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Chapter 1: Logan - First Touch
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Shanghai. The old city, the new city, both pressed against the glass like two mouths kissing through a pane. I landed on a Monday and didn’t sleep, just showered off the airplane stink and went straight to the studios on a caffeine high. That was how I wanted them to see me. No time to adjust, no chance to hide that I was a little cracked around the edges. Just nerves and muscle and the kind of focus you can only get by denying yourself rest.

The main studio was on the twelfth floor—concrete, all corners and nothing wasted, the way the good studios are. I clocked the building: more cameras than windows, and the fire exits all padlocked from the outside. I liked that. It meant someone believed in discipline.

Mid-morning, the hallway was empty except for a line of girls waiting outside the door, all in regulation leotards so thin you could read a text through them. Twelve dancers. Twelve little secrets. The only color in the whole space was the lipstick on their mouths. They were waiting for someone, but not for me.

I let myself in anyway. Duffel bag over my shoulder. Jaw rough with stubble. My name had already been on the schedule for a week, but you could tell from the way the faculty woman looked up—chin sharp, eyes harder—that she hadn’t expected me to actually show. Her clipboard was full of names in red ink. I didn’t bother introducing myself. The room was too bright for small talk.

Floor-to-ceiling mirrors on three sides. Sprung wood so polished it gleamed. Sunlight from the high windows turned the girls’ leotards translucent, slicking their bodies like they’d all been dipped in ice water. I dropped my bag and started a slow circle, sneakers squeaking against the wood. Every eye followed me except one—compact girl, front row, her gaze locked on her own reflection with a kind of unblinking violence. They’d briefed me on the local prodigy. Her legs were sharp, like they’d been carved down to make room for something leaner and meaner than bone.

I came up behind the first dancer at the barre, didn’t say a word, just pressed both palms flat against her lower back and pushed until her vertebrae arched the way I wanted. Her breath hitched. The next one I corrected by grabbing her hip, rotating it in place until the angle was exactly right, the way you tune a violin string by ear. The silk blend of the leotards was so thin I could feel the heat of their skin, the thump of blood under the surface. The girls made little noises—gasp, shiver, a quick inhale when my thumb dug into the soft spot just above the tailbone. Some went rigid as chalk. Others melted, letting my hands set them like clay.

I kept moving down the line. Fingers slipping under ribs, lifting their chests, pushing their arms higher. I could already smell the mix of sweat, shampoo, and something expensive they all used instead of deodorant. It got thicker with every pass. The girl in the second position started trembling before I even touched her; she kept glancing at my hands in the mirror like she was begging me to go further. 

At the end of the barre, I turned on my heel and faced the room. The faculty woman’s pen was motionless. The air in the studio was dense. “Again,” I said, voice low. “From the top.”

They went through the opening sequence. I watched their feet, their hands, the way their hips tipped and shoulders squared. You can tell everything you need about a person from how they hold tension. These girls were already experts in denial. 

I called them to the center for lifts. Picked a random girl first—long neck, freckles, her eyes gone soft and glassy—and motioned her to face me. I slid my hands under her thighs, through the wet silk, and lifted her into a fish dive. “Don’t grip,” I murmured. “Trust the weight.” She did, mostly. When I set her down, I let my palms linger for a little on her hips, and I felt her pulse through the leotard.

Bai Li was next. She stepped forward, spine perfectly straight, chin up, eyes burning. I gripped her waist and hoisted her. Her body was hot, tense as wire. She wasn’t nervous. She was vibrating with something else entirely. When I lowered her, my fingers slid over the curve of her ass and she shivered. Tiny, involuntary. Her nipples were hard as pearls under the silk, impossible to miss even if you weren’t looking for them.

The whole next hour was just like that—me, the girls, their bodies, the mirrors. I corrected more with my hands than my mouth. Ran my thumbs down thighs, pressed knees apart, held ankles until the quiver stopped. My shirt stuck to my back; the smell of sweat and Shanghai air turned the place into a pressure cooker. The faculty woman never said a word, just watched with her mouth slightly open and her pen clamped between her teeth.

By the time the session ended, the mirrors had started to fog at the edges. The girls filed out, some with eyes on the floor, others glancing back at me, checking to see if I was watching.

The faculty woman finally got up, clipboard hugged to her chest. “That was—” She didn’t finish the sentence. Just nodded, once, and followed the dancers out.

When the door closed, I could still smell them. Perfume, skin, adrenaline. It was perfect. I paced the empty studio, let the last hour roll over me, and thought about what came next.

If I’d had an espresso, I would’ve drank it right there. Instead I leaned against the barre and watched the city light move across the floor.
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THE LINGERER.

Every class had one: the overachiever who needed more, who’d rather break than settle for a draw. I pretended not to notice as I toweled off my neck and drank half my water bottle in a single tilt. But I saw her in the mirror, sitting with her knees drawn up, peeling off tape from a raw heel with care, eyes locked on me the whole time.

She was still in her leotard, thighs pulled tight, the thin black fabric stretched so tight across her cunt that the seam had already disappeared between her puffy outer lips. Bai Li waited, and when I caught her watching, she didn’t even pretend to look away.

I set the bottle down and faced her, hips against the barre, arms folded so the sweat rolled off my biceps in slow rivulets. “You stayed,” I said.

“Obviously,” she answered. Her voice was sharp, almost clipped, but the edge just made it more interesting. “I want to work on my arabesque. It’s not where I want it.”

I let the silence build. “Show me.”

She didn’t hesitate. She stood, flexed each foot in turn, and stalked to the center of the floor. Her hair was already escaping the bun, strands slicked to her face by sweat. She put one palm on the barre, took a breath, and kicked her back leg up. The line was perfect, but not perfect enough.

I crossed the floor and stepped up right behind her. One hand went flat on her lower belly, right above the leotard seam, pressing into the hard plane of muscle just above her pubic bone. The other hand pressed into the back of her thigh, just below the curve of her ass. Her whole body shivered. I pushed her leg higher, using my weight to guide her forward, and she gasped. The sound wasn’t fear. It was hunger.

I deepened the stretch until her standing leg trembled violently and the crotch of her leotard rode up hard, the soaked fabric peeling away from her cunt like wet silk. Her outer lips looked so fucking juicy, the inner folds already glistening and slightly parted, a thick, clear strand of her pussy juice stretching down the inside of her thigh. I kept her pinned there, chest flush to her back, and let my hand drift lower, over the silk. She arched, almost unconsciously, grinding her dripping cunt back against my palm.

I slipped two fingers under the soaked edge of the leotard and found her cunt already gushing. Not a metaphor. Literal. Her outer lips were hot and puffy, the inner ones slick and engorged, her clit a hard little pearl. I rubbed it in slow, hard circles, feeling it throb under my fingertips while she fought to keep the arabesque. She made these small, bitten-off moans, knuckles white on the barre, her cunt clenching around nothing.

I pushed two thick fingers straight into her hole. She was impossibly tight, the silky walls gripping me like a fist, but so wet that the squelching sounds filled the studio with every shallow thrust. I finger-fucked her faster, curling hard against her G-spot while her standing leg shook and her raised leg quivered in the air. “Look in the mirror,” I said.

She did. Her mouth was open, eyes wild, mascara already running. I watched her face in the glass as I slammed my fingers deeper, stretching her cunt wide, her juices coating my hand and dripping onto the floor in fat drops. When she came it was violent—a sharp, broken scream, her body jackknifing forward, her pussy clamping down so hard on my fingers it almost hurt. Her inner walls rippled and spasmed, milking me, a fresh gush of hot girl-cum squirting out around my knuckles and splashing down her thigh.

I didn’t let her drop her leg until the last violent ripple passed through her cunt.

Then I spun her around, yanked the soaked crotch of her leotard violently to the side, and freed my cock. She looked at it like she was about to devour me, all pretense gone. I hooked one of her legs over my forearm, spread her wide, and slammed into her in one brutal thrust. Her cunt split open around my cock with a wet, filthy sound—those puffy lips stretching thin, the pink inner folds gripping every inch as I buried myself balls-deep. She was so tight it felt like she was trying to strangle my dick, but so drenched that her juices immediately ran down my balls and dripped onto the floor in a steady patter.

I fucked her hard against the barre, using the wood for leverage. The barre creaked under us, every savage thrust making her tits bounce wildly under the silk, her nipples hard and visible. I watched in the mirror as my thick cock disappeared into her stretched cunt over and over, her outer lips clinging to my shaft on the outstroke, dragging her inner lips outward before I slammed back in and forced them wide again. Her nails dug into my arms, leaving bright red trails. When she came the second time she locked both legs around my waist and sank her teeth into my shoulder hard enough to draw blood, her cunt convulsing and squirting around my cock in rhythmic pulses.

But I wasn’t finished.

I picked her up—she was nothing, weightless—and carried her to the center of the sprung wood floor. I laid her flat on her back, grabbed her ankles, and twisted her hips until she was in a full split, legs wrenched wide open like a wishbone. Her cunt was completely exposed now, the leotard bunched uselessly around her waist, her holes gaping and glistening. I shoved her thighs even wider until the tendons stood out and her puffy outer lips were pulled completely apart, her clit swollen and throbbing, her tight pink asshole winking below her dripping cunt.

I shoved my cock back inside her in one long, merciless stroke. In this position her pussy was stretched to the absolute limit—those beautiful lips stretched paper-thin around the base of my shaft, every vein and ridge of my cock visible as I bottomed out against her cervix. I ground against her clit with every deep, filthy stroke, watching her cunt swallow me whole. She was shaking all over, sweat pooling in the hollow of her throat and running down between her tits, her belly fluttering.

When she came the third time her whole body arched off the floor like she was being electrocuted, her cunt milking my cock in powerful, rhythmic spasms, her juices squirting out around my shaft and soaking my balls and the floor beneath her ass. I let it go right then, emptying inside her in thick, hot pulses—rope after rope of cum flooding her stretched cunt until it overflowed, white and creamy, leaking out around my cock and running down the crack of her ass to puddle on the wood.

I stayed buried deep inside her, both of us gasping, the only sound was our ragged breathing all the while my cum was slowly leaking out of her ruined hole.

Eventually I pulled out with a wet pop. Her cunt stayed open for a long second, a perfect, gaping, cum-filled tunnel, pink inner walls glistening and twitching before it slowly fluttered closed, pushing out another thick glob of my cum that oozed down over her asshole and onto the floor.

Bai Li lay there, legs still splayed in that brutal split, leotard twisted around her waist, my warm spunk pouring out of her wrecked pussy in slow, steady rivulets. Her hair was a wrecked halo, mouth open, chest heaving like she’d just run a marathon. Her cunt lips were swollen and dark, still parted, visibly pulsing.

“Your body already knows the truth,” I said, same flat tone as before.

She just stared up at the lights, eyes glazed, and said nothing.

I wiped off with the hem of my shirt, grabbed my water bottle, and shouldered my bag. As I left, I looked back once. The mirrors caught her from every glorious angle—exhausted, split wide open, leaking my huge load, and it spreading onto the pristine studio floor.
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Chapter 2: Menghan - The Observation Room
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I got to the main studio before anyone else. The morning air was damp and cold, the kind that made your bones want to shrink back into sleep. But I liked it better that way, when the floor was empty and no one’s sweat had already claimed it. I rolled my foot over the wood, slow, listening for that first clean creak. You learn to love the sound of things breaking if you’re serious about ballet.

The room was all mirrors and pale Shanghai light. Three full walls of reflection, so you could never escape the truth of your own body. The glass had a way of flattening the soul out of you—made every line honest, every error a public execution. I pulled off my warm-ups and dropped them on the bench. My legs, bare except for the pink mesh of my tights, goosebumped instantly. My nipples were already hard from the cold, poking through the shelf bra of my leotard like I was showing off for someone. The fourth wall was all windows and the city outside.

There was still white chalk dust on the barre from the night crew. The air smelled like rosin, sweat, and the dregs of some imported disinfectant that always gave me a headache by tenth position. I stretched in the center, letting my back crack and my hips pop. In the mirrors, I watched my body unspool—torso long and neat, calves knotted, the shadow between my legs showing faint where the leotard hugged everything flat. I didn’t hide from it. There was nothing in this room that wasn’t meant to be looked at.

The other girls came in by ones and twos, barely talking, still sleepwalkers. They peeled off their street layers and lined up at the barre, glancing sideways at each other, comparing thigh gaps, heel height, the way the fabric stuck to their tits or didn’t. There was always a pulse of insecurity in the first hour—whose body looked best that day, who had the tightest camel toe or the worst bloat, who was already leaking sweat from their underarms. I kept my face on the glass but let my eyes drift, taking inventory.

Bai Li showed up late. She was always late, always in a leotard just a hair too sheer for regulations, the crotch cut high and narrow so you could see the shape of her lips through the pink. She never wore a bra, so her nipples pressed out like punctuation marks. Some girls pretended not to notice, but everyone noticed. Her hair was in a braided crown today, but you could already see the baby wisps sweating loose at her temples.

At exactly 7:28, Rui came in, winded, clutching a plastic cup full of red bean yogurt. She drained half of it in one go and wiped her lips with her wrist, leaving a sweet-smelling stripe right under her nose. She didn’t bother with the barre, just dropped into a pancake split at my feet and grinned up at me, her chin resting on her knuckles.

“You’re the only one who shows up before sunrise without a gun to her head,” she said. “Did you sleep here?”

“Shut up and stretch,” I said, but I nudged her with my toe anyway. Her skin was warm through the nylon, and she pressed her face into my shin, inhaling deep. “You smell like anxiety and girl sweat.”

“High praise from the Academy’s only ice queen,” she fired back. Rui’s energy was sticky, contagious. She was the only person here who didn’t make me want to rip out my own hair.

The others were in place now, stretching, testing the mirrors with quick, nervous glances. That tension sharpened when the door at the end of the room cracked open and Logan walked in.

He didn’t belong. You could tell by the way his body moved—too loose, too animal. He wore black joggers and a button-down so wrinkled it looked like he’d slept in it. Probably had. His feet were bare, long and brown and covered in old scars. He went to the desk had a few words with the receptionist then walked straight to the speaker dock and plugged in his phone, didn’t say a word, didn’t need to. You felt the shift in the room like a hand closing around your throat.

Every girl straightened their spine. Instinct. Rui snorted so softly only I could hear, then rolled her shoulders back and let her tits arch up for maximum effect. I watched Logan in the mirrors—his gaze swept the room once, slow, then landed on my reflection and stayed there. He didn’t blink. I held his stare, but only for a second. Just long enough to let him know I’d seen him, then I focused on my turnout.

He hit play. The opening bars of some techno garbage blared, bass so heavy it rattled the glass. Not classical, not even close. He paced the front row, hands in his pockets, and called, “First position, then pliés to four.”

We moved. It was robotic at first—twelve bodies in perfect unison, heels together, knees out, all energy funneled into the soles of our feet. But you could feel the heat rising, fast. Logan’s style was all about breaking the boundaries, letting the ugly inside show. When he stopped in front of a girl, he’d adjust her with his hands—palm to sternum, dragging her rib cage up; fingers hooked inside the waistband of her tights to tilt her pelvis; thumb pressed low between shoulder blades until the bones shivered under his touch.

He reached Bai Li first. She didn’t flinch when he cupped her hip, grinding his thumb into the tendon until her breath caught. “Open more,” he said, voice just above a whisper. She did, and the stretch forced her chest forward so her nipples nearly tore through the fabric. Logan let his hand linger a little too long before he moved on.

Rui was next. He stopped behind her and dropped his hand flat against her lower back. “You’re holding tension here,” he said, voice casual, but he pressed harder until Rui grunted. The sound was half-pain, half-lust. In the mirror, I saw her close her eyes, tongue flicking over her lip. He didn’t let up. “Let it go,” he said, and the command was almost indecent. Rui sank lower, shuddering, and he finally let go.

He worked his way down the row, touching, correcting, leaving every girl a little more breathless than the last. I could smell their sweat now, thick and sweet, cutting through the disinfectant. When he got to me, I forced myself not to react. His palm slid up my thigh, knuckles grazing the crease where my leotard met skin. He stopped, fingers barely touching the inside of my leg.

“Perfect alignment,” he murmured, so quiet I almost didn’t hear. “But you’re locking your knees.” He squeezed once, just enough to make the muscle twitch, then let go.

I didn’t let my face move. Not for him, not for anyone. But I was so wet it hurt to squeeze my legs together.

The set went on like that, Logan weaving through us, always touching, always pushing. By the third round, the windows were fogged up and at least two girls were openly panting. Even Bai Li was trembling, hands shaking on the barre.

During a water break, Rui slid in next to me. She had her bottle jammed against her cheek, cooling down the blush that had spread all the way down her neck. “You’re the only one whose pulse didn’t just go crazy,” she said, watching me sidelong.

“My pulse is fine,” I said, but she caught my hand and pressed her thumb to my wrist.

“Liar,” she grinned. “You’re watching him harder than any of them. He’s got you pegged.”

I snorted, but she wasn’t wrong. I hated how aware I was of him—the way he filled up the space, made every other body in the room shift to fit around his gravity. Even the mirrors couldn’t dilute it.

“Focus,” I muttered, mostly for myself.

“I’d rather focus on his hands,” Rui said. She sucked on her straw, leaving a perfect red circle from her lipstick. “Did you see the way he looked at you? I bet you could have him if you wanted.”

“I don’t want him,” I said. I wanted to be seen by him. But I didn’t want to melt the way Bai Li did, or play the games Rui played. I just wanted him to see what I was really made of.

Rui cocked her head, a little cat smile on her lips. “You’re no fun, Little Dream.” She let her hand rest on my thigh, fingers kneading the sore spot Logan had pressed.

The next round was floor work—grand battement, then partner lifts. Logan didn’t pick Bai Li this time. He picked me.

He had me stand facing the mirror, feet planted wide, arms up. “You lead,” he said.

I went through the sequence. When I fucked up the tempo on the second pass, he stepped in close behind me. His hands caught my hips and held them in place. He was taller, stronger. My ass pressed flush against his crotch and I felt the outline of his cock, hard already.

“You’re resisting me,” he murmured.

“You said to lead.”

“I did. But don’t pretend you’re not aware of every inch of your body right now.”

I was. I could feel the sweat pooling in the hollow of my spine, the heat at the apex of my thighs, the way my nipples felt like they might punch through the leotard. His hands were firm, unhurried. I matched his breathing, let him guide the arc of my motion, and it felt like a duet with no music.

He leaned forward so his mouth almost grazed my ear. “Better. Now don’t just move for me. Move because you can’t help it.”

I did. The next motion was perfect, clean, and I felt the click inside my own body, like a lock turned by someone who knew all the numbers.

Logan let go and stepped back, and I almost lost my balance from the sudden absence of him. My legs were shaking, not from fatigue but from some secret signal I hadn’t even agreed to receive.

He worked down the row again, and the rest of the session blurred by in a fever. By the time class ended, every girl was a mess—hair stuck to faces, tights damp and see-through, some openly rubbing their thighs together as they cooled down. Even Rui’s usual bravado was punctured; she didn’t say anything, just sprawled on the floor, legs splayed.

I stayed at the barre after everyone else left, stretching until my hamstrings screamed. In the mirror, my face was red and my lips were parted. I saw Logan watching me from the doorway, not moving, just standing there, shirt open at the throat. He looked at me like he was still in the room, still inside the rhythm of my body.

I didn’t look away. Not this time.

When he finally left, I let myself breathe. My heart hammered against my ribs like I’d been sprinting, and my tights were so wet between the legs I thought about changing before I even walked home.

I pulled on my sweats and grabbed my bag, but stopped for one last look at the studio. The morning sun had burned through the fog, turning the whole room silver.

For a second, I felt weightless, like there was nothing holding me down except the echo of his hands on my hips.
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THAT AFTERNOON
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