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Part One

I opened the door and looked to my right and then my left. It was dark enough outside. I stepped onto the concrete landing and immediately felt the coolness under my feet. It had been brutally hot lately and I was relieved when the temps dropped down to a more liveable, and less humid, 70 degrees. Florida is tropical almost any time of year, but this month, even more so. I glanced around again. It was quiet. Almost peaceful. All I had to do was walk twenty feet and I was home free. Even as hot as it was, I noticed my nipples were erect. Fortunately, there was no one around. I clicked my remote, unlocking the doors and stepped off the curb, into the street. I opened the driver’s door, got inside and breathed a sigh of relief. I couldn’t believe how comfortable my ass felt on the leather seat, directly under it. I’m glad I was able to swing the extra money for real leather. I would have regretted vinyl. Too sticky. I never did get used to the idea of sitting on vinyl seats. I  hate the way the back of my legs feel when I stand up and find myself stuck to the chair. It always sounds like I’m ripping off my skin.  Leather was the way to go. I put my seatbelt on, noticing how the rough fabric covered my left nipple. Anyone driving by wouldn’t even be able to tell I was naked unless they looked very closely.

I started the engine, checked my mirrors, and pulled onto the street. I didn’t know whether I was horny, or just excited. Probably a little of both. I’m 19 years old and this is my very first solo naked drive.

What do I mean by solo?

No clothing with me in the car to cover up. Not even a towel. The first couple of times I brought a long shirt and shorts, should I be pulled over by the police for some reason. Tonight I brought nothing. There was a certain danger about it. I did wear my sexy high-top sneakers, however. I didn’t like driving barefoot. Besides, it’s illegal in most places.

I drove onto the ramp and soon I was lost in a sea of other cars on Rte. I-95. It made me wonder how many of the cars around me contained naked drivers or passengers. Not many, I’m guessing.

The window was half down and my long, blonde hair blew in the wind. A naked drive at night was the rush I needed. Thrilled beyond belief, I picked up speed. One of my favorite songs by Motley Crue played on satellite radio. I turned up the volume and sang along.

I was now seven miles out and each time the odometer showed another mile I got even more excited. I reached between my legs and spread them slightly, feeling my wetness. I decided it wouldn’t be a good idea to play with myself while driving. Looking back over my shoulder, I noticed a rest area on the other side of the highway. It looked pretty empty. Maybe I’d pull in on the way back and diddle myself. The thought of masturbating naked in a car on the side of the highway was overwhelmingly arousing. I had never done anything like that before.

I had now driven 15 and a half miles. Becoming nervous, I had to decide if I should drive back or keep going. What’s another couple of miles? I decided to turn around when I reached 20. It was daring, risky, and probably stupid. Don’t forget. I also had to drive back. “Just fucking do it and don’t worry about it,” I told myself.

When I reached my goal, I discovered I had to drive an additional two miles before the next exit. Had I traveled too far? My head was playing games with me. No one out here knew I was naked. It was impossible. I exited the highway and caught the light at the end of the ramp. It was a busy intersection and when the light turned green I slowly and carefully took a left until I came upon the next light at the entrance to the on-ramp that would take me back home. I had driven far enough. Being on the highway wasn’t bad, but busy main roads? I haven’t been brave enough to stay on them. This was a long light. I felt nervous. I couldn’t take a right on red, so I was forced to sit here, while every car in every other direction got to go before me. That’s when I noticed the police car. It pulled up directly behind me. “Fuck!” I said, out loud. “Just be cool, Joni. Everything is going to be alright. You haven’t done anything wrong. He’s just going the same way you are. Don’t panic.”

I could feel my palms sweating on the steering wheel. I turned on the air conditioner, hoping that would help. Why did I drive the extra miles? That was fucking stupid! The stop light was maddening. It stayed red. I wondered if it was broken. All traffic was stopped. It was supposed to be my turn. If there wasn’t a cop behind me, I would have just run it and hope I didn’t get stopped. Everyone does that when they think the light’s broken. Don’t they? I hoped for a signal from the cop to go through it. Maybe a horn beep, or a quick blast of the siren. I was so fucking nervous my hands were shaking. It was taking forever. There wasn’t anyone behind the cop, either. I kept a steady eye on the officer through my left mirror. Was he looking at me? I wasn’t sure. Did he see something I didn’t? Was my rearview mirror revealing a titty at a certain angle?  “Joni, you’re out of control. You’re not drunk, you’re not high, you’re simply naked. That’s it. Even if you did get stopped, what's the worst that could happen to you?”

That was the problem. I didn’t know what would happen. I know I’d be arrested. I know I’d be charged under some ancient draconian Florida nudity law. They would profile the arrest on the news. The video would show me on the side of the highway, the officer handcuffing me, stark naked for all the world to see, my body blurred by the camera to protect the innocent viewers at home. I could see the headline. Florida Woman Arrested For Driving Naked. Story at 11. My friends and family would see it and I’d be ruined. I’d lose my job at the supermarket and have to leave the state. The entire world makes fun of Florida. Each time some lunatic is arrested for doing something weird, strange, or completely fucked up, the news sites say, Florida Man Arrested for: (Insert your unbelievably funny crime here) I laughed at those stories all the time. I never thought I might be the subject of one of them, though. “Fuck! Turn green!” I I shouted!  And then, almost as if it had heard me, the light stopped teasing and turned green.

I took a right and the cop followed me, closely. I watched my speed. I was doing thirty mph. I was ok. When I merged into traffic I got into the center lane. So did the cop. On top of it, I noticed he was a state trooper. Those troopers didn’t fuck around when they pulled you over. Good thing it was a guy. I might have a shot if he stopped me. A female trooper would just toss me in the back of her patrol car before I could pull my license from my bag.

Why was this cop following me? Even with the air on to the max, I could feel my hair sticking to my forehead. This was crazy. He was right on my tail. I was driving 60 mph in a 65 zone and everyone passed me. Not him. I was ready to just pull over, get out and surrender, and take my medicine. I went too far. I should have brought a robe with me.

Now sweating profusely, I put on my directional signal and slipped into the next lane. The police car followed. I drove an agonizing 6 miles with the cop kissing my bumper. That’s when his overhead lights lit up, flashing blue and red, illuminating my car. I looked in the rearview and knew this was going to be the end for me.  I resigned myself to the sad fact that I was getting busted. I turned on my directional and bawling like a baby, I eased into the right lane and looked for a suitable spot to pull over.

I started to think of friends I could call to bail me out. One of my friend’s dads was an attorney. I may have to notify him. My best friend’s sister is a local cop. Maybe she would come to get me. “FUCK!” I yelled out. “HOW COULD YOU BE SO STUPID?” I slowed down and was about to ease into the breakdown lane when the cop sped up, hit the siren, and sped past me at top speed.

“Wait! What just happened? What the fuck! Here I was all set to surrender and this cop blew by me?” I was being watched by my guardian angel. I don’t know how I kept driving. I was shaking like a lone leaf during an October storm. And I had to pee badly.

I had to keep my shit together. I was on a busy highway and this was no time to be distracted. I couldn’t let this get to me. On the way back, I took the opportunity to pull into that rest area, all the way to the back near the treeline, and parked the car sideways. I turned off the engine and didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. I was a hotbed of emotions. One thing I did know? I had to piss like I never had before. I opened the door, squatted down, and let it fly. I had never been so relieved. My body was slick with sweat and I was breathing heavily, close to hyperventilating. I let myself chill as much as possible before I began laughing uncontrollably. I couldn’t stop. Why was I laughing? Because I had beat the fucking system. I went on an over 40-mile naked drive with no clothing whatsoever. When I realized what an accomplishment that was, I knew I could be naked anywhere. I looked around. The only other vehicle around was a tractor-trailer truck at the far end of the lot. Should I play with myself here? I wasn't sure. I was certainly horny enough, but if the police decided to drive through, I would look very suspicious here in the back. A police officer might assume two teens making out, or perhaps an illicit drug deal taking place? They would surely investigate. Wouldn’t they? I didn’t want to push my luck, but I was hornier than ever right now. The question was, Should I risk playing with myself in a secluded, but public space, or should I wait until I get home safely. I opted to go home. I could play with myself in complete privacy there.


Part Two

I made it home completely unscathed. As excited as I was, I reprimanded myself for driving too far with nothing to cover up with. I could always keep a long shirt or jacket in the back seat, should I run into a situation, but the adrenaline rush came from facing the danger of not being able to clothe myself should something happen. I decided to call Katya. We’ve known each other for years and she usually gave good advice.

I was on the phone with her for a whole three minutes when she called me fucking stupid. I laughed and didn’t even get a little mad. Katya was blunt. It’s just the way she is.

“You could have gotten in a lot of trouble, Joni, And who would you have called? You’d call me, and I’d have to come up with some cash to bail your naked ass out of jail. This is a risky hobby you dumb bitch.”

I told her it wasn’t a hobby. It was something I needed to do. She told me to find a psychiatrist. I laughed again. “And you think I have a problem?” They’re fucking psychos!”

I asked her to take a ride with me some night. She immediately refused. “Nope, I don’t want any part of your nakedness.”

I laughed again, “That’s funny. You wanted my nakedness after that party a couple of months ago.”

“That was different,” she said, raising her voice and embarrassed that I had approached the subject. A few months ago, we went to a party at her friend, Hayden’s house. She was excessively horny all night and got into an argument with her boyfriend. Tyler had been caught texting lewd messages to girls he knows in an attempt to hook up. When he showed up late to the party, Katya begged me to drive her home. When I pulled up in front of her house, I hugged her like I always do and she kissed me. Not a peck on the cheek, mind you, but a full-on, tongue in my mouth, kiss. I was taken aback a bit. I lean toward being bisexual with a penchant for women, but Katya? I always thought she was straight as an arrow. Maybe this was some kind of experimentation thing. I didn’t know. After the kiss (which I did return) I asked her if she knew what she was getting into. She answered, “Hopefully in your pants.”

I cracked up. It was the funniest thing I had ever heard. I loved Katya. I think I have a pretty decent body, but Katya has it all over me. She’s fucking gorgeous.

“Why don’t you spend the night and we can, you know, talk?” she asked, now feeling up my tits.

It wasn’t unusual for one of us to spend the night at each other’s house, so I called home and told my parents not to expect me. I didn’t do that so I could eat her pussy all night. I was staying to make sure she was ok. I wouldn’t refuse her pussy, if she offered, however.

Once inside the door, we kissed again. We ended up on the sofa for 20 minutes, making out like crazy, before she got up, took my hand, and we went upstairs to her bedroom. I had seen Katya naked a million times, but tonight, she looked so fucking hot. She was unusual too. Every woman I know has a shaved cooch, including me. Katya never fell for the bare pussy hype. She let that fucker grow like weeds in an old garden. Somehow, it looked right on her. Sexy, erotic, sensual. I wanted to eat her pussy right then and there, but Katya had other plans. She lay me down in her bed, spread my legs, and went downtown on me. I’m not gonna lie. It was amazing!  Of course, I returned the favor several times that night and we slept naked right next to each other the entire evening.

She was a little weird about it in the morning, but I told her not to let it bother her. It happened, we both had fun and we were still friends. I know if the offer ever became available to me again, I would definitely take her up on it.

After coffee and a blueberry muffin. I told her I’d call later. She didn’t know it yet, but I was planning another discreet drive and every detail had to be perfect.

Arriving home, I parked the car out front, put my keys in the bag, and went up the small walkway to the front door. That’s where I saw Beth Harris. She was outside her house planting some flowers. “Hi Mrs. Harris,” I said, waving.

Beth Harris was in her mid-thirties, divorced, no kids, and lived alone. She was a stunning woman. Long blond hair, a gorgeous complexion, and a body that’s made me take notice more than once. According to gossip from my family, Beth Harris had caught her husband (a prominent dentist) cheating on her with one of his hygienists and by the time the divorce was settled, Beth was set for life. The cars, the house, and a shitload of cash. She always struck me as being a little lonesome. I always made time to talk with her.

“Joni?” she called out, with her big, perfect smile, “Could you come over here for a minute? I have to ask you something.”

“Sure,” I answered, walking back down the steps and across our lawn to the front of her house. “What can I do for you, Mrs. Harris?”

“First. You can stop calling me Mrs. Harris. I’m only 37. I’m not in my grave yet. You can call me Mrs. Harris when I’m long gone from this earth.”

I returned the laugh. She was so fucking pretty. I hoped I looked like her at 37.

“Joni, I argued with myself as to whether or not to bring this up to you, but I got so curious, I just have to ask. Do you go outside when you’re naked very often?”

I must have turned a thousand shades of red. My stomach flipped over and all of a sudden I didn’t feel very well. “She saw me,” I thought to myself. “I should have been more careful. I should have waited and stripped in the car instead.”

“Sweetheart,” she said, with a kind, gentle smile. “Don’t be embarrassed. I did see you last night and it’s something I used to do quite often. I haven’t driven naked, but the urge to be outside alone at night and completely nude has been with me since I was your age.”

“You mean, I’m not the only freak?  “Really?”

She let out a laugh. “Honey, I bet there are a million of us out there. Don’t be freaked out. Being nude is natural. We both have a built-in desire. A need. Some of us can control it better than others, but when it comes down to it, people who are into this sort of thing have no choice. It’s like breathing. You have to breathe to stay alive. Get it?”

Consider my mind blown. I just stood there, letting her words sink into me. This hot, sexy woman sharing her secrets, brought back memories of those many nights, where I snuck out of the house, hiding behind the garage and taking off my robe. The chilly air on my tits and between my legs was intoxicating. I needed it. The urge to do it was with me all the time. I would let the night surround my naked body. Sometimes I would play with myself until I came. Other times? I’d sneak back in the house, like a thief in the night, and quietly into my bedroom, where I would hide under my blankets and get myself off. I remember being outside this one late night when the skies opened without warning. I never remember it raining that hard in my life. I didn’t run for cover. As the rains soaked my skin, I diddled myself and had a monster orgasm. Suddenly, I was jolted back to reality by Beth’s kind voice.

“I bet you began as I did. Going outside after everyone in the house was in a deep sleep? I remember my first few times. I would take two or three steps, chicken out, and then run back inside again. I had no idea why I was doing this. I just knew I had to. When I was your age, I didn’t have the money I had today. We lived in a trailer park, It didn’t matter what time of night it was. There was always something going on. A drunken fight at 3 am, the police arresting some wife abusers, or perhaps a  drug deal gone bad? I had to be careful. It was months before I could be completely naked outdoors. It was worth it. The orgasms I had were 100 times as good as the ones I got from boyfriends. I remember one night trying to see how long I could stay outside without getting caught. I hid behind a bush on the side of the trailer and stayed there until the sun started to come up. How I wish I could have stayed there until it was bright and warm outside and then walk casually back inside. I couldn’t take the chance. Is it like that for you?”

Finally, I meet someone who understands me. I thought I was unique. Apparently not.

Beth and I sat on her front steps and I told her tales of walking outside, being aroused, and frightened, and then running into the house, as quickly and quietly as I could. She told me about a neighbor chasing her at 2 am down the trailer park street. She got away and hid for over 90 minutes, while the police made their rounds. “I thought I was going to get in serious trouble,” she said laughing. “The next day, the newspapers said a naked woman was seen walking around the trailer park late at night. There were no security cameras back then. I got away with it, but it taught me to be more careful. When I got married, I didn’t dare tell my husband  about my special kink. I had to sneak around naked behind his back. He may be a great dentist, but he’s stupid as fuck. He never once caught me.”

I laughed. It was so much fun speaking with someone who shared the same kink as me.

She asked about my naked ride the previous night and I told her the entire story. She laughed, she listened and she understood. I felt comfortable confiding with her.

Beth told me she had taken quite a few clothing-free rides, but never alone. She couldn’t bring herself to do it. She was always concerned she’d get caught. There was a boyfriend she had who was into her getting naked and riding around. “He would drive me around town, and I’d play with myself. He loved it, which,of course, being a guy, he would. One night we were out and I was naked and we got into a fight. He pulled the car over and made me get out. He wouldn’t give me my clothes either. I didn’t know where the hell I was. Somewhere out in the country. It took me well over two hours to sneak around and find a  frumpy old dress someone had left on their clothesline. Then, scared as anything, I had to hitchhike home. Fortunately, the guy who stopped wasn’t a perv at all and gave me a ride 15 miles right to my door. He didn’t ask a single question.”

“You were lucky!” I said, feeling the excitement and sense of urgency in her voice.

“You’re telling me,” she giggled. “I didn’t leave the house for a month after that.”

We continued swapping naked stories, when she suddenly asked, “Are you doing anything tonight, Joni?”

“No. “Why?”

“How about you come over tonight about 10 pm and take me for a ride? All this talk about naked driving is getting me excited. Care to take me for a ride?”

“I’d love to,” I laughed. “Do you plan on bringing protection?”

“Protection? What do you mean, like a gun, or something?”

“No,” I giggled. “Clothing. Something to throw on in case we’re pulled over or the car breaks down in the middle of nowhere.”

“What are you bringing?” She looked excited.

“How about we throw caution to the wind and not bring anything? Are you up for that?” I asked.”

Her eyes were now as wide as flying saucers. I knew she was horny. It was at least 30 seconds before she said anything.

“Really? No safety net? Not even a robe or long shirt we could toss in the backseat?”

“That’s up to you.”

It seemed like tonight would be another new experience. I knew she was nervous, which is why I offered to take the wheel.

“If you want me to drive, I will.”

“I think I would be too anxious to drive,” Beth replied with a nervous giggle.

“I’ll take care of everything. What time shall I pick you up?”

“Why don’t you meet me in my backyard at 10 pm? “We can take my SUV. It’s big, comfortable, and it’s fun to drive.”

“Perfect. I can’t wait. See you at ten.”

Walking away, I was both thrilled and anxious. It was a little fucked up to be planning a naked drive with my 35-year-old next-door neighbor. Wasn’t it?


Part Three

I was so excited, I could barely eat dinner. My parents asked me what was wrong and I told them  I had a big lunch. They wanted to know what I was going to do later in the evening and I told them Katya and I were going out. It wasn’t a lie. We were going out for a little while. She didn’t know it yet, but she was going to be my alibi for my naked date with Beth.

Katya, as usual, was at my house at 7:45. I was glad I was ready. When I got into the car, I immediately gave her shit.

“If you’re early like this all the time, why not just move the fuck in?”

“You wish, bitch,” she laughed. “You’d eat my hairy pie every night.”

“That’s something you wish!”

She made a face as if the thought of eating pussy disgusted her.

“I have something to share with you, Katya, It’s important, so pay attention.”

“What is it? A new guy? A new girl?”

Katya thinks my nude adventures are stupid and dangerous. She doesn’t quite get it, but she understands that I have a kink. She tried going naked with me outside in the middle of the night once, and couldn’t bring herself to do it. She chickened out before we even got down a single step.

I told her my plans with Beth, and that she saw me naked the night before. She listened closely. Then I told her what Beth and I were planning later.

“She saw you naked, already?” she asked, surprised. “I told you before, Joni. Don’t take this shit too far. You’re going to get into trouble one of these days.”

“I’m very careful,” I answered.

“Not too careful,” she answered. “I know she’s your neighbor and all, but she could have called the police or told your family. You’d be in deep shit!”

“But, she didn’t. She’s like me. She loves getting naked and going outside, too,” I said, in a feeble attempt to explain my side.

“I’m never going to fully understand that naked thing you do,” Katya said. “I just want you to be overly cautious when you do it. You don’t know this woman. Maybe she just wants to get inside your pants? Have you thought of that?”

“That’s not only ridiculous, it’s impossible,” I answered. “I won’t be wearing any pants!”

She didn’t appreciate my joke. I knew she was concerned.

“I love you, Katya, Thanks for worrying about me. I promise I’ll be careful .”

“You’d better. I don’t want to get that phone call at midnight.”

“You won’t have to,” I laughed. “We’re going to be careful.”

Katya stopped at our favorite pizza joint. I wasn’t at all hungry, but she ordered some pizza and fries, and I couldn’t resist stealing food from her plate.”

“Would you like me to get you some fries of your own?” she asked.

“No. Yours taste just fine,” I answered laughing, excited about my naked date, later in the evening

Afterward, we stopped at the mall and looked around for a bit and she had me in front of Beth’s house at exactly 10 pm.

“You be careful. Call me if there is a problem.”

“As soon as they uncuff me at the police station, I’ll call. I promise!” I said.

“Don’t even fuck around with the jokes, Joni. Be careful!”

“Ok, ok,” I laughed, kissing her on the cheek and giving her a huge hug. “I’ll be fine!”

I got out of the car and went through the gate to Beth’s back door. She was hiding behind a palm tree in her yard. I wanted to laugh.

“Is that you, Jonie? She whispered loudly, sticking her head out to see if it was me.

She was naked, except for socks and sneakers. I couldn’t see very well in the darkness, but what I could see was fucking gorgeous. Damn was she hot,

I ran over to her and she came out from behind the tree and hugged me. I had never hugged an older naked woman before, at least not while I was dressed. She felt good against me.

“You look awesome!” I said, almost unable to take my eyes off of her gorgeous figure.

“You, too. “Are you going to get naked now?”

“Is there someplace I can leave my clothes?” I asked.

“I have a plastic bag on the steps. You can put them in there.” Her voice was shaky. I knew she was scared.

I undressed quickly, leaving my short boots on, wishing I had taken my sneakers instead.

“You have an amazing body,” she said. “Makes me wish I was 19 again.”

“You’re the one with the hotter body. Seriously!”

“Oh, you mean this old thing?” she said. We both laughed, trying not to be too loud.

“Shall we get this show on the road?” I asked.

Beth took a deep breath. I’m fine in the yard, but I may need a little encouragement to get in the car.”

“Don’t be too nervous,” I said, “This is going to be so much fun.”

I took her by the hand, and ducking low, we made our way to the driveway, and I quietly opened the driver’s door. “If my parents see me, I’m dead,”

“It’s too dark out here for anyone to see you,” she said. “The keys are in the ignition. Get inside and pop the lock on my side.”

I got into the car, and as quietly as I possibly could, I closed the door. The overhead light came on and illuminated the entire interior. I quickly clicked it off. All I needed was mom or dad looking out the window, wondering what their naked daughter was doing with the older neighbor lady.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

Beth took another deep breath. “I think so.” Her bright smile, pierced through the dark of night. I made up my mind right then and there to marry a dentist.

After backing out into the street, I turned on the headlights and we sailed off on our first adventure.

“Where to?” she asked, obviously becoming more anxious by the second.

“I’ll get on the highway,” I said. “I’d be too nervous driving around the city like this. I always figured I was going to get caught if I did that.”

“Sounds good to me,” she said. “I trust you.”

“Just try and concentrate on how good it feels to be naked. Not a care in the world, the soft seat under your ass, and the thought of doing something extremely naughty.”

I caught a glimpse of her in the street lights. She had the tits of someone my age. If she hadn’t told me she was 35, I never would have believed it.

I had a case of Deja Vu, as I entered the onramp to the highway. Beth’s SUV was huge and I wasn’t used to driving it. I merged carefully into traffic and within minutes I was loving the power and speed of this thing.

“I told you it was fun to drive,” she said. I knew she was nervous, which for some reason, made me less nervous. “Open her up a little.”

I laughed. “I think we’ll go the speed limit, seeing as we’re in enough trouble if we get pulled over. I told her the story of the police officer following me the other night. As scared as she was about being caught, she was more excited than ever, Her perfect nipples stood out at attention. I looked down at mine. They were as hard as diamonds, but not nearly as nice as Beth’s were.

“I made it twenty-two miles the other night. Of course, that was twenty-two miles home, too. So 44 miles completely naked without any clothes to save me,” I said, proud of myself at the accomplishment.

“How far do you think we should go tonight?”

“I don’t know. Do you feel lucky?”

“I do. How about 35 miles?”

My stomach flipped over a little. “35? Thirty-five sounds fucking awesome!” I said, trying not to show her just how frightened I was.

We drove for a couple of miles without saying a word. I looked over at her, as she looked at the dashboard, “Is there something wrong?” I asked.

“No, hon, Not at all. I’ve noticed that each time the odometer adds another mile, I become hornier.”

I laughed and smiled. “That’s what happens. You should have seen me last night. On the way home, I drove into a rest stop area to play with myself. I parked the car but chickened out. I had a feeling if I stayed there. I would get busted.”

“I probably would have freaked out, too. It’s exciting, though. Everyone behind, in front of, and next to us is wearing clothes.”

“Maybe not. I bet there are at least one or two people in these hundreds of cars around us who are naked. Why should we be the only ones?”

“That’s true, Like I said, earlier, there must be millions of us.”

“We’ve now driven 28 miles,” I said. “That’s the furthest I’ve been out yet. It’s scary and exciting. How come I feel like I want to have an orgasm and throw up at the same time?”

Beth laughed. “Thanks, Joni,” I needed that. I’m a little less frightened than I was, but this is pure excitement. Imagine explaining what we’re doing to people who aren’t the same as we are? They wouldn’t get it.”

“My best friend knows I do this and she thinks I’m fucking crazy. Does anyone know about you?”

“Just that old boyfriend. I think he’s in jail, now.”

We discussed her marriage. She explained they had just reached their tenth anniversary when she caught him fucking the hygenist. Beth wanted to surprise him at work by bringing him a homemade meal to his office. She was the one surprised when she opened his office door and saw the hygienist sitting on his desk with her legs wrapped around her husband’s neck. “He pissed himself a little. It wasn’t funny then, but it is now. I’ll never forget that stain on his gray pants.” Divorce proceedings began the following week and he didn’t fight over anything. He gave me everything I asked for. He tried to apologize and suggested counseling, but I laughed in his face.”  Beth didn’t tell me what she was worth, but I assumed it was a fortune.

“Thirty miles!” she said. “Can you believe it? This is the craziest thing I’ve ever done.”

“Me too. My palms are sweaty and I have to pee.”

“Now that you mention it, I have to pee, too. Is there anywhere we can do this safely?”

“Not that I know of,” I answered. “Why don’t I pull over on the side of the road and you can get out and pee with the door hiding you from traffic. When you get back inside, I’ll crawl over you, so I can get out. You can drive from there.”

“That sounds like a plan, but pull over now. I don’t want you to piss my car seats.”

I giggled and slowed down, being sure to use the blinker, and very carefully, pulled into the breakdown lane.

Beth opened the door and  jumped out.  She reminded me of a Ninja. She squatted on the grass and began her mission. She was taking forever. I had to go so bad, I couldn’t wait anymore. I scooted over the seats and got out too, being careful to duck, so oncoming traffic wouldn’t be able to see the two naked ladies peeing on the side of the road.

“Couldn’t wait?” she giggled as I squatted next to her.

“I’m not going to be the one who has an oops inside your car, Beth.”

She finished before me, but she waited in her squatting position, while I went about my business. When I was finished, she got in and slid over to the driver’s seat. We still had another 7 miles to go.

“Do you think we should turn back?” I asked, making it sound more like a suggestion.

“Are you alright?”

“I’m ok, I guess. Just a case of the jitters. I’m having a great time hanging out with you. It’s so much fun being naked with a friend. I’m nervous, but I feel better having you with me. If we get into trouble, at least I’ll have someone to go to jail with.”

“That’s not going to happen. We’ve got seven miles, which is nothing. Then we’ll turn around and chalk this up as one of our greatest achievements. I’ve got 2 quarts of premium chocolate ice cream waiting for us in the fridge,” Beth said. “If you want to celebrate with me, of course.”

“You had me at chocolate.”

Sitting in the passenger seat now, I finally got to check out her body without making it look like that’s what I was doing. I can’t begin to describe how fucking hot she is.. The only part I hadn’t been able to see yet, was her ass. Looking at her side profile and her hips, I knew it was round and firm. If I was wet from being naked in a car 30 miles from home, I was wetter from hanging out with this beautiful woman on our naked mission.  I knew she was straight, being married and all, but I didn’t know if she were up for a walk on the wild side with the younger, hot neighbor next door. I can eat a pussy. Ask any woman I’ve ever been with and they’d tell you. I would love to partake in some sins of the flesh with Beth. I’d her to feel her out on the subject and see how she felt.I didn’t even care if she didn’t go down on me. That wasn’t important. What was important was my thanking her properly for such a great evening. If she wasn’t willing, that would be cool too. I could settle for being friends with her. She was so awesome.

After thinking about her body and all the ways I could make her feel, I was jolted back to reality when she suddenly yelled out, “We made it! Thirty fucking miles! Yahoo!”

I cheered along with her. This achievement was one for the books.

“YAY!“ There is nothing we can’t do, girl!” I said

“You’re 100% right!”. “Now let’s get the hell out of here before we get arrested!”

“Next exit is ½ mile. This was a piece of cake.”

“How about some cake with that ice cream?” she said, laughing. “Too bad we didn’t bring clothes with us. We could have stopped for cake!”

“If we had brought clothes with us, we wouldn’t have anything to celebrate. Tell me you have cake mix at home. We’ll bake a fucking cake!”.

“I don’t think I have any cake mix, but I know for a fact I have brownie mix!”

“That’s even better!” I agreed, suddenly hungry out of my mind for ice cream and brownies. That’s the thing about doing something exciting like driving naked with nothing to put on your body. When you’re finished, you want to celebrate. Sex is always on someone’s mind when they’re naked, but brownies and fucking ice cream? I could celebrate like that all night long.

“Take that exit, girl! I said, excitedly. “I’m getting hungry.”

“I’m already ahead of you,” Beth said, as she clicked on her directional and eased onto the off-ramp.

“I think you take a left here,” I said. “The on-ramp, home is about a ¼ mile down on your left.”

We caught the light at the bottom of the ramp.

“We’re halfway there! This was awesome! I hope nothing happens to mess it up.”

When Beth took that left, we both nearly had heart attacks. About 1000 feet ahead, we saw the cops. I had a feeling this evening was too good to be true. If we had taken a right we’d be golden, but it had to be left. Fuck!

There were 14 cars stopped in front of us. We saw  a HUGE well-lt, orange sign that read.

DUI CHECKPOINT AHEAD. PLEASE SLOW DOWN!

“Shit,” Beth said nervously, banging on the steering wheel. “What the fuck do we do now?”

I was ready to puke. This was a hundred times worse than any state cop following me last night. This was a DUI Checkpoint. It doesn’t get much worse than that. There was no way to turn around. The police had set up pylons and cruisers everywhere. Attempting to get away now, would get us stopped (and maybe arrested) immediately.

“What the fuck do we do?” I asked, now completely terrified.

“First of all, relax. There has to be a valid reason why we’re naked.”

“What? What valid reason could we possibly have for driving around in the nude.? There is no fucking reason!”

“We’d better think of one, or we’re spending the night in jail!”

A couple of police officers started to walk to the cars in line and talk to the drivers. They had flashlights. When we were 5 vehicles away, the panic took hold.

“This is it,” Beth said. “We may as well resign ourselves to the fact that we’re going to jail tonight. We’ll be on the news! Our lives will be ruined!”

An officer approached the car. She held a flashlight in front of her, illuminating the inside.

“Fuck!” I said, tears running down my cheeks. “Stick a fork in us. We’re done!”

Beth rolled down her window and sighed. This was the most embarrassing and humiliating thing that could ever happen to anyone. Two naked women about to be taken into custody. Our worst fucking nightmare.

When the cop inspected the inside of the vehicle with her flashlight, her eyes popped out of her head and her mouth dropped to the pavement.

“What the?” she asked, not expecting either of us to provide an answer.

Two crying naked women are what she saw. No sign of clothing anywhere.

“Ladies, I know one of you must have an explanation as to why you’re both naked in public.”

“Actually,” Beth said, “We, um, we’re just, um, er,...”

“We lost a stupid bet with a friend and this is how we had to pay it off,” I blurted out. “We’re sorry. We really are!”

The cop aimed her flashlight toward me. I couldn’t see her face, but she had seen all of me.

“Joni? Is that you, Jonie Adams? The officer asked, shocking the hell out of me. “If that’s you, Joni Adams, you have exactly 10 seconds to tell me what’s going on here!”

“How do you know my name?”

The cop held her flashlight to the ground and after a few seconds, my eyes adjusted to the car’s interior light.

“Kathy?” I asked.

“Joni, What the hell is going on here? Do you know how much trouble you could get into?”

“I know. I’m sorry!” It was Katya’s older sister, Kathy. I haven’t seen her in a long time, but ’ve known her all my life.

“On second thought. I don’t want to know what you’re doing. I’m going to let you turn around and you will go back to wherever it is you came from. If you get stopped by the police on the way home, you’re on your own. You’re lucky it was me who came to the car.”

“Thank you, Kathy,” I said. “I’m very sorry.”

Kathy shook her head as if she couldn’t believe what she had just seen.

She got on her radio.

“The driver in the blue SUV is all set. I’m letting her go. She's sober and has to use the bathroom desperately. I’m directing her to the gas station down the road.”

“10-4 Received,” the voice on the other end said.

Kathy then told the driver in front of us to move up and the driver behind us to move back. We were turned around and headed back down the road in 60 seconds. We were both shaking. It was suddenly very cold in the car.

“What the fuck just happened?” Beth asked. “Did you just experience what I did, or was I dreaming?”

“It’s no dream,” I answered, not believing what just happened, either. “Fortunately, my best friend’s sister was working the checkpoint tonight.”

“Do you know how lucky we are?” Beth asked, shaking her head from side to side.

“I know,” I was nearly hyperventilating. “I still can’t believe it. I thought I was going to puke all over the floor of your car.”

“I wouldn’t have been mad if you did. That was a fucking nightmare!”

We didn’t speak much on the way back to Beth’s house. We both had to calm down and that wasn’t easy.

I breathed a sigh of relief when we pulled off our exit. We were only two miles from home. Being as stunned as we were, I was a little puzzled as to why I was becoming wet between the legs.

We pulled into Beth’s driveway and both of us breathed a heavy sigh of relief. We looked at each other and even managed to smile.

Did we just come out of that whole thing unscathed?” Beth asked. “We couldn’t have been luckier.”

“I’ve never been so relieved in my whole life,” I answered.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“I think so! We’ve been through a lot with each other.”

“Don’t think I’m being out of line, Joni. Ok?” she asked hesitantly.

“Of course, not. What’s your question?”

“I feel dumb for asking, but, are you the least little bit horny?” Beth was red-faced and embarrassed.

“Are you?” I asked, astonished that I wasn’t the only one.”

“I’m ashamed to admit it, but I’m as wet as an afternoon Florida rainstorm.”

“I didn’t want to say anything, but I could use a good orgasm.”

“You’re welcome to spend the night,” she whispered, seductively.

“How about that ice cream, first?”

She laughed. “I hope I’ll be sharing more than my ice cream.”

I won’t go into this in great detail, but I’m sure you can figure exactly what we did. We had our ice cream in Beth’s king-sized bed. She was bi. I could have sworn she was 100% straight. She later admitted to several one and two night stands with other women after her divorce. She didn’t go near a man for a long time, and I don’t blame her.


Finale

So, what’s happened since that fully naked drive?

Beth and I are spending more time together. Since she only lives next door, my parents haven’t been overly suspicious about my hanging around with the lonely divorced lady. I know it’s not going to turn into anything serious. There’s too large an age gap between us. That doesn’t mean we can’t have fun together. Hanging out and having sex with girls is fun, but like Beth says, “ I need a big cock inside of me once in a while.”

Katya and I still hang out. I haven’t been able to convince her to take a naked drive with me. I told her we could take clothing with us, as a backup. She became very frightened for me after getting stopped by her sister. The cool thing was, Kathy never told Katya about catching me naked with another woman. I thought that was pretty decent. I told her everything because I always tell her everything. She tried to make me promise I wouldn’t naked drive anymore, but I told her stopping was out of the question. I did promise, however, to make sure I have a robe or sweat pants and a t-shirt to grab in an emergency. As hot and thrilling as it was to drive with no lifeboat, it was kinda stupid.

Beth and I spoke of going out and taking another drive together, but so far we haven’t done it. It’ll happen. She is definitely on board with the clothing in the backseat idea. She’s learned her lesson too.

Thanks for listening to my story. If you’re planning on taking your own naked ride, I salute you. It takes a certain kind of woman to do it. If you’re an exhibitionist, and you’ve already been outside in the nude, you’re already that type of woman.

Remember to take your spare clothes, have plenty of gas in the tank and be sure to have ice cream waiting for you when you get back.

See you on the highway!

xxooo


MORE Naked Erotica from Vicki Vex

Thanks for purchasing my books. Please feel free to check out some of my newer titles, as well as my older classics on my Amazon Author Page.

xxxooo

Vicki Vex

Titles Related to Driving Naked by Vicki Vex

CAUGHT NAKED

Emma’s trapped naked inside a closet at her boyfriend’s house when his parents return unexpectedly.

THE NAKED COAT

Sue discovers what she believes is the perfect coat. It’s what happens when she wears it that concerns her.

EXPOSED AT THE COMEDY CLUB

Zoe wants nothing more than to become a famous comedian. When she insults a comedy club’s best customer, the owner comes up with a devious idea designed to humiliate her. Zoe doesn’t know it yet, but her punishment becomes the push her career desperately needs.
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