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Chapter 1

As I drove up to the bungalow, where I would be living for the next year, my heart raced with anticipation, and a bit of anxiety. I rented this bungalow sight-unseen from pictures on the internet. Not a good idea, I know. But the pictures were so amazing, that I just jumped on it.

I’m a somewhat successful, 43-year-old single fiction writer with a few commercially successful espionage novels under my belt. I was married once but had been divorced for many years, with no kids. I was working on the fourth book in my New York Times bestselling series and was struggling through a bit of writer’s block, so I decided to break out of my normal city apartment lifestyle and go live somewhere tropical for a year and finish this book. It was September and I rented the place for a year, though I hoped it would not take that long to finish the book.

From the pictures and description of this place on the internet, it looked perfect. It was a quaint, simple one-bedroom bungalow that sat right on the beach, surrounded by palm trees and tropical air. There were no other houses directly on either side, but it was not completely isolated. It was actually sort of a duplex, with two units forming a U shape around a spectacular looking garden of palm trees and sand. I was moving into the unit on the Right. I did not know who was living in the left-side unit, but I thought one neighbor was better than the 1,000 neighbors I lived with in my high-rise apartment in the city.

Driving to the house, I saw a few other houses and bungalows scattered about on the beach, but for the most part, it seemed to be pristine, uninhabited beach land. I found the address, pulled up in my SUV and stepped out to get my first breath of beach air. The sounds of the waves struck me and the salty breeze filled my lungs as soon as I opened the door. I took a deep breath and felt wonderful. It was very difficult to not feel relaxed in a tropical beach environment like this.

I backed my SUV up to the front door and prepared to enter the bungalow for the first time. I noticed that there was a small yellow convertible VW bug parked in front of the neighboring unit with a surfboard sticking out the back, but no one was outside. I entered the bungalow and instantly felt that I had made the right choice. From the front door, I walked straight back to the living room to see what I saw in the pictures. The entire back of the house was glass and sat almost directly on the sandy beach. About 30 yards of beach led to the Ocean, though I was not sure if it was high or low tide. The left side of the house leading out to the shared garden was also all glass and the garden looked just as amazing as the pictures had led me to believe. I was definitely going to enjoy it here.

I went out to my SUV and began unpacking the few things. The bungalow was furnished, so I only brought some clothes and other simple belongings, trying to set myself up for a slower, simpler lifestyle while I finished my book. As I was lifting a box out of the back, I heard a sweet-sounding female voice behind me say “hello neighbor”. I turned and sat the box down on the ground and saw her.

Standing before me was a gorgeous, extremely tan young blonde beach goddess. She had the brightest smile on her face I had ever seen. She was wearing a white strapless sundress that stretched over her sizable chest and cinched in at her almost impossibly thin waist. It stopped halfway down her slender, tanned thigh, and she wore no shoes. She was quite short, probably about 5 feet tall. I was dumbstruck. I was like a deer in headlights for a moment as my eyes took in the most beautiful girl I had ever seen.

Coming back to reality after a moment, I realized she had her hand outstretched to shake hands. “I’m Zoe,” she said.

I forced myself to wake from my hypnosis and extended my hand and said “Hi Zoe. I’m Mike. I guess I’m your new neighbor.” Though she had already figured that out.

“Nice to meet you, Mike.” She said. “It’s nice to see that Mr. Anderson finally found a renter for the second unit.” She said.

“Yeah, I was just looking for a nice peaceful place to work, and this place seems perfect,” I said.

“Oh, what do you do?” she asked.

“I’m a writer. I’ve been working on a book and decided I needed to get away from the distractions of the city to finish.” I explained.

“Oh, that’s so cool.” She said. “Well, there aren’t many distractions out here. It’s a pretty simple life.” She said.

“Do you live here with your parents?” I asked.

“Nope, just me,” She said with a smile. “I just finished high-school in the spring, turned eighteen and now I’m doing the ‘take-a-year-off-before-college-and-discover-yourself’ thing.”

I chuckled a bit. “Well, that sounds fun. I didn’t get the chance to do that when I finished school, but I’m sure I would have loved it. So, you’ve been here since the spring.”

“Yep, it’s been just me, with the whole place to myself so far. My family is friends with Mr. Anderson, the guy who owns this place. He said I could stay here free for a year if I took care of the place for him.”

“Well, that sounds like a heck of a deal,” I said.

“Can I bring you a cold bottled water while you unload?”

“Actually, that would be great,” I said.

“OK, I’ll go grab it and be right back.” She said with another bright smile. I watched her walk off to her front door, admiring the gentle shake of her bottom in the sundress. This was quite an exciting development. Not only was I going to be living in paradise for a year, but my neighbor was a gorgeous, tanned young surfer girl. I picked up my box and resumed unloading, with a slight smile on my face.

A few minutes later while inside the house, I heard a knock and Zoe said: “Hello, can I come in?”

“Come on in,” I said.

She saw me staring at the view of the ocean from the living room. “Amazing, isn’t it. It like heaven out here.”

“It really is,” I said, and took the water from her and took a drink. “Thanks,” I said.

“No problem.” She said. She stood and stared with me for a moment. As if thinking out loud she said: “It will be nice to have a neighbor I think, though I’m going to have to adjust my lifestyle a bit I suppose.” This statement made me a bit curious, wondering if she would prefer that I not be here, but I didn’t say anything.

She looked over at me and said “Well, I’m not going to interrupt your unloading. I’ll get out of your way.” And she started walking off. She stopped and turned around “Oh, I’m making Spaghetti for dinner. Do you want to join me? I’m sure you won’t be ready to cook any time soon.” She said, gesturing at all of my boxes.

“I don’t want to impose on you. I’ll figure something out.” I said.

“No way. You’re not imposing. I’ll have it ready at 6:00. I’ll see you then.” She said insistently.

“OK, I guess I’ll see you then.”


Chapter 2

I finished unloading my boxes and started to get set up in the bungalow. At 6:00 I stopped and headed over to knock on Zoe’s door. The door was already open, so I knocked on the open door and said “Hello?”

“Come on in.” I heard her say from inside. When I entered I was greeted with the wonderful smell of oregano and garlic.

“It smells great,” I said loudly. I looked around. Her bungalow was decorated in a mix of girly and surfer styles. There were pink stuffed animals and scented candles and frilly decorations mixed with suntan lotion posters, a couple more surfboards and other surfing paraphernalia. Her space was quite messy and disorganized. There weren’t clothes laying around, just lots of ‘stuff’ everywhere.

As if reading my mind, she spoke from the kitchen saying “Sorry for the mess. I don’t usually have visitors.”

“No complaints here,” I said as I followed the scent into the kitchen.

“It’s almost ready.” She said, “Go ahead and have a seat.”

I sat at the small, two-person dining table that was identical to the one in my bungalow and watched as she bounced and wiggled around the kitchen, finishing up the spaghetti. Zoe appeared to be an extremely happy-go-lucky girl. She had a permanent smile on her face, and a real, visible spring in her step. Her hair was a wavy, sun-bleached blonde, and her skin, what I could see of it, was absolutely flawless.

She brought two plates over for us and sat down with me and we started eating.

“So, what do you write about?” she asked. I explained that I wrote espionage novels and was working on a fourth in a series. I was usually not very comfortable talking about myself and my writing so I changed the subject to her.

“So how do you spend your time around here?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m just your typical beach bum. I surf a lot, work on my tan, do yoga and listen to music, you know. Typical beach-bum stuff.” She said though I got the sense she was holding something back.

“Earlier you said something about how you might have to change your lifestyle now that you have a neighbor? What did you mean? I want to make sure I don’t inconvenience you. I’m just here to write and I really won’t get in your way.” I said.

“Oh, you won’t be in my way. It’s nothing. It’s my problem, you don’t need to worry about it.” She said.

“No, seriously, I would be very unhappy if I knew I caused a beautiful young surfer girl to stop enjoying her beach bum life. Just let me know what you need me to do and I’ll do it.” I said.

“Well, it’s kind of a long, slightly embarrassing story. I don’t really want to bore you with it.” She said.

“Well, I don’t really have anything planned for the next hour,” I said.

“You just moved in. I don’t want to freak you out on your first day here.” She said with a giggle.

Though I thought this was a strange statement, I said “I’m 43 years old. I’ve seen and done a lot of things in my life. I’m not easily freaked out.”

“OK, if you promise not to run away, or laugh at me, I guess I can explain myself.” She said.

“Go for it,” I said.

“OK, well, I guess I just need to get it out there. I don’t really…. Wear clothes that much anymore.” She said. She looked at me shyly trying to read my face for a reaction.

I looked at her in shock and didn’t know what to say. Before I could really ingest what she had just said, she said “Actually, that’s not true. I actually never wear clothes anymore. I don’t even really… have any anymore. When you drove up earlier today, I had to dig up this dress that I had buried in my closet in case of emergencies.” She was still smiling, but it had turned into a bit of a bashful smile, and she was looking down at the table.

I finally managed to speak, trying to sound not completely shocked “Well, that actually sounds quite fun. For you I mean. I guess.”

She started to stumble a bit and said “Don’t worry though, I have my clothes in a storage unit in town. I’ll go get some tomorrow so it won’t be a problem.”

I said “Well… You don’t have to do that… for me. You are a grown woman. What you do in your own home is your own business.”

She laughed a bit and then paused. “Well, it hasn’t really been in my own home, per se,” she said hesitantly, with a shy grin.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, I really don’t have any clothes. So I’ve been doing everything naked. You know, everything. Like going down to the beach, surfing, even shopping.” She explained, seeming even more embarrassed now.

At this point, I couldn’t keep the shocked look off of my face, no matter how hard I tried. “Um, surfing and the beach I guess I can see, but shopping?” I asked, very interested.

“Yeah, it’s such a small town. Most of the folks that live around here are older and everybody knows everybody. People just seem to know me as the naked surfer girl from the Anderson Bungalows, and nobody really seems to care.” She explained.

All I could say at that point was “wow”


Chapter 3

Zoe appeared to feel like I was disapproving in some way, and continued to say “Don’t worry though. I’ll start wearing my clothes again and we can be… normal neighbors.” She said, looking up at me.

I thought about this for a moment. The prospect of living with this beach goddess running around naked all the time seemed too good to be true. Maybe I died on the drive over here and this was heaven. The house was certainly heavenly, and a gorgeous naked angel in the sandy courtyard outside would certainly be heavenly as well. I certainly didn’t want to stop her if it was something she wanted to do, that was for sure.

“No, I don’t think you need to do that, I mean, not just because of me,” I said.

“Well I know you have work to do, and you came out here to live a peaceful life. You don’t need me and my naked ass bouncing around this place all the time, making you feel uncomfortable and… distracted.” She said again.

“Well, you can’t start wearing clothes just because of me,” I said.

“Why not?” She asked.

“Well, for a lot of reasons. First, I don’t want to be the stodgy old neighbor that messed up your lifestyle and your summer. And second, it won’t bother me. I mean, I am a man, and I’m sure you’ll understand that I might… enjoy the sight of a beautiful naked young girl. But if you can live with that, I can too.” I said.

She looked at me with a bit of a naughty grin now, and an extra glow in her eye. “Yeah, the men around here do tend to give me a bit of extra attention when they run into me, that’s for sure. But it doesn’t really bother me. To be completely honest, I kind of enjoy it. I guess I’m a little bit of an exhibitionist.” She said, and then blushed a bit and looked back down at her dinner.

Now I was absolutely certain I had died on the drive over, and this was heaven. I tried to reassure her a little bit “Well then we might be the perfect neighbors. You ‘sort of enjoy’ having people see you naked, and I’m sure I will ‘sort of enjoy’ seeing you naked.” I said.

She looked up at me with the bright smile returning to her face. “OK. I guess I won’t go get my clothes out of storage. We’ll just see how it goes. But if you ever get tired of seeing me running around this place in my birthday suit, you just say the word and I’ll go get them.” She said.

I was trying to understand how she thought it was possible that I could ever get tired of seeing her naked. To me it was unthinkable. As a matter of fact, I couldn’t wait. I wanted to suggest that she ditch the sundress right then and there, but I was trying to be a gentleman. At least a little bit.

The room was quiet for a few moments as we continued to eat. “So, have you always been a…. ‘nudity enthusiast’?” I asked jokingly.

“No way. It’s a totally new and very exciting thing for me.” She said.

“So how did it come about?” I asked.

“Well, It’s sort of a long, weird story. You just met me. Are you sure you want to hear about it?” she said smiling.

“I think I can handle it,” I said, smiling back.

“OK, Well, it all happened quite slowly actually. I guess I need to start at the very beginning.” She said as she leaned back in her chair, preparing to tell her story.

“My dad left when I was very small, and I grew up with a very conservative mom and an older sister. Mom was way overprotective and never really let us have any fun growing up. I think this year out here in paradise is sort of her way of trying to make it up to me. Once I graduated and turned 18, she realized that she couldn’t really control my life as much anymore.” She explained.

“When I first got out here, I was pretty normal. I wore conservative one-piece bathing suits when I was swimming or surfing, and I wore long shorts and t-shirts a lot around the house. Everything was always covered in sand and I was having to run into town and do laundry at the laundry-mat all the time. One morning, I got up and took a shower, and I had absolutely no clean clothes left. I had some clean panties and a bra, but nothing else, and I really didn’t feel like doing laundry for like the hundredth time. I felt like I was going to spend my entire year down here doing laundry.”

”So I put on the underwear and just hung out in the house in my underwear all day. It felt weird. Very weird actually. I know it’s kind of simple and dumb, but I had never even done anything as scandalous as that before. You know, hang around in the house in my underwear.”

“But it was kind of exciting. I was a little bit worried that people walking down the beach could see me through the glass wall, but I justified it by telling myself it was the same as wearing a bikini. Though I had never worn a bikini before either. Bikinis were far too scandalous for my mother.”

“I hung out in the house and read a lot. Some people did walk by on the beach. At first, I would slouch down and make sure I was somewhat hidden in case they looked in my direction, but then I got a little bit brave. I started to get excited about the idea of people seeing me in my underwear. For some reason, that idea just really got me kind of… amped up. It actually kind of turned me on a bit, but I wasn’t sure I had the guts to actually do it. You know… let anyone see me. Getting more and more excited by the idea, I finally went over and stood at the back of the house, right up next to the glass looking out.” She said as she pointed to the spot at the back of the house in front of the glass wall facing the beach.

“There wasn’t even anyone there, but it still felt so exhilarating. I stood there for a while, feeling the sun on my tummy through the glass, and eventually, an older couple walked by. It was the Henderson’s, a nice older couple I had already met from the next house down the beach. I held my breath and stood, trying to look like I was just admiring the waves, standing in my little pink panties and matching bra. As they walked by, they both looked up at me. Insane butterflies flew through my stomach, but I just stood there. They kept walking and Mrs. Henderson even waved at me. I waved back as if everything were completely normal. When they were out of view, I jumped back into the living room. I was so excited and exhilarated. It was crazy how something so simple could be so exciting to me.”


Chapter 4

“It seems so stupid now, some old couple saw me in my underwear, and I was freaking out with butterflies in my stomach like I had just ridden a roller coaster or something.” She paused to take a few bites and to judge my reaction a bit. I just said “And…”

“Well, instantly, this idea of being seen in my underwear was my new obsession. I knew that they were going to be walking back by in a few minutes, so I decided to be even braver. I opened the sliding glass door and stepped out into the garden. I had been out into the garden a hundred times before in regular clothes and bathing suits, but just being out there in only my little pink panties and bra felt so naughty and so exciting and so hot. I took a few steps and stopped, almost chickening out and running back into the house. But I didn’t. I walked out to the middle of the garden and sat in that chair out there, facing the ocean.” Again, she pointed out to the shared garden at one of the white lounge chairs.

“Now you have to understand, I know there are women who wear skimpy little underwear in magazine ads and billboards all over the place. They are a lot less covered than I was, but with the way I was raised, I had never been so exposed. In my house growing up, you were only ever naked in the shower, and you were fully dressed before you came out of the bathroom. I think my mom would have had us wearing bathing suits in the shower if it were practical.”

“So I sat there in the chair, looking like I was enjoying the view, but really enjoying the feeling of being in the backyard in my underwear. The idea was so unthinkable and so naughty, and it was so much fun. Then, as expected, the Henderson’s wandered back by. They looked over and saw me sitting there and waved again. I waved back and tried not to jump out of my skin from the nervousness and excitement I was feeling. Then I about lost it. They had turned and were coming up to me to say something.”

“I just knew that Mrs. Henderson was going to call me a slut and tell me that I’d better go put some clothes on right that minute or she would call the cops. They walked straight up to me, but Mrs. Henderson just simply said ‘So how are you doing sweetie?’ I was so totally shocked. I didn’t answer for like 30 seconds. I could see that both of them were looking at me in my underwear, but they didn’t seem scandalized. Not at all. They barely even seemed to notice, actually. Finally, I mustered the courage to say ‘I’m fine.’ Then she said ‘I just wanted to let you know that we are going to be grilling some burgers at our place around 5:00, if you want to join us.’ Just like that. As normal as could be. There I was sitting in my underwear thinking that these folks were going to call me a whore or burn the scarlet letter onto me, and they were inviting me over for burgers just like any other day.”

“I finally said ‘that sounds nice. I’ll see you then.’ And just like that, they walked back to the beach and headed on their way. I sat there in shock, and in absolute bliss for a few minutes. It was so strange and wonderful. I had never found anything in my life that made me feel the way I felt that day. I jumped up and ran back into the house. I Jumped and danced around with excitement. I found myself overwhelmed by the feelings of excitement and the feeling of naughtiness. I was so overwhelmed and turned on that I had to…. Well, I’ll leave that part of the story out.”

I looked at her for a moment, wondering if she was implying what I thought she was implying.

“Anyway…” she said with a blush, continuing her story “Later that evening, I had a big decision to make. I wanted to go have burgers with the Hendersons, but I didn’t have anything but my underwear to wear. I thought about wearing some of my dirty, stinky clothes to dinner, but that seemed like a bad idea. I then thought about putting my old dirty clothes on and going to do some laundry really quick, before dinner, but I didn’t want to do that either. What I really wanted to do, and I mean REALLY, was to go to dinner dressed the way I was, in my underwear.”

“I kept rationalizing to myself that they had just seen me this way, and didn’t seem to think it was strange at all. I also rationalized that my underwear was more conservative than some women’s bikinis. There were women and girls out on this very beach all the time in bathing suits that covered less than my underwear did. After an afternoon of lounging comfortably in my underwear and rationalizing, I decided that I was going to do it. I was going to their house down the beach for burgers in my cute little panties and bra. I spent the rest of the afternoon with butterflies in my stomach, anxiously awaiting 5:00.”


Chapter 5

“At 5:00, I walked back out the door and down towards the beach. Walking past the chair I had sat in earlier, I started to feel super excited again. In my head, I kept thinking ‘go back inside and put some clothes on, you idiot’, but I forced myself to keep walking. I hit the beach and felt the wind off of the ocean. It felt amazing. I had felt it a hundred times before, but this time was different. I looked down the beach in both directions. I saw a few people to the right, but they were way too far down to realize my scandalous condition. I could already smell the grill from the Hendersons’ house, so I started walking in that direction.”

“The walk there was one of the most exciting, exhilarating I had ever taken. I felt so brazen and so excited and so… happy. I’m not sure if you’ve noticed with this dress on, but my boobs are sorta big. Not huge, but nice and big and round. And I’m young, so they are still quite firm and bouncy.”

She looked at me, to see if she was making me uncomfortable talking about her boobs. I certainly had noticed. But still trying to maintain some sort of neighborly respect, I just gave her a pleasant smile and an encouraging look, wanting to hear the rest of the story.

“Anyway, walking down the beach with just a bra on, my boobs were bouncing up and down like crazy. Of course, they usually bounce when I’m wearing a shirt, but I had never had them so ‘out there’ and so ‘exposed’ while they bounced. Glancing down at them as I walked just made me even more excited about my predicament.”

“I turned the corner to the Hendersons’ house and saw them in their backyard. I had one last thought of turning around and running back to my house in embarrassment. But Mrs. Henderson saw me and smiled, and waved for me to come on over. I took another deep breath to suppress the butterflies in my tummy, and walked up to them.”

“Mr. Henderson was tending to the burgers on the grill, and Mrs. Henderson was wrapping a tablecloth over the picnic table. Mr. Henderson gave me a quick glance and a smile and went back to the grill. Mrs. Henderson said ‘burgers are almost ready sweetie, go ahead and have a seat.’ I sat and Mrs. Henderson and I chatted for a few minutes about the weather and other totally normal things. She really is a nice lady, I’m sure you will meet her soon.”

“So, I sat there at their picnic table, feeling wonderfully exposed, while Mrs. Henderson and I talked about the weather. Mr. Henderson finished with the burgers and sat a plate full of them on the table, as Mrs. Henderson began to set out place settings. We continued to chat and I almost forgot that I was sitting there in my underwear, but then I suddenly noticed that Mrs. Henderson had sat out 5 place settings.”

“Inside I suddenly freaked out. I said ‘Are you expecting other guests?’ in the calmest voice I could muster. She said ‘Oh yes dear, the Jacobsen’s are on their way over from down the street.’ I nearly lost it. I suddenly didn’t feel so brave. I felt embarrassed and ashamed. I was about to jump up and say that I had forgotten something, and run back to the safety of my house, when I saw the Jacobsen’s turn the corner on the beach walking up to the yard.”

“I felt like a rabbit caught in a trap. I couldn’t run away. I felt I had gone too far. But I just stayed in my seat and started preparing my burger, to give myself something to do, and so I could eat and get the heck out of there as quickly as possible. I just knew that the Jacobsen’s were not going to be as casual about my state of undress as the Henderson’s had been. I knew that they were going to be shocked and scandalized and call me names. But then, to my surprise, the most amazing thing happened.”

“Nothing.” She said with emphasis. “Nothing happened. Nothing shocking or humiliating anyway. The Jacobsen’s came over to the table, said a quick hello, and sat down to eat. All five of us sat at the table and had the most normal dinner conversation ever. They asked me how I was adjusting, and I told them everything was wonderful.”

“Once I had calmed down and realized that nothing bad was going to happen, I got quite comfortable. Actually, I started to enjoy myself and my state of undress once more. I started reveling in my naughtiness as I had this pleasant, normal dinner with my neighbors while sitting outside in my underwear. About halfway through the dinner, I did notice that Mr. Jacobsen was taking quite a few glances at my boobs. In my head, my conservative upbringing was telling me that he was being a pervert and I should be hiding from his stares. But in reality, I was VERY excited by the attention. Instead of covering up, I started to move around a bit more enthusiastically as we talked and ate, making sure that my boobs moved and bounced a bit more. This also caught Mr. Henderson’s attention as well, I could tell. The more active my movements were, the more Mr. Jacobsen and Mr. Henderson stared.”

Then she joked and said, “I’m not sure if you are aware of this or not, but men like boobs.” She shot me her amazing smile.

I smiled back and said “Well, um, yeah, I have heard that” which evoked another smile from her.

Then she continued “The crazy thing that I couldn’t quite understand at the time was, the more they stared, the more excited I got. And the more turned on I got. Through the rest of the dinner, I wanted to make sure that Mr. Jacobsen and Mr. Henderson got a good show. At one point I had the insane thought that I REALLY wanted to rip my bra off and give them a real show, but I wasn’t THAT brave. I had no idea where these feelings were coming from. It was like I was turning into a whole new person. My mother would be so ashamed. She would lock me up in the basement for the rest of my life if she knew what I was thinking. But I loved it.”

“When dinner was over, we all stood up from the table. My intention had been to eat quickly and then run back to the safety of my house, but since dinner had been so pleasant and comfortable, I decided to extend my fun. I also realized that Mr. Henderson and Mr. Jacobsen had not really gotten a good look at my cute little bum yet. My ass is spectacular by the way if I do say so myself. It’s my best feature. I guess you’ll probably see for yourself soon enough.”

Again, she paused with a wry smile, to see if she was going too far and freaking me out yet. In fact, I was engrossed in the story and getting just a bit turned on myself. I was also becoming quite enamored with her. Again, I gave her a pleasant smile, and a gesture to continue.

“So, I got up from the table and turned so my butt was facing them, and reached down to wipe a bit of sand off, making it jiggle a bit with my movements. My panties only covered about half of my ass cheeks, and they slipped down a little bit with my movements. I looked up to see both men totally engrossed in my actions. Then I turned and stretched my arms into the air and yawned, making sure that my boobs were on full display in my bra. I glanced down at myself and noticed that my boobs were threatening to pop out of my bra with my exaggerated stretching movement, so by reflex I quickly lowered my arms and gave them a little ‘OOPS’ look.”

“I said my goodbyes, thanked them for dinner and walked away as casually as I possibly could. Once I got to the beach and out of sight, I started running and jumping and bouncing. I was ecstatic. That silly little dinner in my underwear had been the most fun, exhilarating, erotic, naughty thing I had ever done, and I couldn’t wait to find my next adventure. I ran home and ran into the house and, well, I won’t tell you what I did then.” She said, looking away with a sheepish grin again. This girl never stopped smiling.

I suspected I knew what she did next. Inside I was thinking ‘Don’t stop now’, but I didn’t want to press my luck with her. I also didn’t want the story to end, even though we were now finished eating. So I said “Well, it’s a long way from a cookout in your underwear to shopping naked. I think there is a lot more story here. Do you want to go sit in the garden and continue?”


Chapter 6

“Sure,” she said, and we cleaned up our dinner plates and walked out into the backyard and sat.

After sitting and listening to the ocean breeze for a couple of minutes, she said “OK, where were we? Oh yeah, I had just come home and, well, a little while later that evening I was still basking in the glow of my adventures that day. I was hanging out now in my underwear completely comfortable in front of the glass, not at all worried that someone may see me. As a matter of fact, I was hoping more people would walk by and see me.”

“You’ll soon notice that sunset is when everyone really likes to come out and go for walks on the beach. The beach is at its busiest at sunset, though around here, busy means 8 or 10 local families walking on different parts of the beach. So that evening at sunset, I decided I would go for a walk. I headed down to the beach and looked to see which direction had the most people, and I headed that way. I walked past the Jones’ from the house on the other side of us, and then the Chang’s who lived a bit further down the beach, with their new baby in a stroller. All the while I was waiting for someone to be shocked and scandalized by my state of undress, but no one ever was.”

“Sure I got some admiring looks. From the men and the women, but nothing more than any young girl in a bikini on the beach would get. I was having a great time, but I was actually already starting to feel like it wasn’t quite enough. I felt like I needed more excitement. I needed to do more, to take my adventure a little further. Again, my mom’s voice in my head was screaming ‘put on some clothes you harlot’ but all I kept thinking was that I was not exposed enough.”

“I came to a spot where another couple was sitting on the beach. It was another couple in their 40s that I hadn’t met. I decided I was going to do something a bit crazier. I turned and walked right out into the water. I swam around for a few minutes, just taking a refreshing dip. I knew full well that when I stepped out of the water, my cute panties and bra were going to be soaking wet and quite see-through.”

“I considered swimming further down the beach towards the house, and coming out of the water where no one was around to see me, but I talked myself out of it. Taking a deep breath, I casually walked out of the water just a little bit further down from where the couple was, but still where they could see me. I could see out of the corner of my eye that they both seemed totally engrossed in my naughty little show. I turned to walk home, but I heard the woman say ‘Excuse me miss, could you come over here for a minute?’”

“I instantly stopped in my tracks. I knew for sure that I had finally gone too far. I was about to get the lecture on proper behavior that I knew would be coming all day. I turned and walked in their direction with a fake smile on my face, and stopped a bit short, trying not to get too close. I had not yet looked at myself, but I was certain that my wet underwear was mostly transparent, giving everyone around a nice view of my entire body.”

“I said ‘yes’ and held my breath, waiting for the lecture to begin. The woman extended her hand and said ‘Hi, I’m Mrs. Rachel, from a few houses down. You are Zoe, right?’ I was surprised at how normal she sounded, and that she already knew my name, but, it is an awfully small town. I hesitantly said ‘yes’. She said ‘This is my husband Don. We’ve been meaning to come down and introduce ourselves.’ Totally shocked that I was not getting a lecture for letting all my naughty bits show through my soaking wet underwear, I managed to collect my thoughts and say ‘It’s nice to meet you.’

“She proceeded to ask how I liked it out here, and for a few minutes, the three of us talked. Not about my scandalous condition, the fact that my underwear was so wet that everything I had was showing. But about the beach and the surf and the sunsets. Eventually, she said ‘It was very nice to meet you Zoe’ and I turned towards my house, having had another totally normal conversation.”

“I walked back down the beach towards home, passing a few more couples on the way. I ran into Mr. Jackson from across the street walking his dog. He said a pleasant hello and then did a bit of a double-take, looking at my wet underwear. I decided to stop and chat with him for a minute or two about the weather, giving him plenty of time to get a good look. Then I headed back into the house, completely giddy about the fun I had had.”

“I went in and prepared to take a shower to wash the salt water out of my hair. But as I got ready to shower, I realized the new problem I had just created for myself. Now that I had gotten into the ocean in my one last full pair of underwear, I was left with only one clean pair of panties. These were the bottom of the drawer panties that I had had for many years. They were light blue with white flowers on them and tattered and a bit too small, but they were all I had. I didn’t have any clean bras left.”

I took the clean panties with me and went and took my shower. After the shower, I put the panties on with no bra and looked at myself in the mirror. I had to admit that my body looked great. But like I said before, in the house I grew up, we didn’t even come out of the bathroom after a shower unless we were fully dressed. So I opened the door to the bathroom and peaked out. It had gotten dark outside, and none of the lights were on in my house, so there was really no chance of anyone seeing me, but I still felt like I was about to take a new, exciting step. I waited for the butterflies in my stomach to subside a bit and then I turned the bathroom light off and walked out.”

“I walked straight over to the couch and sat down, so I was not in view of the windows. Again, the rush of excitement overcame me. I realized at that moment, sitting on that couch that I was now addicted to this naughty feeling. I was sitting on my couch in my own living room with my boobs completely exposed to the open air. And it was not an accident, it was because I wanted to. I felt so empowered and so brazen, not to mention comfortable. You may not realize it, but bras suck. They are like medieval torture devices when you really think about it.”

“Anyway, I decided to take care of a few things around the house that needed to be done. So, I didn’t turn any lights on, and it had gotten late and no one was out on the beach to see me, but I still felt like I was brazenly showing off my boobs to the entire world. And it felt fantastic. I was experiencing the double pleasure of not being restricted by an uncomfortable bra, and the naughty thrill of not bothering to cover my breasts at all. My mother would have scolded me, but it was totally awesome. I decided that the next new experience I was going to try was to sleep like that. No night-shirt, no cover up, just sleeping in my panties only.”


Chapter 7

“I laid in bed for about an hour, but I couldn’t sleep. I kept reliving the thrill of my adventures that day, and I kept caressing my chest, enjoying the feeling of the open night air on my nipples, which I had spent my entire life covering up. It was too exciting to sleep. I got back up and went and stood by the window, looking out onto the dark ocean. It was 1:30 AM and there was pretty much no chance that anyone was out there, but I was so wound up in my own adventures at this point that I really didn’t care anymore.”

“Totally wide awake, I decided to take the next logical step, and go outside with no top on at all. I opened the sliding glass door and peaked out, not seeing anyone around, though I really didn’t expect to. Then one step at a time, I wandered through the garden and sat down here in this chair in just my tattered old blue panties. The Ocean Breeze felt amazing on my breasts. The lines and indentations that were emblazoned on them from 18 years of wearing bras, felt like they were being washed away by the cool night air. Strangely, instead of getting even more excited by the situation, I suddenly just felt an amazing calm come over me. Like I was a butterfly hatching from a cocoon. Like this was the way I was meant to be, and for 18 years I had been covering it up. Does that sound stupid?” She asked me.

I was startled when she suddenly asked me this question. I had been listening intently and picturing every gorgeous moment of her story. I managed to say “No, actually not at all. We are all born that way I guess. It seems kind of… right, in a way, I guess.”

“See, you get it.” She said with another smile. “I’m glad you understand.”

“So anyway, after a few moments of calm relaxation topless in this chair, I started to feel the butterflies again, and the urge to continue my adventure. So, I got up and walked down to the beach. I stood at the edge of the Ocean with my hands at my sides. I looked back and forth to both sides of the beach and saw no one, just as I expected. So, I just stood there in the moonlight, wearing only these tiny blue panties on a public beach surrounded by all of my neighbor’s houses, where they were all most likely asleep. I began to walk down the beach, in no hurry, taking slow steps and enjoying the breeze and the erotic feeling of my breasts bouncing in the open with my slow, rhythmic steps.”

“I thought about my day, how in one day I had gone from never leaving the bathroom unless I was fully dressed, to casually strolling down the beach in nothing but panties.”

Zoe went silent for a moment as if reliving the experience in her head.

After a few moments of pleasant reflection, she continued “So I reached the west end of the beach, and turned around and walked the other way, passing by my bungalow and continuing on. At first, I was hyper-aware, looking at every sound, and ready to hop under the palm trees if I heard any sound out of the ordinary, but eventually, I relaxed. I may have relaxed a little bit too much I guess.”

“As I passed by the palm trees bordering the Hendersons’ yard, I looked up in shock to see Mrs. Henderson sitting right at the edge of the beach in her nightgown, in a lounge chair smoking a cigarette. I stopped in my tracks. I was like a deer in headlights. I actually thought that if I held really still, she might not see me standing there topless on the beach in front of her house. But she had already noticed me.”

“Once more, all of the feelings of shame and embarrassment overcame me. As I came to the realization that my adventure had gone awry and I was now truly busted, and I was probably going to have to bring this adventure to an end, a tear actually escaped my eye. I kept standing still for an awkward moment, and then Mrs. Henderson said ‘Can’t sleep, honey?’”

“I reflexively said ‘no, you?’ She said ‘me neither’ then to my utter amazement, she said ‘why don’t you come sit a spell and keep me company?’ The only conclusion I could come to was that she had not yet realized that I was topless, and wearing only tiny blue panties. Maybe her eyes weren’t very good, or maybe there was not enough light, though with the moonlight I could see her perfectly.”

“I slowly approached her, taking one step at a time, waiting for the moment that I got close enough that she would realize what I was wearing, or not wearing. I made it all the way up to her until I was standing right beside her, but she still said nothing. She then patted the seat next to her, gesturing for me to sit down. I sat next to her and she looked over at me and said ‘Mr. Henderson snores like a grizzly bear sometimes. Keeps me up half the night. Most nights I come out here and just enjoy how peaceful it is at night.’”

“I was completely shocked. Was I really going to sit there with my tits out and have a normal, everyday conversation with this woman about her husband’s snoring? After a moment of silence I said ‘Yeah, I just can’t sleep some nights. It is really nice out here on the beach at night, that’s for sure.’ After another moment of silence, she looked over at me again and said ‘I see you don’t wear much to sleep in.’ This totally caught me off guard. Not only was she fully aware of my state of undress, she was going to talk to me about it. I finally found my voice and replied with a lame excuse ‘yeah, trying to save on laundry’”

“Then she surprised me again by saying ‘Good for you honey. If I had a body like yours I’d be buck-ass nude 24 hours a day.’ I just chuckled a little bit, feeling uncomfortable and weird. Then she finished her cigarette and said ‘Well, I’d better get back in before Mr. Henderson discovers I’m gone and thinks I’m cheating on him.’ And we both laughed. Then she said ‘Feel free to sit out here as long as you want honey. I’ll be seeing you.’ And she walked back into her house. I sat there for a few more minutes reflecting on what had just happened. One of my older neighbors had just ‘caught’ me out on a topless adventure, and acted like it was really no big deal.”

“Eventually I wondered casually back to my place, and finally fell asleep.” She concluded.

She was silent for a moment and I said: “OK, well, I know that’s not the end of the story.”

“No, I just figured maybe I was boring you to death by now. I know you just got here. I imagine you have better things to do than listen to me ramble all night.” She said, giving me another bright smile.

“Well, I’m not sure I can think of any,” I said. “You are a great storyteller, and this is a really good story. Like a good book, you have me hooked, now reel me in.” I said.


Chapter 8

“OK, well, the next day, after sleeping in only my panties for the first time in my life, I pretty much had to go do something about my clothing situation. I was down to the one clean pair of panties that I was wearing, and that was it. I put a lot of thought into what to do next. I felt like a new girl, like I had new rules about my wardrobe and most of what I had as far as clothes just didn’t fit into my new life. I had run into a number of people the previous day wearing only my underwear, and no one had freaked out, or even seemed the least bit uncomfortable about it, so I decided that I was going to keep it up. I decided I would go to the laundry-mat and wash only my underwear, and this one “safety net” sundress that I am wearing now, and that was it. I was going to try and get by for a few days with just my underwear.”

“At the time, this seemed like such an exciting idea. I was going to try to force myself to continue down the path I was on, by only washing panties and bras. I put on the cleanest pair of dirty jean shorts that I could find, along with a dirty r-shirt, and went to the laundry-mat and washed my undies. Keep in mind that my undies were fairly conservative. With a mother like I had, we didn’t exactly shop at Victoria’s secret. But they were still panties and bras that were meant to be covered up by other clothes.”

“After washing my undies, I got home and picked the most revealing pair that I could, and went to sit out on the lounger by the beach again. Again, many of the neighbors ventured by at some point, and all of them waved and said hello and not one of them made any comments about my attire. I decided to wander down the beach a bit as I had done the day before. I was still quite excited and exhilarated at first, but soon I had a dilemma. It wasn’t enough. I think it must be what a drug addict feels. I wanted more. I wanted to push further. My night out on the beach alone in the dark topless was far more exciting than wandering the beach in underwear that was just as concealing as a regular bikini.”

“I decided that I needed the thrill I had the night before, being topless. But I couldn’t just rip my top off while walking the beach in broad daylight, so I headed back home and went inside. I went into the bathroom and removed my bra and examined myself in the mirror, topless once more, but this time, during the day. I peeked out my door to see if anyone was on the beach that could see into my house through the glass and saw no one. So, with the wonderful butterflies in my stomach once again, I stepped out of the bathroom and went into the living room and sat on the couch, sort of repeating the steps I had taken the day before in my underwear.”

“I slowly worked up my courage, and then went to stand by the glass wall at the back of the house, overlooking the beach once again, this time with my boobs on full display. I stood there for a good long while, enjoying the feeling of being exposed, and looking out to see who may walk by, and also preparing to dive behind the couch if I chickened out. No one walked by for the longest time, but eventually, the Jennings from across the street wondered by walking their dog. They are the older couple in their 60s that run the convenience store in town. I instantly thought of jumping behind the couch, but hesitated. Instead, I stood there looking out at the water, pretending that I did not notice them and that I just happened to be standing there topless by accident.”

“I mean, I was in my house, and people looking through your windows into your house, can’t really get offended by what they see, right? But they didn’t. They were talking to each other and then looked my way, waved and smiled and went right back to their conversation. It was incredible. The feeling of naughtiness I experienced from being seen topless was amazing, but the fact that they didn’t seem to care just put me over the top. I had been raised to feel like if anyone ever saw you in any state of nakedness, you were doomed or cursed, but I was discovering that at least here in this town, people didn’t seem to mind at all.”

“So obviously, the next step was for me to go sit outside. That was a really big deal. I mean, up to this point, I could sort of explain my behavior away, as getting caught without laundry, or innocently hanging out inside my own home without a top, but going outside topless would just be so blatant and intentional. I would have no good explanation if anyone asked me why. So it took me most of the rest of the day, but that evening, when the sun was setting, I finally got up the courage. I fixed myself a glass of iced tea, put on my sunglasses so I could pretend not to see people if I needed to, grabbed a towel to cover up with in case I got too nervous and wondered out to sit in the lounger.”

“The sun was setting, but there was still plenty of daylight left. I made my way to the chair without being seen and it was amazing. It was the biggest thrill of my life up to that point, to sit in the lounge chair, completely out in the open on the beach, with my boobs on full display in broad daylight. The cool breeze of the sea air, of course, had my nipples standing at complete attention, and I was entranced. I felt like I was sitting topless on the French Riviera as bold and brazen as I had ever been in my life.”

“I had forgotten that, like I explained earlier, sunset is when everyone goes for their walks on the beach. When I remembered this, I almost chickened out. I was hoping to be spotted in my current state by a person or two, but I realized that almost the entire neighborhood would be walking by in the next 30 minutes or so. And they did. I forced myself to sit there and remain calm as the Jenner’s, the Jacobsen’s, and just about everyone else who lived at the beach walked by.”

“And do you know what they all did? Nothing. Nothing at all. I mean they looked at me. Some gave longer-than-normal stares, but they all just waved politely and smiled and kept on walking. Towards the end of the night, Mr. and Mrs. Stewart from two doors down walked by with their dog Skippy. Skippy loves me, and just like many evenings, Skippy pulled them up the path in my direction to say hi. He jumped up on my mostly naked body and licked my face while Mr. Stewart held his leash. Mr. Stewart definitely seemed to admire my large young boobs and spent most of the time staring, but Mrs. Stewart simply made a few normal remarks about how hot it has been and how much Skippy loved seeing me. After a couple of minutes of totally normal chit-chat, they continued their walk as normal as any other day.”

“I, on the other hand, was not feeling like any other day. I was feeling wonderful and free, like I was finally discovering who I was on my own, without my mother’s judgment. I went inside and watched TV and made sure I remained in full view of anyone walking by. I could not tell exactly who if anybody was seeing me at that point, but I didn’t care. I imagined everyone was seeing me and my breasts on full display, and I felt great about it.”


Chapter 9

“That night I couldn’t sleep again. The butterflies in my stomach and the excitement of the day would not let me rest, so I decided to go for another walk on the beach. Not even thinking about putting anything else on at this point, I just headed out to walk the beach in just my smallest pair of panties. It was about 1:00 AM again, so I really didn’t expect to run into anybody at all, but I was walking just to experience the thrill again. I decided I was going to walk like this every night for the rest of the summer if I could. I was walking the public beach in only my tiniest pair of panties, and it felt delicious. Then it hit me like the most obvious realization ever. Why was I even bothering to wear the panties?”

“What I really wanted to be was naked. All of the experimenting I had been doing and the pleasure I was experiencing was really just leading up to this one moment. I wanted to be naked. Completely and utterly naked like the day I was born. Like the way God made me. I wanted to experience this beach, this paradise I was living in, without covering anything at all. So I mustered up a bit more courage and took the final step. Right there on the beach, in the safety of night time with no one around, I slipped my thumbs under both sides of my panties, and pulled them down and off before I could have any second thoughts about it.”

“I held the tiny little panties in my hand and walked down the beach in the cool night air and the dim moonlight, naked outside of a bathroom for the first time in my life, and it was the greatest experience I had ever had. That night, on that walk, with the cool air flowing over my bare ass, between my legs, feeling sensations I had never felt before, I decided that that was the way I wanted to be. I wanted to be naked. I was meant to be naked. I decided that from that moment on, any time I was not naked, I was not being true to myself. I realized that there may be times where it would not be OK, but if at all possible, any time possible, I was going to spend my time without a single thread of clothing. I had turned a corner, and there was no way I was going to be able to go back to being covered up all the time. It just seemed so wrong.”

“After reaching one end of the beach and turning around again, I stopped by here to set my panties on the chair and continued my walk. I wondered if I was going to run into Mrs. Henderson again, but didn’t really care. As I made my way down the beach, sure enough, there she sat with her cigarette in her mouth, waving and smiling at me. Without prompting, I walked over and sat in the same chair as the night before, this time feeling the coldness of the chair with my bare ass. Neither of us spoke for a moment, and then she said ‘tough night again, huh?’”

“I said ‘yep, same as last night. Mr. Henderson snoring again?’ and she said ‘like a sawmill’. Then she looked me over once really good and said ‘I see you decided to go full-on au-natural for your walk tonight. Well good for you, I say.” As if she was reading my mind she said “More power to you. If I were a young hottie like you again, knowing what I know now about life, I’d probably throw all my clothes in the trash and live naked and free as a Jay-Bird.’”

“I didn’t say anything for a moment and then chuckled a little bit and said ‘I’m not sure the neighbors would approve of that fashion choice.’ She chuckled and instantly responded ‘oh please, dear. No one around here cares if you run around here with your little naked ass hanging out. This is a small town and we all accept each other for who we are. There is no judgment here.’ I thought about this for a minute and said ‘I guess I want to fit in. I don’t want people to think I’ve lost my mind.’”

“She then told me ‘Look, you’re an awfully pretty young girl. There is not a man or woman in this town that wouldn’t get a kick out of seeing you hopping around town in your birthday suit. Sure, the men might get a bit overexcited about it, but why not let these old men around here have something other than the Dolphins game on Sunday to get excited about. Let them have their thrill. We’d all have a thrill. You’d be doing the town a public service, showing off your big bouncy boobs and your cute little bottom. I’m telling you, if I had that young body of yours, I wouldn’t even own any clothes.’”

“She went on to explain that there had been another pretty young European girl in town a couple of years back, about 20 years old, who had rented the Marshal’s place for the summer. She said she pretty much never wore a top at all, from the first day she got here. She spent pretty much the entire summer in bikini bottoms only, in her yard and on the beach and even in town once or twice, and she said no one ever batted an eye. They all just came to know her as the girl with the pretty boobs that were never covered up.”

“I was amazed by what she was saying. Was she actually encouraging me to run around naked? It was such a deliciously erotic idea, and it turned me on so much, but I didn’t really think it was something that could really be done. Then Mr. Henderson walked up and startled us both. He said ‘how come you’re not in bed?’ to Mrs. Henderson, and then he noticed me. I sat there without trying to cover up, as he looked me over. Then he said ‘Sorry, didn’t realize you had a guest. Well, you need to come back to bed. It’s late’ and then he just went back into the house.”

‘Mrs. Henderson stood up and said ‘see, he sure doesn’t mind that you forgot to wear clothes’ and gave me a wink and walked into the house, leaving me alone and naked. I leaped up and started walking briskly back to the house, considering everything she has said. Could I really be naked all the time? The idea was so exciting and exhilarating and naughty and erotic all at the same time. For a moment, I actually went weak in the knees, nearly having an orgasm right there where I stood”.

With this, she blushed a bit and stopped talking for a moment. Then she looked at me with a shy smile again and said: “You don’t mind if I talk about orgasms do you?”

“No, not at all,” I said back, with a bit more enthusiasm as I should have.

“Good, because there have been lots of them through this summer’s adventures. It feels weird to talk about the joys and excitement of the naughty experiences I’ve been having, without being able to describe the amazing, mind-numbing, body-wracking climaxes that have been my reward for the whole thing.”

Again, she paused for a moment dreamily, probably reliving one or two of those orgasms.

“Well, I got myself together and made my way back to the house, and ran to my bed and started touching myself. I had two of the greatest, most powerful climaxes of my life that night, just considering the idea of spending all of my days and nights naked. Just the thought of being naked all of the time, being naked and free in front of everyone without embarrassment or shame became my most erotic fantasy. I got myself off that night like I had never gotten myself off before.”


Chapter 10

“The next morning, I woke up totally convinced. I was going to be naked as much as possible. I took a shower and decided if I was going to be naked all the time, I needed to do a bit of grooming. I took a razor to my pubic hair, intending to trim it down to a nice little patch, but ended up getting rid of all of it. I figured if I was going to be exposed, why not be totally exposed. If people were going to be able to see my bouncing boobs and my bare bum, they might as well see everything. After shaving I stood in the mirror and looked myself over. I was a new person, totally naked, totally free, with everything out there. Even the puffy lips of my pussy were now easy to see, and I was ready to go out and face the world.”

“I spent the next day testing my boundaries a little bit at a time. I was no longer the bashful girl that was so excited to be seen in my underwear. I was a new, bold young woman who wanted to be bare and wanted the world to see her that way. But I did need to ease into it a little bit. I started in the same way I had started my previous adventures. I stood at the back of the house, in front of the glass wall looking out over the ocean. This time as soon as I stepped up to the glass door, I saw Mr. and Mrs. Jones from across the street walking down the beach with another man I had never seen before. It was a bit of a shock, as I thought I would have a few minutes to stand there unseen first, but the three of them simply looked up at me, and smiled a big smile and waved.”

“I smiled and waved back and they continued down the beach. I paused for a moment to take in the excitement of what had just happened, and then pushing aside my mom’s voice in my head, and using Mrs. Henderson’s speech about showing my cute ass to the world as inspiration, I grabbed a book and I walked out into the garden and sat. I turned the chair sideways a bit, so that everyone on the beach couldn’t see right up between my legs, but leaving it so that it was obvious to everyone that I was completely naked.”

“Quite a while went by with no one else passing on the beach, and then the Hendersons and the Jacobsens walked by together. When they saw me they looked up and gave me a bit of a larger smile than normal, and waved. When Mrs. Henderson realized that I was now entirely naked, she stopped. She motioned for everyone to come up and speak to me. All four approached and my breath caught as I watched them slowly walk in my direction. They came and stood directly in front of me, all four blatantly staring and looking me over from head to toe.”

“Mrs. Henderson said ‘Hi Zoe. We’re heading down the Stephens’ house. They are setting up a little beach party for the evening. They’ll have music and a bonfire and smores. Do you want to come down with us?’”

“’I can’t do that. Are you crazy? I’m naked.’ Was what I thought from the voice in my head. But I ignored it and just said ‘Sure’. I hopped up and followed them down to the beach. I could already see a group of about 10 people in front of the Stephens’ house, some I recognized, and some I didn’t. It was on that walk that I had my very last moment of hesitation. I actually stopped when I saw the group of people setting out blankets and other items in the sand.”

“But Mrs. Henderson, my new nudity mentor and partner in my naughty crimes, took my arm, gave me a reassuring smile and said ‘Come along now dear. You will be just fine. Just relax and be yourself, and everyone will accept you.’ And she was right. I shrugged my shoulders a little, and then she and I made our way to the party. Everyone greeted me so warmly, and I had the best time of my life that night. By the time the party really got going, there were about 30 people there, about half of whom I knew from previous encounters.”

“We swam and played volleyball and one guy brought out a ukelele and played lots of great beach music while we danced and played on the beach.  It was the best beach party ever, and I spent the entire night frolicking, singing and playing with this wonderful group of people, without a stitch of clothing on, and without a hint of embarrassment about it whatsoever.”

“Needless to say, I spent half of the night that night in bed with my hand between my legs, reliving the excitement of bouncing through the wonderful crowd with my naked body on display to one and all. I came and came and came that night, feeling I had hit the peak of exhibitionist thrill.”

She hesitated for a minute and sighed as if once again reflecting lovingly on the power of past orgasms.

Then she said, “After that, my nakedness just sort of became the norm. I hung out in the garden, went swimming in the ocean, completely naked and free in the daylight, and it was more wonderful than I could have imagined. Over the next few days, it just became normal for me. I never bothered to put on clothes. I hung out on the beach, talked to the neighbors, I even went to another cookout at the Hendersons completely naked and free. At first, each time I encountered a new neighbor in my bare state, there was a ‘holy crap’ moment, but it only lasted a minute or two with each of them.”

“I ran into Mr. Jennings on the beach walking his dog one evening and we talked a little bit. He said he thought what I was doing was quite exciting, and if he was my age, he might join me. As we parted, I told him I would be by his store to do my shopping the next day, and I said ‘Don’t worry, I still have some clothes I can put on for my shopping trips.’ He turned and said ‘You know, you don’t really have to do that. Put on clothes just to come into our store, I mean. Nobody but the neighbors ever come in there, and they have all seen you this way by now.”

“So the next day, I hopped in my car, put the top down, and headed over to the Jennings’ convenience store to get some food and essentials, completely naked, without even taking a cover-up with me. So up until today, I have actually been totally naked for about three weeks.”

“And that’s my story. That’s how I got to where I am now.” She said, looking at me.

I said “Well, now I feel like crap. You were on this wonderful streak, being free and being yourself, and I messed it all up, and didn’t even know it.” I said.

“Oh, it’s not your fault. I had no idea who was going to be moving in there. It could have been someone like my mom who would have had a heart attack if I showed up nude on the front doorstep. But just to be clear, you are OK if I go back to my natural state?” she asked.

“Absolutely,” I said. “I insist.”

“Great.” She said, and then she instantly stood up and pulled her sundress up over her head and off. She stood there now completely naked. Her body was absolutely stunning, and I started to see why Mrs. Henderson had encouraged her along the way. She truly was a work of art. Her breasts were amazingly large and perfectly round and firm, and her nipples pointed almost to the sky. Her body was completely tan all over, including her mound where her pubic hair would have been if she had any. Her pussy looked delicious, with her clit just barely visible at the top and the smooth curves of her pussy lips extending out of sight into the gap in between her legs.

I caught myself staring and instinctively thought I should stop, but realized after hearing her story that she wanted me to look. “What do you think?” She said with a smile.

“I think you look unbelievable. Like a gorgeous Roman statue. I think you are doing the world a favor by letting them see you like this.” I said. Then she turned around to show me the most perfect, tight, heart-shaped ass I have ever seen in my life.

“Unbelievable,” I said.

“Well, I’m glad you like it.” She said as she sat back down next to me in her chair for a minute. “I’m sure in a few days though, you’ll be tired of seeing me bounce around here like this.” She said with a chuckle.

“Not possible” was all I could say.

After a couple of quiet moments, she said: “Will you do me a little favor?”

“Sure, anything,” I replied.

She handed me the sundress. “Can you take this and stash it somewhere for me. It’s been like my safety net for me, in case I chicken out at some point.”

I took the dress and placed it on my lap, looking back at her.

She looked up, gave me a little wink and said “I don’t want a safety net anymore. I’m ready to perform without a net.”

Then she hopped up from her seat and wandered down to the beach. I watched her amazing, tanned body, taking in every bare inch of her flawless skin as she stepped past the sand and dove straight into the ocean.

I realized that I had been right from the start. This absolutely was heaven.
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