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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.

Since then, Emily had been trying to have various exhibitionist experiences. She wanted illicit spontaneous moments when people caught her naked. She would walk around her flat in just a pair of skimpy panties, showing off her full round ass, and a little tight vest, no bras, so that her very pert 34B breasts were very obvious. Her arousal would often be noticed by the hardness of her nipples or the little wet patch in her panties.

This had now caused a couple of naughty and very sexy situations where, to her delight, she received a hard over the knee bare assed spanking. Or other flats mates, a boy and a girl had both caught her in the shower, the boy ended up wanking off while Emily watched. This was getting so much fun. She even went to a tattoo shop on the pretence of getting her nipples pierced and allowed the two tattooists to inspect and fondle her bare breasts.


Chapter One

Emily Carter strolled across the Southampton University campus, the late afternoon sun washing everything in gold. Her footsteps were slow and deliberate, the rhythm of her walk matching the lazy sway of her hips. She wore a tiny black mini skirt that barely brushed the tops of her thighs and a snug white vest that clung to her body without a bra beneath it. Every movement made the thin fabric shift against her skin, making her acutely aware of her own body and how exposed she felt.

A month ago, she would never have dressed like this in public. She had been careful, even modest, blending in rather than standing out. But the past few weeks had changed her—changed something deep inside her. The poker night. The dares. The stolen moments where she had been pushed—or tempted herself—into situations where she was stripped, revealed, caught. Each time it had left her shaken… and each time she had found herself craving more.

Now she walked the campus almost daring someone to notice. The warm breeze licked along her bare thighs, the edge of her skirt threatening to betray her if she took too long a stride. She knew her nipples were visible through her vest, pressing faint peaks into the thin cotton. She didn’t try to hide them. In fact, part of her hoped someone would see—would look too long.

She passed groups of students sprawled on the grass, the sound of laughter and lazy conversation drifting in the air. A pair of guys glanced her way. She caught their eyes for a moment, felt that silent exchange, and then let a small smirk touch her lips before looking ahead again.

It was strange how quickly the shame had melted away, replaced by something sharper—something intoxicating. She had started testing herself, seeing how far she could go before crossing that invisible line where innocent daring tipped into something more dangerous. A short skirt here. A missing bra there. Lingering too long when she bent to pick something up. The thrill came from skating the edge of what she could get away with.

As she crossed the quad, a sudden gust of wind lifted the hem of her skirt, brushing it up high against her hips. Her hand shot down instinctively, holding it in place. She felt the rush in her chest, a flush of heat over her skin. That tiny, almost-accident—the risk that someone might have seen too much—was exactly what made her heart pound.

Emily was no longer the quiet, careful girl who had stepped into the poker night weeks ago. She was becoming someone new. Someone braver. Someone bolder.

And today, she wondered just how far she could take it before the sun set.

Perfect, H — here’s the follow-on scene straight after where we left Emily, keeping the “almost caught” exhibitionism energy building.

She was nearly at the main library steps when she saw him.

He was leaning casually against the stone balustrade, phone in one hand, a coffee cup in the other. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a face she vaguely recognised—maybe from one of Lottie’s parties or a lecture hall. His eyes flicked up from his phone and landed on her. They didn’t just pass over her the way most did. They stayed.

Emily’s stomach tightened.

She kept walking, pretending not to notice, but the awareness of his gaze made her spine lengthen, her hips tilt just slightly as she moved. Her mini skirt swayed with each step, the hem barely containing her. She could feel the heat of the sun, the breeze, and his eyes, all at once.

When she reached the steps, he shifted, pushing himself upright, blocking part of her path.
“Hey,” he said easily. “Emily, right?”

She slowed, glancing at him as if she had to think. “Mm… yeah. And you are?”

“Josh, we had that criminology seminar last term.” He gave a faint smile, but his eyes weren’t staying politely on her face. They dipped—quickly, but unmistakably—down over her chest, then lower. Emily caught it, felt the spark in her belly.

“Oh… yeah,” she said, letting her voice soften. “Right.” She shifted her weight to one leg, tilting her hips, letting the skirt ride up just a little.

Josh hesitated, his gaze flicking away for a second as though to keep things proper. “Heading to class?”

“Library,” she replied. “Or maybe just… wandering.” She lifted a shoulder in a small shrug.

Another gust of wind came, stronger this time, catching the back of her skirt. She felt it lift higher than before—too high. Her hand darted back to catch it, but not before she saw his eyes widen slightly.

Heat rose in her chest. The moment was over in an instant, but her pulse thudded in her ears. Did he see? He must have seen. And if he had…

“Well,” Josh said, a hint of something in his voice now, “enjoy your wandering.”

She stepped past him, catching the faintest trace of a smile tugging at his lips. Every nerve in her body was alive. The encounter had been nothing—just a passing chat on the library steps. But for Emily, it was everything.

Because the thrill wasn’t in being naked. It was in knowing someone had almost seen… and might want to see again.



By early evening, the campus had thinned out. Most students had drifted off to their flats or the bars lining the high street. The light was soft now, the air cooler. Emily had been back to her room briefly, but her mind wouldn’t settle. The moment with Josh was still replaying in her head—his eyes, that quick flicker of surprise.

She wanted more of that.

She wandered back across campus, not with any real destination in mind, but with a quiet, deliberate purpose. She knew the sports centre stayed busy around this time. Groups of guys finishing football practice, sweaty, laughing, always spilling out into the open courtyard. She had to pass it to get to the main road.

Her mini skirt felt even shorter now in the cooler air, the snug vest clinging tighter as the temperature dipped. She moved slowly, aware of the shape of her body beneath the fabric.

Sure enough, as she approached, the double doors swung open, and half a dozen guys spilled out. Football shorts, trainers, the smell of grass and sweat. One of them whistled—just a quick, teasing note not even meant for her, but her stomach still flipped.

She timed it perfectly. As she passed them, she shifted her bag on her shoulder and let her phone slip from her hand. It clattered to the ground. She crouched to pick it up—knees apart just enough to make the skirt ride dangerously high.

She didn’t look at them, but she didn’t need to. She could feel their attention.

The fabric of her skirt tugged against her hips as she bent lower, reaching for the phone. She knew it was only a second, maybe less, but it was enough for at least one of them to have a perfect, unfiltered view.

When she straightened, she tucked her hair behind her ear and kept walking as though nothing had happened. Her pulse was hammering. Every nerve in her thighs tingled. She didn’t dare turn around—not because she was afraid, but because she knew she’d see exactly what she wanted to see.

She rounded the corner toward the quiet side street, her lips curling into the smallest, most satisfied smile.

It was official. Emily wasn’t just playing at this anymore. She was chasing it.


Chapter Two

The next morning, Emily was up early. The previous day’s rush through campus still lingered in her veins, making her restless. She pulled on her skimpiest Gymshark set—a tiny black sports bra that lifted her breasts just so, and matching high-cut shorts that clung to her hips and hugged every curve. The thin fabric showed the outline of her toned glutes perfectly, and she couldn’t help but give herself a little smirk in the mirror before grabbing her water bottle and heading to the gym.

An hour later, slick with sweat and flushed from the effort, she walked back across campus. The clingy fabric felt damp against her skin, moulding to her curves. Her ponytail swished behind her, and she knew she looked good—really good.

Back in her dorm room, she kicked the door shut and stripped. The sports bra came off first, her small, perky breasts bouncing free, the cool air prickling her nipples. Then the shorts slid down her long legs and pooled at her feet. Naked now, she stood before the full-length mirror, studying herself.

Her tall, athletic frame looked stronger than ever. Long, toned legs. A flat stomach leading to the subtle V of her hips. That firm, heart-shaped ass she always thought was too big but secretly loved seeing from this angle. She turned slightly, admiring the curve, imagining how others saw her—how some had already seen her. The thought sent a small shiver down her spine.

Shaking it off, she grabbed her towel and padded down the hall to the shared bathroom. She’d assumed everyone was out—Saturday mornings were usually quiet. She stepped under the hot water, letting it rinse away the gym sweat.

When she was done, steam curling in the air around her, she reached for her towel. A small, sinking realisation hit. Her key wasn’t in the towel pocket. She’d left it on her desk. In her locked bedroom.

Her heart kicked.

The only spare was in the communal kitchen.

She hesitated, biting her lip. She could wait. But there was no telling when someone would come back, and standing here dripping naked in the bathroom wasn’t much better.

So she took a breath, pulled the towel loosely around her shoulders—not even bothering to hide the length of her legs—and stepped into the hall.

It was only a few metres. Just a quick dash. The she thought, what if someone is in the kitchen.

But as she turned the corner into the kitchen doorway, her stomach dropped.

Two of her flatmates were there—Daniel and Charlotte—leaning against the counter mid-conversation. And with them, leaning back in a chair, was a tall guy she didn’t recognise.

All three of them froze for a heartbeat as she appeared. Her towel slipped lower around her shoulders, the front of her body bare from her breasts down.

“Uh… forgot my key,” she said quickly, her voice tight but steady.

Her spare was on the far counter. Past them. Past his eyes.

She could have clutched the towel tighter, turned away, begged one of the girls to grab it. But something in her—something new, something reckless—told her not to.

She straightened, letting the towel hang loose at her sides, and walked across the room. She felt his eyes on her the whole way, the heat of it tracing every inch of her skin.

Reaching the counter, she picked up the key, gave a little nod, and turned to leave. Her breasts shifted naturally with each step; the faint swing of her hips deliberate now.

Charlotte: “Don’t worry,” She told the guy Emily didn’t know, “She likes to flash.” And as she said this just before she reached the door, the loose towel fell the rest of thee way, baring her lovely round ass for all to see. There was no way Emily wasn’t going to let this opportunity slip by, she bent, straight legged, her feet maybe a foot a part and picked the towel up. She knew that three watching, enthralled would get a great glimpse of her shaved little pussy. She stood up, threw the towel over her shoulder, feeling hr full round ass undulating with each stepped left the kitchen.

The moment she was back in the safety of her room, she shut the door, leaned against it, and let out a long, shaky breath.

The flush on her skin wasn’t just from the shower.

Emily stood there, back against the door, her chest rising and falling. The cool air of her room touched her still-damp skin, making her nipples harden even more. She could feel the rapid beat of her heart all the way down to her fingertips.

She replayed it in her mind.

The way Daniel’s eyes had darted from her face to her breasts and back again.
Charlotte’s awkward, frozen smile.
The stranger—the tall, dark-haired guy she didn’t know—sitting with his legs apart, his gaze unapologetically fixed on her as she crossed the kitchen.

It hadn’t been a flash. It hadn’t been an accident in the way she used to think of accidents. She’d walked in there knowing she could have covered herself. She’d chosen not to.

Emily padded over to the full-length mirror again, still naked, still flushed. She studied her reflection, her hair damp, water beads clinging to her collarbones, her hips, her thighs. She tilted her head slightly, imagining how she’d looked to him.

That was the real thrill.

Not just being naked—she’d been naked in changing rooms, at home, with friends before. But this was being naked and seen by someone she wasn’t supposed to be naked for. The tension between the wrongness and the permission.

She sat on the edge of her bed, one knee drawn up, her bare skin warm against the fresh sheets. Her mind flicked forward—what if she had lingered in the kitchen just a little longer? Stood still instead of walking away so quickly? What would have happened if she’d smiled at him, let him know she knew he was looking?

Her pulse quickened again.

She told herself this was just curiosity. Just harmless fun. She wasn’t hurting anyone. It wasn’t like she was stripping in the middle of the street.

But she knew, deep down, she was looking for that edge—the exact point where it stopped being innocent and became something else entirely.

She lay back on her bed, staring at the ceiling, the memory of his eyes on her still burning.

She opened her thighs, her fingers strayed to her little pussy, now hot and a little wet. She was aroused by the whole incident. As she lay there, she gently let her fingers play up and down her outer lips, then she slowly, gently pushed a finger in. She caught her breath. If only that stranger would come in now, see her open thighs her finger inside her slowly fucking herself. It took five minutes of stroking and fucking until she rolled gently into a nice little orgasm.

By the time her breathing slowed, she knew one thing for certain: she wasn’t done. Not even close.


Chapter Three

Sunday morning was bright and cool, the kind of early spring day that pulled people out into the sunshine. Emily woke feeling restless again, that hungry itch she’d started recognising as part of her now.

She decided to go for a run.

But not just any run.

She pulled open her wardrobe and reached for the outfit she knew would make her pulse race before she’d even left the building—her shortest black running shorts, barely longer than underwear, and a tiny, strappy crop top that clung to her chest without a bra. She hesitated in front of the mirror, adjusting the top so it sat just a little looser. Her nipples were already visible through the thin fabric.

Perfect.

The park was busy—dog walkers, couples with takeaway coffees, small groups of students shaking off hangovers. She set off at a steady pace, ponytail bouncing, feeling the tug of the crop top against her skin with every stride.

She knew the path well—there was a long bend where the bushes opened up to a wide grassy slope, perfect for families to sit and watch the runners go by. And that’s where she decided it would happen.

As she rounded the bend, she reached up, pretending to adjust her ponytail. The motion lifted her arms, making the crop top ride higher. Her next step was deliberate—she hooked a finger subtly under the hem and gave the tiniest pull upwards, just enough for the bottom of her breasts to peek free before she “realised” and yanked it back down.

She glanced sideways. A pair of young guys leaning against their bikes had seen everything. One nudged the other, both grinning.

Her heart hammered, heat rushing to her face—not embarrassment, but that deep, electric thrill she was starting to crave.

Further along the path, she slowed, tugging at her waistband as though her shorts were slipping. A passing jogger, maybe mid-twenties, definitely noticed. She let the waistband dip for a heartbeat too long before snapping it back up.

Emily kept running, but inside she was buzzing. She wasn’t in a kitchen with people she knew this time—this was anyone. Strangers whose names she’d never know, whose memories of her would be just a few stolen seconds on a sunny Sunday morning.

By the time she got home, sweat glistening on her skin, she felt light, giddy. She dropped onto her bed, grinning to herself.

If she’d been hooked before, she was addicted now.



By late afternoon, Emily’s restlessness was back. She’d already had her thrill in the park that morning, but it wasn’t enough. She wanted to see just how far she could go without meaning to… and without anyone being able to prove she’d meant it.

She picked her outfit carefully.
A white cropped vest, thin enough that her nipples made faint impressions against the fabric. No bra, of course.
A soft, tiered ruffle mini skirt in pale blue—lightweight, floaty, and short enough that a wrong move could end badly… or perfectly.

She walked into town, the spring sun warm on her shoulders, people spilling onto the pavements from cafés and bars. The atmosphere was lively—students, families, couples everywhere. In the market square, a small live-music event was underway, drawing a big crowd.

Emily lingered near the centre, the music thumping lightly in the background, people milling around in every direction. She felt deliciously exposed already, her skirt brushing the tops of her thighs with every step.

Then it happened.

A sudden gust of wind swept through the square, lifting napkins from café tables, ruffling hair—and catching Emily’s skirt like a sail.

In an instant, the entire hem flew up around her waist.

She froze, hands instinctively going down to grab it—but the wind held it there, fluttering high enough for everyone nearby to see exactly what she wasn’t wearing underneath. The crowd was tight, maybe twenty or thirty people within a few metres, and she caught the flash of startled eyes, the stifled laughs, the open stares.

It was only a few seconds, but it felt like an eternity before the gust passed, and the skirt dropped back down.

Her cheeks burned, but not from shame. She could still feel the heavy, heated attention of those who’d seen. Some were still glancing back at her, and she realised her hands hadn’t quite covered herself in time—she’d let them look longer than necessary.

She smoothed her skirt, pretending to check her phone, heart pounding. The breeze toyed with the hem again, teasing her, threatening to repeat the performance.

Emily stayed another twenty minutes, weaving slowly through the crowd, acutely aware that people were still watching her. She imagined them whispering to each other—that’s the girl from before.

By the time she started the walk back to her flat, her body was buzzing with adrenaline. She’d lost control of that one, and it had been even better.

This was no longer just a game she played in her head. This was becoming who she was.


Chapter Four

By Monday afternoon, Emily was back in her room, scrolling idly through her phone, when Lottie burst in without knocking.

“Babe, perfect timing!” Lottie beamed, tossing her hair back. “We need you.”

Florence followed, grinning in the doorway. “We’re doing the charity car-wash tonight. All in aid of the student mental-health fund. And—” she gave Emily a wicked smile, “—we thought of a way to make it a huge success.”

Emily raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“You,” Lottie said simply. “You and… the tiniest outfit we can find.”

Emily’s stomach did a little flip. The thought alone was a thrill.

They both knew about her weekend antics—she’d hinted at the kitchen key incident, and Florence had caught wind of what happened in the park. They didn’t judge. If anything, they’d egged her on.

Half an hour later, the three of them were at the car-wash site in the university car park, a line of cars already forming. Most of the volunteers wore T-shirts over shorts, but Lottie had different plans for Emily.

She handed her a flimsy white crop-top that barely covered her breasts, and a pair of denim hot-pants so frayed they might as well have been underwear.

Lottie smirked. “Absolutely not. That’s the point.”

Florence added quietly, “And when it gets wet… let’s just say, people will be very generous with donations.”

Emily held up the top. “No bra?” Emily popped into the little storage and got changed. There was a mirror standing the corner of the little room and Emily checked herself out. The crop top was so thin that you could actually make out the curve of her breasts and her aroused hard nipples were two clear points. And the thing wasn’t wet yet. The top left all of her midriff totally bare, showing off her flat toned stomach. The booty shorts were exactly that, left almost all her full round ass on show: ‘thong shorts!’ Emily thought with a smile and the flutter of excitement in her tummy and a tingle in her pussy.

They got to work. Emily knelt by the first car, sponge in hand, bending forward without thinking—then noticing the driver, a guy in his twenties, watching her intently through the windscreen. She straightened, grinning inwardly.

As the evening sun dipped lower, the buckets of soapy water were replenished. Emily’s top was already clinging to her from splashes, but the real turning point came when Florence “accidentally” tipped half a bucket over her front.

The cold shock made her gasp, the white cotton instantly going transparent, plastering itself against her chest. Her nipples stood out clearly, two perfect peaks pushing through the soaked fabric.

A few whistles rang out from the small crowd of onlookers—students who’d come to “support” the charity. Emily pretended to fuss with her top but made no real effort to hide herself. Instead, she kept washing, stretching to reach across bonnets, her shorts riding higher, her chest swaying with every movement.

Lottie was right: the donations spiked. Every driver leaving the line slipped more than the suggested amount into the bucket.

By the time the last car rolled away, Emily was drenched, her shorts dark with water. There were red marks on her round ass cheeks where Lottie and Florence had slapped her every time they walked past till her ass cheeks were a nice spanked rosy red. Her chest was bare for anyone with eyes to see.

They counted the takings under a streetlamp. Florence’s eyes were wide. “We just made triple what we did last year.”

Lottie grinned, looking at Emily. “You’re our secret weapon, babe.”

Emily smiled faintly, feeling the air on her damp skin, the lingering gazes of the last few students still hanging around. She knew this wasn’t the last time they’d call on her.

And she wasn’t sure she wanted it to be.



The car-wash wrapped up just after eight, the sky turning a soft violet as streetlights began to hum on. Most of the other volunteers had changed into dry clothes in the little storage room at the student centre, but Emily hadn’t bothered.

Partly because she hadn’t brought anything else.
Partly because she didn’t want to.

The evening air was cool against her wet skin. Her tiny denim shorts clung like a second layer, the frayed edges curling high up her thighs. The white crop-top, still drenched, clung tight to her chest, completely transparent now. Her nipples were two perfect peaks visible even from several feet away.

She tugged at the hem half-heartedly, but each time she did, she felt the rush again, knowing she was walking through public streets dressed like this.

The quickest route back to her flat cut through the edge of campus and past a strip of bars where students were starting their Monday night drinks. As she approached, laughter spilled out from an open doorway.

A group of guys—five or six of them—were clustered outside, pints in hand.

One of them looked up mid-sentence and froze, elbowing his friend.
“Holy… Look at this,” he muttered, loud enough for her to hear.

Emily’s cheeks flushed hot, but her steps stayed steady. She felt their eyes tracking her, heard the sudden hush fall over their conversation.

A taller guy leaned forward slightly, grinning. “Evening,” he called, his tone light but loaded.

She smiled back, small and quick, as if acknowledging him but not quite inviting him in.

“Mate, that top…” another whispered, not even trying to hide it. “You can see everything.”

Emily passed within a metre of them, their gaze sweeping her from head to toe. One tilted his head slightly, as if committing her image to memory. She knew they could smell the faint scent of car-wash soap on her skin, see the beads of water still glistening on her collarbones. As she walked on she could feel their eyes glued to her bare ass cheeks undulating with every step.

Halfway past, she glanced back—just for a second—and met the eyes of the tall one again. His grin widened. He knew she knew.

Her stomach fluttered.

She turned the corner and walked into the quieter part of the street, her heart still hammering. Every few steps, she replayed that short, charged moment in her head—their stares, the comments, the awareness that for them, she’d just been the most interesting thing to walk by all night.

By the time she reached her building, her whole body was buzzing again. Her adrenalin was high; she felt on top of the world. In her bedroom she stripped off and walked the corridor naked with her towel over her shoulder. Under the hot powerful spray she let her fingers go straight to her little wet pussy and started to masturbate as she recalled the events of the day.

She was in deeper now than ever.


Chapter Five

The night was hot and still, the kind of late-summer heat that clung to the skin long after the sun had set. Emily padded barefoot into her tiny dorm room, a towel wrapped lazily around her body, damp hair clinging to her shoulders.

She’d just stepped out of the shower and the air in her room felt stifling, so she swung both tall sash windows wide open, letting the faintest breath of night air drift in.

She dropped the towel onto her bed without thinking.

Her skin was still warm and pink from the shower, and a little sheen of moisture caught the glow of her desk lamp. She walked to the mirror on the back of her wardrobe door, running her fingers absently down her stomach, tracing the smooth curve of her hip. Her reflection — tall, toned, glowing — was hard to look away from.

She turned, admiring the perfect roundness of her ass in the soft lamplight. It made her smirk.

She didn’t bother to close the curtains. She never did. The idea that someone might see her always gave her a faint, wicked little rush — even though she was sure no one could, really.

Or so she thought.

Across the narrow gap between buildings, the taller block opposite was alive with noise and music. On the rooftop, strings of fairy lights swayed in the breeze above a group of students gathered with drinks. Laughter floated down.

Emily wasn’t paying attention when it happened — when one of them glanced toward her open window and stopped mid-sentence.

A second later, he was pointing. Others turned to look.

From where they stood, the bright light in Emily’s room framed her like a picture. Her bare skin, the long lines of her legs, the curve of her hips, the swell and roundness of her ass — every detail was illuminated against the dark night outside.

She wandered across her room, utterly unaware, picking up her hairbrush, leaning forward slightly toward the mirror as she began to pull it through her damp hair. Her breasts swayed gently with the movement, nipples standing proud from the cool air drifting in through the windows.

By now, half the rooftop had their eyes on her. Some were grinning, others whispering into each other’s ears. A couple pulled out their phones.

One guy raised his, clearly recording.

Emily moved back toward her bed, bending over slightly to reach for her phone on the nightstand — giving them a perfect, lingering view of her from behind.

A ripple of laughter rolled across the rooftop.

Only then did something shift in her awareness — a faint sound, a change in the air. She glanced up, frowning slightly toward the windows. Her eyes found the rooftop party.

For a heartbeat she froze.
They didn’t look away.

She could have stepped back, pulled the curtains shut. But instead, her pulse quickened. The rush hit her like a jolt of electricity.

She straightened slowly, meeting a couple of their gazes across the gap. Someone raised their glass in a mock toast.

Emily’s lips curved in the faintest smile before she finally reached for the curtain. She drew it halfway closed — but not all the way.

Enough to keep the game alive.



Emily woke late the next morning, sunlight spilling over her bed in warm, lazy stripes. Her phone buzzed somewhere under the duvet. She groaned, groping for it, still half-asleep.

A notification from Florence.

Flo: Babe… have you seen this? 👀🔥

Emily frowned and tapped. A video loaded — grainy but unmistakable.

Her.
In her dorm room.
Naked.

The angle was from across the gap, shaky but clear enough to catch her walking to the mirror, brushing her hair, bending over the bed. The light in her room made her skin glow against the darkness. The camera lingered on her ass for a long moment before panning back up to her face when she finally looked toward the rooftop.

The clip cut out right before she stepped toward the curtain.

Beneath the video was a caption:

She’s got no shame 😈🔥

And just above it — the logo for a private Snapchat story popular among students. Over 400 views.

Emily’s stomach flipped.

She scrolled down to see comments in the group chat.

Jake: That’s the criminology girl, right?
Maya: Omg she’s stunning
Luke: Pretty sure she knew they could see her…
Dean: I’ve got the full vid 👀

Emily’s cheeks burned — but it wasn’t entirely embarrassment. That same wicked rush from last night pulsed low in her belly. Yes, she’d been caught. Yes, hundreds of people had seen her naked. But the strangest part was how alive it made her feel.

Her phone buzzed again.

Flo: It’s gone all over. People are saying you looked amazing. You okay?

Emily typed back slowly.

Emily: I’m fine.
Emily: More than fine.

She set the phone down, heart still racing. The idea of strangers — people she didn’t know, people she might pass in the campus café or the library — having seen her like that was intoxicating.

Dangerous.
Addictive.

She glanced at her reflection in the wardrobe mirror. Still naked from sleep, hair tousled, skin warm from the sun.

She bit her lip. She lay back down on her bed, opened her thighs, let her fingers find their way to the hot wet lips of her little shaved pussy. She slid her finger down till she could slip one in and the slowly started to masturbate. Thinking about all those people watching, wondering if she could have laid on her bed, opened her legs and played with herself while the party watched from up on the roof, and someone filmed, knowing that next day her public masturbation would be all over campus.

This wasn’t an accident anymore.
It was an invitation.




Chapter Six

It was well past midnight when Florence messaged her.

Flo: Come to the fountain. Bring no shame. 😉

Emily almost laughed. The heatwave hadn’t broken, and the air was still thick and warm. She threw on a loose hoodie over a tiny pair of gym shorts and slipped into her flip-flops, the halls of her dorm hushed in the summer night.

The main quad was alive when she arrived — a cluster of twenty or so students gathered around the big stone fountain at the centre. Music pulsed from someone’s portable speaker, bottles clinked, laughter echoed in the dark.

Lottie and Florence spotted her instantly.

“You made it! Here have a beer, you might need it.” Lottie beamed.

Florence, pulling her in. “Okay, so here’s the dare — midnight swim in the fountain.”

Emily’s heart gave a small jolt. “Naked?” she teased.

Florence grinned like a cat. “Obviously.”

Emily’s eyes scanned the crowd — and then she saw him.
Ben Taylor. Third-year law student. Tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair that always looked like he’d just run his hands through it. His easy, crooked smile had caught her attention weeks ago in the café. Tonight, he was leaning against the low stone wall of the fountain, bottle in hand, watching her.

Her decision was instant.

“OK! I’ll finish the beer, give me some extra Dutch courage then I’m in,” She told her friends. She took a long swig of the cold drink.

She wanted him to see.

Emily kicked off her flip-flops and shrugged out of her hoodie, revealing the thin strappy vest clinging to her without a bra. The shorts were barely there to begin with.

Someone whistled. Another long cold swig.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, glanced at Ben — held his gaze — and tugged the shorts down in one smooth motion. A ripple of laughter and cheers rolled through the crowd.

The vest followed, leaving her completely naked under the glow of the campus lamplight. She felt the eyes on her — but her focus stayed locked on Ben. She stood for a moment allowing everybody to soak up her nakedness and had another long pull of the cold beer. More cheers and wolf-whistles.

She climbed onto the fountain’s edge, the stone cool under her bare feet. Then she stepped in, the water splashing around her ankles. She waded deeper, the cold biting deliciously at her heated skin, sending goosebumps racing over her body.

Ben had moved closer, leaning on the rim, watching openly now. She turned in the water, giving him the perfect view of her curves lit by the pale-yellow lamps.

“You’re insane,” he called over the music, but his voice held a warm, amused note.

She grinned. “You’re welcome.”

The crowd whooped as she sank down, letting the water cover her breasts, hair slicking back from her face. She floated there a moment, aware that she had chosen this — chosen him.

When she finally climbed out, droplets rolling over every inch of her bare skin, Ben’s gaze never wavered, he took in every inch form her toe to her beautiful face, very curve and swell of her beautiful frame. And Emily, biting back a satisfied smile, knew he’d seen exactly what she wanted him to see.

The crowd thinned as the night wore on. Music died down to a faint murmur from a lone speaker, and empty bottles clinked together in the grass. Emily, wrapped in her hoodie again but still damp underneath, lingered near the fountain steps with Lottie and Florence.

She could still feel him watching her.

Ben.
Leaning against one of the lampposts now, hands in his pockets, a faint smile on his lips.

When Florence was distracted with a joke from someone else, Emily caught his eye again. That was all it took.

He tilted his head toward the path leading away from the quad. A silent invitation.

Emily hesitated for the briefest second — and then followed.

The quad faded behind them, replaced by the soft crunch of gravel underfoot. The warm air clung to her skin, carrying the scent of cut grass and something faintly floral. She could feel her heartbeat in her throat.

Ben stopped by the shadowed side of the library, where the tall hedge broke the light from the nearest lamp. He turned to face her, the easy, amused smile from earlier still playing on his lips.

“So,” he said quietly, “was that… for me?”

Emily felt the corner of her mouth twitch upward. “No! It was for me. But I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did.”

He stepped closer, the distance between them shrinking to nothing. His hand came up, brushing a damp strand of hair from her face, fingertips grazing the curve of her jaw.

“You know,” he murmured, “you’re a hell of a distraction when you want to be.”

She didn’t move away. “Is that a complaint?”

His smile deepened. “Not even close.”

Then he kissed her.

It wasn’t tentative. It was the kind of kiss that made her back press into the hedge behind her, the kind that tasted faintly of beer and heat and something sharper — want. His hands slid to her waist, hoodie bunching under his fingers.

Emily let it fall open, the damp fabric slipping from her shoulders. She was still naked underneath.

Ben broke the kiss just long enough to glance down, his eyes darkening.

“Jesus, Emily…” His voice was lower now, rougher.

She smirked, leaning in so her lips brushed his ear. “You’ve already seen everything,” she whispered. “Just thought you should get the front-row seat tonight.”

His breath caught. And then he pulled her flush against him, one hand on the small of her back, the other roaming lower.

Somewhere far off, someone laughed — but it felt like the rest of the campus had disappeared.

The hoodie slid off her shoulders completely now, pooling at her feet. The warm night air kissed her bare, still-damp skin, carrying the faint smell of fountain water and cut grass.

Ben’s hands were on her instantly — broad, hot, urgent. One gripped the back of her neck, pulling her in for a kiss so deep she felt it pulse through her chest. The other skimmed down her spine, over the curve of her ass, fingers digging in like he couldn’t decide whether to pull her closer or lift her clean off the ground. He gripped and squeezed each ass cheek.

Emily gasped against his mouth, the hedge scratching lightly at her back.

“You’ve been driving me insane all night,” he breathed, lips brushing hers.

She let out a low, teasing hum. “Good.”

His hand cupped her breast, thumb brushing her nipple, already hard an erect from the cool air and his touch. She arched into him; her bare skin pressed to the firm heat of his chest through his shirt.

The path was quiet, but not silent. Somewhere, footsteps crunched on gravel in the distance. Voices drifted faintly from the quad. Emily knew anyone could walk past — could see her, naked and pressed against him.

The thought made her wetter.

Ben seemed to feel it too — that electric risk humming in the air. His hand slid between her thighs, fingers parting her with deliberate slowness. He found her slick, swollen, ready.

“Fuck…” he muttered, like he’d just confirmed something he’d suspected all along.

Emily’s breath caught as he began to stroke her, the movement smooth and slow at first, then firmer, more insistent. She clung to his shoulders, every muscle tight with the effort not to moan too loudly.

“You like them watching you, don’t you?” he murmured, lips brushing her ear.

Her legs went weak. “Maybe,” she whispered, voice trembling.

He grinned against her skin. “Then let’s give them something to remember.”

He stepped back just enough to turn her, pressing her front to the hedge, her ass pushed back into his hips. The rough leaves prickled her stomach and breasts while his hands roamed greedily over her curves.

He pressed against her, letting her feel exactly how hard he was. Her breath caught.

“You want me to stop?” he asked, though his hand was already between her thighs, fingers finding her wet and ready.

Her head tipped back against his shoulder as he slid his cock against her slick folds, the heat of him a dizzying tease.

She wanted him inside her. Now.

“Please,” she whispered, almost a gasp.

He didn’t make her beg twice.

The first thrust was slow, deliberate, making her stretch around him until she felt full — deliciously, dangerously full. The shock of fullness made her toes curl against the cobbles. Then he started moving, one hand gripping her hip, the other clamped over her mouth to stifle the sounds threatening to escape.

Each thrust pressed her harder against the hedge, the faint scrape of leaves against her nipples only adding to the heat spiralling inside her.

In the distance, laughter grew louder — people were heading their way.

Ben didn’t stop. If anything, he moved faster, his breath hot and ragged in her ear.

“You’re gonna come,” he growled, “and they’re gonna know.”

Her orgasm hit like a flood, her body trembling, clenching around him as muffled moans spilled into his hand. She felt him follow her seconds later, his hips jerking against hers in a final, hard thrust. She felt the added heat and wetness as he filled her with his seed.

For a long moment they stayed pressed together, her heartbeat hammering in her ears.

Then footsteps rounded the corner. Two students walked past, chatting casually, glancing only briefly in their direction before moving on.

Ben chuckled against her neck. “Guess they didn’t get the full show.”

Emily, still breathless, smirked. “Give it time.”

He held her hips and slowly pulled his softening cock out. She felt his spunk run out and down her thighs. She would have to spend the rest of the night sticky with his spunk.




Chapter Seven

It started with wine.

Florence had invited Emily and Lottie over to her flat on Monday evening, the three of them sprawled across the mismatched sofas in the tiny living room. A bottle and a half of cheap rosé sat empty on the coffee table, condensation running down the sides of the glasses they still held.

Emily had been telling them — in slightly tipsy detail — about what happened with Ben after the fountain dare.

“Oh my God, you are shameless now,” Lottie laughed, clutching her glass like it might fall.

Emily grinned, no shame whatsoever. “Not shameless. Just… freer.”

Florence shot her a sly look. “Well, if you’re that free… we’ve got an idea.”

Emily raised a brow. “That’s never good.”

“Oh, it’s very good,” Florence assured her. She leaned forward, her eyes glinting. “The Students’ Union is running this street-party thing in town on Friday night — food stalls, live music, open-air bars. Everyone will be there. And Lottie and I… well… we thought we could turn it into a little fundraiser for the campus charity.”

Lottie chimed in. “The one we’ve been raising for all month. We’ve hit a wall. But if we… add you into the mix…”

Emily narrowed her eyes playfully. “You’re talking about me getting naked again, aren’t you?”

Florence shrugged, pretending innocence. “Not completely naked. Just… daring.”

They leaned in together, like conspirators. Lottie pulled out her phone and showed Emily a note:

Public Dares Night

	Strip down to bra & panties in the crowd. 
	Try on a guy’s jacket — nothing else — and give it back. 
	Let someone paint you in body glitter at the street art stall. 
	“Accidentally” drop something and bend over slowly. 
	Optional finale: fountain dip. Naked. 


Emily bit her lip, her pulse picking up at just the thought, “We’ve already done the naked fountain dare.”

Lottie: “Doesn’t mean we can’t do it again. And, you yourself know, how successful it was last time.” Ben….!”

Florence grinned like she’d already won. “People will pledge money for each dare you complete. And if you really want to rake it in…” She let the sentence hang.

Emily’s mind buzzed — the heat of the rosé mixing with the heat of imagining all those eyes on her. Crowds. Strangers. Music. The thrill of pretending it’s all accidental when everyone knows she’s meant to be caught.

“You’re evil,” she murmured.

Lottie raised her glass. “To being deliciously evil.”

They clinked, and Florence smirked. “So… you’re in?”

Emily felt the flutter in her stomach — not nerves exactly, more the rush of a challenge she already knew she couldn’t turn down.

“I’m in.”


Chapter Eight

The Friday evening air was warm and humming with life. Music drifted from the makeshift stage in the square, mixing with the clink of glasses from the pop-up bars and the chatter of hundreds of students spilling into the streets. Strings of lights criss-crossed overhead, casting everything in a hazy golden glow.

Emily walked between Florence and Lottie, her heart thrumming as much from the wine they’d shared in the flat beforehand as from what she was about to do. And not just her heart, her pussy tingled at the thought of what was expected.

They’d dressed her perfectly for this: a floaty crop-top that barely clung to her, a pleated mini-skirt so short the hem tickled the tops of her thighs when she walked. Beneath it, matching lace bra and tiny skimpy Brazilian panties in pale pink — just in case they were… glimpsed.

Florence held the clipboard. Lottie carried the small donation bucket. “Remember,” Florence murmured in her ear as they approached the first crowd. “Act casual. Like it’s all just… happening.”



Dare One – Strip to bra & panties in the crowd

They stopped near one of the street-food stalls where a group of students were lounging against the low wall. Florence, with her natural flair for theatre, called out: “Alright, folks, who wants to see this lovely girl earn some money for charity?”

Emily felt heat rise in her cheeks — and lower — as all eyes turned to her.

Florence counted down from three.

Emily grabbed the hem of her crop-top and pulled it over her head in one swift motion. Catcalls and whistles rose immediately. She hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her skirt, hesitating just long enough to build tension, then shimmied it down her legs.

The crowd erupted. Her skin prickled with the awareness of being in nothing but her pale-pink lace set under the warm lights.

A few notes of cash hit the bucket before they even moved on.

The heat, the excitement of baring so much publicly. Ot had her little pussy throbbing. She wondered if anybody could see the little wet patch that she knew would be there.



Dare Two – The Jacket Swap

Near the craft beer tent, a tall guy in a leather jacket caught Lottie’s attention. She whispered to Emily, “Perfect one.”

Emily stepped up to him, her bare arms brushing his as she smiled. “Hey… can I borrow your jacket for a sec?”

He grinned, clearly catching on. “Sure thing.”

She slipped it on, the heavy leather swallowing her frame — and hiding her underwear. Then, with a smirk, she let it fall completely open again, the jacket hanging useless as her bare stomach, panties, and bra were back in full view.

The guy laughed and gave her an approving once-over before she handed it back. The look he gave her lingered like a hand on her skin.



Dare Three – Body Glitter

At the body-art stall, Emily perched on the edge while a girl with neon-pink hair painted shimmering gold swirls across her bare stomach, over her ribs, and just above the lace of her panties.

“Want me to go lower?” the girl asked with a mischievous smirk.

Emily’s pulse skipped. “Maybe later.”

The onlookers chuckled. More coins clinked into the bucket.

Emily gave the other girl another smile, “OK!” She slipped her things into her little pink Brazilian panties and slid them off exposing her bald little slit. The girl got to work and quickly had her painted, so it looked a little like she was wearing a pale blue thong. But skimpy thong, a strip[ of ‘material’ that was really paint overt her little pussy. Then she turned round, now only wearing the bra and bent slightly so the girl could complete the illusion of the thong at the back as well.



Dare Four – The Bend-Over

By now the crowd following them had grown. Florence whispered, “Time to really work it.”

Emily ‘accidentally’ dropped the pen Florence handed her. She turned slowly, bending at the waist, she knew that her little pick pussy would be visible peeking between her shapely thighs only visible to the most observant. .

A low ripple of noise — gasps, laughs, one audible “Holy fuck” — ran through the little crowd gathered.

She straightened, pen in hand, pretending to be oblivious as her skin tingled from head to toe.

Dare Five – The Fountain Wash

This one had been voluntary but Emily was hot with arousal and needed to cool down anyway and wanted some relief from the growing sexual tension she could feel all the way from her core.

The evening’s street party was winding down, but Emily was still streaked head-to-toe in the remnants of the “human canvas” dare. Bright colours swirled over her skin in smudges and streaks, the once-neat design now a mess of handprints and splashes from people paying to add to the artwork. She’d laughed and posed all day, enjoying the attention far more than she’d expected. She could walk about completely naked and get away with it because of the body paint. Anybody that realised she was naked thought it was such good fun they didn’t want to spoil it.

But as the evening drew in, Florence grinned wickedly. “You can’t go home like that,” she said. “You’ll have to wash it off… right now.”

Emily followed her pointing finger toward the campus fountain. Lit by warm golden floodlights, its water shimmered in the dusk. People milled around the square — couples with coffee, students chatting on benches, a group taking selfies near the edge.

The dare was simple: jump in and wash off in the fountain.

Her heart thudded. A second naked fountain dare last time had ended with some great public sex with Ben. She could feel the paint drying on her skin, tight and itchy. It would be so easy to say no. But instead, she toed off her trainers, the cool air kissed her paint-marked skin, raising goosebumps. A few people were already watching.

She stepped into the fountain, the water shock-cold against her calves, then higher. She crouched, scooping water over her shoulders, watching streaks of colour melt and swirl away. Each rinse revealed more of her bare skin, the paint sliding off like a curtain lifting.

She told herself she was just cleaning up. But every glance from the edge — every phone lifted, every whisper — fed that now-familiar thrill low in her stomach.

When she finally stepped out, dripping and clean under the lights, she didn’t rush to dress. She just stood there for a heartbeat, letting them all look, Lottie and Florence hander her clothes and she walked away barefoot and stark naked, the crowd loving her luscious round ass swaying so sexually off into the night.


Epilogue

Emily stood at her dorm room window, bathed in the soft amber glow of sunset. The city hummed below—footsteps on pavement, distant voices, the quiet life of campus winding down for the night. But in her chest, something thrummed louder. Deeper. Like the echo of a dare still ringing inside her.

It had been a wild few week.

The rooftop party had been the first crack in the shell. She’d stepped out of her shower, towel forgotten, drifting over to the window for air. Only when the cheer went up did she realise her room faced a taller building — and a rooftop full of students. They’d all seen her. Some had filmed. And instead of slamming the curtains, she’d just… stood there, feeling the adrenaline flood her veins.

The charity car wash had pushed her further. She’d worn the thinnest white crop top she could find, paired with denim shorts that barely counted as fabric. She was soaked within minutes, bending over bonnets, soap suds sliding down her arms, knowing the outfit left very little to the imagination — and loving that fact.

Then came the body paint dare. Hours spent as a living canvas, letting strangers brush designs and handprints onto her bare skin. By sunset, she was covered in streaks of colour, paint drying tight and itchy. That’s when Florence pointed to the lit fountain and dared her to wash it all away right there in the square. She had. Piece by piece, until the cool water ran over her bare skin and the last streak of paint swirled away. Phones were out, people were watching, and she didn’t rush to cover herself when she stepped back into the night air.

Then there’d been the fountain. A midnight dare. Strip and dive in. At first, she’d hesitated. The street wasn’t empty, even that late. But Lottie and Florence had grinned wide, phones ready, eyes gleaming. And so Emily had climbed in. The cold shocked her breath from her lungs, but it was the eyes of strangers—the gasps, the laughter, the stolen stares—that heated her from the inside out.

But nothing had surprised her more than what happened with Ben. She hadn’t even spoken to him before that night. Just another face in the crowd — until the post-fountain rush carried them into a narrow alley. A kiss turned urgent. Voices passed nearby, footsteps echoing from the street, but neither of them stopped. The thrill of being just out of sight made her heart pound harder than the kiss itself.

Each dare had taken her further from the shy girl she’d once been, and closer to something she hadn’t known she wanted. Not just to be seen — but to feel alive. To reclaim every part of herself she’d once kept hidden.

As she stepped back from the window, Emily’s lips curled into a slow, wicked smile.
It wasn’t the dares she was thinking about now—it was Malik. That night at the poker game. The door swinging open. Her, completely naked. His stunned, breathless stare.
And everything that followed.

She remembered the way her knees hit the hallway carpet. The way he tasted. His size! His big black cock. The way her heart pounded not just from the act itself, but from knowing that Lottie, Florence, and their friends were just one thin wall away—laughing in the living room, pretending not to hear.

They all heard.

And she hadn’t cared.

Now they had a date. Friday night.

She hadn’t chosen the dress yet, but she already knew what it needed to be.

Something dangerous. Teasing. A dress that didn’t whisper but shouted. One that clung to her hips, slid shamelessly high up her thighs, and made it clear she was done hiding the body she’d once kept to herself.

After everything she’d done, there was no going back.

And honestly? She didn’t want to.


BOOK FOUR

Emily had her date with Malik this coming Friday, she had to choose a dress, something very daring. All coming up in BOOK FOUR. Will she feel his big black cock inside her?
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Lottie & Florence up the ante and dare

Strip Poker turns young woman
into a naughty exhibitionist!
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