.”

“The cocky little geek,” Thought Emily, but the whole thing was really turning her on now, she wasn’t going back. She grabbed the hem of her vest and pulled it up over her head to the great delight of the young man as he watched her very perky small breasts jiggle nicely coming into view. Then Emily pushed her fingers into the waist band of her skimpy panties and slid them down her long shapely legs quickly stepping out of them and then dropping them onto her vest top.

She looked across at the boy staring at her his mouth hanging open, his eyes moving from her beautiful small breasts to her shaved little pussy. Then he slid his chair further back and indicated for Emily to lay across his lap. Emily looked down and could see his small bulge in his jeans. She laid over the boy’s thighs feeling the small hard bulge in her left hip.

Elliott was in heaven as he looked down at the most gorgeous full round ass over his lap. He couldn’t believe it! This would be the first time he would touch a girl’s naked round ass. This was definitely the first time he would get to spank a young woman. He grabbed her right cheek and gave it a good squeeze then he did the same with the other luscious round cheek. Then he raised his hand and brought it down very hard right in the middle of her right ass cheek.

This was going to be something new for the gorgeous young woman. Two weeks ago, she had discovered her naughty exhibitionist side now she was going to see if she liked the pain of a hard over the knee bare assed spanking. 

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

He repeated the same on her left cheek.

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

Then he gave three had smacks on her right getting a delightful squeal from her each time. Then three on the right. Emily’s pussy throbbed. It did sting but there was something naughty and taboo about being over this geeky young man’s lap. She was stark naked with her ass up and on show, and he was spanking her. “Very naughty indeed,” Emily thought with a little giggle to herself and certainly her pussy was throbbing.

Elliott: “How many slaps should a naughty girl flashing herself all-round the house get?”

Emily: “I definitely think a few more, Sir,” She told him thinking she should play along in the naughty submissive role.

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

“SMACK!” “Squeal!”

Ten more alternating one cheek after the other. Elliott loved how her luscious round ass cheeks would ripple with each hard smack. He now had the delightful sight of her cheeks turning a nice rosy-red.

Emily feeling the heat in her ass and deciding she didn’t want any bruising, thought this was enough and slid off Elliott lap ending up on her knees at his feet. She looked at the little tent in his jeans and really wanted to see what his dick was like. From the small ten she thought it couldn’t be very big, and obviously he’s only a small man.

Emily: “Have you ever had a girl suck your dick?”

Elliott, immediately going back to being a little embarrassed at the question. Not the cocky young man who had just spanked her. Looking down: “No!” He mumbled.

Emily: “Would you let me?”

A little more confident, but not really believing she had really said it: “Yes!”

Emily reached up and unbuckled his jeans, grabbing the waist band she started to pull them down. He lifted his bum up so she could pull them down to his ankles.

Elliott: “What if someone comes in?”

Emily, taking a hold of the boy’s boxers: “What? And see me stark naked on my knees sucking you dick?”

He nodded in understanding and let the beautiful young woman pull his boxers over his short erection and down to his ankles. He was the one now on show, but he didn’t feel so bad when the most beautiful girl was naked at his feet. And he had just given her full round ass a bare assed quite hard spanking.

Emily looked up and took in his small slender erect dick. For size, both in length and in girth, it just didn’t compare with the men at the poker evening. And was a long way short of the Pizza guy’s.  But what did impress Emily is that it was rock hard. The young man was totally aroused by her nakedness and spanking her. That she really liked. She could also see the small drop of pre-cum on the tip of the small red head. Emily leaned forward and licked the droplet off then wrapped her lips around the small red bellend and licked and slurped along the glands under the head.

“Arrgggghhhh !” The boys moaned and Emily started to bob her head.

“I wonder how long he will last,” She wondered. With so little experience and this his first ever blowjob she figured this could end very quickly.

She wasn’t far wrong within just a few minutes she felt the little head in her mouth swell and the boy grunted and fired his thick gooey spunk into her mouth. Emily swallowed each spurt straight down her throat. She was actually really amazed at how much spunk he produced, but then he was a young man.

When Emily had sucked the last drop out of the boy, she raised herself up, looking the young man in the eye: “This is totally between you and me. DO NOT tell the others.” Then she kissed him on the lips. Jumped up to her feet turned and gathered her clothing.

Elliott, still a little foggy in his post orgasmic state, but watched the young woman’s gorgeous round ass as she walked around taking particular joy in the rosy-redness of the luscious cheeks. Then she was gone walking quickly to her room for a very needed little play.




Chapter Four

One of the other things Emily had started doing was to use the bathroom without locking the door.

The first to walk in her was her fellow girl housemate, Charlotte Hayes.

Charlotte was 20 years old and very pretty. She had long, light brown hair that fell in soft waves. Her eyes were big, blue, and bright. Her skin was pale and smooth. Her cheeks turned pink in the cold. She had a small nose, full lips, and white, straight teeth.

She wore simple, clean clothes. She liked soft jumpers, jeans, and boots. In summer, she wore light dresses and flat shoes. She often carried a small bag on her shoulder.

She was slim and not very tall. She moved with grace and walked quietly. Her hands were small with neat nails. She wore a thin bracelet on one wrist.

She smiled often and had a soft, clear voice. People liked her kind face and gentle laugh. She loved to sit by the window with a cup of tea and watch the rain.

On coming across the naked Emily in the shower: “OMG! Emily, you could lock the bloody door.”

Emily, turning in all her nudity, brazenly showing the other girl her pert 34B breasts and her shaved little pussy, “I’m sorry, I must have forgot. You can still come in if you want. Doesn’t bother me.”

Charlotte: “You sure, I’m desperate for a pee.”

Emily: “Feel free.”

Charlotte walked over to the loo as Emily turned her back giving the other girl a great view of her full round ass.  As Emily continued to soap herself, she could hear the other girl peeing and wondered if she was paying any attention to her naked body. It was a thrill even if it was another girl and who was probably straight. But she believed all girls were at least a little bit bi.

She continued to wash and then when she heard the other woman finish, she asked of Charlotte would pass her a towel. And she stepped proudly, naked from the shower. She also noted that Charlotte’s eyes gave a very quick look up and down taking in Emily’s gorgeous naked body before she started to dry herself.  Charlotte then thanked Emily for being understanding and left.

Even if it had been brief and had been another girl, it had still been a thrill.




Chapter Five

It was just the next day when Emily was again in the shower when the door opened and in stepped her third housemate, Daniel Harper.

Daniel stood tall and slim. His hair was brown, short, and a little messy. Emily had liked him from the very first moment, he was a cool, funny, generous guy. His eyes were blue and kind. His skin was pale, and his cheeks turned pink in the cold. He had a long face with a straight nose and small ears. His lips were thin, and he smiled often.

When he walked into the shared bathroom and the vision of a naked, very wet Emily soaping her small perky breasts was there staring right back in front of him, he was like a rabbit caught in a car’s head lights. He stood and stared.

“FUCK!” He thought, “I never realised just how hot and sexy my roomie is.”

Emily had already noticed that Daniel was there watching but pretended she hadn’t even noticed him. She turned and started to soap her full round ass while he watched. This was different to stripping at the poker night. There people had expected for her to get naked. She was very aware that Daniel wouldn’t have had any idea that his housemate was here naked showering until he walked in and had been taken completely taken by surprise. For her it was more innocent and, in that way, slightly more taboo, making it hot hotter and naughtier. She wanted to see how he would react.

Emily wondered how long he would just stay and stare at his beautiful naked housemate.

Emily thought that if he was going to just stand there and stare, she was going to put on a show for him. Bending more at the waist sticking her luscious round ass cheeks out for his view, she reached between her legs and used her fingers to open her nether lips and show the boy her little wet hole. She slid a finger inside of her and moaned as she penetrated herself. She pulled out and started fucking herself with two fingers.

“OMG!” Emily thought, “This is so naughty, the naughtiest I’ve been since the poker night!” She was so turned on that she was doing something so lewd for someone she barely knew. An acquaintance not even a friend. She was getting very wet. Could she make herself cum with him watching and she didn’t even know what he was thinking: if he thought it was ok or did he think she was just a dirty slut.

Emily reluctantly pulled her fingers out and turned round to face Daniel. She had to act surprise, and she gasped and made a feeble attempt to cover herself one hand across barely covering her small perky breasts, and her other over her shaved but now very wet little pussy.

Then she noticed he had his cock out and he was stroking himself.

Daniel: “Fuck! I’m sorry.” But he didn’t stop he kept stroking his hard cock. Emily noticed, it wasn’t as thick as her friend Lottie’s boyfriend Mike’s. Mike had taken her virginity at the poker evening with all her friend’s watching. But Daniel’s cock was long. It wasn’t skinny but was long and as he stroked it she could see a drop of pre-cum drip from the slit.

Emily,: “No! Please don’t be sorry and please don’t stop. It’s hot watching you if you don’t mind?”

Daniel: “No I don’t mind. You can carry on as well if you want.”

Emily leaned back against the way, taking the shower head, she opened her thighs and played the hot spray over her wet little pussy. As she kept the shower pointed straight at her hard little clit, she pushed two fingers back into her and started fucking herself with two fingers.

“Aarrrgggghhhhh!” She moaned

As she felt the heat rise again from her core, with her fingers plunging again, in and out of her wet little pussy she watched intently as Daniel was stroking his long cock up and down, she loved how on the backward stroke, the foreskin would pull back stretching the skin across the reddened head of his bellend.

Emily was pumping harder now with her fingers, getting closer to her orgasm. This was so hot. Mutual masturbation but not with a lover just a housemate. She really wanted to see him squirt his thick creamy spunk.

Then she saw the reddened head of his cock swell and the first squirt of thick spunk spray out about a yard across the bathroom floor. Daniel gave a loud moan, and the first squirt was followed quickly by a second and a third, then a fourth. Daniel had his eyes closed in his own powerful orgasm and didn’t see Emily’s thighs shaking with her own powerful orgasm.

As Daniel came down from his own orgasm he started to push his softening cock back in hir trousers.

Emily: “No! Please, I want to taste you. I’ll clean you.”

He wasn’t at all sure what she meant.” Clean me?” He puzzled. But he stopped and very quickly the beautiful naked vision was out of the shower walking towards him, then on her knees and she took him in her mouth and licked and slurped on the softening cock till he was definitely clean, and she had drained the last few drops of his spunk and swallowed. She looked up at him with her big hazel eyes.

Emily: “There that’s much better.” Daniel couldn’t agree more.




Chapter Six

Over the following weeks Emily was now experimenting with different ways she could be an exhibitionist without getting arrested. The easiest one she tried first was going to high street shops to try on new clothes while not wearing underwear or just a thong and leaving the cubicle curtain slightly open, the next was to go swimming and walk, within the changing rooms, to and from the showers naked. The problem with these were that her audience was almost always women. Still a bit of a thrill for a young woman who had previously been very shy and lacked confidence about her body, but she wanted the thrill of being naked in front of men.

On a couple of shopping trips, she had filled her credit card by buying some revealing outfits including very short skirts, booty shorts and thin vest tops that really showed off her perky breasts, especially if she wasn’t wearing a bra.

There was one time when she was in a changing cubicle at a fashionable clothing store and an elderly couple were there, the wife buying a new outfit. Emily noted that the old man, probably in his late sixties or early seventies, was doing his best to slyly get peaks of Emily getting changed. Emily, at this point, having been frustrated that she would only normally be flashing women, deliberately spent longer nude and ensured she stuck her full round ass where the curtain was slightly open, so the old man had a fantastic view. This also gave her quite a thrill and made her little shaved pussy tingle delightfully.

On one particular ‘shopping’ trip she was now wearing one of her sexier outfits, a very tight pair of skin-tight hipster jeans that really showed off the shape of her full round ass. She was also wearing a bright red thong that came up above the waist of the jeans to be visible to everyone. Her top was a pale blue, thin, skin tight vest with no bra, her perky 34B breasts jiggled deliciously underneath and her large nipples made two very prominent points.

Emily had just left a shop where, in the changing cubicle, she had failed to flash anyone except two middle aged women that left her unsatisfied and a little embarrassed feeling it was more like flashing her mum.

Back out on the street she walked past a tattoo and piercing parlour.

“OMG!” Thought Emily, “Could I get a piercing?” She spent the next ten minutes browsing in the window trying to work out if they had piercings for nipples and her pussy. Looking in through the window she could see two men lounging on the chairs, she assumed they were both tattooists and had no customers at this moment. One thing for sure, getting piercings on her nipples or pussy would mean she would be flashing these strangers for a long time. She felt her little pussy tingle at the thought. But did she have the nerve. Also, how much would they cost; she was a poor student after all.  


“I could go in and ask,” Emily thought, “No harm in that.” She pushed through the door and a loud bell jangled. 

The two men remained lounging on the two big chairs as if completely unfussed by the beautiful young woman stepping in to their shop.

The taller of the two; “Alright, darling.”

Emily: “Hi, I wanted dot find out about the cost of piercings. If you don’t mind. I almost certainly don’t have the money right now, but I’d like to find out the cost.”

The same guy: “What ya want, tongue or belly piercing?”

Emily, now she had to bite the bullet: “I was thinking of nipple piercings and maybe something more intimate.”

The two men’s eyes opened wider, and the smaller guy, smaller, Emily now saw the other guy who had been quiet till now, was a dwarf. Both men raised themselves up with more interest.

The dwarf: “Let me introduce myself, I’m Mini Ink and my friend here is Needle Riot. When you say intimate, you mean you would like a piercing on your vag?”

Emily now having time to take in the two men, "Needle Riot," a tall, striking tattoo artist in his mid-thirties. Standing at six foot three inches and lean but muscular. He had long jet-black hair falling to his shoulders. He had piercing green eyes, framed by expressive brows.

What Emily could see of his body it seemed to be a living canvas of intricate tattoos each piece, meticulously designed and expertly inked, bold tribal patterns that snaked up his arms. She was very impressed; they looked very sexy. He looked very sexy which made Emily’s interest high. Flashing a hot guy like this would be very sexy. She started to imagine herself lying on the table, naked with her knees up and her thighs spread with Needle Riot’s head between them.

Dressed in a blend of punk and bohemian styles, Needle was wearing ripped jeans and a vintage band T.

"Mini Ink," a skilled dwarf tattoo artist in his mid-thirties. Standing at 4'5, with a sturdy build. His short, spiky hair dyed greens and blues, matching his keen blue eyes. Mini’s arms were a tapestry of intricate tattoos. He was wearing a pair of black shorts and a graphic T. The fact that Needle’s colleague was a dwarf just seemed to add to the whole thing and Emily felt he little pussy throb.

Needle Rio: “Darling we can do all the piercings you want but it would depend what you wanted down there,” Pointing down at her groin, “and also how big your nipples are,” As if he couldn’t see already. They had seemed to stiffen a little at turn of the conversation.

“OMG!” Emily thought as her pussy throbbed at the idea. Her thoughts went back to her ‘losers walk’ being completely naked walking round the table with all her friends watching and her being nude for the first time. This had included a couple she had never met before that evening and Freddie her ‘date’ for the evening. All seeing her completely naked as she walked round the table three times in front of them.

Emily: “I could show you my nipples if that makes it easier?”

Mini Ink: “Yeah,” Trying to sound as disinterested as possible as if it was normal for a young woman to expose herself for the men to check her nipples but was now showing a lot more interest, “That would help.”

This was it! Did she have the nerve to show these two men, complete strangers, her breasts. This was what she had been after for the last few weeks and here, Mini Ink was offering her the chance on a plate. Her pussy throbbed; she knew she was getting very wet at just the thought.

Emily reached for the hem of her little vest and slowly lifted it up over her very firm perky small breasts. They both popped out and jiggled momentarily. The two men’s eyes widened. She also noted that both men were exhibiting bulges at the front of their trousers. She stood there for a moment, feeling the cooler air of the air-conditioned studio on her now naked breasts, her nipples hardening even more if that was possible. The two men gazing in awe at her beautiful firm young breasts.

Needle Riot stepped forward for a slightly closer inspection; “Do you mind if I touch one?”

“In a for a penny, in for a pound,” Thought Emily going quite flush with embarrassment and excitement, and replying: “No, please, feel free.” Which she thought was an absurd thing to say about her nipples.

Needle reached up and rolled her left nipple between the forefinger and thumb of his right hand. Emily couldn’t help herself, now being very aroused, let out a little moan of pleasure. Needle kept gently rolling her nipple with his finger and thumb but now looked the young woman in the eye as he did so, trying to gauge what she really wanted.

Emily, her voice slightly husky: “Do you think my nipples will be ok for piercings?”

Needle Riot looked over to Mini Ink, then turned back to Emily still with his finger and thumb gently rolling her left nipple: “Yes, I think your nipples are perfect for piercings.”

Emily: “Thank you,” And gave the man a big smile, “Do you think I could cover up again?”

Needle: “Oh…um… yeah… of course,” He stumbled. Eventually taking his hand away and, the great disappointment of the two men, Emily pulled her top back down over her gorgeous breasts.

Emily: “Can you show me what piercings you think would suit me and tell me roughly how much.”

The two men took great pleasure in showing various nipple piercings that they thought would suit Emily’s gorgeous breasts. Mainly silver or gold bars of different designs. The one thing that struck Emily was that with nipple piercings like this and a tight vest similar to the one she was wearing they would make her nipples stand out even more attracting greater attention. However, when they quoted the prices, she knew she wouldn’t be able to afford them in this month but was excited about doing it very soon.

Emily: “What about piercings for my vag?”

The two men looked at her and then to her groin. Her first thought, and she felt she could read the same in the faces of the men, the idea of taking her jeans and little thong off and baring her shaved little pussy to the hungry eyes of these two men. Her pussy throbbed. “No!” She thought, “I have to have a little self-control.” But the idea of coming back and stripping off for them so they could insert the piercings in her nether lips.

Needle: “You have a lot of options down there. Most girls go for rings in the lips, and you can do as many as you want, as many that will fit. Make a whole pattern with different designs. Then of course there is your clitoris.” Emily wondered what her pussy would look like with a row of little rings all along the lips of her little pussy and more importantly how it would affect stimulation.

Mini Ink: “Most popular type of clit piercing, is the vertical hood piercing. Typically uses is a curved barbell. The barbell stretches vertically over the clitoris under the hood, with the lower bead resting against the clitoral glans. Because the jewellery is mostly underneath the clitoral hood, it can sit comfortably between the legs without getting irritated. It also has the potential to stimulate the clitoris while you’re having sex.” And he gave the beautiful young woman a long knowing smile.

Emily’s pussy throbbed.

Needle: “Another option is the horizontal clitoral hood piercing. The jewellery,” He pointed to a hoop bar, “stretches across the top of the clitoral hood horizontally, this can really make a big difference to your sexual pleasure.” Needle looked closer at Emily to assess her reaction.

Mini Ink: “A triangle piercing is at the bottom of the clitoral hood, so the jewellery rests below the clitoral shaft and this can have a big effect on sexual pleasure, since the jewellery stimulates the clitoral shaft from behind.” Mini, again was watching closely to judge Emily’s reaction.

The two men seemed very eager to sell these to Emily, she was thinking it wasn’t just the money, they wanted to get her thighs spread and their hands on her pretty pussy lips and little clit. Of course, the idea of so intimate contact with these strangers was making her pussy get so wet. But when they told her the prices, she knew she would have to wait even longer.

Seeing the prices Emily explained she didn’t have the money this month but would save up and hoped to be back next month.

This was a real shame, she loved the idea of stripping naked for these two men and allowing them such incredible access to the most intimate parts of her body. The idea of the pussy piercings really made her little pussy throb. But she left unsated and headed back home for a hot shower and a little play having a very unsatisfactory orgasm all on her own. It was such a shame that her sex with Mike had been a one-time thing she lusted after his thick fat cock now.

Getting home, Emily stripped off and lay on her bed and opened her thighs imagining Needle and Mini standing there assessing her little shaved pussy. Her hand snaked down there, and she slowly masturbated to a very unsatisfactory orgasm. She needed someone’s attention.




Chapter Seven

The next day, at her university lectures, Emily was wearing one of her sexier outfits. She now often attended classes in one of her very short miniskirts, a little thong and a vest top with no bra. She loved the looks she would get from her male peers and also from the male lecturers. She also got some very long stairs from some of her female peers. Both, some showing real hatred, and some that she took as real interest in her hot sexy body.

There was one particular lecturer who was in his late twenties, Philip Evans, a 29-year-old male university lecturer with short, neatly combed brown hair and light stubble. His eyes were deep brown, and he wore black rectangular glasses. His skin was fair, and he had a lean build. He usually wore a crisp button-up shirt, dark trousers, and polished shoes. A wristwatch sat on his left wrist. He carried a black leather bag with books and a laptop. His posture was upright, and he moved confidently. His facial expression was calm and focused. His hands were expressive when he spoke, and he often smiled warmly. Emily had always liked him and found him very attractive. Overhearing some of the other girls gossiping she knew she wasn’t the only one.

Today she sat in the front row and was very amused that when she opened her legs a little, she saw where his eyes went and then he would stumble on his words. Throughout the lecture, Emily deliberately flashed him her little bright red thong. She wondered with the glimpses he was getting if he could see the damp patch she could now definitely feel. 

Yes, Philip was making more and more mistakes and tripping over his words, but Emily also realised that, due to her amusement towards him and her deliberate teasing, meant she wasn’t able to concentrate either. But today she decided was about teasing the attractive young man and there was even one point when he tripped over the chair next to the lectern and fell onto his knees. He looked up and Emily deliberately opened her toned shapely thighs even more than before giving him an amazing view of her thong covered pussy and the moons of her amazing firm round ass cheeks. The poor man went a very bright red and as he stumbled back to his feet Emily could clearly see the bulge in his trousers. He spent the rest of the lecture hiding behind the lectern.

“OMG!” Thought Emily, “This was so much fun.” But she did feel a little sorry for Philip and for the rest of the lecture and she didn’t open her legs as wide again. She hadn’t realised the two sides of her flashing and exhibitionism. There was the side that she had enjoyed at the poker evening, and then now she discovered the other side when she could have such a massive effect on a man. Men were so easily teased and could become very easily led, led by their penis. Blithering unthinking neanderthals at the sight of a pussy or a nice pair of boobs. Emily assumed the same applied to a round ass and she thought she would have to find a way to show her ass off more, as many told her it was her sexiest feature.

When she got home from her lectures later that day, she again was left sexually frustrated. Yes! This was a lot of fun, and it got her so turned on. But playing with her little pussy in the shower at the end of the day or in bed before she fell asleep just didn’t compare to being thoroughly fucked as she had been by Mike or from having the attention from Florence’s tongue and mouth. She needed someone, anyone to fuck her!




Epilogue

It was one enormous moment. And it had been a quite dramatic, life-changing scene she’d always imagined might be waiting for her — a spotlight, breathless, and at the perfect time.

The air was soft and cool, thick with the scent of wet earth and new leaves. Light rain had fallen earlier, leaving everything fresh, the pavements dark and shining under the scattered glow of the streetlamps.

Emily Carter walked alone.

She wasn’t rushing anywhere, no deadline to meet, no party she was late for. Just a long, aimless walk from the library back to her flat, dressed in a very short skirt, hiding a little thong, and a tight vest no bra, hair pulled into a loose ponytail beneath a faded navy cap. As was normal now she noticed many people, mainly the guys take long lingering looks. Now they could see so much of her gorgeous body many stared. Some tried sneaking peeks but many started brazenly.

And for the first time in months, maybe years, she realised she wasn’t uncomfortable in the silence or in the busy thong of the university. She was much more relaxed with herself.

At this hour the streets were beginning to empty, save for the occasional pair of students hurrying home, their laughter ringing out, softening into the quiet. Emily’s footsteps made a gentle, steady sound against the pavement.

She felt… calm.

It was strange. Not because she hadn’t known peace before — there’d always been those brief, precious moments: reading in the sun by the lake, swimming alone early in the morning, standing beneath trees taller than any building, watching the way sunlight filtered through their leaves. But this felt different.

This wasn’t escape.

This was presence.

A kind of gentle acceptance.

And it had felt easy.

Not in the way Emily had always assumed easy meant — loud, effortless confidence, knowing the exact thing to say. No. It was quiet, comfortable, like slipping into a conversation already halfway started.

Emily now felt so comfortable in her own skin. She felt completely confident with her body. She knew the flaws and she accepted them. She knew that even with the flaws her body was attractive. People, men and women, thought she was beautiful. She still had parts of her body she didn’t like; her ass was so big, her thighs were fat! But she accepted it now and knew other people really liked her big ass and loved her shapely long legs.

She hadn’t even realised she was changing. That moment at the poker night had been the catalyst. And she knew she was still adapting.

Emily turned the corner toward her flat now, the street stretching ahead in a gentle curve. She glanced up at the sky — a deep, endless navy scattered with stars. The cool air brushed against her skin.

And in that moment, she understood something simple, something obvious, yet enormous in its own small way.

She wasn’t shy.

She wasn’t broken, or waiting to bloom, or missing some critical piece of courage that everyone else had been given at birth.

She was just Emily.

A girl who moved through the world quietly, who liked long walks and old trees and books with worn covers. A girl whose strength didn’t roar but hummed steady beneath the surface, who felt things deeply and wanted to know people slowly. Ands she was sexual. She loved sex and she loved to show her sexuality! She wanted to experience all sex. Well, all sex that wasn’t completely perverted or illegal. Sex between consenting adults. She now looked at every woman and every man in a different way. She imagined them naked.

There was nothing wrong with that.

And perhaps, the people worth knowing — the people worth loving — would see it too.

She didn’t need to be the loudest voice in the room, or the girl with the sharpest eyeliner, or the one who could hold the attention of a crowded party with a story. She could be this.

A little quieter.

A little steadier.

Braver in quieter ways.

Emily reached her building and paused at the front steps, turning to glance back at the street behind her, the golden pools of light beneath the streetlamps, the way the world softened at night.

She let out a breath she hadn’t known she’d been holding.

Emily pushed open the door to her flat. The hum of conversation drifted down the corridor, a warm, familiar sound. Charlotte’s laugh. The low thrum of music. She smiled, toeing off her shoes.

She wasn’t lonely anymore.

Not entirely.

And in some tender, private part of herself, Emily knew she wouldn’t ever be again — not in the same way.

Because something had shifted.

Not the world.

Herself.

And somehow, that was enough.




BOOK THREE

Emily was now ready for more experiences, and she was still ready and waiting and hoping for her date the pizza guys. The black guy with his big cock. She fantasised about that cock. She wanted to feel and hold it again. She wanted it inside her. He had text her once or twice already but timings with his shifts and her studies hadn’t come together she hoped, prayed that they would have their date very soon.

Will she have the money to get her piercings done. Have Mini and Needle see her completely naked, their hands on her breasts and her pussy. Will they go further? Will she let them? Will she suck their cocks? She wanted to.

How far will Emily go? Will she go too far? A lot more coming up in the next book in this very naughty series.

How far will Emily go to satisfy her new sexual interests and desires?
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