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The city centre shimmered in a haze of mid-afternoon heat, the air thick enough to taste. But the plaza was a living, breathing entity, crackling with a wild, electric energy that cut straight through the humidity. Bass-heavy music, a physical force thumping from a DJ’s towering speaker rig, vibrated up through the soles of thousands of feet.

The crowd was a chaotic, glorious mosaic of bare skin and flimsy fabric—a sea of bras and briefs, boxers and bikinis, in every imaginable colour and pattern.

​"Are you sure about this?" Tanya murmured, though a mischievous grin tugged at the corner of her mouth. "I mean, this is one hell of a date, Max."

Max arrived first, a sun-bleached titan in board shorts and a faded band tee, his eyes scanning the throng with the hungry look of a conqueror. This was his idea, his adventure. He’d been talking about it for months, ever since his rugby mates had described last year's charity underwear run as the ultimate blend of adrenaline, absurdity, and illicit thrill.

Tanya appeared at his side a moment later, her expression a mix of determined amusement and sheer terror. She wore simple jeans and a loose tank top, her short brown hair already sticking to her temples in the heat.​ “Holy shit,” she breathed, taking in the spectacle. Her gaze darted from a group of women in elaborate lace lingerie laughing uproariously, to a pair of men in nothing but neon-colored sock garters and briefs comparing biceps. “It’s...a lot.”

​“It’s perfect,” Max corrected, his voice a low rumble. He slung an arm around her shoulders, pulling her close. The heat of his body was intense even through their clothes. “Look at them. No pretenses. Just...people.”

​​Just people, yes, but people stripped to their most essential layer. The erotic tension wasn’t in overt gestures, but in the thousand tiny revelations of the half-dressed crowd. It was in the way a woman in a black balconette bra arched her back as she stretched, the delicate straps digging into the soft flesh of her shoulders. It was in the confident, slow stride of a man in grey cotton boxer-briefs that did nothing to hide the heavy swing of his stride. It was a low, collective hum of vulnerability and display, a primal sizing-up that buzzed beneath the surface of the booming music and shouted conversations.

“Trust me,” Max said. He’d been hyped for months, ever since his buddies regaled him with stories of the adrenaline rush and the sheer liberation of the charity run. "It’s a rush you won't forget."

“That's what you keep telling me.”

​“Come on,” Max said, guiding her toward the registration tents and the long tables flanked by massive donation bins already overflowing with denim, khaki, and polyester. “Time to commit.”

​They navigated the throngs of people toward the sign-in booth. The process was swift and liberating: they stripped off their jeans and tees, tossing them into the overflowing donation bins, and stepped into the open air. The cool breeze hit their skin, sending a shiver through the group, but it was quickly replaced by a flush of heat.

​Tanya’s fingers trembled slightly as she gripped the hem of her tank top. All around them, people were peeling off their outer shells with casual abandon, laughing as they tossed shirts and dresses, shorts and skirts into the bins.

A tall woman with fiery red hair shimmied out of a sundress, standing for a glorious, unselfconscious moment in just a sheer, peach-coloured bra and matching tap pants before pinning on her bib.

A man near them unbuckled his belt with a theatrical flourish, stepping out of his chinos to reveal surprisingly elegant silk boxers in a deep burgundy.

​Max didn’t hesitate. He yanked his tee over his head in one smooth motion, revealing a torso of tanned, defined muscle, a light dusting of blond hair across his pecs trailing down his stomach. Tanya’s mouth went dry. She’d seen him shirtless at the beach, but this was different. Here, it was transactional, part of the spectacle. He was offering himself to the gaze of the crowd, and the thought sent a hot curl of possession and arousal through her. He kicked off his board shorts, standing proudly in his chosen attire: teal blue boxer-briefs that hugged the powerful curves of his glutes and thighs and left very little to the imagination in the front. He caught her staring and winked.​ “Your turn, Sparks.”

​Swallowing hard, Tanya pulled her tank top off. The warm, humid air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She felt a hundred eyes—real or imagined—touch her. She wore a simple but pretty bra, a soft pink with a hint of lace along the cups. She unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her hips. The cool air on her legs was a shock. She stepped out of them, standing in the bra and a pair of matching pink boyshorts. She felt wildly, acutely vulnerable. The fabric felt insubstantial, a mere whisper against her skin. She crossed her arms over her chest for a second before forcing them down to her sides, lifting her chin.

Max’s gaze was a physical caress, hot and approving.​ “Damn,” he murmured, his voice rough.

A few paces behind them, Ivan and Megan were having a similar exchange, albeit with different nervous energy. Ivan, short and stocky with a thick, dark pelt of hair trailing down his chest, looked remarkably comfortable in his bright red briefs. He was beaming, his brown eyes scanning the crowd with pure excitement.

Megan, usually so composed, was moving with deliberate slowness. She unclipped her braids, letting them fall around her shoulders, as if buying time. Her outfit was practical: a dark green sports bra and simple matching shorts. But as she pulled her t-shirt over her head, her movements were stiff. The sports bra was high-coverage, but it compressed her breasts, making the shape of them unmistakable. She shimmied out of her cotton trousers, and the shorts she was left with were snug, riding up slightly on her muscular thighs.​ “I feel like a peeled grape,” she muttered, but a giddy smile was breaking through her nerves. The atmosphere was contagious. The sheer mass of semi-naked humanity was democratizing and electrifying. A handsome stranger in zebra-print boxers gave her a thumbs-up as he passed. She blushed, but stood a little straighter.

​"You look great, Meg," Ivan said, nudging her. “The best peeled grape.”

​"I feel like I forgot my pants," Megan laughed, her nerves beginning to morph into a giddy, reckless excitement. "But for charity, right?"

​Now, merged with the crowd, the tension intensified. They were no longer observers; they were part of the canvas.

Tanya was acutely aware of the brush of bare arms against hers, the heat radiating off near-naked bodies. She watched the play of muscles in a runner’s back as he bent to tie a shoe that wasn’t there. She saw a couple, him in black briefs, her in a scarlet corset-style bra and panties, sharing a deep, lingering kiss as if they were alone in a bedroom, not surrounded by thousands.

​Max leaned down, his lips close to her ear, his breath stirring her hair. “See? Everyone’s looking. But no one’s really looking. It’s the best kind of secret.” His hand slid down her back, resting just above the waistband of her boyshorts. The touch, possessive and intimate amidst the public frenzy, made her gasp.

​Ivan, emboldened, wrapped an arm around Megan’s waist, his broad hand splayed on the bare skin of her hip. “You’re the hottest peeled grape I’ve ever seen,” he said, and she laughed, leaning into him, feeling the coarse hair of his chest against her shoulder blade.

​The air itself seemed charged with a collective, barely-contained hunger. It was in the dilated pupils, the bitten lips, the way people stood a little closer than necessary. The charity run had stripped away more than just clothing; it had sanded down the usual social barriers, exposing a raw, pulsing layer of human connection that was one part carnival, one part mating ritual.

​Then the air horn blasted, a deafening shriek that cut through the music.

​The crowd roared.

“Are you ready!” the DJ shouted.

“Yes!” the crowd answered as one.

“The charity thanks all of you for your generous clothing donations. You've been a great crowd.”

Cheers rose.

“On your marks!” the DJ shouted. “Get set!”

The tension mounted.

The air horn blasted again.

“Go!”

The thunderous tide of footsteps began, a chaotic, joyous stampede. As they started to jog, the motion added a new dimension. Bodies in motion, gleaming with the first sheen of sweat. The confident bounce of breasts barely contained by lace and lycra. The powerful flex of quadriceps and calves with every stride. The rhythmic sway of hips clad in nothing but brightly coloured cotton or silk.

Ivan felt the friction of his thighs, the heat of the pavement rising to meet him. He glanced over at Megan, watching her dark green set bounce with every stride. Her skin glistened with a fine sheen of sweat, and the sight of her, so uninhibited and bold, kicked his senses into overdrive. He reached out and grabbed her hand, pulling her slightly closer. She matched his pace, her eyes locked on his, dark and dilated.

​​Tanya ran beside Max, her heart hammering from more than exertion. The sight of him—the corded muscles in his thighs working, the way his teal briefs darkened with a patch of sweat at the small of his back, the sheer animal grace of him—was intoxicating. She wanted to touch him, to feel that power under her hands, here and now.

​Ivan watched Megan, her strong legs pistoning, the dark green fabric of her sports bra plastering itself to her form with each heavy breath. A droplet of sweat traced a path from her temple down the column of her neck, disappearing into the valley between her breasts. He had to look away, his own briefs feeling suddenly, painfully tight.

​Just as they reached the halfway point, the sky, heavy and pregnant, finally broke.

​It began as a gentle, cooling sprinkle, a welcome relief. Then, with a sudden, deafening crack of thunder, it unleashed a torrential, warm summer downpour. The crowd’s shrieks of surprise turned into howls of pure, unadulterated joy.

​The rain was a revelation. It soaked everyone in seconds, transforming their already-revealing garments into second skins.

Tanya’s pink bra and boyshorts turned a deep, dusky rose, clinging to every curve, the lace becoming a transparent web against her skin. Her nipples, hardened by the cool rain and her own arousal, pressed visibly against the soaked fabric.

​Max was a drenched god. His blond hair was dark and plastered to his skull, water streaming down the carved planes of his chest and stomach. His teal boxer-briefs were now a deep, saturated blue, clinging to him like paint, outlining everything, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. The fabric strained against the thick bulge of his arousal, a fact he made no attempt to hide as he turned to her, rain streaming down his face.

​Megan’ practical dark green set was now a transparent film. The sports bra revealed the dark circles of her areolas and the tight points of her nipples beneath. The shorts were glued to her hips and thighs, the seam between her legs a dark, telling line. She gasped, looking down at herself, then at Ivan.

His red briefs were a wet, crimson flag, the fabric sheer enough to see the shadow of his cock, thick and heavy, within.

​The rain had washed away the last vestige of suggestion. The erotic tension, which had been a buzzing undercurrent, was now a crashing wave. They were all exposed, all revealed, all equally primal and
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