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Coat Open, Body Bare
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Ten strangers, ten aching flashes of need
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The first time she had only loosened two buttons in a crowded elevator, letting the heavy wool shift just enough for the man beside her to glimpse the inner curve of one breast. The brush of cool air against skin that had never been offered so casually had sent a sharp, liquid jolt straight to her core. She had stepped out at her floor with soaked thighs and a racing heart, already ashamed of how quickly her nipples had stiffened and how her pussy had clenched with sudden, shameful hunger.

Each night after that, the hunger grew teeth.

She began leaving her apartment wearing nothing but the long, soft coat — charcoal wool that fell to mid-thigh, its belt loosely knotted so that one tug would bare her completely. Beneath it, her body was naked and already humming. No bra to cage her breasts, no panties to hide the smooth, sensitive lips of her sex. Every step made the fabric whisper against her skin, teasing her hardening nipples, brushing the delicate folds between her legs until she could feel herself growing slick and swollen before she even reached the street.

Tonight the need was sharper than ever.

She walked slowly through the quiet city, the coat swaying with her hips, the cool night air slipping underneath to kiss the bare curve of her ass and the damp heat gathering at the apex of her thighs. Her clit throbbed gently with each heartbeat, a persistent, needy pulse that made her breath come shallow. She could already imagine the moment: the slow parting of fabric, the sudden exposure of her breasts, the way her nipples would tighten instantly in the open air, the intimate revelation of her pussy — lips flushed dark, glistening with the clear, slippery evidence of her arousal.

The shame only made it worse. It twisted low in her belly like a hot wire, tightening every muscle, making her inner walls flutter and squeeze around nothing. She knew she was wet enough that a single careless movement might send a thin trail of her juices sliding down her inner thigh. The thought made her cheeks burn and her steps falter for a moment.

She chose her strangers carefully — people who would never expect it, people whose eyes would widen with raw, unguarded shock. She needed that shock. She needed to feel their gaze rake over her naked body like hands, lingering on the stiff peaks of her nipples, tracing the soft mound of her sex, noticing how visibly, shamefully aroused she was.

Each time the coat opened, time stretched. The cool air would lick across her heated skin. Her breasts would rise and fall with quick, ragged breaths. Her pussy would throb openly under their stare, lips parting slightly, a fresh bead of slick arousal welling at her entrance before slowly dripping free. She would hold the pose as long as her trembling legs allowed — letting them see everything, every flushed inch, every glistening fold — until the shame and lust became unbearable.

Then she would run.

Coat flapping open again with every stride, bare feet slapping pavement, thighs slick and sliding against each other, the taste of her own desperate excitement sharp on her tongue. Her heart would hammer so violently she could feel it in her clit. The orgasm she never quite reached during the exposure would coil tighter inside her, leaving her aching, empty, and already craving the next stranger, the next moment of raw, humiliating surrender.

She knew she was spiraling deeper with every flash.

She also knew the coat was no longer enough.

One day soon she would stop running.
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Story 1
The Late-Night Bus Stop
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ELENA’S BARE FEET MOVED silently along the damp pavement, each step sending a faint shiver up her calves where the night air slipped beneath the hem of her long black coat. The fabric, soft and heavy, brushed teasingly against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs with every stride, a constant reminder that nothing else protected her. No underwear. No barrier between the cool breeze and the warm, increasingly slick flesh of her pussy. Her nipples had already begun to pebble, rubbing lightly against the wool as she walked, sending tiny sparks of sensation straight down to her core.
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