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Fondled at the Fun Run

It had been some months since Sarah had first experienced the tantalising mixture of embarrassment and exhilaration that comes with varying degrees of public exposure.[1] Whether it had stemmed from that very first moment itself—a chance and entirely accidental flashing of her knickers to a complete stranger on a train—or whether it was more to do with the carnal lewdness that immediately followed—ending up on the floor of that same train with that same stranger’s cock rhythmically pounding her throat—something irreversible had been unlocked in her. That contradictory mixture of feelings—of bashfulness and boldness, of apprehension and confidence, of vulnerability and power—had become something Sarah now craved. She lusted after it. She had become obsessed with it. And she was no longer satisfied with the chance happenstances that felt like pale imitations of that original rush of blood to her face and to… elsewhere. She now went out of her way to achieve that sensation. She actively contrived situations where she could once again experience that irresistible contradiction of feelings. And that was how she came to find herself sitting in a car next to her childhood friend, Conor, on their way to a 10k fun run, her belly full of anticipatory butterflies, all the more excited due to his blissful unawareness of the delights she had planned for them that day.

∞∞∞

Sarah had been a runner since her early teens. Conor had only taken up the sport within the last year or so, around the time they’d both finished their university degrees. They had gone running together on a few occasions within that time, but this outing would be their first official race together. It was Sarah who had suggested it. And she had ulterior motives. The plan had come to her fully formed when she had been (initially entirely innocently) registering to take part in the run about a month ago. Immediately, she messaged Conor to ask him to join her, and when he agreed she registered him herself to make sure that he’d be locked in.

They had known each other since they were kids. They’d been platonic friends all through school, all through college, and had remained close even as they entered the adult world. In spite of the odd instance of teasing from others in their group, neither had ever made a move on the other. For that matter, neither had even made a suggestion that a move might be made. And yet, for all of that, it had been clear to Sarah, and to many around her, that—at least for a time—Conor had been absolutely smitten with her. Nothing of the sort had ever been communicated explicitly, either to Sarah or to anyone in their periphery. But in that way that any friend group somehow seems to accrue information simply by osmosis, nobody was in any doubt that in their late teens and early twenties Conor would have loved for his relationship with Sarah to have “advanced”. It never did. And, with time, that yearning on his part seemed to wane.

∞∞∞

Sitting next to him now, however, as they drove towards the race venue, it was that past yearning that Sarah was reflecting on. It was that past yearning that had caused her to think of Conor when she first concocted the plan she was about to enact today. Their long-time friendship would make her coming actions all the more rousingly embarrassing for her, but she was certain that, with his history of feelings for her, he would—at an absolute minimum—enjoy the show she was going to put on for him.

During a lull in their conversation, she ran through her intentions for the fourth or fifth time that morning. Her heart raced with anticipation. She glanced over at Conor, his profile illuminated by the early morning sun. He looked focused, most likely mentally preparing for the run ahead. A mischievous smile played across Sarah’s lips, picturing what she had in store for him.

"You nervous?" Sarah asked, trying to keep her voice steady.

Conor shrugged, keeping his eyes on the road. "A bit, yeah. It's my first proper race, y’know. I haven’t actually run this far in one go too often. How ‘bout you?"

"I'm always a bundle of nerves before a race," Sarah lied. The butterflies in her stomach had nothing to do with the run. “But I'm actually really looking forward to it."

If only he knew, she thought, just quite how much she was looking forward to this!

∞∞∞

They arrived at the park where the race was being held, joining the throng of runners and supporters milling about. Sarah led Conor to the registration tent, where they collected their race numbers and timing chips.

"I'll meet you by the start line in ten," Sarah said. "Just need to pee before the race."

Conor nodded. "Grand job. I'll grab us some water."

Sarah hurried off, her pulse quickening. This was it. The moment she'd been anticipating for weeks. She made her way to the edge of the park and ducked behind the trees lining the perimeter, well out of sight of the other runners.

She was wearing a grey polyester tracksuit—loose pants and a zip-up jacket, nothing fancy—the kind of thing she’d worn when they’d trained together before. Admittedly those times had been in the colder months, and on picking her up this brisk but sunny summer’s morning Conor had queried whether she might get a bit hot in that get-up on a run of this distance. “Nah, that won’t be an issue,” had been her mildly cryptic, but honest, reply. Conor, dressed in black shorts and a neon tech tee, had appeared to bow to the superior knowledge of his senior in matters of running.

Now, her fingers trembling with nervous energy, Sarah unzipped her jacket. She removed both it and her tracksuit pants, secreting them amongst the trees for later retrieval, and revealing her true race outfit… if one could even call it that. Her newly bare skin prickled in the bracing morning air. Other than her runners and socks, she now wore nothing but a skin-tight white sports bra and the tiniest pair of black Lycra running shorts she’d been able to find online. Neither had underwear beneath. Which was just as well, since each garment was practically a piece of underwear itself.

The bra barely contained her ample breasts. Her nipples poked visibly through the thin material, hardened both by the cool air and her anticipation of Conor’s reaction. The shorts were so small and tight they left practically nothing to the imagination. Roughly half of each ass cheek was on full display. Even where coverage was provided, the thin fabric clung to every curve, outlining not just the graceful sweep of her hips, but even the explicit outlines of her bald mound and lips.

Sarah looked down, twisting and turning, examining all angles of herself as best she could. She noted the visible hardness of her nipples. She noted the semi-sheerness of the tightly stretched black shorts under the direct mid-morning sunlight. She felt simultaneously thrilled and mortified. As the thought of returning to Conor began to set in—as well as returning to the glaring eyes of a crowd of hundreds of strangers—she started to notice that heat she’d longed for welling up inside her. It started slowly, building in her stomach, radiating outwards, goosebumps forming on the bare flesh of her toned arms and legs. Her cheeks burned as they flushed red. Finally… most unmistakably… most tantalisingly enjoyably… a pleasant throbbing sensation began to build between her legs. With a deep breath and a brisk shake of her head, she did her best to clear her mind before heading back to Conor at the starting line.

Probably best not to get too wet too soon, she thought. It’s not quite a marathon, but this certainly won’t be a sprint!

∞∞∞

As Sarah made her way back through the throng of runners and spectators alike, she couldn’t help but take in their reactions. She was certainly garnering attention. She caught many a sly, sideways glance from (mostly, but not exclusively) men of all ages, scanning her from head to toe, their gaze noticeably lingering on her chest or rear as the individual’s preferences dictated. It titillated her immensely to imagine what was privately running through their minds as they pretended to remain engaged in whatever conversations were going on around them. Was she stealing their attention from their girlfriends? Their wives? Some onlookers were less subtle. One young man directly ahead of her path—he couldn’t have been much more than twenty or twenty-one—allowed his jaw to visibly slacken as he stared intently at her, immobilised until she had passed. His eyes didn’t once flicker away from her barely obscured slit. She didn’t look back to check, but smirked as she imagined him just as steadfastly eyeballing her swaying backside until she’d disappeared into the crowd. She caught snippets of whispered comments here and there, some complimentary, some denigratory, all derogatory. The disapproval excited her as much as the approval. The embarrassment caused by either quickened her heartbeat just the same. She found herself equal parts bashfully self-conscious and recklessly exhilarated. It was this precise contradictory mixture that she craved. As she neared the starting line and spotted Conor, she was almost disappointed that she would now have to stop paying such close attention to the subtle ripple effects that her choice of clothing had caused… Almost disappointed. Conor would be her main event.

∞∞∞

Sarah spotted Conor near the starting line, two water bottles dutifully in hand. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for his reaction. On first noticing her approach, his eyes widened briefly, almost comically, darting from her face to her scantily-clad body and back again as quickly as he registered his faux-pas.

"S-Sarah?" he stammered, his voice cracking slightly. "You, uh, you got changed?"

She casually waved a hand, as if dismissing his concern, inwardly revelling at his barely successful attempt to maintain composure. "Oh, yeah. You were right earlier, it’d be too hot to do the full 10k in that tracksuit."

Conor's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard, rigidly maintaining eye contact. "Right, yeah. Of course. Too… hot."

Sarah fought to keep a straight face as she watched him squirm. His discomfort was palpable, and it sent a delicious thrill through her body. She could feel her nipples hardening further beneath the thin fabric of her sports bra, and she found herself wondering if Conor had noticed.

"So, ready for the race?" she asked brightly, reaching for one of the water bottles.

As she took a long drink, she caught Conor's gaze dropping to her chest for the briefest moment, stealing a glance when he thought she might not notice. He quickly averted his eyes, a blush creeping up his neck. She hadn’t noticed him look at her in quite this manner for some years.

"Um, yeah. Ready as I'll ever be, I guess," he mumbled, shifting his weight from foot to foot.

Sarah pretended to stretch, raising her arms above her head and arching her back slightly. She knew this would cause her breasts to strain even more against the tight fabric of her sports bra. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Conor's gaze flick down to her chest again, as expected, lingering a bit longer this time before he caught himself and looked away, his face reddening further.

"We should probably get in position," Sarah suggested innocently. "It’ll be starting pretty soon."

Conor nodded wordlessly, following her as she made her way towards the starting line. Sarah could feel his eyes on her as she walked, her hips swaying perhaps a bit more than usual. When they found a spot near the middle of the pack, she positioned herself directly in front of him, knowing full well that, in the tightly packed mass of runners, her barely-covered backside would be mere inches from him. Shivers ran through her as she pictured him staring down at her ass. Was he thinking what she hoped he was thinking? Was he enjoying the closeness of her sculpted ass to his crotch? Was it conjuring lurid images in his mind? Was he struggling to dispel those inappropriate images, or was he giving in to them?

Sarah turned her head to speak to Conor and caught the final moment of what was clearly a panicked whipping upward of his gaze. He had been enjoying the view. What’s more, he was continuing to try to be secretive about it. As much as she was enjoying it, as much as she had planned for it, she still felt overly-exposed. She subconsciously tugged at the hem of her shorts, providing only the most minimal of additional coverage.

“So,” she said, trying to get out of her own head and back to the here and now, “How are we going to do this? Do you want to try to stick together, or will we each go at our own pace?”

Conor cleared his throat, his eyes darting everywhere but at Sarah. "Um, maybe we should just go at our own pace? I don't want to hold you back."

Sarah nodded. "Sure, that makes sense. But hey, maybe we'll end up running together anyway."

As they waited for the race to start, Sarah could feel the anticipation building in her body. The closeness of the other runners, the whispers and stares she was attracting, and Conor's barely concealed interest all combined to heighten her arousal. She shifted her weight from foot to foot, partly from pre-race jitters, but mostly to feel the delicious friction of her shorts against her increasingly sensitive flesh.

The starting gun fired, and the crowd of runners surged forward. Sarah let herself be carried along with the flow, knowing Conor was right behind her. She focused on her breathing, trying to find her rhythm, but she couldn't help being acutely aware of her body's movements. Her breasts bounced with each step, barely contained by her sports bra. The cool morning air caressed her exposed skin, sending shivers down her spine.

As the pack of runners began to spread out, Sarah maintained a steady pace. Rounding a bend after a few minutes, she chanced a glance over her shoulder and caught sight of Conor close behind her. She knew that at their usual paces she would already have broken away from him. And she was running at her usual pace. Conor was clearly pushing himself to keep up. The thought of him putting in such effort to watch her ass flex and bounce as she ran excited her, and she noticed a renewed warmth between her thighs.

At the third kilometre marker, Sarah realised her plan was working even better than she'd hoped. The exertion of running combined with her state of arousal was causing her to sweat profusely. Her white sports bra was becoming increasingly translucent, clinging to her skin and revealing not just the shape, but now also the slightly darker outline of her nipples. She could feel her shorts riding up, exposing even more of her ass cheeks with each stride. She imagined Conor’s motivation to keep close growing with each kilometre. She suddenly caught herself wondering if anything else was growing with each kilometre. Already wet with perspiration, Sarah became aware of other juices beginning to flow.

∞∞∞

As they approached the halfway point, Sarah's body was on fire. The exhilaration of running nearly naked through crowds of onlookers, combined with the knowledge that Conor was right behind her, drinking in every bounce and jiggle, had her in a state of constant arousal. Her nipples were painfully erect now, and clearly visible through her sweat-soaked sports bra. She was hyper aware of her saturated shorts clinging to her ass and crotch, outlining her assets as clearly as a thin layer of body-paint.

Sarah glanced back again, catching Conor's eyes fixed firmly on her backside. His face was flushed, whether from exertion, embarrassment, or arousal she couldn't tell. Probably a combination of all three. She flashed him a quick smile before facing forward again, consciously putting an extra swing in her hips. She decided to up the ante.

Her water bottle was nearly empty, but she could pick up another one at the three-quarters mark. Taking one final sip, she made a show of pouring the rest over her head and chest. Not an uncommon practice amongst racers, but usually not combined with a race outfit made of such thin, light fabric.

She slowed her pace, intending for Conor to catch up so she could speak to him. She waited. But he didn’t catch up. Sarah was confused. She slowed some more. Still nothing. Then it hit her. The fucker’s intentionally holding back to keep staring at my ass! The realisation delighted her. It sent electrifying tingles up and down her arms and legs. This was exactly what she wanted. She’d engineered it, but now he was taking it upon himself to perv on her. This is so good, she thought.

Still, it was time for phase two of her plan. She yearned for him to see the irresistible results of her cooling splash of water. She slowed to a jog. It would be very obvious now that she was waiting for him, and he couldn’t maintain a plausible deniability if he held back any longer. Finally, from the corner of her eye, she saw him approach on her left.

"How you holding up?" she asked innocently, swivelling her torso towards him as she spoke.

Conor's eyes widened as he completely failed to mask the fact that he was drinking in the clear view of her breasts, compressed beneath her soaked—and now entirely see-through—top. "I'm... uh... I’m good," he managed, his voice strained. "You?"

"Never better," Sarah grinned, setting off again at a more steady pace, and leaving Conor with just that brief glimpse of her sopping, heaving bust.

Sarah's heart raced as she picked up her pace again, leaving Conor slightly behind. The thrill of exposing herself so brazenly to her longtime friend sent waves of arousal coursing through her body. Her nipples strained against the wet fabric of her sports bra. Her shorts clung obscenely to every curve.

Chancing another glance back over her shoulder at the next curve in the racecourse, Sarah found Conor's eyes firmly glued to her backside again, his face a mixture of desire and conflict. He didn’t even notice her looking this time, which allowed her to consider him that bit longer. And she was delighted by what she now discerned. Bobbing and swaying with every stride was the unmistakable outline of her friend’s visibly swelling member. She watched with glee for several paces. She was getting him hard in public, and without so much as a touch. Sarah felt a fresh surge of wetness between her thighs. The exhibitionist thrill was intoxicating to her.

As they entered the final stretch, Sarah could feel herself getting dangerously close to climax from the constant friction coupled with the unabating stimulation of her thoughts about what she was doing to Conor. Her entire body tingled with arousal. She wondered if he could see how wet she was. Of course he can’t. Don’t be stupid, she admonished herself… But the thought lingered all the same.

∞∞∞

The finish line came into view, and Sarah felt a mixture of relief and disappointment. She wanted this exhilarating experience to last forever, but her body was screaming for release. With a final burst of energy, she sprinted towards the finish, her shorts riding up even further with her longer strides.

As she crossed the line, the rush of endorphins combined with the pent up sexual arousal of the last 10 kilometres sent her teetering on the edge of orgasm. She slowed to a stop, bent over with her hands on her knees, panting heavily, her clit twitching uncontrollably. She was acutely aware of how she must look—sweat-drenched, practically naked, her most intimate parts on clearly outlined for anyone who cared to look.

Moments later, she heard Conor's laboured breathing as he finished behind her. She straightened up and turned to face him. As he approached, she noticed his eyes darting nervously around, as if he was afraid to look directly at her but couldn't help himself. She watched as he took in her flushed, sweat-slicked skin, her clearly visible erect nipples, her naked thighs and the barely hidden, soaking mound between them.

"Great run," Sarah said breathlessly, stepping closer to him.

Their eyes locked briefly. She could see the conflict as he struggled to maintain eye contact. His gaze was intense—a mixture of desire, confusion, and… something else she couldn't quite place.

"Yeah," Conor managed, his voice hoarse, his breath not yet fully caught. "You too. You, uh... you look..."

Sarah raised an eyebrow, enjoying his discomfort. "I look… what, Conor?" She glanced down at his shorts, not hiding it this time. She’d known him a long time. She knew that the bulge she now saw running down his thigh was significantly larger than usual.

He swallowed hard. "You look… amazing," he finished, his voice barely above a whisper.

Sarah's heart raced at his admission. She closed the gap between them until there were mere inches separating their bodies. She could feel the heat radiating off him, smell the sweat and something else—something primal.

"Do I?" she asked, her voice low and teasing, still breathing heavily from the exertion. She reached out and placed a hand on his chest, feeling his rapid heartbeat beneath her palm. "In what way do I look amazing, Conor? Be specific."

His eyes widened at her touch, his breath catching in his throat. "Sarah, I... we probably shouldn't..."

But she could see the desire burning in his eyes, matching the fire that raged within her. She leaned in, her lips almost brushing his ear as she whispered, "Tell me what you've been thinking about for the last 10 kilometres. Tell me what you see when you look at me right now."

Conor let out a shaky breath. His resistance broke all at once. "You're… Sarah, you're practically naked. Your clothes are soaked, I can see everything. Your top’s gone totally see-through, and those shorts… I can't stop looking at you. I've really been trying not to stare this whole time, but…"

Sarah pulled back slightly, locking eyes with him. "But what? What do you want to do, Conor?"

His gaze dropped to her lips, then lower, taking in her heaving chest and toned stomach. "I want… I want to touch you," Conor breathed, his voice husky with desire. "Christ, Sarah, I've wanted to touch you for so long. I've been going out of my mind the whole race, watching you in front of me like that."

Sarah felt a jolt of electricity course through her at his words. She was so close to the edge, her whole body thrumming with need. "Then do it," she whispered, "Touch me, Conor."

She pressed herself against him in what, to the rest of the world, would merely look like a congratulatory hug. But not to them. She felt the warmth of his hard length against her for the first time. He hesitated for a moment, but no more. His control finally snapped and his hands were on her waist, sliding up her sides. His touch was electric, sending shivers through her overheated skin. Sarah arched into him, encouraging him. Their lips crashed together in a desperate, hungry kiss.

The thrill of finally giving in to this long-simmering tension was overwhelming. Conor's hands roamed her body, sliding up her sides to cup her breasts through the damp fabric of her sports bra. Sarah moaned into his mouth, before coming to her senses. They were still in the middle of the finish area, surrounded by other runners and spectators.

"Not here," she murmured, glancing around. "Follow me."

She grabbed his hand and led him away from the finish line, towards a small cluster of trees at the edge of the park. Her heart raced with anticipation and the thrill of potentially being caught. As soon as they were hidden by the foliage, Sarah pulled Conor towards her, pinning herself between him and the trunk of a tree.

"Now," she said, her voice low and urgent. "Touch me now."

Conor didn't need to be told again. His hands began to explore her as he kissed and sucked her neck. Sarah gasped as he thumbed her nipple through her wet top, the sensation almost overwhelming after being on edge for so long.

"Fuck, Sarah," Conor groaned.

"Touch me… here," she breathed, guiding his hand to the waistband of her tiny shorts.

Conor hesitated for just a moment before slipping his fingers beneath the damp fabric. Sarah gasped as he made contact with her slick folds, already swollen and sensitive from her extended teasing foreplay.

"You're so wet," Conor murmured in awe, inserting two fingers and circling her clit with his thumb.

Sarah bit her lip to stifle a moan, acutely aware of how close they still were to the crowds. "It's been building up for ten kilometres," she whispered. "I've been on edge this whole time, thinking about you watching me."

Conor groaned at her words, increasing the pressure and speed of his fingers. Sarah's hips bucked against his hand as the pleasure built rapidly. She was already so close.

"Fuck," she panted. "Don't stop. I'm gonna—"

Her words were cut off as the orgasm crashed over her. She buried her face in Conor's neck to muffle her cries as waves of ecstasy rolled through her body. Her legs trembled and she clung to him as she spasmed on his hand.

“Sarah,” Conor said with soft determination, “I’ve been thinking some things for ten kilometres too.”

With that, he crouched before her and slowly peeled down her soaked shorts, helping her to step one foot out of them. He absorbed the beauty of her smooth, dripping pussy momentarily, then he grabbed her forcefully by the waist and spun her around. Sarah grasped at the tree trunk for support as Conor manhandled her into his desired position, her back arched, her legs spread.

Sarah gasped as Conor's warm tongue made contact with her still-sensitive flesh. With a deliberate and leisurely pace, he traced his tongue from her clit down the length of her lips and back again, savouring the taste of her arousal. She failed to stifle a moan as he began to devour her in earnest, exploring every fold and crevice.

The risk of being caught only heightened Sarah's arousal. She craned her neck to look over her shoulder, watching Conor kneeling behind her, his head bobbing between her legs as he pleasured her, lapping and sucking. She found the sight incredibly exciting. His hands gripped her ass, kneading her toned flesh as he ate her out with enthusiasm.

"Jesus, Conor," Sarah whimpered, her hips rocking against his face. "That feels so good."

Conor hummed in response, the vibrations sending shivers through her body. He slipped two fingers inside her, curling them to hit her g-spot as he sucked on her clit from below. Sarah's legs began to tremble as another orgasm built rapidly.

"I'm close," she panted. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

At this, Conor redoubled his efforts, pumping his fingers faster as he flicked his tongue over her sensitive bud. Sarah's body went rigid as she came for the second time, waves of pleasure washing over her. She bit down on her arm to muffle her cries of ecstasy.

As she came down from her high, Sarah turned to face Conor. His face glistened with her juices, his eyes dark with lust. She pulled him up and kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his lips.

"Your turn," she murmured, reaching down to his shorts.

Conor's breath hitched as she stroked his throbbing erection through the fabric, his hips jerking into her touch.

"Sarah, we shouldn't—someone might see," he protested weakly, even as he continued to thrust against her hand.

"That's part of the thrill," she whispered, sliding her hand inside his shorts to grasp his hard length. "I want to make you feel what I’ve just felt."

She stroked him slowly, revelling in the way his breath hitched and his eyes fluttered closed. Then she sank to her knees, tugging his shorts down just enough to free his erection. She licked her lips, admiring the sight before her.

"Fuck, Sarah," Conor hissed as she took him into her mouth.

Sarah hummed around him, enjoying the weight of him on her tongue. She bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each pass. Her hands roamed his thighs and ass, encouraging him to thrust gently into her mouth.

The sound of voices nearby startled them both. Sarah pulled back, looking up at Conor with a mixture of mischief and arousal in her eyes. "We should probably hurry," she whispered.

Conor nodded, his chest heaving. "How do you want to...?"

"I want you to fuck me right here, where anyone could catch us. Do you want to fuck me?"

Conor groaned, his resolve crumbling. "God, yes," he admitted.

Sarah grinned wickedly, maintaining eye contact as she playful licked the length of Conor’s primed cock from balls to tip before springing upright and turning to face the tree again. She bent forward, bracing against the trunk, arching her back and presenting herself to him. "Then do it," she urged. "Fuck me, Conor."

She felt him grasp her left ass cheek with determination. She felt him run the head of his pulsing dick along her slick folds, coating himself in her wetness. She began to breathe heavily again, twitching with anticipation.

"Are you sure?" Conor asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"Yes," Sarah hissed. "Please, I need you inside me."

That was all the encouragement he needed. He gripped her hips and slowly pushed into her, stretching her, filling her with heat.

"You feel amazing," Conor groaned, starting to move in long, deep strokes. “I pictured this on the run. Exactly this. Pounding you from behind!”

The admission alone sent waves of pleasure coursing through Sarah’s body. She moaned loudly as she pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, enjoying the sound of her ass repeatedly slapping into him. The sensations were overwhelming after being on edge for so long. She could hear distant voices and knew they could be caught at any moment, only exciting her more.

"Harder," she panted. "Fuck me harder, Conor."

He obliged, increasing his pace and force. Sarah gripped the tree trunk tightly, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. She was already climbing towards another orgasm, her oversensitive body responding quickly to the stimulation.

"I’m nearly there again," she moaned appreciatively. "Don't stop."

Conor reached around and began rubbing Sarah's clit as he continued to thrust into her from behind. The dual stimulation quickly pushed her over the edge. Sarah cried out as another intense orgasm ripped through her body, her inner walls clenching around Conor's throbbing cock.

"Oh fuck, Sarah," Conor groaned in an unsure tone, his rhythm faltering as her spasms pulsated around him. "I'm gonna come..."

"Yes," Sarah panted, barely able to get the word out, still riding the waves of her own climax. "In me… Conor. I want to feel it."

With a strangled moan, Conor thrust deep one final time and then held suddenly still as he forcefully emptied himself inside her. Sarah could feel his cock pulsing, filling her with his liquid heat. They stayed locked together for a moment, both breathing heavily, both relishing the release, both recovering.

As they slowly came down from their shared high, the reality of their situation began to set in. They were still partially exposed in a public park, the sounds of others still uncomfortably close. Sarah straightened up, wincing slightly as Conor slipped out of her. She felt the mixture of their fluids beginning to trickle down her inner thigh.

"We should probably get cleaned up," she said with a sheepish grin. She retrieved her shorts from the one ankle they still clung to. “Here, you can use these. They’re no good to wear anymore, anyway. Wipe yourself off, and I’ll meet you back at the car. I’ll go get my tracksuit. I hung it on tree near here before the race.”

Conor nodded, hastily wiping himself off with Sarah’s proffered shorts and tucking himself back into his own. "Okay,” he “But that… that was like… fucking hell, Sarah. I can't believe we just did that!"

Sarah laughed softly. “We’ll have time to reminisce about it later,” she said with a smile. “Get going! I’ll see you in a minute.”

She watched as Conor hurried away, still looking a bit dazed. Then she took a deep breath, savouring the lingering sensations of their passionate encounter, before setting off the short distance to retrieve her clothes. A gentle breeze tickled her bare skin and reminded her of just how exposed she now was, sending another thrilling shiver through her. Still, as exciting as the day’s events had been, she was looking forward to getting a bit more comfortably covered up again. She could only take so much excitement in one day!

∞∞∞

As she approached the tree where she'd left her tracksuit, Sarah's heart sank. The branch was empty. She scanned the ground, hoping it had simply fallen, but there was no sign of her clothes. Panic began to set in as she realized the gravity of her situation.

"No, no, no," she muttered, circling the tree frantically. Sarah searched nearby bushes and other trees, praying she had simply misremembered the location. But after several tense minutes, she resigned herself to facing facts. Her tracksuit was gone.

Her mind raced. Had someone taken it? With malice, or just innocently clearing up? Or had she actually just forgotten where she’d left it? It didn’t matter, of course. Whatever the reason, the result was the same. She was now stuck, completely bottomless in a packed public park, a transparent sports bra her only meagre coverage.

Taking a deep breath, she steeled herself for what she knew she had to do next. The carpark wasn't far, but the path there was open and exposed. There was no reaching it via the treeline.

Her only path would cut directly through the most crowded areas of the park.

Taking a deep breath, she made her decision. She'd have to make a run for it and hope her speed would minimize her exposure. There was no getting around her nakedness. But if she could keep her face covered, she could at least be sure that no one would recognize her. It wasn't ideal, but it was her only choice.

She considered pulling her hair forward, but it would never stay in place as she ran. Just covering her face with her hands wasn’t an option either. The last thing she needed was reduced visibility causing her to go tumbling arse over tit and drawing even more attention than she was already guaranteed to.

Sarah looked down at her chest and resigned herself to the least worst option she could think of. Her top was so thin and so wet by now, it was almost completely transparent. Pulled tightly over her face she would be able to see through it, but it would still conceal her identity. With trembling hands, she pulled it up over her head, twisting the straps into her ponytail to secure it behind her head. She felt like a bank robber incorrectly wearing a pair of pantyhose. The cool air prickled her newly exposed breasts, her nipples hardening instantly.

Okay, you can do this, she thought to herself. Nothing to it. Just run like the wind and don't stop for anything. It’s not that far.

Sarah took one final steadying breath, then burst out from behind the trees, her bare feet pounding against the soft grass. Immediately, heads began to turn as she sprinted past. Gasps and exclamations of shock filled the air. A wolf-whistle rang out.

Her face burned with humiliation, but she didn't dare slow down. She pumped her arms and legs furiously, hyper-aware that she was now so much more exposed than when she had been purposefully tempting Conor. This wasn’t part of the plan. This was true embarrassment. Her bare breasts bounced painfully and her unobstructed ass cheeks jiggled with each stride. She could feel the air rushing between her legs, caressing her most intimate area in a not entirely unpleasant--

Christ Sarah, she chided herself, Now is not the time to be getting hot and bothered again! Keep your head in the game! Nearly there!

Her pulse raced as she sprinted across the park. The world around her became a blur of shocked faces and pointing fingers, wide eyes and dropped jaws. Cat calls, expletives, and all manner of exclamations blurred together as she focused solely on reaching the car. Every instinct screamed at her to cover herself, to hide, but she knew stopping would only prolong this mortifying ordeal.

As she neared the parking lot, Sarah's legs began to burn with exertion, far more than they had at any point during the race. Her lungs heaved, desperate for air. She pushed herself harder, knowing she was so close to relative safety. The car came into view, a beacon of hope in her moment of utter humiliation.

With a final burst of speed, Sarah reached the passenger side door. She yanked on the handle, praying Conor had left it unlocked. To her immense relief, the door swung open. Without hesitation, she dove into the seat, slamming the door behind her.

Conor, who had been scrolling through his phone as he waited, let out a startled yelp. His eyes widened in shock as he took in Sarah's state of complete nudity, save for the comical face-covering.

"Sarah?! What the hell happened?" he exclaimed, his voice a mixture of confusion and concern.

Sarah's chest heaved as she struggled to catch her breath. She peeled the sports bra from her face, revealing cheeks flushed bright red with exertion and embarrassment. "Jesus, Conor" she gasped. "Don’t ask. Just drive!"

She saw Conor's eyes dart between her face and her heaving chest, clearly struggling to process the sight before him. His gaze roamed over her flushed skin, glistening with a sheen of sweat from her frantic sprint. Her breasts rose and fell with each laboured breath, nipples pebbled from the cool air and lingering adrenaline.

Conor took in the toned planes of her stomach, the gentle curve of her hips, the smooth expanse of her thighs, now tightly pressed together. His eyes lingered on the junction between her legs, before he quickly averted his gaze once more. She noticed, with just a tiny bit of pride, but primarily with severe annoyance, a renewed swelling in his shorts.

"Conor!" She yelled, her sharp tone snapping him out of his daze. "Now is not the time! For fuck's sake, drive!"

Finally, mercifully, he drove.



[1] Sarah’s earlier exploits in public exposure are recounted in Tongued on the Train – Public Liaisons Book I and Intimacy at her Interview – Public Liaisons Book II.
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