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Melanie had just had the most amazing sexual experience of her young life. Brian had shocked her with his sudden change, touching her, exposing her, embarrassing her, exciting her.

That new Brian had scared her. It had been completely unexpected and was far removed from how she knew him to be. Strangely enough, he had almost immediately reverted to his usual self the moment Josy had called him out. It still scared her that he had that in him, but what if she had pushed him back? Would he allow her to? She didn’t have that commanding presence that Josy had. In fact, she was almost the complete opposite. Still, Josy let her push back when she needed Josy to slow down…

Josy looked unhappy, standing there next to her in the elevator. It reminded Melanie of the time they had gone shopping for clothes together. Afterward, Josy had become distant and drawn back. Melanie wanted to hug Josy, comfort her, tell her she wasn’t mad. However, she feared that doing that right now might encourage Josy to go even further next time. As much as she hated seeing Josy like that, she had to wait.

Remarkably, Melanie realized she was already feeling better. After all, she was alone with Josy now. Josy, who she could trust, who knew how to press her buttons, who had just made her cum in front of Brian in an open bathroom at a party… Anyone could have looked in and seen her.

Press her buttons… What was taking this elevator so long?

“Did you press the button?” she asked Josy.

“Oh. No, sorry,” Josy said while pressing the button for Melanie’s floor.

They had gotten her out of there, probably without anyone knowing what happened. She was intensely grateful for their quick thinking and fast-acting.

Josy knows. Brian, he must have noticed, right? Yes, he probably knows. The embarrassment that had been ebbing away, was rushing back.

“Brian, I totally misjudged him,” Josy said. “I never would have expected that of him.”

Melanie didn’t reply. Josy still seemed so unhappy, and even though Melanie wanted to hear her thoughts, she couldn’t take it anymore just standing next to her. She took Josy’s hand between them and interlaced their fingers.

Melanie felt a shiver go through Josy, but then felt her lightly squeeze Melanie’s hand. Josy already seemed in a better mood, not as unhappy as before.

“I’m sorry, Mel,” Josy said.

The elevator arrived at Melanie’s floor, and after the doors opened, Melanie started walking out. She felt a pull on her hand and noticed Josy had kept standing in the elevator. She pulled on Josy’s hand, refusing to let go.

“It’s okay, Josy, come,” Melanie said. Josy was not going home like this.

Josy nodded and they walked to Melanie’s apartment together.

Melanie opened the door, letting go of Josy’s hand, and led her friend to her room. The apartment seemed otherwise empty. Likely, her roommates were also out. She went to the kitchen, leaving a morose Josy sitting on the bed, and got them both a drink. Standing there, Melanie pressed her legs together and felt the wetness on her thighs. Josy must have felt the same wetness when her fingers had been inside, she realized.

First Brian had changed. Then he had changed back when Josy arrived. After they left the party, Josy also changed. It was amusing to Melanie how obvious those moment-to-moment differences were, when usually she had trouble reading their expressions and mood, especially Brian’s.

She entered her room again and placed the drinks on her desk. She felt clear-headed, energized like she could run the 100-meter dash.

Melanie walked over to the bed and sat down next to Josy. Feeling mischievous, she pulled Josy’s hand up to her nose and smelled the fingers. They just smelled like Josy.

“What are you doing?” Josy asked.

“Is this the hand?” Melanie asked.

“No,” Josy said, looking embarrassed as she held up her other hand away from Melanie. “I’ll go wash up.”

She knew how much she liked to be pushed, controlled, by Josy and maybe even by Brian if he finds a balance, or she can learn to trust him. However, now she found herself on the other side. She was controlling the situation and though it didn’t feel natural, she found that in some way she enjoyed this as well. It gave her some understanding of what made Josy act the way she did sometimes.

When Josy came back, Melanie directed her to sit on her bed. She thought it was funny how Josy let herself be directed, instead of the usual reverse situation. It also saddened her, and she wondered why Josy was like this sometimes.

“Sorry,” Josy said.

Melanie was getting tired of Josy saying sorry all the time. “Give me your hand,” she said.

“My hand? I washed it.”

“Just humor me.”

Josy extended her hand to Melanie.

Melanie slightly lifted her dress, exposing her legs, while keeping her pussy hidden. Then she moved Josy’s hand and placed it between her thighs. “Feel that,” she said.

Josy looked shocked, and said, “I just washed my hands.”

“I know, that’s beside the point,” Melanie said. She thought it was funny how Josy was shocked by it now, when less than fifteen minutes ago, Josy had had two fingers inside her. “Josy, I’m not mad,” she said, “I know what I did back there in that bathroom. Stop saying sorry.”

“Sor… Okay,” Josy said, catching herself just in time.

She released Josy’s hand and grabbed a few tissues. First, she cleaned Josy’s hand as best she could, and then wiped clean her thighs. It seemed to amuse Josy, who was just sitting there. After throwing away the tissues, she sat on the bed next to Josy.

“About Brian…” Melanie said.

She briefly explained to Josy what she had told Brian, there in that bathroom. Josy was surprised and amazed Melanie had told Brian.

“What made you tell him? Weren’t you afraid of how he’d react? Weren’t you embarrassed?” Josy asked.

Melanie didn’t answer right away. She had feared Josy might be angry that she’d told Brian, but there was only surprise and apprehension.

“So that is why he was fondling your ass like that,” Josy said.

“Yes,” Melanie said, “he suddenly showed a whole different side of him… But it scared me a little.”

“I see,” Josy said. After a moment of silence, Josy turned to Melanie and hugged her tightly.

Melanie returned the hug, glad to feel Josy’s arms around her.

After that, they talked for a while longer, laying on Melanie’s bed, before Josy went home to sleep.

~~~

Melanie woke up from a nightmare, all sweaty.

In the nightmare, Josy hadn’t found and interrupted her and Brian, and Brian had continued what he had been doing. Only he’d gotten steadily rougher with her. He’d stuck his fingers inside her and ignored her protests. She’d been unable to push him away. She’d woken when he had suddenly pushed her down on the ground and got on top of her.

Shaken, she got up from the bed, and started pacing her room. Why had she dreamt that? Brian wasn’t like that, was he? Yes, he’d scared her with his sudden change, but he wouldn’t go that far, would he?

She sat back on her bed, hugging her knees. She didn’t think he’d do that to her, but the fact remained he had scared her, and she needed to talk to him about it. What had moved him to do it, and would he respect her if she protested?

After putting on a shirt, she went to the kitchen to drink some water. She sat on the couch in the common room, sipping her water until she had calmed down and began to feel sleepy again. She returned to her room and soon fell back asleep.

~~~

Melanie woke from her alarm. It was time for her run with Brian.

She put on her running tights, making sure to wear panties underneath, grabbed an older sports bra, and put her jacket on over it. Thankfully, no rain was expected today, though it was chilly outside.

Brian was already waiting for her in front of her building, and they set off towards one of the nearby parks. They did some interval training today, and towards the end, she called to Brian, indicating a bench and that they needed to talk.

“You must be getting sick of me wanting to talk all the time,” she said as she sat down.

“A bit, yeah. You do go on and on,” Brian sat down next to her.

“Asshole.”

“You keep calling me that,” he said, smiling.

“And you keep smiling when I do. It’s not meant to be funny,” she glared at him.

“I know, but it reminds me of something,” he grinned.

“Argh, asshole!” she exclaimed, frustrated by his attitude.

He laughed.

She rolled her eyes, but a smile crept upon her face. She saw the humor of it, even though it was aimed at her.

“Seriously though, we need to talk about last night,” she said. “First off, when a girl tells you to come with her, you go with her.”

“Ow,” he flinched under her verbal blow.

“Even so, I’m glad you didn’t come with us. I needed some time to think.”

“Uh,” he was visibly confused.

“Brian, it’s okay to be more confident. It’s just that last night… you surprised me. It seemed to come out of nowhere, and now I don’t know what I can expect from you.”

“Oh.”

“Deep down, I feel you’re not really like that.”

“Yeah.”

“But then you pull something like that on me.”

“Sorry.”

Melanie thought back to her nightmare. Could, or should she tell him about it? Would he retreat into his shell, never to come back out again, or would his dark side emerge and try to act it out? She didn’t know. What she did know is that if it were any other guy, or if she didn’t know him to be different, she wouldn’t take the effort to talk about this. She probably would have cut off contact.

“And now I don’t know what else you’re capable of. It… it’s scaring me,” she said, standing up.

“Oh.”

“Please, say something more than just ‘oh’, ‘sorry’, and ‘yeah’. Where did it come from?” she paced around as she talked. “Can I trust you not to hurt me? Truth is, I’m afraid of you now, Brian.”

“Afraid of me,” Brian seemed miserable.

“No, that came out wrong,” she said as she stopped pacing and faced him. “I mean, you held back previously. Somehow, you held back. It tells me you might not really be like that, that aggressive.”

“Not really, no.”

“Then what?”

Brian didn’t answer, seemed to be struggling with himself.

“If I had told you to stop last night, if Josy hadn’t found us, would you have listened?” Melanie asked, her hands trembling. She was afraid of the answer, afraid he doesn’t know himself.

“I would have stopped.”

“Would you really? How much did you drink last night?”

“I had a couple of beers.”

“I might not be able to trust you if you drink alcohol. Did you know I didn’t drink at all last night? I thought it would keep me safe, but then that happened,” she said, hugging herself.

“Oh… I’m sorry,” Brian said.

“But… it’s okay to show a little more confidence, Brian,” Melanie said, her fingers playing with the waistband of her tights, bouncing on the balls of her feet, and looking away. “Girls like confidence.”

“Can I explain something?” Brian asked.

“Of course,” Melanie said, looking back and resting on her feet again.

“Why I didn’t come with you… You know the drunk guy, what he said when we were leaving…”

“Oh,” Melanie had tried to ignore the guy at the time. His suggestive words had been embarrassing.

“I didn’t want people to think that of you and Josy. Especially with what had just happened.”

This revelation took Melanie by surprise. Brian had been thinking of what others might think of her and Josy? That’s why he had stayed behind? Melanie looked at him. He seemed to be nervously awaiting her reaction. It made her believe that it was at least part of the reason for him.

“Uh, thank you,” Melanie said, shyly looking away.

“Can I ask something else?”

Melanie looked back at him and nodded. He was still not showing a lot of confidence, but she could work with that.

Brian looked at her curiously, and stated, “You did like what we did in that bathroom.”

Melanie blushed as she responded, “That’s not a question, but yes.” She hooked her thumbs into the rear of her tights, nails lightly scratching the bare skin beneath her panties.

“And when Josy came in, you liked it a lot.”

Her blush intensified. Was he referring to her orgasm? Although it was difficult to admit this to him out here in the open, she nodded at him.

He seemed happy at that. After a moment, he spoke up, saying, “Okay, so… if you enjoyed being exposed in a bathroom at a party, what about a public park?”

Her eyes went wide. “What do you mean?” she asked. Is he referring to the pictures of her that he found on the ENF website? Was he going to ask her about those?

“I mean, would you enjoy… Uhm…showing a bit more than you should, right here?”

Shocked at the suggestion and blushing at the thought, she nervously looked around. Does he want her to take off her clothes, or some of them, here in this public park? Granted, it was fairly quiet at this hour, but there were plenty of people around. She felt her heart beating faster in her chest.

“There’s too many people,” she said, embarrassed to admit to him that she was even considering the idea.

He looked around, and then said, “follow me.”

They took off running again, and she followed him at a leisurely pace. Arriving at a small path that passed through more dense shrubbery, Brian went in, and again she followed. Just a few steps later, the path turned and gently rose. It seemed to go in a semi-circle around a small pond. He stopped in the middle of the semi-circle, where there was a bench. She looked around; she couldn’t see much of the rest of the park from there.

“Here,” he said. “Do you want to give it a try?”

She noticed he couldn’t help himself smiling. He was probably looking forward to what she might do. Meanwhile, she was all nerves. She felt hot from both the run and the prospect of exposing herself, in this public park, to both the elements, and to Brian. The butterflies in her stomach were out in full.

She toyed with the zipper of her jacket. She was wearing one of her old sports bras today, and it wasn’t very racy. It would be fine to take off her jacket here.

She lowered the zipper and looking over at Brian, she could tell he was enjoying himself. Turning her back to him, she pulled the jacket off, folded it up, and then turned back to him and placed it on the bench.

“So? How does it feel?” he asked.

She blushed. Why did he have to ask that? Yes, she was enjoying this, and yes, she wanted to take it further, but no, she didn’t want to tell him how she felt right now.

She turned away from him, folding her arms across her chest.

“Oh… Uhm… you don’t have to tell me, Melanie,” he said. “In fact, I’ll just sit here and enjoy the peacefulness of this pond here.”

She heard him sit down and was amused by his obvious attempt to pretend everything was normal. Even though she knew what he was doing, it put her at ease. There was no one else here.

She toyed with the waistband of her running tights, and very slowly she started pulling down the waist, folding it down. First, her V-lines came into view, then the top of her panties. She stopped there, and with the heat rising in her face, she turned around, closing her eyes as she showed him her handiwork.

“That is sexy as… wow,” he said.

She opened her eyes and looked at him. His appreciation was obvious in the way he looked at her, and it was daring her to take it further. Pushing her thumbs into her panties at the V’s, she pushed down a little, exposing most of her bare mons to him.

“That is just criminal,” he said, with an unblinking stare.

She enjoyed his attention but knew she couldn’t push down any lower without showing him her sex, and she wasn’t ready to do that. Instead, she held firm with one thumb, and taking the other out, she caressed the smooth exposed skin with her fingertips, careful not to obstruct too much of his view. She was quickly getting aroused, both from the public show she was giving him and from her own touches.

Thankfully, her tan had been fading over the past weeks. She wasn’t ready for questions about a lack of distinct tan lines around her sex.

The way he was looking at her, was that what lust looked like? She wasn’t sure, but looking down at his running shorts, she did notice a bulge that wasn’t there before.

She had heard the term ‘blue balls’ before, and wondered if that was a real thing, or just something guys made up. If it was real, then what she did last Saturday, what happened last night, and what she was doing right now must make it uncomfortable for him.

She pulled her other thumb out of her leggings and they moved up a little.

“What?” he asked. “Why did you stop?”

Melanie hesitated, unsure if she had the nerve to say this. “You know,” she paused, and then looked him in the eyes, “I like you, Brian. I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.”

Brian audibly gulped. “I like you too, Melanie. Liked you from the first time we spoke.”

Melanie blushed hearing those words, knowing what she intended to say and do next, if he played his cards right.

Still, if she were going to do this for him, there was no reason she couldn’t have some fun first. She turned away from him again, and said, “Yesterday, you said I had a nice butt.”

“Uh, yes, I did.”

“Would you prefer watching or touching, like you did yesterday?” she asked, looking back over her shoulder at him.

“I… uh…”

“If you need a reminder…” she said, trailing off. Her nerves were going wild, but she tried to keep steady. She looked forward again as she hooked her thumbs into her tights at her hips, and started working them down, making sure to push her panties along.

As she felt the top of her butt become exposed to the cold air, she asked, “How about this?”

“That’s beautiful,” he said.

“I mean… is it enough to make a good comparison?”

“I need to see a bit more,” he said in a choked voice.

She smiled, happy he was playing along, and she was enjoying this tremendously.

“Tell me when,” she said, and again, she pushed down, working the tights down even more. Slowly but certainly, her whole ass got exposed to the air. The tights were now resting below her cheeks. In front, her sex was exposed as well.

“You didn’t say when,” she said, accusingly, pulling her thumbs out of her tights.

“Ahh,” he breathed. “Sorry…when.”

“It’s a little late now,” she said, looking down at her exposed lips, and running a finger between the wet folds. She suppressed a moan and then cursed under her breath.

“I’m not sure,” Brian said.

“Still not sure?” Melanie asked in a shaky voice. “I don’t believe you, but fine.”

She put her hands on her butt and rubbed her cheeks, similar to how he had held them the previous evening. After a moment, she put her hands on her leggings, just below her butt. She attempted a sexy pose by putting one knee in front of the other and leaning forward just a little, and asked, “Well?”

“I… really don’t know. Maybe if I feel again?”

“No,” she said, amused by his attempt, and she pulled her underwear and tights back up into place. She turned back to him and noticed he had a big grin on his face.

It was time.

“I’m sorry, Brian, I keep making you uncomfortable,” she said, putting more confidence in her voice than she felt.

“Uncomfortable?” he asked, sounding confused.

“I mean that,” she said, looking at his crotch.

“Oh,” he said, covering his crotch with his hands.

“I keep doing this to you,” she said, walking back to the bench and sitting down next to him. “but I want you to know, I’m not just a tease.”

She took one of his hands and pulled it away. He took the hint and removed his other hand.

“You don’t have to…” he said.

“Shhh, confidence, Brian,” she said, reaching out her hand and touching his bulge.

He jumped, as if having received a shock, but didn’t say anything.

“Don’t think too badly of me,” Melanie said, as she snaked her hand into his shorts by the waistband, and into his underwear.

For a while, she played with him and he seemed to enjoy it. She then had him push his shorts and underwear down to give her better access, and she enjoyed the view she got. It wasn’t the first time she touched a guy that way, but she enjoyed it more this time, with Brian. She was glad he was letting her take control. It was building a foundation of trust that she desperately needed.

When his breathing increased in speed, he asked her if she could show him again, so with her other hand she tried to push her tights and panties down the same way as before. However, sitting like that, she wasn’t able to manage it with one hand.

“Sorry,” she said, as she took her hand off him.

She lifted her butt off the bench and used both hands to push her tights down over her hips, so that the waistband now rested on her mons. She sat down and took him in her hand again, while her other hand teased the waistband near the edge of her sex.

When she thought he might be getting close again, she bit her lip and pushed her tights just a little bit further, letting him see just the top of her slit. She didn’t want to show more than that, even though she was seeing and touching him right then. Soon after, he put his hand over hers and aimed himself as he came, shooting ropes of cum into the grass in front of the bench.

Not much later, he pulled his boxers and shorts back up, while she fixed her tights again. Neither of them said anything. To Melanie it was a bit awkward. She didn’t know what to say, but she was happy he got a release.

“Melanie,” Brian began.

He wasn’t going to thank her or anything, was he?

“Uhm, shall we go?” Brian asked.

“Yes, okay.”

After they returned to the front of Melanie’s apartment building, they had a short chat. They just talked about their run and when to go again. Neither mentioned what happened at the end of the run.

However, they did smile at each other as they said bye. To Melanie, it felt like an understanding. It was something private between them.


