Carrie in Training
Day 1

In the Evening

By Sara

As we walked to where the vehicles were parked, I was lagging slightly behind.  I couldn’t help but notice that the night-shirt I had lent Carrie was riding very high on her exposing almost all of her butt cheeks. This was caused by the length of her long athletic stride. Carrie had those legs that never seemed to end so it was no wonder she was a good runner. Only God knew how much of this beautiful young woman was being exposed to the world to see from the front.
 
As if she reading my mind, she glanced at me, and said, “Don’t worry, I’ll be more careful when we get to the restaurant.” 
 
It probably wasn’t that difficult for Carrie to divine what I was thinking since she caught me staring at her with my eyes lowered.
 
I guiltily raised my eyes and murmured while flushing, “Oh, that’s okay. I wasn’t worried about it.”
 
The parking for the two cottages had a common space that lay between them. I was surprised to note that I had parked next to a brand new white, 4x4 Ford Explorer XLT. ‘Somebody has money here to be able to afford an SUV,’ I thought.
 
I was fairly certain that we would be riding in their car as mine was an old Ford. I could have afforded better, but I preferred to spend my money in different ways. I had no emotional investment in attempting to impress others with the style or year of my car. I viewed it solely as a way to travel from one place to another.
 
Sure enough, when we arrived by the side of the SUV, Lisa suggested she drive. I quickly agreed and waited for Carrie to climb in the front seat. I thought it only correct. Lisa was her friend and they had ridden here together.
 
Carrie was polite enough to hang back and looked askance at me. I quickly assured her I would be comfortable enough in one of the back seats.
 
As the beautiful young blonde clambered into the front seat stepping up the high step and then climbing in, I was again treated to an extra closeup view of her bare behind and slightly opened pussy lips before she sat down.
 
Lisa caught me stating at Carrie as she got in the front seat.  Our eyes cross but I didn’t say anything.  I quickly climbed into the back to avoid anything else from developing right then. I have to admit I have never met anybody as free and easy with their body in the natural state than Carrie. 
 
I think I kind of envied her confidence. I’ve always been very modest and I think it has hurt me in my relationships with men in the past. Looking back, I think I was subconsciously hoping a little of Carrie might rub off on me in the next few days.
 
Lisa started the large vehicle and pulled out on the dirt road that would lead us back to civilization, such as it was.
 
Calling it a road was something of a misnomer since it was sometimes no wider than one lane. I’d decided that I would hate to see us meet a large truck barreling down on us as Lisa navigated one of the many curves on the winding country road.
 
In our favor, Lisa appeared to be a safe and conscientious driver, as she maintained a safe speed and kept her eyes peeled most of the time on the road in front of her. Lisa would only very occasionally glance at Carrie seated beside her or me in the back via the rear-view mirror as we spoke.
 
As soon as we began our journey down the road leaving the main house and cottages safely behind us, Lisa asked, “Well, where do we eat?”
 
When Carrie didn’t immediately answer, I tentatively broached, “There’s a real good pizza place in town.”
 
“Yeah, let’s go there,” Carrie enthusiastically agreed.
 
“No way, you’re in training. You can’t afford the calories” Lisa responded harshly.
 
Carrie quickly began to pout and complained in a small voice, “You’re such a tyrant and you’re not being polite to our guest.”
 
“I’m not a tyrant, I’m your trainer,” the brunette woman replied. “If you don’t want me to train you further for the triathlon, just tell me and you can eat whatever unhealthy and fattening food you want.” 
 
“Oh, alright,” Carrie acquiesced in a subdued tone.
 
I couldn’t believe Lisa was concerned about Carrie eating fattening food.  Carrie looked to be n better shape than anyone I had ever met.  There wasn’t an ounce of fat anywhere on that beautiful body.
 
Upon second thought, I realized my suggestion of pizza hadn’t been such a sound idea because this particular pizza parlor had bright fluorescent lighting as I suddenly remembered from eating there in years past.
 
The bright lighting would surely have turned Carrie’s night-shirt completely transparent displaying every contour and nuance of her beautiful body beneath.
 
I certainly didn’t relish eating dinner some place where Carrie’s stark naked body was completely visible. Plus, the eatery was somewhat of a magnet for the village’s young hoodlums and ne’er-do-wells and God only knows what trouble we might have caused.
 
Luckily at that point, Lisa took charge and said we would eat at a rather upscale restaurant in town. Initially I was gladdened by the suggestion, although my heart sank when we pulled into the parking lot and I immediately espied the family sedan that had been transporting the twin children.
 
I recognized it, not only by the make and model of the car, but also by its’ license tag and bumper stickers.
 
“Oh no!” I exclaimed.
 
“What’s the matter?” Carrie naturally wondered.
 
I proceeded to tell them that the family whose children had spotted Carrie running half naked earlier must surely be inside and maybe we should consider eating somewhere else.
 
“Oh no, it’ll be fine,” Lisa insisted and smoothly parked the SUV. Shutting off the ignition and pocketing the keys, the young brunette woman opened her door and jumped smartly to the ground.
 
“Come on,” she ordered, and not waiting for us, began to stride toward the restaurant. I noticed Lisa was no longer having any difficulty in walking and idly wondered how it had healed so quickly. 
 
Carrie and I had no choice at that point except to follow because there wasn’t any doubt in my mind that Lisa would eat without us and then not allow Carrie and I to obtain any dinner.
 
Now, I certainly could have used my own car once we arrived back at the cottages, but that would have been totally unfair to Carrie, who had trained so extensively all day and needed some sustenance.
 
Consequently I simply climbed down from the vehicle and waited for Carrie to dismount, which she did by gracefully jumping down. I was struck once again by her sheer athleticism, but was horrified to realize as we walked across the parking lot that Carrie appeared oblivious to the fact that her night-shirt was bunched around her waist leaving her in effect naked below the waist in public! Luckily it was now evening and darkness had fallen and there was no one in the immediate vicinity. I still blushed mightily at the entire tableau.
 
I lived a rather staid and conservative life due to my profession and I’d never dreamt that I would be socializing with someone who went nude in public. I shuddered to think what my business cohorts would think if they could only see me now.
 
I quickly reached out and pulled the night-shirt down to where, once again, it barely covered Carrie’s ass. I certainly hoped at that point that the beautiful blonde wasn’t prone to stretching her arms upwards since it would have caused her night-shirt to pull up high enough that her pubic thatch would have been completely visible to any onlookers! 
 
As we continued across the property, Carrie turned and bestowed her beautiful smile upon me. Her entire countenance appeared to light up as she did such. I began to realize her lover was a lucky man, whoever and wherever he was.
 
As for me, I’d never had a boyfriend. I wasn’t a virgin by any stretch of the imagination having had several seriously flawed sexual encounters while in college, although I’ve never even been able to offer myself to a man with all my clothes off.
 
I’m just too shy and I was never close to experiencing an orgasm from a man. In fact, I had never had an orgasm at all, not even from masturbation. In the times when I had attempted it, I just became too self conscious, even by myself, before I could bring myself to fruition.
 
It’s not that I’m ugly. I’m not bragging, but men have let me know I have an attractive face and my figure is adequate. It’s just that for some reason I am completely repressed sexually.
 
But enough about me. Carrie smiled and expressed, “Thank you. I had forgotten how little I had on. I have to be more careful.”  Her appreciation seem so genuine.  All I could muster was, “Your welcome.”
 
As we drew close to the eatery, I became overpowered with an impending sense of doom that something terribly embarrassing was going to occur during dinner.
 
Pulling the door open, and allowing Carrie to step inside first, I was immediately encouraged by the fashionably dim lighting. That was quickly dashed when I observed the family from the afternoon seated in the far left corner.
 
Lisa was standing further inside the restaurant speaking with the hostess, when the twin boy and girl, being inordinately curious as children usually are, partially turned and immediately recognized us.
 
They quickly shouted to their parents that there was ‘the naked lady.’ I stood rooted in complete terror for a split second, but I quickly grasped what an overwhelming disaster it would be if we were seated next to them.
 
Surely Carrie’s night-shirt would be unable to protect her stark naked condition from the children’s close scrutiny and penetrating gaze.
 
I stepped up to the hostess and rudely interrupted. “We would like to be seated as far away as possible from those squalling brats,” I explained harshly.
 
The hostess’s back stiffened and she glared back at me. “But this young lady has already requested a table in the non-smoking section,” the hostess replied in an equally nasty tone.
 
“I don’t care,” I replied. “Unruly children should not be allowed in public and they would greatly interfere with the enjoyment of my meal.”
 
“Okay, follow me,” she snapped.
 
As the hostess led us to the far corner on the right side of the restaurant, she allowed her displeasure to be known by somehow managing to click her high heels sharply on the thick carpet.
 
I assumed she was upset with me because she was a parent or was just wanting to follow the dictum of her job by keeping both sides of the dining room balanced with customers properly.
 
Upon reaching the table, the hostess snapped the menus down hard and said tonelessly, “Your server will be with you directly.”
 
She glared at me once more and then marched away. I figured then from that reaction that she had children of her own and had put me down as a child hater.
 
I didn’t care at that point. At least we were seated far away from those nosy children. I realized, though, that they could certainly cause Carrie severe problems in the next few days. I hoped their parents had discounted their wild story as childish nonsense.
 
Carrie tugged the shirt down as she sat, trying without luck to pull it under her as she sat. She let out a little sound as her bare behind made contact with the cool seat.  She looked around nervously to see if the children were watching.  As we settled in at the table, Carrie smiled at me and said, “Thanks, that was quick thinking.”
 
She had such a beautiful smile. Before I could answer, Lisa complained, “Aw Becca, you ruined everything. I think it would have been funny if we had been seated next to them.”
 
“Yeah, real funny – Not!” Carrie retorted while glaring at her good friend.
 
Good spirits soon prevailed and Lisa and Carrie perused their menus while I glanced around the huge dining room. I was gladdened to observe that it was no more than half full as this village wasn’t much of a tourist attraction any more.
 
Most of the patrons were young couples who appeared to either be out on dates or newlyweds on their honeymoon. And none of them seemed to be paying us any particular attention.
 
I decided that this was very fortunate because it was extremely cold in the establishment. They must have had the air conditioning on high and Carrie’s nipples had become so erect you could plainly see them and even her aureoles through the thin fabric of the night-shirt.
 
I prayed we were assigned a woman server, but no such luck. A young man came romping up to our table almost as if he were a young puppy who suddenly had visitors in the house. I’m certain he almost stumbled in his haste to get to our table once he discovered Lisa and Carrie were to be his next assignment.
 
Arriving at our table in a flurry, (I fully expected a fanfare), he stammered, “M – May…I take your nipples, please?”
 
Our server was staring directly at Carrie’s visible erect nipples that were poking defiantly through the thin night-shirt. Carrie giggled, Lisa guffawed, and I buried my head in my menu.
 
I must say that I realized at that instant what a brave and daring young woman Carrie really was. In a situation where if my nipples and aureoles were completely visible in a public setting, I would have been burning in embarrassment, she just smiled up at our server. 
 
“What did you say?” Lisa demanded, striving to make the episode as embarrassing as possible.
 
“I’m sorry,” the young man apologized, beginning to regain a little of his composure. I meant can, I take your orders, please?”
 
“Yes, you may,” Lisa replied sardonically as if she were an English teacher. “I want a double vodka martini, on the rocks,” she continued.
 
“Oh boy, me too!” Carrie exclaimed, “but make mine straight up.”
 
As the server nodded, Lisa contradicted, “No way, she’ll have carrot juice.”
 
“Ugh, carrot juice!” Carried complained. “I don’t want carrot juice. I want a martini.”
 
“Nope,” Lisa continued to deny. “It’s too fattening and bad for your overall physical condition to boot.”
 
“Oh, come on, one martini won’t hurt anything!” Carrie begged.
 
During this exchange, it was all I could do to keep from laughing as the young man’s head swiveled back and forth as though he were watching a tennis match. Of course every time Carrie spoke, he stared at her ample chest which was visible through the thin material.
 
“At least let me have an orange juice or apple juice,” the beautiful blonde entreated.
 
“No,” Lisa answered forcefully. “They’re too high in calories also. If you want, you can have prune juice instead.”
 
“Ugh, that’s worse than carrot juice,” Carrie complained. “I bet they don’t even serve carrot juice,” Carrie broached as a new ploy to obtain a martini.
 
Our server in an effort to please Carrie (he thought) insured us the bartender could probably be convinced to do something with the blender.
 
I ordered a glass of wine. I had never been much of a drinker. Our server was back in no time with our drinks including the carrot juice. I assumed he was in a hurry to gaze upon Carrie again. I was certainly correct in my assumption that we would receive good service with Carrie with us.
 
When we placed our meal orders, Lisa and Carrie had a similar argument as they did over the drinks. Carrie wanted a ten ounce steak with French fries, which is what Lisa had ordered.
 
Lisa again wore Carrie down and made her order a house salad. She wouldn’t even allow the blonde woman to have bleu cheese dressing on it, but insisted on oil and vinegar. I also ordered a ten ounce steak but with a baked potato and sour cream.
 
I felt as though I were being a traitor to Carrie, but I was starving. In the interim of waiting for our food to arrive, the three of us engaged in small talk. It turned out that we were going to be there for the same number of days and amazingly enough, I didn’t live that far from Carrie once we were back home. Talk about a small world!
 
Once the meals arrived, I fell greedily upon my steak. I ordered another glass of wine to go with my food, even though I was already feeling a little high. After all, I rationalized I wasn’t driving and I thought a little celebration was in order. I certainly hadn’t been expecting to make any new friends on my short vacation.
 
Carrie picked at her salad and Lisa droned on and on concerning training times and schedules. After polishing off half my steak, I came up for air for a moment fully expecting to see Carrie sitting with a glazed expression as a result of Lisa’s boring lecture.
 
Instead I was surprised to observe her smiling salaciously across the table at someone. I naturally glanced to my left and saw that a young couple had been seated to our direct left at some point since we had entered. The man appeared to be hypnotized by Carrie.
 
Smelling a rat, I “accidentally” dropped a salad fork on the floor and ducked my head under the table for a second. Just as I suspected, Carrie was flashing him with a beautiful look at her wide open pussy.
 
I sat back quickly and was going to caution her to not create a scene, when the date or wife of the man noticed what he was doing and whirled around to see what or who he was enamored with.
 
I decided it was his wife when she quickly turned back and proceeded to harangue him for his behavior. I couldn’t hear her words, but the tone surely indicated such.
 
After that minor catastrophe had been averted, all went well as Carrie fell back to eating her salad and Lisa and I finished our steaks. I had ordered one more glass of wine and was actually feeling quite inebriated, but was maintaining nicely. I didn’t think either of them suspected how drunk I really was. 
 
Finishing our meals, Lisa smiled at Carrie and ordered, “When I’m paying the check, I want you to go into the women’s bathroom with Becca and give her the night-shirt back.”
 
“You want me to what? I will not!” Carrie exclaimed. “What would I wear when I left?”
 
“That’s the point,” Lisa grinned at her. “You walk out naked or you lose the dare.”
 
“You said I could borrow the night-shirt,” Carrie explained.
 
“Yes, I did,” Lisa agreed, “but I didn’t say for how long. You’re lucky. I could make you take it off right now. Then no one could possibly miss it. The other way you have a shot of hardly anyone seeing you in this dim lighting.”
 
I was appalled to see that Carrie was actually considering it. “Don’t do it, Carrie,” I entreated. “You don’t have to do any such thing. It’s my shirt and I say you can wear it.”
 
“That doesn’t matter,” Carrie answered me in a small voice. “Lisa’s right, if I don’t I’ll lose the dare. Your night-shirt wasn’t part of the original bargain.”
 
As Lisa sat back fully satisfied with her new chicanery, I attempted another tack. “What does Lisa have to do if you win the dare?”
 
Lisa sat up quickly. “That’s really none of your business, Becca. This is between me and Carrie.”
 
“Wait a minute,” Carrie said. “Becca has a good point. If I complete this dare, what are ‘you’ going to do. You never said.”
 
Lisa sat for a moment in silence and then answered, “I think Becca should have to do something if you complete the dare.”
 
“Wait a minute,” I protested. “I don’t have anything to do with this.”
 
“Yes, you do,” Lisa responded. “You’re the one who involved herself in this. You really shouldn’t have had any thing to say. This was between me and Carrie.”
 
“Lisa has a good point there,” Carrie agreed.
 
I was aghast at the turn the conversation had taken. I had just been attempting to help Carrie and she had turned on me. I just sat there with my mouth agape when Lisa said, “Don’t worry, Becca. Carrie will never finish the dare. I’ll make sure of that.” And she winked at me.
 
I couldn’t help but laugh. “Ok, what am I betting?”
 
Carrie quickly answered, “If I complete the dare, you have to run nude from the spot where we collided today back to the cottage.”
 
Blushing furiously at just the thought of such a reckless enterprise, I exclaimed, “No way, I could never do that. Absolutely not.”
 
“Okay,” Carrie backed down a little. “You can wear a bra and panties.”
 
If I hadn’t been so high on wine, I know I never would have agreed. But I did. “Okay, it’s a dare,” I replied.
 
Carrie seemed pleased that she had a goal to aim for now. I already had misgivings but I knew she would never let me back out now. When we stood up I staggered just a little but quickly caught my balance.
 
Lisa went up to the front register to pay for our meals and Carrie and I traveled to the women’s restroom. Luckily I thought at the time there were no other women present. I didn’t know Carrie very well yet and I had no idea if she might just whip that night-shirt off regardless of whoever was there.
 
Actually Carrie turned out to be quite modest in her own way. I looked at her in the garish light and couldn’t help but notice her beautiful face was very flushed and she appeared nervous and apprehensive.
 
“You know, you don’t have to do this,” I offered.
 
As if to distract from her hidden nervousness, Carrie smiled and said, “Oh sure, Becca you just want to avoid doing your dare.” 
 
I said, “no that’s not it at all.  I just can’t imagine you walking out of here completely naked.”  As if confiding in me she lowered her eyes and said in a shaky voice,  “I can’t believe it either but I just have to.” 
 
I didn’t completely understand but I did see the competitive side come out and that look of determination in her eyes. 
 
Her breathing seemed quick and choppy. Then she took a deep breath as if to calm her nerves and after a slight pause she lowered her hands to the hem of the night-shirt and in one motion simply removed her only piece of apparel she had baring her body to me.
 
I was blushing furiously to be standing so closely to her beautiful stark naked body in public and wondered what I would do if someone should suddenly enter the restroom. 
 
I couldn’t believe how nervous I was for Carrie. It was impossible not to gaze at the beautiful body in front of me, such well defined muscles and not an ounce of fat anywhere.  Her breasts were firm and tight and her nipples dark and hard like large erasers.  Her labia was completely engorged and her pussy was open inviting my attention.  I struggled to avert my attention back to her eyes.    
 
Carrie took my hands as if drawing some sort of strength from me and drew another deep breath, expelled it, and murmured, “Wish me luck. Here goes nothing.”
 
With that, she opened the door and stepped out into the restaurant stark naked! As the restroom door slowly closed on it’s hinges, I stood momentarily stunned.
 
Until Carrie disappeared into the eatery I never really thought she would do it. My anxiety about what was happening to her galvanized me into action and I hastened to follow her.
 
By the time I entered the dining room, Carrie was halfway to the door. She wasn’t running as she instinctively realized it would attract more attention, but was stepping calmly walking along as if nothing was out of the ordinary or so it appeared. 
 
The smooth fluid motion of her legs and tight butt cheeks momentarily mesmerized me as I followed a few steps behind.  Then gathering my senses, I swept the room with a glance and I noticed over half the patrons had already spotted Carrie’s total nudity. Luckily the family with the children had already left.
 
Most of the young women were scowling at her, although several were smiling. All of the men sat stunned with their mouths agape. Lisa was still standing by the front register, I supposed to make certain Carrie followed through with her commitment. She was grinning broadly at Carrie’s antics.
 
The hostess was staring incredulously at Carrie’s stark naked body as Carrie approached. Carrie slowed her pace and seemed to stop as if something was wrong. She then began to run and crouched over slightly. Carrie ran out the front door.
 
Stepping into the parking lot, I was startled to observe Carrie still running hunched over halfway across the parking lot to the SUV. I became frightened that she was suddenly physically ill or something else was wrong.
 
I reached our vehicle last. And Carrie was leaning up against the SUV trying to catch her breath as Lisa opened the door.  I thought that was strange for an athlete like her to be that out of breath from a short run across the parking lot. 
 
Lisa was already seated behind the steering wheel and once again I was struck with how odd it was that she wasn’t limping from her ankle injury. I quickly climbed into the back.
 
Carrie jumped in and was bent over in the front seat and moaning, “Oh, oh, oh.”
 
“Carrie, are you in pain? What’s wrong?” I asked anxiously.
 
Lisa turned around in her seat and grinned at me. “Don’t worry about her silly. She’s just so excited that she’s having an orgasm.”
 
“Oh my God!” I exclaimed turning beet red.
 
“Oh God, that was unbelievable,” Carrie said in a quick and excited voice. “That was quick, I felt it coming on as soon as I walked out of the women’s room and thought I could hold it off until I got outside, but then when the hostess saw me I lost it. There was nothing I could do. I started cumming right there in front of the her.”
 
“See you owe me,” Lisa joked.
 
“Yeah, whatever,” Carrie retorted as she recovered and sat back in her seat still naked as the day she was born. “Let’s just go before somebody calls the cops or something.”
 
Lisa started the SUV and we were soon on our way back to the cottages. Lisa joked with Carrie saying that that was the fastest you’d ever cum.  
 
Carrie went on to explain to me how she loves that sexual energy that she gets but then added. “That was too much though, Cumming in public. I didn’t even make it a minute.” 
I just sat in silence completely befuddled and brooded. ‘Carrie can have an orgasm walking nude in public and I can’t get one from a man or even from masturbation. That doesn’t seem right to me somehow. What’s wrong with me?’ I thought.
 
Once Lisa parked by the cottages, I muttered, “Good night,” and jumped out. I ran to my cottage, unlocked the door, and fell onto my bed falling asleep instantly.  
