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THE AIR IN THE COFFEE shop was thick with the scent of roasted beans and the low hiss of an espresso machine. It was barely enough to mask the musty smell of my gym bag. The usual post workout smoothie was already half finished as I sat and watched the city go by outside, humans and goblins alike. The glass was cool against my fingers as I traced by trademark little hearts in the dripping condensation. 

My muscles still hummed from spin class, and even the act of crossing my legs was a painful stretch. The black sports bra clung uncomfortably to my skin beneath my favorite grey hoodie. I often left it just a little unzipped at the top, not just for my own comfort, but for any wandering eyes nearby. And I could feel them. I could feel the stares and glances and it made my skin run hot.

Three guys at a table across the room barely bothered to hide their appreciative gazes. I had worked hard to shape my body this way, I was finally toned and slender, and I felt confident I could handle myself in a fight if it ever came to that. I'm certain some of it was classic green skin fetishization, but I paid it no mind. It was a pleasant buzz, a little flush of pride for the body I suffered for. I knew I caught people's attention sometimes. I was starting to crave it.

Something was different about today, perhaps it was the cooler weather, or maybe something in this smoothie, but just collecting looks wasn’t doing it for me today. There was something else, sharper and demanding. I didn’t want to give any of them my number or anything, but I still felt like I wanted to create something special for them. To change their stolen glances into something more primal, to wrench out all of their desires and give them something to think about tonight. It was a feeling of control. Of power. To be the architect of their fantasies and the girl they secretly think of when fucking their girlfriends. 

The notion made me nervous and giddy, like I was a little girl again trying to impress a boy on the playground. Just the thought was making me squeeze my legs together. Why was this such a turn on? My nipples were stiffening as I played the possibilities in my mind, but I had to maintain my composure. This was a show, not a plea. They can look, but not touch.

I dipped my hand underneath the hoodie, snaking up my stomach and beneath my bra. My breast was so warm against my hand. No matter how much I worked out, I could never seem to grow a decent size pair of boobs, but they were still my cute little babies. I rolled my already sensitive nipples between my finger and thumb, urging it to full arousal. By the time I made it to my second one, I was about ready to explode. I twisted my own tender skin, pulling them taut until they strained against the fabric with all their tiny might.

The rush of it, the absolute, exquisite risk. Would they notice? Could they tell? A little dare to myself, a private, exhilarating secret. I let the feeling linger for a few more seconds, my entire body throbbing with a heady tension. Here I go. I gave the smoothie a final, attention grabbing slurp which turned several eyes my way, but the only eyes I cared about were at that table across the room. And I had them captive. I stood to toss out my empty cup and made a show up acting overheated and unzipped my hoodie. Good. They’re still hard as rocks. The entrance was only a few short steps away, but it felt like a mile of supermodel runway. My hips swayed with a fluid and practiced rhythm as I walked past their table, keeping my eyes squarely on the door as if I didn’t notice them looking. But every cell in my body was screaming for their attention.

The chatter at the table died as I approached and I could feel it. I could feel the laser focus on their stares on me, scanning me from head to toe. My abs were slick with nervous sweat, and my nipples were hard enough to cut glass. The world went into slow motion as I walked, my vision collapsing into a tunnel of focus. I could barely breathe but I couldn’t stop. I heard the screech of chair legs sliding on the tile floor as some turned their bodies to keep watching as I reached the door. Please don’t get up. Please don’t come talk to me. Don’t ruin this moment.

Finally, the bell chimed above the door as I was hit with a blast of cool autumnal air. I didn’t look back. I didn’t need to. I saw in my mind’s eye the scene behind me and it sent a sudden shock through my core. It was far too cold outside for an unzipped hoodie, but my internal temperature has boiled over past the point of caring. 

———-
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I WAS NO LONGER WALKING, I was running. My cross trainers pounded the pavement as I made my way to my apartment, each stride fuelled by the electric current still flowing through my veins and the wetness between my legs. The moment I burst through my apartment door, I threw my gym bag to the floor and peeled off my clothes. I was already heading for the bathroom. The shower beckoned, but I needed to release  this pressure inside of me before I could cleanse. 

The metal hose of the handheld showerhead banged against the shower door as I ripped it from its holster. The water was already warming as I frantically dialed through the nozzle’s various settings. It erupted with powerful, pulsing blasts of water as I turned it right where I needed it most. I gasped as the force hit me and fell hard against the wall of the shower while  the water began pummeling my pussy. My hips bucked. Every pulse of water was their stunned faces, their shock, the risk I'd taken. Knowing I might haunt their fantasies tonight intensified the sensations a hundredfold. My entire body clenched as I brought the nozzle closer. I was desperate for more. I could feel the wave building but I needed it now.

The wave grew higher and higher until a white-hot flash of bliss ripped through me. My legs gave out. I slid down the wall until I was sitting on the shower floor as I bit my knuckle to keep from screaming. Even the aftershocks were unlike anything I had ever felt before, and I held the nozzle to my skin until the sensation was too great.

The showerhead wandered  across the shower floor as it continued its little watershow. I could only sit there, still feeling the warmth of one of the most intense orgasms I had ever experienced. It had to have been minutes later when I finally mustered the will to stand and finish taking my proper shower. I hung the showerhead back up and gave it a gentle pat as if it were a faithful pet who just brought my slippers. Best. Purchase. Ever.
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THIS WAS QUICKLY BECOMING a dangerous habit. Pushing boundaries in public was an impulse I couldn’t ignore. An addiction my heart required to beat. I was the chubby girl back in school, ashamed of my body. Even the green of my skin became less of the vibrant indicator of my goblin heritage, and more something to be hidden. We were much more of a minority in those days.

The other girls could be cruel. I remember the incident in the gym locker room, being shoved out of the shower stall naked and exposed. The sounds of their laughter and mockery don’t ring quite as loud in my memory anymore, but I had never felt so worthless as I ran to hide myself.

When I finally worked up the courage to tell our coach, she just offered a tired, dismissive wave. 'Kids will be kids,' she said, and that was that. It was that day I devoted myself to fitness and everything began changing for me. It wasn’t until well after graduation that I finally was able to smile at the girl in the mirror. It had taken years and a fight with an eating disorder, but I had reached my ideal.

It was only a few months ago in the gym when I discovered this secret kink of mine. Of being seen, admired, perhaps even lusted after. I had to relearn that the eyes on me were no longer of derision or pity, but it only
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