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Risky ENF Bundle: 5 Exhibitionism Public Nudity Short Stories


ENF Island: Permanude Exhibitionist Humiliated and Exposed

Coarse, sticky sand and the hot summer sun are waiting for me when I finally open my eyes. Holy… I'm still alive, I think as I clumsily lift myself up from the shore, fighting a bout of fatigue that thankfully clears as soon as I stretch my arms and legs. I can't believe it. Nicole, girl, you're okay!

Smiling, I run my fingers through my messy head of hair and let out a sigh of relief as I do my best to recollect myself. So much happened so fast that I don't even know where to begin: one moment I'm showering in my deluxe suite on the cruise ship with a cute guy waiting for me to come to bed, the next I'm pushing through a sea of people to make it to the lifeboats, carrying nothing with me but a towel and the determination to survive. Sirens blared. The ship roared as flooding water put incredible stress on the hull. Once the power cut out, it was impossible to see anything except for the bright stars overhead and the harsh, artificial shine of flashlights. I didn't think that I'd make it, and sure enough—I didn't. Not to the lifeboats, at least.

Instead I lost my footing and dived head-first into the cool ocean water as the massive ship capsized and slowly sunk below the waves behind me. Fuck… I remember thinking as I floated aimlessly, watching the ship disappear as stranded survivors around me swam toward a landmass in the far horizon. I followed them, exhausting every ounce of energy I had available to me—if the island had been a yard farther from where the ship sunk I don't think I would've had the strength within me to swim all that far and crawl onto the shore. But I had. Somehow, I survived.

And now I'm still breathing with my spirits and my body intact—excusing a minor sunburn and a few scrapes and cuts, of course. Okay… Okay. You're safe, I repeated to myself, pinching my bare arm just once to make sure I wasn't dreaming from the afterlife. This is 2024. A ship that large sinking definitely made worldwide headlines. There's no question you'll be rescued, especially with modern technology. All you have to do is wait. Easy, right?

I stood up on the shore—and sighed as I noticed my bare breasts caked with sand. Let's hope. I didn't have time to get dressed…

The island, from what I can tell after a few moments of searching along the shoreline, shows no sign of life except for palm trees and crabs and coconuts far too high up for me to have the hope of pulling them free. There's no tracks in the sand, no other evidence of human activity besides myself—a good thing, considering my lack of attire... I wasn't planning to leave all my things behind, but once the chaos started, even taking a towel with me proved to be a challenge.

Let's hope something washed ashore for me to wear. There has to be salvage nearby. Food. Water... Clothes.

It's a hopeful enough of a thought that I continue walking along the shore, meanwhile trying to enjoy what's left of my 'vacation' before the demands of survival overwhelm me. I never thought once in my life that I'd end up stranded naked on a deserted island. I mean, certainly the thought had occurred to me before… but naked? Naked with literally nothing to my name except for a smile? Is my luck really that bad?

At least I have the body for it… I think as I wipe off the sand stuck to my naked skin like glue, off my shoulders and thighs especially. I have an athletic but still feminine build: jogging regularly in the mornings before work has given me a great hourglass figure, and my large, perky breasts couldn't be better. Sure, I wish I did have clothes to wear… but maybe a good suntan would do wonders for me. I did want to get rid of my tanlines.

Ugh, you're so full of yourself, Nicole, I think as a momentary lapse of confidence makes a blush form across my face. Try saying all of that when you have to be rescued naked on live television. I'm sure you'll love talking about your body then!

I bite my lip—and try my hardest to push that thought far, far away so I don't have to focus on it further. Even if I have to fashion a skirt from palm leaves and crack open coconuts to use as a bra, I'll have clothes to wear before I'm rescued. But when it comes to the island and whoever else is here…

I spot the rising smoke of a fire in the distance—a camp, from what I can tell, although a smoldering hunk of hull washed ashore is probably not out of the question. A closer look and I can definitively that it is a campfire. A cool chill tickles my bare skin as my nudity finally hits me. I've been naked for so long since the first alarms on the ship went off that I'm more or less accustomed to the sensation of my breasts swinging, my thighs rubbing together as I walk. But I am still naked. I literally could not be more naked if I tried.

And the fact that I'm trying to meet up with other survivors… like this…

I stay firm. I know well enough that I don't have a choice. Clothes or no clothes, I need to meet up with the other passengers of the ship... as much as it pains me to say that.

I walk as normal in direction of the smoke, leaving the shore for a dense cluster of trees and overgrowth inland, until I'm within viewing distance and hear the nondescript murmuring of conversation—arguing, given the tension in their voices. I count four unique voices, all female, but there might be other people too—there's just no way for me to know for sure unless I poke my head out from the palm trees. Instinctively, I shield my breasts and hold them close to my chest, but it doesn't do much good. They'll spill out of my hands no matter what I do. My areola are so large and pink that I can't even hide them with my palms.

And that's to say nothing about my pussy… I shaved before my trip because I was planning on hooking up with every guy I could get into my bed, but now I wish I kept my trimmed patch of black pubic hair that I had rocked before. I'm not sure why. I think I would feel less naked if I still had it, there between my legs hiding my pussy lips from direct sunlight.

I realize I'm stalling. I'm tired, sweaty, sunburnt, and naked—and I'm stalling just because I'm too flustered to own it. So what if I'm naked? I doubt any of the other passengers are doing much better than I am. Some of them have probably sustained injuries, and I'm worried about my modesty?

Damn it, Nicole, I think to myself, sighing. Just bring clothes next time and you'll never have to worry about it again. It's that easy! Next time the ship you're on crashes and burns, wear clothes!

I bite my lip, take a deep breath, and push the heavy leaves of a palm tree aside to get a clear look of the camp. There are a lot more people than just four distinct voices: instead there's at least ten people, all surrounded by a meager campfire with little in the way of food, fresh water, or supplies. That's not good… if they don't have that, there's no way they'll have clothes, either. Maybe I could ask for one of their coats or something?

"Hey, what are you—"

The voice coming from behind me makes me jump out of my skin. I freak, flailing my arms around as I try to smack the voice away. Instead all I end up doing is bounce my breasts and make it painfully obvious that my birthday suit is the only outfit I got off of the shipwreck. A confused, lost face stares back at me—a woman's.

"Wow, uhm…" the woman trails off, blushing as her eyes drink in my breasts. I'm so stunned from her reaction that it takes me a second to remember that—yes—I should be forming a hand bra right about now. I cup my breasts with both hands to hide my nipples, which seems to alleviate her shock a bit, but not by much. It's clear that out of all of the survivors she was expecting to meet, a nudist woman probably wasn't the first on her mind. "You're naked. You do know you're naked, right? You're like, so fucking naked."

The blush on my face draws all of the blood I have available. God, I wish I had another pair of hands right now. My breasts are too big to cover with only one arm, but that's not even my only problem, because I can't just have my bald pussy on display like this, too! "I—I was taking a shower when the alarms went off," I try to explain. "I didn't have time to get dressed. I had a towel with me but I lost it in all of the commotion."

The woman laughs weakly as she nervously scratches her back. She's wearing a loose, torn white tank top about a size too big for her—a boyfriend's from the look of things—along with a roughed up pair of denim jeans. Her straight brown hair is done up in a pony tail, but is otherwise ratty and oily: she probably needs a hot shower more than I do. Anyway, besides the clothing disparity, she looks just as disheveled as I am, with the same messy tangled head of hair and sunburnt shoulders. "That's humiliating. I was asleep, but I was still able to get my pants on. You weren't able to bring anything with you?"

Do you think I have somewhere to hide belongings right now? my subconscious snarks before I come up with a more polite answer. "No… I'm just lucky I was able to get to shore."

The woman nods compassionately. "Yeah, that's what matters at the end of it. The important thing is we're alive. Anyway, I'm glad to meet you, Ms..."

She extends her hand momentarily before abruptly pulling it back, realizing that I'd have to expose my breasts if I wanted to accept her handshake. "Oh, hehe, right," she giggles, shooting an invasive glance at my overbearing cleavage. "Your hands are a little preoccupied, aren't they?"

"You're telling me…" I sigh. "Please tell me someone in that camp has clothes for me."

She shakes her head. "I don't think so. We all left the boat with nothing but the clothes on our backs, and even that isn't much. Mostly sleepwear, you know?"

I pout for a second and stomp my barefoot on the ground. "There has to be something." I peek through the palm trees again and watch the campgoers with increasingly exasperated envy. "I can't spend the rest of my time here on this island with no clothes on."

"Don't you think you're being a little ungrateful, Ms..."

"It's Nicole."

"Whatever, Nicole, naked girl—whatever. Don't you think you're worrying about the wrong thing here?"

The accusation annoys me more than anything. "Of course I'm worried," I say. "But still, we could be on this island for weeks, months… I can't spend all of that time as a nudist!"

Oh God, I think as a realization, the most important one, finally hits me like a smack to the face. I know I'm partly exaggerating, but when I say it like that…

I'll be spending the next few days, at the very least, surrounded by other survivors—naked.

I literally will not have any clothes to wear. And I know I won't be able to 'wear' this pathetic excuse of a hand bra forever.

"Sorry, hun," the woman says as she pats my bare shoulder and steps through the palms trees to regroup with the camp. "But until we're rescued, I guess you are going to be a nudist."

"Wait!" I call out. I throw my arm forward and pull the woman back to me, back underneath the tree canopy. "You have to help me. Somehow. There's so many people in that camp! I can't just walk in there and say hello!"

The woman rolls her eyes at me. "What am I supposed to do?" she asks. "It's not like I can will clothes out of thin air. Besides—you haven't even asked me my name."

This time I'm rolling my eyes. Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't realize a proper introduction was so important when I'm literally fucking naked, I think heatedly. It's a good thing I'm able to keep those words to myself, though. Instead I say, "What's your name?"

"It's Bonnie," she states simply, arms crossed, like she's beneath this conversation entirely.

"Okay. Hello, Bonnie," I say defeatedly. This is so humiliating—and this is just one person. How am I supposed to walk around naked in front of a dozen people? In front of rescuers on national television, even? "I know you can't get clothes for me. I just... maybe you could tell them that I'm here, and I can hide in another part of the island so we never have to see one another?"

The idea isn't exactly convincing to either one of us. After all, I'm suggesting living as a hermit in the buff is somehow better than living with the rest of the survivors. During night, I'll regret that decision quickly. I'll be freezing my butt off before I know it. In fact, I can already feel the setting sun lower the temperature somewhat, especially as the wind picks up around us.

"Yeah, how about you just say hello like a normal person?" Bonnie says, smirking. Even she is aware that greeting that many people without clothes on is a nightmare in and of itself. "I know you're naked. I myself can very clearly see that. But I'm sure if you can be naked around one person, you can do it in front of everyone else. They're all cool people, too! You're just being shy for no good reason."

That's easy enough for you to say, I think as I subconsciously hold my breasts tightly with my arms, getting a little better at hiding my large areola behind them. Compared to me, she has no breasts to speak of. She's flat as a washboard despite easily being in her mid thirties.

"I'm just trying to salvage what little modesty I have left at this point," I say bitterly. "Can you at least come with me so I can stand behind you, or something?"

"Why are you so nervous about this?"

"…Because I'm naked? Like I'm standing here fucking naked?"

"You know, I'm starting to wonder if that's even a good excuse!"

"What am I supposed to say? I'm embarrassed! Nobody has ever seen me like this! And definitely not a crowd of people! Fuck, I know it's ridiculous, but just help a girl out here, please?" I'm not asking much."

Bonnie sighs—but ultimately nods. At least she's been nice enough to look at my eyes instead of at my breasts while we talk. I can only imagine if I ran across a guy first instead… "Okay, I'll introduce you. You just stay behind me and I'll do the talking, mmkay?"

"Thank you," I say, resisting the urge to make a more pointed remark as we leave the privacy of the trees. Back under the hot beating sun, I can't help but feel more exposed than ever. There are no shadows with how much light is focused on me. Every inch of my curvaceous body is on display. If I was strutting my stuff down a beach back home, wearing a two-piece bikini that suited my figure, I'd probably love the kind of the attention that I'd be receiving, but here…

Why am I so humiliated about this? It's all I can think about ever since I woke up. I'm supposed to be confident in my body! And yet I'm a total mess just from the thought of being seen.

Maybe it's the reality that I won't be able to get dressed. That's it. I won't just be naked for a few more hours: no, I'm stuck like this. I once read a smutty romance book about a guy and his English tutor who end up stranded on a deserted island after a plane crash, and they were there for a full year.

Can I really be exposed for that long? I guess after awhile it would get boring, for Bonnie and the rest of the survivors. But still…

Ugh. Nicole. You have a serious overthinking problem.

"Okay. You ready?" Bonnie says to me as she eyes the myriad of expressions on my face whenever I'm concentrated on my thoughts. "Earth to naked girl, you should probably be wide awake when we do this!

"Right—sorry, sorry," I say tiredly. I place one arm across my breasts and my hand over my crotch, then bend over slightly as I walk to make sure everything is nice and covered. It takes a second, but walking while holding this pose isn't too much of a hassle. But can I walk like this for a full year? Only time will tell, I guess.

Bonnie cups her hands over her mouth as she calls out to the group sitting around the campfire, causing heads to raise and turn to face us. Immediately eyes grow wide. "Bonnie! Who is that with you?" a high voice says.

"Another survivor," Bonnie says as she steps in front of me, providing another layer of cover just like she had promised before. However, the awkward positioning only makes my nudity more conspicuous. Eyes turn and grow wide as they spot me. Any conversation happening in the camp instantly dies in favor of me and my body.

I wave with my hand, still holding my arm close to my breasts. This is so fucking humiliating—couldn't Bonnie have at least given me her T-shirt? At least she could hold her breasts with one hand! "Hey, I'm uh… Nicole…" I say weakly, my voice barely loud enough for the wind to carry it to the camp.

"She got off the boat after taking a shower," Bonnie explains as she walks toward the camp, completely forgetting that I'm paralyzed from the attention. But she's too far away now, too far to use her body to cover mine. "Couldn't bring her clothes with her. It's a whole ordeal. Jess, do we have anything she can wear?"

It's difficult to tell who she's talking to until I spot a woman shaking her head. There's seven people in the camp, all women—whether that is a good thing given my lack of attire is anyone's guess. Most of them are around my age: late twenties, early thirties, though I can see noticeable crow's feet on a woman sitting by the fire as she stares curiously at me. None of them are dressed in a way that would benefit me: no overcoats, no jackets, nothing I could tie around my waist as a makeshift skirt. And it's clear from the barren campsite that they couldn't recover any blankets or sheets from the wreck, either.

Ugh. Come on, I think. Give me a break already.

Sure enough, Jess answers no: the only way for me to wear clothes is if someone else got naked in exchange, which clearly does no one any good. "Sorry, Nicole," she says compassionately, obviously resisting a smirk at my expense. "A few of us are going to walk around the shore later to see if we can recover anything, so if we find something, we'll let you know."

I sigh but do my best to appear grateful. "I—I'm just not used to being this exposed," I say with a weak, weak laugh. I try to let my hands down and place them at my sides. It's a little more comfortable that way, since my arms are tired enough as it is, but the sensation of my breasts being caressed by the warm wind can't help but be distracting. "It's kind of weird knowing I can't get dressed."

That's the crux of it, isn't it? It's not just the fact that I'm naked in the presence of a half a dozen women, all who are more dressed than I am. It's not even the fact that I lost my towel on the way to the lifeboats. It's the permanence. I mean, I'm a nudist now as long as I'm on this island. Because what other choice do I have?

"You'll get used to it. We're all a welcoming group," a woman says as she comes up to me and takes my head to lead me to the campfire—out of all of us, I'm certainly the one who needs the most warming up. "I'm Annie. Don't worry. We know a distress call was sent before the ship sunk. Someone will find us in a matter of days."

"…Let's hope. Is there seriously not any guys here?" I ask after a brief pause, blushing slightly at the question.

Annie looks up to me. "Marc and Jacob are searching the rest of the island at this moment, but they are supposed to come back soon."

Annie realizes the implication of that standpoint as she eyes my breasts cupped in my hands. "Hehe, sorry. You might be receiving a lot of attention from then later."

"I'd be shocked if they didn't pay attention to me," I say as I roll my eyes, turning away so she doesn't think that I'm making fun of her. Even an hour dressed like this is an eternity for me, and now there's guys to enjoy my eye candy too? Around us, stares and glances continually land on my naked body—I can even hear a hushed giggle or two, though the owner of the laughs is quick to pretend they didn't utter a sound. Somehow, for some reason, that reaction makes my nipples harden, forms goosebumps on my arms and shoulders. I've never felt quite this way before: this level of embarrassment I've never experienced once in all of my life.

It's getting to me. Slowly but surely.

For the rest of the day and well into the night, I hang around the campfire and make first introductions with everyone there, which slowly gets easier once my nudity becomes, well, boring if still the talk of the town. Eventually I get so sick of covering myself that I hold my arms against my sides and pretend they're glued to my skin to stop myself from doing it. Besides a few snickers, the group of women are welcoming and nice. For dinner we have canned goods salvaged from the ship's kitchen. It's not glamorous, but it help us survive until the following morning. We surprisingly recover more to be expected along the shore, even if clothes are still nowhere to be seen. At the very least, we have enough non perishable food to last us for the next week, well before taking into account what food hunting on the island might give us.

I finally get a chance to meet the guys of the group when they return hunting, after the sun has set. Unsurprisingly, they're obsessed with me, eyeing my fat breasts the entire conversation as I explain how I left the ship without any clothes on. I don't bother covering up, though. Instead I place my hands on hips, spread my legs ever so slightly as I stand, making my nudity as obvious as possible to desensitize it to them. Maybe if I leave my body on display like this, eventually people will forget about it and treat me as if I'm dressed?

The happy, boyish smiles on their faces after they leave suggests otherwise. If anything, my reputation as the naked girl in camp has only been more solidified.

I don't know it yet, but my inner thighs are trembling, a hot wetness sticking them together as I stand. I'm not ready to admit it yet, but…

I can't believe I just had a full conversation with two men with my bare pussy on display, I think, sheepish and so nervous that I'm shivering, and not from the cool wind. They were staring the entire time. And they were so obvious about it too!

I don't bother covering up anymore from that point on, finding the experience so wonderfully intoxicating that I'm happy to leave my body on display.

The night is warm and humid when I fall asleep, as I close my eyes under a palm tree's leaves which I've made to resemble a makeshift blanket. It's not strictly uncomfortable, but then again, last time I slept on the cold sandy ground, so it's clear I can sleep on anything.

Still… it's peaceful, looking up at the night sky, seeing the bright stars shining in a way you'd never see anywhere close to civilization. For a second my hand caresses my breast, rubbing my nipple against my palm. What I wouldn't do to at least have a shirt, but at the same time…

Maybe this isn't so bad, I think after recollecting all that had happened that day. I was so worried about it before meeting the camp, but now that I'd spent the last few hours naked with them… what was I so concerned about?

I allow my hand to explore the rest of my body. Before, touching myself in this way was purely to cover myself—to shield my nipples from being seen, for example. This is the first time I'm taking advantage of my nudity, enjoying it, embracing it.

Instinctively I sink my fingers into my needy pussy and find them come back slippery wet with juices. I… I'm turned on from this? I wonder as I move my fingers around, watching the wetness drip down my hand. I mean, I know all that attention is stimulating to me, but I didn't think…

I didn't think I'd get off on it.

It's hard not to imagine the next few days in crisp detail as my fingers tease my clit. It's all I can think about, and the more I do, the more my pussy begs to be touched after a whole day of agonizing exposure. I think of Marc and Jacob's excited glances as I walk around camp naked, stretching, bending, striking poses while I gather firewood. I think of them fucking me in the middle of the camp where everyone can see. I think about being an exhibitionist, exposing myself and my gorgeous body to my heart's content without limit, without shame, without fear.

It's such a fucking powerful thought that I cum immediately, my pussy barely able to take it for any longer. Why not just own it? I can do whatever I want. I'm naked, which means I can show off in front of Marc and Jacob and tease them to oblivion without consequence. Hell, they'd love it. I wouldn't be surprised if it's an ultimate fantasy for one of them, having a beautiful naked woman to enjoy on a deserted island. Fuck, it may just be mine, too.

I try to reach for a second orgasm as I allow moans to escape my lips. I promise to myself that for as long as I am on this island, I'll let my exhibitionist spirit take over. After all, this was my vacation before the cruise ship sunk. Why not continue having some fun?

My attitude the next morning is so radically different from the day before that I may as well be a different person, one free to experiment to her heart's content her new limitless freedom.

My first goal for the day is to bathe. The guys discovered a fresh water source further inland yesterday, a small pond surrounded by the overgrowth of the island, so I head there after telling Bonnie that I'm leaving—making sure Marc overhears us at the same time. It's not a long journey on foot—nor is it that hard, considering I don't have anything to bring with me. But hey, it's good exercise.

Once I'm at the edge of the pond, I dip my toes inside the water, then bring myself inside, rinsing away a day's worth of grime ruining my normally smooth, perfect skin. I feel like a goddess being rejuvenated, although of course there's only so much I can do with rain water and no soap or conditioner. I splash water against my breasts, stretch my arms as high as I can into the sky, watch as the warm beams of sunlight hit my skin, making the water particles shine in the heavenly glow. I continue to strike poses, focusing on highlighting each aspect of my body.

Because I know I'm being watched.

He's certainly not making his voyeurism all that discreet. He probably thinks because I can't get dressed, him watching me can be played off as simply keeping an eye out—after all, we still don't know what animals are on the island. But it's clear what his true purpose is: he wants to stare, and there in the cover of the trees, he can look as much as he wants to. In the camp, he'd get no such luxury.

I turn and face his direction, which causes him to dash back into the overgrowth—a bad plan, since the rustling of the leaves only makes it more obvious he's been spying on me. But I don't want him to leave for good. I call out, raising an eyebrow as I pretend something caught my attention. "Hello? Who's out there?"

My voice sounds so innocent, and it brings Marc out to confront me within seconds. He scans my body, doesn't pull his eyes away until he's gotten a good glimpse at me. He knows if he diverts his gaze now, he'll reveal that he's maddeningly excited by me, the naked woman in camp that can't help but flaunt her body.

"Sorry, I was just keeping an eye out," he says. "We still don't know if the island is completely safe."

I giggle as I step out of the water, strutting on the forest floor until I meet him face to face. I'm not being subtle here. I want to fuck, and I don't want him to leave the pond without him receiving that signal crystal clear. "I'm sure you have only pure reasons in your heart for watching a naked woman bathe in a pond."

That catches him off guard, most of all because he knew me as the shy, nervous woman. It's clear he doesn't expect this kind of flirtation from me. Still, he's quick to recover. "Sounds like you were enjoying the attention," he says. "And it looked as if you were enjoying showing off."

I smile gently to him. "Honestly? Considering I have no clothes to wear? Showing off is all I can do at this point."

Marc laughs, eyeing my perky breasts for a split second before bringing his eyes back to me. "Why do I have the lasting impression you don't even want to get dressed? You'd think you would've fashioned a skirt out of palm leaves by now."

"That barely counts as clothes," I laugh. But he has a point. Back at camp, we have all the tools necessary to break upon a coconut, run a string through it, and make something like a bikini top for me to wear—but I chose not to follow through on that idea. Ignoring how impractical that would be all be… they've all seen me naked. What's the use now in hiding it?

Especially when a certain someone in the camp clearly is enjoying the sight of me.

I take his hand and guide him away from the pond. This place is far too secluded for whatever I plan to do with him, and for what he wants to do to me. Without words he picks up on the signal and lets me lead him closer to camp. I don't plan to make a spectacle out of it, but I do want some danger. It's more fun that way.

He gropes my breasts, teasing my nipples by rubbing his rough, calloused hand against them. After eyefucking me all morning and the night before, he's impatient to finally touch me. I let him, bringing his hands closer to roam my every inch of me. His cock is bulging through his ragged jeans.

"You should get naked too," I say sweetly.

"What, so you can finally get dressed?" He laughs.

I can't lie and say the idea didn't cross my mind, if only so someone else on this island can experience the embarrassment I had to go through. "No. I just think your clothes are going to get in the way."

"You're a very persistent woman, aren't you?"

"Oh, I try."

I have his clothes on the ground and his cock in my hands a moment later. We're dangerously close to camp; simply peering through the palm trees with the right angle and someone would find us. But I don't care.

I stroke his cock until it reaches full mast, then get on my knees. It's not the most comfortable position—I would've obviously preferred the master bed in my cabin on the cruise ship—but I'm too pent up to wait. He doesn't mind the impatience. After all, it's an excuse not to work on the camp, if at the very least.

"Fuck, you're good at this." He groans. I take his cock into my mouth, swallow it whole until my laps touch the base of his shaft. I've become so fucking needy and all I want to do is suck his cock.

I grope my breasts with my free hand, then bring it down between my legs to finger my needy pink clit. I'm still not completely satisfied with my orgasm from last night. I need more.

A rustling in the bushes causes Marc to whip his head in direction of a noise. A few other survivors are going back to camp, probably after surveying the island further. We both can hear commotion from the camp, but it's too distant to make out any words. "Something's happening," Marc says breathlessly as I work magic against his cock. "We should take a look and see."

I pull his dick out and take a deep breath before I can form words. "I'm sucking your dick and you're worried about the camp right now? Your priorities need fixing, mister."

"If there's a ship out to rescue us…"

"There's no way. We only just got here," I say, and think, I only just got started.

The noise from the camp only grows louder, and Marc pulls away despite his raging hard on. Even I'm curious now, although my lust has made it difficult to focus on anything else. Annoyed, I get back up onto my feet and part the tree branches to get a better look of the camp grounds. "What do you think's happening?" I ask.

"I have no idea. We should get dressed."

I pause for what feels like a lifetime before he finally realizes his poor, poor choice of wording. "Haha. Yeah, right. Well, you do you, I guess."

He gets dressed, and I follow him back to camp before my eyes widen. There's a ship heading to the shore, far in the horizon, but close enough that it clearly cannot be anything else. The other survivors have built a large fire, so large that the smoke billows high into the sky—we are being rescued.

And I'm still naked. Shit.

"Wait!" I call out, but Marc is already running at full speed to reach the shore and the other survivors. There's no chance for me to borrow his shirt, much less ask him to find something for me to wear. Suddenly an avalanche of embarrassment and turmoil hits me again. Fuck! How am I supposed to get dressed now?

I rush into camp to look for a knife, which is my best bet to cut down a palm leaf to use as cover. It's not clothes. But it's something. Thankfully, there's a knife alongside the rest of the camp supplies that we were using as a can opener: I take it and dash back into the overgrowth to see what I can do in the limited time that I have.

Ugh, how is this supposed to work? I'll still be fucking naked! Everyone will still know I've spent my entire time on this island in nothing but my birthday suit. How is this going to fix anything? Ugh!

With the large, green palm leaf cut free from the tree itself, I place it over my breasts and sigh. Sure, it's something, but there's no way I can hold it to shield both my breasts and my pussy at the same time. Holding it vertically… no, that doesn't improve anything, since my breasts are too big, and they simply spill out of the sides.

I blink. What am I doing? If everyone is being rescued right this second, I might be left behind!

It feels much like I did when I ran for the lifeboats, naked except for a towel to cover me, only in reverse. As I meet up with Bonnie, Marc, and the other survivors, we watch as boats descend from the main ship into the waters and begin sailing in our direction. I hold the palm leaf close to my chest, blushing slightly as I wait. In fact I do a lot of waiting. At the same time Bonnie gives me a look, curiosity clearly drawn on her face.

"Enjoy yourself?" she asks, resisting the urge to laugh.

I blush. "Not exactly, Bonnie," I say, still smiling at my predicament even though my face is beet red. I know for a certainty that in a couple of hours, I'll be dressed and on my way back home, having put this moment in my life far, far behind me… but now? Right this second? I feel so naked. So ridiculously, humiliatingly naked…

I wave shyly at the ship from afar as it slowly comes to the shore—and I let the palm branch fall to the ground by my feet. It's funny, but this embarrassment always gets to me. There's something so oddly exciting about it that I can't explain. Maybe I just like the adrenaline. I don't know.

But as much as it humiliates me to admit it… maybe I'll accidentally lose my clothes in the future? Well, as long as I don't get stranded on a deserted island again!

THE END


ENF Princess: Exhibitionist's Clothes Stolen by the Stream




Chapter One

What I wouldn't give to get out of these tight, garish, utterly ridiculous clothes! Princess Raenisa thought as she stepped out of her carriage, breathed in the brisk night air of the birchwood as she surveyed her surroundings. After a long, long day on the Queen's road, all she wanted was a hot bath to soak in and a book to read, but here, this far away from castle Tornbridge, she would have anything but. She sighed as she brushed her gold-red skirt for dust, eyeing her servants as they brought equipment and supplies out to set camp for the night. The royal caravan had planned to travel further, but with two broken wheels and a herd of exhausted horses to deal with, well, they had no choice but to settle here, in the middle of nowhere, a day's journey from their destination and an even longer journey from home.

She shook her head in annoyance. Ugh, what a nightmare, she thought. I'll never understand why I must go to this ball. As if any suitor in the land deserves my hand in marriage. Mhpm.

"Princess," one of her servants called out as she tried to recover her composure, admittedly to no avail. "Dinner will be served in a quarter of an hour, the chef thought you should know."

"Thank you," Rae said, not insincerely. At least a hot meal was in her horizon if not anything else. An itch distracted her, brought upon her by the constricting flowery dress she wore. As princess she had worn many a fancy dress, but this one seemed hellbent on being her mortal enemy, tormenting her hour after hour as the caravan went at a snail's pace to Fort Elden. For that reason, there was only one objective on her mind: getting out of this so called 'outfit', if it could be called one. Rae preferred to think of it as torture device, more akin to an Iron Maiden than a proper dress for a lady such as her. Thankfully, her time with it was at an end.

Well, until the ball, at least.

Rae tried to put that event in the far back of her mind: for now, she had other things to worry about. "Is there a stream nearby?" she asked her servant before he left. "Did our scouts catch sight of one?"

The servant nodded and pointed to an opening in the trees. "Yes, princess. There should be one a quarter of a mile that way. Shall I ask a guard to accompany you?"

"What, as I undress and swim naked in the water so he can watch me? No, I'd rather be left alone, thank you."

The words came out with more venom than Rae had expected, but the servant shrugged it off, went back into the carriage to retrieve more supplies for the night. Rae sighed as she lifted the skirt up above her knees and went into the birchwood. She knew well enough that her manners needed some improvement: as heir to the throne, Rae was within years going to be queen, a position Rae was in no way equipped to handle. She was old enough for it, of course: at twenty one she had successfully evaded the wants of every suitor she had came into contact with, to the grave disappointment of the king, something Rae did regret to some extent. She did not like responsibility, she knew. More than that, half of the time she scarcely wanted to be royalty, although Rae could never quite articulate what it is she wanted. She wanted… something else, a different kind of life.

A life that did not involve ostentatious balls and dresses, overbearing men desperate for throne and not her love—a simpler life.

If only Rae knew how much she would soon appreciate her extravagant lifestyle as she slipped the dress of her thin, hourglass frame, as the water of the stream came into sight. Thank goodness. At least one thing did not fail me today, Rae thought as article after article of clothing fell down to her feet, finally leaving her with nothing on her skin but makeup on her soft, round, elfin face. A bath now will do me a world of good. Being stuck in that caravan all day does a number on a lady's spirits, now doesn't it…

She kicked off her slippers, undid her braids, then stepped into the cool, cool water as Rae only took a momentarily glance at her surroundings. She trusted her royal guard to not peep on her, as well as her dedicated servants… but now that she was naked, the thought did cross her mind.

Let them see, Rae thought as she bit her lip, giggling to herself as stream water splashed against her bare legs, her inner thighs, and most of all the impatient goddess between them that hadn't been touched in well over a day. There was no privacy traveling in the caravan, but here… she had a moment to herself, finally. A moment to relieve some pent up pressure that was close to making her explode from sexual frustration.

Only Rae knew what kind of gorgeous body lay under her overbearing clothes. Sure, maybe she thought too highly of herself as the only heir to the throne, but Rae also thought that if all the people of her kingdom did see her body like this, bare to the night air and the stars overhead, they would certainly make her queen—no, emperor—within hours. Everything about her was perfect. Her perky, supple breasts and soft, pink nipples. Her long smooth arms and legs, as well as her head of fair hair the color of shining polished gold. She was royalty, and royalty was meant to be seen, and her body reflected that purpose.

I get so full of myself when I masturbate, Rae thought, rolling her eyes at herself as she sunk her fingers inside her wetness. But then again, I never get to act on my exhibitionism. This is all the risk I can muster, touching myself here only a short distance away from my guards, my soldiers, my servants.

She imagined herself on the throne, legs spread, wearing nothing but her crown before her loyal subjects—that fantasy alone was enough to make her quivering hairy pussy come to the verge of orgasm. It's not that Rae ever hoped to be in such a position—no, she'd be absolutely mortified—but there was some excitement to it, a kind of freedom she desired in an abstract sense. As princess of the largest kingdom of the land, she had little autonomy. The events she attended, the clothing she wore, even the food she ate: she had control over none of it.

Masturbating, however... at least that she could do on her own accord. And so Rae pleasured herself, reveled in the moment, until the orgasm finally came and violently shook her legs until she nearly collapsed into the running water. She giggled, surprised at her pent up her pussy had been. I really need to do this more often, she thought to herself as she dipped further into the stream until she was neck deep. My body—no, my soul—desperately needs this kind of relief, if not hourly than at least daily.

Rae sighed, placing her wet hands over her breasts as water droplets ran down her pale white skin. If only she had the privacy for such a venture. This was the first time in a long while that she was even separated from her guards, and even now they were still only a short dash away from being able to protect her. She had no real privacy.

For that reason, Rae took advantage of the moment for all of its worth. She continued teasing her pussy lips, groping her breasts, letting herself feel free well past the point of orgasm. Rae knew in her heart that it was the only kind of freedom she would ever have access to. She was determined to not let it get away from her.

Rae heard a sound, a crunching of autumn leaves from behind her, but she did not look in the direction of the noise. She assumed that it was simply a servant checking on her, maybe to tell her that dinner was ready to be served. Rae paid them no mind. She would get dressed and return to the caravan when she was ready, and not a second before. But the footsteps grew louder and louder, until finally they stepped into the stream itself. Rae turned, stood still, her eyes opening wide at what she saw.

It was an elvish woman, with long floppy ears and an angular face, and she carried with her in her hand all of Rae's clothes.


Chapter Two

"I—" Rae didn't know what to say. "What are you doing? Put down those clothes right this instant!"

"Oh, these?" The elf giggled aloud as she waved her hand up and down. risking dropping Rae's garments into the stream, ruining them in an instant if she decided to loosen her grip. "Oh, I don't know. You seemed to be enjoying yourself a lot without them, princess. Do you really need them?"

Rae blinked, a hot blush filling her face as she stepped farther back into the stream, hoping that the clear, almost transparent blue water could still cover her most private areas. Just who was this person, anyway? Rae knew well enough that she must've been a native to the area, but besides that detail she knew nothing else about the elf holding her clothes hostage. Did she mean her harm? No. The creature clearly had recognized her as royalty: if she did mean to attack her, she would've done that far before announcing her presence, before even taking the opportunity to grab her clothes along the shore.

It's not as if the elf was impoverished when it came to her attire, either. In fact, she might've been as elegantly dressed as Rae if she were, well, actually wearing her clothes. The elf wore a long white summer dress down to her knees, and gold bracelets on her wrists and ankles. She was barefooted and appeared to be underwear-less going by the indentation of her nipples through the thin, thin fabric of her dress, but otherwise was entirely decent. Her innocence was another matter. This was one some simple wood elf. Wood elves were rare, if not practically non-existent in her father's kingdom. Only humans lived in these lands, as far as Rae knew. And besides: wood elves were a benevolent race. They were not the sort to steal a beautiful princess's clothes and risk compromising her, however little, modesty.

There was only one answer. She wasn't an elf—not exactly. No, she was another being entirely. "You're a wood nymph," Rae stated bluntly, already confident that her guess was in fact correct. She had been warned by her advisors before departing from the castle of the dangers this forest had, and one of them was this creature right before her. Technically, the warning was for her guardsmen, who would likely bathe in the stream next morning: any one of them would be easily seduced by a succubus such as her. Instead, however, the wood nymph had her. A princess. Rae wasn't familiar with the stories and legends, but she knew whatever a wood nymph might be capable of, it wasn't good, even if it was just mischief.

Rae gulped. She must've been watching me all this time, she thought, the blush across her face as hot as a roaring fire at this point. She saw everything…

The wood nymph simply smiled. "A nymph? Well, I wouldn't use that exact term. But it's certainly better than the array of insults hurled in my direction before. It'll do for now."

"That answers nothing," Rae spat out. "What are you doing with my clothes?"

"Oh, nothing," the nymph said. She giggled, twitching her floppy ears as she held her free hand over her mouth. "I'm just making sure they don't disappear. Nymphs don't typically have such a need for something as pesky as clothing. The only thing I'm wearing anything at all for the moment is because I didn't want to shock you too badly. But let's fix that, shall we?"

With a snap of her fingers the nymph's summer dress slowly dematerialized, scattering each and every strand of fabric into particles that soon were caught in the wind. The nymph did not seem to care that the sun was shining on her now, exposing every inch of her bare flesh, her supple breasts, the shaven sex waiting between her thighs. Did this 'creature' have to get naked? Rae was bewildered if nothing else.

She's making a mockery of me! Rae thought, frowning. She tried to focus: this was a magical being, who had just proved she could spirit away her clothes in an instant. The last thing Rae wanted to do was walk back to the caravan naked to explain what happened. She needed to settle this. Now.

The nymph smiled, content to tease her for the rest of the night. "How do I look?"

"Like a nuisance, like most wood nymphs are according to the stories."

"Most nymphs aren't like me. And where are your manners? Aren't I speaking to royalty? You haven't even asked me my name!"

"You just got naked in front of me! You are the last person in the realm to be speaking of manners!"

"And you were the one masturbating her heart out in front of her oh so loyal guardsmen. I think that says more about you than it does me, silly. After all, I'm a nymph. Deviancy is a feature of my race, in case you haven't noticed, besides lust and desire and all that."

"None of my servants saw me," Rae said, gritting her teeth. "And even if they did, they would've turned away out of respect for their princess!"

"But you did want them to see you—did you not?"

Rae's jaw hung open. "I—I don't have to answer to you!"

"And I don't have to give to you these clothes I found. See how that works?"

Rae furrowed her brow, growing more annoyed by the second. Still, some element of modesty overcame her, and she placed her arms over her breasts and pussy to prevent the nymph from seeing them. Not that it mattered, of course. The nymph had been perving on her for the better part of her clandestine masturbation session. What 'modesty' did Rae have left at this point? "Ugh! I've had enough of this. Whoever you are, you're speaking to royalty," Rae announced, not willing to call out for her guards not yet, at least not until some of her clothing was returned to her. "Just give me back my clothes so we can both go our separate ways."

"Oh?" the nymph asked haughty. "Are you really in such a hurry?"

Rae blinked at the question. "Well, yes? I'm standing here in cold water naked, in case you haven't realized."

"Mhm, sure." The nymph shot her a look. She turned from side to side, surveying the stream as she held Rae's dress in her hand. "I just think it's rather interesting a high and mighty princess such as herself would be caught masturbating in an exposed stream such as this, don't you think?"

Rae was flustered at the accusation, regardless of how true it might be. "I might be royalty, but I am still a woman," she argued. "Now. Clothes."

The nymph grinned. Okay, I'm done playing, Rae thought as she primed herself to pounce. I don't care about my nudity. If I have to, I'll rip the clothes straight from her hands.

With that, Rae dashed and tried to grab at least her dangling dress from the nymph—but the creature was far too fast for Rae to even lay a finger on the fabric. She dodged to the side almost instantaneously, giggling madly to herself as Rae worked to catch her breath. Of course. She has access to magic already. Teleporting and super speed is not to be taken lightly.

"You really have no shame, huh?" the nymph asked. "You are an exhibitionist. It's so obvious. No wonder you needed a moment to let out some steam, huh?"

"I am not an exhibitionist!" Rae roared. It didn't matter that her bare breasts were hanging exposed, that her hands were at her sides and not in front of her body to protect her. It didn't even matter that she was masturbating in the stream! This nymph, this succubus or what-have-you—did it really matter what she was?—was just trying to get a rise out of her. Nothing else.

"Oh? You're not an exhibitionist? You're not?" The nymph gave her a smile.

"Yes! I've said that plainly enough already! Now, give me my clothes!"

"Plainly enough? Well, I'm not convinced. So let's prove it!"

Rae blinked, and in that very second all of Rae's clothes, her dress, her bra, panties, garter belt, stockings—all of it was suddenly teleported farther down the stream where the current was stronger, faster as it went downhill. She shot a furious glance at the nymph, then rushed to wade through the water to catch up with her clothes. "Ugh! Must you be so frustrating?" she called out as the nymph followed her along the edge of the stream, teleporting from place to place simply to annoy her.

"Unfortunately, I just love being a frustration," the nymph said as she waved at her, having teleported on top of the edge of a flat rock to sit herself down. "However, I have had my fun for the night. I'll let you be. Have fun getting your clothes back!"

"Are you mad? I'm not having any fun at all!"

Thankfully, the nymph kept to her word and stopped chasing her as Rae herself chased for her soaked clothes, which were so far down the stream that she struggled to catch up. Why didn't her dress get snagged on a rock, a broken tree branch, anything? More magic? Probably. Her dress looked as if it were sliding on a level surface of ice, not dipping in and out of the turbulent water, whereas Rae had to tough it out. But she didn't have a choice but to keep pace with her clothes. She couldn't just go back to the caravan dressed in nothing. Her reputation would be ruined. No, she needed her dress back, regardless of how exerted she was.

The dress continued to slip out of her grasp, and Rae kept chasing—until a peculiar sight in the distance forced her to stop in place. She wasn't just wading naked further into the birchwood. No, that would've been too easy of a circumstance. Instead, she was wading into a village, and her clothes were still too, too far.


Chapter Three

Rae's eyes went wide as she realized the predicament she—or rather the nymph—was now in. She was naked (this part she was unequivocally aware of), hopelessly lost, and her clothes were still what felt like miles away, having entered a small village dotted with modest houses and dirt paths. The stream itself seemed to zigzag through the trees, houses, and everything in between—no doubt that was convenient for the peasants who lived here, but it certainly was not going to work for her!

I can't believe this is happening to me… Rae thought ruefully as she waded out of the stream and took position behind a birch tree, which was not the most practical of cover, doing nothing at all to conceal her nudity or even the fact that she was standing behind it. Well, something was better than nothing. I need my clothes back. My inner garments at the very least. With those I can shield a fraction of my modesty so I can return to the caravan. Without them…

No. A princess is not to be seen like this, naked and wet with specks of mud and debris covered all over her. I just need to go around the stream, find where my clothes ended up. Whatever enchantment the nymph placed upon them cannot last forever.

It wasn't a plan. Sure, she knew she had the shadows as well as the night sky to protect her: Rae doubted that any person would realize she was au naturel until she was right in front of them, she'd simply appear as a nondescript silhouette to anyone not paying the closest of attention. But that 'protection' wouldn't last for long, especially if she were caught. She needed to think of something better, an alternative in case her dress was nowhere to be found.

Maybe there's some spare clothing hanged up to dry somewhere? Rae thought as she left the birch tree and scurried across the forest floor. No, that doesn't make any sense. It's pitch black out. Why would anyone dry their clothes at this hour until they had simply forgotten about them? So much for having an army of tutors to educate you, Raenisa. Is this so called 'plan' the best you can come up with?

The princess sighed. She was so tired at this point, her thighs still burning faintly and her bare feet sore from rushing down the stream. Every muscle in her petite body was spent. Did she really have the energy to sneak around some secluded village just because she didn't want to walk back to her caravan in shame?

The idea certainly didn't strike her as very pleasant. No, her mind was settled. Not a soul in the realm was going to see the princess's beauty today. Well, besides that nymph…

No more wasting time. By now her guards no doubt realized the princess was missing: she had only a handful of minutes left before they scoured the entire woods to find her. She needed to act fast.

With that, Rae dashed as fast as she could and hid behind the wall of one house, a residence of some kind judging by the chimney venting smoke outside. She could hear the murmurings of discussion inside the house's walls, but the exact conversation Rae couldn't make out. It didn't matter. Still crouched down, Rae snuck to the corner and surveyed the area. There was no obvious way to get to the stream from this angle. There were too many houses, too many obstacles and points of interests to be mindful of. The town seemed to be sprawling and definitionless, and without a light source it was impossible to make out what was what. She saw a clothesline connected to two separate houses, noticed something hanging from the line—a sheet, maybe? It was pure white, which thankfully stuck out like a sore thumb in the soft blue moonlight.

Rae raised an eyebrow. A sheet is something, she thought. It's not clothing, but at least I wouldn't be exposed.

Rae took in a deep breath, ran her fingers through her damp hair and untangled knots tying her locks together. She was such a mess in this state, more like a starving animal scavenging for food than royalty. But it would all be over soon. Strategically 'repurpose' the sheet, put it on, and return back to the caravan. Easy.

Only… things were never easy.

"Just what is this? Ellin, do you see this?"

Rae stumbled backward, flinching at the sound coming from behind her. No, not behind her, behind the house, somewhere near the stream a short distance away. That brought her a momentary second of relief, but it didn't last. There's only one thing that could catch someone's attention at this hour, and it had to be Rae's elegant, expensive clothing.

No!

Not thinking clearly, Rae snuck around the side of the house to get a better look and hid behind a wooden barrel for cover. There were… two people, a man and a woman, from what Rae could tell in the dim moonlight, and the former had a balled up mass of cloth in his hands. Rae could identify that relatively easily: there was no peasant in the realm who could afford encrusted gems in his clothes.

I'm never going to catch a break tonight… Rae thought as she shook her head. She gritted her teeth, then crouched back down behind the barrel. The wood felt so rough against her naked skin, icy cold, as if she were laying against a glacier, and her body reacted appropriately: goosebumps were all over her bare arms and legs now. Not once in her life had Rae been this naked before, and for this long. Her little act of rebellious exhibitionism had certainly gotten her into a lot of trouble, hadn't it?

Her hand, on its own accord, drifted toward the empty space between her shaky legs. She had all but recovered from her orgasm earlier, and now a part of her craved further release. This would be the worst place in the world to satisfy her urges, of course, but somehow at this point Rae did not care. She was already naked. What did it matter if she were caught masturbating as well?

Her fingers gently caressed her pussy lips, before Rae's senses finally returned to her, forcing her hand to pull away. No, not now. She was still princess and the next in line to the throne. Her modesty was not the only thing at stake here. She had her future to worry about. What would the masses think about their future queen if she were caught tonight? She would be a laughing stock. A joke.

No. That would not happen.

Rae sighed. Next time when I'm traveling I'll have my guards scour the entire area, she thought, still annoyed at the mysterious nymph who deemed it fit to ruin her night. If that is what I have to do to have a moment to myself in the future, that is what I'll do.

Her thoughts were interrupted by additional footsteps sounding behind her. The man and the woman were still talking, idly discussing Rae's clothes as if they had just discovered a gold nugget in the stream. "Where do you think they came from?" the feminine voice asked, sounding curious but also sleepy from the late hour. It was clear from her tone that the only thing she desired was to head back to bed—a good sign for Rae, at least. "It couldn't have come from nowhere. The tailor couldn't have made this, could he?"

"No, I doubt it. It isn't his make. It's from some hussy, no doubt, bought it from a traveling merchant perhaps," the man replied. That struck a chord more than anything. It was one thing to take a woman's clothes, but to assume she's a hussy as well simply because they were misplaced?

Rae gritted her teeth so hard she risked chipping a tooth. I swear I'm burning this village down once I'm done. This is maddening.

Trying to focus again, Rae fell on all fours and snuck away from the barrel. There was no use listening to the couple any longer: her original outfit might as well have vanished, since it no longer did her any good. The sheet was her best—and maybe only—option now.

Rae waited below a curtained window, listening for footsteps to come back inside. Once they did, she took it as a signal to dash for the curtain. She ran as fast as she could, her barefoot slapping against the cool dirt ground, then pulled the sheet off of the clothesline before immediately wrapping it around her thin waist. It was much too big for her to wear as a dress: even walking with this much fabric trailing behind her would be a pain, but it was something, now after so much time naked and exposed. Rae clung the sheet to her chest—and sighed. Thank goodness. Now I can finally go home.

…But then a voice sounded behind her, causing a harsh shiver to ride up and down her bare spine, and her newfound 'clothes' to fall down on the ground at her feet. "Just what are you doing? Thief!"


Chapter Four

It was a curious fact Rae recognized that after being naked for this long, she didn't truly feel naked. True, her consciousness knew well enough that she was bare, that she was a mile away from the clothes waiting for her in a chest back in her carriage, but at the same time, she was also accustomed to it, her nudity. She didn't feel 'exposed' in the way one felt as they were intimately aware of the cold air caressing their skin. She simply felt like herself, as she would be when wearing clothes. The experience of her nudity had gotten old and no longer exciting. Her bold desire to experiment with her exhibitionism ended the moment the nymph appeared before her, and not a moment after that.

But Rae did feel naked now, in this very moment, as a strange man's eyes fell upon her, drinking in her beautiful, curvaceous figure. She didn't know what to say—certainly she could not admit that she was royalty, that a princess of the greatest kingdom in the realm was completely naked in the middle of some unimportant village. No, that would've been a nightmare in and of itself. Damn it!, she thought as she stepped backward, nervously smiling as she threw her arms over herself. What do I do now?!

"Mind you do me the favor of explaining why you're out here like this in the middle of the night?" the man asked. He seemed harmless enough, despite his sour tone and the judgmental look on his face. He had an unkempt black beard peppered with grey, and wore a green tunic—a typical commoner, the kind Rae would see in crowds cheering for her as princess. Suffice it to say, Rae thanks the Gods the man could not recognize her now. The dim moonlight did well enough to hide her identity, but the fact that she was still a mess from wading in the stream helped as well. That worked to her advantage. As far as the man was concerned, she could've been anyone.

"I—I—uh," Rae stuttered, struggling to think of the right words. "It's just very cold, sir. I… just needed something…"

"You're an orphan, huh? Folks really left you with nothing, I take it."

Rae's eyes shot up at the man, and she blushed as she realized this was not the worst cover story in the world, given the few options she had. "Yes, yes!" Rae said enthusiastically. "They were horrible mean. I—uh, before they passed away, I mean. I had to sell everything just to survive. Including my, uh, clothes."

Gods, I feel like such an idiot right now, Rae thought, resisting the urge to roll her eyes at herself, lest she spoil everything right here and now.

"You're rather old to be an orphan," the man noticed as he stepped forward, his eyesight having adjusted to the weak blue moonlight. He inspected her, for a time appreciating her soft breasts and patch of pubic hair she had trimmed above her pussy. "You're a woman fully grown."

Thank you for being so insightful… Rae thought, but instead said, "I'm twenty one. But please, sir. I really just need something to wear. I know it's a lot to ask, but…"

The man sighed and turned around, motioning for her to follow him. "Come on. I'll take you inside."

Rae breathed a sigh of relief and did what she was told. Wait, now… am I really going to do this? she thought as the man opened the large wooden door to his door, led her inside a small place lit by candle light and the crackling of a fireplace. A princess shouldn't be here doing this. I'm naked and I'm waltzing into a commoner's home like some curiosity!

She thanked the gods above at least that the man seemed to live alone, given that there was only one bed in the space, and no signs of feminine clothes or other belongings around. That didn't help matters, of course. She needed something to put on, and it was clear that this man, whoever he was, didn't own anything she could wear.

She never felt more naked before, that she knew. Outside in the cool moonlight, she felt no different than when she had first undressed near the stream to bathe. But here, now with warmth caressing her bare skin… it felt different, somehow, this exposure. Her nipples hardened noticeably. Rae could not tell if that was from some innate exhibitionist arousal, the warmth, or both, but still Rae noticed how her body reacted in this very moment. A thought struck her, one that she'd never entertain for as long as she breathed. She wanted to masturbate again.

She was still pent up, and all this running around, all this exposure… no, Rae had to admit it to herself now. She was enjoying this, as much as she wanted to lie to herself. The nymph was right. What an exhibitionist she was to think of masturbating in front of a man who had known her for all of five seconds.

The thought was tempting—but Rae did well to resist the urge. You're a princess, Raenisa, she thought as she blushed, hoping that the man mistook her expression as a sign of embarrassment, not lust. You're a princess and you need to remember that. Now come on, Rae! Stop this!

The man, thankfully, diverted his eyes respectfully, and he was nice enough to light a few more candles to warm her up. Other than a few choice words, he didn't mean her any harm—a blessing. "I'm still confused, to be quite frank with you," he said as he put fresh wood into the fire place. "A young lady such as yourself shouldn't be running around undressed. You should know better."

I trust that I do, mister, Rae thought, somewhat annoyed. In fact, I'm very confident I'm aware of that by now.

"I know, sir…" Rae trailed off. "My clothes were stolen, and I—"

"Stolen? By whom?"

Rae blinked. Should she mention the wood nymph she came across? The thought came across as silly to her, and useless, considering that revealing that information would bring her no closer to clothes. She stumbled for another excuse, something simpler. "I—there were some hooligans, and I—"

Her voice was cut off by the loud, booming sound of hoof stomps coming from outside—a sound that Rae was intimately aware of ever since she left the castle. Her guards were looking for her.

And they were here.

No! I can't get caught like this, Rae thought as she motioned to look out of the window, only to see the silhouettes of horses and guardsmen through the trees. I can't risk my reputation on my servants finding me. I need to leave this house. Now.

Rae shot a nervous look at her companion, who clearly had noticed the commotion as well. A surprised expression fell upon his face. "Where are you going? You're still—"

"Naked, yes, I know!" Rae said as she shoved the door open and scurried away, keeping low to the ground as the village woke up around her. There was no doubt in her mind: her guards would raze this town and interrogate every person for miles if it meant that their princess would be brought to them safety. She didn't have time now. She needed clothes!

The people of this village may not recognize me, but my servants absolutely will. I can't risk them catching sight of me, Rae thought, dashing from cover to cover until she created distance between her and her guards. Damn it. What do I do? The sheet is gone. That couple no doubt has torn my dress of all of its jewels, rendering it unwearable. Agh! Come on, Rae… There has to be something you can do!

Her heart was throbbing, and between her legs a pleasant sensation distracted her. No, there was no way she was getting aroused from this. That would be insanity. She—

At the first opportunity, Rae slipped back into the birchwood, just barely evading the bright aura of torchlight as foot stomps sounded around her. She placed her back against the nearest tree, slowly slid down until she was crouching, legs spread with her arms between her thighs. There was no use now: what clothes could she possibly find at this point? She was destined to be seen like this. Naked, wet. The realm's darling princess finally seen by all.

Somehow, that thought only excited her. It should have scared her, if she still had some semblance of a working brain left. But now, after this exhausting journey, she was about ready to walk naked back to her carriage regardless of who laid their eyes on her.

My servants… everyone. Seeing me naked…

A shaky moan escaped her lips. What was the use of fighting it? It so clearly excited her. Her nipples were as hard as diamonds, and her leaky pussy had soaked her fingers as they rubbed her clit. She imagined herself masturbating in front of them, her servants, her guards. Her subjects.

Gods. Something must be wrong with me. I—I just can't control myself any longer.

Rae bit her lip as she craned her neck, looked aimlessly at the stars above as her fingers worked magic against her clit. She just wanted to cum now. That was all that mattered this very moment. She would worry about her modesty afterward, once her head was clear. But now? She just wanted to fucking cum.

"Fuck…" she whispered. "I… I can't stop…"

She spread her legs further, as far as she could without falling down on the grass. The air kissed her, caressing her beautiful body as the star and moonlight shone on her. Something about this was more pleasurable than masturbating in the stream. Maybe because back then she knew she could get dressed at any moment; her exhibitionism was risky only in the sense that she was doing something lewd in the potential presence of her guards. But now, without her clothes, without even the chance of getting clothes…

What was there to say? Her sweet pussy was aching. It had never ached so desperately before. Her nudity had never been so intoxicating, her desire to orgasm never more spellbinding than now.

"I'm such—ah—a dirty slut…" Rae whispered as she shut her eyes. A slut. The word was so inappropriate for a princess such as her, and yet she wanted to say nothing else. Slut. A beautiful naked slut masturbating in a forest waiting to be caught. But she also knew she was more than that. And now the words escaped her like a confession trapped deep inside her: "I'm Princess Raenissa and I'm such a dirty slut. Fuck, fuck."

I really am a mess, Rae thought as she reached the edge of climax. Now she was just torturing herself. She could cum right now, if she truly wanted to, and escape back into the village to find something to wear once again. There was still a possibility of Rae returning to her carriage with her modesty—more or less—intact. But it was clear to her now that she did not care. She wanted to be seen, even if she could never admit it until now.

She lifted up her leg and propped it up with her hand, spreading her pussy even further. This was it: she had to cum. She didn't have time to do this any longer. And yet it felt so good. It felt so fucking good and she couldn't stop, she just couldn't stop.

"…Princess?"

Her explosive orgasm hit her well before she could process the quiet voice behind her. She shut her legs, trapping her hand between them as her thighs quaked, her entire body giving out as wave after wave of pleasure shook every muscle, every nerve she had. She threw a hand over her mouth, doing her best to silence her moan. Did they see her? No—no. They were too far away. All they were seeing was a silhouette in the forest, nothing more.

"I—yes?" she called out, still staying within the shadows. A weak sigh billowed from her lungs. "Yes, servant?"

"Thank goodness you're safe! Here, let me—"

The man's eyes went wide as the unclothed Raenissa left the cover of the tree and walked to meet him—and the guards beside him. Rae could not imagine what was going through his head in that moment—nor did she care to find out. "Take me back to my carriage. I am very tired and want to get some rest. And before I forget… send a new dress for me. I appear to have misplaced mine."

The servant blinked, a hot blush filling his face as the guards around him put down their swords. "I, yes, princess," the man said. "I'll… get right on that."

Rae smiled lazily at him. "Also, if you would not mention this moment ever again. I would greatly appreciate it. Do that and I'll knight you myself once I become queen."

It was easy enough of a favor, one that Rae would be happy to fulfill if he kept his word. The man nodded eagerly, at the same time doing nothing to divert his gaze from her body. "Yes, princess. Thank you."

I'm sure you are grateful, Rae thought, rolling her eyes. And with that, the princess walked back to her carriage, naked, exposed, somehow content to be seen as the guards escorted her to safety. A smile creeped up on her face. These men will never forget this moment. The day they saw their princess's beautiful naked body. It should embarrass me. Oh, well. I'll worry about that later. For now, I'll let my exhibitionist spirit have its fun. She certainly needs it, now doesn't she?

Maybe it was a good thing that that wood nymph encountered me. Just maybe…

THE END


The ENF Experiment: Exposed and Humiliated on Campus




Chapter One

I thought it had to be a prank at first when I saw a notice posted on my college dorm's bulletin board calling for volunteers to attend class completely naked, but no, it was as real as can be. The big bolded words at the top of the notice could not have been more blunt: have you ever dreamed about being naked in school?

I blinked and dropped my bag in the hallway as my eyes laser focused in on the notice. I was absolutely exhausted after a long day of classwork, exercise, and late night socializing, and the only thing on my mind at the time was getting some much needed shut-eye. But it was impossible to not pay attention to a notice like that. It was all so surreal. Below the tagline was an image of a naked woman in the middle of a bookstacks in a library, perusing the books as a pair of guys at the end of the aisle laughed and pointed at her. She didn't seem to mind, though, even as her bare breasts and trimmed pubic hair were openly on display. Based on the calm, collected look on her freckled face, she might as well have been completely dressed. It wasn't the kind of 'art' I ever expected to see on the bulletin board, much less at my puritanical college at all. Just what was this? Some pervert's ultimate sexual fantasy?

This has to be a joke, I thought as I ripped the notice from the bulletin board, already motioning to toss the paper into the trash before I gave it a more patient read. I figured I'd want to know who wrote it, if only to report them to the admin later. Why was someone posting lewd art as a joke in the girl's dormitory?

Except… it wasn't lewd artwork. This was a serious notice calling for volunteers to participate in some kind of study. Sure, it might've been an elaborate prank, but something was telling me that this notice was serious. They wanted female students to attend class naked. Who would ever volunteer for this?

The contact information at the very bottom of the notice gave me a name and a number to call. It was one of the professors on campus, although I never had one of her classes: a Mrs. Sharpe. As far as I knew, she had a good reputation among the student body, enough that she had pretty good reviews online. Kind, understanding, professional. The kind of professor any college student would want.

There's no way a woman, especially a professional one like her, would associate herself with a notice like this… would she?

I had no earthly idea, but now I was too curious to let the whole thing go. It's not that I seriously considered volunteering. No way, even if they paid me millions of dollars to flaunt my stuff. But there was also this… well, tepid consideration brewing inside of me. There was no harm in knocking on Mrs. Stripe's door and asking about the notice, especially if it all was one big prank in the first place. At the very least, I could hear more about it. Whatever this was.

I breathed in slowly, for a moment imagining myself in class, in the hallway, in my dorm, naked with nothing but the same calm, easy smile on my face like the woman's on the notice. I couldn't do that, I thought, blowing out the superheated air out like steam. God, not in a million years. I can barely call my doctor's office to schedule an appointment without having an overblown anxiety attack. What would showing up to class naked do to me? My heart would absolutely, positively explode.

I knew one thing for certain: on that day I was in rare form. I don't know why exactly: maybe I was so exhausted that my brain didn't have the energy to be my usual shy, bookish, introverted self. I wasn't the kind of gal to volunteer. I wasn't even the kind of girl to show skin—why then was I so interested in this? It was just a stupid notice. I could've ripped it to shreds, scattered the bits of paper all over the floor, and walk back to my room without ever thinking about the notice ever again.

But I didn't. And as much as I'm good at lying at myself, the idea did intrigue me. Attending class naked… I thought as my hands tremored ever so weakly, as a faint blush appeared across my face. Maddy… are you sure about this?

"Hey, whaddya got there?"

"Nothing!"

I spun and slammed my back against the bulletin board, hiding the notice in the back pocket of my jeans as a familiar face shot glances at me. It took a second to remember that I wasn't in a white void occupying my busy consciousness. I was still in the hallway of the girl's dorm, and my best friend Natalie was hovering right next to me.

I bit my lip as I tried to form words. I didn't want to mention the notice, for some reason that I can't quite articulate. I felt that if I had shown the notice to her, that it was equivalent to me actually supporting the notice. Or maybe it revealed too much about me that I wasn't comfortable admitting yet. Either way, I kept the notice far away from her as I cleared the bead sweat off of my forehead. "…Hey, Nat," I said sheepishly. "Sorry, I was just spacing out there for a second."

"Yeah, obviously," Nat said with an all too curious look on her face. She had long curly dirty blonde hair that fell in waves down her shoulders, a button nose, and a round face with somewhat puffy cheeks—something like an older Taylor Swift before she got famous in other words. Unlike me, Nat was the kind of girl who'd totally be into an 'experiment' such as this (at this point I was lost for words for how to describe the study). She wasn't an exhibitionist or anything, but she was the outgoing type. The kind of free-spirited wild child who'd try anything once, if only because it made a good icebreaker afterward.

I made sure to keep the notice tucked deep in my pocket, like a full treasure chest buried several feet below a sandy shore. I don't know why, since I was sure it wasn't the only notice on campus. A part of me simply wanted to keep my association with it a secret. So, I kept my lips sealed, even if it compromised my horrible poker face.

"I just had a long day, honestly," I said quietly as I walked down the hallway and opened the door to my room. "Classwork. And, uh… other stuff."

"…Other stuff?" Nat asked.

"Yeah," I said, regaining some amount of my composure. "I've been training for a marathon. It's a charity thing."

The fact that I wasn't wearing running shoes—or really had anything else with me that would indicate that I even had interest running—didn't phase past her undetected. "Well, have fun with that, silly," Nat said, smiling.

I blushed slightly. "Thanks. I'm going to… uh, go to my room now."

Nat raised an all too curious eyebrow, but otherwise said nothing as she left me for her room further down the hall. Phew, I thought. Now just what is this notice about?

In my room, I dropped my things by the door, kicked off my shoes, and collapsed into bed with the flimsy piece of paper still in my back pocket. I took it out, reading the words more clearly without the chance of being snooped on. My dormmate Kimberly wouldn't be here for at least another hour. I took a deep, nervous breath, letting my imagination roam for what felt like the first time.

Have I ever dreamed about being naked in school? I thought.

Well… now I have.


Chapter Two

"Before we begin," Mrs. Sharpe said as she adjusted her thin, round eyeglasses, "I just want to say I appreciate you volunteering for this study my colleagues and I are organizing. As you might have already expected, you're one of the few students who have seriously considered lending a hand."

I nodded politely as I scooted a step closer to her desk, somehow feeling naked despite being more dressed than normal: a baggy overcoat for the cold that was probably large enough for me to use as a blanket. Mrs. Sharpe didn't seem to mind my not showing skin, however. It was clear from her tone alone if not from her words that she expected to receive no volunteers at all. That fact wasn't comforting: was I really going to be the only student exposed on campus if I followed through on this?

The professor could easily detect the nervous hesitation on my face and straightened her back, preparing herself to assuage my fears. She was a professional looking woman in the patience of her voice as well as in her fashion sense, with her deep cleavage being the only risqué thing about her. Despite being fifty or so, she easily would be mistaken as a student herself if she ever let her hair down. The crow's feet she had were so faint they might as well have not been there at all. "Don't worry," she said. "You won't be expected to be naked on campus any time soon, if at all."

I breathed a sigh of relief. "Right," I said. As much as the idea intrigued me, I knew there was no way I was ready for that kind of exposure yet. "So… what will I be doing then?"

Mrs. Sharpe smiled softly as another woman, about my age, stepped into the office. "The purpose of the study is to record embarrassment, particularly regarding exposure. A 'naked in public' dream is an almost universal experience, and for many it reveals some deep seated embarrassment or humiliation that they struggle to articulate. This study is to get to the heart of that. So, with that in mind… you'll be asked to go about your classes as normal, prepared to be embarrassed with whatever we throw at you. 'We' being my assistant and I."

The woman behind us waved quietly. She was the tall, tall, thin type, with long raven hair and a pale complexion. She faintly reminded me of a goth, but otherwise was very plain with minimal makeup and styling. She looked almost bored. "I'll be the one you'll be talking to the most," she said. "Name's Janette."

I smiled to her, but then turned back to Mrs. Sharpe for questions. "Okay. That sounds nice and all, but what does that all mean exactly? You know… an example?"

Mrs. Sharpe nodded and shot a glance at Janette. "If you would give us permission?" she said to me.

I was willing to test the waters. "Sure."

"Okay. I'd like for you to leave your overcoat here and follow Janette outside into the hall."

"I guess…?" I whispered as I stood up from her chair, laid my overcoat across it, and went out the door, Janette leaving just slightly ahead of me. Soon we were both enveloped into a sea of college students, all of them going from and to their separate classes, conversating loudly as anyone would expect. "Where are we going?" I asked Janette. "I'm still not sure about—"

Before I could finish my sentence, before I could finish anything, Janette spun around, grabbed the waistband of my jeans and yanked them down my legs, taking my panties along with them. The crowd instantly went silent.

"this!" I yelped. I stumbled back, shocked to see my shaven pussy visible to my own eyes as the bright artificial lighting in the ceiling shined upon them like a spotlight. My ass was on display, too—Janette had tugged my jeans so far down to the ground that I nearly tripped over on my own clothes. Quickly, I reached down to pull them back up, but all that did was expose my pussy lips further between my legs. It all had happened so fast. One second the crowd was loud but otherwise cacophonous, and the next…

Everyone just saw that, I thought as I covered myself, bringing my jeans over my ass cheeks and back to where they should be. Everyone just fucking saw my pussy!

I blinked at Janette as she gave me a stern, apathetic look, as if this was a normal, day-to-day occurrence for her. I didn't know what to say. What are you supposed to say to something like this? A woman I had known for all of two seconds had just pantsed me in front of at least a hundred students.

And I liked it.

"That's what we'll be doing for the duration of the study," Janette said. "Finding ways to both embarrass and humiliate you. So, if you're still interested after that…"

Oh, God, I thought as I rushed back into Mrs. Sharpe's office, Janette following behind me. I breathed in and slammed my back against the door to close it, as if to seal away this room like a tomb never to be reopen again. My heart was still racing even moments later. It was a good, pleasant kind of adrenaline. My skin was hot to the touch… it was obvious to me, even then, that I clearly had enjoyed that momentary lapse of modesty.

"Well?" Mrs. Sharpe asked gently as she stood from her desk, wearing a concerned look on her face. Well, 'concerned' may not be the right word. Curious, maybe, focused on my reaction in detail like data to be recorded. It was the look of a scientist waiting eagerly to hear the results of her study.

I nodded slowly. "That was… exhilarating. I really don't know how to describe it any better than that," I said. I neglected to mention my hardening nipples through my thin t-shirt, or the innocent wetness making a mess of my panties. I wasn't ready for that kind of honesty yet. At least, not yet.

"Embarrassment can sometimes have that reaction," the professor noted as she took some rudimentary notes on a notepad she had by her desk. I swooped by her, grabbed my overcoat and wrapped it around me to hide my nipples poking through my t-shirt. It's funny remembering how modest I used to be. I was all but ready to volunteer as a test subject for a study that promised to make me walk around campus completely naked, and I was worried about my arousal showing? Something had to be wrong with me.

I looked to Mrs. Sharpe and smiled weakly. I knew right then and there that this was my last chance to back out, to escape from her office and pretend that none of this had ever happened. Sure, a whole bunch of my classmates had just seen a picturesque view of my ass in the hallway, but many of them likely didn't recognize me, or even know me my name, for that matter; a perk of being at a college with thousands and thousands of students, thankfully. My modesty and reputation were still more or less intact.

But if I said yes…

"I would like to participate in the study," I said plainly as I finally regained my composure. A torrent of jumbled thoughts were brewing in my head. I couldn't believe what I was saying. "As long as… well, you know. I'd rather not be expelled because of this…"

"You will of course be completely protected during the study," Mrs. Sharpe reassured with a motherly expression on her face. "The faculty have already been notified about the study, so you have nothing to worry about."

I breathed a sigh of relief. A funny reaction from me, considering what I was agreeing myself to. "Okay. Good. So… I'm guessing I'm going to be pantsed more in the future?"

Janette rolled her eyes as she leaned against the wall, arms crossed, as if I had just asked the stupidest question in the world. "The point of all of this is to continually test your boundaries, otherwise, we won't be able to embarrass you," she explained dryly. "So pantsing is out of the question: you already expect it to happen. For this to work, we need to keep you on your toes."

I lowered my head as I tried to hide my blush. "I hope you recorded all the necessary data for that, then…" I said.

Mrs. Sharpe just laughed. "We'll make sure to do that for the rest of the study. Now. Thank you for your participation, Maddy."

"I—" I stumbled over my words as I went to shake her hand. This formality for something so fundamentally inappropriate couldn't help but make me blush. "I'm glad to help. Will I hear back from you two?"

Mrs. Sharpe nodded, but with a sly look on her face. "You'll know when we do."

Well, that's not ominous at all… I thought as I walked past Janette and went for the door, entering a now empty hallway without so much as a soul to be found. But that didn't mean I couldn't imagine the crowd intimately, giggling and laughing at my exposed behind the moment Janette pulled my pants down. It was a weird kind of feeling, that embarrassment. Bad, but good all at once. It was nice having my body be so shamefully exposed. It was nice to feel, well, seen. A well hidden exhibitionist side of me was just beginning to surface, a side that had never been seen before until now. I wasn't outgoing or bold enough to expose myself on my own—that I was abundantly aware of. But as long as Janette did the dirty work, well… then I wasn't really exposing myself, now was I? Not intentionally.

It was an interesting loophole that evaded responsibility. And I knew right then and there that I wasn't ready to let it go. I liked being embarrassed. I liked being seen.

If only I knew what trouble I was about to get myself into…

Okay. I guess now I just have to wait, I thought as I went down the hall. Oh, dear, Maddy. What in the hell did you just volunteer yourself into?


Chapter Three

The next few days whizzed by without so much of a thought about Mrs. Sharpe, Janette, and the study I was now a participant of, because neither of them contacted me. At first I wondered if the study itself had been cancelled. Just where were those two?

I tried to go about my daily life without thinking too much of it. After all, I knew that the point of the study was to incite a genuine reaction of embarrassment from me. If I knew what they were doing, and more than that, how they were about to do it, then how could I truly be humiliated? No, it had to be spontaneous. It had to be real.

A week after my meeting with Mrs. Sharpe in her office, I had ran track for the day and went to the women's showers to clean up—a fairly boring and otherwise unnotable part of my routine. I didn't think much about the study, in fact, it had all but evaporated from my memory. It was fun imagining myself prance around the campus in nothing in my birthday suit for the first few hours after I had discovered the notice on the bulletin board, but after so many days the concept had grown stale. Life moved on. Another chapter in my life had closed.

…Until I realized my clothes were missing from my locker.

"What?" I asked blankly to no-one in particular. I was the last one out of the showers, and I was alone except for two girls who had just left and were talking amongst themselves down the hallway. My locker was completely empty. All I could find inside it was a yellow sticky note taped to the bottom. I've taken your clothes to the library. Make sure to pay close attention to everything you're experiencing. — Janette

"Really?" I said out loud as I scrambled to get my smartphone out of my backpack. I called Mrs. Sharpe's phone immediately and placed my phone against my still damp shoulder. It didn't take long for her to pick up. It was abundantly clear that she had been preparing for this moment.

"Hello, Maddy," Mrs. Sharpe said, compassionately but also sternly. "You're not supposed to call us."

I groaned into the phone as I tippy-toed toward the doors, making sure the coast was clear as I held my backpack close to my naked chest. "You're making me go streaking already?"

"Well, not streaking," Mrs. Sharpe clarified. "If you do not want to be seen, by all means, try to avoid detection if you can. Your clothes will be waiting for you in the library with Janette regardless."

"That doesn't help me!" I tried to explain, pouting as I stomped my bare foot against the wet shower tile below me. "I'm still wet. How am I supposed to sneak all the way to the library while leaving a trail of water everywhere?"

Mrs. Sharpe wasn't quick to respond. I could hear the sound of graphite against paper—was she seriously taking notes about my reaction just now? "This is good, Maddy. Channel this. Now, I really have to hang up before I jeopardize the study further. Janette and I both believe in you. Have fun, now!"

Before I could interrupt her or say anything at all, she hung up on me. Oh, come on, I thought. This is ridiculous!

I sighed and tried to recollect my thoughts. Pouting about my predicament wasn't going to help. I needed to think. Okay. Let's just start simple: you're in the locker room. And you're naked. This is a pretty usual state of affairs. But now you have to leave and somehow get to the library on the other end of campus with… what? A towel?

I looked at the towel waiting for me on the bench beside me. It was better than nothing, at least. I took the towel and wrapped it around my frame. Thankfully I wasn't so chubby that I couldn't tighten it and tuck it in so that the towel would stay safely put above my bust. The fact that I had both of my hands free was nice—if only so I wouldn't have to hold my breasts in place the second I'm caught and have to start streaking down the hall…

Looking down the hallway as I peered through a slit I made by slightly opening the locker room doors, the coast was clear enough for me to make a run for it. I breathed in, doing my best to keep my heart rate nice and steady. Okay… Okay, Maddy, I thought to myself as I adjusted the towel to make sure it wouldn't fall the second I started running. Remember this moment the best you can, because Mrs. Sharpe and Janette are going to ask about every single detail. The feeling of your bare feet on the cold, hard ground. The cool air against your goosebumped skin. The moment of hesitation as you open this door and risk revealing yourself to so, so many people. You have to remember it all.

I gulped. Next time, Maddy, I reminded myself. Just toss ads in the trash.

With that, I bolted down the hallway, carrying nothing with me except for the bag around my shoulders and the towel around my still wet body. After that, it all happened so fast. There wasn't any time to think clearly or deeply about what I was experiencing, especially as my vision blurred from hallway to hallway. All I could think about was the loud drumming of my heartbeat against my chest, the ticklish sensation of the towel's fabric teasing my hardened nipples, and—yes—the wetness trickling down my inner thighs. I didn't have time or the brainpower to process that arousal. I just knew it was there. I was excited from this.

And I didn't stop running, even as my bare feet slapped against the ground ringing out as loud as gunshots. Sure, sneaking might've been better for me, but I only had a few moments to spare while lectures were being done around me. All I had to do was get to the library. I was confident that my clothes would be waiting for me, Janette or no Janette.

I turned a corner—and immediately backpedaled to hide behind the wall as a pair of college students walked past. I coughed from overexertion and bit down on my knuckle to stop my voice from echoing. I wasn't far now. Another hallway and I'd just be able to slip into the library from the side entrance.

Come on, Maddy. Just a few more steps…

Bodies. Two of them. I dashed, just barely able to hide behind the nearest corner as the two students went down the hall. A momentary setback. I took a deep, deep breathe, so frustrated out of my mind that my hands were twitching. What was I supposed to do? The campus was going to be flooded with students soon, and I was already far too lucky given the relative sparseness of the halls. I just needed to keep running, no matter the chance of someone seeing me. But…

I felt my towel slipping as I clutched the hem of it in my hand. My hair was still clumped up, sticking to my bare shoulders like glue. I was going to need another shower after this, and I just had a shower. Couldn't Mrs. Sharpe and Janette did something a little more easy at first? I thought they were just going to pants me again!

A buzzing sensation nearly made me jump out of my skin until I realized it was my phone vibrating in my bag. I looked both ways to make sure I was still alone, then pulled it out: a text notification from Janette was waiting for me. You're taking awhile, it said. I have other things to do today, so if you could hurry up? Thanks.

I gritted my teeth. "Ugh! You are the worst person in the world right now, Janette. Go to hell!"

The echo of footsteps darted my eyes down the hall. I didn't have the time for this. I hastily stuffed my phone back into my bag and, before the owners' of those footsteps were anywhere in sight of me, I ran and ran until my thighs were burning. I stumbled, recovering a second later—but losing my towel in the process as it slipped and fell to the ground. I looked back, but decided against recovering it. It's not like it did any good to protect my modesty, and at this point I had no time left to waste. My clothes were waiting for me. Janette was supposed to be waiting for me.

Come on… Come on!

Breasts bouncing, I barged into the library just a handful of seconds later, running so fast that I nearly slipped when I tried to slow myself down. I steadied myself, hid behind the end of a bookstack as I peeked down the aisle to get a sense of my surroundings. Where was Janette? I certainly couldn't see her from where I was standing. I bit my lip and stomped on the carpet floor. I was so sick of this. "Janette! Are you there?" I called out.

No response.

I snuck farther into the library, keeping myself low to the ground as I peered in between the books on the shelves. "Janette?" I said quieter. The library was far, far too silent for me to be announcing my presence like this, but I didn't have another option. If I knew ahead of time that I wasn't going to have my clothes ready for me here, I could've went outside through the locker rooms, took a short detour to my car in the parking lot—that would've been inconvenient, but ultimately would've kept my modesty intact. But here…

If Janette decided to ditch me, I was stuck. I would be completely, absolutely stuck moments away from finally being caught.

I hope this would make good data for the study, then, I thought as I tried to think of a bright side. The only 'bright side' I could think of though was the thought of a spotlight shining down on my naked body. I sighed and peeked my head out to search the round tables in the center of the library, reserved for students to study. They were all empty, except for one. Whoever they were, they were facing the front entrance to the library, arms crossed—a familiar sight, now that I had a moment to think about it.

Oh, thank God.

"Janette!"

This time she finally noticed me. She turned her head, raised an eyebrow as she came up to meet me. "Took you long enough," she said as she took out my clothes from her own backpack. "Another minute and I was going to leave."

I rolled my eyes as I quickly pulled my clothes from her hands and got dressed. "I'm sorry my running around naked proved to be such a burden for you," I said.

"So?"

I blinked as she tapped her foot in front of me. Right. The study.

"I'll… uh, head over to Mrs. Sharpe's office later to tell her everything I 'experienced', if that's alright with you. I'm pretty sure this event will be etched into my memory for the rest of my life…"

"Suit yourself, naked girl," Janette said, smirking as she left me just as quickly as she had met me. "I have to go. Looking forward to ruining your day in the future."

I stared blankly at her as I stood half-dressed in my shirt, panties, and not much else. "You don't sound like you're joking!" I called out.

"That's because I never am. Also, there's people coming, so."

My eyes went wide as Janette disappeared behind a pair of students. I snuck back into the bookstacks, threw my pants on, and finally left the library—attracting a few odd looks and stares on account of my messy hair still damp from my shower. God. I can't believe that just happened, I thought as my heartbeat steadily slowed down. That was so risky. And so exciting. And so… Well, it was everything, really.

That should be enough for me. But I know it isn't. This study isn't over with until I'm actually exposed. But… how? As fun as it would be, actually attending class naked is out of the question. I like being embarrassed, but not THAT much, and that would haunt me for an eternity. There has to be something else I can do, that Janette can prepare for me. Something that my exhibitionist side can have fun with, but my embarrassed, bookish side can still stomach without being totally overwhelmed. But what?

Maybe… No, Maddy. No. That would be absolutely insane. How would that even work?

And that's why I have to do it.


Chapter Four

I suggested my idea to Mrs. Sharpe the next time I met with her, after recounting the events of my streaking the campus without being seen. Suffice it to say, she was both surprised and impressed with my boldness. I don't think she was expecting me to be, well, genuinely enjoying my time with the study, and not just that, but want to push the envelope even further. Considering how nervous I was when I first met her in her office, it doesn't shock me she never would have pegged me as an exhibitionist before.

Still, she gave me a somewhat concerned look on her face as she put down her notepad, well aware of implications that my idea entailed. "So… just to be clear on the specifics here…" she said slowly and calmly. "Your idea is to 'volunteer' as the model for a biology lecture on human anatomy, particularly female human anatomy, only to be stripped and exposed in front of the entire class."

I nodded eagerly—perhaps a little too eagerly for my own good. "Yes. Basically. We would have a 'model' lined up, but they would be mysteriously absent the second the professor needs them for their lecture. So, they'd have to call for someone in the room to come and help… and who would be more perfect for that than me? It's not like anyone would seriously volunteer themselves."

That much was true. What woman in their right mind would raise their hand to be exposed in front of all of their peers? Me. That was who. I knew I was riding off of a high that I'd soon lose, but I didn't care. This was really exciting for me. I wanted to see what ways I could expose myself next, all within the confines of the study Mrs. Sharpe had created.

It took a moment, but she slowly took a liking to the idea. "I suppose I could be the professor in this setting," she said thoughtfully, adjusting her glasses as she did so. "That way we would have complete control over your exposure and embarrassment levels. However… the point of the study was to incite genuine, honest surprise out of you. How can we do that if you know well ahead of time that you'll be naked in front of the class?"

"Well, I know that part," I answered her. "But the rest I can leave up to you and Janette. I'm aware it all sounds a little contrived… but so is signing up for a study where being humiliated is the whole point. I already know what I'm getting myself into… so it'll be your job to make it exciting for me. Err, well, embarrassing. Either/or!"

Mrs. Sharpe giggled at my obvious enthusiasm. "It's certainly feasible," she said. "Give me a week and I'll do my best to make it happen. Like the rest of the study, however, you won't know the exact day this may. I don't want to jeopardize the legitimacy of our findings any more than we already have with your involvement."

I nodded politely, doing my best to remain somewhat composed as Mrs. Sharpe spoke. Even at the time, I should've known what trouble I was getting myself into. Getting pantsed in the hallway? That was embarrassing, but short-term, almost instantaneous: while I was sure some people remembered it, most probably forgot all about it by now. And having my clothes stolen from the locker room? Nobody caught me. So far during this study, the only person that had really seen me naked from top to down had been Janette.

But that was going to change real, real quickly. There'd be plausible deniability with my involvement in my exposure, sure… but that doesn't change the fact that at least a hundred other college students would see me.

Naked.

I felt wonderfully dizzy just thinking about it.

I left Mrs. Sharpe's office and went about my college life as usual for the next few days, steeling myself for whatever plans Janette had for me in the interim. Thankfully, she didn't try to steal my clothes from the locker room after that, instead relying on more subtle methods to expose me. One day she spilled a cup of water over my shirt so I'd have to go to my next class with my nipples poking through the fabric. On another day, she had me change out of my jeans to put on a short, pink miniskirt, without my panties—that had to be the most embarrassing day of the study for me, because I had to constantly watch out while bending over or even while walking to make sure my bare ass wasn't on display. People started talking. There were more comments about that exhibitionist girl that always seemed to have trouble with keeping her clothes on. Even Natalie seemed to notice the attention I was getting, although she was kind enough not to say so directly. All in all, it had to be the most exciting week of college ever. I was such a slut during that time—and I loved it. I was eagerly awaiting whatever new way Janette was going to humiliate me next. All that attention was certainly something: I even got a new boyfriend out of it, but that's for another story…

Still, I never could've been prepared for the day I finally saw Mrs. Sharpe step into my biology lecture. I knew something had to be up, since our usually punctual professor was nowhere to be seen on that day. Instead Natalie and I were waiting around and talking idly, doing our best to burn time until class was cancelled. It had been three days since I had any clothing mishaps. Life was returning to some kind of normalcy for me, although obviously my reputation as a good girl on campus had been altered somewhat. But now…

"Who's that?" Nat asked as she eyed my obviously broken poker face. "Had a bad time with this professor or something?"

I blushed slightly as I turned to face her, but I did a good job of recovering. "You can say something like that," I said. I took a deep breath, monitoring my heart rate as Mrs. Sharpe took position in the very front of the class. I had never seen her out of her office before. Here she took a commanding, no-nonsense presence, just from her appearance alone. Her hair was done up in a pony tail, and she wore a calm expression on her face. For a second, the two of us exchanged glances before she diverted her gaze. She did a good job of not seeming to recognize me. I, however…

"As you might have noticed, your professor is out sick this morning," Mrs. Sharpe explained. "So you will have me to deal with for the remainder of this class. Sound good?"

A discordant murmuring sounded from the students around me. It was clear everyone just wanted to go home. It's funny to imagine how bored the guys sounded, not knowing that in just a few moments, they would get the treat of a lifetime. I steeled myself, trying my hardest to stop myself from sweating from nervousness as Mrs. Sharpe took a hold of the class. I can't believe this is actually going to happen, I thought to myself, sweat beading on my forehead. I can't believe she even agreed to it!

Everyone is really going to see me naked, aren't they?

I turned to Nat as she held up her head with her hand against the desk. Even my best friend is going to see me. Oh, fuck.

I knew I was prepared as ever for being seen. My makeup was done, and I had shaved completely from the neck down. I couldn't have been more perfect for being displayed in front of dozens of people. But still… the fact that it was happening, the fact that I was waiting for it to happen… I knew that all I had to do was run out of the door, and that would be the signal for Mrs. Sharpe to end the study right then and there. But I didn't leave. I stood my ground. Because as much as I struggled to admit this to myself, I did want to be seen.

I wanted to be seen naked, in front of Nat, in front of Mrs. Sharpe—in front of everyone.

I raised my hand immediately when Mrs. Sharpe called for volunteers. Nat was quick to shove my arm back down to my desk. "Are you insane, girl?" she asked, a shocked expression drawn on her face. "Put your hand back down!"

I bit my lip as I slowly brought my hand back up—I knew for a certainty that I didn't have to worry about someone beating me to the punch; even if someone did raise their hand, Mrs. Sharpe and I agreed that I'd be the one called to stand up anyway.

I looked to Nat with a weak smile. "She needs a volunteer…" I tried to explain. "It's not like anyone else is going to do it."

"Uh, did you just hear what she said?" she whispered aggressively my way. 
"You'll have to take your clothes off. You'll be fucking naked, Maddy!"

You don't have to remember me about that, Natalie, I thought sheepishly, happy to keep these words to myself. Trust me. I'm intimately aware of that fact. It's why I'm not putting my hand down.

"I know, but she needs a volunteer. Maybe it'll be good for my grade?" I repeated dumbly, failing to come up with some rational explanation for why I'd throw myself to the wolves like this. At this point, I didn't even care to have a good excuse. This was my plan, and I wanted to see it through no matter what.

I stood up from my seat to a round of mixed hushed comments. Mrs. Sharpe looked to me with a pleasant smile on her face, the kind of expression that revealed that even she wasn't sure that I'd go through with it. "Yes, yes, come down here," she said. "I appreciate your help. Could you stand here, please?"

I proceeded to do what I was told, making sure to not give too many knowing glances to Mrs. Sharpe beside me. The plan didn't require me to do anything more than listen—the details of the presentation from here I left solely to her. That made me more nervous than I was expecting. It was easy to come up with the idea and fantasize it in my head, but now that I was standing in front of the entire class… with every single one of their eyes focused directly on me, and my body… Even Natalie was looking.

That's so many people that are going to see me naked.

I took a deep breath and tuned out the noise as I waited for Mrs. Sharpe's word. My embarrassment must've been rather convincing to anyone watching: if I had appeared confident, no doubt that would've revealed I was in on the exposure the whole time. Sweat was beading on my forehead again. It was clear to everyone in the room that I was nervous out of my mind.

Mrs. Sharpe explained that I'll have to undress so she can point out my body's sexual characteristics, my breasts, my cunt, as they experience sexual arousal. She would start by pointing at my nipples as they harden, and then ask me to spread my pussy lips to show the wetness leaking from my clit. That part I had no trouble in doing: I was so fucking turned on from the looks everyone was giving me that I could already feel the wet spot in my panties.

I began to disrobe, slowly at first, savoring the last second my body would remained clothed as everyone looked on. The class was deathly silent. You could hear a pen drop in that room. At a certain point, I gave up trying to stall: I pulled my t-shirt over my breasts and unhooked my bra, letting my bare breasts bounce free.

I could see Nat's eyes grow wide.

I didn't stop there. I knew if I did, I'd run out of the room immediately, clothes or no clothes. I bit my lip as I unzipped my jeans and pulled them down my long, shapely legs. There was no hiding my nudity. With the bright ceiling lights shining down on me, there were no shadows to protect me. Every single inch of my body was exposed.

After my socks and shoes, all I had left was my panties. I never felt more naked before, but I had to keep pushing. Hooking them, I pulled them down and placed them on the ground alongside the rest of my clothes. With that, the presentation could begin.

"This, as you are all obviously aware of, is a young adult woman," Mrs. Sharpe said as she pointed at my breasts, my stomach. "Maddy, could you lift up your breasts for us, please?"

Oh, God. It's one thing to stand here, but actually cooperating is…

I lifted up my breasts and, for a split second, flicked my nipples to harden them. I wanted to make sure the guys in the far back of the room could still see my breasts intimately. I smiled weakly, following each and every one of Mrs. Sharpe's commands as she directed me to expose myself. Lift up my arms to the sky to show off my armpits. Spread my legs to reveal my puffy pink pussy. Each pose lasted long enough for everyone in the room to inspect me intimately, but not so long that they could grow bored. I stayed professional and strong-willed through all of it, wearing only a smile as I followed Mrs. Sharpe's commands to the letter.

By the time the bell rang, I was naked for over fifteen minutes and had every single part of my body on display. To say nothing was left to the imagination would be understating things. The guys in that class? They were going to remember my curves for the rest of their lives.

The thought made me dizzy and formed butterflies in my stomach—a good feeling, in my opinion. I stayed naked even as the class slowly filtered out of the room, waving at some of the guys whose eyes were still glued to my tits. I was completely liberated at that point. I was so wonderfully in love with my nudity—perhaps a little too much given the cover story I was supposedly still trying to uphold. Oh well. Things happen.

Natalie was the last to leave the class. "Wow. Something really gotten into you today, huh?"

I nodded shyly as I started to dress. "Maybe… Is it that obvious?"

"'Obvious'? You're glowing."

I giggled. "I guess the attention was kind of exciting."

Mrs. Sharpe was waiting for me by the desk as Natalie left. It was clear that this was the unofficial end to the study, although neither of us had spoken yet. There was no way to go any farther, not without me literally walking around the campus in the buff—a tempting idea that would've been too impractical and unrealistic to pull off. But I was happy. I had gotten my fill of public exposure, and whatever the case, my immunity to embarrassment had been noticeably improved over the past few weeks. I was no longer the ideal test subject for Mrs. Sharpe's study by any stretch of the imagination.

Mrs. Sharpe smiled to me. "Janette will likely have other things planned for you, things we were going to do before this little venture you suggested," she said. "But I would be lying if I said we had anything else that could compete with what just happened today."

I blushed slightly. There was no topping it. So many of my peers had just seen my body, and that would be the talk of the town for weeks, months—years. Natalie's face had said it all. I was going to be the most popular girl on campus virtually overnight.

I'm not complaining, though. Trust me, I'm very happy my eyes caught that notice in the dorms that day.

"Have a good day, Mrs. Sharpe," I said with a smile as I left for the door. "If you excuse me, there are some guys outside that really want to talk to me…"

THE END


Caught Hiking Naked: Online Exhibitionist Locked Out and Exposed




Prologue

It was two hours after Laylah purposefully locked herself out of her car that she finally admitted to herself that she'd possibly, just maybe—okay, definitely—had to hitchhike naked.

It was a surreal combination of words. Hitchhike. Naked. Two syllables each, both so harmless when alone, and yet an utter nightmare when sounded together out loud. Of course, there wasn't any real danger. She had her smartphone with her, along with the selfie stick carrying it, and it still had one third of a battery: she could call anyone to pick her up if she were ultimately that desperate. Laylah wasn't, thankfully. Not just yet.

She was, after all, putting on quite a show because of it.

Talk about a custom video…Laylah thought to herself as she smiled to the camera—her phone. All this guy wanted me to do was run around naked in a forest for a couple of minutes, locking my car and hiding the key somewhere just to make things interesting. Well, I've definitely made things interesting now, huh? Nice job, Laylah. You big naked dummy.

Interesting. That was another funny word, but a perfect descriptor of what got her into this mess in the first place. Laylah wasn't exactly the kind of woman to ever let her life stay boring for long, even for a second. So, one day in college she started camming, if only to make some money on the side to deal with her crippling student loan problem. Then that turned out surprisingly more lucrative than she ever could have expected—so she continued doing it. Eventually that evolved into her doing custom videos for her fans. At the beginning they weren't anything all that exciting—kinky, obviously, but nothing so outrageous as leaving her house without her clothes on. Until…

Well, this one guy really wanted her naked. And he really wanted her to go outside, too. And Laylah, surprisingly even to herself, said yes. Getting naked was easy enough—hell, she would've had to do that anyway—and it helped that the custom only wanted her to visit a wooded area, which was easy enough to find online, a place that suited Laylah's needs. She thought it would be a fun idea. She already had an exhibitionist streak, so why couldn't she add a -ing to the end of it? If anything, she thought it would be a good way to finally get some hiking in, even if it meant losing the hiking gear.

But now…

I seriously cannot believe I lost that stupid key, Laylah thought as she rolled her eyes at herself. This part of the video she knew she would have to cut down—she was too busy admonishing herself to care about whether her smartphone was capturing her face or not. All of this would need a harsh edit, anyway. A harsh, harsh edit. Like, come on! It was your one job! Just hide a key! How hard could that possibly be? Well, it turns out you did it a little too well. Because now not even you could find it. Good going, Laylah!

At least the whole thing would make a good story online. ENF like the content Laylah was making now was usually fake, or at least heavily scripted. But this little incident was as real as it could get in a totally consensual fashion. Sure, Laylah had gotten herself in this predicament all on her own, but her embarrassment was real. Her about to hitchhike in nothing but a layer of sweat and a smile—that was real. And the fact that she was still recording every single second of it, well, there was no way anyone online would ever think it wasn't 100% legitimate. She'd be a star. A naked star…but still, Laylah would take it.

So Laylah slowly left the cool, brisk protection of the tree tops overhead and moved to the side of the road. The hot afternoon sun shined down on her, making her white, sweaty skin glisten in the light—even after being naked for so long she still couldn't quite get used to seeing her body in this form, bare to the outside world for everyone to see. Being undressed indoors was one thing. It was more normal, more typical, more average: pretty much everyone spends at least some part of their day without clothes on at home, even if it's just getting out of the shower. Laylah obviously spent more time naked than other people, but there was still a level of normality to it, if only because she never risked anyone actually seeing her that shouldn't be. She had all the excuses in the world to be naked indoors. In fact, she didn't need an excuse, really. Her house. Her rules. Isn't that how it usually goes?

However, being naked outside was very different. Here, she needed an excuse, some rational reason to explain her nudity that wasn't just: Well, sir and/or madam, I happen to be recording a porn video right. Oh, don't mind me! I do this all the time, you see. I'm quite the public nudist.

And that was just for the off chance of someone catching her in the buff. Now she was planning to flag the first car she saw on the open road, naked, and explain to the driver, naked, why she is out and about—naked. How could she possibly do that without dying of embarrassment? She was half about to just call a friend to pick her up. She had a friend or two that were aware of her 'not safe for work' activities. They would be happy to help. But the video…

This would be so amazing for the video, Laylah thought as she took a deep breath and placed her bare feet onto the warm cracked concrete, a gentle breeze caressing her dark auburn hair. It would be the hottest thing ever. And it's not like any man in the world would resist picking up a naked girl. They'd love it to. I just need to build up the courage. Come on, Laylah! Do it for the video!

She straightened her back, noticing how her breasts gently lifted up and down with her increasingly heavy breathing. She was so nervous she felt as if her heart was about to give out. Several times already did she nearly get caught, and that was nearly. Now she was openly throwing herself into the fire. She had to be insane.

A car was coming now. Laylah could hear the low rumble of its engines, its spinning tires against the concrete as it went down the road somewhere in the far away distance. It couldn't see her yet. Even if it could, there was no way they could tell definitively if she weren't wearing any clothes or not. They'd just see a nondescript person, man or woman, maybe not even that. She could still hide in the bushes if she really wanted. And yet…

Laylah spread her legs, playfully smiled at her smartphone attached to her selfie stick, and extended it to make sure it captured a good view of Laylah's naked body—everything below her eyes. She ran a hand across her breast, cupped it with her palm and tweaked her nipple until it grew hard from the touch—God when Laylah was horny all of the fears she had simply melted away. Her hand went down between her legs, tested the wetness sticking her inner thighs together. To no surprise, she was absolutely soaked.

"Well guys," Laylah said playfully to her phone. "Let's see if this lucky driver will take some pity on me and help me out! After all…I am totally naked out here…"


Part One

One hour earlier…

Okay, okay…okay. I have everything…I think, Laylah thought as she double, triple, even quadruple checked herself to make sure she hadn't left anything important inside her car. Phone, check. Selfie stick, check. An unhealthy amount of undue confidence in my naked body…check. Oh, God, I'm really about to do this, aren't I?

I'm really about to lock myself out of my car in the middle of nowhere on purpose. Naked. I have to be insane, even if it is for a custom video…

Laylah looked over her car seats once more—then finally shut the driver's side door before she went insane from the jitters. It's not like she needed anything else besides her phone, which doubled as both her video camera for the journey and her get-out-of-jail-free card incase anything went south. The custom video one of her viewers wanted couldn't have been more simple: leave a key to her car on the side of the road, drive away, and then retrieve it naked after locking herself out. A three step plan—two of which she had already done well in advance. And yet…

Laylah figured she'd better just start recording. She was always more confident, more carefree once she 'got into character', so to speak. She hadn't undressed yet. At the very least she knew that her viewers would want to see a good striptease before the main show.

So, with that, Laylah fitted her smartphone on the selfie stick, started recording, and then extended it outward to capture her entire upper body in the frame. This, at least, was something she had done so often in preparation for a scene that it had almost become second nature. She was never all that nervous in front of a camera. If anything, somehow it made her more fearless. She felt less like the shy, bookish Laylah she had always known that would never leave the house unless an errand required it, and more like the brave, reckless—if, obviously, very slutty—Laylah everyone else would see online. It was almost as if she were a stage actor behind the curtain having second thoughts before a show, only to always put on a masterful performance once they finally appeared under the limelight. Laylah thought it was a funny fantastical comparison. For one thing, her audience was fully digital, not physically in person. And second, well, she wasn't exactly going on stage, now was she?

Instead she was about to trek over a mile of wooded forest and quiet road to find a key she had stashed under a rock—all with nothing except her phone, her selfie stick, and her smile. Yeah. Definitely a stage performance.

Laylah rolled her eyes at herself, making a mental note how much footage she'd have to cut just so her viewers wouldn't see this side of her. Ugh, if only they knew how much of a mess I am, Laylah thought. Well, they'd probably be turned on more, now that I think about it. I am supposed to be the ENF in all of this. But still! I must look like a big idiot sometimes to anyone watching.

Laylah hoped nobody was watching. Finally, she smiled at the camera and began speaking, already starting to undress by pushing her jacket down her shoulders. "So…I definitely have it cut out for me this time, guys," she said as she tossed her jacket into the car. "Lots of walking today. Lots of barefoot walking. The things I do for you all, huh?"

I sound so dorky sometimes, Laylah thought as she turned away from the camera to toss in her shoes. Naked and dorky. The perfect combination. Ugh.

Thankfully, Laylah's inner shyness never appeared on camera, at least in so far as her words were concerned. "The plan is simple. I've hidden a key to my car under a rock about a mile from here, and goal is for me to retrieve it—naked. Exciting, right?" Laylah explained, now down to just a see-through pair of underwear that alone would attract a lot of attention. Funnily enough, if she happened to get caught today it would probably be easier to explain just being naked. "I'll get some good exercise in. Get a nice tan. Have a few close calls here and there—the road can be a little populated at this time of day, from what I can tell. Definitely going to be an adventure today…"

Laylah was one of those kinds of people that had a hard time 'filling' the air. At a certain point there was only so much she could say. Leave key. Drive away. Get naked. Walk. Really, what else could she say?

I'm getting nervous again, Laylah thought to herself as she slipped her panties down her legs and tossed her final piece of clothing into the car. Even though she was naked now, it didn't feel particularly unusual. Different, but not unusual. Hopefully her relative immunity to her own nudity would help her get through this intact. I better get going. No point dawdling around where someone could find me.

"Alright! I guess that's it!" Laylah said to the camera as she playfully inspected her body, lifting each of her breasts to the camera as if to find some magical article of clothing she might have forgotten beneath her underboobs. "I'm completely naked. Seems like that happens every time I record a video for you guys. I wonder why that happens, huh? One of you needs to buy me some cute lingerie to wear, maybe that way I'll wear clothes for once. Wink wink."

Laylah waved to the camera, lifting up her breasts and planting a kiss on them for good effect—then turned to face the car. She took a deep, long breath, making sure to relax as much as possible before closing the car door. It was already locked from the inside. All she had to do was just…close it.

And she'd be stuck. Naked. So, so close to her clothes, and yet unimaginably far.

"The things I do for you guys…"

Laylah tried not to think about it further. She shut the door with a loud thunk and stepped back. To no surprise, a wave of nervousness rose goosebumps all over her bare skin. She wasn't just exposed now. She literally could not get dressed. Short of her car vanishing into thin air, well, how could she be more vulnerable than this?

I can see why this guy wanted this video so badly. He's going to be masturbating to this for weeks. Fuck, maybe all of my viewers will, Laylah thought to herself, suddenly growing beet red at the thought of her fans masturbating to her, stroking to the thought of her naked body. Oh, Laylah…you have a weird, crazy life, sometimes.

Laylah shook her head to clear her sense. Okay. The deed was done. Now it was time to go hiking.

It was, surprisingly, a lot easier than Laylah expected, especially considering she wasn't allowed to bring shoewear for the journey. The soft, dirt ground was easy enough to walk on—this particular forest had a number of well beaten walking paths that were in use during the summer months. It was unlikely that she'd run into anyone, however, at least without a lot of warning beforehand. Her plan was simple if someone, like, let's say, a couple, came along her way: duck into the trees and wait. It wasn't exactly the most elegant of plans, but Laylah figured the more realistic and improvised her public nudity was, the better. There needed to be some danger for this to be hot, some risk.

So Laylah made sure to walk on the main hiking path, at least until the area was busy enough. She held up her selfie stick high to capture her body as she went, recording her perky breasts gently bouncing with every step, her curly auburn hair as it hung down the length of her back—even her fiery patch of ginger pubic hair was being captured moment to moment. There really wasn't a part of her body hidden from the camera: she even moved the selfie stick behind her to record her bubbly, tight ass, stopping for a moment just so she could spread her cheeks—she had one viewer that always left comments asking for this particular shot, and Laylah didn't mind throwing him a bone. She wiggled her butt, then kept walking, enjoying the hike as she would have if she were clothed.

Laylah liked interacting with her audience. She counted herself lucky to have a fanbase that enjoyed her content. Sure, some of them were a little bit, well, out there in their requests, but outside of a few awkward direct messages, they didn't mean all that much harm. It was easy to think of it as just a side gig to her, but she saw more value in it than that. Making guys happy, even for a little while, she saw as a net positive to the world, as long as they wisened up after masturbating to her and remembered she was, in fact, a person and not a headless body with tits. It helped that—

Laylah stopped at the sound of the footsteps in the distance. She blinked, doing her best to keep herself paralyzed and not bolt at the first sign of life. The last thing she needed right now was to drop her selfie stick and crack the screen to her phone. She doubted it was an animal. No, it was definitely a pair of footsteps, boots crunching the autumn leaves on the forest floor.

Laylah winked at her camera. "Someone's coming…I think," she whispered. She skittered to the side, placing herself behind a tree trunk about wide enough to shield her hourglass frame. She inspected her surroundings more careful, tried to judge just how far she had walked while caught in a thought bubble. Already three fourths of a mile, probably? She was already so close to the finish line.

After placing the selfie stick on the grass, Laylah slowly leaned to the side. Yup, it was a person alright—two of them, a couple, walking casually down the dirt path sharing a rather lively conversation Great.

Laylah eyed her phone. "Guess I'll just have to walk around them. Don't think I'm up for a naked first impression quite yet. Sorry guys!"

Thankfully, they seemed pretty distracted with themselves, too much to be on the lookout for a naked woman running around. Before the couple could pass her hiding spot, Laylah was already gone, scurrying fast through the trees until she was well beyond them. The detour didn't add long to her journey. Honestly? It made it all the more fun. Here she was, butt naked, vulnerable, exposed, and yet she moved like some erotic ninja from place to place. There was a freedom to it. An honest, addicting power. Laylah felt like she had just robbed a bank and had escaped with all of the money, like she were ready to tackle the whole wide world—clothes or no clothes.

That said, her metaphors still needed some work. You're really glad you don't say these things out loud, Laylah, she thought to herself, rolling her eyes, but not before placing her palm over her phone so the camera wouldn't catch sight of the hot blush on her face. I mean, come on. 'Erotic ninja'? Really? Talk about the least sexiest phrase ever. Isn't that like, your job to be sexy right now? Ugh.

With that on her mind, Laylah made sure to show off her body as much as possible on camera before finally recovering the key; a finale of sorts before the more boring return trip. She raised her selfie stick high into the air, displaying her gorgeous body in the warm afternoon sunlight as it made her sweatdropped skin glisten. She ran her fingers through her bush, in between her pussy lips. Then, she brought the wetness to her nipples and rubbed them. Her breasts were so perfect with this angle—the natural lighting was so much better at showing off her curves than the dull, artificial light she had to use at home. If only public nudity was legal everywhere so she could take advantage of it more. What a shame.

Oh, like you'd actually go anywhere naked in public where people could see, Laylah she thought to herself as she brought in her selfie stick, turned off the recording, and started snapping photos for her to post separately later. She wasn't going to get a chance to take these shots again. Making a cut in the recording to do this seemed like fair game. She doubted her viewers would mind.

Okay. I think that's enough fooling around, Laylah thought, turning on the recording again to flash a smile—and of course a whole lot more. I should find that key. I've been out here for—what, forty five minutes now? Not a good idea to keep waiting. I've definitely recorded enough footage for a lifetime.

So Laylah picked up the pace, walking openly on the dirt path until she came across the same road she had left her key nearby in. Cars were passing, one or twice every few minutes…but not enough to where Laylah felt vulnerable hiding behind the nearest tree. As long as she find her key and get back to her own vehicle, there wasn't going to be a prob—

Laylah blinked. Now where was it?

An hour ago Laylah simply hid the key underneath the first large rock she could find, close enough to the road to be noticeable, and not so inconspicuous that she couldn't find it again. But at the same time, her planning hadn't exactly gotten much farther than that. She didn't mark the coordinates on her phone, didn't snap a photo…now that the sun was beginning to set, the entire area of this side of the forest next to the road looked entirely different. It was practically unrecognizable: each tree blended in with one another, camouflaging the forest floor in shadows.

She had no idea where the rock was. A warm drop of sweat dripped down Laylah's temple before splashing against her naked breast. Her key could've been anywhere.

Laylah gulped—then eyed her smartphone. "So, uh…I guess this is going to be a much longer custom video than I was expecting." She blushed so hotly she wondered if her cheeks were going to melt. "I, uh…lost the key to my car. Hmm. That's going to be a problem, isn't it? Guess I'm going to be very naked for you guys now…"

Good job, Laylah, she thought as she facepalmed. Now what are you going to do?


Part Two

It was about thirty minutes later, with the recording off, when Laylah finally gave up searching for the key.

It honestly could've been anywhere. Laylah felt so off the mark that it could've been five feet away or a mile away—it didn't matter, because there was no way she was going to find right rock in all of this mess. She couldn't help but look ridiculous: if anyone was watching her they'd see some naked girl bending down to lift up rocks, again and again; talk about a custom video to watch, huh? There was no longer any point to it. Laylah needed to find another way to get clothes on now. Actually, the situation was more complicated than that: how was she even going to get home?

Okay, okay, Laylah. You're naked, but you're not that dumb. Think about your options for a second. While thinking Laylah leaned against a tree facing away from the road—the last thing she needed was to finally be caught butt naked. You're naked in the middle of a forest. You have your phone, and a selfie stick. Worst comes to shove: you could just smash in your car window and get your clothes that way. Well…maybe not. This selfie stick isn't that strong. But it's an idea. You're naked and you have ideas. What a weird life you live, Laylah. Maybe one day you could try wearing clothes again, switch things up a bit for once? That would be smart. Dummy.

Unsurprisingly, berating herself didn't help Laylah come up with a solution any faster. She needed a course of action. A weirdly elegant choice of words given her nudity…but a course of action nevertheless. The simplest plan was to just call one of her friends and have them pick her up, bring her some clothes to wear that would fit her. Immediately Laylah struck off that plan; she was quite content with having nobody actually see her naked today. At the same time, damaging her own car also seemed like not the best idea. So what else?

You're naked. You don't have clothes. You're literally so naked!

The thoughts in Laylah's head were so overwhelming. At the beginning Laylah's own nudity wasn't all that spectacular. She had been nude for countless videos before. She was used to being naked. Her job was to prance around in her birthday suit, even. But now…

It was like reality now. She could feel her nudity as the cooler and cooler forest air caressed her smooth skin. It kissed her pussy lips, teased her hardened nipples, made love to her body constantly, if only to remind her again and again just how vulnerable she really was. The world around her seemed hellbent to tease her. She just…felt naked. So, so naked. That one, small word couldn't be repeated enough.

Okay. Enough thinking, Laylah thought as she resisted the urge to slap herself. What was thinking going to do in a moment like this? Your best bet now is to walk back to your car and see what you can do to open it. Or something. Maybe you left it unlocked? Who knows, Laylah. You've already messed up once today!

It was as much of a plan as any. So, Laylah started walking the way back, this time paying more careful attention to her surroundings now that she knew being dressed again wasn't exactly a guarantee. The afternoon sun casted an orange glow all over her skin. There were…more people now, Laylah guessed. More traffic on the road nearby. More people finishing up their hiking for the day. She had parked her car in a clearing for other cars—it hadn't been empty when Laylah had locked it, so there had to still be some people around. Could they help her? Maybe. Laylah wasn't quite ready to explain her newfound nudist adventure just yet, if anything because they'd most likely recommend her to, you know, wear shoes.

Shoes. That was the one thing Laylah really wished she were able to wear. Being barefoot for this long was agonizing, and most of all, dirty. What was so great about being completely naked anyway? It would've been far hotter if Laylah had worn shoes. Would've made it abundantly clear she was naked on purpose, not on accident. Right?

Laylah wouldn't realize just how ironic this train of thought was until she heard a voice behind her: "Uhm…You okay, miss?"

Oh fuck.

Laylah turned around and immediately threw her hands across her bare breasts. It was…a woman, just like her, geared up in hiking gear with an unsurprisingly confused look on her pale face. It looked as if all the blood had been drained out of her, that's how white she was from second-hand embarrassment. Laylah resisted the urge to nervously laugh. How was she embarrassed? She was the one who had clothes on!

"Uhm…hey," Laylah said. She didn't want to think about how the selfie stick she was holding necessitated a rather awkward explanation for why it was the only item she had on her person. Oh yeah. I just run around naked taking photos all the time, Laylah imagined herself sheepishly explaining. I love doing this. Honestly? It's my number one hobby.

The strange woman—thankfully—didn't seem eager to interrogate her. "I…uh, just saw you. You looked kind of lost so I thought I'd say something. You know, considering the fact that you're, uhh…"

Naked. Laylah's brain couldn't help but finish her sentence. Completely fucking naked.

"I'm okay, actually," Laylah said, this time with a bit more confidence to it, the kind of relaxed air that usually appeared on a live recording, never in person. She figured her best strategy now was to be that outgoing Laylah, just without the sexy bits. "I've always thought about doing this, so I thought I'd give it a shot. I didn't think I'd run into anyone, though."

Somehow, openly admitting that she was purposefully doing this whole undressed thing cleared the air between them. At the very least, it brought some color back to the woman's face. She looked cute, actually. She had short, short hair, freckles on her face, boyish clothes that revealed a short, lithe figure—she definitely had the look of a tomboy. Laylah guessed she was probably in her twenties, same as her. Which somehow made things more and less embarrassing. Laylah couldn't tell which for sure.

"I've never thought about doing that," the woman admitted, blushing ever so slightly at the passing thought of being naked in the same predicament as Laylah, although probably without the whole 'losing your car keys' bit. "I don't even walk around naked at home. You're pretty brave, uhm…"

Laylah blushed. What was the harm in giving her her real name? "I'm Laylah."

"Jackie! I would say it's nice to meet you, but I don't think you were expecting to make a first impression today so underdressed."

Laylah scratched the back of her head, almost rolling her eyes again. She had a habit of doing that, didn't she? A nervous tic, probably. "Well, I'm glad you're cool about it. I don't mind if, you know, you don't."

Jackie smiled softly. "I mean, I've already seen you."

That much was true. But still, Laylah made a point to keep her legs closed, so, so thankful that her bush made it difficult to tell how wet she was. And she was wet. She had been all the time, even though only her subconscious mind seemed to recognize it. The exposure, the vulnerability was getting to her—the fact that she was living the ultimate fantasy of some of her viewers didn't phase her. Here she was, naked, literally without any clothes, just casually having a conversation with someone she knew for all of two seconds. If she were still recording…

Laylah blinked. Was she? She shot a glance at her phone and found—thank God—it was off. Phew.

Back to talking to the clothed girl. "I—I guess you have seen all of me, huh? Are seeing all of me…" Laylah trailed off. "I should've brought something along. Like a bag or something. You know, to have my clothes with me…"

Jackie giggled, but not before walking ahead of me, encouraging Laylah to follow. Was she supposed to follow? Laylah had absolutely no idea what was going on anymore. "Yeah, I was about to say!" Jackie said. "It isn't a good idea to go out into the woods with no protection. You seriously didn't bring anything with you?"

Just my smile, apparently, Laylah thought, but instead said, "I…well, yeah. I thought it would be funner that way. I didn't want to chicken out and get dressed straight away, you know?"

Jackie thought on that for a second. It was becoming clearer and clearer the more the two walked that they were heading back to the clearing where Laylah parked her car—which was bad! Very, very bad! It was one thing to be naked just for the fun of it, but how could she explain getting locked out?

I guess I could just tell her—no. That would make it even more abundantly obvious that I'm some exhibitionist. My cover story as an innocent woman deciding to be 'free' is flimsy enough as it is. Ugh! Laylah! How do you get yourself into messes like this?

Jackie turned to her, catching the air of apprehension Laylah radiated. "I guess that makes sense," Jackie answered, eyeing Laylah's body rather openly. "You do look like you're still pretty nervous. Are you shaking?"

"Yeah…" Laylah trailed off. No, she wasn't shaking. She was dripping wet and doing everything possible to keep her thighs bolted together so Jackie couldn't see.

"Did you park nearby? Maybe I'll keep you company while you get dressed?"

No, that is the last thing I want, lady!

Instead Laylah said, "Oh, thank you. That would be nice, actually…"

It didn't seem to register to Jackie that Laylah, of course, didn't exactly have any place to put her car keys. But that didn't mean Jackie would stay so clueless forever. This was going to get real awkward, real fast. But at the same time, running away butt naked was only going to be more suspicious, not less. She needed some kind of distraction, something like—

Laylah's ears caught the sound of footsteps. Perfect. Or, well, not perfect, but something was better than nothing. "Do you hear that?" Laylah asked, feigning a sheepish tone of voice. "Oh, God. There's more people on this trail."

Jackie's eyes went wide as she turned to face the path behind them. "Oh, yeah. Guess there is. You should get going!"

Gladly, Laylah thought, blushing. "I—yeah. Thanks for being so nice to me. I—"

"Just get going, naked girl!"

Laylah bit her lip, surprisingly enjoying that combination of words, but nevertheless started running to the clearing where she had parked her car. There was no time to burn. She had to get her car open now.

Okay, adventure over. Time to get dressed now! That would be really, really nice right about now!

Laylah knew well enough that whatever miracle she was hoping for wasn't going to come to pass. She had double checked when locking the door in the first place. What act of God was suddenly going to open it now? But she had to try. She was fucking naked without anything—literally anything. Even if she did call one of her friends right this second, she'd still be out here for at minimum an hour before someone could pick her up. No, she had to find a way to open her car. She'd break the window if she really came down to it.

Laylah was utterly exhausted from sprinting when she finally made it to her car. Sweat covered her, making her bare skin shine in the afternoon light. She must've looked like a forest nymph like this, breasts hanging, her cunt soaked from all the temptation she had been resisting all up until now. Her plan was to masturbate when she found her key, as apart of the video—that's why she had worked herself up so much. But now she was so fucking horny that she couldn't keep herself together. She needed release. Bad.

Fuck, I don't even care if my clothes just disappeared, Laylah thought as she pulled on the driver's side handle. To no surprise, the door didn't budge. I just want privacy at this point. Like, literally, a few seconds to myself to just cum. That's all I want now. Fuck! Why can't this stupid thing open?

She didn't have a chance to check any of the other doors before footsteps, once again, came near. Laylah fell to the ground, hiding behind her car as the sounds grew louder. There were three pairs of footsteps: one of them had to be Jackie, of course. The other two had to be the couple. Laylah was lucky: she had packed far enough away and was positioned away from them, so as long as she stayed put, there was no chance of them noticing her. And, most importantly, Laylah never described her car to Jackie. As far as her newfound friend was concerned, Laylah was already gone.

Privacy.

The word felt so heavy in Laylah's throat. Nobody could see her right now. They didn't know she was here. She could…go back to recording the video.

Oh my God. I can't believe I'm about to do this.

Her clit needed attention. There was no helping it, no ounce of modesty left in Laylah to resist the desire now. She brought her hands down between her legs, pleasured herself ever so slowly, building the courage to fuck herself outright. She didn't think that Jackie could see her, that anyone else could see her. She had a moment to herself, somehow.

She bit down on her tightened fist to keep her voice down. Car engines all around her were starting up. They were leaving, though Laylah was too busy with herself to check for herself. She just hoped they were gone. She grabbed her phone and turned on the recording, facing the camera at her.

"Close call…I almost got caught. A woman saw me."

Saying those words only made Laylah more eager to cum. More desperate. More needy.

"She saw my entire naked body, guys. Oh, God. And now I'm masturbating behind my car because I have no idea what else to do. Fuck, this is so hot. I'm such an utter mess, guys. I'm fucking naked and locked out of my car and it feels so good. Ugh."

She flashed a smile at the camera before showing it her wetness. Then she brought the phone back to her face. "I'm going to cum in just a second…then I'll have to figure out what to do. Maybe I'll hitchhike. What do you think, guys? Hitchhiking naked sounds like a fun thing to do. Would be a great way to end this wild journey…"

Laylah was just trying to excite herself now, using words to heighten her orgasm as much as she could. But the thought was tempting. She had already shown off her naked body to one person today, and the woman clearly loved it. And Laylah got away with it! She could do it, hitchhike 'dressed' like this.

I could…

Oh, fuck. You really are an exhibitionist…

Her orgasm came faster than she was expecting. Her legs shook violently, and her heart nearly gave out from beating so fast. She almost fainted, the pleasure being that strong. When she finally could open her eyes and think straight again, it was minutes later. Her hands were soaked in juices.

She panted for another minute before rising to her feet. "Okay…I need to actually find a solution now…"

…

The car was coming down the road, and Laylah had no intention of hiding. Instead, she smiled at the camera, keeping her body as exposed as possible under the light of the setting sun.

This looks very, very brazen. It's going to be plenty obvious I'm not just some poor soul who had her clothes misplaced. No. This is purposeful.

And yet Laylah didn't really care. She was far past the earthly need for modesty at this point. She had been undressed for—what—hours now? No, what she really wanted was to take a hot shower, get in bed, masturbate again and again until her heart exploded. After that she'd figure out how to edit the footage into something resembling a comprehensible video. And, of course, figure out how to unlock her car.

God, I'm such a mess, Laylah thought sheepishly as the car slowed down, clearly having noticed her. She kept her eyes focused on her smartphone, presenting her body as best as she could. Even looking at the car brought a shiver down Laylah's naked spine. At least with Jackie it was a total accident. At least with her, she laughed it off, as if running into a naked woman during a walk was the most natural thing in the world.

But this…

Laylah blinked as she finally drew the courage to look at the car's occupant directly through the windshield. It was…oh, God.

She had seen this car before. In the clearing.

And she had definitely seen the driver before.

"Why did I have a hunch I'd see you again?" The voice was familiar, soft, like an angel's. Laylah refused to meet her eyes. There was no excuse now. Her exhibitionism was so blatant that it wasn't even funny. Laylah turned off her smartphone.

Jackie smiled. "I was thinking to myself, 'huh, this naked girl is really odd.' So I thought I'd drive back just to make sure something didn't happen to you. Good thing I did, huh?"

"Uhm…hey, Jackie," Laylah trailed off. "So, here's the thing."

Jackie laughed before trying to cut it off. "Oh?"

"I…uh, might have locked myself out of my car."

"Oh my. You live an interesting life, don't you, Laylah?"

Laylah rolled her eyes, more at herself than at Jackie directly. "I—I guess so. Anyway, I need a ride."

"I bet you do!"

"You're going to make this as humiliating as possible for me, are you?"

Jackie giggled again. "Consider it payment. You have a lot to tell me about what you were doing here today. You've definitely made me curious."

Laylah blushed, but not because of Jackie. Not because of her trying to embarrass her, or even the reality that she'd had to hitchhike like this in the first place. She blushed because of how turned on she was. How much this simply excited her.

So what was the harm in talking about the video?

Laylah bit her lip, a trail of wetness running down her thighs. "Well, I guess I should say I was recording a little something…"

THE END


Public Flashing: Wild Exhibitionist Naked at Night




Part One

…Ring…

…Ring…

…Ring!

Marc shot his head up, threw off his blankets, collapsed groggily onto the hard floor before picking himself up off the ground. The alarm was still blaring in his ear. How long had it been ringing? With the lights still off, Marc motioned for his phone in the darkness and silenced the ringing. It hadn't been too long. Maybe he hadn't missed her. Hopefully not yet.

Marc threw on his T-shirt and went for his apartment balcony. Before all this he was such a heavy sleeper that even an explosion couldn't wake him, but now, having developed this—well—routine, it felt as if nothing could keep him from getting out of bed. It was just shy of three A.M. according to his phone. The stars were out, blanketed by only a weak patch of clouds, and the soft blue moon shined high in the sky. Nobody should've been up at this hour, least of all him. He had college classes in the morning and afternoon, and a long, long night shift waiting for him after that. This was precious time he should have been be sleeping, but try as he might, he refused to fix his sleeping schedule. He had a good reason. A very good reason, as far as Marc was concerned, one that most men his age would almost definitely understand.

It was simple: one night he saw a beautiful woman streaking.

Yes, streaking. As in naked. As in completely and utterly exposed. He knew for a fact that he wasn't imagining things: he confirmed that for himself on the second night when he spotted her making the same trip across the road beyond his apartment complex, running so fast that her large bare breasts slapped against her chest—even if she were braless, there was no mistaking her for wearing a shirt with that kind of motion. There was no doubt about it. She was naked. Completely fucking naked. And each night, Marc watched in awe from his balcony as she ran by.

Sometimes she would stay longer, although never in one place for very long. It was clear to Marc that the woman—rightfully—was rather skittish about her public exposure, to the point that she even wore a mask, which, because she was usually barefoot, too, meant that was often her only article of 'clothing'. On most nights Marc saw her streak down from the street, escaping into the densely wooded area of a park next to his apartment, but every once in awhile, if Marc thought himself lucky, she'd rest at the bus stop—a place so perfectly positioned that Marc's balcony constituted front row seats. There on a bench she'd play with herself, relieving all the tension of her exhibitionism before finally streaking again: to find her clothes, or expose herself somewhere else, well, Marc wasn't sure. All he knew was that the woman must've loved whatever what she was doing. This risky, public exhibitionism. This exposure.

He loved it, too. In the cold spring air he leaned against the balcony railing, doing little to hide himself as he watched the woman take her seat at the bus stop. At first, he was more careful with his voyeurism, hiding back in his apartment if he thought that the woman could see him, but she never did seem to notice, so Marc stopped trying. He doubted the woman really cared: after all, wasn't her goal to show off? And she was showing off. Her legs were spread, and a hand was between her thighs toying mercilessly with the wetness dripping from sweet pussy lips. Marc was too far and too high to see her intimately, but he could tell enough what she was doing. One hand groped her fat breasts. The other worked her clit. It was obvious that her streaking was truly exciting to her. That it made her alive.

God, this girl is truly something…Marc thought as an erection stirred in his boxers. He had totally forgotten to put on jeans, and the cold, cold air was finally starting to bite at him. But he didn't want to go inside, not yet. Not while the strange naked woman was still in sight. I should catch her attention somehow. Say something. Tell her that I'm not a threat. But how? She runs so fast from the first sign of being caught that she may as well be an athlete. Fuck, maybe she is.

For a moment Marc took in the woman's features and imagined who she might be. Without clothes, without the pretense of modern life, it was difficult to say anything for certain. She looked about his age, early twenties—if he didn't know any better he'd guess she was a classmate of hers. But God, was she beautiful. Her bright, golden hair seemed to shine brighter than the moon overhead when lit by nothing but the dim streetlights. Her soft, silky smooth pale skin glowed in the light, as if a limelight was directly above her, exposing each and every one of her features. She was curvy, with an hourglass frame, the kind that accentuated her large ass and even larger breasts. She wasn't a big woman, but without clothes…it was clear to Marc that she had a lot of reason to show off. She was a goddess. It would've been a crime against humanity to hide her body under layers of fabric. Marc thought so, at least.

I wonder who she is, he thought. It's been two weeks of this, and I still don't even know her name… She has to be aware that someone could be watching her at this point, right? She's flashed this entire apartment building. She's probably flashed the whole world at this point.

As if the woman cared. That was the lasting impression left on Marc, that this exhibitionist truly had no worries in the world. She was naked, and she was touching herself, and she was enjoying every single second of it, as if this was her way of finally letting go, of feeling true unconstrained, unconditional liberty. Marc almost admired her. Almost, if he wasn't so helplessly turned on. He could only imagine the confidence necessary to do this once, let alone almost every night for two weeks, and Marc had no reason to suspect she hasn't been doing this longer. Fuck, she was perfect, wasn't she?

On some days, she wouldn't even streak at all. That's how reckless she was. She'd simply walk down the street instead, as slowly as possible, basking in the cool blue moonlight as her bare feet glided across the cold concrete ground—as if she wanted to be spotted by a car's headlights as the vehicle drove past. Breathless, the naked woman would lie on the ground, forming a star with her limbs as she looked up at the night sky. Marc wondered what was going through her mind in that moment. What compels anyone to expose themselves so obviously? Did it even matter?

Marc, subconsciously, reached down between his legs, grabbed his cock through the fly in his boxers. Try as he might, he couldn't resist the urge. Here was a college girl shamelessly flashing her entire naked body to everyone. Was it so risky for him to do the same, all the way up here where nobody could possibly see him? He wanted to experience even a fraction of that freedom, if only to get a better understanding of what she was experiencing herself.

Fuck. She's about to orgasm, isn't she?

He blinked and rubbed his eyelids. He was still groggy, too groggy to focus in on her from this far away. He made a mental note to buy a pair of binoculars, as silly as that idea sounded. But she was, in fact, close to cumming. He could tell: she was biting down on her fist to silence her moans, and her legs were lifted up from the ground and spread apart, stretching her wet pussy lips even further. Faster and faster and faster she rubbed her clit, to the point that there was no way for her to escape from being seen if someone were near, to the point that even if she were close to being seen, a part of her wouldn't let her pull away. No, she was naked, and she was free. Why couldn't she orgasm freely, too?

A loud moan sounded. She couldn't control herself. Her thighs were shaking, throbbing, pulsing from the explosive orgasm. And Marc, too, was enjoying himself as well, cumming so fast that at he hadn't expected it. He was pent up, he realized. So fucking pent up from this shameless exhibitionist flashing his apartment, every single night.

Fuck…fuck. Holy fuck I need to meet this woman. She's so endlessly beautiful.

He watched her, exhausted, as her orgasm finally subsided and she stood up from her bench. For a second she did nothing—only for her to turn, look up, wave a hand at him from all that far away. At first Marc thought he was imagining things, as if he had never woken up from his alarm at all. He blinked. What?

The woman giggled. No, it was real. She knew he was here. Had she known all this time?

She waved again, this time stretching her arm out to make it abundantly obvious. Then, she pressed her breasts together and flicked her hard nipples with her fingers—only for her to dash into the forest behind the bus stop, disappearing almost immediately into the shadows. For a long time Marc was stunned, unable to think, unable to do anything except stand lifelessly on his balcony. She knows, he kept thinking, again and again. She knows!

Behind him, his phone beeped with a notification. He went inside, washed his hands of his orgasm, and changed underwear before checking it. A text message was waiting for him.

I hope you've been enjoying the show. I've wanted to say something to you for awhile…but I was too shy. Can you believe that? Me? Shy?

I want to make it up to you for teasing you all this time. Why don't you come down tomorrow night? I'll show you around.

But don't keep me waiting. You already know how fast I can run. If you blink, you might miss me.

Me, one slutty naked exhibitionist.


Part Two

It was all but impossible to Marc to focus in class the next day. His mind, his every waking thought, was focused on her. I can't believe it. I just…can't believe it.

It was obvious to him now that he wasn't as sneaky about his voyeurism as he had convinced himself to believe. She knew—No, had known—for days, if not the entire time he had been watching her nightly outings. As much as that was a shock to him, it was a good thing, however. Marc wanted to meet this woman, and this was his 'in'. His chance to finally see her face-to-face.

He had tried to text the number, but no response came back. A smart decision from her considering how reckless she had been up until this point: some anonymity on her part was to be expected. But still Marc was left wanting more. This woman, this stranger… he knew absolutely nothing about her. Who was she? Where was she from? Fuck, what was her name, even?

He had no idea about anything of it. All he knew for sure is that he would see her again late at night, and this time, they'd be able to talk. Would she be naked? Probably: in fact, Marc hadn't ever seen her with clothes. The thought of imagining her body encaged in clothes seemed almost offensive to him. But besides that Marc didn't know what to expect. Anything could happen.

Anything.

"Hey, Marc," he heard a high, sweet voice say from beside his desk. Class had already started, but the professor was—of course—running late for the third time this week. "It's Marc, right? Could I borrow your textbook for a second? I accidentally left mine at home."

Marc lazily looked up, pushed his textbook across his desk for her to grab it, but it wasn't until they locked eyes that recognition struck him like a battering ram. The same hair. The same fiery look in the eyes. The same rough body type, although the woman's baggy clothes made it difficult to ascertain for certain. No, it was her. It was the exhibitionist.

Marc's heart stopped. "You're—"

"Ssshhh." Not another word escaped Marc's lips as the girl's finger pressed against his lips. She smiled at him ever so softly. "There. You almost ruined it."

Marc blinked. He tried to remember what the woman's name was: clearly she had been a peer of his for the entire semester. But what was it? Fuck! How didn't I recognize her before? No wonder she was so keen on teasing me. She's wanted me to notice her all this time. Fuck, Marc, get it together!

"I'm sorry," he said as he looked up to her sheepishly. "I don't think I ever caught your name."

"That would make sense," she said, "I never did give it to you. We can talk more later tonight. But I thought I'd say hello. You know me. I like to be spontaneous."

This girl is going to eat me alive, Marc thought, but instead said: "…You sure do."

"Anything you want to say to me before tonight?" she asked.

"Where do I start? You're amazing. You're beautiful."

"Oh?" the woman giggled. "I'm glad you think so."

"I—I don't know what else to say. You have me completely under your spell."

"Is that so? Don't worry. You'll have a chance to get your revenge later. Some payback for all of my merciless teasing."

"Merciless is putting it lightly, don't you think?"

The woman smiled again. God, she was such an angel. "I better get going, Marc. Like I said in the text—don't keep me waiting."

With that, the girl ran her finger across his desk, then went back to her seat in the far back of the classroom. For a long moment all Marc could do was stare at her blankly, mentally undressing her. "Wait! What is your name?" he called out. At this point, this was the only question of his that desperately needed answering. He wanted a name to put to her body. Something—anything.

She turned around and waved again, just like she had done that night before. This time, however, she didn't tease him any further. "It's Camila," she said, grinning. "Happy? See you tonight!"

Marc gulped. She really was something special, wasn't she?

The next few hours crawled at a snail's pace as Marc thought about her, about Camila. So many questions now were swimming around in his thoughts. Had they met before without him remembering it? Marc had no idea. He didn't think so: the image of her picturesque body was burned so permanently in his brain he knew for a fact he would've recognized her had they met previously. Maybe Marc was overcomplicating things. Maybe she had recognized him first, saw him from his balcony and put two and two together. Camila herself said she liked being spontaneous. What is more spontaneous than finding out one of your college classmates has been your secret voyeur all this time and pouncing on the opportunity?

It didn't matter, at the end of the day. All that mattered was seeing her again, as far as Marc was concerned. The details were just that—details.

It wasn't until after class, as he went home, that he received another text: this time with a picture of Camila's entire naked body in frame. Marc's heart stopped, his cock growing in an instant as he realized where she had taken the photo. It wasn't just anywhere. No. She was posing on the campus grounds itself, breasts pushed up with her free arm, her tongue stuck out as if to taunt him.

Where hasn't this chick been naked at this point? Marc thought as he laughed. Camila's boldness was certainly something. It was a small surprise to him finding out that she even owned clothes. Fuck. When was this taken? Today? No. There's no way. She probably took it on an off day or something. But still…just completely naked on campus like that…

He texted back a few moments later. You look good in that outfit, the text read. Ever thought about wearing it to class?

Marc didn't expect her to answer him, but he felt the need to tease her, too. To fight fire with fire. To his surprise, she responded almost immediately. A few times, admittedly…but I think we both know I've had enough close calls as it is. You're the first one to really spot me. Can you believe that?

It made enough sense. She was careful with her exhibitionism—but not that careful. Someone was going to catch sight of her eventually, if not him in the first place. I'm glad I did. You deserve to be seen, he texted back. A woman like you deserves an entire stage, audience and all.

I don't think I'll ever be so lucky, Camila texted. But fuck. It's an idea. One of these days. I'd have to plan it out. Who would've thought that streaking could be so complicated? Not me, that's for sure.

He worked on sending another reply, but Camilla texted back to him before he could finish his thoughts. No more texting. It's too impersonal, don't you think? Be a good boy and wait. It'll only be a handful of hours.

Marc groaned. "'A few hours.' Yeah, right," he said out loud. "That may as well be an eternity with you…"

Still, he waited, and eventually late into the night he saw Camila again waving to him from his balcony. She was clothed this time—unfortunately—but Marc knew that this would not be a simple date for them. No. Camila had to be planning more. That was her style.

He came down from his apartment and walked outside, enjoying for a moment the brisk night air: cold, but not too cold: the perfect kind of weather for Camila, knowing the fact that a coat and a pair of boots was not an option for her nightly activities. He met up with her on the sidewalk and smiled gently at her. "You look nice," he said, utterly lost on what to say. What was a good icebreaker in a situation like this? In the end he simply said the first thing that came to his mind. "It's hard seeing you with clothes on. You look like an entirely different person."

Camila blushed slightly, which surprised him. She was such a fearless exhibitionist that it was so unusual seeing her in any state of embarrassment, however small. "Honestly? That's because I am," he said. "When my clothes come off it's an entirely different story. But now? Well…it's like a high, if that makes any sense. I'm a lot more confident naked."

Marc nodded. There wasn't much he could say. It was fun simply listening to her, learning more about how she worked. "When I, uh, saw you for the first time, that's what I thought was going through your head. It looked like you were really enjoying the freedom of it all. The fact you were letting go."

"That's not a bad way to put it," Camila said, smiling weakly. It was becoming clear to him that this kind of introspection wasn't something she did frequently. Still, she continued to conversation in earnest. "It's…hard to explain, how I really feel. But how about we skip the talking and get to the fun bits, yeah? I've kept you waiting for too long already. I almost feel bad!"

Marc laughed softly. "Sounds like a plan. What are you—"

He was going to ask how she usually began her trips on nights like this, but his words were cut off by the sight of her exposed beasts. Apparently there was no plan in her world. All she had to do was strip. Shirt, jeans, panties, bra—all of it was tossed in his direction, leaving her with absolutely nothing except for a pair of running shoes. Considering how often she went barefoot, she still seemed overdressed to him. Oh well. He could manage.

"How do I look?" Camila asked, smirking. She struck a pose, lifting her arms up toward the sky. "Am I everything you imagined I'd be?"

"And more," he answered. "Don't you get cold?"

"Not once I start moving. I'm usually too horny to let it get to me, anyway. You can totally see how my skin goosebumps though."

He shot a look at her. Even after all this time her naked body hadn't lost its mystique. Her gentle, perfect curves. The fiery spark in her eye. The trimmed landing strip about her fat pussy lips. How even her perky breasts hanged from her chest. She was perfect. And she was standing in front of him, baring everything to him. Him and only him.

He had to be the luckiest man alive. And he wanted to stay lucky—standing out here in full view of the apartment complex where anybody could see them was not something Marc wanted to entertain. "How about we get going?" he asked. "I'll follow you, keep on the look out."

"Aww," Camila giggled. She spun around and faced the road, displaying her ass as she winked at him. "You'd do that for me?"

"I'd do anything for you."

"Oh, stop it," she said. "Let's go. We've overstayed our welcome here as it is."

With that, Marc followed her down the street. It took about a minute before he realized her clothes were still left on the sidewalk, right out in the open where anyone could find them. "Wait," he said. "What about your clothes?"

Camila rose an eyebrow, as if to say she hadn't even thought about them. "They're hand-me-downs," she said. "Thrift store stuff. We can get them later. I would normally take them with me…but it's not like you'd want me to get dressed, so I thought I wouldn't bother."

God, this woman is great, Marc thought. "Good call," he ended up saying. "I'm honestly shocked you even came here clothed."

"I have to be an upstanding citizen sometimes, Marc."

And with that, Marc kept watch behind Camila as she went on her usual nightly journey. It was surprisingly both longer and more elaborate than Marc had ever expected from what he saw from his balcony. For one thing, the wooded area wasn't all that wooded, or that safe: the parking lot of the park directly overlooked any possible escape route—in effect, she was just as exposed on the street as she was in the trees. From here there was really only one option besides running back the way she came, by going forward, dodging from tree to tree until there was a small pond she could swim in. It wasn't deep enough to cover her completely standing up, but it was inconspicuous enough that she could dive in and hide underneath the water if someone was on her tail. But still, it wasn't much of a plan, and as Marc followed her it was obvious she hadn't stored any backup clothes nearby. Was she trying to go on the most risky route possible?

Knowing Camila now…Marc was sure of it. This woman wanted the danger. She wanted to be caught. And she had chosen Marc to be the one to do it.

"Where do you go from here?" Marc asked as they stood near the pond's edge. "You're kind of trapped here from what I can tell. Open street on one side. A large parking lot on the other. You're boxed in."

Camila blushed slightly. Openly explaining her exhibitionism in detail was something she probably never had to do before. "This is the farthest I've ever gone without clothes, actually," she said, tensing up slightly as she said the words. She wasn't actually embarrassed now, was she? "From my house all the way to here, this is as far as I've gotten. I never planned out this place as well as I should have, where to go from here, that is."

Marc blinked. "Hold up. You leave your clothes at home?"

Somehow, that tiny question both excited and embarrassed her. "Well, yeah," she said, struggling to meet his eyes. At the same time Marc's gaze wandered to her breasts as her skin glistened in the soft blue moonlight. "That's what makes it fun. Seeing how far I can go before I chicken out. And I like knowing that I'm pushing myself each time I do it. That I'm really giving it my all."

"Until you get caught, I imagine," Marc said, arms crossed with a smirk on his face. It was kind of cute seeing Camila explain herself, naked and vulnerable and yet without an ounce of shame.

"Who said I'd ever get caught?" she shot back at him, kicking off her running shoes and pulling off her socks to take a dip in the water.

"I caught you," he said. "You made it rather easy."

Camila laughed as she tested the water with her toe—then went into the water until she was waist deep. Did this woman ever get cold? "I let you catch me. Let's keep the record straight. I saw you on day one. You weren't exactly doing the best job of hiding yourself."

Marc tried to think of a rebuttal, but fell flat. Instead he worked to undo his jeans.

Camila blinked. "What are you doing?"

"Joining you."

"It's not fun if we're both naked."

"Who said I'm getting completely naked?"

His jeans and boxers were off by the time he was done, revealing his erection to her—a sight she had clearly experienced more than once at this point. Still, just like he had saw her naked body up close for the first time, she was seeing it up close for the first time as well. Her eyes slowly went wide, filling with lust. "You know…" she trailed off, suddenly becoming bashful. "I've never thought about fucking in public."

"You haven't? Really?"

"I never thought I'd have a man to join me, for one thing. This has always been a—how do you put it?—a solo adventure, so to speak. But now that you're here…"

He joined her in the pond, took her hand and arched her back until her ass was propped up, lifted above the water. He licked his fingers, sunk them deep inside her quivering pussy lips. Fuck. This moment felt so surreal, so unimaginable. Was he really going to fuck this beautiful, absolutely insane woman out in the middle of public like this?

He was. Camila had been rubbing off on him, Marc assumed. He wanted to feel for even a moment her freedom. He brought her close, pressing her ass against the length of his shaft as he worked to remove his shirt from his chest. Once that was done, he tossed it away, leaving him just as bare as she was. Camila gawked at him, annoyed that her nudity was no longer special—she could deal with it, as far as Marc was concerned. Right now he was in charge.

Before she could say anything, make another quip, Marc slid inside her wetness, filling her cunt as the heat radiated and radiated, making him gasp. "Fuck," he whispered, so quietly in the off-chance that someone might hear them. He knew for a fact that no one could. As far as he could tell, no-one was around for miles. But still a part of him felt chained in a way that Camila was not. Camila would scream at the top of her lungs if she really wanted to. Could Marc attempt the same?

It wasn't important now. Now all that mattered was fucking this woman who had been teasing him, night after night, for so fucking long.

"Oh—fuck," Camila said, surprised to find him fucking her, groping her breasts, using her body in the way it was meant to be used. She arched her back further, motioned for his hands and held them as he teased her nipples. "You're so animalistic now. Have you always been capable of this?"

"Ever since I first saw you."

"I must've been—ah—fucking torture for you."

"You have no idea."

The moon hung over them like a spotlight. For a time the only thing that could be heard was their combined grunts and moans and his cock sliding deep within her. It seemed too quiet, the pond too at ease for the culmination for her exhibitionism. Maybe Camila had only imagined it, but her eyes went wide, and she turned around to grab his hand. "Do you hear that?"

"N—"

"Footsteps."

To his surprise, that only wanted him to fuck her harder, rougher, regardless of the consequences. It was all that was on his mind at this point, the only thing that truly mattered. He had a beautiful naked woman in his arms, one who was so desperate to expose herself all this time. And she was getting cold feet now?

He responded by fucking her faster, and Camila, without words, interpreted that as his answer. "Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck."

She bit her lip and grinded her ass against his cock. They had seconds now, Marc assumed, before whatever had alerted Camila was going to catch them. He went faster, faster, faster. Sweat was dripping from his face. Their orgasms were so close, so fucking close.

A sound came through the trees. And Marc came. He gasped—then staggered backward as Camila stumbled and waded through the water. They didn't have time. Was someone watching them? No—he couldn't see a flashlight or anything at all besides the dim moonlight. He crawled out of the water, grabbed his clothes, and ran with them in his hand as he went searching for some kind of cover. Once he found it behind a large tree trunk, he crouched down, threw on his clothes. For a moment he wondered if Camila had been caught while he ran away, scared.

Fuck. I need to find her, he thought.

"Camila?" he called out. He went searching, but it was so dark that it was all but impossible to inspect each and every shadow. "Camilla!"

No response. He was panicking now, his heart racing far beyond its breaking point. Where was she? He went back to the pond but found nothing except for the still surface of the water. He spun and spun, but there was no sign of her—or of anyone else. How could she had been caught but not him? They were right next to each other! They were—

A laugh sounded behind him just before a finger roughly poked his shoulder. He turned, finding a completely dressed Camila smiling at him. He blinked.

"So you do keep backup clothes."

That made her laugh out loud. It wasn't, of course, the most elaborate of outfit choices, nor was it even decent for this time of hour with this cold, but it was enough—a long t-shirt and boyshorts—for Camila to not look so out of place in the night. "I'm not an idiot, you know," she said to him. "I do, in fact, value my own safety. But I thought it'd be fun to make it more exciting for you. And, God, did it work."

"And no one was actually around. You just like causing havoc, don't you?"

Camila grinned. "Guilty as charged. Want to walk me home?"

"Gladly."

And with that, the two walked through the park, with Camila somehow ending up more dressed than before. "We probably shouldn't do this again," she said, turning away from him as if in shame. "I shouldn't do this again, as fun as it is to tempt fate every night. I've gotten it out of my system. This is it for me."

Marc opened his mouth—but said nothing, realizing that even for himself, this was far beyond anything he thought capable of himself. He just fucked a beautiful woman in a park, naked—his fantasy more or less. Where else could they go from that point on? They had clearly hit a limit, short of even riskier exposure, an idea that didn't appeal to Marc and, judging by Camila's somber words, didn't appeal to her, either.

He looked at her, shot a smile, all the while mentally undressing her. That gave him an idea. One final thing to end the night with.

"It's probably over for me, too," Marc said, pausing on the idea for a moment. After all this time, now he just wanted a good night's sleep—something that was utterly impossible for him to have before. Hopefully, he'd be able to see Camila again on more…normal circumstances. "I do want to ask you something, though. Before we call it quits forever."

Camila looked to him, eyebrow raised. "Oh?"

"How about you hand me your clothes?"

It was a simple, surprisingly blunt question coming from him. They were still in public, nowhere near Camila's house. Still in the risk of being caught. And yet Marc did not care at all.

But Camila just blushed, receptive to the idea. "You just want a memento, don't you?"

"No," Marc laughed. Was he pushing his luck? Maybe. But Camila wasn't one to resist a challenge, and indirectly asking her to walk back home naked was one she'd never refuse. "I just love watching you leave."

Oh the smile on Camila's face when he said that. She lifted up her shirt and tossed it to him, then her shorts. And with that Camila was in her most natural state again. Perfection.

She rose to plant a kiss on his cheek. "See you later, Marc," she said, then sped away, leaving Marc there in awe as he watched her go, breasts jiggling, ass bouncing, arms raised high into the night sky.

What a woman, Marc thought, spellbound as he held her clothes in his arms. What a fucking woman.

THE END
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Part One

It all happened so fast that I don't even know where to begin. I'll do my best to explain: I was in my bathroom having a bubble bath while reading my favorite book, a well-used copy of Life of Pi. It was late into the night: I had just gotten off a brutal twelve hour shift working at my local animal shelter, and I desperately needed to kick back and unwind. I had spoken to my roommate Clare for a few minutes before she left our apartment to meet her boyfriend at the movie theater. Once she left, I undressed, put all my clothes in the hamper in my room, then had hot water running in the tub as I made myself a snack in the kitchen. Those are all the important details. The only details, really, that I think matter.

All-in-all, it was an average weekday night for me, one that blended perfectly with all the others beforehand. There was nothing amiss about that night, my apartment, or anything else that comes to mind. I still can't think of anything different—except one thing that above all else bears mentioning.

The portal.

Even now, it's impossible to describe fully. All I know is that one moment I was in my bathroom, and the next moment I was swooped away. I was caught in space, flying at high speed to some unknown destination universes or even entire dimensions away. Nothing was brought with me, not even the soap suds covering my naked body. All I had with me was… well, me.

And then I was back home, in my bedroom of all places, completely naked and on my carpet floor no worse for wear except for my entangled hair. I remember blinking and scratching my head. What the hell? I thought. Did that just happen? I'm not imagining things, am I?

I wasn't, because when I turned around, the portal was still there, glimmering with ethereal violet light as it hovered in mid-air like a rip through space and time. It wasn't much bigger than a hardback in size: it was clear, even in the moment, that it was shrinking. And fast.

I didn't have time to react. The portal suddenly closed shut, dissipating all of its energy and sending it outward in a powerful shockwave that knocked me back onto the floor. It was as if the most powerful earthquake I had ever experienced had just occurred. Everything fell to the floor, and I do mean everything: if it wasn't nailed down, it was on the ground around my bare feet, scattered, broken beyond repair, you name it. It was a good thing I wasn't hurt, considering the fact I didn't even have clothes to shield me from the blast.

Fuck! I thought as I saw stars. I blinked and rubbed my eyes. I… what the hell just happened? Was that a portal? Did I just travel through it? Oh my—I need to call Clare right this second!

I rose to my feet, brushed off the dust sticking to bare breasts—and took in a deep breath. Thankfully I was in the comfort of my bedroom, because I could've been transported anywhere. The naked part of the whole ordeal I didn't mind: ever since I moved into the apartment with Clare I was a closeted nudist, so besides the fact I was just in the bath, I didn't take too much note of it. At least not yet.

"Clare? Are you home yet?" I called out as I snuck from my bedroom to our shared bathroom. My smartphone wasn't where I had placed it—nor were my clothes that I was going to wear after drying from the bath. Everything was misplaced, albeit in subtle ways. When I had gotten into the bath, the dishes in the kitchen sink were stacked as high as the ceiling, but now the sink was empty and so clean the stainless steel was sparkling from the lightbulbs in the ceiling. And my smartphone? It was still in my bedroom, charging next to my laptop on my desk—the few things in my room that weren't damaged from the portal closing.

"This is so weird…" I said aloud to no one in particular. "Did I end up in another dimension or something? Another timeline? Ugh, this is so confusing. I do not have the energy for this. I still have work in the morning."

I dialed Clare's number and jumped into bed as I waited for her to pick up. I needed to vent about this to someone tonight, so it might as well have been her. The movie must've ended, because the call didn't go straight to voice mail. "Hey, Naomi, what's up?" Clare asked. "I'm still at my boyfriend's. He's teaching me how to play League of Legends, and trust me, it's not going well!"

What? I thought to myself. I raised an eyebrow or two. I thought Clare was at the movies? There's no way she'd lie about that, would she? No. I'm definitely in another dimension at this point. There's no denying it.

But… if that's the case… what's actually different about this universe?

I discarded that train of thought and focused on what was important: getting my best friend back home so I could confide to her. "Hey, are you going to be home soon?" I asked. "Something crazy just happened and I want to tell you all about it. It's important."

"Uhm… sure. I can be there. Just let me talk to Chris so I can let him know, okay?"

"Okay. Thanks, Clare," I said. "You're a sweetheart."

"No problem!"

With that, I tossed my phone onto my bed and sighed a breath of relief. At the time I was stressed and frustrated more than anything else. I had work at six o'clock in the morning, and now I had my entire room to clean before I could get any shut eye. Suffice it to say, I had good reason to be annoyed.

I should get dressed before Clare gets home, I thought as I dragged myself to my dresser. Last thing I want after a night like this is for her to find out I walk around our apartment naked. She'd tease me about that for the rest of my life, no question about it.

My mind was on auto-pilot. It was only until I reached my dresser placed on the other side of my bedroom that I suddenly realized—there was no dresser. It was gone. Instead in this reality there was another bookcase filled with college textbooks, knick-knacks, and so on. Anything but clothing.

I blinked. That's… weird, I thought.

I turned around and instead went to my closet, but the story was the same: I still, of course, had a closet, but there were no shirts or jackets hanging. All I could find was cardboard boxes stacked high—random belongings I never had unpacked and put away in either reality. Either way, not clothes.

Now I was getting frustrated. Really? How is it possible that I don't have any clothes in my own bedroom? What, does other Naomi get dressed in the living room of all places? I might like being naked… but not that much!

I shut my closet doors and snuck out of my bedroom. If I didn't have clothing in my bedroom, then where else could they have been? It wasn't laundry day, and even if it were, I couldn't find my hamper, so it was clear that my hamper wasn't in this reality either. Which meant…

I don't have clothes, I thought as I nervously scratched my bare thigh, if only to continuously remind me that yes, I was still butt naked. I'm literally in my birthday suit in my bedroom, and I have nothing to wear. What kind of reality is this?

I started to check everywhere at that point. The hallway cupboards, the living room, kitchen, every single surface and container that could possibly be a place where I'd put clothes—it didn't take long for me to realize that in this reality, I had no clothes in my apartment whatsoever. That couldn't have been by happenstance. No, all that happened was that I fell through an inter dimensional portal. It didn't somehow destroy all my clothes too.

"Naomi?"

I froze. Judging by the loudness of her voice, Clare was at the front door. Shit!

I didn't know what to do. I ran to my bedroom and shut the door behind me, but that was just to stall until I could figure out a better plan. As quick as I could, I tore my blankets and bed sheets from my bed and grabbed the latter to use as cover. It was too long and heavy to wear as a dress, even if I knew how to make a makeshift toga out of it, but it was better than nothing.

"Naomi? Where are you? Are you in your room?"

I gulped. "I—I'm in here! I, uh… My night has been really crazy so far!"

Considering my room was still in tatters, calling it all 'crazy' was probably a serious underestimation.

"Really? Hold on a second and I'll see you in your room."

My eyes went wide. I took two steps from my bedroom door and held my bedsheets as tightly as I could against my bare breasts. Even with it in front of me, there was no hiding my nudity: I was a big woman, curvy and plump in all the right ways, which conversely meant that hiding my body was all but impossible.

"I—You don't need to, Clare, it's okay, I—"

"No, really, I want to see what's up with you," I heard Clare say as, at the same time, the door knob to my room turned. "How was your—"

The door swung open, and we locked eyes. I lost my grip of my bedsheets, and it fell to the ground around my feet. So many thoughts were swimming in my head at that second. What was I supposed to say? What possible explanation could I have for being butt naked, and not just naked, but literally not having clothes at all?

Clare gave me a look—and then suddenly laughed. "Wow. Your room is a mess. What happened, did a bird fly in through the window and smash everything?"

"I—"

Clare wasn't even looking at me, not anymore. Instead her undivided attention was solely focused on the mess that my room was now in. "Here, let me help you," she said as she walked past me to pick up a fallen stack of books to put back on one of my bookcases. "Did something spill on the bed? Is that why you took the sheets off?"

My mouth turned into a thin line. No… I took them off because I'm naked, you idiot!

"Uhm, no," I said instead, "I just couldn't find any clothes to wear, and you were coming over, so…"

Clare wasn't listening. I watched, in awe, as she picked up whatever she could find on the ground, somehow completely obviously to the naked roommate standing next to her. "Hmm, yeah?" she said. "Stop standing there and help me. I know you don't like doing the chores around here, but it is your room, you know!"

Frustrated, I was about to scream at her. "Clare!"

She turned to face me. "What?"

"Where are my clothes?"

She blinked. It was about time that I caught her attention. Even in my original reality, Clare could be a bit dense. She was the outdoorsy valley girl type, with dirty blonde hair, a wardrobe of tight revealing clothes, the works. In effect she was the polar opposite of me in virtually every way—clothing now included.

"What do you mean?" she asked. She looked at me dead in the eye, as if I was completely dressed in front of her. As if my nudity was somehow boring without worthy of mention.

"I—" I stuttered. "I'm just confused why there's no clothes in my own bedroom."

"You don't remember? You must've hit your head or something."

I scratched my back as I laughed weakly. In retrospect, I was grateful for Clare coming up with a good cover story right off the bat. Explaining in detail that a magical portal of all things opened up and swooped me away in the middle of a bath would've been impossible to get through to her. "I think so," I said. "I mean. My room is a disaster, so…"

I didn't have to add onto her excuse. "Well, getting the license for you was pretty recent, so I guess it makes sense that a head bump might make you forget it. You signed up for it, remember?" she said. "You're a permanude. You always wanted to be one, in fact!"

Wait, what? I thought.

My heart stopped, and goosebumps formed all over my bare, exposed skin. "A… a permanude?"


Part Two

As far as I could tell, there was only one difference between my original reality and the new reality the portal had taken me to—but that difference? It was pretty big. In this universe, you could be a permanude.

To be honest, it's still a difficult concept to grasp, but I'll do my best to outline the rough details—the information I could glean from talking to Clare. In short, public nudity in all contexts was legal, so much so that you could sign up for a license of all things to be naked even more. The exact reasons and motivations you'd even want a license to run around in your birthday suit for, well I still haven't figured out, but there was a catch: as long as you had a license, you had to be naked. No clothes allowed. You could wear them for the cold and for other situations that necessitated them, and you could always wear shoewear, but that was it. To be a permanude, you had to live life in your most natural state. Always.

Hence, the 'perma' part of being a permanude. Apparently, in this universe I became one shortly after graduating college, which funnily enough tracks pretty well for me: back home that's when I first started being a nudist around Clare and I's apartment. So, I guess Other Naomi is a bit more bold? Who knows.

Thankfully, if only for solidarity, I wasn't the only permanude around: there were thousands of willing participants in the program across the country. Whether I've actually met any of them in this universe is another story. But once I learned that my nudity was perfectly normal, I took a breather and finally relaxed. In a way, I was relieved. I always liked being naked, even if being caught was embarrassing for me. Here, I didn't have to worry about it. I could just be myself.

Naked.

"So, wait, if I've been a permanude for months now… that means all of my friends know about it too, right?" I asked Clare the next morning as she got ready for work.

"Duh," Clare asked, rolling her eyes at me. She was getting testy with what appeared to her as obvious questions, but I needed more context if I was going to be here indefinitely; I wasn't exactly preparing myself for another portal opening up any time soon. "Most of my friends have never even seen you with clothes on. You've always been a permanude to them."

Oh, God. I thought.

"…And my job?" I asked. Has everyone at this point seen my body? is the question I wanted to really ask.

"You go to work naked. You do everything naked, Naomi. That's the whole point, dummy."

Blushing, I nodded as she opened the front door and stepped outside. "Right, right…"

Suffice it to say, it was pretty hard to believe all of it. It was one thing for me to be an at-home nudist while nobody is around. But in this universe? Everyone knew. In fact, according to Clare, I was the one who typically went grocery shopping for us on the weekends. Which meant I've went shopping naked as well.

I checked my social media later that day and discovered all my posts were in the buff as well. The photo reel on my phone had countless photos with friends with me being the only one starkers. I know, I must sound like a broken record at this point, but each time I found out I really did another thing shamelessly naked, I felt my heart race just a touch faster. My body felt hot to the touch, and between my legs a familiar wetness was dripping down my inner thighs.

I took advantage of it, laid in bed and spread my legs and enjoyed the feelings of exposure. Back home in my original universe, I was the opposite of confident, especially when it came to my body. Sure, I considered myself sexy in an objective sense, but rarely did I ever feel that way.

Other Naomi, on the other hand, was empowered. Here she had the freedom to enjoy her body and display it to her heart's content. She could bounce her tits, rub her pussy, smack her ass—at worst, nobody cared, but at best everyone wanted to see. In one photo that I posted on social media, I'm hanging out naked with a bunch of my friends at a bar. I'm standing in the middle of them, my breasts lifted up with my hands as I smile at the camera. My legs are spread, and if you look closely, you can see I'm wet in the photo. In front of all of my friends.

It was… stimulating, to say the least of it. I masturbated for hours, loving my body and every single inch of it. I guess I learned a new fact about myself that day: I wasn't just a closeted nudist. I was an exhibitionist too. At least in this universe.

Later, once I had cleaned myself up and made myself presentable with makeup (accessorizing here for me was, for obvious reasons, limited), I decided to take a short walk outside in a pair of flip flops, along with my purse with my permanude license ready if necessary. Once I stepped outside into the cool, brisk air, I felt… well, how can I best describe it? I was already used to being naked even before the portal whisked me away. I was a nudist, after all—if only in some contexts.

But outside? Where people could freely ogle me and take in my curves as much as they wanted to? Fuck, it was freeing. It was invigorating. I never felt more beautiful before.

Holy fuck, I'm naked in public and nobody cares, I remember thinking as I walked down the side walk and happily waved to an older man passing by me. He waved to me too, and although he definitely checked me out, he also remained respectful while eyeing my swinging breasts. That interaction alone made me giddy with excitement. I wanted to scream. I'm naked! I thought over and over again. I take it back! This universe is great. I'm staying. If another portal tries to take me, I swear, I'll tie myself to the ground if I have to to keep me here. No question about it.

Once I was home, I went straight for my phone to call up Clare. "Listen, we should invite our friends over tonight," I said. "An impromptu party. What do you say?"

Clare normally wasn't the kind of girl to turn down a party, especially one where she'd be the star of the show. Even with my newfound boldness, I still wasn't ready for all the attention to be placed upon me. So I was perfectly happy with Clare playing hostess. That part wasn't important to me.

What was important was experimenting with what freedoms my permanent nudity allowed me. And what better place and environment to experiment than with my friends?

"I guess it is a Friday night…" Clare said over the phone thoughtfully. "I can send out a mass text later and see who wants to come over. I'll let you know, but it is on pretty short notice."

With a naked me, I'm sure most of my guy friends will want to see me, I thought, but instead said. "That's fine. If it doesn't work out we can always push it to another day."

"Sounds good," Clare said.

Yes! I thought as I said my goodbyes to Clare and hung up the phone. Perfect. A house party is the exact thing I need right now to see what I can get away with. According to this license I have, I can get away with a lot.

The text on the license, of course, didn't elaborate on the specifics on what a permanude could or couldn't do. But it was clear that permanudes were free to do more than just be naked: they could even masturbate without a care in the world, provided they made sure to ask everyone around in the audience if they were cool with it. This universe was exceptionally sexually liberated. Yeah.

Feeling emboldened, that it what I wanted to play with on my permanude journey. Could I seriously play with my pussy in front of my friends in this universe? Was Other Naomi that much of a slut?

I mean, sure, it's possible I could've done the same back home too. There was nothing strictly stopping me from coming out a nudist in my original reality/timeline/universe, or whatever other term you want to call it. But here…

Here it was socially acceptable. Here everyone was into it. And that wasn't just freeing: it was electrifying.

To make sure that Clare and I's friends would want to come over that night, I posted on social media, selfies and all, striking virtually every pose I could think of that highlighted my nudity. In one photo I held up my breasts and smiled for the camera. In another I was gripping my ass. To no surprise I received a lot of comments and likes in the hours that followed: in this universe I was quite the sensation, at least compared to myself back home. In any event, the plan worked: once Clare texted our friends, most of them—the male ones—said that they were coming over.

This'll be so much fun, I thought as I prepared the living room, filling plastic bowls with chips and dip for the occasion. Let's just hope I don't suddenly run out of my confidence before the night ends. I can't even believe I used to be a shy wallflower. It's so unlike me at this point.

Clare arrived soon after and raised an eyebrow at how much work I did to prepare for the party. "Wow. You're really serious about this," she said as she took off her overcoat and hung it on the wall by the door. "You know, this is the first time I've seen you so eager to hang out like this."

That much was probably true. I was never the kind of woman to make myself the center of attention—at least on purpose. I never thought I was attractive enough, that I was too fat, too bashful, and so on. Of course, I didn't know back then I had to run around au naturel to build confidence for the first time, but that's life, I guess?

I blushed. I didn't want to seem like I was too into it, my desire to be exposed. "Well, I thought it'd be fun, so…" I said, trailing off. Clare wasn't paying much attention anyway, having already went into the kitchen to steal chips from the open bags I had left on the counter top, which was perfectly fine by me.

Okay, I thought as I headed to the bathroom to check myself one last time in the mirror. How do I look? It's a little hard to accessorize when clothes aren't apart of the equation… But I did shave. My hair looks nice. I'm as ready as I could ever be.

I caressed my smooth pubic mound and grinned at myself. It was time to get the show on the road.

One by one, I greeted Clare and I's friends at the door and led them to our living room to hang out until everyone arrived. Each time, I left my bare breasts hanging freely from my chest and my legs spread for everyone to see and admire. Because they were all my friends and were already aware of my permanudity, this wasn't unexpected of me one iota. In fact it was desired. My male friends especially were particularly handsy, groping my breasts before walking inside. I accepted their touches happily. It was nice for once to be truly appreciated. It was nice to feel wanted.

Before long our tiny ol' apartment was bustling with movement, and I was having the time of my life. Of course, I wasn't being ogled at every moment: in this universe I had been a permanude for a few months already, so everyone was already rather used to my birthday suit and weren't surprised to see it. But because it was my first time, the attention was getting to me. I was getting wetter by the moment, and without clothes well… it was difficult hiding my excitement. At least to those paying attention, like Clare.

"You're really enjoying yourself, huh?" Clare said, laughing as she took a sip of her punch. "I've never seen you so pent up before. What gives? One of your guy friends caught your eye?"

I blushed as one of my friends, Mark, took a peek at my ass after I had turned to face Clare. "You could say that," I said, nervously scratching my back. "God, being naked is fun. Maybe I could get you to get a permanude license?"

Instantly Clare shook her head and laughed. I already expected that reaction: if there was one thing in the world Clare loved, it was her wardrobe full of clothes. The thought of having to donate it all to charity probably was her worst nightmare. Hell, it might've been mine too—before the portal swooped me away. "Haha, I'll pass on that idea," Clare said, rolling her eyes playfully at me. "I like my clothes, thank you. And my lingerie. I don't know about you, but lingerie is definitely sexier than naked when bedding a guy. You're losing out."

I shot a glance at Mark and waved at him, only for him to wave back. Oh, I'm not so sure about that, Clare, I thought, smiling. I'm not losing out on anything.

Okay, I thought. I'm not going to get more confident as the night goes on. Let's see if I can do this for real.

"I'm going to go masturbate, if you don't mind," I said to Clare, gauging her reaction as I pronounced the words. This was a test. Back home, I never would've said something like this in a million, billion, fucking trillion years, but here, with how sexually liberated everyone was…

"Sure, you can take a seat by the couch. I'm sure some of the guys will love it," Clare said casually. "Have fun, Naomi."

I blinked. Oh my God. I love this place so much.

With that, I forced my way through the small crowd and pushed everyone off of the couch for me to spread my legs. Since the couch only had guys on it, they were all receptive to the idea, and they all took a place directly opposite of the couch by leaning on the wall. Mark, of course, was watching me too. Out of everyone in my apartment, he was the one eyefucking me most. We had dated for a short period in college but fell out of touch when academy study absorbed all of my time—back then, I was definitely too nerdy and introverted to keep a guy at my side for long. But it was clear he was still into me. Now more than ever.

I wonder if a guy would want to date an always naked chick, I thought as I lifted one leg and placed it on the armrest next to me, stretching my pussy lips far apart. They'd love it, right? It'd probably be very distracting having to deal with staring at her body all the time… And on dates? God she'd be stared at constantly in public without any clothes to hide her curves. It'd be quite a nightmare. Or a blessing, depending on how you look at it. It would be well worth it, coming how after a long day at work to find her cooking dinner for you, wearing nothing but a smile and a thin apron around her waist…

I rolled my eyes at myself. I was supposed to be masturbating right about now, not have an overactive imagination, as much as it turned me on.

I got to fingering myself, and the guys, and Mark, started to watch. It was honestly surprising how relaxed everyone was about it. Here I was, fucking naked in the middle of at least fifteen people, and nobody cared I was petting my pussy. In fact, it was the exact opposite: they were loving it.

I leaned back on the couch and opened my mouth, letting out a quiet moan that was imperceptible from the loud chitter chatter surrounding me. So, I grew louder. And louder. Until my voice was shaking and audible to everyone around me. It was clear I was testing my boundaries to see what I could get away with. Someone had to want to stop me, right? Back home, I would've been slapped in the face for being so lewd. But here it was perfectly normal, well, maybe not for all people but certainly for permanudes like myself. I was free. Unchained. Unburdened.

With that in mind I grabbed my breast and started sucking on my nipples for the audience's pleasure, using my other hand to fuck myself until wetness stained the couch cushions. "Fuck," I moaned as I pulled on my hard nipple. I tasted the salty sweat off of my skin, and it was good. "Fuck this is so wrong. I'm literally masturbating. And you guys—"

"Yeah," one of them said. "We're loving it. Keep going. I've always wanted to watch a beautiful woman fuck herself like this."

The rest of the group nodded eagerly. "We're having fun with it, Naomi," another said. "Enjoy yourself. It is a party, after all."

I laughed weakly, more out of the fact I was still touching myself than out of nervous embarrassment. "I'm glad you guys are having fun, then," I said breathlessly. "Because—fuck—I think I'm going to cum. You all want to watch me cum in front of you, right? Because I am absolutely going to orgasm right now if I keep touching myself like this, the way I have been all the time…"

They might as well have cheered for the game-winning touchdown for their team at the Superbowl—that was how much they were into me. Just because of that, I did my best to spread my legs wider. I wanted them to see everything.

And then… well, I let go. I fucked myself faster. And I let myself finally surrender to my built up desires. I wanted this more than anything else in the whole wide world: to be wanted, to be sexy, to be what every man masturbates when they're home alone. I wanted to be infectious. For the next week, I wanted every man in my apartment to think about me the next time they came.

Judging by the massive tents in my audience's jeans, I succeeded.

I came. I've always had dramatic orgasms before this point, with my thighs shaking, my cunt pulsing from the intense pleasure as the rest of my body went numb—but here? It was so fucking intense. It had to be the strongest orgasm I've ever had…

My mind went blank. All the thought that were previously swimming inside it were gone. It took Clare tapping on my shoulder to get me to wisen up. "Hey, you. You doing okay?" Clare said as she held back a laugh. "You're making a mess of our couch, Naomi. You're cleaning that up later!"

"Sorry," I said, blushing. "I'll uh…deal with that problem later."

Mark was the first to help me off of my feet—if only because he wanted to get ahead of everyone else in line. I took his hand and smiled at him. "Hey. Glad to see you showed up," I said. I wasn't exactly in the position to be a flirt with how exhausted I was, but with the show I just gave him, I was rather sure I could've said anything and he still would've wanted to bed me afterward. "Did I ever tell you I was a permanude? If not… sorry about the crazy introduction!"

He just laughed. "I think I first learned about it on your socials, so no, not in person. But it suits you. I've never seen you so confident and free-spirited before."

Yeah, being a bit of a slut will do that, I thought. I'd roll my eyes at myself again if it weren't for Mark standing in front of me. Although with how much his gaze was still glued to my tits, chances are he wouldn't have noticed. "Well, being naked is just freeing. It took me awhile to get used to it… but now I feel amazing all of the time. It's really quite something. I'd suggest that you'd become a permanude too, but I have a sneaking suspicion you wouldn't find it as appealing as I do."

"No, I think not," Mark said, smiling. "Men look horrible naked. It's just not our thing. You, however, can enjoy yourself as much as you want."

"Oh, I am," I said. "Although I am getting a bit too wild for my taste. I need to get some rest. That said, the crowd loved it, at least."

"That they did."

With that, the night went on. I hanged out, danced, and enjoyed myself, naked and free, until the early morning hours when it was back to just me and Clare. I made sure to give my number to Mark to catch up with him later, but besides that, I considered my experiment satisfied—I had enough of being an exhibitionist for one night. For an entire year, really, if it weren't for the whole permanent side of being a permanude that made sure I stayed in the buff.

I was lucky. Really, really lucky. By the time I had all of my fun and was starting to feel truly self-conscious about my nudity again, about the fact I had so brazenly exposed myself to all of my friends—another portal was there waiting for me when I went into the bathroom to clean off.

"Huh," I said to myself, staring blankly at the ethereal purple energy that hovered mid-air before me. I still have trouble describing it. It looked like a hole carved into space, but at the same time it looked like nothing at all. Whatever the case, it was my ticket home. Back to a normal, boring life with normal, boring clothes. Boring was a good thing, however. As much as I liked being naked, it's a lot more fun when you have clothes to mix it up a bit, keep it fresh. By this point in my journey, I had been undressed for so long that it was completely natural. I didn't feel naked.

And, to be completely honest with myself? That's the best part of it, the whole experience from beginning to end. Feeling naked is amazing.

"Well… I'll make sure to give my number to Mark again when I get back home," I said to myself, hands on hips. I took a deep, long breath—then jumped into the portal before I lost my chance. This time I had more experience, and it wasn't nearly as bumpy of a ride as it was before. Like before, I ended up in my bedroom instead of my bathtub, but that was perfectly fine because the first thing I wanted to check was if my dresser and wardrobe were present.

They were. I sighed a breath of relief as I opened one of my dressers and found my underwear waiting for me. I can't believe I'm about to say this, but thank goodness for clothes. I missed accessorizing.

Before I could think about getting dressed, however…

"Naomi? You there? I was going to ask you about—Oh!"

The door to my bedroom was wide open, and suddenly I became faced with Clare again—this time from my original universe. She looked the same, of course. She was still the same ol' Clare as I had always known her. But this Clare was different. This Clare didn't know I was a nudist, or permanude, or whatever you want to call it.

"Ah! Sorry, sorry," I said as I turned away and shielded my breasts. "I didn't know the door was open. I'll just—"

"No, it's okay," Clare said as she stood back behind the door and reached for the doorknob to close it. "I was the one intruding. Uh, hmm. Didn't peg you as a nudist. Do you usually hang out in your room like this?"

It was clear from her playful tone of voice that she was just joking around and didn't seriously believe I was one. But, since she brought it up…

"Uhm, kinda?" I admitted as I threw on a t-shirt and quickly became decent for the first time in days. I have to be honest, the fabric felt weird on my skin. More constricting than it had ever felt before. "When you're not around I… usually don't wear all that much. It's just a comfort thing. I mean, I do kind of think of myself as a nudist."

And an exhibitionist too, I thought. Of course I thought of those as two separate, exclusive sides of me. I was perfectly capable of being naked in non-sexual contexts just fine, and that is what I meant by 'nudist'.

"Anyway, is that okay?" I continued earnestly.

Clare blinked. "Oh? Oh, it's totally fine. I'm cool with it. You do you."

"Thanks. Not like I plan to start walking around the apartment naked while you're here, or anything," I said. That much was true. I wasn't in the permanude universe anymore. Here I had to retain some semblance of modesty. Yes, I know: how boring!

Clare smirked. "Honestly half the time when you're not home I walk around in panties and that's like, it. So I totally understand the comfort thing. Just don't do it when I bring a guy over, though. You might steal them from me."

I laughed. There wasn't a chance of that considering Clare's perfect figure, but I appreciated her sincere compliment nonetheless. "I pinky promise. Thanks for being cool, Clare."

"You're welcome, love."

With the door finally closed now, I breathed a real sigh of relief and collapsed on my bed, happy. What is there left to say? I was content. I had gotten lucky in experiencing a new world where I could express myself freely—and was able to return home once I was satisfied.

I'll have to keep on the lookout for more portals in the future… I thought, giggling as I ran a hand down my belly and slipped it underneath my fresh pair of panties. Whenever I have an exhibitionist craving again. A vacation like that every other month or so would be perfect. Just go there, get naked, and let off some steam? Ugh, it'd be wonderful. It's the exact kind of no-consequence fun I need in my life. Well, every once in awhile, that is…

Smiling to myself, I sunk my fingers deep inside me. "Fuck…" I whispered, biting my lip. "Oh, God. I change my mind. Maybe I never should have left…"

THE END


Permanude Wife: First Time Exhibitionist Loves Being Naked




Part One

Well, there she is again… Sandra thought as she looked out her kitchen window and distractedly poured a piping hot cup of coffee for herself, so focused on the sight before her that she nearly scalded herself through her robe with hot coffee. My neighbor's wife kissing him goodbye at the door—just as naked as ever. Is every young married woman in my neighborhood a permanude these days?

Sandra supposed so, though she scarcely could understand why. They were all the rage ever since public nudity was legalized nationwide—so long as you had a license that designated you as a permanude, which was short for 'permanent nudist'. If you had one then you could be naked anywhere, although you had to willingly forgo your entire wardrobe in order to apply. For most people except the most stalwart nudists, that was enough of a detraction that permanudes were a rarity—until recently. Now after the news and social media made it a sensation, Sandra had known and even met several, including her new neighbors the next door over. Apparently it was the fashion these days—that is what one news caster explained, one that Sandra had listened to. It was what was hip. What was cool. Incomprehensible nonsense, as far as Sandra was concerned.

Maybe Sandra was too old to understand. Having just turned fifty, meeting with her neighbor's wife, Sage, was the first time she truly felt her age. She was a lithe, pretty young thing, no more than thirty years old, with long curly blonde hair about her shoulders and the appearance of the ocean in her soft blue eyes. Her breasts were shapely and perky, her hourglass figure impossible not to admire even to Sandra herself. It was clear that Sage took good care of her body—Sandra would hope so, considering her neighbor no longer had clothes to hide it—exercising frequently by jogging throughout the neighborhood each morning. Except for running shoes (one of the few articles of clothing that a permanude license provided exceptions for), she did that naked as well. It was hard to believe to Sandra, but it was true. Sage did everything naked.

Suffice it to say, all the men in Sandra's neighborhood paid a great deal of attention to her. Even Sandra's ex-husband had noticed, though he had only been at her house for an hour to retrieve what was left of his belongings.

"You've seen her, right?" Adam had said from the patio as he held a heavy cardboard box in both arms, stuffed with books, books—more books than any person in a lifetime could read. "She'll cause an accident one of these days. What a fascinating country we're in these days, Sandy."

Sandra had shot him a look. The man could never hide his staring, and he certainly was then as he marveled at Sage gardening her lawn, dressed in nothing but a pair of gloves and a sun hat. Him fawning over other women was not a motivation for their divorce, although suddenly it felt a compelling reason to include. No, he was respectful to her when it mattered—at least while they were together.

"Apparently she has a license to be like that. In the nude, I mean," Sandra explained as she herself carried a box of books to her ex-husband's van parked out front. "The concept is so foreign to me. I can understand the freedom of nudism, but even so, I couldn't ever imagine myself gardening like that. It'd be—"

Adam laughed boyishly. "I don't know, Sandy. I can definitely imagine it quite vividly."

Sandra rolled her eyes and sighed. Boys must always be boys, Sandra had thought to herself, even if they were now pushing sixty. "Yes, I'd imagine so," she said sternly. "Have a good day, Adam. I trust that this is the last of your things packed up."

With a loud thump, Sandra dropped the box of cooks inside the back of Adam's van and stepped aside. His own box followed immediately afterward. "It was just a joke, Sandra," he said. "But sure. Have a good day yourself, Sandra."

Thank you, she thought as Adam jumped into the driver's seat and soon left—to where, Sandra didn't particularly care. She was grateful then to now have a true moment of privacy in her own home, free of distractions, free to do what she wanted without having to take care of a man that could hardly feed himself without turning the kitchen aflame. The nest had been finally empty.

Of course, now that she was alone, 'free' of distractions was not quite accurate, considering how often Sandra paid attention to Sage. It was hard not to notice her. Who couldn't? Even a woman such as Sandra herself couldn't help but look. Maybe I admire the confidence, Sandra thought as she set down her cup of coffee—already cold from her staring—and sighed. If only I could be so proud of my body to flaunt it like that. Not that I'd ever become a nudist… much less a permanude, especially now that I'm older. But I can see why she does it. She looks truly happy in a way I can't quite articulate.

Maybe I should talk to her about it.

Maybe I should even try it one of these days.

The thought made Sandra shiver. She wasn't seriously thinking about this, was she? Prancing around shamelessly naked, exposing herself to her heart's content anywhere and everywhere? It was absolutely absurd. But somehow, for whatever reason, the idea compelled her. Of course, Sandra not at all wanted to seriously apply for a permanude license herself—after all, permanent was a rather committal word—but there was nothing strictly improper of being naked in the safety of her own home. The nest was empty, after all. It was a luxury she now afforded.

Frustratingly, Sandra sighed and left the kitchen with her cold cup of coffee, leaving for the patio in the backyard. Maybe all that she needed was a moment to clear her head. Or maybe she needed to head to her bedroom to relieve some pent up desires that had accumulated since her divorce. She could not remember the last time she had the energy to use her vibrator. Was that all it was, her sudden and uncharacteristic desire to expose herself? A lust she had trouble satisfying?

Sandra had no clue. But there was no harm in loosening her robe when she went outside. Her breasts and cunt would be exposed… but it would still be there on her to shield her if someone peeked through her fence. It would be harmless fun, a way to feel the sensation of the brisk morning air against her naked skin, without committing to complete nudity.

I cannot believe you're doing this, Sandra, she thought to herself as she stepped a bare foot outside—and allowed her robe to open. Immediately her large breasts bounced free—she had difficulty hiding them even with clothes on—and the crisp morning air rushed forward to caress them. Sandra couldn't lie to herself: the feeling of the air against her skin was a heavenly sensation. It brought her back to the time that Adam and her first had sex at a park. It was animalistic, wild sex, completely free, without concern of the world around them, although they were smart enough to hide in a wooded area to retain some semblance of privacy. But still, there was something special about that moment, something that Sandra felt now.

The exposure. The freedom. It was all but impossible to describe fully. But there was nothing more than Sandra desired in that moment.

So she let the robe slip even further, until it risked collapsing down her slim shoulders, maximizing the amount of air that could touch her skin. Before long there was no helping it. It needed to fall. She needed to be free.

Once it did, Sandra stretched her arms high into the sky and yawned. Thankfully this was not the only time she had been naked on her own patio. The many times Adam wanted to have sex outside had given him cause to build the fence higher, so high that one had to be a giant to look over it to spot Sandra now, even if you were watching from one of the second story windows. And if that was not enough, her garden was so wild and overgrown that it provided a natural barrier around her patio, making it difficult to clearly see Sandra through the twisted vines and moss. Of course, with Sandra's light skin tone, she wasn't exactly inconspicuous… but it was enough that she allowed herself to relax. She was naked. Outside. Like a permanude would be.

Well, Adam. I can definitely imagine myself gardening naked now… Sandra thought as she laughed. Not that she planned to get to work so early in the morning. No, she just wanted a moment to herself. A moment to truly think now that she had time to. Whether that required her clothes to be on the patio floor, well, Sandra wasn't sure about that part. But she felt freer now that her robe was free of her.

More than that, she felt sexy, for the first time in quite a while—perhaps years.

With that revelation on her mind, Sandra took a seat, spread her legs, and basked in the warmth of the golden morning sun. How beautiful she felt in natural light! All the imperfections Sandra saw in the mirror, all the blemishes and stretch marks and little burn scars she received from cooking daily meals—they all seemed to fade away when the sunlight made love to her skin. Even if no-one was present to see her, still, she felt alive.

Sandra sunk her fingers into her needy cunt and found her fingers returning slick with wetness. It shocked her, realizing just how pent up she was. Was it because she hadn't had sex in ages? Sure, that was a factor. But no. There was a deeper unsatiated desire at play here, one she was just beginning to uncover.

She allowed herself the freedom to masturbate as she would indoors, in the comfort of her own bedroom, protected by thick blankets and a lock on the door. In the safety of her room she would get truly wild, especially when Adam wasn't home: she'd scream at the top of her lungs, shuddering as her orgasm took control of her. That was what she wanted to accomplish now, as if there were four walls surrounding her, shielding her from the outside world.

Except there were no walls, just the cool air, and Sandra's cunt was exposed to anyone who chanced to look above her fence. At the same time, her voice was now so loud due to her moans that anyone nearby could hear her. This is so wrong… Sandra thought as she bit her lip, desperate to silence the desperate sounds brewing inside of her. I know that permanudes are allowed to masturbate or even have sex in public… but I'm not a permanude. What has gotten into me recently?

Fun, her mind answered for her. Fun for the very first time.

Her fingers fucked her senseless. There was no longer any control on Sandra's part. Her body acted on its own, animal-like, wild and unchained. A part of her still resisted, knowing that she could be seen, that there wasn't a shadow on her naked body; she was so naked that there was no questioning it, no denying it if someone saw her. No, she'd have to admit it: she was masturbating completely fucking naked outside and that turned her on so, so much.

I wonder if this is how Sage feels? Sandra thought. Fuck. Fuck I need to cum before I'm seen. I just need to cum right away—I can't play with my pussy for hours like this. I need to go back inside. But this feels so fucking good, so why can't I just continue having fun? Fuck it makes me feel young again. It makes me feel beautiful.

"I—"

Her weak, raspy voice was caught in her throat. She had never cum so violently before. Never with so much bliss.

"I—I'm going to cum…"

When those shaky words escaped her lips, that was that. There was no preventing it. She was going to cum. And she had to do it now.

She let go. It was no surprise to her that 'letting go' here, in this moment, was more intense than it ever was indoors: the freedom empowered her to give in to the fullest. When her cunt was done throbbing and her legs were finished shaking, wetness had completely stained her thighs. And the sun was shining directly on her through the thinning blanket of clouds, as if she were on a stage and the limelight was upon her, presenting her to a grand audience.

Fuck. You're fifty years old, Sandra. Get yourself together.

Still, she went back inside with a subtle smile on her face, and took a long shower as she imagined herself as a permanude going forward. No, she was not seriously considering applying for a license, if only so her ex-husband could be denied the privilege of seeing her body once more. But it was a fantasy, a tempting one. One that fought for her attention and sometimes succeeded in doing so.

After leaving the shower, Sandra elected to air dry, proceeding with the rest of her day just as naked as she was outside. Indoors she had no worries about someone peeping in. The windows were appropriately blinded, and the street in front of her house was too far for a person walking their dog to spot her. It was the perfect place to continue her permanude fantasy safely.

But she didn't want safe, now did she?

No, no she didn't. She wanted to test her boundaries. She wanted to see just how brave she could be. Removing her clothing was much the same as removing her own walls, allowing herself to both physically and emotionally naked, and if she could be confident doing that, well, she could be brave doing just about anything. But then again, maybe she was simply overthinking it. Sandra always needed to be poetic about certain things, even on sexual matters. It was the weird quirk that she had. What was wrong with simply liking being naked and having fun sneaking around?

Oh, Sandra, she thought. You do have a way of overcomplicating things…

Maybe I should call Sage. Maybe she'd explain this whole permanude concept to me, and maybe by doing that, shed some light on other things…

She called Sage a little while later, feeling a sudden burst of nervousness Sandra had not experienced in years. She didn't waste time getting to the point. "Hey, listen… we've just met, but I was rather curious about your uhm—how shall I say this?—your permanudity? Do you mind if I come over and ask some questions? I was thinking of…well, I don't want to say becoming one. But it fascinates me, if you don't mind entertaining my newfound curiosity."

Sandra felt so ridiculous asking this. Here on the phone was a sophisticated mature woman asking about running around naked. Ugh, thank goodness that Adam isn't here to make a comment about it. I'd die.

Thankfully, Sage was kind to her, undeservedly so after Sandra had been dismissive of her before. "Of course! I'd love to get to know you, talk about it in detail so you're more familiar with the concept. Permanudes are still rather rare around the country, so I don't expect anyone to be truly used to them. I still get a lot of attention when I go grocery shopping for example."

I can imagine… Sandra thought, but instead said, "Yes, yes, of course."

"How about tomorrow in the evening? My husband will be out with some of his friends, so I have the house to myself, and I only plan to do some light cleaning. Would you be free to come over then?"

"That would be perfect—thank you," Sandra said with some anticipation. Then the next few words escaped her without a second thought: "But since we're on the topic of nudity, and since your husband won't be attending… would it be okay if I came over naked?"

A light giggle sounded over the phone. "Did I hear that right? Naked?" Sage repeated.

Sandra blushed hard, though her neighbor couldn't see. "Why, yes," she said, adamant. "Naked."


Part Two

There were multiple firsts for Sandra on that day—so many that she could hardly count them all in her head. The most obvious first, of course, was being in a neighbor's home without a stitch on her. That was certainly a first. Never in all her years did she ever think she'd stand in what was effectively a stranger's living room naked. Not once.

It was so unlike her, this behavior. Before, Sandra was the kind of woman who'd refuse to leave the house without a bra on. That was how important modesty was to her. No skin was allowed to show, not even cleavage. A bit of ankle and a short sleeved shirt was the most she would ever allow herself. And bikinis, the kind that younger women wore these days? To Sandra, that might as well have been naked. It was the same thing, really.

But she was naked now, and the fact that she wasn't alone in her brazen nudity was not helping matters. Nor did it help that she had left her own home with nothing at all as well, walking across the lawn as bare as she had been when she was masturbating on her back patio. That was another first as well. Her first experience of public nudity.

Why was that possible? Well, Sage had decided to knock on Sandra's door before she had the courage to leave on her own initiative. Sandra had been wasting time, pacing back and forth in the kitchen, endlessly trying to decide if she could truly go through with it—Sage had checked on her, curious as to why she was running late.

"Are you home? Sandra?" she had called out from outside.

Sandra blushed as she rushed to the door to open it. Then she experienced another first as she greeted someone at the door naked. "I—I'm here! I was just getting ready," she said hastily. She looked down at herself, at her large hanging breasts and the trimmed patch of pubic hair resting between her legs. Shaving completely had only made her feel more naked, more intimately aware of the air against her skin. "…I suppose I was trying to make myself presentable."

"Well, you look wonderful," Sage commented with a smile. An earnest compliment from her, judging by her tone. "I can only hope to have your figure when I'm your age. Now come on! I've been waiting for you all day."

"But—"

The realization that the two women were about to go outside naked, with only one of them a designated permanude, did not seem to phase Sage. "Oh, it's not a trouble at all," she said as she held Sandra's hand and led her down her patio steps. "As a permanude I can vouch for you. You can be naked anywhere as long as I'm with you. In fact, technically, you have all the perks of my own permanude license if we're together. That's how most new permanudes come about these days. They get a taste of the fun first, and they get hooked."

"Really," Sandra said in awe. It was not a question.

Still, walking naked from one house to the next in broad daylight, as a mature woman such as herself… God. It was so unlike her! Why did nobody care? Why didn't anyone seem to notice? On the other side of the street had been a well-built man jogging down the sidewalk, who waved at the two women as they walked past him. He did not gawk at Sandra's hanging breasts, much less stared at her ass as it bounced. No, her nudity was as normal to him as a bird flying past, as was Sage's nudity to him as well.

Of course, the reality was not so simple. He had looked at Sandra, and the happy smile on his face had shown that he appreciated her fine, mature figure. But that was all. In effect she was a beautiful piece of artwork, to be seen and enjoyed to one's enjoyment. And to Sandra it was lovely. She felt more beautiful than ever. How Sage must've felt every day like this!

Oh, I'm really considering it now, Sandra had thought as she stepped inside Sage's home and drew in a long, deep breath, one that calmed her fried nerves. Me? A permanude. There's just no way I'm seriously considering it. But I just walked outside in my freest, my most natural state, and I've never felt so alive!

Thankfully Sandra had a moment to recollect herself before Sage returned from the upstairs bedroom. "Sorry about that," she said laughing, her breasts bouncing as she walked down the steps. "I checked my phone and saw my husband called me. One problem with being a permanude is the lack of pockets."

Sandra blushed. "A problem with women's clothing in general, really."

"Good thing the society of today has mostly abandoned such silly little things," Sage said. "I haven't worn clothes in… oh, ages now. Since my husband and I were married, I believe."

"How long have you two been together?"

"Five years. Our anniversary is in a few weeks, actually."

Five years… Sandra thought breathlessly as she conversed with Sage. But it was difficult focusing on their conversation even without the allure of permanudity to distract her: Sage was endlessly gorgeous in just about every way. From her smooth, supple figure to her small modest breasts, her bubbly butt—Sandra had clearly noticed her naked body beforehand, but now that her mind was focused on it…

"So you're considering becoming a permanude yourself?" Sage asked as she stepped into the kitchen, bringing out a plastic jug of tea and cups for the two of them.

"Well, I wouldn't say considering!" Sandra said, exasperated. "I never said that, did I?"

Sage laughed. "No… but from the look of things, you're enjoying it quite a lot, aren't you?"

"Well, I…"

"The fresh air on your skin. The feelings of your bare footsteps on the grass outside. Don't you feel freer? Sexier? More alluring?"

It seemed only right, considering that the two women were naked, that Sandra's thoughts should be exposed as well. Blushing constantly and hiding behind her sense of maturity was not going to satisfy her. No, she had to admit it. She did feel freer, sexier, more alluring. What was the use in pretending otherwise?"

"I do," Sandra said, sighing. "It's the first time in quite awhile that I do. When Adam and I divorced I felt absolutely horrible about my body. Now I feel like a goddess every time I move around the house. Uhm—not that I have been pretending to be a permanude inside in my kitchen, or anything…"

"Oh, I wouldn't dream of it. Or judge you otherwise," Sage said. She motioned to her bare chest. "After all, I am not one to be speaking. I was one of the first people in the country to apply for a license. I was young and dumb, but it worked out. I've always been a bit of an exhibitionist."

"Have you? Are you?"

"Aren't you?"

That caught Sandra off guard. Yes, I am, she answered, although she kept the admission inside of her for now. "I—I'm not sure," she answered. This answer wasn't as close to the truth, though she didn't consider it lying. "But I do enjoy it. Maybe I just need a way to experiment. A way to see it for myself if permanudity makes sense for me."

"Why don't you invite your ex-husband over? I know that whenever my husband sees me after he comes from work each day… oh. I just love being in my body so much more."

The thought made Sandra pause. "Adam? No," she said as she crossed her arms over her breasts. "Never. I would never give him the right. I just—"

"Just think about it. I'm sure you two still have some fire between you, don't you? Even if working it out wasn't in the cards?"

Sandra didn't respond. Yes, as much as I hate to say it, she thought.

"Well… maybe it'll help. What's the worst it could do?"

He'd certainly love it. But he's a man. That is an obvious deduction to make. But she's not wrong. What's the worst it could do?

He did say he could vividly imagine you as one.

"I'll consider it, Sage," she said—and she meant it. "It would be safe. No going outdoors necessary. Then, afterward, I could decide on applying for a license myself."

Sage smiled as she giggled to herself. "Oh? Oh my. I'm glad I could convince you. I've always known that I'm a bad influence…"

…

Against her best judgement, she had invited Adam over the next night. The text she sent was simple enough: Hey. I'll be at home naked all day tomorrow.

You will? he had texted back, almost immediately—Sandra was quite proud she could still get that needy boyish desire out of him. Maybe I should come over.

If you must. I'll leave the door unlocked. Just don't get in the way of me trying out permanudity for the first time.

Oh, I won't, he had texted. I'll do my best to help you out.

It was late into the night when he arrived. The stars were out. The fireplace in the living room was roaring with flames, casting a golden light across her living room and providing a much needed heat, considering her utter abandonment of attire. Incense and candles were lit. It was perfect. Romantic, even, although Sandra only wanted to satisfy her sexual needs tonight. After all, they were still divorced, and there were good, valid reasons for that.

But tonight… Tonight Sandra did not want to think about that. Nor did she think that Adam would want it on his mind either. After decades of marriage, they did not need to exchange words for them to understand one another. They were still in sync in their wants and needs. Enough for another night together, at least.

When there was a knock on the door, Sandra rose from the couch, left the book she had been reading on the cushion beside her—and felt her breasts with a soft touch. The firelight made her skin radiant. As much as she loved her expensive lingerie—much of which Adam had bought for her and would appreciate seeing again on her now—there was nothing better than being in her own body, freely, unabashedly, confidently. Somehow the raw fearlessness brewing inside her made her body all the more attractive. But perhaps she was simply overthinking things. That certainly was a habit of hers: desperate for a deeper meaning in her lewdness.

What was wrong with simply exposing her gorgeous body in front of her ex-husband and letting him take her?

With that on her mind, Sandra opened the door and leaned against the door frame, arms at her side, heavy breasts hanging freely, her long hair resting down the length of her back, making sure to not cover an inch of her body. There on her porch was Adam, dressed well for the night in a buttoned up work shirt, overalls—the man always did have a dorky sense of fashion. That said, she found it endearing.

"You look nice, Adam," Sandra said, a noticeable nervous edge to her voice that she hadn't expected. It was her ex-husband: why did she care about him at all?—and yet she wanted to. Wanted in a way she couldn't explain.

"You look beautiful as always," Adam said, taking in her body, leaving not an inch of her unseen. There was a patience to his gaze. He had seen this sight of her so many times before—this time he had the urge to appreciate her as long as he could.

Sandra didn't move to cover himself. "You don't think I'm overdressed? I picked this outfit just for you."

He stepped closer until they were both in the door frame. The aroma of his cologne was welcome, familiar, pleasant. His hand caressed her breast. "Not overdressed at all. You should wear this outfit more often. All the time, in fact."

"All the time?" she asked.

"All the time," he answered.

"That would be rather bold. This outfit used to be only for special occasions, but wearing it daily? That would be so scandalous. And a distraction."

"Distractions aren't a bad thing, you know."

"Oh?" Sandra shot him a look. "You just like what you see. I can see it in your eyes. You miss this body of mine so, so much."

Adam smiled. "Of course I do. You're beautiful."

She giggled and took his hand, feeling his familiar roughness, his calloused palm from a lifetime of hard work. Oh… How can such a simple compliment me affect me this much? Sandra thought to herself. Oh, whatever. I'll let myself enjoy this.

With that, Sandra smiled and glided a finger across his chest. "Thankfully I live alone now. I can wear this 'outfit' for as long as I want," she said softly to him. "And I do now. Quite often in fact. It's very liberating."

"'Liberating?'"

"Freeing. Sensual. Relaxing. I wear it while cooking, cleaning… masturbating. I wear it when I do yoga in the living room. And to think I was such a modest woman before."

"What a shame. I'm glad you've updated your wardrobe since then."

"Oh, absolutely. I'm so much happier now that I run around naked, all alone in this big house… Oh, sorry? Did I mean naked? I meant my outfit! Yes, of course. Silly me."

Adam laughed. "We always did have rather interesting dirty talk."

"Oh, God," she said, rolling her eyes at herself. "We should really just fuck now to save ourselves the embarrassment."

He was inside Sandra's house and ever close to the hallway leading to her—what was once theirs—bedroom before he spoke again. Was he nervous? He was taking awhile to choose his words… "You may live alone now. But that doesn't mean you can't be around other people. Around me."

"Hmm," she thought out loud, tapping a finger against her cheek. "You're already here, aren't you?"

He smiled at that. He always did appreciate her bluntness, how she could say so much with only a few choice words. "That I am," he said. They were at the door to her bedroom now. A place that needed no introduction. A place he had slept in and was more than familiar with, although she had made some decorative changes since he had last seen it.

"There's one thing I want before we do this," Sandra said as she placed a finger to his lips, keeping him silent, keeping him obedient, although the obvious clothing disparity between the two of them made Sandra feel more submissive than ever. "You're listening?"

He nodded. "Of course I am," he said defiantly through her finger.

"You get to fuck me. You get to cum inside me. And you get to keep seeing me naked. But that's all—for now. Nothing has changed between us."

He nodded again in a deep silence. He said, "A tough deal to swallow. But I'll accept it. Time to have fun?"

Such an impatient man, Sandra thought—but smiled anyway. "Absolutely."

An idea hit her—one that encouraged her to slap away Adam's hand when he reached for her bedroom door. "No. We could do something better."

"Better?" he asked. He rose an eyebrow.

"Let's fuck outside."

That made him smile broadly. "Just like good old times? You're so feisty tonight. Just what has gotten into you?"

"I have absolutely no idea. But let's do it. I want to feel amazing tonight."

"Oh? Then lead the way."

This time Sandra felt no fear stepping out onto her back patio in the nude. Nor did she feel fear when she stepped further beyond it, out into the yard, into her garden, where her body was directly exposed to the air and the sky above. Although her house was well into suburbia, the stars were out in force, and she could see them in abundance above her. The fences, although tall, couldn't hide her from everything. She could still be seen if the rest of her neighbors besides Sage and her husband desired it.

She felt naked. Truly, wonderfully, splendidly naked. As naked as she did when she walked across the pavement to enter Sage's house a few days before. As naked as she did when she slipped off her robe and masturbated outside. So much sensation was contained in that one simple word, naked. To her it said so little but meant so much. Was there a better way to describe this, this moment of vulnerability that she so desperately craved?

It was a feeling, regardless of how she could describe it, she wanted to last. She groped her breasts, teased her hard nipples with her soft fingers. Adam, from behind, wrapped his strong arms around her waist, pulling her closer, offering his welcome body heat.

He moved to undo the buttons on his work shirt, but Sandra stopped him. "Just what do you think you're doing?" she asked playfully.

"Getting comfortable," he said.

"Nuhuh. You stay dressed."

He laughed but listened all the same. With those last few words between them, Sandra let him take her to the ground, spread her legs, revealed her drooling, aching cunt to the cold night air. His hard cock, through the opening in his jeans, soon followed. The hard dirt ground was not a replacement for her comfy king sized bed she had in her bedroom—no, anything but.

But this was better. So, so much better. "Fuck me," she whispered, almost to the point where she mouthed the words.

Adam understood and slid inside her, grunting as her cunt twitched and pulsed around his shaft. He reached forward, greedily squeezing her breasts with his rough hands. She laid on her back and spread her legs further, making sure he could fit his length entirely within her.

Fuck, fuck… fuck, she thought. Should I tell him?

Fuck… Oh, God, I should tell him. It'd be so fucking hot if he came inside me knowing what I've done…

"You feel so fucking good," he grunted as he pounded her, doing little to stay silent among the bushes surrounding them. "Fuck I've missed this, you don't even fucking know."

She waited until he had fucked her and fucked her, when they were both close to orgasm, when the moonlight shone on her naked breasts, before speaking. "Adam… I applied."

She grinned happily as his heart stopped. She had deliberated for so long on what words to say that it was so much fun seeing the effect they had on him now. "Holy—you're going to be a permanude like Sage?"

As his cock still rested deep inside her, she leaned upright and kissed his cheek. No, that wasn't enough. She met his lips, and he gladly accepted them. "Yes."

"Fuck."

His hot cum spilled inside her, filling her until he collapsed at her side, panting for air.

Sandra giggled. Of course the application didn't mean she was a permanude quite yet… but he didn't need to know about that part. All that mattered was that she was naked now—and going to be naked for quite awhile longer. "What do you think?" she asked as she moved closer to him. "I have to admit, I'm still surprised I actually did it."

"I've—ugh," he struggled to make words as he panted weakly. "I've learned to expect nothing from you. You always have a way of surprising me."

She didn't answer and instead kissed him, this time passionately, allowing herself the chance to enjoy it. Adam responded in kind.

"We should probably get inside before we're caught," Sandra said with a smile. "My license hasn't come in yet. Technically we could still get in trouble."

"Wait, a permanude license lets you have sex in public?"

For a moment she let himself wait in wonder—then nodded. "Don't expect me to take advantage of that perk very often with you. You're lucky enough as it is."

"Oh, I'm very lucky," he said breathlessly. "Yeah. Let's go inside. I don't know about you, but I'm freezing…"

…

There she is again, Sandra thought days later as she looked out her kitchen window and poured a fresh cup of coffee for herself, noticing Sage gardening out front. My neighbor's wife just as naked as ever. Only… this time I can't complain, now can I?

Sandra chuckled softly as she took a sip of her cup, being careful not to scald herself. This time she didn't have a thick robe to protect herself. In fact, she didn't have anything on at all. By now Sandra was so used to the feel of her own body that it had become relatively normal, even boring, to her—she had to actively pay attention to remember she was, in fact, au naturel, although her breasts swinging whenever she went jogging couldn't help but remind her of that fact. Still, she was content. Happy, even. She had never felt so gorgeous in her whole life. Not once.

And to think all I had to do was start running around in my birthday suit. Good lord. It's a good thing I have Sage around to talk to. I need someone to keep me grounded, because my life has suddenly become so surreal.

Taking her cup of coffee with her, Sandra ventured outside, stepping beyond her front door so she could drink her cup in peace with the morning golden sun shining on her skin. This moment alone was worth her permanude license: she could relax anywhere now, and she no longer had to be bashful. And lounging out front of her own house naked was definitely appealing, if only so she could tan fully.

Sandra waved happily to Sage as they caught one another looking, and Sage waved back. Of course, she was the first to know she had applied for a permanude license before anyone else, if only because she needed help on knowing where and how to apply. Admittedly, it was a little embarrassing. As was each time she went into public naked, to go grocery shopping, to meet friends, to see Adam. Before her life was so modest, so clothed. And now she was openly exposing her body. It was so unlike her, this behavior! And yet…

A man was jogging as Sandra was thinking to herself. She waved at him, and then spontaneously lifted up her breasts and squeezed them together just for his pleasure. The man waved and slowed down slightly to take a better look—Sandra, recognizing this, made sure to keep her breasts lifted and presented, and even parted her legs ever so slightly.

The man grinned boyishly to himself as he finally left. It was quite clear that he didn't want to leave. Watching him jog away, Sandra laughed. You know, I should go on a walk myself. See what kind of trouble I can get myself into. Who knows? Maybe Sage will want to come along with me.

It was certainly an idea. Two permanude women casually going for a walk with one another? So, so scandalous. And yet so much fun too.

With that idea fresh on her mind, Sandra took another sip of her coffee and smiled. This is fun, she thought. Being naked? God, it's so, so much fun.

THE END


ENF Truth or Dare: Exhibitionist Roommates Flashing in Public




Prologue

I can't believe I'm about to do this… but for the first time in my life, I'm getting naked in a dressing room at Rhea and I's favorite shopping mall with no intention at all of putting on any clothes.

In fact, the dare she gave me requires that I hand my clothes to her.

"Come on already!" Rhea says well above normal speaking volume as my nervous, shaky hands work to get my jeans past my ankles—not that she's doing anything to help, considering she has the curtain pulled back to gawk at me. She's wearing that typical devilish smirk on her face that suggests she's already won. Ugh, what I wouldn't do to wipe that smile right off of her.

"I'm hurrying!" I say as I grit my teeth. Despite my best efforts, my voice is probably echoing halfway across the mall as I yell at Rhea. "Ugh. Just make sure nobody is around. That's why you're on lookout. You know that… right?"

Rhea pays lip service to me by turning her neck for just a second to look around, but it's clear she doesn't mind if the entire store populace catches me the moment I leave the changing room. "Oh, I know," she says, giggling. "Now stop stalling. Or don't. Hey, if you want to call it quits and lose the game, Melanie, it's all the same to me…"

"I'm not quitting!" I bark as I bundle my blue jeans into a ball and throw the makeshift projectile at her chest. After this many rounds of Truth or Dare, the last thing I'm going to do is let Rhea and her all too cocky smile win…even if her latest dare is the hardest one I've ever had to beat.

What's the dare? Well, I have to go streaking completely naked and barefoot across a crowded mall. Yeah. Hard is an understatement, isn't it?

Most games of Truth or Dare between bored college roommates on a Saturday afternoon probably should end after a couple of rounds for everyone's safety and sanity—but when Rhea's involved, there's a fat chance of that. She takes this game seriously. It's a matter of life and death. And somehow, without me even realizing it, she has me roped into it, too. Apparently I'm just as stubborn as she is, because I'm not someone to refuse a good dare, regardless of how ridiculous or embarrassing it might end up being. After ten rounds of this game, I dare say I've gotten pretty good at it. No pun intended.

Well, this one is pretty ridiculous. And it'll be humiliating if I get caught.

But apparently I'm cocky too, because I don't plan to be caught, now do I?

I'm naked and stretching my legs when I hand off the rest of my clothes to Rhea, who happily takes them and stuffs them all into her backpack. "There. Much better," she says cheekily. "I'll be waiting in the parking lot for…oh, I don't know. Thirty minutes? That should be more than enough time for you."

I shoot her a look, resisting the urge to flip her off—as much as I want to, she's the one who has my clothes now, so I probably shouldn't get on her bad side. "You better not leave me before I get there," I say.

"I wouldn't dream of it." She laughs—then shuts the privacy curtain and leaves the clothing section of the store.

Now, I wait. The dare isn't all that complicated, but the setup for it is: I have to wait for at least five minutes, then find my way to the parking lot, without carefully 'borrowing' any clothes to wear. That part will be easy, or at least easier: if worse comes to shove, I can always sprint as fast as I can.

But waiting here…

It's really surreal standing in a changing room without any clothes, I think to myself, feeling my pale smooth skin prickle from the cool air. I resist the urge to shield my breasts, to cover my pussy even though nobody is in here to look at me. I have nothing with me: no socks, no shoes, just my nervous smile and my smartphone—I couldn't be more butt naked if I tried. But that's the point of the dare. I take a deep breath, then exhale as I inch closer to the privacy screen. I can hear the soft muddled sounds of footsteps far beyond it, checking out dresses and lingerie, stockings, bikinis. It's a lot more people around me than I was hoping for… the only reason I accepted this dare was because I believed the mall would be dead quiet at this hour. Hell, after Coronavirus, the mall is supposed to be on its last legs as it is.

But not today, apparently. Today, it sounds like it's one of the busiest days it has ever had in a long, long time.

A cold sweat starts to form over my bare skin. My nipples harden. My body is reacting in ways I don't expect. I feel more exposed than ever, and aside from Rhea, nobody has even seen me. A wetness sticks my inner thighs together, a wetness I don't expect or even want. Impatient and twitchy, I curl my toes on the rough carpet as I absent-mindedly run my fingers through my trimmed patch of pubic hair—ugh, couldn't I have had at least shoes if I'm going to go streaking? These floors are disgusting…

"Hello?" a feminine voice calls out, polite and well-mannered in tone. "Do you need any help in there?"

I blink and stumble backward toward the wall. "No—no! I'm fine!" I say, blushing so hard that my face has gone numb. Oh, God. The situation of this dumb dare is finally setting in. I'm naked, in a changing room, in a crowded mall… I don't have any clothes with me. I have nothing!

Rhea. I am so going to humiliate you after this.

An alarm set on my phone goes off—and I learn it's time. I steel myself, waiting an extra second for the assistant to leave before I risk the chance of running into her. This is it. I don't have any time to waste. I need to go, clothes or no clothes, because Rhea is waiting for me, and she is not going to be waiting on my naked butt for long.

Melanie, you really need to pick better friends. Or, you know, play another game besides Truth or Dare. Or just ask for truths all the time, I think to myself. I sigh and I hold my breasts—then push through the privacy screen, in a flash exposing myself to the world beyond…


Part One

A few hours earlier…

"You know what we could play…" Rhea says as she jumps onto the bed with me, for a second applying so much force that I wonder if she just broke the bed frame. "Truth or Dare. It'll be fun. Let's do it!"

I roll my eyes at her and go back to idling on my phone. On a lazy Saturday like this with no classes to go to and no work to do, the last thing I want to do is get out of bed, but it's clear that Rhea has other plans for me. She's been my roommate for the better part of the semester, but despite living in such close proximity to her, I don't know her all that well. She's spunky and outgoing, a little air-headed—those facts I know rather well at this point. But despite that? She's a mystery.

…Which does make Truth or Dare at least a little bit appealing, although I don't reveal my interest so plainly on my face, instead letting the idea ruminate. "Truth or Dare? Are you really that bored, Rhea?" I ask. "It's just the two of us, anyway. It wouldn't be very fun. If we had Jessica and Savannah around, then maybe…"

"We don't need those two," Rhea says impatiently as she crosses her legs. "We can play right now! C'mon. This Saturday is boring enough as it is without you staring at your phone all day. Where's your sense of adventure?"

I sigh and climb out of bed, if only so I can create some distance from Rhea, only for me to look at her. She's a cheerleader type and acts like it, with golden blonde flowy hair and the hourglass body of a goddess, big breasted, bubbly and curvy in all the right ways. Yeah, she makes me a little envious. I'd like to see her get knocked down a peg, even though I don't particularly have any beef with her. She's just a little annoying, you know?

Which makes Truth or Dare a viable option to mess with her. After all, that's why the game exists, doesn't it? Although to be fair, the fact that she's suggesting the game first says to me she's either a lot more air-headed than I thought, or she's planning something of her own, too.

Either way, she has me curious. "My sense of adventure is just fine—but sure. Truth or Dare will burn the afternoon, at least," I say, feigning defeat at the idea. "Okay. How do you want to play it?"

Rhea thinks to herself for a second, tapping away at her chin before a floating lightbulb shines above her. "Let's spice it up and head out onto the balcony. I don't think we should stay inside."

I blush slightly. Neither of us are dressed for going outside, even out onto the balcony. I'm still in my pajamas from sleeping in late last night, and Rhea herself only has on a flimsy band t-shirt and panties. What kind of dares does she plan for me, anyway?

Still, I follow her outside onto the balcony, growing curiouser by the second at Rhea's thought process, her demeanor. At the very least, if she asks for a truth I can learn more about her.

I lean over the balcony railing and breathe in the cool spring air. At this hour the sun is just beginning to set, turning the sky a warm orange, especially near the horizon. On the third story of our apartment building, it's unlikely that anyone on ground level will notice two half-naked girls lounging about on their balcony, but that doesn't discard the possibility of someone in our apartment building seeing us. I make a mental note to keep on the look out, if only for my sake. It's clear Rhea doesn't mind showing off in those tiny pink panties of hers.

"So, what? We're going to start here?"

"It's as good of a place as any," Rhea says, winking at me. "It's not like anybody can see us up here. Not easily, at least."

"Maybe…" I say, trailing off. I'm shivering slightly from the cool air. Just what kind of trouble am I getting myself into by humoring Rhea for a bit?

I have no idea, but I make sure to go on the offensive. "Alright, let's just get started: your turn. Truth or Dare?"

Rhea doesn't miss a beat. "Easy. Dare."

I blink. Aren't you typically supposed to start with Truths at first to ease into things?

Well, it doesn't matter. It takes a second, but I come up with a dare to test the waters, see what Rhea is capable of doing just to stave off boredom on a lazy Saturday. "Okay. I dare you to… flash your breasts over the balcony railing. Right now."

It's the kind of dare that would instantly end a game of Truth or Dare among any other friends—at least if it were the very first dare like here—but Rhea isn't one to back down from a challenge. "Is that it? For how long?" she asks. There's no sense that I've caught her off guard here: in fact, given her defiant expression, it looks as if she were expecting me to throw her a hard dare straight from the get go.

"Two seconds, I guess," I answer her. I look from the balcony. Our apartment overlooks a bustling street and another apartment building directly adjacent to us—it is possible for someone else to see, it would just not be very likely. The idea of the dare itself is probably more scary than actually doing it. Maybe that's why Rhea doesn't appear so afraid. I'll have to think of something better next time it's my turn.

Rhea flashes a smile at me—then pulls her t-shirt up to her neck, causing her fat breasts to bounce free as she bends over the balcony railing. She's not being exactly subtle here… or even quick about it: she leaves her shirt up for what feels like a lifetime before finally putting it back down, concealing her breasts from the golden sun.

I stand back in awe. I'm absolutely flabbergasted. I was expecting a flash, not several seconds of bare breasts exposed. Is she insane? She has to be.

Rhea sees the look of surprise on my face and laughs. "What, did you seriously think I wasn't going to do it?" she asks, hands on hips. "That was easy. You really need to try a bit harder to get a rise out of me."

I'll keep that in mind… I think. "Okay. Uhm… I'll take a Truth, I guess."

Rhea's mouth turns into a thin line. "Really?"

"Hey, it's called Truth or Dare for a reason!" I say. "Besides, it'll go fast."

Rhea pouts, but eventually gives in and throws me a suitable Truth. She crosses her arms, growing cockier by the second. "What's the riskiest thing you've done in public?" she asks.

I pause—not because I'm embarrassed to answer, but because a question like that requires some… finesse. How much do I even say here? Do I give details? Knowing Rhea and her chatterbox of a mouth, the entire college campus will know about my escapades if I tell her everything. But if I keep quiet about details too much, she'll prod and prod until I tell her anyway.

Ugh. This game is already not fun, I think. Why can't this game be more one-sided?

"I—" I stumble over my words as I try to choose them carefully. I lower my head, blushing red as the yellow sunlight shines on my cheek and temple. "I masturbated in my car once. I was really pent up and needed release after work. I don't think anybody caught me."

"Wow," Rhea says simply. Her soft blue eyes reveal that she's being candid—a rarity coming from her. "That's bold. Did you actually get off?"

"Maybe…" I laugh weakly. I did a lot more than just masturbate with my pants down. I was naked, with all of my clothes in the passenger side seat, and my bare feet were propped up on the dashboard as I spread my legs. I needed to cum really fucking badly—and to be honest, I was testing my boundaries somewhat. Seeing just what I was capable of, y'know?

I ended up having to drive home naked after getting spooked from the possibility of being seen, but as far as I know, I was never caught during the encounter. I don't plan on relaying these details to Rhea, though. "But yeah, that's it, really. I masturbated for a few minutes, got my release, then drove home," I say. "Your turn again."

"I can just tell on your face that there's way more details than that, missy," Rhea complains. "But fine. Give me another dare."

"Okay…" I say, thinking out loud. To be honest, I don't have another dare prepared: I wasn't expecting for us to entertain the idea of this game for more than one round, max. But after a second I come up with something to end the game for good. "Fine. I dare you to kiss me."

Rhea doesn't hesitate. "That's it?"

"It's a dare, isn't it? I mean, if you're too chicken…"

Rhea smirks—then rushes forward to plant a kiss on my lips. At first I think her plan is to give me a quick smooch on the cheek, but no, she makes it the most passionate kiss ever, leaving our lips together for an electrifying moment before departing. There's tongue. Lots of it.

I'm left a little bit dizzy when she's done with me. "Oh," I say breathlessly. "I wasn't expecting you to take that… so seriously."

"I am very serious when I play this game," Rhea says. "Now Truth or Dare."

…Right. We were still playing that. I asked for a Truth last time, so I feel like it would be cheating if I asked for another one again. "Okay, okay. Dare me."

Rhea seems like she has these lined up, because she doesn't take a moment to think for herself—I made a bad mistake agreeing to this. "Okay. Masturbate. Naked."

"What?"

"You heard me."

"No, just—" I'm already working to undo my pajamas as I'm speaking. "I was expecting something more elaborate from you. C'mon. That's easy."

"If it's so easy then do it!"

I roll my eyes. The unstated part of this dare, obviously, is to masturbate on the balcony where there's a possibility of being seen, which is perfectly fine by me. "I'll do it for a few minutes. I'm not orgasming, though," I say.

"I never told you to. But hey, if you decide you're really enjoying it…"

"Oh, shut up."

It turns out masturbating in front of someone is very, very nerve racking, especially when you're effectively in public like we are. But I soon get into the groove of things. I grope my breast, teasing my nipple to make it hard as my other hand flicks my clit. It's… more enjoyable than I was expecting at first. Wetness starts to stick to my fingers, and when that happens there's no helping it: I really am masturbating and I don't find myself stopping until I'm on the verge of orgasm.

I resist—just barely—from utterly melting into a puddle in front of Rhea, and I put my pajamas back on before I've completely humiliated myself. Rhea just laughs. "Wow. You were really having fun there!"

"I haven't touched myself like that in awhile…" I answer with a sheen of sweat on my face, which has more to do with the sun on my skin than anything else. "Where were we? Right. Truth or Dare. Let's get back to that and pretend that didn't happen."

Rhea laughs, but at the same time steels herself knowing the game is still on. "Sure, sure. Whatever you say, Melanie. Give me a Dare."

I think on it for a moment, using the time to recuperate from my previous dare. I'm still a bit light-headed. There's something about this game that's getting to me. It's fun, in a weird, perverted way. I would never masturbate on my balcony naked unprompted, but having it be a dare… well, there's something freeing about it. Liberating.

Regardless of what I think, it's clear I need to test Rhea now. I need to give her something hard… something she'd never do in a million years. But what? Last round, I told her to kiss me. Clearly I need to do better than that.

An idea strikes me. Her dare risked exposing me, so it's only fair for me to fight fire with fire. "I dare you to throw all of your clothes down the balcony—and retrieve them without putting anything else on," I say, arms crossed, smiling to myself as I say the words.

In effect, I'm asking her to take the stairwell in our apartment complex completely naked and recover her clothes outside, which is not going to be easy without being seen. It's the kind of dare that nobody in their right mind would ever agree themselves to. Because… well, why?

Not Rhea. Rhea just gives me a glance and begins to undress.

"Wait!" I say in shock as her t-shirt already starts to float down the balcony, followed shortly afterward by her pair of panties. It's too late. There's nothing I can say that can undo her clothes already being far out of reach.

"I can't believe you actually did that…" I say, dumbstruck. But Rhea just laughs.

"C'mon. I'll need you to be on the lookout while I do this."

Rhea goes back inside our apartment and, without a second thought, charges for the door and opens it. I don't know what to do except follow. I take a minor detour back into my bedroom to grab my keys and shoes, then rush to follow her naked ass down the hallway. If her strategy to not being seen is to be as nonchalant about her nudity as possible, then it's working: nobody comes across our path even as we descend the stairwell down to the bottom floor. There, Rhea waltzes through the lobby and out into the fresh air, where her clothes wait for her scattered on the pavement.

My jaw is hanging loosely from my face as Rhea puts her shirt and panties back on. Incredible. It's as if nothing had even happened.

"See? Easy," Rhea says, as cocky as ever at this point.

"You're still standing in broad daylight half-naked," I point out. But she doesn't care one iota. After all, she did just have the guts to walk into public in her birthday suit.

Rhea simply smiles as she heads back inside. I follow her without complaint—even though I'm more dressed than she is, I'm still not a fan of being in my pajamas out here.

"Truth or Dare, Melanie," she asks.

"Dare," I answer, if only to see how we can keep pushing the label, and because I feel she's earned it. "I'm guessing I'll be doing some streaking now, too, huh?"

"Oh, maybe." Rhea laughs. "How about we get dressed and go for a ride?"

I blink. "Where are we going?"

"Oh, to the mall. You're going to love this."


Part Two

You know the rest, so I'll spare you the boring details. Suffice it to say, it wasn't until we were at the changing rooms that Rhea thought it was a good idea to tell me what my dare was, although I had a pretty big hunch on what she had in store for me. I wasn't one to turn down a challenge, and I'm still not.

But now I'm trapped naked in the store, and I have no idea where to go!

Sprinting at top speed only gave me a few feet of distance from the changing rooms before I had to change plans—there were simply too many people walking in every which way for me to charge head on. Instead I ducked and hid between the clothing racks, which thankfully were full enough that my body was more or less covered from the neck down. Here I had a few moments to myself to think. How was I going to get out of this? How was I going to get into the parking lot without been seen? Fuck, how was I going to get to the parking lot at all.

Thankfully, it had been dark outside by the time Rhea and I arrived at the mall, so once I'm outside, I have the cover of night to protect me. Not so much indoors with the bright artificial lighting. Here every inch of my naked body may as well be exposed.

What's taking you so long? I see a text from Rhea say as my phone buzzes in my hand. Tsk, tsk. And I thought you were good at this game.

Texting me isn't helping! I text back, annoyed. Just shut up and I'll see you out there!

Meanwhile I hear the hushed discussions of conversation around me: couples deciding on clothes to buy, people pushing carts to and from areas of the store, the sound of footfalls and clothes rustling. None of them know I'm here—nor should they, but still the fact I'm in such a public place can't help but make me shiver from anticipation.

I'm going to get caught. It's so obvious now, that reality. But I guess I deserve it, huh? The last dare I gave Rhea made her throw her clothes over the balcony and have to walk down the stairwell and through the lobby butt naked—after that, anything was game. But still… we were in our apartment complex, near the rest of our wardrobe. If Rhea wanted to, she could've called it quits and put on an outfit to retrieve her clothes lying outside.

But me? I have no such alternative. I'm naked, in public, and my only hope of getting dressed is to somehow get to Rhea and her car in the parking lot.

God, I feel so fucking naked, I think as my hand unconsciously caresses my chest, rubbing against my hardened nipples as if to remind myself that, yes, I do not in fact have clothes on. My entire body is ultra sensitive in this state, exposed to the cool air conditioned wind of the department store. My breasts, my pussy… I feel pent up and excited in a way I can't explain.

I'm turned on from this, aren't I?

It's a difficult thing to admit. I knew that playing Truth or Dare with Rhea was fun, yeah… but not this kind of fun. I knew it would be fun to mess around with Rhea and see what she was capable of doing, but now that I'm stuck in this predicament…

My hand finds its way further and further down my naked body, and before I know it, my fingers are inside me, testing the wetness I already know is there. A part of me thinks that I'm simply aroused from my masturbation sessions earlier that day—but I know that's not the case. No, this is recent. This is because of this moment, right now, this situation specifically. I'm turned on from being naked in public.

It's… a little embarrassing realizing it, to say the least. And frustrating, too, knowing I'm turned on in the worst possible place for me to take care of it. I don't have the privacy or the time, considering I have a very impatient Rhea waiting for me with all of my clothes. Ugh.

It takes some effort, but I resist the urge to masturbate and successfully pull my hands away and place them at my sides, recognizing that my only goal right now should be to get to the parking lot. That's easier said than done… but I still have to do it, no matter how much I complain.

I wait for the coast to clear somewhat before I leave the safety of the clothing racks. I dash as fast as I can, using more clothing racks and other things as cover until I see one of the exits to the store. Of course there's an attendant by the door waiting for me, which is to be expected… Fuck me, if I had remembered there'd be an attendant at all of the exits waiting on customers to filter on through, I wouldn't have accepted this stupid dare in the first place!

My hard, sensitive nipples rub against my arm as I hold it close to my chest. I never did describe my body in full detail, now have I? This is as good of a chance as any, I guess. I'm certainly not as well-endowed as Rhea is, but I still have some charm: I'm thin with a round ass and more than enough bust to speak off. That poses a huge problem when trying not to be seen, however, and I'm taller than the average girl as well. I have to bend down slightly so my neckline stays firmly below whatever clothing rack I'm hiding behind.

I watch the attendant at the sliding glass doors impatiently as I wait for some signal to go, but seconds pass without any change. Go figure. It's not like the attendant is just going to walk away. I need some kind of distraction. But what?

Ugh, Melanie. You and your stupid competitive spirit. How did you end up like this? You could just said no!

I shake my head. It doesn't do me any good to think about it now. I'm naked, and I'm precariously close to being seen, and I still only have a handful of minutes left before Rhea ditches me in the parking lot. Time to go, Melanie. Why not just… run really fast?

Ugh. I can't believe I'm about to do this.

The rules of the dare prevent me from putting any clothes on, but they don't prevent me from using something as a makeshift mask. I lift a hat from one of the displays and place it over my mouth, which does enough to hide my face while still letting me able to see. It's obviously not a replacement for, you know, actual clothing on my naked body… but it helps me, somewhat. It helps what I'm about to do not be so utterly embarrassing.

I fall into a running position, take a deep breath, and prepare myself for the inevitable: like it or not, my best way out of this mess is to streak as fast as humanly possible. There's no clear, obvious signal for when to go: I just start running, once it seems that the only obstacle in my way is the attendent.

…To my surprise, the brute force plan works better than expected, because the attendant leaves his post just as I start to run. His back is turned, and although he must hear my feet slapping against the cool floor, he doesn't seem to notice as he heads into what I can only guess is a backroom for employees. Did he just happen to have his break at this exact moment? I slow down, stunned as I realize what ridiculous luck I've been given. Am I seriously going to walk out of here without anyone catching me?

God, I cannot believe it. I need to keep going. If I slow down now, I'll absolutely be caught for sure!

I dash past the opening double doors, tossing away the ball cap at the very last second so the alarms don't go off. No one is at the doors waiting for me. I'm utterly alone. Nobody is entering the store at this exact moment, nor are there that many cars parking or leaving the parking lot. I can't wait to tell Rhea about this. My luck might not be so bad after all!

I can't believe I'm doing this, I think as I run, run, run, my bare breasts slapping against my chest as my bare feet slap against the cool cracked asphalt. As much as I'm surprised by these turn of events, I'm not risking my skin any further. Time to get clothes! Talk about a dare! God, I'm never doing this again. Never! Ever!

I meet up with Rhea as she leans on the hood of her car. To no surprise, she's laughing her ass off as she spots a naked woman running in her direction. I let her have her fun: I already have some ideas for what my next dare will be. "Har har. Laugh it up," I say, exhausted as my legs are burning. "Give me my clothes."

"Oh? What clothes?"

I give her a stern look. This is not a game she wants to play with me. "Quit it. Clothes. Now."

Rhea playfully pouts for a second, but gives in and unlocks the passenger side door so I can get dressed, which doesn't take long. It feels weird to be finally wearing clothes again. Sure, in the grand scheme of things I was only naked for a handful of minutes, maybe twenty when everything was all said and done—but in the context of a store? That's a lifetime of nudity. Utterly agonizing.

"Do you think anybody caught me?" I ask, still breathless from the whole thing. My knees are wobbly and weak. I never ran so fast in my entire life. Not something I ever want to repeat, clothes or no clothes.

Rhea shakes her head. She would know better than me, all things considering: she had the time and the clothes to keep watch, and presumably saw everyone that would've come into the store. "No," she says. "You were lucky. Like two people came into the store, max. I should've picked a busier place, huh?"

I sigh a breath of relief. "If you did, I would've strangled you. This dare was hard enough as it is."

"Hah. Yeah, I don't think we can top that, now can we?" Rhea asks as we get into her car, once I've dressed and look halfway presentable again. "Unless you have something crazy for me, which I heavily doubt at this point."

"What? You don't think I'm that creative?"

"Your dares have been pretty lame, if I may be a little blunt."

It's clear Rhea is testing me. But after her last dare… how am I supposed to top that? Sure, I have some inkling of what to suggest, but we've done so much already that it's not obvious where we can go from here, and after streaking through a store, I don't think I want her to up the ante further. One final dare, I think to myself. Something to end the night with. But what?

It takes a second, but an idea hits me before we get too far from the mall. A devilish smile creeps up on my face. God, am I too daring for my own good. "I dare you to donate the clothes you're wearing to a collection bin," I say as I turn to face Rhea.

"Right now."

Rhea blinks. We're a block away from the nearest donation center, which she is quite aware of since we donated spare clothes a few months ago we weren't wearing. Compared to the dare she gave me, it's significantly less risky: after all, she can just get back in her car and drive home.

But she'd be naked. Completely, totally naked, without a single stitch of clothing until then.

Rhea simply smirks. "As long as you do it with me," she says.

"What?" I ask. "Who says?"

"I do. That's the dare I'm giving you next."

"Who says I'm asking for a dare next? I could ask for a truth!"

It's a lie, obviously: it's clear that truths are off the table now out of respect for one another. But I won't let her boss me around that easily, now will I?

Rhea takes a detour and parks out front near two large collection bins, both of which asking for clothing to be donated. There aren't many other cars parked here, which means that there are a lot of chances to be seen due to the lack of cover. Risky. But not impossible.

Rhea shoots me a look. "Let's do it at the same time," she suggests. "Strip at the bin, then run back."

"Are we seriously going to do this together?" I ask. We've been playing this game for so long now that I almost forget why we even started. Because we were bored, I think? What a way to spend an afternoon…

"Yup. You and me," Rhea smiles as she jumps out of her car." Just casually throwing away all of our clothes."

"How are we going to get back into our apartment? We can't just walk in there naked," I say as I step out of the car myself and shut the door.

"Oh, we'll figure out something," Rhea says, already beginning to undress.

With that… we begin. We aren't exactly subtle or elegant as we throw off our clothes, but we work fast, running to the collection bin as Rhea and I pull off our t-shirts, unclip our bras—we work from the top down, leaving the hardest clothes to remove while moving for last. If someone is watching us during this, we have no idea: we're completely focused on undressing as fast as possible to limit our exposure.

Rhea has her clothes bundled up in a ball by the time she gets to the collection bin. In one throw, she tosses everything in side, then glances at me as she realizes the dare also expects her shoes. "I just bought these!" she yells. "Don't tell me I'm getting rid of these, too!"

I simply laugh as I throw in my clothes as well and work to undo my shoes. "A dare is a dare!" I say. "Now hurry up!"

"Ugh," she complains. "Fine!"

Everything goes into the bin until there's nothing left: by the time we're both done, we're as naked as can be. And not just naked. Stuck naked.

Rhea realizes how ridiculous this all is as she leaves for her car. "We better go. We are seriously pushing our luck here!"

I nod as I resist the urge to blush. "Right right."

I follow her and quickly jump into her car before we can get into any more trouble. I look out the window and keep watch, but as far as I can tell nobody caught us. Good. Good. I shake my head, sighing out loud in relief as I lean back in the seat. Is this the first time I'm naked in a car before? It has to be.

"I can't believe we just did that," Rhea says. "Did we just do that?"

"I think we did!"

"Holy fuck. We need to get home before we get into actual trouble."

Thankfully, the drive home is uneventful aside from the fact we have absolutely no clothes available for us to wear. We park and each take a deep, deep breathe, recognizing that the journey isn't over yet until we somehow get inside miraculously without being seen.

"After this," Rhea says to me. "We should do something else. Watch a movie. Play a board game. Anything but this."

I laugh. "You're the one who suggested this game in the first place."

"Yeah," Rhea says sheepishly, revealing embarrassment I wasn't quite expecting from her. "But I wasn't expecting to end up naked in public because of it."

"And to think we were just so innocent before."

"Hah. I don't think so," Rhea says. "We're troublemakers a hundred percent."

Once we're both confident that the coast is clear—as clear as it can be—we slowly sneak out of Rhea's car and find our way into our apartment complex. You'd think I was comfortable being naked at this point, after spending so much time running around, but in reality I've never felt more naked, or more exposed. The feeling of my breasts moving, my bare feet slapping against the concrete, the heat radiating between my inner thighs, hell, even how my thighs rub together as I walk—it all does something to me. I can't help but wonder if Rhea feels the same. She's certainly more confident in this state than I am, more bold, more free-spirited.

In a short few moments we get to our front door, open it with Rhea's keys, and slip inside, successfully evading our neighbors. We each collapse on the carpet, exhausted, as we pant for air. Without words, we know the game is done. There's no topping that. For a short few moments, we were in public without any clothes at all. What absolute insanity.

"We should put some clothes on," Rhea says lazily as she picks herself up and drags herself to her bedroom. "I'd prefer if we didn't become nudists after that."

I laugh. "Yeah. Probably not a good idea for us to donate any more clothes. Do you think someone saw us?"

"Probably," Rhea calls out from her bedroom as I head to mine. The next time I see her, she's dressed in a loose t-shirt and panties, about the same as me. Sleepwear, given the late hour. "We weren't exactly trying hard not to be seen."

I blush. A lot more people have seen me naked. Probably a lot of people. Can I even show myself in public again after today? God, it's not a thought I want to think about, at least for the rest of the night.

Smiling, I head into my bedroom, fall into my bed, and spread my legs as I recount the events of today. The memory is humiliating as much as it is arousing—I find myself soaked as I explore my wetness. I've secretly wanted to masturbate ever since I left the protection of the changing room back in the store, and now, I have all the privacy in the world to finally relieve some tension.

I let out a soft, weak moan as my fingers penetrate my sex. Maybe I'll play more Truth or Dare in the future… I think to myself as I enjoy this moment for as long as it lasts. Just… maybe with someone other than Rhea next time! Fuck…

THE END


Invisible Naked Girlfriend: Public Exhibitionist Exposed for Fun




Part One

The first time I ever saw my girlfriend Emma, we had already been dating for five months and moved in together. That's not because we were long distance or anything—no, far from it, actually. In fact, we actually met in freshman year of college when I accidentally bumped into her in the hallway in between, and if I could, I would've had an eyeful of her had I been so lucky. Why couldn't I? It's not because I'm blind. It's not even because I've mistakenly had my eyes closed for the entire duration of our relationship—although I wouldn't blame you if you thought that was the case, because really, what else could it be? Let's just say, well…

Let's just say Emma can't be seen. Because ever since a freak accident as a volunteer for a scientific study, she's been completely and permanently invisible ever since. Yeah.

Emma rocks it, of course, even though it's made her life much harder to deal with. She has the worst (from my perspective, the best) kind of invisibility: the one that doesn't work on clothes. When she's butt naked from head to toe nobody can see a thing, and worst of all, her condition reacts negatively to textiles and rips them to shreds as she wears them, so she's been essentially a nudist for years now because of it. She doesn't mind it, however—far from it. She likes being naked. So much so that…well, why don't I just show you?

Picture a lazy Saturday evening in the hottest days of summer. I'm lounging on the couch with a bag of chips in hand. I've been gaming since I woke up and, if everything goes well, I'll be gaming until the sun sets. As far as I know, Emma left earlier that day to spend a night with her friends, partying as she usually does when we both don't need to think about classes. I think I'm alone. That is, until I feel the familiar warmth of her soft dainty hand as it starts to caress my leg.

"Hey, babe," Emma says softly as she cuddles up next to me. Since I can't see her, we have a procedure to communicate so she doesn't catch me off guard. When she usually comes home she rings the doorbell so I know she's at the door. Whenever she enters the same room I'm in, she stomps her bare foot on the carpet. Simple, auditory signals even my dumb, neanderthal brain can comprehend. But, when Emma is feeling naughty, she neglects this. And tonight she's definitely trying to surprise me.

I feel a weight settle on my lap as my erect cock, suddenly with a mind of its own, slips out of my pants and into a wetness I can barely describe. In an instant I'm inside my girlfriend, her riding me, and before long I find her lifting my arms and placing my hands over her fat breasts to grope them. Sometimes it's a little difficult to describe Emma because I can't picture her visually, but her body? I've felt her body so much and in so many ways. I know every curve, every hair, every erogenous zone she has. Put simply, the moment she touches me, I know it's her.

And it's definitely her now, as wild as always, naked and free as she craves for me to fuck her. "I went streaking while I was gone," Emma says between moans as she bounces her ass against my cock. "I know. It's so silly of me. But I just can't help it sometimes, you know?"

"How scandalous of you," I say, whispering where I think her neck must be, hoping that my hot breath makes loves to her skin. "How far did you go? Tell me all about it."

"I went to the mall and ran as fast as I could. Like… my breasts were bouncing with how fast I went. I worked up quite a sweat!"

"You're so wild. Nobody found out, did they?"

"No, of course not," Emma says, more focused on working my cock to completion than finishing her story. "Nobody ever does, even though I'm sure they can hear my footsteps. I mean, come on! I could literally masturbate anywhere and I don't think I'd get caught. It's so frustrating sometimes. Why does it have to be so hard for me to show to everyone that I'm your whore, babe?"

"God, you're such an exhibitionist. I love it."

"Oh? That has to be the best compliment you've ever given me."

"I have to compliment you more then."

"You do. You so, so do. But not right now. There's only one thing I want you to be doing right now, and that is to shut up and fuck me. Fuck me until you fucking cum inside me, okay?"

Yes, ma'am, I think as sweat beads on my forehead. Emma isn't exactly the kind of girl that lets other people—especially men—boss her around. I don't tell her what to do. I give her suggestions at most. And in return I get mind-blowing sex from a curvy, plump goddess of a woman who's naked almost 24/7. Not a bad deal in my world, I got to say. But let's continue.

Emma rides me until I see stars, pumping my cock between her fat ass cheeks as I lean back on the couch, panting for air, struggling to prevent myself from exploding by cumming early. I may not be able to see Emma's ass or her breasts as they bounce up and down—from my perspective all I see is my wet cock's foreskin sheath and unsheathe as it stands erect—but it's easy enough to picture where her body would be moment to moment. At first, I have to admit it was a bit surreal to have sex in this way. Emma has to do the hard work of guiding me and putting my cock back inside her if it accidentally slips out. But I love it anyway. The sex is more sensual without having to focus on sight. More based on touching, gentle caresses, animalistic gropes. When I squeeze her breasts, I get to pay attention to the little moans she makes, the raw heat of her body as it presses up against mine. It's not much different from having sex blindfolded. The only difference for me is that I effectively have sex blindfolded every day.

I grunt, hold her love handles, and pump loads of cum inside her until I'm left dead tired and panting for air. She's been frisky before, but not quite like this. Something has gotten into her, a desire to test the limits of her exhibitionism that she hasn't been able to satiate.

"Fuck. Fuck. You're incredible," I say as I gently put pressure on Emma's waist, encouraging her to stand. Her weight lifts from me, and I take a second to breathe as I hear her walk barefoot into the bathroom for a spare towel.  Although I can't see her directly, the sheen of sparkly sweat covering her naked body makes the outline of her figure almost visible. She's so gorgeous in the light. Sometimes I wish I could see more of her, assuming of course a cure to her condition doesn't turn her back to a textile.

Soon a fresh folded towel floats over and places itself on the cushion beside. I take Emma's gift happily and use it to wipe my face off. "Next time warn me before you drain me dry. You might kill me one of these days doing that."

"Oh, poor baby," Emma says as she laughs and hops up onto the couch next to me. Although I can't see her, the heavy indent in the cushion she makes is well enough of an indicator that she's there. "I just want to like… feel seen, you know?" she says with a sigh. "I spend just about every day of my life not being noticed by people. I go to class and sometimes other students take my seat as I'm sitting down. Sure, I mean, I'm the invisible naked girl and that's what everybody knows me by, and that's fun and all… but I'm not really naked. It's kind of hard to show off and feel sexy when nobody can see me. Do you understand what I'm getting at here, Bryan?"

I nod, although I'm looking away as I rub the towel over my arms. Intimate eye contact between the two of us has never been a major feature of our relationship. I'm sure you understand why. Anyway, I answered her train of thought with complete earnestness: "I get it. You feel like you're not being appreciated enough."

"Well, excluding you, of course."

I laugh. "Thanks. But yeah, I can't even imagine how I'd feel if I was invisible every moment of every day. Although I'm not sure if my response to my invisibility would be to go running around naked in public."

"If you did, it'd be pretty cute of you. I can imagine it already…"

"Oh, stop it."

I feel Emma's long, slim arm come about my shoulders as she leans closer. "To be fair, I have to be naked. I don't really have much of a choice in that regard unless I want to spend a small fortune on replacing all the clothes I'd wear. I don't mind the naked part. It was embarrassing at first, but I'm long past that now. Now I just want to feel alive, and I can't do that if everyone around me hardly even notices me. It's like I don't exist."

"So let's make sure they notice you," I say.

Although I can't see it, the sharp pause in Emma's breathing makes it clear she's just risen an eyebrow. It's not hard to grab her attention, really. Say the right thing at the right time and she melts into a puddle for me. But maybe that's because I've learned what buttons to press—and where to press them—that other guys haven't? I have no clue. Don't listen to me. I'm an idiot who's just really lucky.

Anyway, it's clear that Emma is following judging from her all-too curious tone. "How do you suppose we do that?" she asks. "I mean, we could bring out a megaphone and have me scream at the top of my lungs, hey! I'm naked! But I don't think that'll work very well."

I shoot her a look. Unlike her, she can read my face perfectly fine. I had this idea for quite awhile now, but after seeing the sweat shimmering on her skin, I feel like it's worth bringing it up to her. "Body paint," I say simply. "We paint your entire body and your face, hair, and so on until you're completely visible. That way people can at least see the outline of you, what you look like, even if they can't see your skin directly. Following?"

"Hmm," Emma thinks out loud. Because I can't see her body language, letting her thoughts brew openly in moments like these is a good compromise. "Well, I tried dying my hair once and that made it visible for a few days. I guess it could work?" she says. "But won't it look a little silly? We've had to paint every inch of me for it to work. And I mean every single inch. Whose going to be painting me, you?"

God, I hope so, I think, but instead say, "It just has to be one simple coat for it to work. I don't need to be an artist or anything. But if you want to look spectacular, maybe one of your art friends can help? Like—"

"That's it!"

The boom of her excited voice nearly knocks me off of the couch. I just love it when she's like this, bursting with energy for whatever we do, both in and out of the bedroom. Or, you know, on the couch since that's just where we had sex—whatever.

Point is, with the idea now floated past her, there's no stopping her from going through it. Emma has never been one to say no to a challenge. Especially one where she can let out some exhibitionist steam.

"Annie can help us," Emma says out loud as she paces back and forth across the living room, making loud stomp stomp stomps with her bare feet. "She works as a freelance artist, doing commissions and stuff online. I don't know if she does body paint specifically, but I don't think it'll be hard at all to convince her to help. She even wanted to draw me before, although I don't remember how she planned to capture my features."

God, I love this girl, I think as I stand from the couch and try to catch her as she moves. I have to rely on auditory cues to do this, but I've gotten good on listening to her subtle footfalls. I reach out my arms and, once I feel skin, I pull her close—it turns out I've grabbed her by the waist. Emma giggles, and it's immediately after that I feel a warm kiss on my cheek.

"Excited, are you?" she asks, her hot breath caressing my neck. It isn't hard for me to figure out she has her hand on my jeans again, hoping to pull out my cock for round two. "What's on your mind, big boy?"

"I'm thinking it's a good plan," I say as I let her touch me and roam her hands all over my body. "We'll have to figure out the details later, obviously, like where you'll be going once you're body painted. But it'll be fun. I just know it."

"You're just saying that because you get to watch without doing all the hard work," Emma says, gently stroking my cock before kissing my neck again and again. "I guess I can't blame you. You'll be watching me for the very first time…"


Part Two

A week later and I find myself in the small one bedroom apartment of Annie, who has quickly reorganized the space to act as a makeshift art studio. As soon as I step past the door I meet plastic sheeting covering every inch of carpet, and there, right in the middle of the space, is the sole chair where I suspect Emma is already sitting. It doesn't take a genius to know that when the chair suddenly shifts, it's from Emma having noticed me. "Bryan! You're here!" she calls out. "Annie was just about to get started on me."

I smile as I leave my belongings by the door. "Great. I'm glad," I say. Although the art studio is small and a bit claustrophobic with how her furniture had to be pushed around, Annie set up the space well for the painting to begin. A tall glass mirror next to the chair in the room faces Emma, and although it displays nothing but empty air now, I can already imagine Emma's features slowly appear when Annie works her magic. Besides the chair and the mirror are more than enough art supplies to paint the neighborhood twice over: bright pinks and red, oranges, purples—I don't know the specific names of any of these, but it's clear Annie spent a penny or two to get everything together. What she plans to actually do with that paint in terms of a design, well, I've been kept politely out of the loop. It's supposed to be a surprise, says Emma. It's the first time in our relationship that I'll see her as close as I can in the flesh, and she wants the moment to be special.

Likewise, what Emma and Annie plan to do after Emma's makeover is anyone's guess. It's all a big antagonizing mystery. Already my mind wanders to imagine just exactly what they have planned, but before my brain can get me too excited, I finally meet up with Annie when she steps out of her bedroom. "Bryan, it's nice to see you," she says as she comes up and gives me a big, surprisingly strong hug for a woman half my size. Unlike Emma's thick curves and, y'know, assets, Annie is a bit more modest. She's the thin bookworm type, glasses and poorly fitted clothes included, but what she loses with poor fashion sense she makes up for with her innate ability to paint. Already I feel a bit intimidated by the painting she has hanging on the walls.

"Nice to meet you too," I say simply. "You look like you already have everything set up. I'm kind of impressed."

Annie nods enthusiastically, clearly impressed herself that she was able to get things in working order on such short notice. "I may have completely destroyed half of my apartment to do it, but being able to paint Emma of all people is definitely worth it," she says. "I get to say I painted an invisible girl. Definitely something that'll attract eyeballs to my work in the future."

"Definitely," I say. "Well, is it time to get started?"

"It better be!" I hear Emma call from her seat, as impatient as ever, it seems. "Daylight is burning, and I don't want to wear any paint when I go to sleep tonight. Let's get this show on the road!"

"Oh, shush, you," Annie says as she grabs a stool behind the kitchen countertop dividing the living room and kitchen and brings it near Emma's chair. "We have more than enough time. Now stay still and stretch out your arm like we talked about."

"Oh, fine, fine."

I lean on the countertop and watch silently as Annie begins to apply paint to Emma's form. It's a little awkward at first, given that Annie is as blind as I am and isn't able to see where she's painting until more of Emma is revealed. Soon, however, she gets the hang of it. Once her stomach is painted, it provides a point of reference to the rest of her body. Slowly, over the course of about an hour, my girlfriend's image becomes reality. It's a gorgeous body I've touched and groped and caressed countless times, but being able to finally see it, even in this extremely limited way…

My jaw drops. That's my girlfriend? I think. Fuck. She really is beautiful when you can see her.

Emma is even more excited than I am when Annie turns her to face the mirror. "Oh my—you're amazing, Annie," she says as she jumps to her feet, stretches and jiggles her breasts to see them bounce around. "Oh, God. I'm so naked! Have I always been this naked?"

"A little bit!" Annie laughs. "Anyway, I tried not to get too wild with the design, since I had to work fast without having a full sense of your anatomy. The blue jeans and black tank top I've painted on you—that probably won't convince anyone that you're actually clothed, but I guess that's the point, huh?"

"We still have to do my face," Emma says as she feels herself up in the mirror, clearly in awe at finally seeing her reflection, even in this abstract way. "I can't be headless and naked. What's sexy about that?"

"Come over here and close your eyes then," Annie says feigning annoyance. "I wasn't finished when you started moving!"

It's a little awkward, but once Annie's work is done, Emma is visible for the first time in years. There's some compromises of course, and it won't convince anyone that there isn't secretly an invisible woman underneath all the paint, but it doesn't need to be convincing to satisfy Emma's exhibitionist fantasies. All that matters is that she can be seen, and right now? I'm seeing a whole lot of her.

Although I don't mention it because I don't think it's important, I notice a weird affect happening as the layer of paint interacts with Emma's skin underneath—a similar visual oddity occurs when Emma comes into direct contact with fabric. I'd hate to see all of Annie's hard work instantly shed away, but after a moment the visual effect goes as if it were never there. A good thing, I guess? Weird.

"How do I look?" Emma says as she bounces onto her feet and runs up to kiss me, leaving a little bit of fresh paint on my cheek in the process. "Drop dead gorgeous, right?"

"A little silly, actually," I say with a laugh as I scratch my back. "You're a lot thicker now that I can actually see you."

To absolutely no-one's surprise, that earns me a slap across the face. Not a hard one, though. She must love me after all.

"Ass," she remarks. "Now let's get going. We don't have the time to be messing around. Annie, you coming?"

Annie smiles as she grabs her things. A backpack, a camera—an actual one that real life photographers use, not just her smartphone—and a few other oddities in case she needs to make some last moment touches to the paint. "I wouldn't miss it for the world," she says.

And with that, we head off, leaving Annie's apartment complex and getting into her car down by the parking lot. It's funny: before, having my girlfriend walk completely naked to our car was as normal as breathing for us, but now that I can see her, I realize just how much of an exhibitionist she truly is. She's so carefree, so nonchalant about her swinging breasts, the bouncing motion of her ass, the way her hips sway. And she does it without even thinking about it.

Of course, she's more aware of her own nudity now than ever before, and for the first time I can see the reaction on her face, although the paint makes it difficult to tell if there's a blush on her cheeks or not. "Oh, God, Bryan," she says to me. "I'm so naked."

"You know, you're actually more dressed than you usually are."

She rolls her eyes. "You know what I'm saying. I'm naked! Like, people can actually see me for once! Fuck, it's so freeing. I wonder if this 'outfit' will trick anyone that I'm dressed. You know, with clothes."

I shake my head. "Maybe. They'd have to be pretty far away. If I saw you from one of the balconies I'd probably think you were dressed if I wasn't paying any attention."

She smiles. God, that smile of hers is precious. "Then I'm glad you're paying attention now."

It turns out our destination is a secluded park not that far from Annie's apartment, which I suppose is a good test run for Emma's exhibitionism while being a good spot to take photos because of the bright lighting. Annie explains she'll effectively be the one taking photos while keeping an eye out if someone catches us, but I'm not concerned. I've never seen anyone visit this park in all the times I've driven past here: it's so overgrown and underfunded (while also being somewhat out of the way from her hotspots in town) that the only people that come here are couples that want to fuck outside. You know. Like me and Emma.

"God, the fresh air is wonderful," Emma says as she jumps out of the car and dances through the tall, tall grass. It's a good day for what we're doing, although the darkening cloud coverage overhead makes me think it'll rain soon. I turn to Annie, who seems to notice the predicament too.

"Hey, by the time she's had her fun, I can snap a few photos of the rain washing the paint away," Annie notes. "Should make for a good album."

"Yeah?" I say. "I'd love to have them sent over when you're done."

"No problem at all."

With that I watch my gorgeous girlfriend enjoy the moment as she experiences outdoor nudity for what feels like the first time. Sure, this is something she's done countless times, but I can tell how excited she is to see herself again, to feel her body and know that it's there. After a few minutes, the clouds overhead get darker, stronger, and what's left of the sunlight peaking in through the clouds disappears entirely. Thankfully, when I turn to Annie, she's captured all the photos she and Emma would ever want. It's clear the two of them arranged poses to do with Annie beforehand. Like a modeling session, almost.

"We're out of sunlight," Emma says, exhausted as she runs up through the grass, breasts bouncing, to come and see me. "Did we bring any towels? I want to get this paint off of me with the rain. It'll be perfect."

"Already one step ahead of you," Annie says as she rifles through her bag and brings out a rolled up towel, one she keeps close by as the rain comes. Thankfully there's enough tree coverage that Annie and I can watch from the shade as Emma gets drenched. Slowly, a pitter patter of rain develops, then grows in intensity until there's no helping it: the painted outfit Emma is going to go away, sooner rather than later.

I blink. Wait, I think with an eyebrow raised. Is that…

Although Annie used a nude color palette for Emma's lower arms and legs—the areas of skin she didn't paint clothes on—the color of skin starts to appear on Emma's once painted shoulders, her chest, her breasts. The paint all starts to drain away… and returns a beautiful image I've only ever seen in old photos.

Emma's invisibility is gone!

"Do you guys see this?" she calls out at the top of her lungs as she marvels at herself. As the paint seeps into the ground below her feet, Emma's wet naked body stands free. "How is this happening? Like… what?"

"Keep posing!" Annie calls out, her attention solely focused on the camera practically glued to her face. "You're ruining my shots!"

"Bryan, you have to come here and see this!"

I rush up to her and take her hands, even though we're now both soaking wet from the downpour. I don't need to use my other senses to find her. For the first time I can grab in the direction of her and know I'll feel her touch. We lock eyes, and it seems as if my entire world narrows to this moment. My girlfriend in the flesh. Wow.

"I mean, I was told this might happen," Emma says as a warm blush fills her face, betraying embarrassment I could never detect from her voice alone. "They said that any contact with a material could disrupt my invisibility. I just never tested it because I'd always ruin clothes."

"You think it'll come back?" I ask. After a moment, it's clear it won't, at least not immediately: virtually all the paint on Emma's body except for in a few tucked away places is gone. If her invisibility was going to come back, it'd be now; Emma never had a problem being naked in the rain before, although much like sweat, did make her outline faintly visible if you paid hard enough attention.

Oh, God, I think. Naked. My girlfriend is naked, and now we might actually get into some trouble for it.

Emma catches my thought bubble before I get to voice it myself. "Oh. Oh dear. I guess I actually am naked now, huh? I hope I get to wear clothes now. Don't think I'll be able to be my oh-so confident self if my bits are going to be on display."

"You should be on display," I say as I pull her close, feeling her breasts as they push up against my shirt. "And I'd rather you not put on any clothes."

"You're so bossy," Emma says, smiling. "What am I supposed to do about classes? Keep going naked?"

I think about it. "I mean…"

She laughs as she imitates slapping me again right across the temple. "I'd expect nothing less of you. But I can't blame you. Now that I can actually rock this body of mine, it is pretty tempting… Fuck. I can show off for once. I can just—"

A sudden fire engulfs Emma's soft eyes. "Want to fuck me?"

The question is so blunt that it immediately turns me on. "Right here?"

"Right here."

"Annie is still snapping photos of us."

"She can do that while you fit your cock inside of me, then."

"What if someone else sees?"

"Then they can watch for as long as they want. Now come on. Get the towel from Annie so I have something to lay on."

Yes, ma'am, I think as I dash to Annie and quickly get the towel from her. "I'm sure you don't mind me borrowing this," I say, slightly embarrassed even to ask.

"Not at all," Annie says as she shakes her head. "I've gotten the photos I wanted to take today. I'll keep on watch as promised. You two have fun!"

"Thanks, Annie," I say. "You're pretty cool."

Emma and I find ourselves in each other's arms as we get on the ground. It's passionate, dirty, animalistic, the way I climb on top of her and fit my cock into her dripping cunt. I grope her breasts, pluck her nipples with my fingers as I lean close to kiss her lips. There's so much of her body I want to experience now that I can see her, and I'm not going to wait for the off-chance her invisibility magically returns—no, I'm not going to make that mistake.

It's clear that Emma isn't going to either. She's clawing at me, pulling me closer and spreading her legs as wide as she can to take the full length of my shaft. Time slows down. Our bodies come closer and closer. We've had sex in risky places before, sure… with an invisible girl always running around naked and teasing you, you're bound to get into some kind of trouble. But she's not invisible anymore. No, she's here in the daylight.

And she's about to cum and wants the entire world to know it. "Fuck fuck fuck, Bryan…" she moans until her voice shakes from yelling too loud—we may be in a park that hardly anyone visits, but that doesn't mean the street next to it isn't usually populated by a car or two. "Fuck I'm going to fucking cum. Do you like that? Your slutty naked girlfriend cumming in public for you?"

"Fuck…" I grunt. She's so evil. Even when she's on the verge of orgasm she has to torment me herself. "I'm close…"

"Are you?"

She pulls me close and forces another passionate kiss on the lips, one I greedily accept. "Yes," I whisper.

"We'll cum together," she says softly. "With you inside me."

We kiss once more—and as her beautiful smile radiates, I'm pushed over the edge. There's no helping it. I cum, shooting hot ropes of cum into Emma's needy pussy as she leans back, gapes her mouth wide, losing all control of her body as her own orgasm paralyzes her. My balls empty inside her until cum spills from her pussy lips. After that, no words between us are said. We just remain in this moment, my cock resting in her cunt, as we turn to lie on our side. Describing us as exhausted is probably underestimating matters. We're both beat.

"Wow. I can't believe we did that," Emma says, panting. I watch as she lifts her right arm up and tries to grasp the sky, marveling at seeing her skin again. "I can't believe I can actually see me. Naked."

"We're probably going to have to take you clothes shopping once we get home," I say lazily. "If you're going to be wearing clothes regularly again, and not for just the winter months."

"God, that feels so restricting already."

Smiling, I lift myself up with the last remaining energy I have to wave at Annie from afar. "Thanks for the help!" I call out, laughing.

Annie just smiles as she playfully rolls her eyes.

Emma's invisibility doesn't return when I take us home—at least not today. Instead Emma has to rock her gorgeous body for the rest of the night, although I think we both know she doesn't really mind. This is the first day in our entire relationship that I've been able to see her, appreciate her to the best of my ability. I can tell she's glad that I've had the chance, even if her invisibility comes back the next day. As fun as being invisible is, it does make life pretty complicated, wild and exciting exhibitionism notwithstanding.

"You know, I'm going to be more of a distraction than ever now that you can see me," Emma comments as I hang out in the living room late into the night. She's standing in the kitchen, ass propped up on the counter top, making it impossible to do anything else but stare. "Like. My ass is just going to be on display like this. All the time. How will you ever play video games now? God, your life will be in shambles."

"I don't think so," I say, laughing. "But please, go ahead. Don't let me stop you, naked girl."

Emma giggles as she slaps her ass, once, twice, creating a nice firm hand print on her cheek. "Oh, you're not stopping me," she says. "Don't you understand, Bryan? I'm as wild as ever."

THE END


Naked Adventure: Liberated Exhibitionist Leaves All Her Clothes Behind




Part One

I wanted a moment to myself. That was my excuse suddenly parking on the side of the road and leaving everything behind—and I do mean everything, even all of my clothing.

Let me explain. I am a lawyer working at a well-known law firm specializing in corporate law, intellectual property rights, and what have you. It's a hard line of work… but one that I've always enjoyed. I've always been a determined, goal-focused woman. For a long time I was the one putting every available hour into my work, staying longer and longer nights at the office, allocating every drop of sweat I could muster into my career. I knew it wasn't healthy or sustainable, but I was young and dumb: I figured I would burn out in my early fifties or forties having already made a life for myself—by that time, I thought I could scale back as needed and kick back and relax, rich with more money than I could possibly hope to spend. That wasn't the case, of course. Instead at fifty-three, I'm working as hard as I ever been, and the money is… well, there's always a need for more dough. I can't do it anymore. And today? Today I just needed to be free. Free of the bullshit. Free of being the uptight bitch that everyone hates. Free of tight, constricting clothes that do nothing but make me look like a bimbo—at least to the appreciation of some of my male peers.

I had been driving for hours in-between court hearings when, on a whim, I pulled over and allowed myself a moment to breathe—a rare occurrence, even during my supposed free time. My phone was blowing up with notifications, but I silenced it and stuffed it deep into the glove department. The last thing I wanted to think about was work. I needed fresh air, sunlight, the feeling of my naked toes on green grass. I had parked on a road next to a hiking trail—a perfect distraction for me. A place where I could be alone.

Without thinking much of it, I opened my car and stepped out, kicking off my uncomfortable black high heels as fast as I could. I didn't care that I was likely to rip the bottom of my stockings by walking barefoot—in fact, I was already ready to peel those off as well. I unclasped my bra next and pulled it through the sleeve of my shirt without taking the latter off. I was stripping in the broad daylight as much as I would had I gone home for the night. I was getting comfortable. There was no need for me to wear a bra if I was going to be alone. So, I left it and my high heels in my car, then locked the door.

Bliss, I thought to myself, smiling weakly at nothing in particular. This is bliss, Madeline. A moment to just… what, exactly?

I didn't want to question my actions. I already knew that what I was doing was highly unprofessional. Here I was, a sophisticated intelligent woman in the prime time of her life—and I was undressing outside. To say I must've been stressed would be greatly underestimating the situation. I was pent up. Exhausted. Desperate to light a new fire in my otherwise constricting life. I wanted to do something new, be free.

So… I thought it'd be fun to take a hike completely naked, stripping off my clothes and leaving them as a trail behind me. This, in and of itself, was not risky or dangerous: because I worked such long hours and only rarely had the luxury of having time to stay at a hotel, I often kept fresh laundry in the trunk of my car. The outfit I had been wearing that second could've vanished into thin air—I still would've been able to get dressed within moments.

But I wanted to leave, and not stay, and get as far as humanly possible from my clothes, from civilization, as I could. So, that was my goal. If nothing else, I wanted to see if I was capable of it, that being unabashed public nudity. It certainly wasn't something that'd ever appear on my resumé or on my Linkedin profile.

Is this a clothing optional hiking trail? I asked myself as I slowly unbuttoned my navy blue blazer and tossed it shamelessly aside, hooking it on a tree branch to use as a landmark for later retrieval. No matter. If anyone asks, I will tell them the truth: I want to be free.

It was the perfect day to be naked. The beautiful golden sun was at its apex, and in the firmament there wasn't a cloud to be seen. The air was warm and brisk, and nature was teaming with the calls of distant birds. It was so rare for me to experience nature. So much of my life was constricted to stuffy offices, courtrooms, prisons that I'd often rarely see the sun on a given day at all, unless I decided to step out to have a coffee on my lunch break. Here in nature there was no such thing as 'lunch breaks', 'meetings', even coffee. There was only me. The real me, naked, bare, just as God intended me to be.

I ventured further up the hiking trail until I saw a clothing optional sign—it was then that I decided to go through it. Right in front of the sign, I abandoned it all: shirt, pants, panties, Rolex, earrings—I did not care if someone stole all my belongings a nano second later, I needed to be exposed. I needed to be naked as much as anyone could be naked, so vulnerable that a gust of wind could caress my pussy whenever it so desired. My pussy welcomed the sensation, the touch.

Because after all, I couldn't remember the last time I had a long enough moment to myself to masturbate.

From there, I looked for a spot where I could enjoy myself in the brisk sunlight. God, how wonderful it was to be finally liberated! As I walked I felt my hands across my body, over my breasts, feeling each underappreciated inch of skin that so desperately deserved to be touched again. For so long the only love of my life was my work; I rarely, if ever, had the time to bring a man home. I could not remember a time I last had sex, and now after so long I was more pent up than ever. I needed release. I needed to finger my pussy until I orgasmed more times than I could count—after that, and only after that, would I decide about sheepishly returning to my car parked on the side of the road. I would accept no other alternative, no compromise. I needed this. No matter what.

I followed the hiking trail and basked in the warm sunlight until discovering a stream hidden beyond the trees. I pushed through the branches, stepped down the rocky slope, until I could dip my toes into the cool, clear water. Oh, was it bliss. What was the point of civilization, of laws and regulations, of clothes when this was all that anyone could ever need?

I played and splashed in the water until I was tired, then, I looked for a calm place to settle down and spread my thighs wide open. I must've made more noise than I expected, casting water all around as I laughed and laughed—because a man and I locked eyes. He was positioned on the trail, meters above me beyond the slope, carrying with him a large grey backpack, most likely camping gear. He had a thick trimmed beard peppered with white, and his face was worn and pockmarked. A man in his fifties, maybe late fifties. Perfect.

He was respectful as his gaze pulled away to take in my wet, glistening breasts. "Are you okay?" he called out sincerely as his gaze wandered. This man would not be locking eyes with me today. Nor did I ever want him to.

I smiled happily as I stepped from the water, hoping to show him all that my mature curves could offer. I could never be as beautiful as I had been when I was younger: I had crow's feet now, stretch marks, loose skin in places I wish I could rid myself of. But my breasts were still perky. I kept active, exercising and jogging regularly, and I had an unfailing skincare routine. No, I was not perfect, but I was still a sight to behold. At least, I thought so.

"Oh, well, yes," I called out, revealing for a split second the nervous anticipation on my face. "I'm… well, I suppose you could say that I'm enjoying myself."

"Naked?" he asked. An understandable and expected question from him, all things considering. How many older women could one find exploring the forest around the hiking trail naked as I had been doing now?

"Yes, in the nude," I answered him.

That simple, honest admission made him smile.

Like myself moments before, he found his way through the overgrowth and stood a few steps from the stream, with me a breath's away from him. "I was aware this hiking trail was clothing optional, but I've never seen anyone seriously take advantage of it. No one as beautiful as you, at least."

"Well, thank you," I said, beaming from the compliment. "I would not have taken advantage of it either, but today was… Today was a day I sorely needed it, a moment to be free."

"And why is that?" he asked. At the same time he took more liberties to explore my body. He paid special attention at the tuft of hair between my legs, inviting him for a closer look at my wet cunt.

"My job is demanding," I explained innocently, although conscious to not add identifying details. "I work, and work, and work. Day after day. I scarcely have a moment to myself. I was going to another appointment this afternoon when I decided I had enough of it. I parked my car, left my clothes, and just… went."

He lifted an eyebrow. "I was about to say. Clothing optional or not, you're certainly not prepared to hike. You don't have water or supplies. You don't even have shoes. Here."

I watched as he removed a water bottle from his backpack and gave it to me. I took a sip, smiled, and then handed it back. "Thank you," I said, and I meant it—I was parched already having driven for hours in the car. "Would you like to join me? Assuming you don't have company already with you."

"Join you?" he asked blankly.

"Not naked," I added in haste. "I meant to give me company. You seem to be a respectful sort. You're kind. I couldn't ask for anyone better on a day like today."

He nodded, revealing him to be as eager as I would've expected. What man in his right mind would refuse the company of a naked woman? Not him. He was smart.

"We can keep going along the trail," he said as he took my hand and guided me above the slope. "Unless you had other plans in mind?"

"Not at all," I said. "I have nothing planned. Right now, I am letting the wind take me wherever it goes."

"Truly living life to its fullest."

"Yes. You can say that." For the first time, I might add.

We exchanged little in the way of substantive words for awhile after that, except for our names, choosing instead to make small talk about the weather, the warm golden sunlight, the wildlife—it was rather cute to see a man so intimately focused on taking a peep at my naked breasts, and yet stay so reserved while doing so. I made sure not to cover myself, leaving my arms firmly placed at my sides. I didn't want to return to my usual conservative self. No, I wanted to be bold.

"Do you know of a secluded place where I could masturbate?" I asked Nathan simply. Effortlessly, as if I had just asked him if he had any pets at home.

He blinked, an invasive blush overcoming his face. I don't think he believed it at first, a mature woman openly discussing masturbation with no shame or restraint. "You could do the deed anywhere, I suppose, Elizabeth," he said. The sudden tent in his jeans, of course, needed no comment.

"Well, yes," I said. "I would've touched myself back at the stream. I likely would have done it there. But I also want to be respectful of other hikers. I'd want somewhere private. Somewhere serene."

"Forgive me," he said, "But I doubt you want privacy. If you did, you would've steered clear away from me."

"I suppose that's true."

"So, why not somewhere more inviting instead?"

The choice of wording certainly caught my attention. He was right, of course. I allowed him to catch me precisely because I did not, during my naked adventure, want to be alone.

"I would be more bold… but only if you're here to protect me. We are getting rather far from my clothes as it is."

It was odd acknowledging that fact so casually. Yes, I was far from my clothes, and even if I went back for them now it was unlikely I'd be able to easily find them among the trees. It would be wise to consider them gone. What did that mean? Would I have to drive home naked after this?

The thought made me weak in the knees. I was wet enough as it is, and with that stirring on my mind…

"I'll protect you," he said with the air of boyish confidence. He turned and made a gesture to follow. "Let's go back to the road."

"The road?" I asked.

"Yes," he said. "You'll walk with me alongside it."


Part Two

It didn't take much effort to recognize his idea. Simply put, he wanted me to flash cars as they drove past. A tempting suggestion. What would that say about me if I, a well-respected lawyer, so willingly and unabashedly exposed myself to every man that set his gaze upon me?

I accepted the challenge without a second thought, leaving the safety of the hiking trail for the open road. I never felt so naked anywhere else—there I had nothing to cover myself up with, nothing at all. There was no disguising my nudity, much less excusing it. No, I was naked.

And I was going to be seen.

"You're so beautiful in the light," Nathan said as I walked in front of him, granting him a picturesque view of my ass as my hips swayed. Although I couldn't see myself, I took him at his word: the sun was positioned in such a way that my pale skin must've been radiant.

"Thankfully the sun is not in the way for any trucker that drives past," I said. "They'll see every inch of me, won't they?"

"That's the idea," Nathan said with a grand smile.

"Don't you think they'll mind?" It was quite clear, especially to myself, that my confidence had dissipated since I had left my clothes. I wanted to run and hide away, shield myself, return to my car and leave this lapse of judgement well behind me. Simply put, I was getting second thoughts.

But no. I needed this, this moment of liberation. And besides. It was highly doubtful anyone would recognize me, now that my hair was undone and left with only my smile to wear.

"No doubt any man that catches sight of you will love to have a moment with you," Nathan said. "Enjoy yourself. Someone will come soon."

I spun around and faced him, lifting my arms high into the sky, parting my thick thighs ever so slightly in the process. The wind, in that moment, surged forward to ruffle my hair, kissing my body everywhere it went. "I'm glad to have met you," I said, and I meant it. "Your company has made today… well, I think I would've been too shy to continue had you not found me."

"It would have been an anticlimactic end of the day, I can imagine, alone without anyone to enjoy the sight of you."

I opened my mouth to respond, but then I could hear the rumbling of a vehicle in the distance. The sound was unmistakable: a truck, although of what kind I didn't know nor care. All I knew is that its driver was most likely to be a man—a man that likely would enjoy the sight of a beautiful naked woman after a long day of driving.

Nervous anticipation struck me, made me weak in the knees. "Ah. I'm really going to do this, aren't I?" I said as I felt the need to shield my breasts.

"If you'd like," Nathan said, "you could hide behind the trees. I could wave at him, make him stop, then ask if he would like to see you. That way, it's not a surprise."

The strategy was intriguing, even if it made me blush. Was I really going to let him introduce me to a total stranger naked? "…That might make it easier," I said breathlessly. "But…"

The truck was now visible, driving at a leisurely pace in the horizon. It wouldn't take long for the driver to notice us, and for him to make out that I was bare. "You'll have to decide now," Nathan said, chuckling to himself, arms crossed. "Truck's coming."

With nervous goosebumps all over my bare skin, I dashed from the pavement and slid to hide myself in the overgrowth. I can't believe I'm about to do this… I thought. However, the idea of running away completely did not occur to me, even though I had positioned myself perfectly to abandon Nathan and return to my car, clothes or not. No, as nervous as I was, I still wanted to see this journey through. It was unlikely that anyone would recognize me. I was far too disheveled, sweaty, and, of course, naked, for anyone to think I was a well-to-do lawyer.

That gave me the freedom to push onward, and so I waited, until Nathan caught the attention of the trucker and made him slow down. I watched in awe as the two men had a short conversation. I couldn't see much of the trucker from where I was crouching, but he seemed around Nathan and I's age, gruff and fat with a full beard. I was too embarrassed to listen to any exchanged words. All I knew is the realization that another man today was going to see my body in its fullest.

Soon Nathan turned my away and gave me a thumbs-up. Okay, okay, I thought. Let's get going.

Slowly, I stepped from the trees and walked up the slope to the road as the two men talked. Almost immediately did the trucker's eyes focus in on my hanging breasts. It was rather cute how men were shocked to see them, as if they had just seen an angel from heaven for the first time. I smiled prettily and waved. "Hey there," I said softly—perhaps too shyly, to the point that the trucker likely didn't hear me. I spoke up with the next word: "I hope I'm not delaying your shipment for too long."

"Haha, not at all," the man said. "To be frank, this might be the first time this has ever happened to me."

Nathan chuckled. "What, not many naked women on the road these days?"

"I'm afraid not. It's a shame, really. It'd make the long hours on the road easier to handle."

I smiled. Feeling more emboldened, my lifted up my breasts and smooshed them together, biting my lip as the trucker took in my nudity. Suffice it to say, I had never done anything remotely close to this before, and yet I was loving it. The attention, the excitement, the simple rush of letting my inner exhibitionist spirit run around freely. This was a moment that the trucker would remember for the rest of his life. He'd always remember my body. Always.

There was something so wonderfully hot about that. I turned around, smacked my ass, and then bent over to spread my ass cheeks to him. I didn't want him or Nathan to forget about me. I wanted to make the perfect first impression.

"Holy—wow," the trucker said. "What a woman."

I laughed as I jumped back onto my feet and spun around to face him. Maybe I was being too reckless, but I was far past that concern now. This whole journey was about me being reckless, anyhow. "Thank you," I said. "I'm glad you liked the show!"

"Listen, I need to jet," the man said as he turned his attention to the steering wheel. "I'm getting myself into trouble enough as it is. You two have fun."

"Absolutely," Nathan said. And with that, the trucker drove on.

I breathed a sigh of relief that the trucker didn't ask for more, such as a photo to keep as memorabilia—or as jerk-off material, a choice of words that seemed more appropriate. "That was exhilarating," I said as I felt my heart pound against my bare chest. "God, I'm such a whore. Like… wow."

"You definitely made his day," Nathan said. His attention the flickered from me to the road. "Another truck. You hear it?"

I blinked. Already?

This time I stayed my ground. "You can stay with me if you'd like. I won't be hiding this time."

"Growing more bold?"

"More fearless, I'd say," I said as I embarrassingly scratched my back. And more horny, I neglected to say. My nipples are so hard, and I'm dripping wet. And a part of me wonders if the next person who drives past will notice…

"I'll step to the side to keep an eye on you. Don't want anyone to have any sudden ideas."

I appreciated that. How rare to have man as reserved and self-controlled as Nathan was. I didn't say it at the time, but it was then that I decided to fuck him.

I stepped onto the road, spread my legs, and fingered my cunt and groped my breasts until the truck stopped on its own next to me. Like the man before, it was the stereotypical trucker type: older, rounder, well tanned from sitting in the sun, but still handsome. "Need a ride, love?" the man said with a laugh. "You look like you're having fun."

"Oh, I am!" I said, smiling. "Want to watch me for a moment before you go on your way?"

The man didn't dare hesitate. "Are you kidding? Fuck yes."

I laughed as I put on a quick show for him, bouncing my breasts, shaking my ass, doing everything I could to make this day one that he'd never, ever forget. I wasn't much of a dancer, but I did my best—it was clear I didn't need to be great to impress him.

Exhausted, I stepped back from the road and waved the trucker goodbye. "Oh… I've really done it all today, haven't I?" I said as Nathan turned to face me. "Honestly? I've forgotten what clothes feel like at this point. I feel so… unburdened, in a way I can't quite articulate."

"You can save the words for later," Nathan said as he took my hand. His cock was obviously throbbing in his jeans. I was half-surprised he didn't take me in right then and there, given how long he had to endure staring at me. It must've been torture. "Why don't I take you back to your car? The sun is setting. You won't want to be out here when it's freezing cold."

I nodded happily. Flashing my breasts and ass to three men was enough for one adventure. I didn't want or need to push the envelope further, as much as the concept tempted me. I felt renewed. I couldn't have asked for more than that. "Yes, you can walk me home," I said. "Thank you. You've made this day rather special for me."

"We should exchange contact information," he suggested, rather nervously, I might add, as we retraced our steps back toward the hiking trail. "You're not a woman I want to forget."

Oh, you're not going to forget me, not in a thousand years.

As we walked, I chose to guide him on a different path away from where I believed my clothes would be. I had already gone so far in the nude that I knew I wouldn't be satisfied unless I drove home naked as well. "I'll give you my number. How does that sound?" I said. "Just expect me to be dressed next time, if fate grants us another chance to meet."

"I surely hope it does."

I gave him a look, one that acknowledged the erection waiting for me for the first time. "You're so pent up," I said innocently. "You're such a gentlemen for keeping yourself under such strong-willed control."

He laughed, but stammered nevertheless. "You certainly make it difficult. Almost impossible, even."

"Then let me take care of it. Before we both have to go."

I stepped close, gently unzipped his jeans and pulled them down to the ground. His aching cock was pressing against his boxers, desperate to rip free. I licked my lips and smiled greedily as I looked up to meet his gaze. "How badly do you want to fuck me? Be honest."

"Like nothing else in the world matters. Like it's the only thing on my mind."

"I love how you have such a way with words, even though you're so distracted."

"Like I said," he said, smiling, "you have a way of making it difficult. Get on the ground."

I did as he commanded without a second thought, spreading my legs to reveal my needy clit. He had seen peeks of it much already—I always kept myself completely shaved—but this was the first time he could truly admire it in all of its beauty. I hadn't come yet, although I had a few moments to masturbate. I needed this release just as much as he did.

And, God, did he fill me completely. I gasped and stifled my mouth with my fist to keep myself from screaming—then, realizing what I was doing, forced my hand away. No, I wanted to be loud. We were close to the hiking trail, but still far enough away for privacy. This was my moment to enjoy myself to my heart's content. I allowed my moans to grow louder, louder, louder, making my pleasure known to everyone around. I didn't care who heard. I just needed to fucking cum.

"Fuck me," I begged as he slid he cock inside me and pounded me raw. "Just fuck me… Fuck, I'm such a needy fucking whore, naked with absolutely no shame whatsoever. I deserve it. I deserved to be fucked for how much of an exhibitionist I am. Please just fuck me!"

His hands groped my breasts as his hot, exasperated breaths kissed my exposed skin. I leaned forward to meet his lips with a kiss, one that he accepted happily, animalistically. There was a burning fire in his eyes as his hand caressed my cheek. He had spent hours with me, and all the while I teased him, flaunted my body, exposed every single fucking inch, and he had to wait patiently until I finally gave him this chance. And now that he had it… He wasn't going to hold back.

"You're so fucking naughty," he growled.

Smiling, I teased my nipples in response, twisting them with both hands. Even now I couldn't stop tormenting him. And why wouldn't I? I was just so good at it. "I really, really am, aren't I?"

"Fuck, yes you are."

"Then cum inside me then," I said. Not as a question. Not as a suggestion. But as a command. Cum inside me right fucking now, is what I could've said instead. "Cum inside me and don't stop until I'm fucking dripping with your cum."

We kissed one final time, as warm golden sunlight shined on our bodies, before we came. Hot ropes of cum shot inside me, filling me whole, as Nathan grunted and all but collapsed as he slowed down. I grabbed onto him and held him close, making sure he stayed inside my cunt until his balls were spent.

We rested in a passionate embrace for a moment afterward, sharing no words between us, choosing to simply recuperate silently in the evening sun. It was the perfect end to a long, hard day—one that desperately called for a shower.

Nathan looked up to me, brushing his hand against my breasts as if aware this could be the last time he'd ever touch them. "You're beautiful. Have I said that enough today?"

"I don't know," I said. I smiled. "I could stand to hear it more. Help me up?"

He took my hand and, even though he was more exhausted than I was, lifted me onto my bare feet. "You okay?"

I gave him a lazy, tired look, one with a post-sex glow. "Sweaty and scratched from all the tumbling around on the ground… but I'll be okay. Follow me. I think I know where to go."

After a short walk, I found my way back to my car, Nathan scouting for watchful eyes as he followed me. My clothes, assuming they hadn't been picked up and carried away by someone else on the trail at this point, where nowhere to be seen. I was okay with that, even if I hadn't stored additional outfits in the truck of my car. It felt like shedded weight that needed to be tossed aside. Before I parked my car I was so wound-up, so frustrated, so fed up with it all. Now I felt…

Well, I felt good, and I suppose that's all I could ever ask for.

I turned to Nathan, gave him one last kiss on the cheek, then walked around my car to open the driver's side door. Thankfully my keys were right where I had hidden them—under a large rock by the side of the road. That was, of course, rather reckless and stupid of me. Anyone could've just taken my car and went. But then again, wasn't everything I've done today reckless?

"Here's my number," I said, having scribbled it on a ripped piece of paper to hand to Nathan. "I work long hours, so I may not always be available. But I'll be sure to make the time for you."

He smiled back. "I won't ask. I'm sure after a day like today, you'd value your privacy. I'll just be glad seeing you again. Maybe dinner?"

I gave him a smirk. "I'd have to be more dressed than now if you took me anywhere. Would you be okay with that?"

"I might be just a tad disappointed. We'll see." He laughed. "Goodbye. I'll be looking forward to seeing you again."

"Me too. Just remember," I said, grinning from ear to ear, "I'm not always this easy!"

THE END
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Permanude College: Shy First Time Exhibitionist Naked for Everyone




Chapter One

The dress code for us permanude women at Bare Assets University couldn't be simpler: on our college campus, we can wear only smile. Nothing else.

Well, that's not exactly true. Students are allowed to wear footwear as long as they are opened-toe, and in some limited cases we're free to wear anything at all if the weather is so chilly that being naked isn't practical, but in my personal experience, we hardly put anything on even when given the choice. Ever since we enrolled ourselves into this college, my girlfriends and I haven't worn a stitch of clothing. Not a single thread.

How is that possible? I wouldn't be surprised if you were a little bit shocked, since permanent nudity isn't really a thing in most parts of the U.S. Ugh, in some states you can't even be topless in public. But here? In the state I live? Anyone can apply for a permanude license, and those that are accepted into the program, like yours truly, can attend BAU for free. Pretty neat, huh? No shirt, no shoes—no student loans.

It has to be the best decision (and most economical—ignoring the cost of textbooks for a second, do you know how expensive women's underwear is these days?) that I've ever made. I've always had an exhibitionist streak since I've turned eighteen. I loved flashing my breasts cheekily at bars, at sporting events, or simply because I was dared to—I've always been the kind of girl where clothing was more of a hindrance than anything else. So, when I learned that permanudity was a possibility, that it was something you could sign up for, no questions asked… well, I didn't immediately reject the idea out of hand. Obviously there was a lot to consider. For one thing, could I really be naked, you know, permanently? And not just out in public, but at home, in class, at work, and everywhere else to boot? I may admittedly be a little bit of a slut… but not that much! That, and I had a wardrobe full of clothes I'd have to get rid of if I was accepted into the program. Clothes I did, in fact, quite like wearing for any and all situations. Could I really just get rid of all of it?

Out of all of my girlfriends, only Jessica was the one to sign up for the program in a heartbeat. "Why not?" she had said with a big smile. It was about a week after we had all graduated, and we were spending the summer at her family's beach house to have some fun by the shore. Most of us didn't bring any bathing suits, intent on skinny dipping under the scorching summer sun, but Jessica had went one bare step further. She didn't bring clothes at all.

Unsurprisingly, we teased her a lot for this stunt, but Jessica was as shameless and confident as ever. "It's just a body," she had said, presenting her curves with a smile as we were all gathered by a bonfire next to the water. "Clothing sucks anyway. All it does is get in the way."

I just rolled my eyes as the others laughed. I was (and still am, to some respect) more conscious of my body than the rest of my college friends. Sure, I loved to flash my assets, but I was still big, plump, curvy—nothing like the tall, lithe goddesses I had as friends that could conceivably walk a runway with ease. I had love handles and a belly, features completely absent on them. The fact that I had boobs much larger than theirs to compensate only partially assuaged my insecurities.

After all, I was the only person to bring a bathing suit, and not just a bathing suit—a full one piece that covered just about everything. Talk about being shy, huh?

We went swimming for a few hours after that, and when everyone decided to walk up the sands back to the beach house, I lingered by the shore for a little while longer, still thinking about Jessica. I wasn't seriously thinking about becoming a permanude, now was I?

But then, for no particular reason, I allowed my bathing suit to slip off of my shoulders and fall to the ground below my feet, and without words I stepped out of them to let my naked body soak in the last of the day's sun rays. Oh, it was so wonderful. Did being naked always feel this good? In that moment, I understood what Jessica was saying. Sure, she might've been hotter than me and could flaunt her body without a single care in the world in front of anyone, but who's to say I couldn't do the same thing too?

I splashed in the water, lifted my arms high into the sky, and allowed my beautiful breasts to hang free. I was more or less alone, but it didn't feel that way, the invasive wind reminding me every moment that I was completely bare. A part of me wanted to go streaking across the beach at that point, although the sandy shore would've guaranteed that I would fall flat on my ass. Still, the thought excited me. I had never gone streaking before. In fact, up until this point, this was the only time I had ever been 100% naked in public, although I definitely had moments where I was less than properly dressed before. This was different. This was special.

"You having fun, Lydia?"

Ah!

I nearly jumped out of my own skin as I spun around to face the familiar voice—Jessica, standing there with her hands on her hips and a cocky smile across her face, still as naked as ever, obviously. I had no idea how long she had been watching me, but my guess is that she noticed me lingering by the shore as everyone left and wanted to check up on me. Either way, there wasn't a stitch of clothing between us. Just like two permanude girls should be.

I resisted the very, very strong urge to shield my body, and allowed my bare breasts to hang freely. After all, if there was one person I could be naked in front of, it should be the person that was already as naked as I was now. "Uhm… you could say that," I answered her. "I guess the whole permanude thing caught my attention. I was curious."

"You should be. It's fun," Jessica answered simply, giggling. She came up to me, took my hand, suddenly lifting all the anxious weight that was on my shoulders. How could a permanude be so confident like this while being so vulnerable? I didn't quite understand it. But I definitely craved it.

"If you do apply… let me know. Maybe we'll go to BAU together?" Jessica said. Oh dear, was that mere thought scary at the time.

"I don't know how my boyfriend would react if I told him I'd be going to college naked," I said.

Jessica just laughed. "Then don't tell him. If you become a permanude like me then you'll have any guy you'd ever want. They're pretty easy to please like that."

I just stood there, amazed. It didn't surprise me: Jessica was being fawned over by dozens of guys since she abandoned the world of clothing. But to imagine myself with that kind of attention? It was almost unbelievable. Almost.

I smiled slyly. "He'd get jealous for sure," I said. "I'll think about it~."

"Let me know whatever you decide," Jessica said as she left me, ascended the sands in the direction of her beach house up the shore. "A girl with a figure like yours at BAU would certainly make a splash."

I blushed, unable to take such a direct compliment. But oh, did it make me happy inside.

Impulsively, and perhaps a little stupidly, I applied to be a full-fledged permanude the next day, without telling a single soul, not even Jessica, although that was expected because we were friends-of-friends at the very most. To be honest, I had assumed I wouldn't even be accepted into the program, much less into BAU. It was like playing the lottery: sure, it was pretty likely more than not that I was wasting my time, but the thought that my small amount of effort might actually pay off…

Let's just say I was completely shocked when I got the letter, and realized, in that very second, that would be the last day I'd ever wear clothes for a long, long time.


Chapter Two

What is it like going to class naked? I imagine everyone has had this terrifying dream at least once in their life. I've had it multiple times myself. The thought of walking the packed hallways, hearing the snickers and hushed laughter of your peers, being so confused that you've suddenly been granted so much attention out of nowhere. At first you think it has to be a coincidence… until you feel an unexpected draft between your legs, the sensation of skin against skin where fabric usually comes in between, and a chill that clothing prevents altogether. You look down, expecting to find a shirt or at least a pair of pants, but instead there's just… nothing. You're so, so naked, and everyone can you see in your fullest glory.

For my first week at BAU, that was my experience to a T, every single time I went to class in the morning. Despite what the name for the university might suggest, not everyone on campus went naked: most of the female students were decidedly not permanudes, and virtually all the men were clothed as well. In fact, except for myself, Jessica, and a scant few of our other friends who surprisingly applied to be permanudes too, we were the only ones sans clothing in the vast majority of our classes.

To my surprise, obviously. Jessica made it sound like everyone went au naturel, but the exact opposite was the case the very first time I walked from my dorm all the way to my first class. Out of a population of probably a thousand students, it felt like I was the only one bare. There were a few outliers, but even then, a sea of fabric confronted me in the halls.

I gulped, a hot blush forming on my face. Oh, Lydia, I thought as I rolled my eyes at myself. You really should've thought this through more before you threw all your clothes away.

I held my bag closer to my sides and kept going, shod in a pair of plastic flip-flops that were opened-toe as expected of a proper permanude. Thankfully, although there was a fair amount of gawking, nobody was too invasive with their stares. It was clear I wasn't the only girl running around in her birthday suit (after all, Jessica should've been around here somewhere), so the sight must've been normal to them. That fact didn't help relax me one iota, however. I was still naked in public for practically the first time. And my body… well, there was no disguising my budding desire without clothes to hide my hardened nipples or the wetness between my thighs.

Eventually I grouped up with Jessica later that day, after my classes had all but exhausted me. I wasn't particularly trying to hunt Jessica down, but since she was one of the few souls I recognized on campus I felt a need to be around her whenever possible. If anything, her nudity would make mine far less embarrassing.

"I can't believe you actually signed up!" Jessica said, laughing as we walked side by side the hallway to another class. At the same time a group of guys were staring at us not-so-subtly from down the hall. I wondered if she noticed them, but she seemed oblivious to their staring. Or maybe she was so invincible skyclad that she was impervious to it. I had no idea.

"How do you feel? How's the first naked day of Lydia treating her?"

Oh, it's going swell, I thought. You know me. Just casually walking around, enjoying my day… naked. So naked. So so so naked! So very, very, very naked! Like oh my God I can't believe just how naked I am right now!

Outwardly, I just blushed, awkwardly using my backpack as a shield for my chest. It didn't quite work: I was way too well-endowed for anything but a proper bra to cover my girls. This was the problem I was expecting when I considered becoming a permanude: I wasn't like Jessica with her modest frame. I had a body, and oh dear was every single curve on display as if a spotlight were shining down above me.

Still, I tried to answer her with all the confidence I could muster: "It's a little embarrassing, I have to be honest," I said. "How do you do this? Don't you notice all the attention you're getting?"

Jess rose an eyebrow, as if to say that she wasn't the star of the show no longer. My ass was being stared at. That had to be it. I turned my head and, sure enough, all of the guys were staring right at my behind.

Well, I couldn't blame them. It was my best feature. Still, though. Embarrassing! Naked and embarrassing!

"You'll get used to the attention," Jessica reassured as she placed a hand on my shoulder. I shivered in response. Having someone touch my bare skin was something I was going to need a lot more time to get used to. "More than that, you'll enjoy it, too. You'll be so glad you signed up for the program once you get a handle on things."

I looked up to her, somewhat confused. "'Enjoy' it? What do you mean?"

Jess thought for a moment, then stepped past me so her body was in front of the guys. "Maybe an example would work. Did you know that with permanent nudity you can even masturbate in public?"

I nodded sheepishly. I was—obviously—quite aware of that clause… although I hadn't been brave enough to take advantage of it yet. I had trouble just walking in public! Masturbating was a whole other frontier I wasn't ready to tackle. "Well, I know you can do it…" I answered. "But I don't think I've seen anyone here—ahem—act so freely just yet."

"It's a shame not every permanude woman on campus doesn't try it," Jess said. "God, it's so fucking liberating. It's genuinely the freest thing you can do. Hey, boys!"

The entire group blinked at one, as if their brains needed to be rebooted. Were they not aware that we could, in fact, perceive them? It was kind of cute in a way. Out of all of them, only one responded to Jess. His low voice cracked with embarrassment "Uh, hey, what?"

Jess didn't hesitate. She casually spread her legs, presenting her smooth shaven pussy lips as she stood in front of them. "Wanna watch me have some fun?" she asked.

I still have never seen a group of men so eagerly nod their heads. God, they were practically hypnotized! Jess, with just a simple pose and a few soft words, had them entirely under her spell. And she was just one permanude girl. Sure, I was right next to her and just as naked as she was, but it was clear where the men were looking: at her, not me.

Wow… Can I do that, too? I thought. If only I had her confidence.

Instinctively, animalistically, my hand fell down between my legs. I resisted the desire to touch myself, biting my lip as time seemed to crawl to a complete stop. Fuck, did I want to touch myself, to have that entire crowd of men look at me and fuck me with their eyes. I tentatively placed my fingers inside me, spread my pussy lips and coated my fingers with my hot wetness. I was so fucking wet. To be honest, I had been wet for pretty much the entire day… but now I couldn't deny it. Being naked in public? Like this? It was so fucking hot.

Shocked with myself, I pulled my hand away and drew in a deep, calming breath. Okay… Wow, I thought, blushing. I can't believe I almost did that. I can't believe I almost touched myself in public! And not just that, but the fact that I could hardly control myself…

Oh… I need a moment to lie down.

I bit my lip. I decided to explore the implications of this realization later. For now, I watched quietly in the background as Jess played with her pussy, rubbing her clit without a single care in the world, completely and unabashedly at ease with being seen, with being watched as if an entire audience was in front of her, staring. I didn't know what to say—if there was anything for me to say at all. I might have been a permanude at that moment, but I wasn't like her, not yet. I was still ashamed with my body and the idea of sharing the sight of it with others. I was still, well, embarrassed, to put it simply.

I wanted that to change. I wanted to be as free as Jessica was, even if I wasn't quite ready to admit it yet.

The immediacy of the next class prevented Jess from finishing, but she didn't seem to mind as she pulled her hand away. She turned to me and smiled as one of the guys came up to strike a conversation with her, clearly praying for the chance to have a night with her. "See? It's really that simple~" Jessica said, giggling as she politely—but firmly—let the group of suitors down gently. "Try it sometime. You're not a real permanude unless you give it a go."

I blushed, starstruck. "Uhm… I'll think about it!" I said. And I wasn't lying. Not at all. My ever waking moment after that was obsessed with it, the fantasy of masturbating where I could be seen.

The next day on campus I decided to experiment with all the wonderful and exciting freedoms that permanudity granted me. Now we get to the time I masturbated in public…


Chapter Three

Surprisingly (or perhaps quite fittingly), there was nothing in the rules that limited a permanude in how they could masturbate outside. You really had the sexual freedom to do it wherever and however you pleased, much in the same way you could be naked. You could even fuck (or be fucked by…) whoever you wanted, although the rules made it clear that the other person had to be a permanude as well for it to be considered A-okay. I knew straight away that sex outside was… probably not something I was ready for, unless my plan involved having my heart stop. I needed a stepping stone first. Like masturbating.

I decided to call one of my other permanude friends on campus for advice, a cute shortstack by the name of Madeline. Unlike Jessica and I, her reasons for signing up for the program were more… innocent: having grown up as a nudist, she simply didn't see the point in clothes and liked the newfound freedom of not having to wear clothes outside. For her, becoming a permanude was a no brainer. She sometimes would joke that she was always a permanude, program or not.

Considering how relaxed and carefree she was, I believed it, and was honestly a little bit envious. Was every permanude girl on campus this calm? How weren't they freaking out about their nudity like I was? It was insane.

In her dorm I sheepishly asked if she had ever masturbated outside, seeing no way to ask this question in a clandestine manner. I instead just blurted it out. I almost wanted to slap myself. Really, Lydia? This was your best way of approaching the topic? Get your head together, girl!

Thankfully, Madeline didn't mind my total lack of modesty. "Me? No. But pretty much all the other permanude girls have tried it. It's not personally my cup of tea—nudist or not I generally prefer not to embarrass myself in front of others—but it's pretty liberating, sure," she said matter-of-factly. Her expression hardened, almost as if to intimidate me. "Jessica got to you too, huh?"

I blushed. Pretty much everyone on campus knew her. In the span of a handful of days she had already garnered a legendary reputation, if only because she had a waiting list full of men hoping to end up in her bed. "Uhm… you could say that," I said shyly. I, on the other hand, was still definitively dateless, clothes or no clothes.

Madeline just rolled her eyes. "I say go for it," she said. "You can honestly do whatever you want now that you're a permanude. You could even masturbate in class."

I blinked. "In class?"

Obviously I was aware that a permanude—myself—could touch myself wherever I wanted to. That much was clear to me. But I was still having trouble truly realizing that freedom. It was a behavior I expected more from someone like Jessica than from myself. I still thought I was a 'girl-next-door' type, shy, modest, introverted. The mere suggestion that I'd ever be capable of masturbating in a college class was insanity. I'd never do such a thing in a million, million, million years! And yet…

I wanted to. It was funny how obvious that was to me. My brain could lie to myself all for as long as it wanted to, but my body was telling me another story. It wanted to be exposed. It wanted to be touched.

There was simply no denying it. My nipples were hard just thinking about it.

I gulped and tried to reorient myself, a nervous heat flashing over me. "I'm—uhm—not sure that would be very modest of me!" I said hastily. "It would be such a disruption! And what would everyone in the room think! And the professor? I—"

Madeline's innocent expression didn't change. "There's nothing saying you can't. Like, really, you can just do it—nobody will care. Hell, half the guys in the school are desperate for that sort of thing. But if you want a safe environment… hmm…"

Madeline thought out loud for a moment, tapping a finger against her chin. "Why don't you ask if you could volunteer as a life model for the art students? Then you could do whatever you want to."

Volunteer… as a nude model? So I can masturbate in front of an audience?

My heart just about stopped, my mind running wild at the possibility. Modeling naked was already a crazy thought well before I decided to abandon clothes. But masturbating, too? Every single artist in the room would be drawing it. Drawing my fingers deep inside me, my other hand groping my breasts as my legs spread out wide. Nothing would be left to the imagination. Absolutely nothing whatsoever.

Oh, fuck… I thought, biting my lip unconsciously.

Right then and there, I knew I had to do it. "Is there… someone I could ask about this? Ask about—uhm—volunteering, I mean. You know! I'm sure the campus always needs new models. They're hard to come by, I'm sure… Uhm…"

Jesus, Lydia. You're so bad at this, I thought, resisting the desire to facepalm. Next time, work on your excuses. It'll save you a lot of humiliation in the long run, eh?

The raw embarrassment on my face was so telling. Thankfully, Madeline was sweet and tried not to notice, although it was clear that she in fact did. "I'll give you the art director's contact information. She's pretty sociable. Tell her what you want to do, and then you can have as much fun as you want to."

It can't be that simple, I thought to myself. Sure, it's expected that they'd be in need of more models. But masturbating! Masturbating. There's just no way!

Still… permanudes are allowed to do it. What would be the harm in approaching the subject?

As I was thinking, Madeline scribbled a phone number onto a ripped piece of paper and handed it to me. "There," she said happily, though her mouth was a thin line. "Have fun, naked girl,"

I blushed, then headed for the door, way too humiliated to continue this conversation without risking myself fainting. Naked girl was not a name I'd ever expect to be given. "Thank you, Madeline," I said weakly. "Um… I'll let you know how it goes!"

"Oh, I'm sure I'll hear about it," Madeline said, laughing. "Knowing you, you'll be stealing the spotlight from Jessica in no time."

Oh, God. I hope not, I thought as I left for the hallway.

Or… maybe I do hope so? How can something so embarrassing be so hot?

I have no idea.

But I'm going to do it anyway.

…

A few days later, when everything was said and done, I stood bare on a raised platform in front of a class of about a dozen art students, each and every one of them excited to paint my image. Canvases and art supplies surrounded me. The midday sun filtered through the tall windows, the light hot against my naked skin.

I breathed in—and out, steadying myself. It wasn't difficult to volunteer: the class always needed more models, especially those with unique body types such as mine, and the art director was interested in getting me in front of her students as earlier as possible. I was understandably nervous, but not afraid. I was prepared as much as any permanude woman could be, clad not with clothes but with courage. As silly as that all sounds—you can make fun of me later.

"Lydia," the professor said from afar. "You may begin posing. Take any position you find comfortable."

I nodded, a blush forming on my cheeks. Unsurprisingly, I didn't get on the platform with a towel to take off. I had absolutely nothing to cover myself with. Somehow that was a fact I kept continually realizing, as if suddenly I'd wake up and think, "Oh! I'm not a permanude! It was all just a crazy dream!"

But it wasn't. Oh, was this so, so real. And now I was going to pose naked and spread my pussy lips for every single person here, and even masturbate, if I was daring enough.

I had already approached the subject with the professor, just as bluntly as I had with Madeline. It was embarrassing… but like her she answered my question sincerely. She said that I could go for it: her class, being mostly comprised of males, would enjoy any show I put on for them. That, and she believed that giving them the opportunity to draw a plus-sized woman's fine figure and all of its intimate curves was well worth it. After all, I wasn't the only permanude woman to step foot into her art room. Jessica was there first. Unsurprisingly.

"I—I, well, I probably won't touch myself that much…" I tried to shyly explain. The woman clearly saw through my words.

"Just stay still enough for them to draw you, and you can do whatever your heart desires," she said with a soft grin. "You have my complete permission. I'm sure my students feel the same."

I was breathless. Whatever my heart desires…

My first pose was relatively modest. I laid down, legs crossed, lifting myself up with one arm as the other ran through my hair. My breasts hanged freely from my chest, and with the sunlight beaming directly on me, there was little that couldn't be seen. I was naked—but only that. My growing arousal was still hidden from the souls drawing me.

For a small moment in time all I could hear were my erratic, heavy breaths, the drum of my own heartbeat, and the sound of graphite against paper. My heart was already willing to give out on me. And I still wanted to masturbate?

My next pose spread my legs wide. I was so pent up, so tired of being ashamed of my own body, that I no longer had any control over myself. I needed to expose every inch of my body. I groped my breasts with each hand, and for several minutes I stayed in that pose, my drooling pussy leaking wetness down my inner thighs.

The men in the room were beyond appreciative, and poorly concealed boners began to bulge against their jeans. I let go of one hand and used my fingers to push my pussy lips apart, baring everything. Fuck, it was so hard not to fuck myself then—but I did my best to keep myself under control.

Whatever my heart desires…

I bit my lip. I wanted to cum so badly. Could they all see it, the expression drawn on my face? They were all artists, training to understand the human body, especially the female human body. They had to have known how fucking aroused I was, how hard my nipples were, how soaked I was…

I couldn't help it. Before long I was slowly rubbing my clit, trying my hardest to hold my pose without outright collapsing on the floor. Gone was any sense of modesty at this point—assuming I had any to begin with after I applied for the program. I was such a fucking exhibitionist. Such a whore, even though it embarrassed me so, so much to display myself.

"Fuck…" I whispered. I don't know if I actually sounded the word or simply mouthed it with my lips, but the men in the class absolutely noticed, because some chose to put their pencils down to focus solely on the show. Clearly I was affecting them. A few were frustratingly rubbing their cocks through their jeans. Some outright unzipped them to pull their cocks free, although the ones that did had the right sense to remember they were not permanudes like I was, who were free to take advantage of any sexual desire in public without concern.

But there was one guy… one that I locked eyes with. He was staring so intimately at me, drinking in my nudity like I was the most beautiful woman in the world, even more beautiful than Jessica. He had been drawing me probably the most focused out of everyone in the room, but with his pencil set down I could tell that his work was done. Now, he had all the time in the world to focus on me instead. To focus on the fantasy of fucking me.

Fantasy. No, that wasn't the right word anymore. He was going to fuck me in my dorm room once this was all over. I was going to make sure of it. This was a man I wasn't going to let swooped away by Jessica's beauty, as wonderful as a friend she was.

I spread my legs further, as far as I possibly could, then used both hands to open my pussy wide. It's funny to imagine the idea of somehow feeling more naked at this point in my permanude journey, but with this pose, I truly did feel as naked as ever. It wasn't just my body on display, although that certainly had a part in it. No, it was the fact I was baring my soul, almost, all of my built up desire. I wasn't just about to cum on accident. It wasn't a coincidence that my hands were stuffed between my legs, splaying my cunt open. No, I wanted this.

I wanted to be seen. I wanted them to see me cum. So… if that was the case, why be bashful about it at all?

I bit my lip, then slowly opened my mouth, primed to speak. In the near silent art room, my voice, even at the level of a whisper, felt as loud as a gunshot. "I'm… I think I might cum," I said. "Is it okay if I…"

I didn't have to say more. All at once virtually everyone in the room encouraged me to continue, most using the excuse that they wouldn't have the best portrait of me unless I came. The man I was most interested in said nothing, even as I locked eyes with him. I had stolen the breath from him, left him paralyzed. His cock must've been aching. I couldn't help but wonder what was his name.

I decided to focus solely on him as I prepared myself for orgasm. I looked into his eyes, as he did mine, sharing a connection without words that made it undoubtable that I wanted his attention—only his attention. I felt even more powerful than Jessica did when she masturbated in the hall for those guys. I felt beautiful, like a succubus walking the earth. I sunk my fingers deeper into my wetness, allowed myself to moan as my voice shook with pleasure. I was so close, so, so fucking close—I was just toying with my cunt at this point, resisting the temptation to cum for as long as possible until I just… couldn't.

I couldn't resist anymore. I had to, just like I had to still breathe. I let go—and immediately my thighs shivered and quaked with pleasure as I nearly fell down on my back. My lungs weakened from exhaustion, and my heart slammed against my chest with each beat. My mind went blank, my entire perception of the world shrinking to just this one moment, the intense bliss sending waves throughout my body. Fuck fuck FUCK!

Seconds past with my eyes shut, each one feeling like its own lifetime. When I opened my eyes again, sunlight was still beaming in through the windows. Male student after student were still drinking in my nudity. And my body was warm and slick with sticky sweat. I've had powerful orgasms before… but nothing like this. Nothing ever quite like this.

It was absolutely heaven. And I could always do this? Masturbate anywhere and everywhere to my heart's content?

"Fuck…" I said. I tried to keep my voice manageable, knowing that even though I was in the art room, the adjacent rooms could still hear. For the most part, I thought the words more than voiced them. Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck.

I drew in a long, exhausting breath, then smiled lazily as I tried my best to sit upright. Where was I? Oh… oh, I was such a quivering mess. Just like a permanude girl should be, I'm sure some of the guys thought in the class.

The guy was there with his arm out to pick me up. I took it, even though my hands were slippery with wetness, and let him pull me up to my feet. I blushed in front of him for what felt like the very first time. "Uhm, thank you," I said, laughing weakly. "I hope you didn't mind me staring. I was getting pretty intense there!"

"I didn't mind at all," he said, smiling. Much like the man that approached Jessica after her show, he was clearly trying to get ahead of the pack, but there was a difference. This one I picked for myself.

Gradually, as the class finally ended and I used a fresh towel to wipe myself down, everyone in the room filtered out into the hallway until there was no one else except him and me. It was a little cute, seeing him so persistent, but after teasing him for the better part of an hour… that much was to be expected.

"I'd love to see how you depicted me," I said, doing little to hide my excitement. I had never been drawn before, even by an amateur artist, and the thought was surprisingly romantic. "Can I see it?"

"Sure. It's a little crude," he said as he stepped behind his canvas to face it toward me. "It's a little hard to focus when you have, well, you staring at you the whole time… but I think this has to be one of my best pieces."

"Oh? I love when a guy is cocky."

He simply smiled. "How about you look at what I've done and decide for yourself if I'm cocky?"

I smiled, then closed my eyes so I could see the sketch in one go. I waited one second, then one more, then opened them to discover—oh. Oh, it was so perfect. Everything about me was there. My curves, my smile, the hazy blush on my cheeks, even my dimples. He had picked my most vulnerable pose, the one with my legs spread directly in front of him, my sex exposed, and yet somehow I was so beautiful in it. Sure, I felt a tinge of embarrassment… but still. I looked good!

"Wow. That's amazing. Is that what I really look like?" I asked. Is what what everyone sees when I walk around BAU naked? I wanted to ask instead. I knew well enough what a permanude woman looked like, of course… but it was different when thinking of myself, and how others perceived me. Did they see what he saw, too?

"Well, that's what I think you look like," he said, blushing. It was cute to see someone so clothed actually be embarrassed for once. All this time I thought that was the unique trait of permanudes. Embarrassment!

"I like it," I said as I shot him a look. Now was my chance. It was obviously unlikely for him to actually shoot down any of my advances… but the shyness inside of me had a habit of showing up still. "How about you come to my dorm later tonight? Maybe you can draw me again, in a more… intimate setting?"

"Oh, I'd love that," he said without missing a beat. "One question though: do I get to keep my clothes on?"

He was obviously worried that I might get him to join the ranks, not unlike how Jessica had convinced me to sign up for the program—but thankfully that wasn't something he'd ever have to worry about. To be honest, I preferred being the only one naked in a room of clothed people. There was so much wondrous, if imbalanced, power in it. When you're the only one naked, everyone's attention is on you, always. And you know what? It's an amazing feeling.

"If you want to fuck me, you'll probably have to take them off. Those are the rules," I said, smiling as I ran my finger across his clothed chest. "I better go now. It was nice meeting you. I hope to see you again tonight~"

I was almost out the door, my ass shaking in front of him, before he called out to me. "Wait!" he said. "I don't know where your room is!"

I just smiled and shut the door. I did want him to see me, but what's the fun in a man if he can't chase you? Oh, Lydia, I thought to myself, smiling as I went down the hallway. You're definitely more like Jessica than you think. Now more than ever…

In the end, he did find my dorm room and finally had his way with me—and it was only well after that that I actually learned his name, Jacob. I tried to take things relatively easy after that, focusing on my classwork, although every once in awhile some wonderful exhibitionist idea would hit me, and it'd take tremendous effort to shoot it down. I had had my fill, so to speak. Unlike Jessica, I wasn't particularly ready to be so famous that everyone on campus knew me by name. Even after all this time, I was still the same old shy, quiet Lydia… just, you know, without her wardrobe.

But yes! It was just like I said: at BAU, permanude girls like me wear only our smiles. Because it would be such a shame if we wore anything more~!

THE END


Permanude Streamer: An Online Exhibitionist's First Show Naked

"Good morning, chat~" I say giddily as I lean back in my chair, kicking up my bare feet and crossing them across my desk. At the same time I stretch my arms up high, smiling, giggling, as my smooth armpits meet the cool, brisk air coming in from my bedroom window. I wiggle my painted toes, wink for the camera, then settle back into my chair, ready and excited to start my stream. I haven't on in a couple of days to the disappointment of hundreds of viewers, but there's a good reason for that.

I'm a permanude now.

That probably deserves a little bit of explanation, doesn't it? I wouldn't be surprised if you were unfamiliar with the term: besides myself there are only a handful of legal permanudes across the entire continental U.S, and while there have been a few news articles in my state covering the topic, it hasn't quite gotten viral on social media yet. That said, it isn't complicated. Everything you need to know can be found in those two simple words: naked, and permanent.

Legally, I no longer have to wear clothes for any reason. And I don't. Sounds fun, huh? I hope you're excited with me!

Of course, it's slightly more complicated than that—the perma in permanude is a small misnomer since I'm still allowed clothing for the elements and if I ever happen to travel abroad)—but I don't want to bore you with all the details. So let me tell you what matters for the purposes of this story. First: I'm a young woman straight out of college with student loans that, just like everyone, I'll never be able to pay off. Second: I started streaming in my freshmen year of college, mostly playing games, hanging out with friends, and so on while gathering a modest following in the process. I wasn't a 'big' streamer by any means, but considering I never dressed up, put on makeup, or even did my hair a lot of the time when I got on, I'm still grateful for the audience that was there with me right from the beginning. And finally third: I'm a massive exhibitionist.

Like, massive. To the point that I may have gotten into trouble with a few platforms because I had trouble keeping my clothes on. I've always had a nudist streak in me even before I learned that becoming a permanude was an option, and I'd often get on camera wearing the absolute bare minimum that I could get away with. Pants were non-existent on my streams. Hell, most of the time I was completely bottomless and braless, wearing only a thin t-shirt that only went as far down as my navel. So, with all that in mind, learning that being a permanude was a legitimate option excited me, because after all, I was skirting the line pretty heavily anyway. I knew it would open avenues for me and my still modest streaming career. Mainly? By allowing me to stream au naturel to my heart's content.

"You really can't be seriously considering this, Ava!" my best friend Penelope said when I first caught wind of the application process. Because the idea of permanudity in and of itself was still unusual, it was an exclusive experiment to see how the first wave of permanudes would go about their daily lives now sans clothing. Luckily for me, I got in on the second wave.

"Why not?" I had said cheekily. We were both drinking coffee at our favorite café, and she was blushing like crazy, no doubt because of her imagining her best friend sitting in front of her butt naked like I was intent on doing in the future. "I hate wearing clothes. You should know that better than anyone. Sure, it'll be a little scary to give up clothes altogether, but I'm confident in my body. I'll love it once I get used to it."

Penelope blushed again. She would never admit this in a million, million years, but I just know she was thinking about applying for herself. I've seen her too many times in tight skimpy bikinis for me to believe she doesn't like rocking that body. "Okay, you're confident. But do you really think you're confident to do everything naked? Like, everything everything? What about grocery shopping? Exercising at the gym? Hanging out with friends? I know you like being the center of the attention—hell, I wish I was as confident as you. But still! Naked! So, so naked!"

"You know," I said smiling," I still don't quite see the problem here!"

I batted my eyelashes feigning the appearance of bashfulness. I was being a little full of myself here: obviously the thought of doing any of these things without clothes at all was a daunting, even a little bit scary of a prospect—but that didn't mean I couldn't grow into the role with time. Nudists could do it. Nudists are perfectly happy being naked in front of others without a problem. Why couldn't I too? "The rules say you can still wear shoes if they don't cover your toes," I noted. "And they also say you can get dressed if the weather demands it. So why would I need clothes for anything else? It's not as if anything in my wardrobe has pockets."

Penelope just rolled her eyes. She knew me pretty well, well enough to know that I was stubborn as ever when I had my mind set on something. Although I'm sure she never expected nudity of all things to be something I'd be stubborn about. "Well, when you do apply, let me know how it goes," she said, clearly under the assumption that even with an application sent, there was no guarantee I'd actually get accepted into the program. "It'll be fun to see how you explain to everyone why you're just butt naked all over the place."

"Oh, I already have that covered. I'll make a social media post about it," I said. "Who knows? Maybe this naked adventure will finally help me break ten thousand followers."

Penelope laughed. "Maybe. Oh, just maybe, Ava…"

In the end, it did, in fact, help me boost my follower count, because I was officially a permanude less than a month later. The story of how I came out to my friends as a permanude was a little complicated…but I'll save that for another day. Let's get back to my livestream.

Oh, my livestream. They had no clue about any of this. I made sure to keep my lips  sealed about the whole ordeal in the off chance that I was rejected from entering the program. Only a week ago was I still my usual half-naked self. Now?

Hehe. Now I'm as wild as ever.

"Yes, chat, I have to do everything naked now," I explain with a flirty eye roll as I field as many questions as I can from my endearing audience. For now I've positioned my long, wavy hair over my breasts to retain some semblance of modesty, but there's no questioning that there's some nipple showing. I look like Lady Godiva without the horse. I look gorgeous.

"No, I don't wear clothes anymore. I feel like some of you guys aren't grasping the concept here!" I giggle, leaning back in my chair again so my camera captures my body stretched out, smooth white skin turned purple from the mood lighting I have installed in my bedroom. "I've already emptied my entire wardrobe and gave it all away. I still have some flip flops, but otherwise you lucky boys are staring at a very naked gal right now. Very, very naked."

Of course, I still have some clothes in storage, so I'm not 100% telling the truth here. Permanudity is still so experimental that the whole program may be cancelled, and in that case the whole 'permanent' part won't be so permanent after all. But there's no need to be so specific about the details. But to be honest? I'd probably still be in my wonderful birthday suit even if the program went away. After all, it's the sexiest outfit I have.

An idea hits me, and a moment later I put it into action. I stand up from my desk, grab my portable camera off of the little stand its on, then take it on a journey to my closet on the opposite wall of my desk. I open the sliding doors to reveal… nothing.

"See? No clothes in here!" I say, turning the camera back onto myself so my audience can see my boobs jiggle. Of course I've never worn a bra on stream, so they already could see a lot of bouncing, but I'm sure most of my dedicated fans appreciate it anyway. "Technically, Penelope has some of my clothes. She wanted me to give some of my outfits in case I ever change my mind. Hah. As if."

I aim the camera lower and to the side so it can capture me playfully slapping my ass. Before I could never use camera angles like these without risk of being nuked from orbit, but now I have the freedom to do anything. Even walk outside naked.

Oh, Ava, I think to myself with a myself. Well, since you brought it up, now you HAVE to do it!

"Honestly, chat, maybe I need a better demonstration," I say, playfully tapping my finger against my lips as if I'm in deep thought. "Let's go outside. It's such a nice day out. I can always boot up a game later."

The chatroom—obviously—explodes once it becomes clear I'm serious. I'm actually going outside without any clothes on and I'm 100% nonchalant about it. Of course, this isn't the first time I've done this. In fact, after a full week of nudity it's as normal to me as breathing, what with grocery shopping and all. But for the guys in chat who've never heard of a permanude before—much less a permanude woman—it may as well be a view of Heaven from Earth. So much so in fact that I'm already seeing a bump in my subscriber count. Not bad for a stream in over a week, huh?

No harm taking a seat out front and spreading my legs, I think to myself as I throw open the front door, allowing the warm evening sun to cast its golden rays on my chest. The beauty of being a permanude is that even public masturbation is fair game. I can truly let out my inner slut without a care in the world, although of course I still need to have some semblance of modesty. Thankfully the neighborhood seems rather quiet at this hour. The house opposite of mine has been vacant for months now, so the only people who'll directly get a peek of my show are the ones driving past. A little disappointing… but who's to say I can't talk a nice stroll later with my tits bouncing?

"Ahh, you guys… Being naked is so much fun," I say as I stretch my arms, allow the pleasant breeze to kiss my skin everywhere it decides to go. "It's so liberating. You guys should really try it. You don't have to be a permanude either."

At this point my chatroom is going so fast that picking out any particular question or response is difficult. Using my smartphone which I've taken with me, I turn on the chat's 'slow mode' to get it to a manageable speed. There are unsurprisingly a lot of shocked emojis to me blatantly and happily exposing myself, but there are still a few asking genuine questions about the permanude experience. Do your friends know? one user asks.

"Do my friends know? Of course, chat," I say as I sit down on the lounge chair I have overlooking my yard, placing my smartphone beside me. I spread my legs, then lift up my arm so the camera can catch everything except for my feet. It's an awkward pose that I won't be able to maintain for long—I make a mental note to buy a selfie stick later—but hey, the effort is what matters, right?

"My friends were already used to seeing me naked anyway, so the change wasn't much of a surprise for them," I explain, leaning back in the chair, enjoying the sunshine as I close my eyes. "And, I mean, I make my money entertaining you guys, so it's not like I work in an office or anything with a dress code. Trust me, I wouldn't have become a permanude unless I thought through every little detail. Including this…"

I put my free hand between my legs and spread my wet pussy lip for the camera. Nothing is hidden to the imagination. I'm completely shaven from the neck down, and the wetness sticking to my inner thighs is almost glittering in the sunbeams. God, the wind is like bliss against my body. Why wasn't I running around naked all the time before? I've been missing out!

"I can also masturbate in public too, chat," I say, giggling as I sink my fingers inside me. "Of course, I don't take advantage of this privilege often. I'm still a prim and proper girl—didn't you know? But yeah! Sexual acts are totally allowed as a permanude. You really can be your freest self with no restrictions. It's so much fun. Every day has been amazing so far."

I smile. Even with slow mode enabled, the chat is moving at lightning speed. It's impossible now for me to pick out any response from the noise. Even if I could, I doubt anyone in my audience wants a further explanation on the complexities of a permanude life. No, they all want me to touch myself. They want me to fuck my drooling pussy and they're going to keep subscribing and donating until they make sure of it.

"Tell you what, chat," I say as I stand up from my lounge chair, leaving my pussy alone for now. She will get all the time in the world soon. "How about I take you all on a walk? I can't really prove I'm actually a permanude now unless I show you all what I'm capable of. So let's get going!"

It's, in practice, not much different from my early morning jogs I take each day, only now with my camera pointed at me and without any footwear. I've always been an active person, and I knew that I wasn't going to let being a permanude get in the way of my routine. Thankfully, my slim, tall figure provides some benefits in that regard: I'm not extremely busty, precluding the need for a sports bra to keep my puppies contained, and my ass is tight and firm. Put simply, my assets are bouncy, but not so bouncy that it's a hassle to run around. Although I'm sure there are a few guys in chat that wish my boobs were bigger. Maybe if they donate more…

I smile as I follow the sidewalk to wherever it takes me, passing by single family homes and well organized gardens until I'm lost in the neighborhood. It's funny how even this act of public nudity is normal for me—to the point that my neighbors are already well acquainted with the permanude girl running around the neighborhood—although the chat is going wild in response. What should I even say to them? Maybe I don't need to do anything. A nice scenic walk naked is perfectly fine by me.

As I walk, a man jogs past—one of my neighbors, in fact. I haven't known him for very long, but ever since I've become a permanude he's developed a second sense: he's seemingly always going out for a jog when I jog too. It's cute, really, although he's not my type. I wave at him, then blow him a kiss before he strays too far from me.

He returns my gesture with a happy wave of his own, boyishly staring at my tits as he does so. Normally he says more, eager to strike a conversation with me in the hopes to ask me out for dinner, but he knows I'm a streamer and probably wants to stay out of my camera. I respect his wishes and move on, making idle conversation with chat as I enjoy my nudity to its fullest.

I stop in place on the sidewalk, giggle, then oh-so-casually allow my hand to reach between my thighs. It would be absolutely insane of me to do anything naughty here, but the rules of being a permanude clearly allow it, so I give myself a moment to consider it. Technically, I could even fuck out in public too, although both partners have to be permanudes for it to be considered okay—as much as my boyfriend loves me, I'm sure he likes his clothes more than I do mine. Such a shame, really! Well, there's nothing discounting the possibility on one of my female friends joining in on the fun. I still think Penelope would be into it. Maybe…

I push that thought away for another time and focus on the wonderful heat between my legs. I don't touch myself outright. Instead I just… well, let's just say imagination is so much more stronger than anything reality could conjure up. Sorry, not sorry. I'd love to give more details for what exactly I'm doing here but you know me. I have to be a tease.

Ah, this is wonderful, I think. Okay, I've pushed my luck. I'm a good walk from home and I have absolutely nothing with me except for my camera, and I'm on the verge of masturbating. Let's get home before I decide to do something even more lewd.

Of course, my chat isn't capable of reading my inner thought bubbles, so I do my best to explain situation for them:

"It's probably not a good idea to masturbate anywhere here," I say coyly before turning right back around to head back to my house, having walked maybe a mile in nothing but my smile. I may be an exhibitionist, but I'm still victim to the cold, and at this hour as the sun sets the temperature is going to drop off a cliff. "I don't want to give my neighbors that much of a fright. But you guys get the idea. Just a boring typical day for me. It's honestly not even that exciting!"

I playfully smack my ass and walk up the steps to my house, no worse for wear, although I've built up a minor sweat from the walk. Already is the chat demanding that I play with my pussy now that I'm home. A reasonable request, considering I'm no longer outdoors. Do I give them the show?

Oh, what the hell. It's my first ever livestream completely naked. Why can't I celebrate by masturbating on my first livestream naked too?

When I return to my bedroom, I put my camera back where it belongs and give it a wave, bending over to let my breasts hang. "I'll be back in just a second, chat," I say. "I need to do a few things, then we'll have some more fun!"

I blow a kiss, smile, then leave for just a second to gather everything I need. Luckily, it's not much. I take out a fresh towel to spread over my chair, then grab my favorite dildo from my closet. I bring out my vibrator too, although one of them is usually enough to make a mess out of me—today, I want to make extra special. I also make sure to freshen up in my bathroom, using a towel to wipe off any sweat that's cropped up since my walk outside. I look into my mirror, smile at my reflection, then head back to my desk to start the show.

By this point, by relatively modest audience of a hundred or so viewers have ballooned into the thousands. No—tens of thousands. My eyes grow wide as I double check the viewer count, mentally discarding the possibility of bots inflating the number. Then I laugh. I suppose considering permanudity is still relatively unheard of that the first naked streamer would attract some eyeballs. But I didn't think this many would show up! Not this fast!

"Wow. A lot of first-time viewers today!" I say feigning innocence as I stretch my limbs in my chair. Both my vibrator and my dildo are clearly within the camera's shot. "I've already explained on and on about the whole permanude thing, so if you guys want more details you'll have to check my channel description. For now… how about you all enjoy the show?"

I lean back in my chair, close my eyes—then grab my dildo from my desk and start to caress it from base to tip. It hits me, at this exact moment, that I've never masturbated for an audience before. Hell, I don't think I've ever touched myself in front of my boyfriend either—usually his hands get on me well before I have the chance to tease him in the way. Am I really that courageous to just play with my pussy on cam like this? In front of thousands of people? Sure, the Internet disconnects the feeling of the crowd somewhat. It's not as if I'm literally on a stage where I can see everyone's faces… but that's still a lot of people.

Fuck. The word is just a thought for now, but I so desperately want to let it escape my lips. How many people have seen my naked body at this point? It's a question as a permanude that seems rather obvious. Everyone, right? Sure, that's the simple answer. But it feels so different when I try to count every single one.

How many people in my audience are masturbating to me right now?

How many have orgasmed to me just from running around exposing myself?

God, that question makes me wet just thinking about it. I naturally spread my legs in response, kicking them up so they rest on the armrests. This position is so shameless: my pussy lips are spread wide, my pink clit is right there, and absolutely nothing is hidden from the camera. At the same time my nipples are so fucking hard that they could cut glass. I grope my breasts, tease my nipples by plucking them with my fingers. For a small moment in time I pay no attention to the camera or my audience. I just focus on the raw pleasure of touching myself, feeling my body and all of its curves.

Ah, fuck… I think. My mind is almost blank. My nipples are so sensitive that my brain malfunctions any time I touch them. I… oh, I could do this forever if I really wanted to…

I blink. Right. There's a dildo next to me that should be deep inside me. I almost forgot all about it!

I grab my vibrator as well. I figure the guys in chat deserve a treat for how long I've been blue-balling them. The plan is simple: my vibrator will go against my clit, and my dildo will go all the way inside me. Normally I never use both because it absolutely destroys me and makes my knees wobbly for hours afterward, but what the hell? I want to have some fun. A whole lot of fun.

"Okay, so, there's a small chance I may fall over doing this," I say as I flick my vibrator on, watching it buzz in my hand as I gently hover it over my needy clit. Almost immediately do I have to turn it on on its absolute lowest setting. "But I'm sure you guys will enjoy the show anyway. I usually get pretty messy whenever I do this…"

My dildo is next. As my vibrator buzzes ever so softly against my clit, I insert the dildo inside, squirming as my walls are stretched. I've never completely put it inside me, but today I feel like trying. I close my eyes, breathe heavily as the shaft fills me whole. "Fuck," I say. This time, the word is heard by thousands. "Fuck it's so fucking big. Can you see it, you guys? I'll adjust my camera in a second…"

Except… I don't. I'm too focused on the pleasure building inside of me to even dare putting my vibrator and dildo back down. They have a good enough view of the show. It doesn't need to be perfect for them and myself to get off, so I try not to worry about it. A moment later and any concern I might've had for my camera positioning is all but gone. I just want to cum now. I want to cum and I want thousands—no, millions of people to see it.

I let go. There's no real reason to maintain any sense of modesty at this point, if I even had it to begin with. I allow my inner slut to come out, and abandon all my worries, all my fears. I let myself be free.

"Fuck. Fuck this feels so good, guys…" I say. Quickly my uncontrollable moans replace any intelligible words. Fucking my drooling cunt becomes my only priority, my only goal in life. My eyes close themselves shut—even if I was looking at the chatroom right now, it'd be going so fast I couldn't respond to anything said. I allow myself the complete freedom to savor this moment. My orgasm in front of thousands.

That thought alone pushes me over the edge. I've never been particularly good at edging, and I'm definitely not good at it now. My walls contract, and my mouth opens wide. My thighs tremor, so uncontrollable that I may actually slip out of my chair. I let go of my dildo and hold onto my desk to keep myself upright. Fuck fuck fuck.

"Fuck, you guys… Ughhhhhh…"

I scream. God, do I scream at the top of my lungs as I'm shaking in my chair. My heart nearly gives out from the intensity. By the time I'm able to move my muscles again, it's a whole minute later, and half of the chat is asking if I'm still alive. I giggle softly to reassure them. "I'm okay! I'm okay. Phew," I say as I reach for the towel I have by my desk. If there's one thing in the world right now, it's a towel. And a hot shower, probably, although that'll be after the stream.

"I hope you all enjoyed the show as much I did performing it," I say, my head resting on my shoulder lazily. I scroll through the chat, doing my best to read the messages I've received over the past few minutes, although there's so many of them there's no hope of answering them all. I take a deep breath and exhale. Time to actually relax and play a game or two, huh?

"Well, chat, I'm glad I was able to introduce you all to a day in the life of a permanude," I say cheekily. "Thank you to all the new viewers that've joined! I appreciate your support so, so much~"

I'm too exhausted to say anything more, but I don't need to. For now? All I need to do is kick back, relax, and—of course—stay naked. That's all that's on the agenda for the rest of the day…

…

The rest of the stream went splendidly, as well as the next few streams after that, although they certainly had less carefree public nudity and masturbation than the first one did. I tried to take it relatively easy. After all, I could always have fun later…

I met up with Penelope again at our favorite café, the owners of the establishment now intimately aware that one of their favorite customers was now chronically clothing challenged. Thankfully, they didn't seem the mind the uptick in new (and male) customers as a result of a hot permanude dining there. Penelope was running late, so I ordered a coffee and sat down at a window seat, enjoying the nice summer day. Outside I could hear men whistling, which at first I assumed were coming my way. After all, I had gotten quite used to the attention of men ever since I become a permanude. Until…

Until I turned my head and looked through the window, and saw a view I wasn't quite expecting. Penelope was walking into the café.

And she was just as bare naked as I was, wearing absolutely nothing except for a smile.

I couldn't believe it. Neither could she, really, judging from the embarrassed expression on her face.

"So… I may have a little bit of explaining to do," Penelope said as we locked eyes.  She took out her permanude card from her purse. "Just a little bit!"

THE END


Embarrassed Permanude: Shy ENF Exhibitionist Exposed on Campus




Chapter One

I didn't know it at the time, but when I took off my clothes to jump into the shower at my college dorm one morning, that would be the last time I wore anything at all for a long, long time. In other words: my very first day as a permanude.

Let me explain. I'm not typically the kind of girl that makes a habit of running around naked in front of an audience. I really want you to understand that very important fact before I go on, because this story is embarrassing enough as it is. I like clothes. Well, I'm sure everyone likes clothes, obviously, but I especially like them. In fact, I like to keep my clothes on whenever possible: the most amount of skin I've ever shown at the beach or on a hot date is some ankle and forearms. Cleavage? No way—I'm not some floozy like some of the other girls I know that dress up like runway models to go to class every day. That's not to say I'm not a puritan or anything. I swear, I'm actually just like any another girl. I'm a total sweetheart once you get to know me But come on—me? Showing lots of skin all the time? And I do mean all of the time, completely shameless and without a hint of modesty whatsoever?

Um, no. I don't quite have the body for that. At least I don't think so, not in this lifetime. Sure, I might be more well-endowed compared to some of my female peers… and my round, bubbly ass is definitely nothing to scoff at, but I've always been far too self-conscious of my body to ever be proud of it. To say I had low self-esteem before I became a permanude would probably be underselling things. I was a big girl, with stretch marks, love handles, and more. To even think of becoming a permanude, especially on purpose, was complete insanity!

But that was before I stepped under the hot steamy water of the showerhead that morning and allowed all the grime from the previous day to wash away. It was a typical Thursday, almost completely routine except for the fact that finals were coming up in the next few months, so I was understandably distracted thinking about my classwork. Like every other day before it, I had brought my towel and a set of clothes with me into the communal showers, hoping to relax for the few moments I had available to me before I had to rush to my first class. I basically had no idea what permanudity was at the time—although it was technically possible at my campus for permanude students to apply, I didn't see, much less hear of anyone that was accepted into the program. As far as I was concerned, permanudity was just a viral fad, one that would quickly disappear from the public conscience once they found something else to talk about. So what if people could be 'permanently' naked now? Nudists were already a thing! Big whoop.

Ah, fuck. I needed this, I thought as boiling hot water soothed me. I always loved to have my showers scorching hot, and that day was no exception. There was a purifying element to it. It was the best way to get clean. But that also meant that I was noticeably distracted—especially since I had my smartphone on blast playing all my favorite songs of Spotify. I heard a faint pair of footsteps enter the showers, but quickly ignored their owner, assuming it must've been another college female student wanting to take a fast shower before their day started. Generally, clothes, especially towels, weren't likely to be stolen here. The dorm on campus was big, but not so big that everyone was faceless and nondescript. You'd always find the culprit if you searched hard enough.

If you had time to search. That was the key.

Because when I stepped out of the shower, still dripping wet with my long brown hair stuck to my back in strands, I didn't have time to search for any clothes once I realized mine were gone. Why? Well, it's pretty simple, really: the fire alarm had just went off.

My heart stopped, and my eyes went wide. Overhead the alarm blared, and I could hear the rumbling of heavy footfalls beyond the four walls of the showers. It was obvious that everyone was leaving the dorm as quickly as possible, although the alarm made no mention of whether it was a drill or not. I searched everywhere—and I do mean absolutely everywhere—but there wasn't a stitch of fabric to be seen. I spun around, scattering water droplets all over the floor as my breasts swung with the motion. You never really feel naked when you're wet from a shower because it's so normal and boring, but I felt naked then. So, so naked. More naked than I ever had in my entire life up until that point. Fuck, I felt bare?

"Where are my clothes?" I said to myself, not willing to raise my voice any higher, although the alarm made sure that nobody could hear me. "Come on! I left them right here. What girl on campus would actually do this to me? Ugh! I swear, once I find her—"

My eyes suddenly noticed a loose scrap of paper on the ground, torn from a notebook and wet with water droplets obscuring the penmanship written on it. I recognized the flowery handwriting: only my best friend Valerie would be cutesy enough to draw hearts instead of dots over each i. She was my dormmate and my total opposite in virtually every way, outgoing where I was introverted, tall and thin where I was short and chubby, a lifelong member of the itty bitty titty committee where I was banned from joining. She had jokingly mentioned the idea of signing up for the permanude program once or twice to me—but I didn't think she was actually serious.

Well, it turns out she wasn't. At least for her. Me, on the other hand? Apparently I was perfect for the permanude program, according to this here letter she left for me in the showers:

Hey, Blair! Sorry, but your towel and your clothes may be back in our dorm where they belong. I know that streaking isn't exactly your cup of tea, but I'm sure you'll love it once you get it a try! You have a gorgeous body. You need to be proud of it! If you signed up for it and actually became a permanude I'm sure every guy for miles will be begging for your attention, just you wait and see. For now though… I hope this small adventure shows you how much fun being naked is! Because trust me, it's very fun <3

I couldn't help but roll my eyes. "Valerie!" I said, wanting to scream through my clenched teeth. Sure, it was just a harmless prank she was pulling on me. She couldn't have predicted that someone would set the fire alarm off at this hour—I knew it couldn't have been her, she cared way too much about her grades to risk getting in trouble with the dean just to tease me—but still! Streaking to improve my body confidence isn't a plan! Was she insane?

I immediately tore the paper to shreds and scattered it over the floor. The walk from the showers all the way to my dorm room wasn't far; Valerie's original 'plan' would've only risked me being seen by only a handful of people at the most, all of them classmates we both knew personally. But now, with the fire alarm going off? I couldn't go back to my dorm. I didn't have the time for that.

No. I had to go downstairs and exit the building along with everyone else. Naked. Wet. Blushing. Did I mention the word 'naked' yet?

I facepalmed as I headed for the door. "Ugh, Valerie! When I see you again, I'm going to kill you!"


Chapter Two

What is it like walking down a carpeted hallway dripping wet in absolutely nothing but your smile? Even if you aren't as clothing impaired as I was, it'd probably still be just as embarrassing, if not more. Water, especially as it grows colder, has a way of intensifying your exposure, reminding you of every inch of your body that remains bare to the world around you. You aren't just naked. You feel naked.

And I felt very, very, very naked, especially as I opened the door to the stairwell and tentatively stepped a barefoot on the landing. I was lagging far behind of the main crowd, and likely was the last person still left in the building, which, I had to admit, was not a good idea considering the fact that the possibility of a real fire was something I still had to keep in mind. I couldn't smell smoke however. If it weren't for the alarm going off, you would think it was just another boring ol' day in the dorms. Taking a small detour, I looked out of the window in the stairwell to see if I could spot any sign of a disturbance on campus. Honestly? There was nothing, all except for the enormous mass of college students roaming the campus now, each and everyone waiting for the alarm to turn itself off.

I took a deep breath and steadied by accelerated heart rate. Okay… okay. It's not a big deal, Blair. All you have to do is just casually walk down there and join everyone completely fucking naked. It'll be easy. You've done this before countless of times! Right? …Right?

Obviously, I hadn't. In fact, this was the farthest I had ever been from clothing in my entire life. Like I mentioned previously, I wasn't the kind of girl to go out less than conservatively dressed. I wore one piece swimsuits on the beach, skirts that went as far down as my ankles, bright yellow sundresses with no cleavage to be seen—I liked to cover my body, not expose it. That wasn't because I was a prude. It was just… well, that was who I was at the time. Shy. Bashful. Synonyms.

The thought of me waltzing into an entire crowd of people in my birthday suit was completely unheard of. It was frankly unbelievable. I'm sure that this would be a nightmare for just about everyone, but for me it was especially so. I was a big girl. Covering up my body with a makeshift handbra and handpanties was going to be difficult.

I tried to practice the classic ENF pose as I slowly climbed down the steps of the stairwell, hunched over with my arms shielding my fat breasts and pussy respectively. It didn't quite work. My boobs and areola were huge: I needed both arms to cover them if I didn't want any nipple showing, and I still had my ass to cover as well… how was I supposed to do this without looking like the most obviously naked person ever?

Me being chubby was a problem. If you were tall and thin like Valerie for instance, and she was naked from head to toe in a crowd, you could probably mistake her for being clothed if you weren't paying attention because the shape and rough outline of her body would be roughly similar clothed and unclothed. But my body did not have that luxury. With clothes, and especially a bra, my heavy breasts were smoothed out and kept contained. But without them my breasts hanged from my chest, bounced around wildly with every subtle movement I made. My ass had a similar problem: without clothes I was far too jiggly for anyone from a distance to possibly mistake me for being clothed. I couldn't hide it. I couldn't even pretend to hide it. I knew right then and there that stealth wasn't going to be an option for me going forward.

But then what was? Ugh, did I need another strategy.

Don't mind me… Just casually walking out of the dorms au naturel, I thought to myself. Somehow, as annoying as my inner voice must've been, talking had a way of calming myself down. I do this everyday actually. Didn't you know? I'm a permanude now like those girls you see on the news. I'm a total exhibitionist. It's my favorite past time!

I hadn't realized it yet, but exhibitionist was more accurate than I ever could admit to myself. I was wet. And not just because of the residual water still stuck on me after my shower. My thick thighs were sticking together, my pussy surprisingly enjoying the friction as I went down the steps. My breasts bounced up and down, somehow heightening the pleasure further. I figured I must've still been excited from my shower… I won't lie and say I've never masturbated in there before class. Honestly? It was one of the few ways I did have an exhibitionist spirit. Every once in awhile I'd masturbate as I showered, biting my lip and sealing my mouth shut with the palm of my hand to muffle my voice—I always had a habit of yelling at the top of my lungs whenever I had an orgasm. I didn't start doing it just to be an exhibitionist. At first, I fell into the habit because it was often the only private time I had available to me, what with classes and living right next to Valerie and all. But then I started looking forward to it, started to crave it, the need to masturbate somewhere I shouldn't, somewhere public.

Sometimes I'd even masturbate naked in my car, although that was always where I knew for an absolute certainty that nobody could see me. The risk was a fun thought, but what I really wanted was some level of exposure. The possibility of being caught, even if the actual chances were infinitesimal. I'd kick up my legs over the dashboard, spread my pussy lips, fuck my cunt as wetness dripped down my thighs and leaked over a towel I had on my seat. I'd pretend that someone—anyone, like a cute college student I might've been into—was watching me, enjoying my body in its most natural state. Enjoying me living out my most exhibitionist desires.

I had shyly mentioned some of these fantasies to Valerie once before—a game of Truth or Dare has a way of getting you to say anything, I suppose—that was probably why she planned this stunt of hers in the first place. Because she knew I'd secretly be into it, even if I could never admit that to myself. She knew that I'd love it.

My pussy was definitely responding suggesting I was. I was dripping by now, and it took every ounce of modesty inside me to prevent myself from masturbating in the stairwell. I knew I couldn't. I had to go. I had to go out with all the other college students outside! But fuck… Fuck, was it a temptation.

I rolled my eyes at myself. You think too much Blair, I thought as I finally got control of my body again, rather than my lust. Now get your butt moving, naked or not!

Eventually my inner voice could no longer distract me as I began to hear the real life voices of everyone outside through the walls. I braced myself—then stepped out of the stairwell and followed the path leading me to outside. I tried to do it as nonchalantly as possible, as if I were taking a nice relaxing walk. It's not as if I had a better plan. After all, how exactly are you supposed to walk into a crowd naked? Please let me know if you have any tips or tricks. A WikiHow article would help me a lot the next time I do this.

Immediately heads turned. Hundreds of independent conversations were happening all at once, but I could tell that a part of the crowd quickly quieted down as they each member noticed the Very Naked Girl walking out of the dorms all by her lonesome. I recognized nobody—by now the members of the girl's dorm had scattered out throughout the campus, relieving some of my embarrassment since I realized I wouldn't have to face them as much. But people still began to comment, I turned my head as I approached the crowd, hoping to simply ignore it all. But I still paid attention, and what they said were… interesting, to say the least.

Without realizing it, I let go of my hands and allowed my bare breasts to hang free.

"Holy shit," someone said, a tall male student with a thick beard that looked to be about my age, early twenties, late twenties at most. "I didn't know a permanude girl went here."

I blinked. Wait, a permanude? I thought. For the very first time, the word was being used to refer to me. It felt oddly fitting, although I had only heard the word tossed around every once in awhile on social media. If anything, it was the exact kind of cover story I needed: the last thing I wanted to be was the girl who had her clothes stolen and who had to streak around in public because her very annoying best friend.

Jumping on the opportunity, I braced myself and allowed my arms to stay firmly put at my sides. Around the male student, his friends chattered along with him—they were asking what a permanude was and were each equally confused as to why a naked woman was now running around. Ugh, I almost wanted to thank him, because he had began to explain just exactly what permanudity was to his friend group. Suddenly, my blatant public nudity was no longer a big deal. It was still unusual—obviously—but not the entire end to my entire social life as I expected.

"You can't be serious, man. There's no such thing as a permanude," one of his guy friends mentioned hotly, clearly thinking that he must've been talking out of his ass. "What kind of porn are you even watching these days?"

"I'm telling you, man. It's real. There's students that go here that do it. Hey, naked girl! Come on and tell my friend I'm not lying."

To be honest, I was quite hoping that there was, in fact, another totally random naked girl that he was talking to instead of me—I even darted my head back and forth and placed a finger on my chest as if to say, wait, are you sure you're not talking to somebody else?—but unfortunately I had no such luck. I was the naked girl. And now I had to make the worst (or maybe best from the guys' perspective…) introduction of a lifetime.

I blushed like crazy as I walked up shyly to the man and his friends. It was then that I realized my hair was still wet and in thick, knotted strands—how was that going to work if I was supposed to be a permanude? I guess it still made total sense: people still need to take a shower regardless of clothes, but it still felt like a crack in my already precarious cover story. My blush wasn't helping either.

Still, I smiled, waved politely in their direction, and kept my entire naked form uncovered, hoping that the sight of my breasts would distract them from asking too many questions. "Hey! Hey. Uhm… I'm Blair. You were—uh—curious about permanudity?"

Ugh, I felt so stupid and naked and embarrassed. It's one thing to be butt naked in public because your towel was stolen, but to actually say the words permanudity out loud made me feel like more of a dork than I already was. But there was a bigger problem: I knew virtually nothing about the program. If they asked any questions, there was no way I was going to lie my way out of it. All I knew about the program is what Valerie told me one time in the dorm: that people could sign up to be permanudes and, if they were accepted, could and had to be naked pretty much anywhere and everywhere unless the weather was too cold.

Was that really enough information for me to pretend to be a permanude convincingly? I had no idea. But I did have the first and crucial part down: I was naked. And it did feel pretty permanent.

"You tell my friend here he's an idiot and that permanudes are all the rage these days," the guy said as he elbowed his friend beside him. Despite the air of casualness, I could tell they were both obviously staring at me, doing little to pretend they were keeping eye contact. I guess it was hard not to. My breasts were so big that they were even larger than my own head—usually even holding one of them required the use of both of my hands. Like I said before: there was no mistaking me as clothed, even if all you saw was a short, nondescript glance. I was obviously fucking naked.

I did my best to answer. "Uhm, yeah!" I said. I raised my voice up an octave, giving me a little bit of a ditzy quality. "Yeah I uh… became a permanude a few weeks ago, actually. I felt it would be—ah—good for my body confidence, y'know? If I was always naked… in public… where anyone could see me…"

…Oh, God, I feel so silly right now.

It wasn't just the fact that I obviously knew nothing about what I was talking about. It wasn't even the fact that I obviously just stepped out soaking wet from the shower. No. It was the fact I was so, so turned on. My nipples were rock hard, and still was there wetness leaking from my exposed pussy lips. My entire body, from head to toe, was being burned into the brains of these guys—and it was so fucking exciting in a way I couldn't and still can't quite explain.

I wasn't a permanude. I was wet. How could I keep on pretending to be like this?

Well, it turns out pretty easily—because my fashionably late dorm mate then found me.

"Blair!" I heard a familiar voice cry out as Valerie charged through the crowd to get to me. Sweaty and exhausted, I could tell that she had been looking for me ever since the alarm went off. She wasn't carrying clothes—because of course she isn't—instead all she had with her was her characteristic wide smile and the sense that she is never up to any good.

I didn't know what's worse: being naked in front of a bunch of cute guys or now being naked in front of Valerie. As if my day wasn't humiliating enough already…

"Oh, God. I've been looking everywhere for you, did you know that? You didn't have to—"

No, no, no! I thought as I rushed up to her to place a finger over her mouth, shutting her up with one swift moment. No mentioning you took my clothes. I'm a permanude now. Let's not have everyone know I'm not supposed to be naked!

"Valerie! It's nice to see you. Uhm. So I just met these guys… and we've been talking about the whole permanudity thing! Because I am one…"

Her eyes went wide, only for her to laugh and laugh as if I had just told her the funniest joke in the world. Considering the fact I was only out here like this because of her prank, it might as well be. "Oh right~! Of course. This here is Blair!" Valerie said proudly as she turned to face my new 'friends'. "She's my dormmate. She never wears clothes. Isn't that cool?"

My heart skipped a beat at that. I didn't realize it yet, but I just gave all the ammo Valerie would ever need to embarrass me in her usual fashion. "Right! Right…" I trailed off, hoping to wrangle the conversation away from her. "Clothes are…uhm, uhh…"

Like what the man in front of me did to his friend, I elbowed Valerie as hard as I could. I turned to her, teeth clenched, as if to say, you're tormented me enough! Get me out of here! without any words at all. Thankfully, Valerie seemed to pick up the hint. The crowd was finally beginning to disperse with the alarm having gone off—apparently from what I can tell, it was all a false alarm, no emergency to be seen. That was one relief, but until clothes were back on my body, I still had that problem to contend with.

"Well, it was nice meeting you all! I think my nudie friend here and I better head back up to our dorm room."

Oh, thank goodness, I thought. I didn't bother giving a convincing goodbye. I just left, ass jiggling as I turned around, hoping to finally put an end to the most embarrassing chapter of my life by far. Valerie soon followed me.

It wasn't until I climbed up the stairwell again that I realized I never learned any of their names. But they certainly knew mine now. They'd probably remember me forever: Blair the nudist girl with massive tits.

I bit my lip. Blair the girl who loves to run around naked.

Somehow, all these thoughts bounced around in my head, each one more intense than the last. I was still dripping wet, so much now that even Valerie could notice, although she didn't comment on it knowing she'd just be teasing me further. But the thoughts wouldn't leave. As much as the whole event was embarrassing… fuck, was I still turned on.

I had just flashed—what—hundreds of people? If not more?

I couldn't help but wonder how many of them would masturbate to me the next time they had a private moment available to them. I imagined many of them, if not all, stroking their thick cocks to me, spilling their hot cum all over my bare breasts…

Fuck. That was the only word that mattered. Fuck.

I couldn't gotten dressed when I returned safe and sound to my dorm. My wardrobe hadn't been touched, and just like Valerie said in her letter, all the clothes I had brought with me to the showers were waiting for me by my bed. But… I didn't get dressed. I stayed naked.

What is there for me to say? I was hooked.

And Valerie, more than anyone else I knew, could obviously see it on my face. "Oh. Oh, you've just realized something about yourself huh?" she giggled.

I wanted to flip her the bird, but honestly? I just smiled. "Uhm… maybe," I said noncommittally, still blushing ever so slightly. "But… well. Maybe I wouldn't mind applying to be a permanude…"


Chapter Three

Technically, I wasn't a permanude and wouldn't be officially for many weeks later, but I stopped wearing clothes after my adventure with the fire alarm. The word had spread all across campus about the thick naked girl who showed up outside in nothing but her smile, and even though I only had a short conversation with those groups of guys, it was clear I had made a strong first impression on just about everyone else as well. Whether I liked it or not, at least for some people at my college, I was the naked girl.

But I did like it. I stopped lying to myself about that fact. I masturbated and came way too many times in the comfort of my own bed after Valerie and I returned to our dorm room for me to keep up the charade any further. I had masturbated for so long that my hand was numb. Fuck, was I excited.

And now I had the best excuse in the world to go outside naked again, freely, unabashedly, with no concern whatsoever in the whole wide world. It was already obvious from the group of dudes that they loved my body. Overnight my self-esteem and body confidence skyrocketed. I felt sexy. And I needed more.

"Okay… so I'm a permanude now. Well, not really. But at least for a little bit until campus totally forgets about me. Which should be soon because people have short attention spans these days. I need to do something while I have the chance…"

I was pacing around the room, still naked, as Valerie sat on her bed laughing at me. I had to admit: I was being pretty silly here, but I was having fun! I had an outlet to be naughty and flaunt my body—who wouldn't take that opportunity if they could do it with zero consequences?

"You could try streaking. With your body I'm sure some of the guys will love the show."

I just shook my head. Besides the obvious reality that my boobs were far too big for that, I was still in the habit of ignoring Valerie: her suggestions were more liable to embarrass me again more than anything else. "No, that would be too obvious. Permanudes just go about their daily lives, but like, naked, right? I can't make it too obvious that I'm enjoying this. I need a better plan than that."

Valerie just rolled her eyes. "I have no idea then. Go masturbate somewhere."

I rolled my eyes along with her. "Oh, yeah, sure," I said, my voice dripping with sarcasm. "That would definitely work. That would definitively help convince everyone on campus I'm a permanude and not a fraud."

"No—I'm serious," Valerie said. "You can just masturbate. Permanudes can do that."

I blinked. "Huh?"

Valerie stood up, went to her laptop on her desk on the other side of the room as if to relax my suspiciousness with more detail. "Don't you know anything about permanudity? You can masturbate anywhere, just like how you can be naked anywhere. You are totally free to do whatever you want as long as you establish consent. It's all about free spiritedness."

"Huh." I could feel my heart race again. "I didn't know you could do that."

"You could even fuck someone out in public too," Valerie said. "Why don't you hit up that cute guy you were talking to yesterday? He was obviously into you. I'm sure he'd love the chance to get with you."

"Ugh, I wish," I said, suddenly moping having thought of him. "I never caught his name. I have no idea where to look for him by now. And that's assuming he'd want to be a part of my exhibitionism."

"Really? You don't know his name?"

Valerie seemed confused. I simply repeated myself. "Yeah, I never caught it. Why? It's not like networking and making friends were my first priority at that moment."

"Sure, but that doesn't mean you can't find him. Ah, there. I knew I recognized him."

Valerie pointed her laptop screen at me, which revealed a Facebook profile—the man I had met outside. It was uncanny how good she was at things like this. "What the—" I started. "How did you do that?"

"He plays basketball here. I remembered his face from one of the games."

I smiled, then instantly rushed up to Valerie so I could bear hug her. "Yes! Thank you! I know exactly what I'm going to do now."

Valerie blushed as she came face to face with my boobs. Probably wasn't a good idea to hug someone naked, but hey, any embarrassment she has to go through is well deserved payback. "You're welcome. Now get off of me!"

…

His name was Nate, and he was surprisingly easy to find, if only because he had been looking for me, too.

"There you are, naked girl," he said with a bright, surprisingly cute smile, his arms crossed, as we met in the parking lot just beyond campus. Despite only having one day of permanudity under my (metaphorical) belt, it was surprisingly comfortable to walk outside nude again. Some people stared and snickered, but that was easy to ignore. It's really hard to explain how good it feels to do this unless you've done it yourself. I felt free. I felt hot, like it was impossible for men to focus while I was around.

After all, if you saw a gorgeous curvy woman walking around in nothing but a pair of flip flops, her fat veiny tits bouncing with each step, I'm sure you'd be gawking too. Pervert. Hehe.

"Hey, Nate," I said, smiling back at him as I positioned myself next to him by his car. "I'm glad I finally learned your name. I was worried I'd never see you again."

"Likewise. Although I'm sure I would have. You're a little hard to miss."

That'll definitely be a theme going forward… I thought. Already I was developing a reputation. Until I was officially in the program, I couldn't go to class naked, but that didn't mean the rest of my peers hadn't noticed my newfound habit of skycladding.

I blinked. Not at anything Nate said, but at myself. Wait, would I actually go to class butt naked?

It was a funny thought. The fact that it was a question at all made me laugh. If I had asked myself this question a week ago, I would've said no way! That would have been a nightmare. But now…

I had no idea how to describe it. I just loved the attention now, the wonderful freedom I was beginning to experience. My life suddenly felt boundless in all the right ways. Like, if I wanted to, I could've just asked Nate to fuck me right over the hood of his car. That was the beauty of being a permanude.

So why not ask him?

Oh, dear, I smiled so devilishly then. "Do you want to know a secret?" I asked, giggling. My exhibitionist spirit was running free. I just wanted to admit it now. "I'm not actually a permanude. My dorm mate stole my clothes, and when the alarm went off, I had to go outside with everyone else naked after I stepped out of the shower."

Nate's eyes went wide. Ugh, it was so cute. "No." He couldn't believe it.

"I'm serious! I'm not even supposed to be doing this, but it's so fun. I feel so hot. Ugh, something has gotten into me, hasn't it?"

"Maybe…" he said, laughing as he eyed me, although his attention was still half-divided on my breasts and my face. "I don't know you very well, obviously, but I think I get it. It's fun. It's naughty. I'm not complaining."

"Well, obviously. You're the one getting an eyeful of tits."

As I said that, I lifted up each of my girls and stuck my tongue out at him, teasing my nipples for a split second before letting my breasts hang back down. I was doing this in broad daylight by the way. In case you didn't remember. Sure, the parking lot was a little sparse at this hour in the early morning… but still! Broad daylight! Anyone could see me doing this!

I bit my lip, excited as I saw the raging hard-on appear through Nate's jeans. There was no doubt he wanted to fuck me, right then and there. It was just a question of how. "God, what a woman you are," he said, grinning. "And I mean that in the best way possible. What do you want to do now?"

"Isn't it obvious?"

"Yes," Nate said, adjusting himself, his erection growing more difficult to ignore, "but I love it when I hear a woman say it. Admit it."

It was like he was daring me to be the biggest exhibitionist slut possible.

I grabbed his cock through his jeans and smiled devilishly. I didn't say a word—just came up closer to him, pressed my fat breasts against his clothed chest and allowed his hands to explore my body freely. What good would words do at this point? No, I didn't want to be that easy. I wanted to fuck him just as much as I wanted him to fuck me—the great thing about being an exhibitionist is that I never have to play by the rules.

Nate smiled, then took off his belt without another word. Silenced joined us along with the soft rustling of clothes coming off. I didn't want him to get completely naked—no, I didn't want him to outshine my birthday suit—just enough for me to have complete access to his cock. With his jeans being pulled down his legs, his thick shaft sprung free, eager to meet me, already leaking translucent precum from its tip.

"Ever have a blowjob from a naked girl in a college parking lot before?" I asked matter-of-factly as I fell to my knees, laughing out loud right after. I'm a really silly person sometimes.

Thankfully, wonderfully, Nate was the right kind of guy to vibe with my humor.  "No… unfortunately not," I laughed. "What, you plan to make it a first for me?"

I smiled as I playfully slapped the head of his cock against my cheek. I honestly couldn't believe that simply being a permanude allowed for a blatant act of public sex such as this… but from what I had read online, it was totally allowed. Of course, I wasn't technically a permanude yet…but given the pleasant reactions from before, I'm sure Nate or anyone else didn't mind.

I opened my mouth slowly, licked my lips, and then oh so gently swallowed his cock whole, feeling a burst of pride the next second afterward as I heard Nate grunt from pleasure. I couldn't help but giggle from that, how easy it was to turn men on. But then again, I had been teasing him ever since he came across me outside my dorm. He was probably more pent up than I was.

I took advantage of that, started to play with my breasts as I sucked his cock all the way to its base. Each time he let out a moan or grunt, I went faster, draining him until his brain was empty of any other thought except orgasm. I watched giddily as he propped himself up by placing both hands on the hood of his car, as if he really did risk falling simply because of my lips. Was he going to cum already? With how his cock twitched and pulsed inside my mouth, it certainly seemed like it.

I can't help but be good at this, huh? I thought, wanting to smile although my mouthful of cock prevented it. I wish I always knew I was this fucking hot. I was so shy and nervous before. I need to make up for lost time, starting with him.

"Fuck… fuck. You're fucking evil," Nate rasped, struggling to breath between each word as I did beautiful, magical things to his cock. "Holy fuck, I am glad I ran into you. Someone should trip the fire alarm more often around here."

It was difficult to smile, but still, I made an effort to. I pulled out his cock, stroking it from base to tip, licking the slit of the head as the foreskin sheathed and unsheathed it. I knew, despite how much fun I was having, that I should hurry this up—we were still in public, and even though we were in the relatively quiet parking lot, that didn't mean I wasn't likely to cause a small crowd to form.

It didn't matter. With how much love I was giving his shaft, he would cum soon, exactly when I wanted him to.

I stood up, glided my fingertips over his shaft as I tried a final tactic: rubbing my breasts together with it between them. "Sit on the hood," I said. More of a whisper, although there was still no-one around us for me to care about the loudness of my voice.

"Bossy woman," Nate said, as he sat and spread his legs so I could place my breasts right where they needed to be. I didn't hesitate, didn't waste any more time than necessary. I was ravenous for his cum all over me, and after so much exhibitionism, all I needed was this.

It's just hot when a guy cums for you. I feel so fucking sexy and it validates my exhibitionist spirit, makes it clear just how much of an effect I've had on him, makes me feel alive.

Nate squirmed, grunted, did everything he could do resist my bountiful tits rubbing his cock—but he couldn't hold himself together any longer. I smiled, blowing a kiss for him as finally, without words shared between either one of us—hot thick ropes of cum shot into the air and splattered all over my cleavage. Some of it got into my hair. A few drops even landed right on my lips, which I cleaned up with my tongue easily. I kept rubbing my breasts together, heightening his orgasm until he lay practically paralyzed. I had never seen a man orgasm so fucking animalistically before. Not once.

Just the life of a permanude, I guess!

It took a moment, but Nate wisened up and put his pants back on just before we developed any kind of crowd—I could tell from his exhausted face that he appreciated it, as much fun as it is to make a public display with a permanude woman. "God. You fucking drained me dry," he said, his eyes still a bit hazy from tiredness. "Fuck. I'd be lucky to even walk after that."

I just laughed sweetly and kissed him on the cheek, making sure my breasts caressed his chest and shoulder as I did so. "I'm glad you enjoyed it. To be honest, I'm still a little surprised that I'm even doing this. It's all so… unlike me. Like I'm an entirely different person sans clothing."

"Well, I like it," Nate said. It was sexually motivated, sure, but that small little compliment made me feel good. "Whoever you are, you should keep your clothes off."

"Oh?" I grinned. "You really think so?"

He grinned back. "Absolutely. It's a good look. Now…" he trailed off, noticing a small band of fellow college students watching us from afar. "We should probably get out of here, you being a permanude or not."

"Right, right." That was enough adventure for one day. One long, very naked adventure. I gave him one last kiss on the cheek before departing.

Obviously, I shaked my ass as I slowly walked away.

…

I soon was officially accepted into the permanude program and began attending naked from then on. It took a little bit of adjusting to get used to… after all, I still had my shy, bashful side to work through even without clothes to worry about. But I eventually met up with other permanude students on campus—to my surprise there were about a dozen of us, all women, too, who had all had some form of an exhibitionist streak that they were all beginning to experience. The company made me feel a little less silly walking around naked each day—of course, I always had a habit of feeling underdressed—and soon it just became my normal. Just… me.

It's funny looking back, thinking about how all it took was Valerie's stupid prank on me for me to finally get out of my shell. I was so embarrassed! Ugh. It would be cute of me if I wasn't so humiliated out of my mind at the time. Even now, I still feel a hit of embarrassment when someone notices my breasts swinging as I walk.

Nate and I kept in close contact, and Valerie and I, despite her prank, stayed as dorm mates. In fact… I must've rubbed off on her, because a few weeks later, well… It's probably best I just tell you, huh?

It was a fine sunny day on campus. I was hanging out with Nate and his male friends, openly allowing them to enjoy my curves as we talked about nothing in particular. I loved their attention, the way they sheepishly looked at my breasts while pretending to look away. But if there was one thing I could say about Valerie and nothing else, it would be the fact that she hated not being under the spotlight. And now that I was naked? I definitely was the one attracting every guy for miles now.

Until I saw her walking up to us, barefoot, skyclad, modest breasts jiggling, wearing nothing except her oh-so innocent smile and her colorful purse strapped over her shoulders. I was honestly dumbfounded. I wanted to scream. Valerie!  I thought. Don't you tell me you signed up too! What are you doing stealing my thunder?!

"Hey, Blair!" Valerie said sweetly. She spoke with the same voice she made when playing a prank on me, equal parts innocent and coy. "Guess who just got accepted into the program?"

"No…" I said.

The boys however didn't share my utter lack in enthusiasm. They were just happy to have more naked women on campus.

I guess I couldn't blame them. How could I? Two was better than one, after all.

I laughed, stood up, and gave Valerie a big hug as the men around us almost cheered. "Well, I guess if another fire alarm is tripped, we won't have to worry about getting dressed in a hurry anymore, huh?" I asked, grinning.

Valerie rolled her eyes. "Well, that wasn't exactly the benefit I had in mind when I did the paperwork… but sure. Whatever you say, nudie."

"'Nudie'? I'm not the only nudie now."

Valerie blushed, as if she suddenly realized right then and there just what she got herself into. All the stares she was receiving now… yup, that's exactly how I felt when I left the dorm during the fire alarm. All that embarrassment she had yet to fully process, I could see it drawn all across her face.

"How do you do this every day? Oh, gosh," Valerie said quietly my way. "Don't you feel naked?"

"I mean, obviously," I said. "But like I've said: I don't mind, because my birthday suit is definitely my best outfit~."

THE END


Casual Nudity with Friends: Confident Exhibitionist Naked and Exposed




Part One

For almost as long as I've known her, my friend Julia comes over to my place after work to hang out naked and masturbate on my couch in front of me. It's the one part of our otherwise wholly platonic relationship that I don't quite understand. We're not dating—we both have committed long-term partners, actually. Hell, we're not even all that close ever since we both graduated college. But one thing must've led to another all those years ago… and then, somehow, it became our 'thing'. Our dynamic, for a lack of a better word. The way we both let out some steam.

I say 'we' because, well, obviously I enjoy having her come over. What guy in his right mind wouldn't? I don't want to sound unappreciative, because if any woman comes up to you and asks if she can take off all of her clothes and play with her pussy, just for you, in the privacy of your very own home, the very first thing that should come out of your mouth is, "yes, ma'am". I'm pretty sure that's what I myself said when she asked me. I'm not stupid. I know not to look a gift horse in the mouth.

And holy fuck, is she a gift.

I'll try to walk you through a typical evening for us so you know exactly what I'm talking about. Around four o'clock each day, Julia is at my door after a relatively short commute from her workplace. By pure circumstance, my apartment has always been closer to her job than her own, so at first Julia would stop by just to say hello, exchange a few words, usually to see how I was doing, before jumping back into her car to finish the last thirty minutes of her commute for the day. I could tell that she was into me—duh—but since I was dating my girlfriend at the time, I didn't make any advances on her. Julia seemed to acknowledge that and respected what we had. Well, that is, until…

Let's get back to our regular evening: once I notice that Julia has come knocking, I smile and let her inside, often sharing a short conversation on the weather or whatever trouble she's had at work before she heads for my living room. I work from home, so I'm usually still busy by this time: often I step back into my office to quickly finish what I was doing before coming back out to talk to Julia—at this point, I've gotten good at getting my work day done well beforehand. When I return back to my living room… well, there's no other way to put it, is there? That's when the fun begins.

Julia doesn't waste time. All of her clothes, and I do mean all, she scatters on my carpet, undoing even her ponytail and her earrings so she is absolutely bare from head to toe. I assume she does the same thing when she gets home—who knows? Maybe she was a hardcore nudist in a past life—since she rips off her clothes like they do nothing all day but annoy her. In the beginning I shied away from looking, because after all I had no idea how to respond to a woman casually getting naked in my apartment—but now I stare freely and invasively, something that Julia clearly appreciates. I can be shy for a man, sure, but totally clueless is not one of my qualities: a woman doesn't take off her clothes unless she wants you to look. That is a universal fact of life, one that by now is very, very drilled into my thick skull. Moving on.

With her clothes gone, Julia rests on my couch and spreads eagle, breathing a sigh of relief, as if all the built-up stress from her workday dissipates the moment her tight outfit falls to the ground. She doesn't masturbate immediately, although she'll run her hands over her body and pluck at her nipples, gently place her fingers on her pussy lips in preparation for it. Usually, we just talk first. Julia always finds a reason to strike a conversation with me, if only so that my undivided attention is on her.

Of course, I usually find a reason to talk with her as well. Somehow, the complete casualness of whatever we talk about, whether it be the weather, whatever's happening on the news, or even something as full as finances, makes her masturbating so much more naughty.

"You wouldn't believe how fucking annoying work was today," Julia said once before as she leaned her head on my couch cushions, staring aimlessly at the ceiling in exhaustion. "So many boring meetings to sit through. So much completely unnecessary bullshit. You had the right idea to get away from a boring office job. I should've listened to you back in college."

It was cute seeing Julia vent, with or without her clothes on. There was this nice frankness to her, the ability to say what was on her mind without worry or concern of what other people thought of her. She was a free-spirit trapped in the dull, sterile way of corporate life. So, I could understand her desire to break free. In my mind, that was the reason why she broke social norms by masturbating naked in front of me. It was her answer to finally being free.

"You still get paid way better than I do," I answered, keeping my focus on her as I walked into my kitchen to get a glass of water. God, was it hard to look away. You don't leave the presence of a beautiful naked woman without a very good reason, I've learned. "Trust me. My job is nothing special. I just sit on my ass on all on the computer. At least there's a social element at your job."

"Hah, a 'social' element," Julia said. At the same time her fingers were finally starting to enter her, coating themselves with her hot wetness. "I'd be much happier if I didn't have to see my co-workers each day. I'd definitely vibe with your work more. I could just hang out naked everyday."

I laughed, noticing her subtle embarrassed reaction as she said the word naked. It was rare for either of us to explicitly mention her nudity or her masturbation. It was something unsaid, something that almost didn't need explanation, because to explain it would simply ruin the mood. Still… I saw an opportunity to tease her for it.

"You do like being naked," I said, smirking as I took a sip of my water. I was leaning on the wall, not much more than a few feet away. God did I want to step closer, to sit on the couch with her and see what else she was capable of when my hands joined hers. I honestly suspected she'd do anything for me if I said the right words. She was throwing herself at me already.

I wasn't wrong. But I'd only learn that later—for now, I tried to remain relaxed, patient, respectful of her. What was that saying about golden eggs, again?

Julia blushed, then spread her drooling pussy lips in defiance. For the first time in our relationship, it felt that her nudity was being directly acknowledged. "I just… find it more comfortable, not having to wear clothes all the time," she said. She tried to maintain the same careless, 'fuck the world' attitude that she had seconds prior, but the small cracks in her voice revealed that she did care about what I thought of her. She cared surprisingly deeply. "You don't mind it, do you? You've never cared whether I wear clothes or not."

"I don't care," I answered, maybe a little too apathetically. I readjusted myself, then said, "If you want to be naked, then be naked. I like what I see regardless."

"Aw. Is that a compliment, I hear?" Julia laughed.

I smiled. "No, it's just fact. You're beautiful, clothes or no clothes."

'Beautiful' is, obviously, an easy word to say lightly, but I felt it was true: Julia could've been a runway model in another life if she wanted to be one. She was tall, lithe, with wide hips and surprisingly fat breasts given her slim figure. She had golden blonde hair that fell down the length of her back in waves, and her skin was smooth and blemishless—there was not a single inch of her body that couldn't be described as perfect. She was a goddess in every sense of the word, and every time she was stuck in drab, colorless work attire, a crime was being committed. She had a body that desperately needed to be on display, to be exposed for everyone to see—a fact that she herself would be happy to stand by.

One of Julia's hands fucked her clit as the other groped her breast before she spoke again. "I'm sure you have a preference. You can't tell me that you're completely impartial to whether I'm dressed or not."

Obviously, she was right. To be honest I'd prefer if she knocked on my door naked and didn't bring any clothes to my apartment at all. A part of me wondered how she would response to that suggestion. Positively, probably. "I definitely prefer your clothes on the floor," I said. "But I'm not strictly against some lingerie."

"I'd have to come over at another time then, if you want to see me in lingerie. I'm not bringing my good underwear to that shitty job."

That's fine by me, I thought. I don't want to see you in anything at all.

With my glass emptied, I went back into the kitchen to place it in the sink—then returned without ever removing an eye from her. She was edging now, clearly so focused on entertaining her clit that she was having trouble speaking, say anything at all except for moans. "Ah, fuck," she whispered. "Do you have a towel? I'm… I'm close."

It was such a small thing, but like her nudity this was the first time her masturbating was ever explicitly brought to attention. I could tell that it embarrassed her, made her feel even more vulnerable than if she had said nothing at all. Because now I had a chance to respond.

"You're close? What do you mean?"

I was on the verge of chuckling as I said those words. I wasn't usually the kind of guy to act stupid just for the fun of it, but this way, there was no denying it. She had to explain exactly what she was doing.

Julia bit her lip, sweat beading on her forehead, as her wet bald pussy leaked juices down her thighs. "You know what I mean. Don't make me say it."

I raised an eyebrow. "Say what? What ever could you mean, Julia?"

A frustrated groan escaped her lips. "Ugh, you're an asshole. I need a towel because I'm about to cum, okay? You know, so I don't make a mess of your own couch?"

"You're about to cum?"

Julia froze. I had never been to direct with her before. "I—yes. Isn't that obvious? Yes, I'm about to cum. Orgasm. I don't think I need to explain this to you."

"No, you don't," I said. "You really like cumming in front of me, don't you?"

"I—"

A hazy blush filled Julia's cheeks. She had no real response to that, except yes. She absolutely adored masturbating in front of me—if she didn't, it wouldn't have been our dynamic for the past few years. But she also loved something so much more: being teased. Embarrassed, even. An exhibitionist like her just wasn't going to be satisfied unless I tormented her, just a little bit.

"Cum," I said, using a low, masculine tone I'd only adopt in the bedroom. The kind of tone that I usually used with the words good girl. "Enjoy it. I'm really happy that you can just be yourself around me."

Julia bit her lip at that, right as her fingers rubbed her pussy faster and faster and faster—until there was no helping it. She was going to cum, without the towel I was supposed to give her. "I love that I can be myself around you," she said, using the last bit of energy left to her before falling over the edge. "I love that I can just… do whatever I fucking want, and you'll enjoy ever second of it. I love that I can just… ugh…"

I watched, arms crossed, as Julia lost all control over herself. She wasn't exactly the quietest woman during orgasm—she could scream at the top of her lungs sometimes, when she was in the right mood. This time she was, and she exhausted all the breath inside her to make the world know she's cumming. Cumming for me. Cumming naked on my couch, spread eagle, because she's a slutty, exhibitionist whore.

Thankfully, my apartment had thick walls.

Julia's thighs were shivering, her pussy lips twitching and pulsing for what felt like an eternity. She had never orgasmed so powerfully before. My teasing had clearly gotten to her. Oops.

"Fuck… fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck," Julia said softly, lazily resting her head on her shoulder. "God, I don't even want to say anything else right now. 'Fuck' kind of just sums it up. Fuck."

With that, I handed her a fresh folded towel and grinned. "Thanks for the show as usual," I said. "Want something to eat before you go?"

Julia grinned back, although it was clear she was far too exhausted to do anything but shake her head. "Ah, no," she said quietly. "I've already wasted enough of your day, haven't I?"

"Never," I said. "I always enjoy every second with you."

Julia was padding her forehead free of sweat with her towel as she looked up to me. "You're very sweet. Maybe too sweet. But sweet nonetheless."

"I'll take that as a compliment."

The rest of our time together that night proceeded much like every other night, with her getting herself cleaned up and clothed before uneventfully leaving out the front door. We never say much in this time, always because of an air of unspoken tension between us. But this time was slightly different. This time I posed a question for her.

"Do you plan to come over tomorrow?" I asked. It was a stupid question: Julia was so punctual with her visits that barring her being sick from work, she'd be at my door at four o'clock, just as she had been that day. It was as routine for her as breathing or eating. She wouldn't dare miss a chance to expose herself for me. It was the highlight of her day.

Julia, dressed and orderly with her hair brushed to smoothness, just nodded without thinking more of it. "Yeah. I always stop by," she said, eyebrows furrowing. "Should I not tomorrow?"

"No, not at all," I said. "But I was thinking I'd have some friends over. A lot of friends—everyone that'll come by on a short notice."

Julia's eyes lit up. It didn't take long at all for her to figure out what I was suggesting. "I—I don't think your friends would be very happy with me coming over then. I'd be very distracting. A disturbance, even."

"I'll warn them ahead of time," I said, not removing my eyes from her. "I'm sure no-one will mind."

I could tell that Julia's heart was racing. I had never suggested something like this before, the opportunity for her to expose herself in front of an entire audience. I'm sure she thought about it once or twice—what exhibitionist doesn't?—but actually attempting it… Even for her, it would be quite daunting.

But if there was one thing that could be said about Julia, it was that she'd never turn down a challenge. "I'll think about coming by. Maybe. Don't quote me on it," she said as she gave me a wink. "As long as you don't invite anyone I personally know. I'd rather not let my entire circle of friends hear about my—uhm—our activities together, as much as I do enjoy being a slut for you."

I just laughed. It was so cute seeing her shy. "I wouldn't dare. The whole idea is for you to have… well, what's the word? An outlet."

"An 'outlet'? I guess that is a word you can use… Dork."

I smiled. "I'll take that as a compliment. See you tomorrow, Julia. Drive safe for me."

"I always do, don't I?" She said. she came up to me and planted a warm kiss on my cheek before departing. I watched her ass shake as she left. What a woman… I thought. What a fucking woman.


Part Two

It was—obviously—pretty difficult inviting more than a handful of people on less than a twenty four hour notice, especially at a time at the end of a typical work day, but I somehow made it work. Julia's presence was a strong incentive to show. Most of my friends smartly thought I was making it up and messing with them, but I just laughed it off. They didn't need to believe me. They just had to show up at four.

In the end, about five guys arrived, most of them college buddies that I had grown apart from ever since we all graduated. I had hoped for more, but I tried to make do. With my small apartment seven people would make it bursting at the seams already, and with the couch reserved solely for Julia, I knew ahead of time that any more people would lead to a lack of seating. But that was fine. This party wasn't going to last long. An hour was all Julia needed to make the first impression of a lifetime.

"I can't believe you actually have me coming over," my friend Ryan said, rolling his eyes as he stepped into my living room. "You have a woman that comes over, every day, to get naked and masturbate? Come on. Tell me why I'm actually here."

I laughed and laughed as I set down chips and dip on the coffee table in the living room. "Just be patient," I said as I dashed back into the kitchen. Everyone else—including Julia—was going to be here within moments, and I was already running late to some extent. "You think I'd invite you over by lying to you? Nonsense. Just wait until everyone shows up and you'll see what I meant over the phone."

"Sure, sure," Ryan said with an obvious air of indifference as he stuffed his hands in his jeans. If I had been any unluckier, Ryan likely would've left right then and there, his Friday evening already more than wasted. But then Julia was the next to arrive.

Julia's normal routine usually prevented her from wearing more risqué attire, but today she must've changed clothes after getting off of work, because what she was wearing now would have instantly gotten her fired in the workplace. She looked slutty in the most positive sense, her cleavage so exposed, to the point that a hint of her pink areola was showing, that she might as well have showed up topless. She wore fishnet stockings, black boots, a black skirt without panties at all—this was the runway model version of Julia I always imagined in my head. Immediately both Ryan's and my attention glued to her. She was a very hard woman to ignore.

"Hello, boys," she said as she stepped right past us into the living room. "I guess I'm early? I really hope this isn't everyone that's showing up today. I'll be devastated."

Ryan was the first to speak, although since we were both stuttering, neither of what we were about to say mattered much. "I—I surely hope everyone else shows. I'll be devastated, too."

"Would you?" Julia smiled. Her fat, dick sucking lips were hot red, almost the color of flame. Had she done her makeup in the car? No. At this point, my thought was that she skipped out on work entirely. God bless us. "That's very sweet of you. What's your name? I'm Julia."

"It's Ryan," he said sheepishly as he went to shake her hand. He shot me a look as if to say, holy shit, you weren't kidding.

I just smiled. Told you, buddy, I wanted to say. Do you really think that I'm the kind of guy that would lie?

Slowly, over the course of about twenty minutes, the rest of my friends showed up at the front door, each sharing their own concerns that I had wasted their time before Julia would quickly change their tune. She hadn't touched her pussy yet. Hell, none of her clothes were even on the floor. All it took was her gorgeous smile and the devious look in her eyes to make any man wonder.

"Is that all?" Julia whispered, her hand on my shoulder as my friends mingled and shared idle conversation. A nervous blush invaded her cheeks. "How in the world did you get so many people on such a short notice… It's a Thursday, for crying out loud. Am I really that much of a draw?"

"I'd say you are," I said, smiling as I noticed how packed the room was. Seven people wasn't many, of course, and barely qualified as a party by any metric—but it was more than enough people to make a show out of Julia's usual naked antics. I could tell that it excited her, although she seemed jittery and ready to explode from nervousness at any minute. It reminded me of stage fright. She wasn't scared, not one iota. But she was realizing that in just a few short moments, all the attention in the room would quickly and permanently be locked on her.

"You can change your mind if you want to," I said quietly as I took ahold of her wrist, staying her feet. "We didn't really talk about this. Not enough, I mean. If you think it's too much, then…"

"It's not too much."

The gentle smile on Julia's face in response frankly surprised me. Sure, I might've been concerned for no reason, but to see Julia so readily take on this challenge… God, was it something. "I'll do it," she continued. "It's not like I know anyone here, and I know you well enough that you'll make sure they keep their hands off of me. Besides, it'll be fun. I already want to get these clothes off."

I laughed and took a step back, granting her the room to step past me and occupy my couch for herself, and only herself. "Well, then. Nothing's stopping you. Let's get this show on the road."

Like before, Julia came up to me to plant a sweet kiss on my cheek. "Gladly." She turned to Ryan, shot him a look, and said, "Would you like to hold my clothes? I don't think I'll be needing them anymore, if you don't mind."

The man was stunned. He likely still didn't believe me even when Julia walked into the room, dressed slutty or not, but now that she was openly stating she'd plan to undress, there was no denying it anymore. I was telling the truth, and now all he could do was accept it and enjoy the ride. "Uhm, sure, sure," he said as Julia carelessly threw her clothes at him. "Holy—I have to be honest. I can't believe this is actually happening right now."

"I imagine most guys don't, until they see it for themselves," Julia said sweetly, now down to little more than her fishnet stockings and skirt. Her bare breasts hanged freely from her naked chest, her pink nipples already hard to the touch. She had to be wet, so wet that it was trailing down her inner thighs—I knew Julia's body far too well to think she wasn't deeply enjoying this moment. Just like a runway model, all the attention was on her. She had so much power. So much raw, honest control. It must've been intoxicating to her. And why wouldn't it? She was so fucking beautiful that it hurt.

She kept her fishnet stockings on as she laid down on the couch and spread her legs wide. The room instantly went silent. Her cunt was pink and puffy, oozing with wetness, desperate to be fucked by at least someone in the room—had she been edging today before she came over? She never looked like this after a day at work. No, there was no questioning it. She must've tormented her little pussy for hours before she jumped in her car to come over.

Julia turned to me, smiled, then opened her pussy with her fingers, revealing her engorged clit. My cock twitched. Fuck me, I thought. fuck, this girl is a succubus.

It was then that Julia removed the last of her clothes, although I'm sure a few of the men were disappointed to see her fishnet stockings come undone. She pulled each one off, bundled it into a ball, and tossed them to the small crowd before placing her feet back on each armrest. "Normally I get naked at the door and start fucking my pretty pussy straight away, but I'm sure you boys want more of a show than that. Do any of you have any suggestions? I'm listening for ideas…"

What is she thinking? I thought as virtually every man in the room shouted to catch her attention. Toys, anal, fisting—any fetish you could think of was mentioned for her consideration, none of which I assumed she'd ever take seriously. Julia was surprisingly vanilla despite her exhibitionism: out of all the times she masturbated naked in front of me, she did little more than that. And yet…

"I think someone should at least get to fuck me if I'm going to be teasing my pussy," Julia said, her eyes laser focused directly onto mine. My heart stopped, taking a moment to start beating again. I wasn't so stupid to think she never wanted for me to fuck her—but was her plan for me to do it now?

It had to be. There was that fire in her eyes again, that look of temptation that always shone whenever we were alone together. "Julia—"

She extended her arm across the room, pointed directly at my chest before I could get out another word. It was clear she didn't want to entertain the possibility of another man stepping in the way, despite her excited audience. "I think the host should have me. It's only fair. This is his house, after all."

Ryan shot a look at me, in awe that any of this was happening. "Dude. Where did you meet this girl?"

"I have no idea," I muttered as I slowly undid my belt buckle and tossed my belt to the floor. "But I'm grateful to have her. Ryan, mind doing me the favor of keeping this rowdy boys out of my way?"

Ryan looked to the other six men crowding the space—then back at me. "I can try, but I don't know. You might have a stampede forming soon."

I grinned as I stepped from him to meet Julia by the couch. "I'm sure you can handle it. Now excuse me."

Julia was happy to free space on the couch for me to sit next to her. She wrapped her long legs around my waist, pulling me closer, guiding me to her body for me to do whatever I want to it. "You might have to buy a new couch entirely once we're done, and, sorry, I am not footing the bill for it. Sorry, not sorry."

I laughed. "You're a dork. Did I ever happen to tell you that?"

"I'm sure you might've mentioned it once or twice. I probably didn't hear you. It turns out that masturbating can be very distracting."

I looked to her, groped her breasts and felt her hardened nipples in the palms of my hands. "You're distracting. All this time I've never been able to get work done with you around."

"Aww. Poor baby," Julia giggled as she wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me even closer. Around us, the men gathered around and watched on, cheering almost—I did my best to keep my attention focused on Julia. Unlike her, I wasn't quite as comfortable with the limelight.

My cock bulged against her naked thigh, twitching, pulsing, desperate to rip free. Julia noticed, smiling as she ran her hand over my jeans. "I want you to fuck me in front of all your friends. That way they know. So they'll never forget this moment. Never. Not in a million years."

I felt Julia unzip my jeans and pull my cock free, giggling as the veiny shaft leaked precum over her fingers. I wasn't planning to leave my jeans on, but she was as impatient as ever. "God, you're feisty today."

"Let's just say I'm pent up."

The rest of my clothes quickly ended up on the floor as Julia craved for me inside her. My shirt, my jeans, my underwear—each was discarded as carelessly as Julia's clothes when she comes over, finally leaving us both to our own desires. We both did little to acknowledge our audience. We were so focused in on one another, after all this time, that there was nothing we wanted to do more than to fuck.

"Fuck me," she whispered, so quietly that I knew the words were meant only for me. As much as an exhibitionist she was, she still desired some level of privacy. "Just fuck me and fuck me until you're satisfied."

I didn't argue. Something came over me, a raw animalistic urge I had rarely felt before. It had always been difficult to contain myself whenever I was around Julia. Her always naked, always touching herself, always spreading her sweet pussy lips in front of me and playing with her soft petite breasts as if daring me to take her, again and again and again. All this time I had done my best to keep a stupid, but respectful distance. I had absolutely no idea why. I could've just had her. I could've just fucking fucked her, and now I finally had the chance.

Fuck, I was dumb

That realization must've been obvious on my face, because Julia couldn't help but smile wide, biting her lip as she giggled. "I'm glad you finally realized we could've just… done this," she said innocently. "God, I love you, but you're a little bit thick in the skull."

"Oh, shut up and let me fuck you," I said as I took my cock and positioned it between her thick thighs."

"Mhm… yes, sir!"

I smiled. I grabbed my shaft, rubbing the tip of my cock against her fat pussy lips, teasing her entrance for what felt like a lifetime. My plan was to tease her until she started begging, but I simply didn't have the desire to be so patient: I forced myself inside, grabbed her legs and pulled her close so the full length of my shaft fit itself between the walls of her sex. Julia cried out, surprised but excited by my roughness. Did she seriously think I was going to let her tease me without any repercussions whatsoever?

"Fuck… you're so big," she moaned, doing little to keep her voice quiet now. Not that it mattered if my neighbors could hear her, since the commotion from the rest of the room did well to mask the sound. "Fffuuuccckkk—why didn't we do this ages ago? Fuck, I'm actually pissed off now. You could've just fucked me! I couldn't have been more obvious about it, you know!"

"I was trying to be—whatever!" I growled. Around us laughter dominated from that exchange, especially from Ryan, but I ignored it. I groped her breasts, clawed at her thighs, made her mine as I started to thrust in and out. That made her shut up, reduced her to lovely sweet moans each time my cock filled her hole. Surprisingly, she reached forward to hold my hand. I took it, let our fingers intertwine. She always did have a slightly romantic side.

"Fuck fuck fuck," Julia repeated. She couldn't say anything more. Pleasure overtook her, paralyzed her, stole the breath from her until all she could do was hold me on the couch to prevent me from going away. Not that I planned to. Slowly, the world around us shrunk until it was just us, us and this moment, as my thick cock fucked her needy pussy, eager to fill her with its seed. I didn't bother to wear a condom, nor did Julia even care. The happy, exhausted smile across her face was all that I needed to know, that I could cum inside her until it was dripping over my couch.

"We'll cum at the same time," Julia said softly. I nodded, holding her closer in preparation for us both falling over the edge. I could stop myself from cumming for a little awhile longer—obviously by this point I had strong self-control—but Julia was hellbent on torturing me for every second I lasted. I decided not to give her the pleasure. I let go—

And suddenly I collapsed into her arms, shuddering, hot ropes of cum shooting inside her as my friends around us went silent. Julia herself was shivering, her thighs shaking as they closed themselves around my waist. Her mouth was open wide. I leaned forward with the little amount of strength I still had, kissed her passionately on the lips as she noticed my advance. Julia grinned, accepted my kiss and returned one of her own. Good boy, she mouthed.

Despite being utterly exhausted, I still shot her a look, as if to say, You really think you were in control here?

Fuck, maybe she was.

Seconds past before we both realized that we still had people watching us. Julia blinked, then gently lifted my chest from her so she could speak to my friends. "There should be a towel laying around somewhere… oh, dear. I think we both forgot about you all. I hoped each of you enjoyed the show! Hehe."

Unsurprisingly, the men in the room were eager to shout their compliments. Ryan had done his job, making sure that none of them were handsy. Maybe for another time…

Still weak, I lifted myself up from Julia and went to retrieve my clothes, suddenly conscious of being naked in front of my friends. Unlike Julia, wild exhibitionism wasn't quite my forte. I was definitely on the voyeurism side of things.

Of course, I'm sure Julia preferred it that way.

"I'm sure your friends need to actually return to their daily lives now," Julia said, smiling at me as she waved to them. "I was thinking I could stay for a little while longer after they go."

More alone time? I thought. She can't already want round two. We're both spent as it is…

"Sure," I said. "Don't put your clothes on then."

I almost wanted to establish a 'no clothing allowed' policy for her and her only every time she stepped into my apartment right then and there, but knowing Julia, that would just make her more eager to come over. "Pfft. Me? Clothes? You're crazy," she said, sticking her tongue out. "I don't know about you, but my birthday suit is definitely my favorite outfit. It just suits me, you know?"

I laughed. God, what a woman…

It took some pushing, but I finally got the rest of my friends to leave a half an hour later—I commend them for making such a strong headed effort to get Julia's contact information, but thankfully I was the only one Julia wanted to get naked for. When I shut the door, Julia was there still in the living room, naked, happy, a coat of sweat still stuck to her smooth perfect skin.

"Your friends are quite lovely," she said, smiling. "Maybe a little needy… but I can't blame them. I did after all just blue ball them for an hour."

"You're an absolute succubus, is what you are," I said as I handed her a fresh towel. "We probably shouldn't do this again. It was fun, sure… but fucking intense. Every moment of it was just…"

"You're not showing regret, are you?"

I laughed. "Not at all. I loved it. But I think I prefer it when it's just the two of us—alone."

"I think I prefer that too. I like spending time with you. It's the favorite part of my otherwise boring workday."

She stood up, walked her sexy body toward me to plant a loving kiss on my cheek. "You're definitely going to have to break up with your girlfriend now that we've fucked. Sorry, those are the rules. My boyfriend and I are already over."

"Oh, fuck her," I said. To be honest, I didn't think about her whatsoever—I already wanted to break up with her because we had grown apart: now I had a good reason. "I only want you. Just you."

"Oh? Don't get too sappy for me…"

Julia ran a finger over my chest, then let her hand caress my muscled arms before pulling away. It was getting late, as much as I wanted her to stay the night with me.

"I'll see you tomorrow," Julia said, smirking as she went to pick up her clothes. "Same time after work as usual?"

"Absolutely," I said. I paused. "Next time, though, I'm not going to just let you tease me."

Julia smiled. "Oh, love. I've been able to tease you for as long as I want~"

THE END


Naked in the Library: Shy ENF Exhibitionist Misplaces Her Clothes




Chapter One

I breathe in the familiar smell of dusty textbooks and old carpet as I pace through the bookstacks of the campus library, column by column, until I'm certain that nobody else is here except for well-fed silverfish. Okay… Okay, Harper, I think. The coast is clear. Nobody else is around. Maybe we can actually do this?

I turn back—and discover my girlfriend Mia in tow with a wide flirty smile across her face. At this point, virtually every square feet of the library has been covered, but I still can't help but speak in a low whisper, so quiet I may as well just mouth the words and save the effort: "What about here?" I ask tentatively. "Is the lighting okay?"

Mia rolls her eyes. Not to be dismissive or rude. More from a growing (and well-deserved) impatience. "It'll be fine, babe," she says sweetly. She knows I have a soft spot in my sapphic heart for being called her babe. "I'm here right with you, and so is Eleanor. We have your back, and there's not a chance that we'll let anything happen to you. That's a promise, okay?"

I nod weakly. "…Okay," I say.

"Good girl," she says as she caresses my cheek with the palm of her hand. "Now get to stripping!"

I freeze in place, my heart stammering ever so slightly from that one simple, almost innocent, word, stripping. Mia has a directness in her attitude that I've always admired as a shy wallflower, but at a time like this, I wish she had a way of sugar coating things. Sure, it's obvious to the three of us what I plan to do—we've talked about this fantasy of mine for ages enough already in my dorm… but still, does she has to say it outloud?

"You can at least keep your voice down…" I say as my hands fidget as if they had a mind of their own. I turn away and spot Eleanor at the very end of the aisle, keeping watch with one eye out as the other stays glued to her smartphone. Eleanor is Mia's dormmate. I don't particularly know her very well, but she's been familiar with my, uhm, antics ever since she came home early one day while Mia and I were together. I was so petrified, so embarrassed out of my mind to be caught butt ass naked—but Mia promised that Eleanor wasn't a gossip, wasn't the kind of woman to weave a story at our college just for the fun of it. I wasn't really convinced at the time, but it's been long enough now that I think Eleanor has stayed true to that promise. If anything, I know she'll keep her lips sealed about what we plan to do tonight.

What I plan to do tonight.

Naked.

Completely and utterly naked.

Blushing at the realization, I call out to Eleanor in the hopes to distract myself. "Hey. Do you think it's likely any of the faculty show up? Like, let's say, the janitor?"

Eleanor whips her ponytail to the side in order to face me. "Not at this hour," she says simply. I can tell, just from the look she gives me, that she's bored. "Even if they do show, you'll have enough of a warning signal to scurry away. Besides…"

Eleanor points a finger toward the dim yellow lightbulb, one out of many, that is hanging above us from the aged popcorn ceiling. "It's dark here. The most they'll see is a silhouette. They probably won't even think you're naked."

I bite my lip. Not with my body type… I think. Once I lose this bra of mine, my breasts will be bouncing all over the place. Nobody is going to mistake my silhouette for being clothed. They'd have to be blind.

"Still, I'll do my best to keep out of eyeshot, then," I say.

Eleanor nods and returns her attention back to her smartphone. "I wouldn't worry about it either say," she says, head turned away. "Just enjoy yourself."

I'll try… but still. There's a lot of me to be seen…

Unlike Eleanor's simple, plain Jane appearance and Mia's tall, athletic valley girl look, I have a lot more meat on my bones. I'm curvy. I have cellulite, stretch marks, imperfections. The word 'voluptuous' wouldn't even begin to describe me. My large breasts sag and hang from my chest, and my ass is so big that even a tight pair of jeans can't contain them. I also have long, long Godiva-like brown hair that reaches as far down as my upper thighs. Normally, I have it braided or at least tied down into a ponytail—but tonight it's anything but, wild and free like it was always meant to be.

Put simply, I'm not really the kind of woman that should be running around without any clothes on, even though I seem to have formed a habit of doing exactly that… because once I start moving, there's no questioning that parts of my body are going to bounce and jiggle. That poses a lot of difficulties for what I'm about to do now. A lot of what happens next is going to be dependent on making sure that I'm not seen.

The plan is simple, though: explore the library in the nude and have Mia snap photos of me. That's it. I've always wanted to do this ever since I saw women—much more beautiful women than myself—attempt the same challenge online. I was in awe by it, the bravery, the raw courage it takes to abandon all of your clothes and sneak from bookstack to bookstack, hiding spot to hiding spot, in the hopes that nobody lays an eye on you. Sure, it was just porn… really, really hot porn. But it said something to me. It made me want to get out of my metaphorical shell, so to speak. It made me, even in a slightly perverted sense, want to be free.

When I told Mia about it days ago, she was receptive to the idea, because we both knew that the old college library right here on campus would be the perfect place for it. The building is old, old old, built sometime in the 50s and only rarely renovated since they started construction on a new library building in order to replace it. This is the first semester in which the old campus library isn't being used by students because the new building is just about done. That meant, for a public place, it's surprisingly private, although campus security sometimes patrols the bookstacks to kick out young couples wanting to have sex.

But thankfully (or maybe regretfully from Mia's perspective) I don't plan to have sex today. I only want to… well, how about we call it letting out some steam? Have some naughty naked fun with my girlfriend before the public nudity opportunity of a lifetime slips past my fingers. In the new few days, once the semester is over, they plan to demolish the old library to the ground. This is the last chance I have to make this fantasy come true, as silly as this all sounds.

I turn to Mia, smile—then get to work on removing the clothes I have on. I dressed lightly for the occasion, wearing only what I thought was the easiest (and quickest) to remove and put on. A pastel yellow sundress, dotted with colorful flowers, covers my chest and waist, while a pair of basic flip flops protect my feet. And that's it. Mia devilishly wouldn't allow me to bring anything else. In her own words, "You'll feel more naked the less you bring along, babe. You should bring the absolute bare minimum. I'd make you walk to the library in the buff if I could."

I had blushed at that remark… because it was absolutely true. If she could, Mia would prance me around butt naked in public. And I love her for that, as much as it happens to embarrass me. I'd let her do it in a heartbeat.

With that naughty thought on my mind, I pull my sundress over my belly, chest, and shoulders—then roll it into a neat ball and toss it over to her. Next come my flip flops, which I kick off and toss to Mia without difficulty. It takes a moment for the vulnerable, addicting feeling of nudity to overcome me. I've been naked enough, both for fun and as, uhm, a nudist, that the sensation of exposure isn't immediate, but it's there, as soon as the cool library air caresses the empty space between my thick thighs. My breathing grows weaker, and my heart pumps blood just a beat faster. When Mia and I lock eyes again, that alone makes all the hairs on my naked body rise.

That's it. I did it, I think as I smile to her. I'm really butt naked in a library for the very first time. Wow.

Mia, after she's tucked my clothes in her purse, comes up to embrace me. "There you go. That wasn't so hard, was it?" She giggled as she brushes my hair away from my eyes. "I'll follow you. You just go where you want to and I'll say when I want you to pose."

I dart an eye toward Eleanor. Before, I didn't care if she stayed glued to her smartphone or not—I was still presentable aside from my hard nipples poking through my sundress. But now? I wish she would be a little more attentive.

"Ignore her," Mia says softly, noticing how nervous and flustered I must be when she touches my arm. "Right now it's just me and you. So go. Have fun, naked girl."

I grin through the heavy pink blush on my cheeks. I take a deep breath—then exhale, brushing away all the built up nervous tension my body has stored. I may be completely naked, but I have Mia here to protect me, and as long as we're together, there's no chance I'll be caught red-handed. I just know it.

With that, I step past Mia, plant a loving kiss on her lips, then strut my stuff through the bookstacks as the full moon shines through the library windows. Okay! I think, my heart racing and racing until there's no hope of calming it back down. It's go time. Let's run around naked!


Chapter Two

Step by step, little by little, I explore the secluded college library to my heart's content as I wear only my smile. I make sure to not take any sensation for granted: the cool, old carpet against my smooth soles, the air conditioned wind making love to my skin, the way the dim yellow light transforms my skin into the glittering color of gold—every detail makes me feel so beautiful in a way I've never felt before. As I rush out of the bookstacks and into a wide open space populated with round tables for studying, I feel my brown hair flow behind me. I spin around once—then stop in place, giggling as my balance wobbles and my breasts bounce up and down.

"God, this is amazing, Mia!" I say, not even attempting to keep my voice at bay. I want to yell at the top of my lungs, throw all caution to the wind just as I had done with my clothes. I wanted to be free. I wanted to be, well, naked!

I turn around dizzily to find Mia snapping photos of me with her smartphone. Neither of us are professional photographers—or even the kind of women to post selfies regularly on Instagram—but I trust that whatever she snaps now I'll treasure for the rest of my life. "It's cute how riled up you are," Mia says with a smirk, her smartphone held up with both hands, obscuring a part of her expression. "How about you take a seat at one of the tables? Strike a few sexy poses there."

"Got it." I nod. All of the tables at this part of the library are pretty old, scratched up, and blemished with old gum and pen markings, but knowing I'll be taking a hot shower later, I don't mind getting dirty for the moment. I pull out one of the seats, sit down, then prop up my legs and cross them as I smile at the camera. The bottom of the seat and the back rest are icy cold against my skin, but I resist the urge to grimace. Yeah, who knew that clothing could actually be beneficial? I think as I strike a flirty pose for Mia, waving my hand as I bat my eyelashes. You don't freeze to death if you wear them. What a shocker.

With that in mind, my next few poses have me standing, focusing on putting my round ass on display. My ass, if I may be a little self-indulgent, has to be my best feature. It's so spankable that even the slightest slap leaves a hand print, and it always jiggles and bounces around if anyone tries to grope it—I should know since Mia spanks my butt at virtually every opportune moment we're together, in private and in public. So, because she loves it so much, I do my best to make my bubbly cheeks look the best for her, spreading my legs enough that my pussy lips are visible between my thighs.

I can tell, just from the momentary pause in Mia's breathing, that I've succeeded in disrupting her attention. "Now you're just trying to show off," Mia says as she snaps photo after photo, each at slightly different angles, making sure that not a single detail is missed. "Are you wet?"

I blush at how blunt that question is—but respond candidly. "Obviously." I don't act on the growing heat between my thighs, but I can't lie and say I'm not aroused. How can I not be? Especially here, where I'm effectively in the spotlight…

"Good. Embrace it. Enjoy it," Mia says, directing me like a photographer would to his nude model. "Let all that excitement build. It'll make for a better photo."

I laugh. "You're just saying that because I'll be an animal in bed later."

Mia doesn't hesitate. "You better be."

I smile. "Enough ass pics for now?" I ask, changing poses, this time to accentuate my love handles, the one feature of my body I have the strongest love-hate relationship with.

Mia nods, taking a few steps closer for the next round of shots. "Sure. Let's grab some books from the shelves, take a few pics with you reading casually."

"Oh? That's so artsy of you," I say.

Mia just smiles. "You'll appreciate it later, babe. I have an eye for these sorts of things."

After a short detour by Mia to retrieve whatever books she can find from the shelves, I keep posing for her as Eleanor, far in the background, peruses through the library herself for something to read. A stack of what I think are novels rests on the floor by her feet. She's the only true bookworm out of the three of us. Chances are she only came along on this journey for the reading material. It's a little odd, admittedly, how she can just go about her day when a naked chick is running around, but then again, I'm the naked chick in this scenario, so I'm not the one to be talking about what's odd or not. Still, it's weird!

I press my breasts together and stick my tongue out for Mia's smartphone as Eleanor comes out of the woodworks with the stack of books in her arms. "I'll be going now, Mia," she says blankly, no emotion at all, as she for a split second eyes my bare breasts. Somehow, that look makes me feel more naked than ever. "I haven't heard a thing all this time. I think you two will be fine for twenty or so minutes. Then you should probably get going. Sooner or later one of the janitors is going to show up to make his rounds."

Mia nods. "Twenty minutes is all we need. Thanks for the help, El. I'll see you back at the dorm."

"You, too." She turns to me and acknowledges my very naked presence. "See you, Harper."

I'm left blushing and surprisingly vulnerable when Eleanor disappears past the bookstacks. I look to Mia. "Uhm…"

"Oh, don't you worry about her," Mia says to comfort me. She places her purse on the table next to her, comes to me and lays a much needed hand on my shoulder. "She's teasing you. She knows she'll get a reaction this way."

I look up to her and enjoy the beauty of my girlfriend's soft blue eyes. "You think so? She seems so serious all the time," I say. "We need to get her to loosen up."

Mia smirks. "Get her to run around naked too?"

I think on it. Two naked girls are better than one, but then I'd have to share the spotlight. "Hmm. It's an idea…"

We both laugh and laugh, amused to even think about stern, humorless Eleanor revealing even a hint of skin. Mia takes my hand, and I take hers, and we meld into a passionate embrace that lasts for as long as we want it to last. It would be so wrong for us to fool around here… but I'm naked already, and with the warm, sticky wetness gluing my thighs together, what would be the use in denying such a perfect opportunity? When I look into Mia's eyes, it's clear the same temptation is brewing in her head too. A temptation neither of us are strong enough to refuse outright.

My lips gently part, as do hers. We each lean closer and closer, her hair falling over my shoulders, and as our electrifying kiss ignites—

"Harper! Mia!"

We whip our heads to the side to find Eleanor running at full speed toward us, having completely abandoned the stacks of books she had with her just a moment prior. Far behind her I can spot bright flashlight beams poking through the bookstacks, coming in through the windows. My eyes widen, and my heart gives out.

The next few words that Eleanor yells are the ones I never want to hear again: "Campus security! Get out of here—now!"

Suddenly Mia lets go of my hand, and I discover her stumbling onto her feet as I stay there, sitting on the chair, utterly paralyzed. I blink nervously, the short few milliseconds with my eyes shut feeling like an eternity. Before I have a chance to move, Mia is gone, having disappeared behind the bookcases well beyond my line of sight. Eleanor, too, has scattered into places unknown. Seconds pass as the flashlights draw closer and closer. I—I have to move. What am I doing? Come on, think, Harper! I have to move my naked butt right now!

It's only after I jump out of my skin and do my best to reorient myself that I realize it.

I'm naked.

I'm completely butt fucking NAKED!

And Mia is running away from me while still carrying every single stitch of my clothes!


Chapter Three

My body wasn't exactly built for running. It was built for a lot of things: eating way too much food, bouncing up and down, facesitting, maybe—but running has never been a skill I would attribute to myself. I'm naturally clumsy, for one thing, but I also just don't have the energy for it. All it takes is a short five minute sprint to have me begging to be put out my misery. The muscles in my thighs burn. My lungs shrink in size until they can no longer process air. My entire body fails me, and I always—always—sweat like a pig. It isn't pretty.

But you get the point. Me? A runner? Haha, that's really funny! No. And here's the thing, the extremely crucial detail that I am neglecting to mention: that's with clothing on.

Without them? Oh, God.

I do my best to follow Mia through the dimly lit library with the little amount of grace I have, but without socks or shoes I lose my footing almost instantly as I pick up speed. I stumble, collapse on my knees, then scramble to get back up as quickly as I can. Just to be clear on this specific detail, do you know how hard it is to run when you have breasts the size that I do? With a sports bra on, it's somewhat manageable, but without them I have to use both of my hands to stop them from bouncing all over the place. Without my arms at my sides, my balance is compromised, and there's absolutely nothing I can do to fix it.

Before long Mia is gone as I'm stuck behind eating her dust. "Wait! I—"

Oh, it's pointless. Thinking quickly, I duck into another row of bookcases and fall to the ground, hoping to curl myself into the tiniest ball I can. Thankfully, campus security has three college students to track, and they've picked the clothed ones: after a few moments the flashlight beams are nowhere to be seen, along with their accompanying footfalls. At the same time however…

Mia and Eleanor are gone, too. With every single stitch of clothing I brought here tonight. In case it isn't abundantly obvious: I don't have a backup plan. I'm just… naked.

My heart races at that realization. Wow. You're really butt naked now, I think, sweat beading on my forehead and temple, as I lean back and allow myself a moment to rest against the bookshelf. Have you ever been this naked before? Like… you're not just naked now, Harper. You're naked naked. It's as if clothing doesn't even exist for you right now. They're as good as gone.

I shake my head at myself, dispelling my inner thought demon that seems hellbent on torturing me. No, my clothing isn't gone yet—I just need to catch up with Mia before I get into any trouble. She isn't likely to abandon me: she is my girlfriend, after all. But now we're split up, and it's going to be increasingly harder for us to reunite the more seconds pass. If I had my phone, it'd be another story. But…

Well, do you see me having pockets right now? No? Exactly.

Slowly, once I convince myself that I hear absolutely nothing that would suggest human activity, I rise to my feet and draw in a deep breath. I feel naked. For the first time that word hits me like a train. I have absolutely nothing with me. Nada. Zilch. And it's…

Freeing. More so than how it felt when I was with Mia and Eleanor. Back then I still had a carefully constructed safety net underneath me. I had my friends. My clothes were nowhere far. I was exploring my fantasies, but I was never truly vulnerable. What does it say about me that I'm more turned on now than when I was before?

Stop it, Harper, I think as I take a few tentative steps out of the safety of the bookcases. You are the world's most overthinker. Now go find your girlfriend!

I bite my lip, placing an arm over my breasts in preparation for running if I need to. My heart rumbles inside my chest, gently tapping my arm beat by beat. Mia has to be looking for me by now, and I haven't strayed far. Would it be better if I just wait? It wouldn't—

Noises. Voices. Footsteps drawing closer and closer until I feel a shiver caress my skin. Goosebumps rise in response. Oh God. Oh God, oh God!

"Hah! I can't believe they fell for that," a high pitched voice says, girly in tone, surprisingly young-sounding for someone supposed to be a security guard.

"You think they're gone?" another voice asks. Another feminine voice unmistakably college aged. I may be in my birthday suit, but I'm not completely without intelligence: these are just other students on campus, same as Eleanor, Mia, and I, probably just playing a prank or something.

I don't know why, but that makes my nudity all the more worse. So, so much worse.

"I don't think so," the first voice replies. "I saw three silhouettes. But I only saw two of them run away."

"Maybe you lost track of them."

I stand there, stunned, pushing my back against the bookcase next to me and holding a hand over my mouth, afraid I'll scream from shock and alert them to my very naked presence. I look both ways down the aisle, but it's clear that Mia is nowhere to be found. Or Eleanor, for that matter. I'm stuck. I'm naked and I'm stuck. Did I mention I'm completely and utterly butt naked yet? I feel like that is a detail I need to keep reiterating. I don't want you to forget about my state of attire. Or un-attire, at this point.

I sigh and lightly slap myself over the cheek, returning my hand back to its rightful position of covering my chest. I go back to listening for the two's voices.

"Lose track of them? Me?" the first voice says. "No way. I'm a master huntsman. Or huntswoman."

"If you say so, Britney."

I can't see their faces or bodies through the bookshelves (the books are blocking too much of the other side), but it's clear enough that they're too close for comfort. I don't bother to listen to the rest of the conversation. Having pinpointed the direction of their voices, I sneak away, making it to the far end of the aisle before the open-endedness of the library daunts me. I can't just go anywhere… I need to find Mia, not wander around and get lost even further. I—

"Hey! What are you doing?"

I eep!

…But when I spin around, arms shielding my breasts and pussy, there's no one at the end of the aisle. The first woman's voice is obviously talking to me… but they're…

I blink and realize they must just barely see me through a crevice in the bookshelves. I lower my head, leaning in a way where my body is out of eyeshot, and suddenly lock eyes with a woman's gaze. The relative darkness of the library is helping matters. Even if they can see my body, they're not getting the best lighting to detect skin from clothing.

"Sorry, sorry," I say, blushing so hot. I can't believe I'm doing this. I'm talking to an unknown college student and I'm butt naked. What am I supposed to even say? Why am I paralyzed and not sprinting away the moment the woman acknowledged I was here? I need to go! Now!

But… I can't. I can't risk having these two women catch sight of me. I have to disarm the conversation somehow and get these two to leave. But how?

In the milliseconds that pass, I collect all the information I have in my head and try to analyze it before I say another word. Okay. We're in the decrepit, almost abandoned library on campus. No college students should be here. The ones that are are couples or clothing impaired girls like me. If these two are flashing their smartphones around pretending to be security guards (it's unlikely that Eleanor would've purposefully lied to Mia and I about their identities), then… they're just pranksters. That's the most likely answer.

But how far do they plan to take a prank? Especially if they find out I'm naked…

"I was just, uhm," I start, already stumbling over the few words I mutter. I hold my breasts closer, shut my legs as tightly as I can. "Looking for something to read! That's it. I'm a big bookworm."

The college girl on the other end of the bookcase can't help but laugh. It's not particularly maniacal, although it is dismissive in tone. "You do know you're supposed to check out the new library, right?" she asks.

"I—" I bite my lip. "There's always a lot of students there, and I like my privacy, so…"

And maybe, just maybe… I wanted to run around naked without being seen…

"Well, sorry for the scare! Hehe," the girl says. "We were just having some fun. Weren't we, Jess?"

"Yup, messing with people late in the night. Yeah. We clearly have nothing better to do."

This has to be the awkwardest conversation ever, I think as I impatiently tap my foot. Nervous sweat is dripping down my temple. My heart, if it wasn't beating fast enough already, is pumping so hard I may just faint and collapse on the floor. On the bottom shelve on the nearest bookshelf, there are big wide heavy textbooks I could use to cover myself with… but even motioning for them is too risky. And that's ignoring the fact that I could barely run in the first place. If I tried to carry textbooks with me while streaking, I'd surely and clumsily fall over.

I'm naked I'm naked I'm so, so naked, my brain repeats, again and again, as if it has nothing better to think about right now. If only my mind was this concerned about my nudity when I gave my clothes to Mia. Or, better yet, when I left the dorm in absolutely nothing but a sundress and a pair of flip flops. What was I thinking? Well, that's obvious. Back then you wanted to be naked, Harper. Now you got your wish!

I grit my teeth and take a step back. I'm just going to have to book it. Run as fast as I humanly can until I can regroup with Mia and El. It's not the most elegant plan, nor is it the most practical one. But it's simple and easy to follow.

"Um, yeah!" I say to my new unseen friend, my face hot and red, as I prepare myself for the sprint of my life. "I totally get it. Just a silly little prank, right?"

"Exactly. You get it!"

"Yeah! Yeah…" I trail off. My voice is caught in my throat. My mind is focused on something else now: the ever reoccurring realization that I'm naked. I'm so naked. I'm so, so naked!

I run. I don't bother coming up with a good excuse for leaving abruptly. I just go, my bare footfalls slapping against the cool carpet floor as I escape from the safety of the bookstacks. From the other side of the bookshelf, I'm not sure what the two college students see. My hope is that all they get a glimpse of is a nondescript, skin-colored blur, with as little jiggle as possible.

Okay. Mia! Where's Mia! I think as my thighs clap incessantly. I'm not being subtle at all anymore. Any plan of sneaking my way out of the library at this point has been clearly and permanently abandoned. In fact, it's even worse than that: even without shoes I'm stomping loudly on the ground, alerting the two students that I'm running away. I can't let them chase me, even if they think I'm dressed. I have to create distance. But how?

I turn a corner down another aisle of bookstacks, then dash into another, zigzagging through the library as if it is a makeshift maze. Before long I'm utterly lost without any idea of where I might be—or where my girlfriend might be, either. I stop and allow myself a moment to breath, holding myself up with my arm on a shelf next to me, letting my breasts hang from my chest. This is a day you're never going to forget, aren't you? I think, tired and sweaty and embarrassed beyond belief. At least they didn't see you. They might think you're crazy now. But they at least don't think you're a crazed nudist.

Once my breathing relaxes, I listen for any sounds that might be coming from those two: there's nothing close, although I can hear exasperated conversation back where I had left them. That's a good sign at least. Hopefully they find someone else to bother, someone that is far,  far away from me.

I take another deep breath—then allow myself a moment to finally focus. I'm not out of danger yet, but letting myself plan out a strategy is not a critical waste of time.

My best bet is escape the library completely—all the way outside. The thought makes me shiver… I'm exposed enough as it is. But I'll have a better chance of meeting up with Mia if I can see her from afar. Here, surrounded by bookcases, she could be the next row over and I wouldn't notice her at all.

Ugh… I think. How did I get in this mess?

Obviously, that's a question I know the answer to. After all, it was my choice to do it in the first place. The only person that got me naked was me, myself, and I—nobody else. Mia can share the blame for forgetting that my clothes were in her purse, but she wasn't the one who suggested I strut my stuff in my most natural state in the old college library.

I breathe in and out, surprised that even as I stand here, so anxious I can barely focus, I'm still noticeably aroused. I've tried, admittedly, not to acknowledge it, that is the wetness leaking down my thighs. But now I can't ignore it. Not anymore, especially when I'm alone for the first time this night.

Okay, I'm not alone alone. But for all intents and purposes, I now have a kind of privacy I didn't when Mia and Eleanor were around.

I allow myself a moment to touch myself, finding my fingers return slippery wet with juices when I'm done. I almost can't believe how wet I am, how much I'm enjoying this adventure even though I'm on the brink of being branded the butt naked nudist girl all across campus. Do I just… like being embarrassed? Is that it?

As a test, I imagine myself being caught masturbating naked. My Mia, by Eleanor, by the two friends that were so, so close to catching me. I even imagine one of my professors catching me, although I'd never be attracted to any of them in normal circumstances. The thought is… intense, to say the least, and all but confirms my theory. I do enjoy this. It's hot.

"Fuck," I say. The word comes out like a whip of flame. This is not a realization I'm quite prepared to resolve. I'm still naked. I can't masturbate here. But I want to. I want to see how far I can push my luck…

"Where did that girl go? I was just talking to her and she vanished!"

I freeze, instantly recognize the faraway voice—then pulls my hands away from my legs. Okay! I've succeeded pushing my luck. My luck has been pushed. I'm happy! Let's get out of here now, Harper! Now!

So, I leave the comfort of the bookcases once and for all, walking with my arms over my breasts and pussy as I aim straight for the front entrance. This has to be the craziest thing I've ever done, walking past the lobby-esque area where the librarian's desk would be, as if nothing was amiss, but I have to leave now to get ahead of the two pranksters behind me. Thankfully the lighting in this section of the library is so weak and dim that not even the moonlight beaming in from the windows can reveal me outright. For the first time, the shadows cover my skin as if they are clothes.

…But when I step outside into the cool, brisk air, that feeling of protection instantly dissipates, and the feeling of my exposure grows only more omnipresent. If you can believe it, no, I haven't actually streaked around outside. This is the first time. Another first in a night of firsts.

I breathe out, and the air materializes as mist as it expands. If I don't start moving my butt again there's no question I'll be freezing from the cold. But where do I go? I know where the dorms are, and I know where Mia's car is in the parking lot, but there's a fat chance of me making it to either destination without being seen. Maybe—

"Harper."

I jump out of my skin and instantly flip around—only to find my lips making contact with a familiar mouth I've missed all this long. I freeze, and then allow my body to rest. Mia. Sweet, sweet Mia, still carrying her purse and presumably all the clothes we put inside it. "Oh my—Mia," I say breathlessly as our kiss ends and she slowly pulls away. "El and I were looking everywhere for you!"

"I tried to follow you!" I say as I let go. Immediately I snatch her purse and take out my sundress and flip flops, which, thankfully, are still safe and secure. I put them on quickly, grateful that I planned at least one thing well tonight by only bringing clothes that are easy to put back on. "Ugh, that's so much better. I mean, we both know I like being, you know."

"In the buff? Au naturel? In your most natural state? Synonyms?"

Mia laughs boisterously as I roll my eyes. "Yes, any of those," I say, feigning annoyance. "Point is, it's fun, but not for as long as that!"

"It's a good thing I came across you then," Mia says, taking my hand to lead me back to the dorms. Now we just look like any other innocent couple taking a walk across the campus grounds. Danger has finally be averted. "What would you have done if I hadn't found you? Kept streaking?"

"I would've… Oh, I have no idea. I don't even want to think about the possibilities. I'm never doing this again! Never. Never! I've had my fill. No more naked antics for me."

"Oh, I'm sure you won't, naked girl," Mia says sarcastically. She gives me a look, kisses my cheek softly, clearly happy to have me by her side once again, even if I'm clothed now. "Knowing you, after everything we've been through? I'm sure you would've been perfectly happy to keep running around campus with no clothes at all~"

THE END
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Chapter One

To be completely honest with you, I don't really know how I got my powers. One day it just… happened to me, and ever since then I've been able to stop time.

There was nothing particularly unusual about that day. I was on my college campus, hurriedly walking to one of my classes after waking up late for an exam. I had to make it there, because otherwise I'd have no choice but to drop the class for good—my grades were bad enough as it is without me sleeping all day. I looked like a mess as I ran through the halls, what with my bed head and without any makeup on my face. I wasn't even wearing a bra, and for a large-chested girl like me, that alone would've attracted a lot of the attention from the opposite sex, and, more likely than not, some unapproving looks from my old, decidedly male professor.

I didn't care. I just needed to make it to the class. I could worry about my attire later once my butt was in one of the seats.

But, as it turns out, well… I was a little less dressed than even that. I usually sleep in just a t-shirt and panties, but when it was very hot—as it was that day—I usually ditched the t-shirt so I wouldn't suffer heatstroke in the California heat. With that in mind… well, you're a smart guy. I'm sure you already know where this is going!

I woke up groggily so fast to my alarm that I didn't have to think: I had to put my shoes on and get out of the door, NOW! It didn't matter that I wasn't decent. It didn't matter that I only had a pair of thin pink panties on. My half-asleep brain didn't seem to realize the importance of any of that.

No, my brain definitely thought showing up to class—during an exam—in just a pair of flip flops and panties was somehow a good idea.

…Oh my God, I thought as I looked down at myself, watching my heavy breasts hang from my chest as the cool, indoor air of the campus interior caressed my smooth skin. I wasn't in the class yet where everybody could see me; thankfully, I had noticed my predicament just one hall away. But that didn't mean that literally everyone I ran across on my way to the class didn't see me. No, dozens of people did… in awe at the plump half-naked girl rushing to get to class with her bare breasts bouncing around. How in the hell didn't I notice? I ran across an entire group of guys gawking at me, taking out their smartphones to catch a glimpse of me—was I that blind?!

I wanted to scream. I was practically naked in public, and I had an exam to do, now. I didn't have time to put clothes on. I didn't have time for anything!

But then… the air went mysteriously still. I almost didn't notice it at first, all the sounds suddenly growing quiet. Before I could hear the commotion through the walls of neighboring classrooms, the sound of graphite scratching against paper, but then there was none of that. For a small moment… all I could hear was my own hectic breathing and the pounding of my heart against my naked chest.

I turned the corner, holding my breasts closely with both hands (they were FAR too big to try shielding them with just one…) only to spot a group of college students right at the door to my class, positioned in such a way as if they were about to talk into the room. One student had his leg lifted from the ground, as if about to move, but seconds passed and he remained there frozen like a statue. The rest of his comrades were the same, mouths opened as if talking loudly, gesturing to make a point that I couldn't hear. It was odd, to say the least. Not as odd as the half-naked girl running around, but still!

Today is going to be really weird, isn't it? I thought as I built the courage to come a little closer. People had already seen me (and either way I still needed to head to call), so I didn't see the harm in walking up to inspect the scene a little further. Up close, the image of the group was even weirder than it was down the hall. I thought that they might have been wax figurines or something to that caliber. Not real flesh and blood people.

"I can't believe it," I said softly, looking up to a guy's eyes as he 'talked' to the friend beside him. "Hello? Can you hear me?"

Silence. But it was more than that: my voice sounded off, like I was speaking, but my voice was muffled and not at all decipherable. As if I were trying to speak underwater.

"Okay… so it turns out, if you go to college naked, time stops. That's cool," I said, rolling my eyes for talking to myself. "That's definitely something that is supposed to happen…"

I stepped into the class and saw a familiar scene. Butts were in many of the seats, but everyone was frozen solid. The professor was seated quietly at his desk, but made no movement at all when I opened the door. In fact, even opening the door suggested something was wrong: there was no weight to me moving it. Normally a door tends to have a mind of its own, responding to the strength of the air surrounding it: you know what I'm talking about if you ever shut a door and hear it slam unexpectedly because a gust of wind pushed against it.

I knew something was wrong now. Time was stopped. Dead still, with absolutely no life to be found.

I stepped further in the front of the class, looked on at the rows of students positioned in their seats. A part of me hoped that I was dreaming. I mean, yeah, obviously: I had my tits out and if time hadn't stopped, my only choice was to take my exam exposed. But this was different. Time was stopped! How was I supposed to—you know—make it unstop?

Then it unstopped. It was as simple as that: simply thinking about making it resume course was enough to make it all work again. One by one, the class woke up. The professor sitting behind me sniffled and adjusted his glasses. And then eyes glued on my body, confused, completely in shock about what they were seeing.

It took a moment to realize that, yes, I could be perceived. Oh. Oh no. No! No, that was a bad idea! Time, please stop again! Stop!

I froze. Beads of sweat formed at my temples. My nipples grew hard. If I didn't feel like I was naked before—I was now. Very, very naked! So, so, naked! I had panties on but they definitely did not feel like enough! Ah!

I was in the process of shielding my breasts with a hot red blush on my face when the room went quiet once again. I breathed a sigh of relief, then rolled my eyes. Did anyone see that? Surely, they must've… but with only seconds to capture an image of me, I doubted that anyone had a clear look at my face. That was good.

I mean, my breasts were so huge that they alone could identify me… But I pushed that thought aside and used my newfound powers for some good: running back to the dorm room to get a t-shirt, at the very least!

I was giggling, honestly, as I ran as fast as I could through the still hallways and motionless packs of people to get to my clothes. It felt like I was streaking with no consequences. I basically was!

Ten minutes later (in my perspective, at least…) I was back in the class, fully dressed with a relaxed smile on my face as I sat down at my seat. I had everything I needed, and now all the time in the world. Although I couldn't use my smartphone while time was stopped to cheat on the exam, I could do a whole sort of other things with my powers.

I looked around as the class begun. No one mentioned the sight of the half-naked girl they experienced in the far front of the room. If they had seen it, chances are they thought it was just a brief hallucination. A ghost.

I giggled under my breath. It turns out you can have a lot of fun when you have godlike powers.

After that day, I decided to experiment with what I could get away with.

Like, let's say… no longer wearing clothes out in public.


Chapter Two

I honestly don't know what prompted me to consider it, actually going out naked with no clothes at all simply because I could now stop time. I wasn't an exhibitionist, at least consciously. I wasn't the kind of girl to make a spectacle of herself. But now that I had the freedom to explore the world to my heart's content, well… it just felt like it'd be fun.

Naked. But fun.

Slowly, I snuck out of my dorm room and stopped time before heading down the stairwell to the bottom floor. Almost instantly did I run into fellow students—still as statues—completely oblivious to the nudist girl sneaking past them. I decided to bring nothing with me, not even shoes. I figured as long as my time powers help up, if I did need clothes, I could just run into a thrift shop somewhere and get dressed. When time's not a factor just about anything is possible.

It was so unbelievable. I was just out there, right in broad daylight, absolutely swarmed by people… and they couldn't do a thing. I spun around, letting my breasts swing freely from my chest as I danced through the crowd. I bounced up and down, swung from side to side. I slapped my bubbly ass and giggled as the sound, even muffled, echoed for miles. I was naked! Don't lie and say you wouldn't do something like this if you could. Because trust me, is it freeing.

I did a lot of exploring that day, visiting my favorite shops and restaurants to take a look in employee reserved spaces I'd never see without being able to stop time. Sure, I was naked and absolutely loving the faux feeling of been seen, but I was also just plainly curious. After about an hour of waltzing through my favorite mall, I took a break at sat down on the edge of a water fountain in the center of the mall.

I spread my legs, enjoyed my drooling pussy until I was satisfied. I didn't dare risk actually unstopping time like I had accidentally done in front of my class. No, I wasn't quite ready for that, yet. I just soaked in the bliss of being able to do whatever I wanted, naked, petting my pussy and groping my breasts, naked, knowing that I could always get away and find clothes if needed. But, of course, that was never necessary. When time itself is stopped in its tracks… who can possibly do anything to bother you? Right?

…Right?

Haha, yeah… I wish…

Because that's when I locked eyes with a mysterious woman standing directly in front of me.

"Having fun over there, naked girl?"

Oh, God. I nearly jumped out of my skin (it's not like I had clothes to get out of), then threw my arms over myself to cover what little modesty I still had left at this point. I was nearing orgasm. My legs were still wobbly and weak. A thin sheen of sweat covered my entire body from all the walking I had done. I was such a mess and I was naked and I had no clothes!

So, frankly, I wasn't particularly ready for any kind of conversation with this person. I just looked at her, doe-eyed, as I struggled to find the words to explain myself. "Uhm…" I said, trailing off. "Hello. So… you can stop time, too?"

The woman nodded as she smiled confidently. She was—quite obviously—better dressed than I was in tight, form fitting blue jeans, a black tank top, and boots. Her long raven black hair was done up in a pony tail, and she was gorgeous, with this perfect hourglass shape that accentuated her hips and modest bust. She looked about as old as me, early twenties, maybe mid twenties—I didn't have to guess for me to realize she went to the same college that I went to. After all, something must've went amok there for us both to stop time.

It was clear, however, that we had massively different ideas on how to exploit that power…

"Oh, me?" she said as she laughingly pointed to her chest. "Yep! I can stop time, too. For the past couple of days actually, and I have no idea why. I've been looking everywhere hoping to meet someone that had the same problem happening to them… you were quite easy to notice, all things considering."

I blushed as I kept my arms firmly over my chest. For the first time, I really felt naked. Really, really, really naked. "I, uhm… don't have clothes with me. They're all the way back in my dorm, like, five miles away. So… I hope you don't mind if I stay like this."

The woman just laughed sweetly, though she didn't turn away. Her eyes remained laser focused on me. "I figured! You're okay. Although I can't help but wonder why you didn't think to consider bringing some backup clothes. It's not as if we know how long this power is going to last. It could just… end at any moment. You know that, right?"

I gulped. I honestly hadn't considered the possibility of my time stoppage powers being taken away from me. I thought I'd have them forever. So I could be naked. Forever.

As if to add to her point, the woman snapped her fingers, resuming time and all the commotion around us.

I blinked and immediately stopped my bare foot. "What—What are you doing! I'm naked! Stop!"

Nothing, however, prevented me from stopping it back again, so thus time obeyed me without complaint. That was good, at least. We both were on equal footing—except for the fact, you know, that she had shoes on and clothes and all I had to wear was my uneasy, bashful smile and the nervous layer of sweat over my skin.

Most importantly though, she could tell me what this time power actually came from. Hopefully, at least.

I stood up, still covering the most intimate parts of my body as I looked at her. "So you can stop time, too. Great. Thanks for showing me. That's good to know," I said, obviously dripping sarcasm over each and every word. "Do you know how this all happened? Like, it can't just be an accident, right?"

"I have no idea, sis," the woman said as she planted hands on hips, somehow bored that I'd even ask such a question. It was clear she much preferred laughing at my expense instead. "But I sure as hell don't want it to go away any time soon. Nor do you, I imagine, given your, ah, unusual attire."

I blushed. The large department store a short walk away from where we were standing seemed very appealing now. All those clothes would look good on me right now. Any kind of clothes. A shopping bag would be okay, too. Honestly anything at this point.

The woman stuck out her hand. "I'm Ashley, by the way. I figure we probably should be on a first name basis while we figure out what the hell is happening."

Oh sure, I definitely want to be on a first name basis with someone I go to college with, I thought. I definitely want all my classmates to know I'm some crazed nudist!

Regardless, I bit my lip and extended my hand, exposing my right breasts for a moment as we shook. "I'm Charlotte. I'll… I'm going to run up to the department store, get some clothes on. I'll see you here in a second."

Ashley rose an eyebrow and smirked. A devious, excited look. "Oh, you? Clothes? No, I think you're better off naked."

Then she snapped her fingers again, and time resumed.

Already, people darted their attention in my direction, and unlike before, I was having trouble getting time to follow my directions. I tried to force it to stop as hard as I could—but it was pointless! Apparently if two people were fighting over the flow of time, it simply kept on going as normal. Which made sense, of course—you don't want someone to hold the world hostage forever, after all—but still! It wasn't a very good idea now!

"Ashley!"

She just played with her hair as she looked away from me. "Hmm?"

"I'm naked," I said quietly. I couldn't raise my voice, unless I wanted to alert the entire world to my nudity. "Can you stop doing that, already!?"

Ashley just laughed and laughed, which only encourage more people to turn their heads in the direction of the spectacle waiting before them. But it wasn't funny! It wasn't funny at all!

"Sorry, sorry," Ashley said non-convincingly as she allowed me to stop time again—only after several long, torturous seconds had passed. If I got of here now, and I do mean now, they'd probably blink once I was gone and think it was just a brief, confusing hallucination. Hopefully. As long as they didn't get a good look at my face, I'm golden.

"I'm honestly just having too much fun with this. As I'm sure you are, too!" Ashley said as she finally stopped her giggling. "Okay. We should go. Let's head back to the campus and figure out why this is happening."

I shot her a look. Did this woman have to be so bossy? "Okay, two things. One, why do you think the campus has anything to do with it? Secondly, Why do you want to figure it out what's causing this at all?"

Ashley's eyes narrowed, and her tone became more testy. "Because one, we go to the same campus, and we both have powers, so there must be something funky going on in that general area. And second? Because it's a fun mystery. And knowing more about why it's happening should help us figure out how to stop it from unhappening."

I nodded, sighing. It wasn't the worst reasoning in the world. And considering I was still skyclad miles from any of my clothes, the last thing I wanted was to lose our powers now. "Okay, fine. Let's go back to campus then," I said. "But let me get some clothes."

"Nope."

"What?" I gawked at her. "Why?"

"Oh, I just think you're cuter that way," Ashley said with a smug grin. "Besides. I've already seen all of you, and you were clearly enjoying yourself a lot before you noticed me. If you want to run around butt naked for the fun of it, hey, I'm not one to judge."

"I wasn't running around! I wasn't doing anything!"

Ashley rolled her eyes, then walked away toward one of the mall's exits. "Sure, naked girl. Now come on. Before I restart time and watch you go streaking through all of these people."

She was going to do it, too. This girl was insane!

Nevertheless, I rushed to catch up with her, breasts bouncing as I did everything I could to appear at least somewhat, you know, decent, I guess? But there was just no way, no matter where I placed my hands to cover myself. I was so naked. So, so fucking naked! And now I was supposed to go on this journey to figure out why we got this powers and where?

I just wanted to masturbate! Was that so hard?

I guess it was, because by the time we left the mall and down the street toward the general direction of our college campus, I knew I wouldn't be wearing clothes until this adventure was over. Ashley was going to make sure of it.


Chapter Three

We did figure out a few things on our walk to our campus, although nothing that would directly help explain why we were able to stop time in the first place. We both lived in the same dorm, although neither of us had ever met before our encounter in the mall. We also went to many of the same classes—how we never at least struck a conversation together is beyond me. We had similar enough schedules that we both agreed that there must've been something we interacted with on a daily basis for us both to be afflicted by our powers. So, what could that be?

If only I had clothes to actually think about this problem with all of my concentration my brain could offer me…

The campus was flooded with people by the time we arrived—well, from our perspective at least—making me extra nervous that Ashley would tease me again by disabling my powers at just the right moment. Before, I was honestly comfortable walking through the campus naked. I enjoyed it! It was so much fun. But now that I knew that my powers could be taken away at any moment, I couldn't help but feel as exposed as ever.

A fact that Ashley made sure I was intimately aware of. "So, during your little naked adventure recently, did you ever start time again to see what it felt like? I'm sure you didn't leave it paused all the time, right? I bet it felt too good to let the skin rush all over your naked skin to leave time paused forever."

I opened my mouth, then bit my lip as her teasing got to me, making my legs shake, and a new wetness stick to my inner thighs. To be honest? I did leave time going as long as I knew nobody could see me, if I was walking in a quiet part of the city or if I was sure that nobody was directly facing me. It was more exciting that way, more daring. What's the point of being butt naked in public if there's no sense of, you know, risk, even if that risk is completely manufactured?

I wasn't in any way going to admit this to Ashley of all people, however! No, thank you. Instead I brought up the most obvious response: if I stopped and restarted time so much, and if she did as well somewhere else in the world, wouldn't we both have noticed?

Ashley didn't know and simply tapped her cheek in thought. "I have no clue. Maybe time resyncs itself, or maybe everyone around us is simply frozen—time after all is still proceeding normally from our perspective, so chances are we're simply freezing everything around us, not actually changing the fabric of time."

It didn't make any sense to me. Nor did I care. I was still naked. I told you about that part, right? I'm sure I have, but I really do want to make it abundantly obvious that I was having this conversation IN THE NUDE with what amounted to a total stranger! At this point, I had almost forgotten what clothes even felt like on my skin. Admittedly, that was my fault, but still…

"Come on. Let's try the science lab," Ashley said as she marched inside the campus interior. "Maybe someone was doing an experiment or something."

I rolled my eyes but ended up following her. "I doubt anyone at this campus is smart enough to cause this, Ashley. That would be ridiculous."

"I've seen crazier," Ashley said, turning around, walking backward for a split second to eye my swaying breasts. "Did I ever tell you how cute you look?"

I sighed. "Shut up."

We found nothing in the science lab when we arrived. Exploring other parts of the campus for signs of a disturbance proved equally unfruitful. So, what, then?

We were back outside on the grass under the shade of a tree as I sat down, utterly exhausted from hours of walking barefoot. "Okay. That's enough for one day. I don't know about you, but I'm satisfied with our powers being an act of God or something. That's easier to explain than something manmade. I—"

I heard birds chirp above me on the branches and quickly realized time resumed it's course. I stared at Ashley, but her face was equally as surprised. She snapped her fingers—but nothing happened. "It's not me this time," she said. Judging from her voice alone, I knew she had to be serious. "It's not working for me. Huh."

My eyes went wide. "What do you mean it's not working for you?"

I tried to fix it myself, but sure enough, nothing worked—and it was clear from Ashley's exaggerated gestures that she was trying just as hard. "I swear, I'm not pranking you," Ashley said as a blush revealed itself on her face. "Trust me: I want these powers just as much as you do."

"But that means…"

I looked down, saw my heavy breasts laying against my chest, and realized that I was still so, so, so FAR from my clothes!

I jumped to my feet and started running, just as Ashley took out her phone to check something out. "I… I think just remembered something," she said hastily, knowing I was about to bolt and jump out of my skin. "I saw a news story a few weeks ago about an experiment happening in town, like the Large Hadron Collider, except way bigger. Town officials were trying to calm everyone down about it, say that nothing about it was harmful. Well… that experiment just ended. I'm reading a new article about it now."

"You tell me this NOW!?"

"I honestly didn't remember it until like, two seconds ago!"

I didn't have time to argue with her about it. No, no way—I needed to get out of here—NOW! "Ashley I swear, you are a horrible friend!"

I said this and instantly pushed myself to sprint as fast as I possibly could, abandoning all caution to the wind, abandoning even my modesty as I let my breasts swing free. I knew that if I attempted covering myself that I'd only slow myself down. No, I needed to grin and bare it and just RUN!

Ashley, of course, couldn't help but find this all amusing as she waved at me. "See you in class later, I guess! Have fun streaking!"

"Ugh!"

I looked down at the ground and focused solely on the ground as I ran toward the dorms. Instantly I could hear laughter, cheers, compliments about my body as well as the sounds of smartphones recording me. Oh my God was there so many people! Everyone, absolutely everyone was out in full force today, and they were all going to remember it for the rest of their lives!

I threw my hair over my face and used a clump of hair as a mask, which did well, at least, at hiding my most identifying features. I was a big girl, but I wasn't completely recognizable—I was a shy wallflower before this point so there could only be a handful of people in the crowd that could notice I was in fact, a girl they knew: Charlotte.

But I was still streaking. My breasts were still bouncing for everyone to see. It was an absolute nightmare! And when I finally got to my dorm room, shut the door, and collapsed into bed, my heart was racing so fast I honestly felt like it was going to burst.

So many people saw me naked. So. Many. People.

I don't think I could even properly begin to explain how that really feels. It felt as if that there was no point at all to me wearing clothes on campus from that point on. Everyone had already seen me, burned my body into their brains even from just a few short glimpses. I felt so exposed and I knew I'd never be able to show my face on campus again without being hit with embarrassment. It was absolutely humiliating!

And yet… well…

Well… I never did have my orgasm from earlier. The excitement of it all really got to me. Really, really got to me. Ashley's teasing. Her invasive eyes and her sweet, devious smile.

So, as I lay in bed, I, uhm… finished what I was doing earlier. Imagining myself back in the mall where everyone could get a glimpse.

I came so fucking fast. My body was so hot to the touch. Every part of my body was desperate for some attention. My aching nipples, my drooling pussy… it felt so fucking good and I came so many times after that in my bed that I could hardly keep track.

By the end of it all I was smiling at myself, embarrassed, but completely at ease with how everything had occurred. "I can't believe all this happened just because I forgot to wear clothes to class one day…" I said aloud as I stared blankly at the ceiling, still in post-orgasm bliss. "Ugh. I'll miss being able to stop time. I wish I had more time to experiment with it before it was all over."

Still, it was fun while it lasted. And it was probably a good thing. If it kept going… well, a part of me wondered if I'd ever want to wear clothes again at all.

I blushed and bit my lip. Well, there wasn't really anything stopping me from staying as I was, in the comfort and safety of my own dorm room…

THE END


Virtual Reality Exhibitionist: Digital Public Nudity Exposure




Chapter One

With enough creativity at your disposal, anything is possible in virtual reality. You can sail the seven seas, visit historical figures and landmarks alike, fight on the front lines of both World Wars—or just kick back and relax, watch as the press of a button builds your new digital home brick by brick and plants the garden you've always wanted to grow. There aren't any limitations. The whole virtual world is at your disposal—as long as you have a Virtual Land branded headset on, which, as of today, has only been out to the general public since midnight.

Me? I was one of the first to enter and enjoy the new virtual frontier. I always loved the idea of virtual reality, ever since I watched Star Trek—the thought of being able to explore every corner of the universe in any way I wanted was my ultimate fantasy. I didn't care that the headset costed an arm and a leg: I needed to get a hand on one of them, like, yesterday!

Somehow, I succeeded in pushing my way through crowds of people and their tents put up outside department stores, and got my hands on one of the headsets and purchased it before I could lose sight of it. Everyone wanted one—and I do mean everyone. And I can't blame them: if you had the opportunity to live in a virtual world where consequences no longer existed, wouldn't you do everything you could to bring one of those headsets home?

That's exactly what I did. By the time I was finally back in the comfort and safety of my own apartment, I was absolutely bouncing off the walls, giddy to unpack the box and strap the headset on my face. I knew that an amazing adventure was waiting for me. Ugh, I was so excited!

Because, well, I had a different sort of plan for what I wanted to do in virtual reality than compared to other people. All of my friends from college had their own unique ideas: Britney wanted skydive and lose her fear of heights. Nathan thought he'd play roulettes at the casino for hours and hours so he could take that knowledge and expertise into the real world to hit it big. Lydia was almost adorable in how simple her wish was: she just liked having a practically new version of The Sims game to toy around in.

But me? What did I want to do in Virtual Land, exactly? Well… I guess there's no way for me to say it without it being totally embarrassing, so I'll just come right out and admit it. I mean, this is what you're here for, right? I won't bury the lede!

I wanted to run around naked in public.

I wanted to run around naked in public everywhere.

And I do mean everywhere. Because, I mean, why not? In Virtual Land I could instantly teleport myself to anywhere in the entire world in any time since the Stone Age. The options were limitless—and with the headset's safety features, I could always dip out if I needed to, or simply generate clothes to wear if an instant if I wanted to go that route as well. While some characters in Virtual Land were other living people exploring the world on their own terms, the vast majority of characters were NPCs, just like ones from a video game.

I could be naked anywhere. I was really, really, really excited by that thought. You couldn't really describe myself as an exhibitionist in real life—not really. I had the desire but not the drive, if that makes any sense. I was a big woman, with noticeable love handles, wide hips, an appreciable spice rack, and a bouncy bubbly butt—I had a lot to show off, but I was also very shy of my body, to the point that the most skin I'd ever reveal in public was maybe a hint of cleavage, and often not even that. Most college women my age are perfectly happy with walking around half-naked with all the confidence one can have, but not me. I was just… too embarrassed to do that.

But in Virtual Land? It really was the best place to fulfill my exhibitionist dreams in the safest way possible. So I promised myself, before I even preordered the headset, that if there was one thing I was going to do in virtual reality once I was there, I'd never wear clothes. Never. Even in real life, where I undressed completely before I put the headset on, having locked every door in my apartment so I knew I'd have the entire day and night to myself. Until I got over my poor body confidence, I was going to stay naked! No matter what.

It turns out that this was pretty easy, because Virtual Land first starts you in a nondescript field somewhere on the Earth's surface—with absolutely nothing except for your smile. This was the tutorial area, so to speak, a place to get your bearings and learn how to control the world before you ran into any NPCs, as well as other players. The program taught me about my inventory, my stats, and showed me how to create objects on the fly—including clothes. Obviously, the headset's developers didn't expect anyone to want to stay naked forever.

I shyly chose not to generate clothes, and instead went through the rest of the tutorial skyclad as I learned how to teleport from place to place, walk through walls, and a host of other fun abilities. Once the tutorial was done, the rest of the world unlocked itself for me, the invisible barriers trapping me inside the field slowly dissipating from existence. I could go anywhere now. But where?

I blushed. Okay, Lexi, I thought to myself—a dangerous maneuver, surprisingly, since thoughts alone could trigger actions in this universe, although I was already well equipped to separate my thoughts appropriately from the tutorial. You made it this far. You're naked. And Virtual Land should still be very underpopulated, since you're one of the few people that have access to a headset right now. That means for the next few days, you should only have NPCs to contend with. So where to, first?

Gosh, there were so many options. The program provided a help menu of available locations to visit, anywhere from Paris to Tokyo to even Atlantis—not a real location, of course, but one designed by the headset's developers just to add to Virtual Land's flare.

I decided to go somewhere simple at first, somewhere familiar, a place that I had been researching before I got my hands on one of the headsets: my own local beach.

Yes, I know, how painfully uncreative of me. If I wanted to get butt naked on beach I could've just went in person! But this was different. Sure, I could get naked in real life… but I didn't plan at stopping my journey at the beach. No, this was just a test. A way to see how Virtual Land worked before I spawned myself on a new part of the world. Most importantly, I wanted to know how NPCs would react to me.

In an instant of thinking about where I wanted to go, I found myself at a familiar scene, underneath a hot scorching blue sky and the setting sun at my left. Sweat was already beginning to form on my forehead and arms from the heat. I looked around, took in a deep breath—then walked along the sand until I discovered a group of men hanging out by the shore.

It felt so real. A part of that, of course, was because I was actually naked in real life, which obviously added to the experience—but still, every little sensation felt no different than it would have felt in the real world. It was honestly heart pounding. NPCs or not, was I really going to just… walk up to a group of hot guys and say hello without any clothes on?

One of them shot a look at me, and waved, clearly motioning for me to join them around the bonfire. He didn't seem to notice I was bare. Or, if he did, didn't really mind it. That concerned me: I may have been scared to be seen butt naked, but I still wanted the NPCS in Virtual Land to interact with me as realistically as a live person would! Where would the fun be otherwise?

I took a deep breath, reminding myself that I couldn't get into any trouble here in Virtual Land, then walked barefoot across the sand to meet the group in person. Immediately every single one of them turned to face me, took in my large breasts and my thick thighs—they gave me the kind of look that said they would be undressing me in their heads right now, assuming I actually had clothes on to remove. It was the kind of attention I was rather unused to… but oh, gosh. It was intoxicating.

"Sorry," I apologized sheepishly as I awkwardly scratched my back for a nonexistent inch. "I forgot my bathing suit. I, uhm… well, you all don't mind, do you?"

They all just laughed. "Girl, in Virtual Land, you can wear—or not wear—whatever you want to. Especially with that kind of body."

Wait, was that a compliment?

I blushed so hard that for a small moment, somehow simply receiving a positive remark on my body was more embarrassing than the fact that my tits were out. "Uhm, thanks!" I said, doing my best to sound appreciative. How I could honestly be shy in front of non-player characters of all things is anyone's guess. But can you blame me? They looked so real!

"So… I can really just do whatever I want here?" I asked.

"The world's your oyster," one of the men said. "That's the whole idea."

"Like… masturbating anywhere?"

Simply admitting this desire took a lot of courage, for an NPC's ears or not.

"You could fuck in public if you wanted," the man said. "You're going to have a blast here. You just need to open your horizons."

Oh. Oh, I definitely should. My horizons? Yep, those are opening fast.

I smiled. I knew, right then and there, that I shouldn't stay in my home town anymore. I now had the whole wide world to explore. "I'm going to keep transporting myself around… and maybe see what kind of trouble I can get into," I said. "But thanks for saying hello!"

The guys said their goodbyes, and soon I was off, but not before shaking my ass and playing with my breasts so they could get an eyeful—a view, judging by the boners in their swimming trunks, they were clearly appreciative of. One nice thing about Virtual Land is that, depending on the settings you liked, NPCs could react in or out of character if you so desired—if I wanted that group of guys to react realistically to a chubby naked woman running around, well, I could've made that happen. No doubt that design decision was largely influenced by roleplayers.

But for me, it granted the opportunity to expose myself in anyway I liked. It could be realistic, or it could not be—and if I ever changed my mind all I had to do was go back into the settings to change it. It was perfect. I could do anything.

With that wonderful freedom in mind, I left the beach and decided to go wherever the wind would take me. As naked as one could be.


Chapter Two

Thankfully, a random teleport option in Virtual Land dispelled some decision paralysis and allowed me to explore the world entirely, and especially added excitement, since I never knew where I'd end up naked next.

The first place I visited was Paris. I honestly had no idea what Paris would be like, and travelled through the cities packed roads and streets in awe of everything I saw. It's funny to imagine how innocent I was with my exhibitionism on the first day I had a Virtual Land headset. Apparently, my biggest fantasy was being a nudist tourist. Wasn't this something I already could do in real life?

Not like this, I thought as I walked into a high end boutique barefoot and admired the luxury lining the walls. No, I'm pretty sure I couldn't show up to a store naked in real life without someone thinking I was out of my mind. Nor couldn't I sit down and spread my legs and masturbate my heart out—nor even attract a modest audience in the process. None of the NPCs minded, of course, seemingly perfectly at the ready to encourage my exhibitionism wherever possible. One NPC even mentioned that I could video record anything I chose from any camera angle independent of my character, which was frankly wonderful.

I played with myself for such a long time in there, even touching myself in real life as an entire crowd of men watched me. Obviously, touching myself in Virtual Land didn't actually do the same thing in the real world… but I wasn't going to take off the headset and ruin the experience now. I could have that fun in my own bed, once I had to sleep for the night. For now… let's just say I tried to make the moment as exciting as possible for me. I teased my breasts, opened my drooling pussy lips wide, exposed absolutely every inch of virtual naked body… all the while I had a camera in the world to record me, for me to watch later, outside of the game. That little fact somehow made the moment all the more intense for me. It made my exhibitionism more permanent. More real.

It truly was an exhibitionist's paradise in every sense of the word.

…That is, until I actually met a real live human person in the world.

I was back in the United States doing a scenic trip of every notable place in the country—Mount Rushmore, the Empire State Building, you name it—before a high-pitched feminine voice called out to me as I was about to teleport to the west coast to see the Space Needle. It wasn't unusual for NPCs to call out to me—after all, I was naked—but this felt different in an unusual way. The voice was too human, too genuinely surprised. As if I had actually just been caught running around butt naked by a complete stranger.

"Uhm, hello? I think your avatar is bugged out!" I heard her say as she rushed up to me, a player character identifier showing up on my HUD. "You're naked!"

Oh, God. I blushed instantly, but resisted the urge to cover myself, just trying to pretend that everything was totally normal, even though, you know, I was standing next to the Grand Canyon in nothing but my birthday suit. "…Naked?" I asked, then looked down. My breasts were golden in the afternoon sunlight.

"Oh! I guess I am!" I said, feigning nonchalantness as the woman inspected me. She seemed to be about my age, probably in her late twenties at the most (player characters in Virtual Land were always identical replicas of what you looked like in real life, and the game was only available to those who were 18+). She had long, wavy blonde hair that went as far down as her lower back, although I'm sure the game world accentuated her beauty a great deal as much as it did for me. Everything about her screamed radiance. Her skin was pearly white, and even though she was clearly shocked to see Miss Naked Girl in front of her, had this sweet smile that was unmistakably pure. With that in mind… it was safe to say I could be a bad influence. Or a good one, depending on your perspective.

I played along with my totally natural naked routine as if it were the most boring thing in the world. What, you didn't run around a literal virtual paradise naked? You're missing out! "I've done all of my traveling so far naked. You should really try it. It's so freeing and relaxing and, honestly? Liberating, too."

"I can see that!" The woman said with a subtle, yet reserved, blush on her cheeks as she freely took in my nudity—I couldn't quite blame her for her eyes being glued to me, considering I didn't exactly make it all that difficult for her. "Aren't you embarrassed, though? We look exactly the same as we do in real life! You're not just naked. You're naked!"

Well, that was kind of the point… I thought to myself as I shied away, choosing instead to watch the golden setting sun in the horizon. But instead I said, "It's pretty unlikely I actually meet someone in the world that I know in my area, so it's not a big deal, really," I said with a chipper attitude. "So it's all basically anonymous."

It's almost funny how bold I was being. I guess I was so used to interacting with mindless, albeit realistic, NPCs that I had no shame at all in front of a regular person. It almost made me wonder how I'd behave in real life now. Would I be wearing skimpier clothes? Show off more cleavage? Would I actually try running around naked in real life?

Lexi… Yeah, probably a good idea if you don't keep thinking about that idea! I thought, blushing.

"Mind if I join you, then?"

I blinked. Now that was a question I wasn't quite expecting. I turned to the woman, raising an eyebrow at her as my breasts bounced from the sharp movement. If there was one thing I always kept noticing about going skyclad, it's that my body was very, very jiggly. "Wait, like, nude?"

"Yeah!"

Her excitement was actually adorable. "Oh, uhm… sure!" I said, genuinely surprised. "To be candid, I didn't expect to convert you so fast."

"Well, the whole point of this world is to do things you wouldn't do in real life, right?" the woman said as she began to undress in front of me, not sensually, more akin to her taking off her clothes alone before getting into the shower. "Exploring the world in the way you see fit… all that stuff. Sure, it's a little unorthodox, what you're doing… but you seem so confident and carefree—why not give it a try myself?"

"That's the spirit," I said. I couldn't resist shooting glances at her body. She was much slimmer than I was, with small, modest, yet perky breasts with ghosty nipples the color of her skin. She was shaven smooth down there, not a single hair to be seen… I got the impression that she was very meticulous with her appearance.

We were complete opposites. Our naked bodies couldn't have been more different. I don't know why… but that somehow made me feel more exposed than I did before. The contrast, most likely being the culprit.

The woman deleted her clothes—as well as her shoes, although granted those were completely useless in a virtual environment—then spread out her arms like wings to feel the embrace of the digital wind. "Ooh! Cold! Just like in real life."

I smiled. I did the same, lifting up my arms and stretching them high into the sky, jumping to get my breasts bouncing. "Yes! It's great, isn't it?"

"Oh, God. At least we're here, practically in the middle of nowhere," the woman said as she eyed the cliffside overlooking the canyon. "I can't imagine other people seeing me like this, NPC or not."

"Well, it's just like you said, right?" I said as I came up to her and took her hand. "This world is to accomplish things we'd never dare back home. We can do anything. So why don't we?"

The woman blushed, yet with a strong smile that revealed her inner eagerness. "I just assumed I'd be more dressed before adventuring off, tackling every goal on my bucket list!"

"Well, thankfully, if you change your mind, summoning your clothes back isn't all that much of an ordeal," I said, laughing. That did spoil some of the fun of all the streaking. There was no danger! No tangible risk. It was as if I had a massive wardrobe with me at every possible moment. That would not do. But alas.

I turned to my newfound clothing impaired friend and smiled. "How about I take you somewhere?"

Her eyes lit up, although I could tell she was embarrassed by the idea. "Somewhere? Where?"

"Hmm…" I tapped a finger on my chin. "Oh, I can definitely think of something… but before I do that, we should really introduce ourselves!"

A hot blushed invaded the woman's face. "Oh, right, yeah!" she said, laughing sheepishly. "Probably should've done that before getting naked, huh? I'm Gwen."

"I'm Lexi," I said. "Now, let's get going!"


Chapter Three

It turns out that two naked girls attracts a lot more attention than just one, because the very moment that Gwen and I showed up at the scene, we were surrounded.

At this point, I had been fairly well experienced with the amount of attention I was getting, but Gwen, being the novice, was sweating nervously at being so obviously exposed. "Wow. The NPCs are so real. How do you handle all this attention? I know it's all fake, but… I'm still naked…"

"I have no idea how I handle it," I said as I waved to a group of men, shaking my breasts in front of them before strutting away. We were in the center of Berlin—I figured any random European city would do just fine to introduce Gwen—where just about anyone could see us—including other player characters. At this point in the game's lifespan, everyone was getting their headsets on. The community was growing fast. A little too fast, for my liking… I was going to miss having an entire world to play around in all by myself.

"The funny thing is," I said as I turned to Gwen. "I'm actually naked in real life too."

"You know, somehow I expected that," Gwen said, laughing. "Well, you're not entirely naked."

I rose an eyebrow. "Oh, and why is that?"

She poked her temple. "You have your headset on. Duh."

I laughed. "I'm not exactly sure that counts as clothing. In fact, I'm pretty sure that makes me even more exposed. Kind of a "wearing shoes with nothing else on," type of situation."

Gwen smiled. "Good thing we're not wearing shoes, then."

This girl might be a bigger exhibitionist than I am… I thought. Oh, dear.

We decided to visit a local park for what we planned next. I had been fairly open with my adventures so far, talking about how I even masturbated in front of an audience—a thought that instantly compelled Gwen and made her ask me to accompany her as she did the same. I have no idea how, but nudity excited her. She felt unchained.

We summoned some long, comfortable towels, placed them along the grass, and spread our legs open as a small crowd of people bustled around us. Most were just enjoying the world as much as we were, playing sports, jogging, all kinds of things—but it was clear that we were about to put on a show of our own, one that you didn't want to miss.

"I'm going to take off my headset for a second," Gwen said, suddenly fading out of existence before popping right back in. "There, naked!"

Gosh, she's so cute. "How do you feel?"

"Well, naked!"

"Good."

I played with my breasts, feeling my nipples against the palms of my hands as I made sure my entire body was visible for anyone interested in watching. At this point I was experienced in showing off my body. I knew what angles worked best, how to pose depending on the sunlight available to me. Of course, in a virtual world I could create whatever kind of lighting that I wanted—but I enjoyed the realism. It was far too much fun pretending that this was something I could actually pull off, if I was brave enough.

And I was getting braver, that's for sure—and so did Gwen. When I first met her she seemed like she wouldn't attempt this at all, but now? A total natural. I watched as she ran her hands over her naked body, feeling her exposed curves as she let out an imperceptible moan. The fact that so many people were watching her obviously had a massive impact. That, and the fact she was obviously touching herself outside of the game too.

"Oh, this feels so good…" Gwen said aloud as she slowly built up the courage to put her fingers inside her wetness. Her fingers came back soaked. Sure, our avatars and our physical bodies were different… but the game was surprisingly good at matching the two as closely as possible. If she was this aroused in the game, there was no doubt in my mind she was as soaked in real life.

"Fuck. I should've been doing this from the very second I put my headset on. You clearly had the right idea."

I laughed, taking that as a compliment. I lied back, propping myself up with my elbow as I took in the pleasant sun rays. My body looked so beautiful in the light, the sweat off my skin dazzling. I turned to Gwen. "Touch yourself with me," I said.

Clearly, any sense of modesty I might have had before this point was long gone.

But Gwen went along with it just fine. "I'm already one step ahead of you," she said as she sat down and fingered herself next to me. "Fuck. I know we've only known each other for an hour or so, but I am glad I met you. This is so fucking fun."

"It is, isn't it?"

Gwen moaned, plucking her nipples with her fingers. "Have you ever thought about doing this in real life before? I mean… you must've, right?"

Obviously, I wanted to say. It was my ultimate fantasy for years, although it was ridiculously impractical to ever attempt it. "Uhm… a few times," I said, maintaining my poker face somewhat. "I definitely have never thought about masturbating in a public park before. Just, you know… maybe in front of an open window in my apartment, or something."

"Or maybe in your car?"

I blinked. "Naked?"

"Well, it's a lot more daring than your apartment, right? In my state, you can actually drive naked."

My heart start racing at that thought. I didn't know where she lived, but immediately I considered moving. "Why do I have a feeling you're speaking from experience here?" I said.

Her face was covered in sweat, too focused on masturbating to answer my question outright. "Uhm…"

I smiled. How two obviously exhibitionist women could keep so many secrets, who knows…

We kept going, masturbating freely under the warm sun as men watched us. A group of guys came over—real ones, not NPCs—asked if they could watch and record us, and Gwen and I immediately said yes. We both agreed that being naked in virtual reality wasn't enough: no, we needed to be seen, by absolutely as much people as humanly possible. We wanted to be exposed in a way that was only possible with a global audience.

"Let's cum together," Gwen said between heavy breaths as she spread her legs wide, revealing wetness sticking to her inner thighs. "Ready?"

I grinned. I had been edging for so long that I was already well beyond the point of 'ready'. "Let's do it."

"Fuck… fuck…" Gwen moaned. "Fuck I'm going to cum. Fuck I'm going to cum in front of all these people. Even in virtual reality this is so fucking amazing. Oh…"

I couldn't respond. I was utterly lost in my own orgasm as my last few touches pushed me over the edge. I fell back onto the grass, staring lazily at the bright blue sky as my heart thumped loudly against my chest. Every sensation felt so real in that moment: the sweat shining on my skin, the cool wind brushing against my hardened nipples, just the feeling of being perceived… as far as I was concerned, it was as real as anyone could ask for.

I took off my headset for a second, blinked, and in a daze walked across my living room to collapse onto my sofa. Oh, God, I must've looked absolutely insane standing in my living room butt naked with the windows open with the headset on, but I did not care at all. My pussy was throbbing: I had been subconsciously masturbating in real life just as much as I had in the game.

Fuck… I'm going to need a long break after this, I thought as I stood back up, went to the bathroom to grab a towel, then came back.

Thankfully, Gwen was still there by the time I put my headset back on. "There you are!" she said as I returned to the world. She was decent again, wearing casual clothes that were noticeably more modest than what I had first seen her wearing. She wasn't even displaying any cleavage. Tsk tsk.

I, of course, was still naked. "Haha, yeah. I needed to stand up and stretch my legs for a second."

"Completely understandable. It was nice meeting you," Gwen said as she came up to me and smiled. "I think I've had enough wild exhibitionism for one day. For a lifetime, really. I don't know about you, but I usually get self-conscious about being naked after an orgasm."

"Huh. Apparently I don't have that problem," I said, laughing. "It was nice meeting you too. Maybe we'll run into one another sometime."

"If we do, I'm sure I'll notice you from a mile away."

With that, Gwen teleported herself to some unknown part of the world, and I took a break by taking off the headset once more. I was in desperate need of a shower and probably something to eat as well—after being in virtual reality for hours and hours, real life seemed rather appealing, despite being the more boring place to be.

Once the water was hot, I jumped into the shower and relaxed. I honestly couldn't imagine just how many people had seen me. Sure, the crowd was mostly NPCs… but the headset provided statistics of who actually was in the crowd. And it wasn't just a handful of people. It was a lot.

So many people must've seen my naked body by now, I thought as my hands, with a mind of their own, started to slip between my thighs. Fuck…

Virtual reality is so much fun…

THE END


Nude World Exhibitionist: Scifi Public Nudity in Another Reality




Chapter One

The opening in spacetime had already collapsed by the time I got onto my feet.

I rubbed my head, still dazed from the massive power surge that completely crippled my teleporter's systems. I knew I was in an alternate universe now… that much I was sure of, but exactly where was a question I knew I was going to have some difficulty answering. I spun around, taking in my unfamiliar surroundings as space and time slowly returned to normal. For the first few moments after teleporting, reality always appeared like a dream or a bad psychedelic trip.

I blinked—then breathed a heartfelt sigh of relief as I realized I was still in my lab—or rather, a version of it, at least. If I was going to be dropped off anywhere after a catastrophic failure, then this was the best place in the multiverse to be.

"Fuck me…" I said as I walked across the room to my desk, which in this universe was almost identical except for the addition of more paperwork stacked as high as the ceiling. "My calculations must've been wrong for that to happen. But at least I'm safe and sound. That could've went much worse."

Coffee. I desperately needed coffee. That was the most important thing on my mind as I went through this universe's files. Thankfully, this alternate dimension was almost identical to mine. I was still the same person here, with the same name, gender, age, and appearance: Elizabeth Black, aged twenty-nine… nothing seemed to be amiss.

That wasn't completely unexpected of course: after dozens of tests, there was a lot of evidence to suggest that most universes only differed from one another in small, trivial details. A different name for a person here, a different flavor of ice cream there… most of the time, the details were so small that they could hardly be called differences at all. But sometimes… sometimes you found a universe that was truly special, universes where humanity didn't exist at all, universes where humanity had already reached the stars by the turn of the twenty-first century.

I wanted to explore them all. That was my dream. And still was, assuming I could get my teleporter to work for once…

Cringing at myself, I walked across the room to the coffee maker before I felt something odd: I wasn't wearing shoes. Now that was unusual. Normally teleporting across universe didn't affect me in any noticeable way. My person was typically the same, even if I transported to a universe that had a male Elizabeth Black. So to somehow end up in a universe without shoes on was interesting, to say the least. It made me want to document—

I looked down, and saw my large, bare breasts hanging from my chest. No, I wasn't just missing my shoes. I was missing everything. My lab coat, my glasses even—all of it was just gone!

I blinked. Did I seriously just lose all of my clothes traveling through spacetime?

It wasn't impossible. But still, I couldn't help but shake my head. "Okay, Liz. You've officially made history by being the first ever person to visit an alternate reality as a nudist. Congratulations!"

I rolled my eyes at myself. Talking to myself wasn't going to help matters.

Thankfully, I always kept a spare outfit in the lab along with my personal belongings in a locker alongside the rest of my colleagues. I may have been a smart gal, but I know where to put credit where credit is due: I couldn't have constructed the teleporter myself without the help of James and Frank, both who did most of the calculations and grunt work necessary to get the teleporter up and running. We were making history together, and I… Well, I was the one taking the risk to actually use the teleporter. Neither of them had the guts to do it themselves.

But I liked the adventure. I liked the risk of it all to make history for myself—even if it sometimes led to missteps like this one. A very bare misstep.

"At least I won't be naked for long. I don't think this is a story I want to tell James or Frank later, or in my report for this attempt…" I said aloud as I put in the combination for my locker and swung the door open—although it was possible for the combination to be different in this universe, I hadn't seen that variation yet in my travels. My eyes went wide. No clothes.

Okay… Elizabeth, are you a nudist in this reality or something? I thought as I suddenly started to panic. If I didn't have clothes in my locker, then chances are then there were no clothes at all available to me in the lab at all. Which gave me exactly one path forward: leave the lab, get into my car, and figure out a way to get clothes that way.

I was already cringing at myself. Thankfully, my smartphone was in my locker along with my other belongings. I turned on my phone and scrolled through my contacts. Much of the list appeared the same… What was different about this universe? So far, except for my total lack of a wardrobe, everything seemed identical.

I blinked. On a whim I started to look through my photo gallery, hoping to discover something that would help me figure out where exactly fate had placed me. In my photos, I was completely naked in every single picture. Every. Single. Picture.

My heart started to thump hard against my naked chest. Most of the pictures were similar to the ones I had taken myself in my original universe: my wedding photos were naked… as well as the group photos I took with my colleagues. There wasn't a stitch of clothing to be seen anywhere. One set of photos from my vacation to France shows me posing in front of the Eiffel Tower wearing nothing but a smile, my large breasts exposed for the camera. It was absolute insane. But there was more to it…

Every other woman was naked too. All of my friends, including lifelong friends I had met back in my college days, were equally as bare as I was. Across tens of thousands of photos I had taken, there wasn't a stitch of female fabric whatsoever. Female clothing simply didn't exist.

"Oh… oh, oh dear," I said aloud, blushing at the thought, suddenly feeling more exposed than ever since the teleporter malfunctioned. "James and Frank are going to have a field day when they hear about this… The original James and Frank, I mean…"

Biting my lip, I walked to the double doors leading toward the parking lot of the laboratory and looked through the glass window. According to my smartphone, in this universe, the United States legalized public nudity for woman nationwide fifty years ago, and ever since then, it has become tradition for women to simply not wear clothes at all.

I gulped. "Well… I guess nobody is going to mind me driving naked here, at least…"

Steeling myself, I threw open the double doors and stepped outside, one bare footstep at a time, more conscious than ever with the way my breasts swung freely when I walked. I wasn't exactly the kind of woman that should be running around without clothes. I was thick, with wide hips, noticeable love handles, heavy breasts and a round ass… Even now, I could barely stop my breasts from moving as if they had a mind of their own. I desperately needed a bra to keep them contained.

How was I supposed to just… walk around in public like this? I wasn't prepared for this at all!

But there was one thing for sure: if I was going to get back home to my original reality, I would need help. James's, Frank's… anyone's, really. Hell, as long as they had a spare outfit for me to wear, masculine or not, I didn't care. I'd gladly take it.

I can't believe I'm about to do this… I thought as I walked across the parking lot, breasts swinging, ass bouncing, as I ventured into an unfamiliar world. I can't believe I'm about to do this at all…


Chapter Two

First thing's first, I made it my goal to not contact my alternate self in this reality under any circumstances: that was always my number one rule when using the teleporter, and I wasn't going to break it now—although certainly there was no motivation to, considering my alternate self likely had no clothes for me to wear…

Ugh. That was another problem: it wasn't just that the Elizabeth Black of this universe likely didn't own clothes—not a single woman in this country owned clothes either! How was I supposed to get dressed? Was I supposed to just… go with the flow? Become a nudist overnight because I was trapped in another dimension? I was never good at being undercover. And now? Now I had no cover to speak of.

I decided to grin and bear it for now, driving naked on the route I knew would take me to one of my colleagues' home: Frank's, to be specific. A long time ago I gave Frank plans in case a teleporter malfunction prevented me from easily coming back home, and so far each Frank that I have met across spacetime has had the plans I'd given him. Mostly, the plans detailed how to construct a new one-way teleporter, and included coordinates that would take me back home. Of course, even if everything went right, it would still take weeks to build the teleporter… I wasn't quite looking forward to being naked that long. Not one iota.

I stayed inside the car for as long as humanly possible before I took in a deep breath and stepped out onto the pavement facing Frank's two story house in the suburbs. I felt like such a massive idiot, right then and there. I was naked, for crying out loud! Did no one care?

Apparently not, because as I stepped out of my car, a jogger ran past and waved politely at me before continuing on his way. "Good morning," he said, nonchalantly, as if nothing was amiss. As if he always greeted a naked woman in the morning during one of his jogs.

I bit my lip. "Hey, wait a minute!" I said as I ran up to catch up with him, cringing as my bare breasts slapped against my chest. I was really missing one of my sports bras. I was really missing everything, really. How did every woman in the continental United States go about without shoes on? Even on the relatively crack-free pavement, my soles were sore. "My—uhm—husband is looking for a department store around here that has women's clothes. You wouldn't happen to know a good store for that, would you?"

The man raised a curious eyebrow. It was such a shot in the dark, but it was a question I had to ask. "I have no idea, ma'am," the man said. "You'd probably have to get it imported. Why do you ask?"

I blushed slightly. "Oh, nothing in particular," I said, resisting the strong, powerful urge to shield my exposed breasts and pussy. I felt so bare. Being naked in the lab was one thing: the lab was sterile, quiet, windowless and effectively isolated from the outside world. Here I was being perceived by someone else. Here, every single inch of my body was openly on display. "My… my husband has thought about me dressing up in the bedroom. I know! How silly of him to expect a fine woman such as myself to, uhm, wear clothes… but once he has an idea in his head, he just can't get rid of it. I'm sure you understand."

The stranger laughed, shooting a boyish glance at my breasts as he turned around to face the sidewalk. It was clear that although enjoyed the sight of my body, it wasn't the only one he had seen that day—far from it. "I definitely understand. I best be going now, ma'am, but I hope you find the clothes you're looking for. Honestly? The last time I saw women's clothing was in… years, maybe? Who knows."

I gulped. The thought of spending years in the buff was… certainly something. "Thank you for your time," I said, waving the man away. "I…"

I didn't know what to say. I just had a complete conversation with a total stranger with my breasts hanging free. Talk about a first…

I steeled myself. I needed to be resilient and focused. The last thing I was going to do was spend years here. No! I was going to get the teleporter fixed and get back home. One way or another.

And yet…

It is… rather freeing, I thought as I felt the cool wind caress my soft nipples. At least I can understand why another woman might consider taking part in this kind of freedom. It's… well, it's hard to articulate with words, just exactly what I'm feeling. All I know is…

I gulped, sending my fingers down between my thighs to confirm it for myself.

That I'm getting aroused from it, I thought. Deeply. Embarrassingly. Aroused.

That was another difference in this universe that I had neglected to mention, another freedom available to women in this world that would be totally unheard of in my original universe: the freedom to masturbate anywhere. There was no limitations to it. There were no guardrails whatsoever. Before I left the lab, I did research on my phone, and discovered videos of women enjoying themselves in public. I didn't believe my eyes at first. Was that seriously what society was like here? It didn't seem real.

Of course, when you have the infinite possibilities of the multiverse to consider, anything can be real. And often is.

The universe here seemed to revolve around the abandonment of modesty. Here, women were encouraged to let out their inner desires, not contain them. The thought alone was completely alien to me… but I couldn't lie to myself and pretend that I did not see the appeal.

It was exciting—but also incredibly frightening. Was I seriously capable of masturbating outside on a bench somewhere, right in public where anyone could see me?

Was the Elizabeth Black of this universe capable of it?

The thought made my heart race. I knew right then that I needed to sit down.

I ran up the steps to Frank's house, knocked as loudly as possible until I heard footsteps sound toward the door. "Frank! It's me! Elizabeth!" I called out. "I—Well, I'm not the Elizabeth you know. Our inter dimensional teleporter broke, and I—"

The door swung open and revealed a familiar face. I stepped back, the instinctively threw my hands over my breasts. At this point, my modesty was returning in full force. I had already given a show to one man today. I wasn't planning on doing the same for one of my most trusted colleagues.

"Elizabeth! It's so good to see you. Or, rather, another version of you, it seems. The Liz I know would never be so shy."

Frank chuckled as he motioned to let me inside his house. He was a big man, with a large belly and a thick, full beard peppered with white. He was older than me by about twenty years—today, I was grateful more than ever that he was a bachelor that more or less kept to himself. "I—yes, I imagine so," I said as I kept hiding breasts and went inside, thankful to finally have four walls to protect me once more. "Listen, I need your help. If I'm going to go back to my universe any time soon, I need the teleporter to be functional again."

"Yes, yes…" Frank said casually as he walked into the kitchen. "Have I ever told you that you can be a bossy woman sometimes?"

I shot him a look. "Plenty of times. Back in my universe as well."

Frank chuckled. "Well, you should already know by now that you'll be staying here for quite awhile. In this universe the interdimensional teleporter has been broken for months. My Elizabeth swore off on it completely and returned to the relative comfort of private life."

Not a surprise, I thought, rolling my eyes. I doubt it took her very long to realize she was very undressed compared to her alternate selfs.

I stomped my foot. "Frank, I need your help, damn it. I'm not supposed to be here! I can't just… run around naked like this forever!"

This argument, however, wasn't likely to work, considering this Frank would be just as immune to a woman's body as the jogger was outside. Still, he humored me. "Oh, fine," Frank said with a sigh as he went into his office and rummaged for paperwork—the schematics for the teleporter and particularly all the information needed to repair it. "Still, even if we work fast, you'll be here for quite awhile. Months, at the very least."

I blushed. "Is there seriously no other way to speed this up any faster?"

"I'm afraid not," Frank said, chuckling again as if that were his only way to display emotion. He wasn't the kind of man to be serious, especially when I was involved. "I don't mind hosting you. You'll have a place here until we can get you back home. Sound good?"

"I—Thank you," I said as I breathed a massive sigh of relief. Sure, I was still butt naked… but at least now I had a path forward. A way out of here. Just… without any clothes.

It was already daunting on me. For the next few months, I'd have nothing to wear at all. It almost felt like an eternity.

And yet, even though Frank would be the exact person to ask for clothes to wear—certainly he had the money to order women's clothes online—I didn't ask. The thought didn't occur to me. Instead I was focused on the pleasant, exciting heat stirring between my thighs, the hot wetness sticking them together…

I wanted to give this crazy, ridiculous universe a shot. That was what I was thinking to myself. I wanted to see if I could be naked—completely, bare assed naked—for all the months it would take to get the teleporter back in tip top shape.

Not because I had suddenly become a nudist, mind you. No. Even though that excuse would be a lot less embarrassing to admit.

No: it was because I was discovering a wild exhibitionist side of me that I never knew I had. An exhibitionist side that was all too curious about what it would actually be like to masturbate in public.


Chapter Three

I decided to take a walk in the early morning to prepare myself for what I had planned. It had been a week since meeting Frank, and in that time I had gotten rather acclimated to my nudity, although I still refused to leave his house unless I absolutely had to. Today was my first time adventuring out into the world, my first attempt testing the waters… could I really do this?

Even walking naked along the sidewalk was something I never could've imagined myself doing just a few weeks ago. My breasts were swinging with every step I made, and my ass was no doubt jiggling as well. I had such an obscene body… thick and round and curvy. How this universe allowed women like me to run around with this amount of freedom was pure insanity.

But I loved it. It didn't take long for me to finally accept that truth buried deep inside of me. Ever since the teleporter dropped me off here, I loved it. My body felt so pure in the wind and the sunlight. Soon, I all but forgot about my original goal of getting clothes on my body. Now? Something had changed.

"…Let's just hope I can regain my modesty back in my original universe once this is all over," I said to myself with a hot blush on my face as I sat down at a nearby bus stop and spread my legs wide. There was nothing stopping me from masturbating in a place like this. In this universe, that was completely acceptable behavior—if not the norm. If you were a woman you could enjoy your body to your heart's content anywhere and at any time you saw fit: you could even have other people have their way with you if you so desired. Groping? Why, it would almost be disrespectful if a woman asked for a man's strong hands on her and he politely said no—as if any man truly had that kind of self-control, of course. The freedom of it all was truly boundless. If Frank would here with me right now, he could fuck me freely, unabashedly. Any man could do the same as well.

It was such a wonderfully blissful thought. It almost made my original universe boring—almost, since I still did have some sense of modesty left inside me. I decided right then and there, as my fingers slipped inside my needy wetness and triggered pleasure all throughout my body, that I was okay with staying here for months on end. I would get it all out of my system, get all of my new exhibitionist fantasies settled… then, once I was home, I could return being the prim and proper scientist I knew I was.

"Fuck," I moaned quietly as my fingers slowly picked up speed, fucking me harder and harder until there was no denying it: I was masturbating in public and I didn't plan to stop. I didn't know why I was trying to be quiet. I could scream at the top of my lungs and nobody would care. If there were a man around watching me, he'd probably enjoy it. I remembered reading comments online on a forum discussion, talking about how much they loved woman masturbating and being wild about it.

What was stopping me from being wild now? I had no audience—yet, at least. And because I was in an alternate reality, it wasn't as if any of my action here could haunt me back home… although maybe it could for the Elizabeth Black in this universe. I really had all the freedom in the world to do whatever I wanted. I could just… enjoy myself, and throw caution to the wind.

I remember watching a vlog online, describing a woman's experience with exhibitionism as if it were the most banal thing in the world. In the video, she talked about her attending a party naked hosted by her friends, where she decided to masturbate for the crowd and even fuck any of the men there that wanted their way with her. She called the experience liberating and whole-heartedly recommended every moment of it. With physical nudity, she said, mental and spiritual nudity came along as well. What was the use of being shy, of hiding desires that every single person has but yet refuses to admit?

The vlogger had a lot of videos like that, describing exhibitionist events, even having a playlist of all the tourist spots she had masturbated in. She was so beautiful, too, with golden blonde hair, a thin supple body with petite breasts. A model's body. The kind of body where covering it up with clothes was just a shame.

I allowed myself to let go just like her. It was a surprise to see it happen so quickly, so immediately. But then I started to masturbate so fast that my breaths were weak and tired; all the energy I had in me was devoted to the sole and simple task of heightening the pleasure between my inner thighs. I wanted to cum so fucking badly. I didn't care how or where. I just needed to abandon my modesty, toss it away just as the teleporter did with all of my clothes.

I groped my breasts, opening my mouth wide as I moaned louder, louder—louder until I risked alerting the entire neighborhood to my presence. My heart was pounding so fast it felt like a drum inside my chest. Every essence of my being needed this, to cum, in public, for the very first time in my life. Even if no one was watching, the achievement was enough. The fact that I was truly this capable of just… letting go, embracing my exhibitionism to my fullest.

I smiled lazily as I pushed myself over the edge. "Fuck yes," I said. "Fuck—"

"Oh my!" I heard a high feminine voice beside me say. "You're having a lot of fun, huh?"

I blinked and saw a reflection in the mirror—no, not quite. It was my reflection, but of the Elizabeth of this universe, standing bare naked in front of me with a hand placed at her hip. Startled, I nearly jumped out of my seat, but I had already reached the point of climax and there was nothing stopping it from continuing now.

"I—fuck!" I said, throwing a hand over my mouth and clamping my thighs shut as my orgasm sent shockwaves of pleasure throughout my entire body. It was maddening. I wanted to touch myself, to heighten the orgasm more… But not now! Not in front of—well, me, I suppose.

Thankfully, she did look noticeably different than myself to make her appearance less uncanny. She had freckles where I did not, and had her hair cropped short, far shorter than I personally would ever like—I assumed that meant we had differing personalities as well, however. She was as naked as I was but was considerably slimmer and more athletic, her legs smooth and muscular like a runner's. Considering her entire lack of a wardrobe, the better care she put into her body made sense. Still… it did make me question my workout routine back home.

What was I thinking right now? Get it together!

"Uhm… hello," I said blankly as I straightened myself. "You must be…"

"Elizabeth?" I—well, the woman replied. "Well, you can just call me Beth, since I'm sure you don't use that name in your reality."

I nodded. "I go by Liz most of the time."

"So Liz and Beth," Beth said as she smiled. "To be honest, when I heard from Frank that another version of me came through the teleporter again, I wasn't expecting her—you—to be so… accepting of this reality. I'm sure you've already picked up on the fact that this world is a bit different from all the others."

I blushed. "It's very different. Extraordinarily so. You must've felt underdressed."

"Me? Not at all," Beth said proudly. "Everyone else was rather overdressed, in my opinion. But that doesn't matter. I'm here to take you home."

I blinked. "What? Frank said it would take months to get the interdimensional teleporter up and running again."

Beth laughed, shaking her head as she readied herself to speak. "I think we both know that Frank doesn't really know what he's talking about. No, the teleporter is fine: I disabled it myself as a safety precaution to prevent accidents like this from happening—but I never considered the possibility that another Elizabeth Black somewhere would make the mistake for me. I can get the machine up and running within a day or two. Although… something tells me that you'd rather stay here now, huh?"

I blushed, but braced myself for being honest: there was no point lying about my intentions when I had already been caught masturbating to orgasm naked. "I—well… considering you're me, I may as well tell the truth: I was kind of liking it here… I would've liked to stay longer. For a few days more, at least. You know. To get it all out of my system."

Beth laughed. "Gosh, you're cute. Are all the Elizabeths across the multiverse as bashful as you are? Or am I the only one that is really so shameless?"

"It's definitely the latter," I said, still blushing.

Beth didn't respond at first and instead chose to come forward to take my hand. "Well, then how about I give you a tour? For a day or two while I get the machine operational again. That should get it all out of your system. Hopefully. Otherwise your original universe is in for a surprise."

Most likely at this point… I thought, blushing. Instead I said, "I would like that. For, uhm, research purposes, of course. Once I return home I'll need to spend a lot of time recording all the data I've found here."

"Sure, sure," Beth said, grinning from ear-to-ear. "Now. Let's see what an exhibitionist my alternate self can be, huh?"

I blushed.

The next day was truly wonderful as Beth guided me on unleashing my exhibitionist spirit as she worked to repair the interdimensional teleporter. The fact that—obviously—we knew each other well made it easy for Beth to suggest ideas she knew I'd be able to accomplish. I had exciting naked fun in libraries, movie theaters, and more. I fucked countless guys at the local beach, posed in the center of group photos where I was the only one naked—I made sure to print out a few photos so I could take them back home as souvenirs. I did absolutely everything I could think of that my exhibitionist mind could come up with. One of the last things I did was fuck Frank himself—he didn't object at all to the possibility of fucking one of his colleagues, especially one that he thought so fondly of.

By the time I was done and the interdimensional teleporter was back to take me home, I was spent. I had gotten it all out of my system. I had never had so much fun in just a few days, naked, free, without a care in the world. A part of me wanted to stay here forever, but I could tell that Beth wouldn't take kindly to me stealing her thunder for much longer. I knew I had to go. But I wasn't disappointed.

After all, there was nothing stopping me from returning, some day in the future. In fact, I was already planning my vacation days around it.

"Thank you for your help, Beth," I said as I stepped into the machine. "Hopefully I didn't wreck your reputation too much while I was here."

"I more than likely have a few guys to gently let down once you leave." Beth laughed. "But don't worry. I'm not upset about it. After all, now that the machine is running, I could always come over to your universe and make everyone think you're a nudist."

I blinked and shot a glance at her. "You wouldn't."

"Oh, it's just a thought." Beth giggled.

And with that, I returned home, back in a familiar lab I knew that was my own. A pair of startled faces looked up to stare at me. My Frank and James. It took me a second to remember that I had been gone for almost a week: no doubt they were worried about me.

"You're alive! Elizabeth, you're—" James began.

"Naked," Frank said, finishing for him.

I just smiled as I strolled past them, my heavy breasts bouncing softly as I walked. "Oh, right, yes—" I said offhandedly as I went to brew myself a cup of coffee. "The universe I went to, well, women didn't exactly wear clothes. I may have learned their ways a little bit. Just a little."

I didn't bother asking for clothes or anything to cover myself with, although I knew that both of them have lab coats they could offer me. A part of me thought it was just silly. Just because I was back where I was supposed to be didn't mean I had to put on clothes now.

I thought I'd stay like this for awhile. At least in private. But who knows? I wondered what it would be like to masturbate in public here, right out into the open, right where any man could find me and ask to have his way with me.

A part of me was very excited to try it.

THE END


Naked Driving: Exhibitionist Public Nudity Joyride




Chapter One

Cooped up in her small one bedroom apartment one uneventful weekend, a young woman named Colleen couldn't help but wonder why she never did anything exciting with her life. She had this thought as she lay completely naked on her sofa, one hand stuffed between her splayed legs as the other groped her breasts while the drone of the television played in the background. I mean, it's the weekend, Colleen. Why can't you go out and do something fun for once?

Sure, masturbating was fun. Walking around in the buff was fun, too: Colleen was never more thankful to finally move into her own apartment when she realized clothes were no longer compulsory in her day-to-day life. Hell, she couldn't even remember the last time she wore a bra. But as fun as it was to be skyclad and to enjoy her nubile body as Mother Nature intended, it had gotten… well, old. She was bored of it. Simply and honestly bored.

Colleen sighed, then pulled her soaked fingers from the wetness between her inner thighs and wiped them off with a spare towel she had waiting for her by her sofa. She straightened herself, then stood up and walked barefoot into her kitchen for water—for anything, really, that could distract her from her growing boredom. She ended up making an entire meal in that state, but even though the open windows provided the perfect viewing angle to watch the curves of her body move, she didn't feel the least bit excited from it—assuming, of course, there was a voyeur there to watch her in the first place, which there likely wasn't.

She was bored. Naked, horny, and bored—which was a frustrating combination, one that Colleen was focused on defeating as quickly as possible.

It's not even Sunday yet and I'm feeling like this, she thought as she fell back into the cool softness of her sofa cushions with a sandwich in hand. She darted an eye to the clock hanging on the wall. I guess it's not too late. I could call up Jessica and see if she's out partying. It wouldn't take me that long to get dressed…

It didn't take long for Colleen to reject the idea. No. That would just be exhausting, even if I did want to bring a man home, she thought as she took a bite of the sandwich and placed her head against the cushion behind her. I'd be too antisocial for it, anyway. No, there has to be something better. It's not even eleven o'clock yet…

Colleen mindlessly played with her still puffy pussy as she thought about what to do. All of her college friends were seemingly great at this, going out partying, creating memories that would last a lifetime, getting married, even… although Colleen was confident that she was happy staying single. Still, the point was the same: Jessica's Instagram was so flooded with photos from everywhere on the world that Colleen couldn't even name half of the countries she had went to. Maria had met a man shortly after college and took up rock climbing. Lizzie had her debut romance novel published last fall.

So what was Colleen up to in comparison?

Colleen looked down at herself, saw the beads of sweat dotting her fat, perky breasts, then rolled her eyes at herself. Being a horny nudist, apparently—that was what Colleen was up to these days. For a split second, Colleen wondered about putting that detail on her resumé.

The issue wasn't that Colleen wanted to be successful. No, she was happy with her job as a personal trainer, happy with remaining single until she found the right man, happy with enjoying her twenties in a hedonistic manner in relative financial safety. What she wanted instead was… well, a sense of adventure, she supposed.

That was part of the reason Colleen left the windows wide open: she wanted the excitement of knowing she could be seen. She craved it, got off on it—she wasn't embarrassed at all with admitting she had some exhibitionist tendencies. When she dated a man named Mark for a few months shortly before she had graduated college, she was practically always naked around him, always finding an excuse to flash her breasts or shaven pussy at him. For her, that rebellious streak of hers was the spice of life. There wasn't anything stopping her from finding someone to replace Mark, of course… but Colleen knew that something wouldn't be the same. Mark was sweet, for one thing, and easily embarrassed. He had been the kind of man that blushed when she exposed herself. It was cute, and it gave her power, in an ethereal, indescribable way that Colleen couldn't put into words.

In any case, Colleen didn't think she'd get the same result from any random lay at a bar. She wanted to be fucked, sure… but she also wanted to feel gorgeous like a goddess. She wanted to be the kind of woman that a man would never forget for the rest of his life. She wanted to be the girl next door a man saw walking around her apartment naked, masturbating to her heart's content, completely unaware that he was watching her…

She wanted men to masturbate to her endlessly. That was the sort of power she desired. The kind where she was unattainable, off-limits to most men like an A-list celebrity. Was that so much to ask for?

Well, obviously it was. Colleen did always think too highly of herself. But a girl could dream, couldn't she?

Colleen resigned herself to masturbating to achieve her third orgasm of the night before suddenly her smartphone pinged—a text from one of her friends. She blinked, then reached across the sofa to pick her up phone.

Hey! What're you up to? I haven't heard from you in awhile, the text read. It's Chloe. Just checking up on you. Love you!

Colleen smiled and, even though she clearly wasn't on camera, adjusted herself and wiped the sweat stuck to her forehead before replying. Hey, girl. I'm doing well, she texted back. I'm just a little bored tonight, nothing major. What about you? Love you, too.

You're bored on a Saturday night? Chloe texted back with more than one winking emoji following it. She was always a little weird with those. How can you be bored on a Saturday night?

Colleen rolled her eyes but avoided the emoji for it: this conversation was awkward enough as it is—especially given the fact she still sat there naked. I just am, she answered simply. My mind is all over the place, I think. I need to clear my head, move around.

Colleen wasn't expecting to be so honest, but the words just…came out, as if she had opened a floodgate only to immediately close it again. Still, it was the best answer to explain her trouble that night. What else could she have said?

Hmm… Chloe texted back a moment later. Clearly, the conversation was fizzling out. Colleen was never particularly good at texting—which was likely, among other reasons, why she hadn't been invited to go partying.

Chloe was surprisingly candid and helpful with her next reply: Why don't you go on a drive? Assuming you can afford the gas, that is. A good night drive always relaxes me if I have my mind on things.

Colleen's eyes lit up. It was an idea… but not for the reason that Chloe was suggesting. That's a great idea actually, Colleen texted back, suddenly excited as thought after thought occurred to her. Her exhibitionist tendencies were too inside the box. She needed to think out of it. She wasn't going to get what she wanted, the exposure that she needed, by simply leaving the window open in her apartment on the vain hopes that one of her neighbors might catch sight of her. No, she needed to be more proactive than that.

So what about a drive around the town instead?

A naked drive.

It was an excellent idea to satiate Colleen's fantasies, most importantly because it was safe: not only could she drive nude in the state she lived in, but she also could get dressed at any opportunity if the situation called for it. She would get the exposure she wanted… but not too much of it that she risked public humiliation from the ordeal. But that was all besides the point. This was the adventure she had been searching for! A drive around the town naked! What could be more of an adventure than that? Now that was a memory that Colleen would remember for the rest of her life, assuming she had the guts to pull it off.

She did, of course. She wasn't the kind of girl to back out from a challenge, especially a daring one.

Colleen rushed across the apartment to grab a pair of socks and her running shoes as Chloe texted again. Go on and do it! Let me know how it goes!

I will. Thanks, Chloe. Have a good night, Colleen texted, naked in nothing but her shoes—it was so odd that somehow adding clothes made her feel even more bare. But that was the point, wasn't it?

Smiling, Colleen left for the front door, grabbed her car keys, and, without so much as an ounce of hesitation, stepped outside into the cool night air.

There was no plan. Nothing concrete, at least. Honestly, Colleen just wanted to see how far she could go before chickening out. She decided on at least ten miles. Ten miles away from every single stitch of clothing she owned.

…If only she knew that she'd be farther from her clothes than she ever would've expected in just a few short hours…


Chapter Two

Reaching her car in the relative stillness of the night wasn't going to be difficult. That much Colleen knew for sure. The shadows protected her in lieu of clothes as she sprinted down the stairwell steps, dashed across the parking lot concrete, and unlocked her car's driver door until she stepped inside. Already, her heart was racing from the sudden adrenaline. Did she just go streaking? It certainly felt like it. She never felt her breasts bounce so much before…

Fuck, what kind of situation am I getting myself into right now? Colleen thought, biting her lip as she put her key into the ignition and heard the familiar roar of her engine. I don't even have a towel in my trunk, much less an outfit. What am I supposed to do if I have to leave my car?

The thought should've encouraged Colleen to run back to her apartment, but somehow the challenge only made her want to continue her naked journey. Oh, to hell with it. It's almost midnight, and it's legal to drive like this. Let's just have fun.

Colleen smiled again, then looked down to admire the shape of her body in the soft blue moonlight. She was so beautiful in the light. The way the light shone off the sweat covering her breasts made her look divine. The light did raise some goosebumps… It concerned Colleen just how likely she could be seen given the right moment and the right angle, but she assumed that it would be fine. She didn't plan to be driving for that long anyway, and even if a fellow driver looked into the interior of her vehicle, the most they would see is her top-half, the curvature of her breasts, and little more. They would need exceptionally strong eyesight to see more than that.

Still, Colleen wanted to be seen, and so she drove out of the parking lot and found her way onto the open road as she rolled down all four of the windows of her vehicle. The air was chilly as it entered the interior. Instantly Colleen felt her nipples harden from the cold. She had never been this naked before. Each second that passed added to the distance she was from her clothes. How did that simple fact excited her so much? She had no clue. Maybe it was the fact that she no longer had any choice in the matter: she was stuck completely bare now, and until she got home, she would remain that way.

It made her pussy throb for attention. Colleen couldn't help but laugh at herself. She had already came—what—three times today? Maybe even more? It's not as if she tried counting them. How she still felt horny after all this time was beyond her. And yet, Colleen kept driving.

The first car that came alongside Colleen's vehicle nearly made her heart stop, although in reality it was all but impossible the driver saw anything at all—assuming he turned his head to look into her interior in the first place. Except for the soft glow of her dashboard, it was completely dark inside of her car. Colleen could barely see the outline of herself—how could anyone else?

No. Colleen shook her head, deciding she wanted her exhibitionism to be riskier than that. She was naked, sure… and distancing herself farther and farther from any solution to her nudity—but she wasn't naked. In other words: exposed.

Colleen took in a deep breath to steady herself, then flicked on the dome light above her. The dim, yellow light wasn't strong by any means, but she knew that any light at all in the interior of her vehicle would attract attention, especially from any cars driving on the other side of the road. But at this hour, the highways were too quiet for the kind of traffic Colleen needed. Where could she go to risk being seen?

She decided to simply drive wherever the road would take her. She unrolled the windows, smiling to herself as she allowed the cool brisk wind to rush inside the interior and caress her naked body. She put on the radio and turned up the volume, blasting loud pop music for what Colleen hoped were miles. She was practically begging to be seen at this point, desperate for someone to notice her rampant exhibitionism. She was naked! Naked!

It was so freeing. The feeling honestly made Colleen question why she shouldn't just drive naked from now on. It certainly had its perks.

If only people could see her. That was the only downside. She was naked, and she was visible to some extent, but in the limited lighting there was just nothing she could do to expose herself further short of leaving her car. If only Chloe texted her to go driving earlier in the day. Now that would've been a show.

I should've thought this through more… Colleen thought as she subconsciously brushed her hardened nipples with the back of her hand, shivering slightly not only from the cold but from the intense pleasure of making contact with her bare skin. She bit her lip and allowed a soft, seductive moan to escape her lips. She wanted to touch herself again… but she held herself together, breathing in deeply and exhaling to steady her increased heart rate.

Whatever composure that Colleen had was suddenly lost as a car on the other side of the road surged past her, and honked so loudly that Colleen nearly jumped out of her skin. She blinked, then laughed out loud as she returned her focus to her steering wheel. Did the other driver see her? They must have… right?

Colleen couldn't tell for sure—she was so busy mindlessly caressing her sweaty naked body that she hadn't been paying attention to the road, a mistake, for obvious reasons, she did not want to make again. But it was just as likely that the vehicle honked for other reasons. The vehicle was moving so fast that in all likelihood, the driver probably saw nothing more than the blurred color of her skin, which any rational mind would assume was clothed.

Still, Colleen's heart was racing, and a puddle of wetness was forming between her thick inner thighs. It was so hot either way that she didn't care at all if she had actually been seen. The rush was intense nonetheless. She giggled, then—

The check engine light flicked on, and without notice Colleen felt her vehicle slowly slow down. Oh, come on! Colleen thought as she slammed her fist against the dashboard. She had taken her car into the shop four times this month already… she refused to believe that she was having problems with her engine now.

Whatever. I have my phone with me. I'll just call—

It took a second for Colleen to remember the obvious problem with her calling anyone to pick her up at this hour, a problem which did not need to be spelled out.

Right. I'm naked, Colleen thought as the vehicle continued to slow down until it was clear she would have to park on the side of the road. She had no choice now. Reluctantly, Colleen pulled over, only to feel for the very first time completely and utterly naked.

Well, that wasn't strictly true: she did have the sense to put shoes on, at least. That had to count for something, right?

Somehow Colleen didn't believe that her shoes made her any less nude. She sighed. If none of the other drivers on the road didn't see me naked before… well, they are going to now!


Chapter Three

Colleen didn't know exactly why she resorted to this plan first, but she decided to call Mark to pick her up. It was a total shot in the dark, admittedly: although she knew that her ex-boyfriend lived in the neighborhood and would likely be at home at this hour, she doubted that he would take pity on her, with or without any clothes available to her. They didn't exactly end their relationship on the best of terms. Still, Colleen knew that Mark could keep a secret, that he was an honest, if a bit reserved man. The kind of man that would laugh at Colleen's naked antics, but also completely understand where she was coming from. She could already imagine his words: so you were bored… and decided to drive around town naked. Huh. Different strokes for different folks, I guess.

Colleen rolled her eyes at herself. Yes, definitely different strokes in her case.

Thankfully, her ex-boyfriend answered his phone with surprising speed. "Hey, Colleen. What's up? You never call me."

This is going to be utterly humiliating, Colleen thought as a shiver ran down her naked spine from Mark's low, silky smooth voice. "Hey… Uhm. You still live at the same address, right?"

"I do, yeah. What's up?"

"My car broke down on the side of the road and I need someone to pick me up," Colleen said with a relatively rock-solid poker face, but considering she was still inside her car, right where other cars could see… it was difficult for her to not feel more exposed than ever. "Can you do me a solid? I'll pay for the gas money."

"Yeah, of course. I don't mind," Mark said. She could tell from his voice that he was being earnest. Colleen always liked him for that reason. He was so sweet, way sweeter than a woman like Colleen ever deserved.

Colleen breathed a sigh of relief—then remembered she was still forgetting to tell him the most important part of her story. "Thank you. Thank you so much, Mark. There's just uhm—uh…"

The words were caught in Colleen's throat for too long, long enough for Mark to notice. "Yeah? What happened? Did you get hit or something?"

"No, no! Not at all," Colleen said, a hot blush across her face as she prepared herself for the next few words she was about to say. "I was just uhm… well, I'll spit it out. I need you to bring me some clothes."

Mark's voice instantly shifted, clearly growing incredulous. "…Clothes?" he repeated.

"…Yep."

"Why do you need clothes?"

Colleen bit her lip. "Because I may have been driving… uhm… naked."

It was about thirty minutes later when Mark arrived and parked ahead of her on the side of the road. Colleen didn't know what to do at first. Was she supposed to just… step out of her car, butt naked, and rush to his car as quickly as possible before someone saw her? Was she supposed to wave and say hello, and strike a casual conversation with him in the buff? It was all so complicated. So, so unnecessarily complicated!

Don't mind me… Colleen thought as she slowly stepped out of the car, placed her shod foot on the cracked concrete below her, and walked tentatively to Mark's vehicle. Just going to see my ex-boyfriend and have him drive me home without any clothes on. This is a usual weekend for me. It happens all the time.

The voice in her head was not helping matters. She straightened herself, then marched across the concrete so she could stand in front of the driver's side window of Mark's car. It wasn't the most dignified approach… but the fact that Mark still hadn't left his car clearly signaled that he was planning on her to make the first move, if only to see if she was in fact naked.

Colleen kept her arms at her sides as the driver's side window slowly rolled down to reveal Mark's wide grin. He had already seen her without clothes on, of course—although not outside and in the cold like she was now. In any case, there was no point in covering up.

"Wow. Aren't you cold?" Mark said before busting a gut laughing.

Colleen bit her lip, then looked down the road to make sure that no cars were coming. Thankfully, it was dark enough that even if someone did drove past, it wasn't likely that they would notice she was bare. If they paid attention they'd see the outline of her ass, maybe, but with the front of her body facing Mark's vehicle, at least her most sensitive bits weren't liable to being seen.

Except to Mark, obviously. Regardless of where or how she stood, she was still going to have at least one voyeur. "At this point, I'm used to the cold," Colleen said as she bit her lip. She reached for the rear door and found it was still locked. "Your car is still locked."

Mark didn't pay attention to her, instead lifting himself from his feet to see the shoes Colleen was wearing. That only made him chuckle more. "So you had time to put on shoes before leaving the house, but nothing else. Am I getting that right?"

Colleen blushed. "I was bored and wanted to do something fun. Sue me."

Mark grinned—but before Colleen could say anything, she heard him pop the doors open.

Immediately Colleen rushed around the hood of his car to jump into the passenger's side seat, grateful with his timing, because a car had just passed. "Thank you," she said as she settled herself in the seat, aroused slightly from the way the cool leather made contact with her skin. That was one thing about her nudity: everything she touched felt ten times more sensitive while naked, to the point that it was impossible to ignore.

Mark turned to her, motioned for her to buckle herself in, then drove to take her back to her place. She would deal with her car in the morning, once she had clothes back on. For now… she was just thankful to have a ride.

There was silence between them after that, for a little while. It was difficult for Colleen to strike a conversation. Yes, hello, how are you? she imagined herself saying. Oh, you met a woman? You're getting married? That's great, Mark! Meanwhile I'm here… running around naked… because I was bored.

Still… the thought excited her. She couldn't fathom why through all the embarrassment she was experiencing. But somehow, it turned her on, admitting she did this on purpose, admitting she chose to drive naked simply because the idea sounded hot. It was humiliating, sure… but Colleen knew she was so much of an exhibitionist that it hardly didn't matter. She just wanted to masturbate and enjoy herself.

Colleen bit her lip. She knew that Mark would be into it. He had had a taste of her antics before. And she knew that he was currently single: there was no way he'd have the time or the willingness to pick up her sans clothes if that weren't the case. And the way that he was sneaking looks at her… that was it, Colleen knew for sure that Mark wanted to see more.

"You don't mind if I touch myself a little bit, do you?" Colleen said with zero hesitation. She figured she had to simply reach for it. No shame. No fear. Just honest, straightforward exhibitionism.

Mark, unfazed, ran with her candor. "Never let me stop you from having a good time," he said, grinning. "I figured that's why you were doing this in the first place. Go on. I want to watch."

"Oh, I know you do."

With that, Colleen allowed herself to enjoy her body to her heart's content. Her pink puffy pussy was already leaking in anticipation of her fingers. Colleen reached up to turn on the dome light, not satisfied with exploring her body unless the whole world in addition to Mark could see her. Mark didn't argue, and kept driving with one eye focused on her. "You're really enjoying this, huh?" he asked, clearly struggling to keep his attention on the road with both a naked woman and a raging boner to contend with.

Colleen answered with a moan. "I—ah. I guess I am, huh? I've always been an exhibitionist. I guess now I'm just ready to finally admit it."

"Then keep going," Mark said. They were not far from Colleen's apartment now, but it was clear he was stalling for time by taking a route that purposefully led them astray. "Don't stop."

"I don't want to stop," Colleen said, now so focused on fucking her pussy with her soaked fingers that she struggled to pronounce the words. "I just want to be a slut. That's why I—ugh. That's why I'm glad you picked up the phone. I knew you'd be into this."

"Of course I'm into it. Hey, you're the one who broke up with me, remember?"

Colleen blushed, but that didn't stop her from groping her breasts and letting another lustful moan leave her lips. "That was one of the worst mistakes I've ever made. Sorry."

"No apologies necessary," Mark said as they turned a corner and ended up entering the parking lot of Colleen's apartment complex. There was nothing stopping her from simply exiting his vehicle now, adjusting herself, and walking up the stairwell to finally reach the safety of her wardrobe—but she chose not to. Why ruin the fun so early?

She looked at him with quiet, determined eyes as she continued to fuck her pussy. It was almost as if she was taunting him to fuck her. Was he going to take the opportunity? Did she want him to?

She wasn't sure, although she didn't mind it either way. A part of her simply enjoyed putting on a show for him, unabashedly, without even the slightest hint of shame. He could fuck her… but that would somehow spoil her exhibitionism, turn the events of tonight into something banal. A lot of people had sex in their cars. Not many people watched a beautiful naked woman fuck themselves in their passenger's side seat after picking her up from the side of the road.

Colleen kept going, knowing that her final orgasm of the night was near. She let out a moan and turned to face him. "Thank you for picking me up. It'll be uh—ah—just a second."

"Take your time," he said simply, smiling. It surprised her how reserved he had become since they had last spoken. He was so much more confident now. That shy boy she could easily blush with her nudity back in college was long gone. But she enjoyed the change. It made the moment… more intimate, somehow. Colleen was way too dizzy and lost in her nearing orgasm to answer why.

She grinned at him and batted her eyelashes, then positioned herself so her entire body was facing him, practically moving one leg behind his seat so he could see her fingers flick her clit. "I want to say something… well, sexy here," Colleen said weakly. "But I'm honestly way too tired and pent up to say anything. I hope you don't mind. I've never been very good at dirty talk."

Mark thought to himself for a moment. "Something like 'maybe next time we meet, I'll actually have clothes on?'"

Colleen let out a small laugh. "I think we both know that keeping clothes on my body is basically impossible."

Mark shared her laugh. "True. I think I prefer you this way."

"You do?"

"Of course I do. Keep going. Don't stop."

She didn't stop, although she would've kept going regardless of what Mark had said or not. No, she was enjoying herself way too much to stop now. She groped her breasts, opened her mouth wide—then punished her clit with her messy fingers, pushing her over the edge so quickly that it happened instantaneously—a consequence of her already playing with herself before Chloe had texted her.

Colleen closed her eyes. Fuck fuck fuck, she thought.

But those words didn't stop contained inside her head forever. "Fuck… fuck. Fuck me," she cried. She started to slip from her seat, but felt Mark's arm grab her and keep her from melting into a puddle in his car. Her body shivered, and her heart threatened to give out. A long moment passed before Colleen was able to move again, or even open her eyes.

She blinked. That had to be the most powerful orgasm she ever had. "I—I hope you have a towel in your trunk," she said lazily, completely exhausted.

Mark just laughed. "Thankfully, I do. Don't worry about it," he said. "I brought two. Hold on, let me pop open the trunk and I'll—"

Colleen was already gone, having opened the passenger side door and fell into a brisk jog to get back to her apartment without being seen. Her breasts bounced and her tight ass jiggled. Sure, a towel would've been nice… but after all this time outside, the last thing Colleen wanted to do was spoil her naked journey by covering up her body now, right before the finish line.

Colleen turned around and started to walk backwards as she waved at Mark to say goodbye. "Thanks for the help!" she called out, giggling. "I'll call you sometime!"

Mark didn't know what to say, and even started to blush. So she could still get that reaction out of him. He wasn't paralyzed for long and waved back at her before Colleen disappeared inside the apartment complex. She smiled, then blew a kiss his way.

She ran up the steps and found the spare key she had hidden in the dirt of a potted plant she had by her door to get inside her apartment. Then, she pressed her back against the door to shut it as she kicked her socks and shoes off. Oh my God. I can't believe that all happened… Colleen thought. I can't believe—Wow. What a night. And all that happened because I was bored?

Colleen giggled as she walked to her bathroom for a much needed shower. She decided then that if she were ever bored on a weekend night again, she'd go on a naked joyride just like she had tonight.

Just… without her car breaking down and stranding her on the side of the road. That was one part of her journey she did not plan on replicating.

Still, Colleen smiled at herself. Talk about an adventure, she thought. Ah… what a night…

THE END


Naked Pizza Dare: College Exhibitionist Shows Off For Fun




Chapter One

Honestly? I always wanted to try it. Ever since I realized I have an exhibitionist streak, I've thought about answering my front door completely naked for a pizza guy.

I mean, what's not to like about it? It's fun. It's kinky. It's daring, but also relatively tame compared to some other exhibitionist dares I've seen online. You can also work up to it if you're shy, maybe by wearing a towel and pretending you just got out of the shower, or maybe by wearing a short, short dress that does almost nothing to hide your ass. I even saw a video once where the girl wore a buttplug underneath her skirt when she answered the door. There's so many ways to do the classic pizza dare… but for me, personally? I always knew I wouldn't be satisfied with myself unless I completed the dare while I was head to toe naked.

"I can't believe you actually want to do this, Fiona," my friend Amy had said to me when I cheekily mentioned the 'plan' I was considering for the weekend. I was never a particularly shy kind of woman—openly discussing my sexual fantasies was par for the course where our relationship was concerned. Still, Amy and the rest of my friends liked to humor me. "Okay. So let me get this straight: you want to order a pizza… and then answer the door naked."

I giggled and nodded eagerly. We were outside on the patio of our favorite café where a number of other patrons could overhear us—but I didn't care. That only made contemplating my exhibitionism more exciting. "Yep, totally naked," I said to Amy. "No clothes at all. I even want to go barefoot."

Amy couldn't help but shoot a glance at me, although I could tell it was harmless. "Oh my God. Okay, I love you, but you're insane," Amy said before busting out laughing. It took a second for her to calm down. She rolled her eyes, then took a sip of her coffee before putting it back down on the table. "I really can't believe you're not joking. Let's hope the pizza is good, at least."

"Why wouldn't it be?" I asked with a smile. To be honest, I didn't quite care where I ordered food from: it was clear from the numerous videos I've watched of the stunt online that the food itself didn't really matter. All that did matter was finding the right delivery guy to show up at your door, one who was bashful, boyish, and most of all, eager to see a beautiful naked woman flaunt her curves in front of him. With that in mind, the food was just a bonus.

…Especially since I already knew where I wanted to order from. In fact, part of the reason I wanted to attempt the classic pizza dare at all is because I knew a delivery guy: a guy that currently went to Amy and I's college. His name was Peter. I didn't know him very well: I had only seen him a handful of times outside of class, sometimes roaming the halls or, very rarely, present at parties held in the dorms. In any other situation, he probably wouldn't be the kind of guy I'd court for his attention, but once I learned where he worked… well…

It just seemed like the perfect opportunity to expose myself to a man that I knew would be into it. Peter was obviously into me. He constantly shot peeks at me in class, and even drew me naked once when I volunteered as a life model last semester. The raging boner he tried hiding from me in his jeans was just adorable. Although we never had a chance to get closer after that, I never forgot about him, and now? Oh, I don't know… he did already see me naked. What was so wrong with letting him see me for a second time?

Once I told Amy all of this, she whistled. "Smart girl," she said. "A guy like him would probably kill for the chance to get closer to you. What do you plan to do when you answer the door?"

To be honest, I had so many ideas running around in my head that I didn't know where to begin. I knew I wanted to take pictures with Peter, both to remember the moment and to use as proof in case someone thought I was lying about the achievement in the future. But other than that? I didn't know for sure. I still hadn't decided whether I wanted to have sex with Peter—assuming, of course, that he wanted to fuck me as well.

Considering the erection he had for me though? I didn't doubt that he'd be interested. Not one iota.

"I want to take some pictures, maybe even record a video, too, but other than that I haven't really decided exactly what I have planned," I said as I finished the last of my coffee. "You're more than free to act as my accomplice if you don't mind seeing me get into my birthday suit."

I said this so casually that Amy couldn't help but laugh. I said the words as if I had just asked her to go to the movie theaters with me. As if I were talking about the most basic, uninteresting event in the whole wide world.

"I probably should help you," Amy said as she downed the last of her coffee, already cold after the hours we spent idly talking and texting on our phones. "Someone has to be there to stop you from getting into trouble. And it sounds like you're in desperate need of a camerawoman as well. On one condition, though."

I rose an eyebrow. "Oh? And what's that?"

Amy grinned. "I want a shot at Peter, too."

That was something I wasn't quite expecting, but I didn't mind some friendly competition. After all, I was the one who was going to be naked. If Amy thought she could steal Peter's attention from me, then, hah, good luck to her! "Deal," I said. I extend my hand. "As long as I'm the naked one. You're not stealing my thunder."

"I wouldn't dream of it," Amy said as she took my hand and shaked it. "I don't know about you, but it's actually possible for me to keep my clothes on. I know. It's quite a talent. You should try learning it sometime before you're branded the campus nudist."

I giggled. "I don't think that would be so bad," I said honestly. I turned to the side and playfully slapped my butt through my jeans. "I have the body for it, after all~"


Chapter Two

With Amy around to help me with the pizza dare, there were only a few more details left to figure out before we could put the plan into action. For one thing, I needed to make sure that when I actually ordered the food, Peter would be the one to show up at my front door—not some other delivery guy. While another delivery guy wouldn't be the worst thing in the world, there were a few things I wanted to do after the dare itself that would only work with Peter. What exactly, you may ask? Oh, I don't know… I'll just let you wait and see.

Thankfully, it wasn't difficult to ask a friend of a friend to get an idea of Peter's schedule and when he'd most likely be on shift. A girlfriend of mine, Jen, worked at the same pizza shop that Peter did: she was the one who handled customers walking into the store. That was perfect for me, because she was also the employee answering phone calls. Put in other words, she was the person on the inside that would make sure that Peter delivered my food—and no one else.

I left out a few teeny tiny details when I asked Jen if she could make sure Peter was the one to deliver my food. As much as I loved flaunting my stuff and being the biggest baddest exhibitionist in the world, letting everyone know I liked to answer my front door in my birthday suit would probably attract some unwanted attention, so I left that part out of it. Jen was still skeptical, though. "What do you have planned for him? I know you way too well, Fiona!" Jen said over the phone. It was easy to visualize her grin as she said this. "Don't you lie to me!"

If this was an 80s romantic comedy, you bet I would have been twirling the telephone cord. "Oh, nothing~. He's just cute," I said, and I wasn't lying. "Why can't I have a shot at him?"

Jen playfully groaned. "Oh, there's nothing saying you can't have a shot at him," she said. "But I think you're forgetting that I've already tried. He's a tough guy to please. He's shot me down twice now."

I smiled. "Then there's no harm in me giving it a go, is there? Please, Jen? Are you going to help me on this or not? Do a girl a solid!"

"Oh, fine, fine," Jen said. "I'll text you the next time he's here but the other delivery guys are unavailable. That way he's all yours. Satisfied?"

"Extremely. Thanks," I said. I was giggling out loud the moment I ended the call.

And with that, my plan was fully in motion.

On the night that I planned to order food, I did everything I could to make my naked body spectacular. I shaved everything, and I do mean everything, from the neck down. I did my makeup, put on perfume, and even decided to put on jewelry. I figured that wasn't breaking my 'completely naked' rule, since it wasn't as if they covered anything. After that, I spent some time in the buff around my apartment, practicing the motions for when I heard the knock on the door and readied myself to open my front door.

You could say I was a little bit nervous. Just a little bit. As confident as I may sound all the time, I still was about to expose my entire body, and not just to Peter, but also to one of my best friends as well. That realization definitely gave me the jitters in a way I wasn't quite expecting.

A few hours before Amy was supposed to show up at my door, I inspected myself in the mirror, slowly running my hands down my naked curves as I searched for any imperfection, any blemish that would prevent me from looking the best as humanly possible. Of course, I didn't find anything, not even a pimple: I was just having stage fright before the big show. I always knew I had an amazing body, and it was clear from my live modeling session that Peter thought so as well. Why was I so shy all of a sudden?

Oh, stop having second thoughts and enjoy your naked self, Fiona, I thought. Peter will love you. Now get to it!

I grinned at myself and groped my breasts, lifting each one up with my hands before letting them bounce as I hopped up and down. No, I had no reason to be why whatsoever. My breasts were soft but perky. My cute, pink nipples were absolutely perfect. And my pretty pussy was openly on display each time my legs were parted. I was a sight to see. The moment Peter landed his eyes on me, I knew for a fact that he would be spellbound.

I was still in my best outfit when I opened the door for Amy and let her inside. She blinked but said nothing at first when she walked into my apartment. "Nice dress rehearsal," Amy said with a laugh as she eyed my chest. "You might be forgetting the dress, though."

I giggled and closed the door before any of my neighbors could spot me, although considering I usually kept the window blinds wide open, chances are they already assumed I was a full-time nudist. "You're going to see all of me and for a lot longer than Peter, so I figured I'd just stay naked for all of it."

Well, that was a part of it. I won't lie: I was also naked because I wanted to show off in front of my best friend, too. The thought was just too exciting for me not to try it, exposing my curves… letting my body move around as freely as Mother Nature intended. A lot of the fun of being an exhibitionist is sharing your body with someone else, letting them know you as deeply as you know yourself. And Amy? I was definitely happy letting Amy see the real me.

"How do I look?" I asked. I struck a pose, lifting my arms high to expose my armpits and to lift up my breasts. I also ever so slightly spread my legs, allowing the cool air to brush against my pussy lips. It was probably the most bare a pose could make me feel. Nothing was left to the imagination—and I do mean nothing.

Amy answered my question by taking out her smartphone and snapping a few photos, grinning all the while. "You look perfect," Amy said. "Keep posing."

I blushed slightly. I wasn't expecting her to go along with my exhibitionism so… well, enthusiastically. I ignored the fact that she was probably just trying to get a rise out of me and struck every pose I could think of. Each one was just a bit more revealing than the last. I held my breasts, spread my ass open, parted my pussy lips—if she thought she could embarrass me by making me expose myself as much as possible, then she was sorely wrong. I really was that much of a slut.

By the time Amy was done taking photos and when we heard Jen text me that Peter was in the shop, we had to have taken hundreds of images, if not more. "I'll send these over to you when I get the chance," Amy said as she pocketed her smartphone for now. "Ready to order some food?"

"Oh, absolutely," I said, giggling as I called the number to Jen and Peter's pizza place. "It's time to get this show on the road!"


Chapter Three

Suffice it to say, the wait was agonizing. I stood near the door, pacing back and forth as Amy lay on my sofa texting to her friends. So many thoughts were in my head. What would Peter think? Would he want to fuck me, right then and there? Would he want to take pictures of my body just like Amy had? He definitely would like to spend as much time with me as he could before his job whisked him away. Would he want to touch me?

I wanted him to touch me. Everywhere.

"God, why am I so nervous?" I said aloud to Amy. "I've definitely done worse than this. I modeled naked for crying out loud!"

Of course, that wasn't exactly the same kind of scenario… for one thing, me being naked wasn't supposed to be a surprise. Still, I was a lot more nervous than how I remembered myself being in front of an entire class. Peter needed to arrive soon. Otherwise I might die of a heart attack.

Amy just laughed. "He'll come by soon. Stop your worrying. You already know the guy is into you—what's there to worry about?"

That was true. I had to thank Amy for being so supportive—especially for a chronically clothing impaired friend such as myself.

With that, I waited, pacing and panicking and just over all unravelling at the seams until, finally, I could see a car park in the parking lot through my window. "He's here!" I said. "He's coming up right now."

"Finally," Amy said. "I was getting hungry."

A hot blush invaded my face. I felt so naked in that moment, which was funny because after hours of walking around without any clothes on, you'd think I would've gotten used to the breeze by about now. I steeled myself, then waited for a knock to sound on the other side of the door.

It sounded. Time to walk onto the stage…

…Only to notice a naked Amy beside me as she reached for the door. I blinked. How did she strip off her clothes so fast? I was just talking to her!

Oh, come on! I thought.

"What are you doing?" Amy said, grabbing onto her wrist to stop her from opening the door so quickly. "We agreed on this! You wear the clothes. I don't!"

"Two naked girls is better than one," Amy said off-handedly, smirking all the while. "You can have fun with Peter. I'm still just along for the ride."

Another knock sounded beyond the door. We couldn't argue about this forever, not without losing Peter and—of course—the pizzas we ordered, too. "Oh, fine," I said, pouting. "But just so you know? I look way better naked."

With that, Amy opened the door, slowly letting the golden evening light shine on our smooth, hairless bodies. It was difficult to fit myself into the door frame with Amy right next to me, but I made sure to create room. There, beyond the door, a certain pizza guy was waiting for me—for us. Peter.

His eyes instantly took in our nudity, and for a second, you could hear a pin drop. Assuming his heart wasn't pounding against his chest at a thousand miles an hour, obviously. He slowly lowered the pizza box he was holding which was blocking the view of the rest of our bodies. Inch by inch, he revealed our wide hips and thick thighs. He must've thought he was dreaming. Either that, or he thought he had just spontaneously developed 'see through clothes' powers.

Even without our clothes on, it didn't take long for him to recognize the two of us. To be honest, I was almost offended he looked at our faces so quickly. But I guess he was on the job and had to be all professional about it. "Fiona. Amy," Peter said blankly, struggling to say anything at all without stepping over his words. An erection stiffened inside his jeans. "Nice to see you—ah—two again."

I giggled as I not-so-subtly pressed my breasts together with the sides of my forearms. Amy, intent on stealing the spotlight, did the same. "Hey, Peter," I said with  a smile, hoping to beat her to the punch. "Sorry, we seem to have misplaced some clothes. That's not an issue for you, is it? I mean… it's not as if you haven't seen me naked before."

"Oh, it's not an issue at all. The classic pizza dare, huh?"

I blinked, and Amy laughed. "Jen told you, huh?" I asked.

Peter grinned. It was cute to watch him participate in this conversation as he openly drunk in our nudity. "She hinted that I might be getting into some trouble. Even told me I should take the day off so I wouldn't have to rush."

"Sounds like you have no reason not to come inside then, huh?" Amy noted as she reached forward to grab onto the cuff of Peter's shirt, eager to drag him inside. That I didn't have a problem with. I caressed his arm and led him inside with Amy. The pizza we left on the kitchen counter tops. Now it was time to let Peter do whatever he wanted.

"You can touch us, if you'd like," I said softly as we stood in the kitchen together. It seemed cruel not to give him the option. I had oiled my body when I was in the bathroom gazing at myself in the mirror, and now my perfect skin was almost glistening in the evening light. I lifted up my breasts, then brought my hands over all of my curves, motioning for Peter to do the same. It was a very distracting scene—especially as Amy frustratingly copied my moves down to the letter.

Of course, there was clearly a favorite between the two of us. Even Amy would have to admit that as Peter came up to face me. "You know, you two are still going to have to pay for the pizza," he said with a laugh as he grabbed onto my wrists and placed them firmly at my sides. The message was clear: he was going to touch me as he saw fit, and I was going to do my part in letting him explore.

I smiled at him as his rough, firm hands tickled my skin. "We will," I said. "I seem to have misplaced my wallet, though… It's a little hard to carry anything with me without pockets. Amy, could you help us out here?"

Amy crossed her arms over her chest and glared. "Really? Oh, fine."

I let out a laugh as Amy marched into her bedroom to get money for the pizza. In the meantime, Peter was invasive as he groped me. He acted as if he were hungry, touching, caressing, greedily and hastily as if the job was about to swoop him away, and he only had a handful of seconds to enjoy my body to its fullest. I slowed him down. "You're acting like you have to leave immediately," I said.

"Sorry," he said, blushing. "A habit of the job. Do you usually answer the door naked like this?"

"No," I said, grinning. The jig was up, it seemed. "I saw a couple of kinky videos online… I thought it was something that would be fun to try. Can you blame me?"

"No," Peter said, flicking my nipples and teasing them, ever so softly. "I think I've seen those videos, too. One video I saw had the girl practically throw herself at the delivery guy. Let him take pictures, even fuck her. Sounded like a sweet deal."

"Do you want to fuck me?" I asked.

"Is that a question?"

I giggled. I was shocked how well Peter had adapted to this. I was a little annoyed that Jen almost certainly spoiled the fun by telling him about what I had planned… but I couldn't be that mad. I reached down and gripped his cock through his jeans. It was already nice and hard. "Let's take pictures first. You, me, and Amy. That way you have something to remember us by."

"And proof if someone thinks I'm bullshitting about this in the future," Peter added.

I blushed slightly at the thought of Peter overtly sharing pictures of Amy and I to win the support of his friends—only to suddenly find myself turned on from that fact. It brought me back to how I felt standing in front of a dozen art students, all of them intimately inspecting my body, putting each and every curve down on the canvas. It made me shiver with delight.

Amy returned with the wallet in hand, but before she could ruin the mood by joining us, I tossed her Peter's smartphone. "Take some more pictures!" I said. "These ones are for Peter."

Amy groaned, but played along with it, probably because she realized that in order for us to take pictures, Peter would have to be facing Amy and her delicious body the entire time. A good compromise. Like before, I exposed myself as flagrantly as possible, allowing Peter's hands to grope anywhere he so desired as Amy snapped photo after photo. The contrast between naked woman and clothed man must've looked beautiful. Eventually, Amy had her turn and I took a few photos of them posing as well. I wanted to give Peter as much masturbation material as possible for him to remember us by. Then, surprisingly (or perhaps unsurprisingly, since boys will be boys…) Peter asked for him to be the photographer so the two of us could fondle one another. Amy grinned at the idea. We touched, kissed, and made love to our bodies for dozens of photos until, finally, virtually every photo we could possibly think of was saved to Peter's phone. He would never forget about today. Never. That I was completely sure of.

But Peter wanted more. And who could blame him? We had been teasing him, flaunting our gorgeous bodies, showing off everything as if begging him to make a move. It was only natural when he asked if he could push me down onto my couch and fuck me senseless. Amy, however, still wanted attention. We decided a handjob would be in order, with both of us placed next to his legs to service him.

That's exactly what we did. Peter blushed, surprised at our feistiness as we unbuckled his jeans and took out his cock. "You two are… holy…" he began.

Amy shushed him by placing a finger to his lips. Honestly? I hated how seductive she was. This was supposed to be my show, damn it! Still, I went along with it. I gently ran my hands over Peter's cock as Amy massaged her breasts and placed Peter's hands on them. We worked in tandem, me focusing on pleasuring his shaft while Amy provided the eye candy. It didn't take long to get a rise out of him. Soon, his cock was aching, visibly dripping transparent precum down the tip.

"You two need to order pizza every day from now on," Peter said. "You won't even need to pay. I'll pay for it at this rate."

"Cute," Amy said as she rubbed her breasts together. "You'll be bled dry if we do that, your cock and your bank account."

"No, of course not," I said, laughing as I stroked Peter's cock faster, faster, faster. "We're good customers. We always pay. We might not be able to afford clothes but that doesn't mean we don't want to be good to one of our favorite pizza places, right, Peter?"

He couldn't say a word. Every single muscle within him was focused on making sure he didn't cum.

He didn't last. I kept stroking, and Amy kept touching herself. After all this torture… he just had to cum, and suddenly he did. Hot thick ropes of cum shot into the air, splattering all over my face, Amy's chest—some even got into my hair. I wasn't expecting so much… but it just kept going until his balls were utterly exhausted. Peter was left panting for air, completely spent. Meanwhile? Amy and I just shared a look and giggled.

"Okay. Let's eat something before the pizza is ice cold," Amy said as she rose to her feet and nonchalantly searched for the pizza we ordered. She was being optimistic, obviously. By now, that pizza was frozen solid.

I ended up getting Peter's number after that, and welcomed him to drop by my apartment any time, with or without a pizza box in his hands. He told me that he'd be glad to come over as long as I wore the clothes I wore now, which, obviously, was nothing but a smile. I told him I'd be happy to.

With that, Peter left, and I smiled to myself as Amy cleaned herself up to put her clothes back on. I never quite expected this dare to go the way that it did… but I was definitely happy with the results. I scrolled through the gallery on my phone, surprised at the many photos we took (I had Peter send some of them over for me to look through at my leisure). Wow. I look good.

From then on, I made sure to always ask myself if I really needed to wear clothes when answering the door for a delivery guy. Because after all, why not? Judging from Peter's response, there's nothing better than a beautiful exhibitionist naked woman ready to give you a tour of her body~

THE END


Naughty Public Nudity Bundle: A CMNF/CFNF Exhibitionist Collection


Naked Roadtrip: Naughty Exhibitionist Public Nudity Fun




Chapter One

The afternoon sun is beating down on the dry, California landscape when I step out of Cass's truck. I stretch my arms and legs, feeling the sweat sizzle and turn to steam on my skin as I try to bring life back to my feet. I've never sat so long in a car before, even during rush hour traffic. And we still have over a hundred miles of our trip left before we reach our destination: Phoenix, Arizona, my home town, a place I haven't seen in ages.

The last time I visited Phoenix, I was eighteen, right out of my graduation ceremony and eager to reconnect with the relatives I had left there. I took a flight with my best friend Cass because we both knew I'd get car sick if we did the drive. Now, over five years later, we decided to do the roadtrip we've always wanted to now that I've worked on my 'sea legs', so to speak—sky dive with your best friend a couple of times and maybe you'll learn that getting carsickness isn't so bad after all. This is a journey we've been planning together for so long that we both don't remember when we first mentioned it, or even whose idea it was. We just knew we had to do it.

But… maybe not for a reason that you or anyone else for that matter would expect. A reason that would be a little embarrassing to mention in, let's say, polite company. A reason that makes Cass giggle just thinking about it.

I blush, then head back to Cass's truck, my inner thighs brushing together as I walk. Out this far in the middle of nowhere, it's unlikely that anyone else is around for miles except for the lone rattlesnake or an exhausted trucker on his twelfth hour on the job. We're technically out in public, out here in the blazing sun, but we're also in private, too. If we did run into anyone, we'd know ahead of time. The lifeless rolling hills on each side of the road don't grant many opportunities for spectators to watch us, not without us being able to watch them as well.

We could really do whatever we wanted out here. And Cass? Well, Cass wanted one thing in particular, a fantasy she's always wanted to have me fulfill.

And when I open the door to Cass's truck and jump into the passenger's side seat, sticking my bare back and behind to the seat's leather, it's not hard to figure out what that 'fantasy' might be, especially as Cass smiles giddily at me. Since Cass and I figured that we'd likely be alone together for the vast majority of our road trip, we thought—well, she thought—that we didn't need to hide anything from one another. That I didn't need to hide anything from her.

So that's why I didn't bring any clothes on our roadtrip.

That's right. Nothing. I have no clothes to wear. The most amount of 'clothing' I've worn since I stepped out of my apartment and rushed barefoot to Cass's truck is a pair of sunglasses for the road. That's all.

And until we reach the hotel Cass and I had in mind in Phoenix, the plan is for me to stay that way. Naked. Exposed. Aroused, all for Cass's enjoyment.

She's pretty happy about it. I am, too, although I'm too shy to ever admit it out loud. It's… exciting, to say the least. One thing is for sure though: I've never felt more naked in my entire life. And with Cass's teasing, I'll be sure to never forget it.

"Okay, naked girl," Cass says as she revs the engine, her smile growing as she eyes my bare breasts. "You've had enough of a fresh air, Kait. Let's get this baby back on the road!"

…

Cass has never been shy about admitting she prefers me in the nude, even before we started dating. She's a confident soul, shameless to the core: modesty isn't really a social concept that Cass understands. She doesn't care where we are, whether we're out in public or hanging out with friends: she thinks I should be naked and that I should stay naked, constantly. Suffice it to say, Cass is as blunt as a battering ram to the temple sometimes.

At first I was so nervous about it! It was such an odd experience having a female friend (this was before I realized I was a lesbian) that made it a point to undress me the moment I walked in the door of her apartment. I mean, how do you respond to something like that? How would you react if your significant other loved your body so much that they would be more than happy to have you run around in the buff everywhere?

Obviously, I responded by stripping down. I thought it was kinky, exciting, and honestly a major boost to my originally low body confidence. I had always been shy about the appearance of my body, but with Cass I felt so loved and appreciated that all those concerns are now long in the past. But still, there was an adjustment period. I remember joking with Cass, "You just want me to become a nudist at this point, right? That's your plan?"

With complete sincerity, Cass nodded. "Yup. A hundred percent. Sorry, sweetheart, but clothes and you just aren't meant to be~"

I couldn't help but laugh at Cass for that remark—and feel a little weak in the knees, in a good way.

I was always naked around her in private after that, only wearing clothes when I had to, when friends were over and whenever we went out in dates, although I'm sure Cass wished for public nudity to become legal so I could show off for her outside, too. It was an unusual dynamic, certainly the most unusual I had ever had in a relationship, but I enjoyed myself. I didn't have any problems giving up my clothes for a woman I loved. And it definitely made things spicier in the bedroom, where clothes were not allowed for Cass, too.

But then we planned to travel to Phoenix together after all these years, and the first thing she suggested was that I left my clothes at home. I didn't know what to think at first. It was easy enough being her exhibitionist inside in the privacy of our apartments, but on the road? It was so daring. My first question was simple: what if I ever needed to leave the truck? Like, let's say, to enter a gas station to grab a bite to eat?

I had other questions, of course… but for some reason, that one was the one I focused on. The idea of walking into a store bare.

"You'd do that naked," Cass said to me, as if it were the most obvious question in the whole wide world. "Duh."

I blinked. "Naked," I repeated. "You want me to walk into a gas station completely butt naked."

Of course, I was in my birthday suit as I said this, my round butt and modest breasts openly on display for her. I don't particularly notice my nudity now—at least when there's four walls surrounding me—but it feels important to mention that fact here.

"You'd make some nice guy's boring day at work so much better if you did~" Cass said with zero hesitation, zero shame whatsoever before letting out a laugh. "Come on, it'll be fun. Don't you think so?"

I could only blush at the time, knowing that my girlfriend would so brazenly expose me like that. And yet… well, I had other feelings stirring too.

After all, I got in the car, didn't I?

Cass rolls down the windows as we again head off, causing the warm wind to tickle my naked skin and mess with my hair. I turn to her and caress her thigh through her ripped jeans. I have no idea what will happen on this roadtrip in the time it takes us to get to Phoenix… but I know that with Cass at my side, I have nothing to worry about. For one thing, because she loves me. But also? We wear the same size clothes and I have no qualms about commandeering her clothes and letting her be the naked one for once.

Cass shoots a smirk at me, as if reading my thoughts. "We're running low on gas," she says, grinning from ear to ear. "We should stop at the next gas station. What do you think?"

I think that I am prepared for anything. "As long as you come with me," I say, smiling back. Still, I can't help but feel more exposed than ever. "After all, I don't have any pockets. You'll have to hold my wallet."

Cass laughs as we speed into the horizon. "Hah. Sure, sure. That's why you want me to come with you. You're so cute sometimes. Have I ever told you that?"

"Plenty," I say. I plant a kiss on her cheek.

And with that, our roadtrip continues.


Chapter Two

This time when my bare feet make contact with the warm pavement, a quiet, dusty gas station stands in front of me, like a set out of a post-apocalyptic film. There's not a living plant to be seen for miles, and I get the sneaking suspicion that except for truckers that take this route to and from California and Arizona, we're the first customers to want to step inside the establishment in days, if not weeks. I'm sure whoever is behind the counter today will enjoy some company, if only to stave off the loneliness of the job.

That said… they'll probably enjoy our company for a lot more reasons than that.

I blush and steel myself, checking my body for any imperfection as I run my hands over my breasts, down my waists and around my shapely thighs. Because of Cass's nudity fetish, I'm usually rather comfortable in this state. I never really notice I'm naked unless someone or something calls attention to it. But now as I develop a tan from the sun, and as the dusty wind brushes against my skin, I can't help but notice my body, can't help but feel how it moves in the open air. My breasts bounce every time I take a step without question. My ass shakes each time I turn, breathe—honestly do anything at all. At home I don't particularly care if my assets jiggle… in private, that's a feature, not a bug. But here? Well…

"How do you feel?" Cass asks me as she walks around the hood of her truck and comes to embrace me. Or, well, I think that is what her goal was, until she decided that giving me a playful slap on my butt was a much better use of her time.

I smile. "Naked," I answer. That is the word of the day: naked. And barefoot, too, especially as the dusty pavement ground makes a mess of my soles.

"You'll get used to it," she says as she pecks my cheek. Then she heads off in the direction of the gas station without another word.

I call out to her. "Wait! Am I supposed to like, follow you?" I ask. I'm not deliberately trying to stall, but I still don't know if just waltzing in there wearing only a smile on my face is the right idea. What will the cashier think? What's my excuse, my explanation? "Oh, sorry me! I'm actually a nudist. Do you mind if I shop in your store without clothes on? Thank you for being so considerate!"

How I can make everything more complicated than it needs to be is anyone's guess. Cass's answer to the problem is simple: march right on inside and pretend that nothing is amiss. Naked women walk into gas stations all the time on roadtrips. Didn't you know?

Cass doesn't answer, so I follow her. My breasts bounce. My ass jumps up and down. My hair is picked up and ruffled by the sporadic gusts of wind. I've never done something like this before, and my body is reacting to the new moment in unseen ways. My nipples are hardening… and of course a wetness is forming between my inner thighs. I… I'm turned on. How am I supposed to explain that I'm aroused when I walk into the store? Do I just… not mention it?

No more time to be in my head: Cass has already entered the establishment, and the longer I wait outside, the weirder I'll look when I enter. I take a deep breath, exhale, and speed walk until I reach the glass double doors. I push them open. And…

Well, what's there to say? It's a gas station, and for precisely ten seconds after I enter inside, it remains that way, quiet, unassuming, a bit dirty, with porn mags lining one wall and the smell of cigarette smoke as plentiful as the air itself… until the cashier notices me, and we lock eyes.

People have seen me naked before. Dozens of times, in fact. If Cass has friends over, and they aren't people I particularly know or associate with, I'm usually skyclad around them, which I honestly love because the attention is addicting and because I know our flagrant displays of exhibitionism won't come back to embarrass me in the future. More people have seen my perky breasts and tight ass than I can count. In fact, if you ever look at Reddit, chances are you've seen my body, too.

But this? Oh, did this feel different. Like lightning had just struck the gas station, setting everything alight. All the tiny hairs rose on my skin as I saw the eyes drinking in my nudity. I wondered what he was thinking. Did he think I was an angel? A ghost? A playful figment of his imagination? All those were better answers than the reality: that a naked woman had just walked into a gas station because she had no clothes to wear.

Time resumes, and Cass breaks the ice between us with ease. "Oh, that's my girlfriend, Kait," she says as she leans on the counter, chipper and friendly as ever. She doesn't offer an explanation for my lack of clothing. To her, me being dressed exactly as Mother Nature intended me is as natural as breathing. Animals don't wear clothes. Nobody questions when they run around naked. Likewise with me, at least in Cass's silly eyes.

The guy behind the counter of course doesn't come from this philosophical view point. He just sees a naked woman perusing his store. "Your girlfriend usually wear this little when she's out and about?"

Cass smiles as she places several canned sodas on the counter, as well as chips, packaged dip, candy bars—more than enough food and drink for a small party and add to her love handles, too. "Oh, Kait? She usually does," Cass answers. Her voice is nonchalant and unassuming, but I can tell in a way that the cashier cannot that she's about to break her poker face by laughing out loud. "Can I tell you the truth? I made her come naked with me. There aren't any clothes for her in the car. And we still have a long road until we get to Phoenix."

That captivates him, makes him smile wide as he continues to eyefuck my breasts. "You're a smart gal," he says with a hearty chuckle. "Now why can't I get a woman like that?"

Cass has all of her food and drinks in a plastic bag by the time she answers his question. "Oh, I have no idea," she says as she takes my hand and leads me out of the store. "But if I ever figure out how I got Kait to love me, I'll be sure to let you know!"

I'm blushing like crazy as we jump back into Kait's truck and drive off before we can make a bigger scene. I'm naked. I'm so naked. I'm naked and I just flashed my body to a total stranger!

Still, I know the answer, why I love Cass so much. Because as much as she tries to tease me and embarrass me and display my curves to the whole wide world, she also makes me feel alive.


Chapter Three

I'm idly playing with my pussy for the rest of the roadtrip, a fact that Cass is quick to mention once she notices the hand between my shaky thighs. I've always masturbated in front of her without making a big deal out of it. It's just something that I do, a consequence of modesty being a thing I no longer have.

Cass rubs my thigh as she we begin to see buildings in the distance, the first sign of civilization after such a long drive. "You're really pent up from that, huh?" she asks. It's a serious question, but one that needs no answer. From the sweat on my skin to the shape of my nipples to the puffiness of my pussy lips, it's as obvious as ever that I'm in need of some release.

"Yes," I say softly. "That was just incredibly hot. I've never done something like that before. I want to do it again."

"Oh?" Cass asks, rubbing my thighs closer and closer to my pussy until, fed up with her teasing, I take her wrist by force and let her fingers join the ones making a mess of my clit. I need her to know the result of all of her teasing, if only so she understands what an impact she can have.

"Yes," I say again. My mind is so cloudy and filled with lust that saying anything more requires effort I'm not willing to surrender. No, I'm far too busy elsewhere. I want to masturbate. I want to be naked. I want to cum.

"We could stop somewhere and let you have some fun in the sun~?" Cass suggests. It's a wonderful idea, but because we're so close to civilization now, even in my lust-controlled state I'm not so sure it's a good idea. The gas station was a tranquil place, lonely, isolated—completely removed from civilization and Humanity entirely. There were more dead shrubs than people back on the road. But the closer we are to Phoenix, the closer we are to dozens, hundreds, if not thousands of possible spectators, all of them capable of spotting me.

It's… a thought that, I cannot lie, just makes me want to pet my pussy more. It makes me want to expose myself even further. "Where do you have in mind?" I ask breathlessly. My mind is only focused on one task now—two, if you consider me groping my breasts, too—and diverting any attention from that is too frustrating to do for long.

"Honestly? Anywhere. We could just stop on the side of the road—leave you as little cover as possible to work with."

I bite my lip and shoot Cass a knowing look. It's very obvious that she just wants everyone to see me naked. And yet, I just don't care anymore. If she told me right this second that there was a brightly lit stage for me to stand on where I could masturbate, I'd be happy to enter the spotlight even if hundreds of people were in the audience.

I take in a deep breath—and do my best to keep myself from completely unravelling. I pull my hand from my greedy pussy as well. I can't cum here. No, I need to just keep myself together for just a little bit longer.

"There," Cass says as she points through the glass. At first, I don't know what she's pointing at, but then I spot a bus stop on the side of the road. Does she want me to spread my legs on a bench and finish what I started there?

It's as good as a place as any. It's secluded, just like the gas station, but the possibility of being seen is still assured. I'd be playing with myself in public and there's no doubt in my mind that I will be seen.

"What do you think?" Cass asks. Even though she made me waltz into a gas station sans clothes, I can tell she's being careful here, checking to see how I'm feeling before we go a naked step further. Despite how much she likes to tease me and see if she can get a rise out of me, she seems to have a better sense of my limits than I do.

Of course, right now, I'm more than happy to throw caution to the wind and see what kind of trouble I can get myself into.

I open the passenger side door and jump outside before I start having second thoughts. I hastily streak across the ground, lying myself on the bench and spreading my legs wide before Cass can even hope to respond. It's surprisingly daring of me. I've never been so reckless before.

So it is any surprise that I still want to touch myself?

Cass joins me soon after, once my hands start to explore my body again and openly embrace the wetness dripping between my thighs. A part of me wants her to touch me, strip off her clothes as well, and share this moment with me to its fullest. But I also enjoy her being a bystander, watching me, taking in my nudity, keeping herself solely the voyeur to my exhibitionism. It makes the relationship between us more intense somehow, more intimate.

Especially as Cass decides to sit right next to me, lifting up my leg and placing it on her thigh to create room. We're as close together as we were back in her truck, but this is different. This time, she's recording me with her smartphone.

I blush slightly. "What are you doing?"

"Just shooting something for later." Cass cheekily smiles. "A memento for the trip. We don't want to forget about everything we've done so far, now do we?"

"You're such a dork," I say, laughing. But she isn't wrong. I don't want to forget this trip—although I'm pretty sure some moments are already burned into my memory just from their sheer intensity.

I keep masturbating. Nothing stops me, not even Cass's smartphone recording every whimper, every moan that escape my lips. The last thing I want to do is lose my confidence now. The wind is picking up, blowing my hair in front of my face—I must look so wild and sweaty on the recording. But I just want to cum. That's my only focus now, my only desire. Once I cum, we can get back into Cass's truck and find our hotel and, presumably, finally get some clothes for me to wear. I just want to cum first. I just need to cum.

I look at Cass, reach over and peck her cheek with a kiss as my fingers come deep inside me. I'm not even paying attention to my surroundings. The thought of actually keeping an eye out to see if someone is around to notice me doesn't even cross my mind. No, I just don't care anymore. One person has already seen me naked today. Why not everyone?

I grope my breasts, tease my nipples, and even lift one breast to my mouth to lick the salty sweat off of my skin. It's animalistic the way I'm behaving. I'm completely at whim to my desires. To make Cass's smartphone recording more fun for later, I even pose, spreading my legs further and even placing one hand on the back of my head to expose my armpit.

I smile greedily at myself. Even Cass can tell that I'm right at the edge. She turns her head, once, then twice, as if searching the area around us, but then comes back to look at me as if nothing is amiss. The fact that we are so out in public, ironically, works in our favor. No one else is around in the first place, so if someone does show up, we'll have a lot more of a warning than if we were in the gas station.

"You should cum," Cass says simply. "You look so pent up, so exhausted by now. I really think you should just let go and enjoy yourself."

I bite my lip. "You think so?"

She nods, aims her smartphone between my legs so it intimately captures my wetness. There's nothing really preventing me from cumming at this point. In fact, I could've came if I really wanted to back in Cass's truck. I've just been edging, endlessly, over and over and over, leaving myself in this bliss for as long as my body and mind are willing to maintain it. But now it's just too much. As much as I want to keep going… my pussy needs release.

I let go, and Cass captures every moment of it. I'm squirming, shaking, melting into a puddle next to Cass—she has to hold me upright to prevent me from falling down to the ground as I lose sensation in the lower half of my body. My legs quake with pleasure as my heart risks going out on me. For a small moment in time, I am having the absolute best time of my life. Not once have I ever felt such strong pleasure before. By the end of it, I'm left smiling, in a quiet daze. If only every orgasm could be as powerful as this one… then again, if they were, I'd never stop touching myself, now wouldn't I?

Cass helps me to my feet and brushes me off, eager to get me back in the passenger side of her truck. Although I'm exhausted, it doesn't take me much to put two and two together. For the first time since we started this roadtrip, I see a blush on her face. And that's because we're close to being seen.

"Car," she murmurs. She points behind me, and I turn. In the distance, far, far away enough that it's unlikely they've noticed a naked woman by the bus stop touching , the car comes down the road.

I smile to myself. It's funny to think that if I ever wanted to tease her back and embarrass her myself, all I have to do is just stay naked in public. I make a mental note of that as I rush back into her vehicle, buckling myself in as Cass swoops around to jump into the driver's seat.

My heart is still thumping in my chest as Cass kickstarts the engine and takes us away, leaving a small puddle of wetness on the bench behind. "God, what a rush!" she says, sighing a breath of relief. You'd think from her words and tone that she was the one exposing herself. God, she's cute. "How do you feel? You look tired as fuck."

"That's because I am," I say lazily as I rest my eyes. "I'm ready to finally get into our hotel. I could use a long nap after this."

Cass smiles, giggling to herself. "A long nap with me, I hope."

I smile back. "Absolutely."

…

Thankfully, the drive wasn't too hectic after that, even as cars and pedestrians began to swarm us from all sides in the busy city. Cass's truck was high enough off the ground that I didn't feel too exposed… but still, after having cum, I felt more naked than ever before. But I knew the journey wasn't over. Once we were outside the hotel, I had to wait in the truck for Cass to get the hotel keys so she could let us inside. It felt… well, naked, to be outside in her truck for so long simply waiting for her to do her thing. At this point, I was wishing for some clothing. Anything! A towel, even!

Of course, I knew that Cass would never be satisfied unless I was butt naked for the entire trip. And to be honest? I wasn't going to be satisfied either.

When Cass comes back, she opens the passenger side door for me and reaches out to take my hand. "Come on. The coast is clear."

I shoot her a look, but take her hand away. "I can't believe you seriously thought it would be a good idea to make me streak to our hotel room."

"I thought it would be fun~" Cass says. She's not wrong.

With her leading the way to keep an eye out, I follow her to our hotel room, breasts bouncing, ass jiggling—it's funny to think that after all this time, feeling this naked has almost become second nature to me. Thankfully, the walk isn't too difficult. No-one gets in our way as we reach our door and Cass opens it with the keys. Immediately, I launch myself toward the bed and crash, feeling oh so relaxed in the clean, comfy sheets.

"Hey, you're sweaty. Get off of that!" Cass barks. But I don't really care. A shower can wait. After all this time… a nap would be amazing right about now.

I look to Cass and point to the open spot on the bed. "Come on. That can wait," I say softly, making sure to use my bedroom eyes. "Let's just… be together."

Those words, combined with the look I give her, are difficult to say no to. So, Cass doesn't.

Cass smiles. She undresses to nothing but her underwear and snuggles up next to me. Even she can see that a nap is the best thing for us after hours on the road. She looks into my eyes, and I look into hers. "Love you, you know," she says. "I'll get some clothes for you when we wake up. It's still pretty early in the morning."

I smile at that. "That would be nice. I do like being naked… but not all the time! I get cold, too, you know."

Cass giggles. "Really? I almost forgot."

We kiss one final time, and then we fall asleep. What a journey together… I think as I shut my eyes and, absentmindedly, touch my pussy lips to relive a little bit of the orgasm I had had earlier. We'll have to do it again sometime soon. Across the entire United States without clothes? I think I could do that. I could do that in a heartbeat!

THE END


Caught Naked at Night: Two Naughty Exhibitionists Flashing in Public




Chapter One

I don't know what compelled me to start doing this insane habit of mine, but ever since I moved into the countryside, I've left my house in the middle of the night to explore the world around me—naked.

Completely butt naked without even so much as a towel to help cover me.

It's certainly a unique hobby for anyone to have, especially a young woman like me who really should know better. But what can I say? I can't help it, nor do I want anything or anyone to help me. Out here in the middle of nowhere where cows outnumber people, I'm usually all by myself, anyway, clothes or no clothes, so what's the problem in me having a little fun? Even if that fun could get me into trouble, it isn't likely. Again, even during the day, the rolling plains and dense forests in the vicinity of my little cottage are as free of civilization as can be. It's not rare for me to go days without seeing anyone.

So, I don't wear clothes, not in the privacy of my own home, and increasingly not outside, either. I guess you could say that I always had a longing to be closer to nature, to be more myself in the way that a higher power made me. I wanted to be well… freer, although that word doesn't completely explain what I feel. Let me try again: I wanted to be…

Well, how about I give you an example?

Tonight is a perfect night for a demonstration. The full moon is hanging high in the cool night sky, and there are stars abound from the relative lack of light pollution this far away from any population center. The wind amounts to a light breeze, and the world around me is silent. The most I can hear is the distant sound of truck's engine as it moves along a road somewhere, but that's it. It's a perfect night to be naked. It's a perfect moment to explore the world around me to its fullest.

Because I so rarely wear clothing in my cottage now when I'm just by myself and I don't have visitors over, me leaving the comfort of my own home is nothing special. I just… walk out, and let the cool air embrace my body as my bare breasts gently sway as I move. Sometimes, I'll come out and sit on my patio with a book in hand, enjoying the breeze and the sunset as I read until I've exhausted all natural light. Sometimes, I'll come out here just to masturbate because I want a change of scenery, playing with my hairy pussy in full view of the road next to my cottage until I'm satisfied. Sometimes, I come out here for no reason in particular. After all, why can't I? Why do I need a reason? I can just… be. It's my right, isn't it?

This time, I leave my patio and place my bare soles on the cool, dirt ground, content on abandoning my cottage entirely for the night. My front door is locked shut, but I have a spare key hidden in the dirt by a potted plant I have on my patio. I have no problem at all leaving as I am, carrying nothing with me, unless you consider my smile. I feel more pure that way, more alive.

When I first bought this cottage and moved into it in the summer, this was as far as I ever went without clothes on. But slowly, I tested my boundaries, exploring farther and farther, until I could be a mile away without so much as a stitch to my name. Each night, I'd test my courage to see if I could go a few more steps without clothes. Most of the time I would mix it up a little, daring myself to masturbate out in the open or blatantly take nude photos of myself in the moonlight. I have always been someone that craved adventure. And this? This was my way of fulfilling that innate need.

It's colder this night. Officially, winter is only a few days away—I won't be able to keep running around naked until spring returns, so, in a way, I'm getting my exhibitionism out of my system before I run out of any more opportunities. Tonight it's certainly too cold to be naked outside, but the weather has never stopped me before. Even rain only dared me to take a shower outside. I quite like the challenge. I am not someone that chickens out from a dare.

Tonight I leave the safety of my patio and take a stroll across the desire path I've made until I reach the open road. On the other side of the road is a thick forest I've explored many times. On the opposite ends of my cottage, there are smooth plains that evolve into bumpy hills that go on for miles. During the day it's not rare for truckers to pass by on this road, but at night it's almost always quiet.

If only they knew that a gorgeous naked woman made a habit of walking around out here, enjoying herself in the open air, embracing her body simply because she could. What would they think of her? What would they want to do with her, if given the chance?

Those are the kinds of questions I loved touching myself to as I thought about them. It was like I was daring the world around me for a man to come fuck me. After all, it wasn't like I was making it hard for anyone to find me, now was I?

I step onto the cool, cracked pavement and position myself in the very middle of the road before lifting up my arms to the sky and spread my legs, forming a star with my body. It's a pose that exposes me completely, leaving nothing to the imagination, and yet I love how the air explores my body in this way. At the same time, my long brown hair falls down the length of my back, and I smile. My nipples are rock hard from the cold. Already do I want to touch myself, to masturbate until I cannot control myself any longer.

But I restrain myself for now. My journey tonight hasn't even begun yet. Without any particular plan in mind, I walk down the road, running my hands around my body, touching every single inch of skin that I have, as slowly the moon rises and hangs in the apex of the sky like the sun. I hear the sounds of animals in the distant forest, but none of their calls concern me. The only thing that matters is the way my hands make love to my body and the feeling that I need to make love to my pussy sometime soon, regardless of where I happen to be.

Another sound catches my attention. This one, unlike the others, is enough of a distraction that I look in the direction of it. At first, I thought it resembled a cry… an eep!—the kind of sound someone would make if they stepped on a Lego brick. But no, that wasn't it.

But in any case, it was human. I reach to cover up—then pull my hands away. Even though I'm directly on the road, the shadows should be strong enough here to make my body almost a pure silhouette. I shouldn't appear to be naked to anyone if they were looking at me.

But someone is looking at me. And when I turn to them, I realize just exactly I'm dealing with.

Another naked woman just like myself.

I'm left breathless at first. For a second I think I've entered an alternate reality and am looking at a mirror-image of myself, slightly younger, but still as full-bodied and still just as naked. It's not hard, even in the near darkness, for me to tell she's naked. Her breasts are so large that it's impossible to mistake her chest for being clothed, and bushy patch of pubic hair couldn't be mistaken for anything else—certainly not a pair of jeans. What else can I say? How else can I describe her? She's naked, just like me.

A streaker, just like me, in the middle of the night in the middle of nowhere. God, it's such an absurd coincidence that, for a long few seconds, I don't believe it's real. But it has to be, right? I know for a fact that I'm not imagining things.

I call out to her. "Hello?" I say softly. For once, I am at a complete loss for words. I've never had to meet someone naked before, much less on one of my nightly excursions… There's no etiquette for a situation like this. I just have to wing it.

The woman responds by sheepishly coming onto the road with me. Her dirty bare feet slap against the pavement ground as she shields her large breasts with her arms—a futile effort, given the fact that each breast is the size of her head. Now that she's closer, I can better see her features. She's wearing large, thick glasses, her only article of 'clothing', and she has long wavy brown hair that falls as far down as her shoulders. It's a nerdy look, which is accompanied well by her bashfulness. But that shouldn't be a surprise. She was just caught naked. Anyone would be bashful in a moment like this.

"Hey… Uhm, you're naked," the woman says as she turns her eyes away from me.

I can't help but giggle slightly at that. If she were dressed, I'd probably be the one embarrassed right now, but the situation is so comical that I can't ignore the absurdity of it. Two streakers finding themselves. The planets aligning is a more common occurrence than that. "Yes, I—I seem to have misplaced my clothes!" I say, laughing. "I was just going out for a walk. What about you?"

There's little point for either of us to hide information for one another. After all, there's only a handful of reasons why a naked woman would be out and about at this hour. So, the woman tells the truth: "I was going out for a walk, too. I, ah—misplaced my clothes, too. I wasn't expecting to actually run into someone. Especially another naked woman."

I smile. "What's your name? I'm Annabelle."

The woman blushes, clearly debating in her head whether revealing such sensitive information should concern her. But her inner exhibitionist wins out. At the same time, she even decides to let her hands free, allowing her breasts to hang freely from her chest. "I'm Emmy. I live on a farm not that far from here. I take online classes for, ah, college."

I smile. It's cute seeing this woman melt from embarrassment. "That's nice," I say. "So you like to run around naked outside, too?"

The question was meant to tease me, but Emmy takes it in stride. "It's my first time," she says, blushing. "But having seen you walk down the road like that… I'm guessing you've done this a lot. A heck of a lot—I'd bet on it."

"You'd win that bet easily," I say. But before I can get another word out, Emmy stops me, shoots a look down the road as a pair of harsh yellow headlights shines on the distant road.

"Car!" Emmy says.

I blink. Oh, on a night of all nights!


Chapter Two

I rush across the road to catch up to Emmy, then duck below a well-positioned shrub as the car rushes down the road. Emmy crouches next to me, her innocent heart thumping so fast that I can hear it all the way from here. I look up from the shrub—thankfully, it seems that the driver didn't notice us. Of course, that was unlikely in any event. In the darkness, it was more likely for the driver to mistake us for animals than two naked women candidly sharing their exhibitionism with one another.

I take in a deep breath, then exhale. Even though I've done a good job of staying confident, I'm not impervious. That was a close call.

I look to Emmy and offer to take her hand. "Sorry. It's usually not so hectic at this hour," I say. "What were we talking about, again?"

Emmy looks at my hand and then takes it, and I help her to her feet. "We were talking about the fact you probably don't wear clothes all that often," Emmy says with a smirk.

Well, I can't deny that, I think to myself. I try to think back to the last time I purposefully put clothes on… but my memory fails me. It must've been when I went into the city to go shopping last week. Has it really been that long?

I blush as I turn to Emmy, as both of us walk onto the road again. "I—I honestly can't remember the last time I wore anything. Moving into the countryside appears to have made me into a nudist."

Emmy blushes as I say the word. I can tell just from the way she reacts and thinks to herself that her nudity was a spur of the moment decision. This wasn't planned for her, not one bit, unlike me. "I still wear clothes," she mentions. "There are way too many people living at the farm for me to run around all skyclad like you. This was my first time… well, actually going out like this."

"Oh?" I raise an eyebrow, curious on what she was considering doing. "What did you have planned?"

Emmy opens her mouth, but says nothing as she thinks over her words. What to say, what to say… It must be difficult to say out loud that you wanted to live out a secret fantasy of running around in the middle of the night naked. Out of all the possible embarrassing secrets to admit to a total stranger, that has to be one of the most embarrassing ones. "I… I was just planning on going for a walk and seeing where I could go. I didn't exactly have anything planned. It was more like… a feeling. A temptation. Like instinct. Does that make sense?"

I laugh sweetly. "Of course I do. I can't really pretend it isn't the same for me, either."

I come up to her and reach to take her hand. Emmy, despite her initial apprehensiveness, accepts my touch happily. It's clear that we're both on the same wavelength. Without clothes, there's little reason for us to pretend that we were somehow doing completely unrelated things. No, we're both exhibitionist. What's the shame in flaunting that now?

"How about we keep going, then?" I ask, smiling devilishly.

Emmy's eyes light up, just like the blue moon hanging above us. "But we're naked!"

I laugh. "Yes, yes, we're naked. But it's not like anyone is around. Let's keep going and see if that changes."

With that, I lead her back onto the road. Emmy follows, smiling softly as the moonlight shines down on us. "I can tell I'm going to like you already," she says.

We walk for a time on the moonlit road until we're both far, far away from anything to wear. Before I know it, I've crossed the point, the farthest I've ever walked from my cottage in the buff. It's a thought that I crave, and I can tell the further we go, a thought that excites Emmy as well. It's like a dare. Each time you challenge yourself, you're eager to see if you can make the challenge just a little bit harder.

Another car comes—it's just our luck that the road is busy tonight. Emmy motions for us to hide in the shadows, but I stop her and take her hand again. "No, let's just keep walking on the side of the road."

The idea, of course, is to pretend that nothing is amiss at all. We're just two women hiking along the road—the fact we're not carrying or wearing anything being completely inconsequential to us.

Communicating this without words, however, in the short time we have, isn't possible. "They'll see us!" Emmy says. Yet, despite her words, her tone of voice suggests she's interested in the idea.

"The car is going so fast, I doubt they'll pay attention to us. They won't see we're naked," I say. Of course, even I don't completely believe this. I've never tried flashing a car before. But it's so dark out that even with the harsh yellow headlights, the most they'll see is a brief image.

In any case, Emmy and I slow down to stop our breasts from swaying so we appear as 'clothed' as possible, limiting the outlines of our bodies to something… less suspect.

Emmy freezes, but keeps her hands firmly placed at her sides. I do the same—well, almost. The difference is I smile and offer the car's driver a little wave.

The car doesn't slow down, and quickly disappears behind us in the horizon without so much as a honk as a response. For a small moment in time, Emmy and I are completely breathless. We have nothing to say, absolutely no words to express the emotions brewing in our heads.

We were just naked in front of someone. And they didn't notice! They must've not noticed, because there's no world in which a driver wouldn't have slowed down or honked their horn in the response of two gorgeous naked women walking casually on the side of the road. It would be unthinkable.

"…I can't believe that just happened…" Emmy says, more to myself than to me. Even next to her, I can hear her heart pound against her chest. A thin sheen of nervous sweat sticks to her arms and forehead. She must feel so naked. "That was so fucking hot. It was a guy—did you see that? It was a guy but he didn't pay attention to us at all!"

"He must've been blind," I joked. "Probably shouldn't be on the road in the first place!"

"I hope so if he couldn't even see us!"

That, normally, would be a good stopping point for one of my naked adventures, and, considering this is Emmy's first night out as well, would be a good stopping point for her, too. But it's clear that neither of us want the night to end so fast. "How about…" Emmy begins to say. "How about we make sure they see us next time?"

I look to her. Her nipples are as hard as glass, and even though I can't see past her bush, I know she's as wet as I am. "Oh?" I say. Frankly, I'm up for whatever exhibitionist fantasy she has in her head. I don't need to ask for details."

"Yeah," she says, smirking. "We can pretend our clothes got stolen and we really need their help! Or… we could be masturbating and not even have a cover story. We could pretend we're nudists. We could do anything."

"Let's do it," I say. "But let's make it fun."

"…What are you thinking?" Emmy asks.

"We take turns. And since you're the one who brought this up… I say you should go first."


Chapter Three

Emmy, to my surprise, takes my ridiculous challenge head on: the next time we catch sight of a vehicle on the road, Emmy is positioned confidently to be seen. This time, there's no chance the driver won't notice. For one thing, because Emmy is standing so close to the middle of the road that the vehicle might just graze her if she isn't careful. And for another thing: because she's jumping up and down and yelling at the top of her lungs.

"Hey, mister!" she calls out, letting her fat, bare breasts bounce up and down as she lifts her arms high into the sky. She shakes her hips, slaps her ass—she does just about everything possible to make the driver notice her…probably too much, if I have to be honest. We don't want the poor guy to faint at the wheel!

Unsurprisingly, the driver hits the brakes and comes to a stop next to Emmy, rolling the window down just as Emmy stops bouncing all she has to offer. Even though I'm nowhere near and practically invisible in the shadows, I can't help but feel… oh, dear, I have no idea how I feel. Just how am I going to top that? I think. She wasn't subtle at all!

The man's eyes are glued to Emmy's tits the entire time they speak—I'm too far for me to hear their conversation clearly. But even from this distance, I can tell the man at the wheel is enjoying the show. Emmy giggles, graciously running her hands over her body and even playing with her breasts as the two talk. I can only imagine what explanation she has for why she's standing out in the middle of the countryside wearing nothing but a smile. But maybe there doesn't need to be an explanation. What's wrong with saying that Emmy and I just wanted to have a little fun? It is the truth, after all.

A moment later Emmy comes rushing back to me, giggling as her breasts slap against her chest. At the same time, the man drives off with a bright smile on his face that anyone could see for miles. Honestly? I'm impressed. I have no idea what to say. "You just made his night," I say to Emmy, whose sudden confidence is so infectious I can't help but smile, too. "What did you tell him?"

"Oh, gosh. I can't remember, exactly," Emmy says, blushing. "I made up some story where I 'forgot' to bring clothes along with me, and I got locked out, or something. The guy was so focused on my tits that I'm sure I could've said anything to him—he wasn't listening at all. He asked if he could take a few pictures on his smartphone, and I told him yes as long as he shot me from the neck down. He was honestly pretty sweet. Could you imagine if every guy was that respectful? I'd go out naked all the time."

As Emmy speaks, I hear the faint rumbling of an engine in the distance—a signal that my turn is just about to begin. I shush her and warn her to the sound. "My time for the spotlight. Wish me luck."

"Have fun!"

Have fun, she says… I think as I step onto the road. There are so many ideas brewing in my head for what to do that I don't know which one to choose. Touching myself is an option… offering to fuck the driver is certainly an option, too. I look back at Emmy, using the moment to stall so I can decide what to do… until a lightbulb shines over my head.

There's no time to think about it. I rush back to grab Emmy's hand, then lead her into the spotlight. "Hey! This was your turn—oh~"

I quiet her down with a well placed kiss on the lips, one she gladly accepts. I grab her at her waist, and Emmy does the same. Our bodies meld, passionately touching every bare inch of skin we have as the vehicle on the road slowly, curiously, comes to a stop next to us.

We keep touching. At this point, we are both so pent up that fucking each other was already on the table—we just needed an audience. I turn and playfully wave at the driver's window as it's rolled down. What to say… what to say. There's just no innocent explanation for this, is there?

"Sorry! We just lost our clothes!" I say. Emmy immediately follows my lead by nodding. "It's really cold out here, so we're trying to share our body heat to stay warm…"

"Oh yeah. It's freezing." Emmy lifts up her breast and points at her hard nipple for proof. "See this? Gosh, it's so cold."

The man has absolutely no idea what to say as a response. I assume the boner rising in his jeans has sucked all of the blood from his brain. "You two ladies are a sight for sore eyes…" he finally says. And he's not wrong. "You two sure you don't need any help? I can offer you both a ride."

Both of us, in unison, shake our heads at that. It's just like us to be a tease. "Sorry, mister. We'll find our way home eventually. We're fine," Emmy says. "Drive safe now!"

I smile. Before the man can say anything else, we're off, streaking back into the shadows until a field of grass protects us. We laugh and pant for breath, completely exhausted from the ordeal. But we're not done yet. Not even close.

"I can't believe we just did that," Emmy says—as she accepts my touch again, as I accept hers.

"You're a bad influence," I say. Our lips unite under the moonlight for another time. Having sex out here wouldn't be the most comfortable thing in the world… but walking back home for either one of us would take far too long. We should've asked one of the drivers for a towel to lie on. A missed opportunity, there!

We decide to stay standing. We've gotten pretty good at touching each other as we stand. "I'm really glad I met you," Emmy says. "We need to do this again. Maybe with some backup clothes lying around, mind you… but then again, maybe not."

"We definitely don't need clothes when we're alone together."

"We're out in public! There's no such thing as 'alone' out here!"

I smile. "Good point."

We settle down on a small dirt clearing where the grass, or anything else for that matter, will get in the way of us exploring our bodies. A gentle moan escapes Emmy's lips, then another—once she realizes we are truly alone, she doesn't hold back her whimpers. Her breathing quickens. Her heart pounds and pounds. My fingers come in and out of her wetness so fast that by the time I'm done with her, she's yelling out so loudly that birds are disturbed in the distant trees. It's cute seeing her unravel so much. If we were in the bed back in my cottage, I'd be able to see it even better.

I grope her breasts, kissing them, teasing them, doing everything I can to make the pleasure she's experiencing build and build… until Emmy is reduced to incontrollable whimpers.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Emmy whispers as she looks into my eyes. Time seems to stop for a small moment, as we embrace and as Emmy nears climax. "I'm so glad I met you. You made a wonderful night even better. I'll never forget about this—never!"

I laugh sweetly as I focus on the more important task of making this woman orgasm. Emmy, without words, seems quite happy with my prioritization. She tries to touch me, to excite me just as much as I'm exciting her, but I'm quick to place her hands back at her sides. No, this is still my turn. I'm not done yet.

Suddenly a bright light shines on the grass ahead of us—at the exact moment Emmy cums and she has to silence her moans with her palm over her mouth. I whip my head from side to side. It's not just a light—it's a beam of light, like a flashlight's. It's only now that I realize we're not that far from a small homestead. We need to go. Now!

I take Emmy's hand, and despite how wobbly she is, she's able to follow me until we're just out of sight. "Come on!" I say, watching as she clumsily tries to stay on her feet.

"Haha, I'm trying! Just keep going—I'll catch up!"

God, I feel so naked again. I rush across the field until I'm far, far from the flashlights—and thankfully, Emmy is not far behind. Did they—if anyone—spot us? No… no, the beams of white light are still searching the field, as if confused, although it's far too dark for me to make out anything but a silhouette of the person holding the flashlight. I think we're safe. Phew.

"I can't believe we did that," I say. I keep walking along the grass in the direction of my cottage. It's far, but not too far that I can't find it all this far away. "Let me take you to my place. I should have some clothes your size that you can borrow."

"That would be lovely," Emmy says, panting and wiping the nervous sweat from her forehead. "I don't know about you… but I think I'm done being naked!"

Fifteen minutes of barefoot walking later, we make it to the front door of my cottage without any issues. I find my spare key and unlock the door, letting Emmy inside as I bring out two towels from my bathroom. "We should probably clean up first," I say. Obviously, there's no rush in either of us getting clothed. We've both seen each other naked for hours now. "Here. You can use the shower if you'd like."

"Oh, gladly," she says as she walks past me to the bathroom, picking up the towel right out of my hands. I can only smile. She's certainly a lot more confident now. I must've made quite an exhibitionist out of her… Oh, dear.

Still smiling, I walk into my bathroom and join her in the shower. I don't know if I plan to keep going outside at night in the nude… Tonight was certainly more intense than just about every other night combined. But I know if I do happen to do it… I know that Emmy won't be that far behind.

Emmy giggles as I join her. "You know, I was thinking, when I leave, I don't need to borrow your clothes," she says.

"Oh?" I say as I lock my hands around her waist, bringing her closer under the hot water. "And why is that?"

"I'll just go naked again," Emmy says. "At this point, my birthday suit is the best outfit that I have~"

THE END


Naked Costume Party: Naughty Exhibitionist Flashing Fun




Chapter One

So… there's a college costume party later tonight which my girlfriend, Chloe, and I are going to. It's supposed to be big as far as college parties go. Everyone—and I really want to stress the word everyone here—is going to be there. The hostess, Abbey, a rich valley girl whose real estate mogul parents own half of the beachfront property in San Diego, has her mansion-like house set up for hundreds of people to be in attendance. Personally? It's the kind of shindig I wouldn't involve myself with in normal circumstances… I'm a bookworm, a wall flower, not a partygoer. But my Chloe—bless her heart—was adamant that I'd show up with her. This will be the party of a lifetime, she said to me. It would be like graduation: you don't just skip out on graduation, do you?

Still, I was a little apprehensive about the whole idea. I had never been to a party before, much less a college one. When I mention that I'm a bookworm, I mean that if it weren't for Chloe, a good book would be my girlfriend, not an actual person. Is that pathetic? Maybe… but that's who I am. I'm not a partygoer. More than that, I'm not a college partygoer. But even more more than that… I'm not a college partygoer when the dress code asks for a costume.

Especially when my girlfriend thinks I should dress as Eve.

Yes, that's right! No, you didn't mishear me: Eve, as in Adam and Eve. You know, the first woman of the entire Human race that is famous for decidedly not wearing clothes, unless you consider a tiny little fig leaf as clothing, which I certainly don't. My girlfriend, my sweet, precious Chloe, thinks I should go to the biggest college party of the year completely naked.

Would it shock you if I said I was a bit incredulous at first? Just a little! I couldn't believe what I was hearing, but Chloe was quick to outline her master plan. "There's never any actual dress code at Abbey's parties," she explained one night as we lay in bed together in her dorm room. A regular night for us… although our pillow talk was usually much better. "She's even hosted a naked party before. No clothes at all. You wouldn't be the first girl or even the last to go to her place in the buff."

I couldn't help but blink and blush at that. Obviously, it was college that we were talking about: I didn't doubt that every single guy there would love if a girl—especially every single girl—went naked for the night. But the idea was still wild to me. "Are you going to be naked, too?" I had asked. Two's company and all that. I wasn't quite sure how a lesbian couple would make Adam and Eve work without an Adam, but if it meant that Chloe would be embarrassed and exposed, too, I'd happily go along with her plan.

Chloe, of course, just smiled brightly as she reached over to kiss me on the cheek, using the moment to whisper faintly in my ear. This was her one trick to turn me on: hot breath against my bare neck always made me a mess. And yes, it worked. "Oh, no. I plan to go as a photographer," she said softly. "I was thinking you could be my model, acting as Eve, and I could take pictures of you during the whole night."

It looked at her, trying to see what lay inside those beautiful sea blue eyes of hers. Right then and there, I knew that Chloe had been thinking about this idea for weeks now, if not months. I knew that she had an exhibitionist streak. But I didn't know that she had an inkling to be the voyeur, too.

"You want to take pictures of me naked at a party," I said, spelling it out as bluntly as possible.

Chloe wasn't deterred. If anything, she was smiling even more at that. "Well, when you say it like that. Yes. Yes, I want to take pictures of you naked at a party."

"Completely naked and barefoot," I added. "Because let's be real: there's no way a tiny fig leaf is staying on me for an entire night. It'll fall off eventually."

"That's true…" Chloe said, tapping her cheek in thought. "We could say you're a nudist. That way you don't have to bring anything at all."

"No. I like the idea that I'm Eve," I said. It was at that point that I realized I was secretly into the idea. Even though I was too bashful to admit it outright, even to myself… the thought of exposing myself for hundreds of people for my girlfriend was exciting to me. No, it was fucking hot. And we were about to graduate soon, anyway… Because I was such an introvert to begin with, I was an unknown. Nobody was going to recognize me, much less know my name. I'd just be the naked girl who cosplayed as Eve at the party—nothing more.

I could tell in Chloe's devious eyes that she had thought much of the same thing. "So, you'll do it?" she asked me. She took my hand, and I softly accepted her touch. "I mean, you can say no. Or change your mind whenever. I know it's a lot to ask. I just think—"

It was surprisingly cute to see my otherwise confident girlfriend lose her composure, even for only a second. I reached forward and kissed her on the lips to silence her. "I'll do it. As long as you bring a spare outfit for me in the car. Just in case things get too hectic at Abbey's place."

"Deal," Chloe said, suddenly excited that I somehow said yes. To be honest? I had to be insane to even consider it, but I loved making Chloe happy. Even when her plans require me to become a nudist for a night, I adore seeing that girl smile.

But now that the party is only hours away, and I finally get to see just how small the fig leaf is that Chloe bought for me… oh, God. What did I sign up for?

Chloe left the fig leaf for me to find on my bed along with a small note. Here's your costume, Heather! it reads. The strings seem delicate, but they're surprisingly resilient. They shouldn't stretch or fall off unless you try to force it. Put it on and see how it feels! Trust me, you'll be the most gorgeous Eve ever!

I blink. A fig leaf isn't much of a costume, is it? I undress, throwing all my clothes in the bin I have in the corner of the room, and when I put the fig leaf on I feel just as naked as I did the moment my clothes fell to the floor. No, I don't feel just naked. I feel even more naked. That one small addition somehow makes every bare inch of skin I have feel more exposed.

I can't believe I'm about to do this. I can't believe I'm about to go to a party completely butt naked, I think to myself as I inspect my 'costume' in the mirror. Chloe is picking me up in an hour. The moment I leave my dorm room, this fig leaf and a robe are the only clothes I'm going to have—excluding whatever clothes Chloe scrounges up for me to keep safe in the trunk of her car, that is. To make me feel as naked as possible, Chloe said I shouldn't choose my spare outfit. No, I had to leave that all up to her. Talk about a controlling girlfriend!

I strike a quick pose, watching as my reflection curves and presents virtually everything my body has to offer: I couldn't leave less to the imagination if I tried. But… I look good. Very good, honestly. Chloe said I could wear nude colored pasties if I wanted my nipples covered, as well as a nude colored pair of panties underneath the fig leaf so I wouldn't technically be naked… but I decided against that. No, if I'm going to be butt naked at a party, I may as well own it, right?

I lift up my arms, jump up and down to see my breasts bounce, and notice how the fig leaf shoots up whenever I move, exposing my smooth pubic mound and naked pussy lips waiting behind it. A Post-It note would likely cover me better than this fig leaf would… but that's the idea, isn't it?

I hold my breasts and turn to the side so I can see the shape of my ass. Obviously, from behind the fig leaf doesn't cover anything at all: if I ever bend over I'm likely to give quite a show to any guys behind me. Even with clothes on, it's difficult to hide how big my ass is. The moment I step into the room, is everyone going to stare at me? They have to, right?

I don't know why, but that thought is incredibly exciting. It should sound like a nightmare… but a part of me knows that I'll never be happy with myself if I gave up on this chance.

I don't know why, but I sneak my fingers between my legs, gently masturbating as the cool air kisses every inch of my exposed skin. It's hard not to feel aroused, knowing what I'm about to do. Once tonight is over, hundreds of people will have seen me naked—probably even thousands, if I happen to go viral online. To anyone else, that level of exposure would be insane… but for me it only makes me want to touch myself further.

My smartphone lying on my bed is hit with a notification, but I'm too busy having fun with myself to notice. I keep masturbating, admiring my reflection in the mirror as I imagine myself surrounded by people—men, all drinking in my nudity. It's a thought I can't resist. Then I start to imagine what would happen if I touched myself at the party, spreading my pussy lips for anyone wanting to see more. Would a crowd gather? Would someone record me? There's no doubt about that, is there?

I bite my lip and let out a quiet moan. Another notification lights up my phone. I quickly have my orgasm, do my best to regain my composure, and grab my smartphone from my bed. Unsurprisingly, it's Chloe telling me that she'll be here in a few minutes. Showtime.

Okay, Heather… I think to myself as I quickly put on a robe, a pair of flip flops, and head out the door with my smartphone in hand before I chicken out. Let's get this show on the road. Let's go to a party butt naked!


Chapter Two

I knew that I was going to be experiencing a lot of firsts tonight. Going to a party naked? That will be a first. Being photographed naked around a hundred or more people by my girlfriend of all people? That will be a first, too. I already knew the moment that I said yes to Chloe that every second of the party was going to be a new, unfathomable experience, one that few people ever get to live.

But I completely forgot that another first was going to being in a car naked. That is a fact that Chloe is eager to mention. "How do you feel?" she asks me as we drive through the neighborhood. The windows are down, and the cold wind is making a mess of my hair—as well as hardening my uncovered nipples. Why are my breasts exposed? Pretty simple, really: when I tried to get into the passenger side seat of Chloe's car, she asked for my robe and put it in the trunk for safe keeping. I had to 'get in costume', according to her. In other words, get naked.

To no surprise, my answer is, "'How do I feel?' I feel naked."

"Good." Chloe giggles. "Then you're ready. Don't worry. You'll get used to it pretty fast. I doubt you'll be the whole center of attention. Trust me. It's a big house."

I blush. Somehow that doesn't make me feel any less, well, shy about the whole ordeal. But she is right in the way. College girls show up to parties wearing as little as possible all the time. How am I any different?

I steel myself and focus on Chloe's costume for the evening. A fancy camera is hanging by a strap over her neck, and her clothes are decidedly hipster—the perfect getup for a photographer who would shoot a naked woman in a public place. She even has her dirty blonde hair done up in a pony tail. Altogether, it looks a little bit silly on her, of course, but who doesn't in costume?

I don't know if this was a deliberate choice by her, but I notice, just as we park on the side of the road next to Abbey's place, that Chloe's getup shows off zero skin whatsoever. No midriff. No leg. Definitely no cleavage. Even her arms are covered all the way to her wrists.

In effect, whenever Chloe is around, her costume will accentuate my nudity by being so contrastive. It's a smart idea. I have to give her credit for it.

"Ready?" Chloe says as she turns off her car and opens the driver's side door. "I have an outfit for you in the trunk if you, you know, are getting cold feet."

"Me? Never," I say with a smile. I reach across the car to kiss her on the lips, then pull away to place my bare soles on the cool, cracked pavement. Immediately, eyes turn. There's so many cars parked leading up to Abbey's place that I'm not surprised there's people out, but I was hoping I'd keep my nudity under wraps until I made it inside the place, at least.

"Woah, is that chick naked?" One guy says, his face blank as if he's dreaming.

"Holy fuck. She is, isn't she?" His friend says, nearly dropping his phone from the sight of me.

I blush slightly as I hear the two guys talk to themselves on Abbey's lawn. However hot my cheeks are getting though is nothing compared to the massive tents pitching themselves in their jeans. It's cute. And addicting. Is that the reaction I'm going to get from every guy that sees me?

I hope so. Already, my sense of modesty is out the window. If I had any modesty to begin with, that is.

I smile softly and wave at them, making sure to not-so-subtly bounce my breasts at the same time. "Heyo!" I call out—an action that I immediately regret as more guys turn to see what the commotion is.

Thankfully, Chloe is there by my side already shooting photos with her camera. "Don't let them distract you too much," Chloe says. "Pose. Make yourself beautiful for me."

Now that I can do. I strike pose after pose, most near and around Chloe's car, allowing my spectators to spectate for as long as they please until they both eventually go inside Abbey's place. Chloe and I explaining that I'm Eve from the Garden of Eden plays out… well, I would say. It certainly draws a couple of laughs from the absurdity of the idea.

"At first we thought that Heather should dress up as a nudist," Chloe says cheerfully as we stand side by side, conversing with another couple that are dressed as an angel and a demon respectively. "But we didn't think she should be completely exposed. Right, Heather?"

I blush and nod my head. There's no way she thinks I'm not as exposed as possible. This fig leaf covers nothing. "Playing Eve was a cute idea," I say. "I thought it'd be fun."

The couple talk with us for a little while longer before leaving for the inside, and Chloe and I follow. Time for the big moment of the night: while we've definitely attracted a lot of attention with our photographer routine, the vast majority of the partygoers arrived before we did, so many of them haven't seen me at all. But that'll all change the moment I step inside.

I take a deep breath, monitoring my heartbeat as I felt it pound against my chest—and I exhale. It's good that it's starting to get dark out, because I'm so fucking wet that the fig leaf can't hide it. I'm dripping all the way down my inner thighs. Chloe, of course, notices and takes my head as we walk up the steps to the patio.

"How do you feel?" she asks. She sounds repetitious when she says this, but I appreciate how much she cares for me. I look to her and smile.

"Like I seriously need to sneak away into a closet at some point to get off before I explode," I say with a laugh. "God, so many fucking people have seen me by now… it's such a rush. I can't believe it."

"I know it is," Chloe says. "So let's make things a bit more fun."

I blink. "Oh? What do you have in mind?"

Chloe responds by reaching for the thin strings holding the fig leaf in place. Slowly, she loosens them… allowing the fig leaf to fall between my legs and drop uselessly onto the ground.

"I was thinking a costume change would be perfect," Chloe says.

Smiling, stupidly, I kick the fig leaf away. Sure, it wasn't covering much to begin with, so I'm still just as exposed as I was two seconds ago. And yet… the difference matters. My pussy—my sweet, puffy pussy leaking wetness down my thighs—is now available for anyone to see. If anyone sees it, they'll know I'm not naked because of a dare, or because of a practical joke, or even because it's a costume party and Chloe and I wanted to do something outrageous. No, they'll think I'm naked because I'm an exhibitionist slut.

And I want that. I want everyone to know how walking around naked makes me feel, especially all the guys around me that can't have me, despite how much they wish they could.

All of this Chloe knows, even though we haven't exchanged a word on the topic. She knows better than I do how much exhibitionism makes me wet. She's just that little extra push I need to make me do it.

"We should get inside before it gets too cold," I say. Of course, having this conversation on Abbey's patio, butt naked, as people come in and out of the party, can't help but make me a bit self-conscious. "Take my hand?" I ask.

"Gladly," Chloe says.

And with that, we enter through the double doors.

And everyone turns to look.


Chapter Three

For the next few hours, I'm the life of the party in ways I never would've expected. Everyone wants to meet with me, and I do mean everyone. Jocks, geeks, cheerleaders, you name it: all of them are curious about the 'nudist' girl being photographed by her girlfriend. It's a lot of attention, and for the first hour, I could barely handle it, especially as my wetness dripped to the floor… but soon I just… owned it. Everyone loved having me there. The positivity made me want to keep exposing myself for as long as there was someone to expose myself to.

God, it was so fucking addicting. The looks. The boners. The fucking desire in everyone's eyes as they looked my way, wanting me, craving me.

It was absolutely Heaven. Every single second of it.

"So, what's your costume supposed to be, anyway?" The hostess, Abbey, asked in a sexy nurse costume, laughing as Chloe and I saw her for the first time that night. With how many people in attendance, and with how big her house was, it wasn't a surprise that we took a moment to meet her, even with me naked: in a way, I blended well into the background of colorful costumes.

"She was Eve. For about ten minutes," Chloe said as she held my hand. "But we misplaced the fig leaf. Now she's just a nudist."

"…You could say it was an impromptu costume change," I added, smiling. It never became less intense to explain my nudity, even though I had a similar conversation a dozen times that night. It's difficult to have a conversation at all when you're so wet that you're dripping down your thighs.

"Rock on. Brave girl," Abbey said, turning away as the party surrounding us called for her attention. "I have to go, but you two have a fun night. Don't get into too much trouble."

"We won't," I said, shooting a knowing look to Chloe beside me. At least not right now.

So, we partied, danced, and even took a dip in the pool, enjoying the wonderful vibe around us for as long as it lasted. Chloe kept taking photos, so many in fact that I started to subconsciously pose in front of and when talking to other costumed guests because I knew Chloe would be shooting. It made me ridiculously wet. At some point in the night, Chloe showed me the pictures on her smartphone. Suffice it to say, my poses were… revealing. Very, very revealing. Was I really spreading my legs that much? No wonder the other guests loved me.

"We're definitely going to have to delete, like, all of these," I said, laughing as Chloe did as well. I wasn't being completely serious, but I couldn't help but be overwhelmed by how slutty I was. I even had some guys grope my tits as Chloe took a photo. In fact, I let the guys at the party touch me and feel me up any way, and any where, they wanted. One of them asked if he could finger me—brave men, that one—and I let him.

He was very, very happy afterward. Very. But it did embarrass me a little bit afterward. For the most part, everyone at my college at this point had seen me naked. Every. Single. One. And the pictures proved it. All of them.

That should be humiliating. If it were anyone else in the whole wide world, it probably would be! So why does it keep turning me on?

"No way," Chloe said as she pocketed her phone. "Your face isn't in any of them. You, girl, have nothing to worry about."

"Yeah, you're right," I said, noticing a pair of guys eye my tits as we talked. I pointed them out to her. "That, and nobody here has actually looked above my neck tonight. God, they're glued to my ass, aren't they? I think we're fine."

"True! Your anonymity is all but secured."

I smiled at her. "Although…"

Her eyes lit up. "Although what?"

"The night isn't over yet," I noted. "We could still make sure that everyone won't forget about me. Forget about us."

"What are you thinking?" Chloe asked, intrigued. Although she was lucky to keep her clothes on, Chloe was just as much of an exhibitionist as I was: she'd absolutely be into the idea of public sex if I mentioned it. What I was thinking though was very, very public.

I smiled. "All I'm saying is that there's a couch right there, in the middle of the room, and all we have to do is ask very politely for the three guys sitting on it for them to leave. Then we could have it all to ourselves. What do you think?"

"You're definitely turned on, aren't you?"

"Uhm…"

Chloe giggled but tok my hand, already leading me to the couch. "I don't need an answer. Let's have some fun. One rule though: I keep my clothes on."

"Pfft, coward," I said. My breasts bounced up and down as Chloe shoved the men away and placed me on the middle seat where I could spread my legs wide. "You just like when I'm the naked one. You love the eye candy too much."

"Is that so wrong?"

"No," I said, lowering my head while Chloe fell to her knees between my legs, positioning herself directly opposite of my puffy pussy lips. Subtle, but noticeably, the crowd around us grew quieter, dropped what they were doing or talking about and instead focusing their attention right on me. They had been watching the naked girl parade her gorgeous body around the entire night, of course, but now they had a chance to watch her get fucked, too.

I felt, for a small second, that I was on a stage, that an entire audience was ahead of me, eager to see what was going to happen. I allowed Chloe to take the lead by pleasuring me with her soft, dainty fingers. I reclined in the seat, craning my neck until I stared blankly at the ceiling. Had Chloe always been this good with her fingers? Or am I just so fucking turned on that even the slightest touch made my thighs shake?

I closed my eyes, blocked the sight in front of me and tried to focus solely on the pleasure between my thighs. I didn't know what to say. At first, saying I was 'costumed' as Eve or even as a nudist was funny…but now everyone knew the truth. I wasn't naked because of a joke or a prank. No, I was naked because I loved being naked. I loved exposing my body. I was obviously such an exhibitionist now and each time Chloe touched me, making a louder and louder moan leave my lips, everyone knew it.

I was going to cum. It had only been a few moments since Chloe started touching me, and I wanted to orgasm in front of everyone. There was no helping it, no point in concealing my desire. My cheeks were hot pink, and sweat was dripping down my bare chest. I felt like I was going to melt into a puddle from Chloe's delicate hands. Even alone in bed with her, I was never good at keeping myself under control. Now? With all this attention focused squarely on me? I wasn't going to last.

But I didn't want to last. I just wanted to cum, in front of as many interested people as possible. I wanted to be a slut for them all.

Chloe looked up to me, saw the absolute fire in my eyes. She smiled gently, rubbing my sensitive thighs with the palms of her hands as she did so. She must've felt so proud then. And she should've been. Because fuck did she make me feel good.

"Don't be quiet," she said, mouthing the words because of the loud commotion  in the background.

I nodded lazily, did my best to keep my head on straight as Chloe returned to fingering my pussy. I closed my legs around her, keeping her close—there was no way in hell that we were stopping now. Chloe giggled, focused harder on teasing my clit as the room grew so silent you could hear a pin drop. Even Abbey started to watch. Was she smiling? My eyes were hazy from the intense pleasure… but I could see that even she was enjoying the show.

Fuck, fuck—fuck… I thought. For a small moment that was basically the only word in my vocabulary: fuck.

Then the word left my lips, allowing everyone to hear it: "Fuck, Chloe… Fuuuccckkk…"

I groped my breasts, let out all the moans and whimpers contained inside me, exhausting my lungs. I was so ravenous for more, so pent up and so excited that I just wanted to keep going. I didn't want the fun to stop. People were watching me, recording me, imagining fucking me themselves. I imagined them masturbating to me at home after the party was over. I imagined them masturbating to me days, weeks—whole months in the future, longing for me, craving me.

I didn't want a single guy in this party to ever forget about me. And, judging by all the erections in front of me, the blushed faces, I knew that I had succeeded.

Fuck.

There was no point in holding back any longer. I couldn't resist. An explosive orgasm ravaged my body, made me slip from my seat as Chloe fucked me faster, faster, faster. I blinked and watched my thighs shake and throb and convulse. My body was completely limp as pleasure reverberated throughout. I was left numb. Happy. Content. Completely and utterly satisfied—but numb.

Chloe took my hand and slowly rose me to my wobbly feet. I smiled to her. "Had fun?" Chloe said softly.

"Very much so," I said. "God… very, very, very much so."

The party slowly returned to normal after that, many guys in the room 'congratulating' me on my performance while also not-so-subtly trying to hand me their phone numbers in the process. Chloe laughed in response. "We should probably get out of here before they swarm you," she said. "They love you."

I smiled. "Good idea. I could use some clothes at this point, anyway."

We were able to get out of Abbey's place and safely into the comfort of Chloe's car without too much trouble. Chloe handed me my spare outfit from the trunk—to be honest, I was surprise she brought anything for me at all—and I put it on eagerly. It almost felt weird to wear clothes again after staying so long in the buff. It felt wrong somehow. Cursed, even! Me? Wearing clothes? Why, that's just patently absurd!

I giggled to myself. My inner voice could be a dork sometimes. "That was fun," I said softly as Chloe started the car and took us away down the road. "A little intense… but definitely a moment I'll want to remember for the rest of my life. If we do this again, though? You're definitely getting naked with me."

"I'm not sure if there were two Eves in the Garden of Eve," Chloe said. "…But deal. To be honest, I felt a little undressed in there anyway."

"If you were naked there with me, we probably would've caused a heart attack or two. Did you see how everyone reacted, watched us like it was the most important thing in the world? Oh, God. So many people saw me naked, didn't they?"

"Everyone," Chloe said. "You couldn't have shown yourself off to more people if you tried."

"Fuck, that's so fucking hot," I said. "We need to do this again. I need to do this again."

Chloe thought to herself, tapping the index finger of her free hand against her cheek. "We could always host a party of our own. Our apartment isn't that big… but, now that you're the famous naked girl on campus, we should be able to draw quite a crowd."

I could already imagine it vividly. Already I wanted to send out invitations. I rubbed my pussy idly, enjoying the sensitivity. I only had my clothes on for a few minutes, but I already wanted to take them back off. "We need to do that, like, next weekend," I said. "We could ask Abbey for a list of who she invited. That'll make things easier."

Chloe could only shoot me a look, as if to say, You aren't tired, yet? How?! Instead she says, "Eager, are we?"

"Can you blame me?" I said, smiling. Yes. I was eager. So, so eager. Just like a true exhibitionist should be. "Being naked like that, in front of that many people? I've never felt more turned on~"

THE END


CMNF Wife: Naughty Exhibitionist Flashing His Friends




Part One

My husband, Chris, loves when I expose myself, especially when I show my body off around his friends. It's a… unique dynamic that we have, a special kind of spice that's kept our marriage alive and well for over twenty years. You could say that I have an exhibitionist streak.

What do I mean by that, exactly? Oh, I'm glad you asked.

Whenever we're together, no matter where we are, I always wear just a bit less than what would be deemed appropriate, and he gets to admire me and touch me for as long as he wants, assuming the situation permits it. How much I take off depends, too: sometimes it's just my bra and panties, allowing my hard nipples to poke through my tight dresses and thin t-shirts, other times it's everything but my pretty smile. I always love being naked for Chris when we get the chance, and, of course, he loves it, too. Sometimes he tells me I should be naked all the time, especially at home while cooking, cleaning, even while I read a book on the couch after a long day, but I always tell him that's silly: what would we do with all my sexy, transparent lingerie if I couldn't wear them? It would be such a waste to donate them! What a shame that would be.

Still, I'm naked as much as I can. I hate wearing clothes if they would be much better lying there on the ground. I feel more free when I'm naked, more relaxed, and especially more beautiful. I love knowing that all I have to do is shake my ass or bounce my breasts to capture my husband's attention. So, it's no surprise that my husband loves seeing me when he gets home from work; I always made sure to open the door for him naked. Likewise, I've never seen a man so happy to take sick days: he could always count on me being naked around the house, openly displaying my gorgeous body without a care in the world.

At first our dynamic was exclusive to our home. While I knew I liked showing off, I was mostly content having my husband as my one man audience. But eventually it grew stale, as much as I loved his gaze on me—what marriage doesn't get a little old after awhile without something to switch things up? We weren't sure what to do. Both of us were feeling it. How could we make my exhibitionist fun again?

"My buds and I are playing poker tonight," he mentioned off-handedly in bed, more to explain what his plans are than to suggest any idea in particular. "You could always show up. Could have you in for a hand or two."

It was honestly cute seeing my husband miss the obvious opportunity in front of us. His friends, of course, loved me, although I had always been more dressed around them than I did around Chris. Except for one friend who was married, they were all single men, without any long-term girlfriends or partners to get in the way. And, of course, I saw the looks they had shot my way in the past, the boyish stares they gave as they admired my fat ass and round breasts. They weren't the most subtle men in the world—but that was perfect. Already, without even having to think about it, I knew that Chris's circle of friends would love if they could see me naked.

I smiled devilishly at Chris as light bulb after light bulb shined over my head. "I could come," I said. "What do you think I should wear?"

It may not seem like it, but that phrase was one I used often to suggest that I wanted to wear less—much, much less. I would ask him if a fuck-me dress and high heels would be too much, and he would say I would be seriously overdressed. So, I would suggest something more revealing and immodest as an alternative. That, too, would be overdressed. In effect, any clothing at all would be too overdressed for him, leaving me with just one outfit to wear: my smile, and absolutely nothing else.

Chris saw right through my words instantly, and smiled, too. "I think I already know what you should put on, honey," he said with that boyish eagerness I always loved to see in him. "I should probably tell my friends ahead of time that you'll be there. Maybe warn them."

"No. Don't do that," I said, placing my finger to his lips to keep him quiet. "What's the fun in ruining the surprise? I know that Matt, Daniel, and Edward all have the hots for me. We can count of them loving every second of my being there."

Chris thought on it for a moment, then nodded. "They do eye you a lot. They've jokingly asked where you are a couple of times before."

"Sounds like they already want to see me, then."

"They definitely do." Chris smiled. "One rule. You're still mine. They can look—but they can't touch. Deal?"

I giggled and brushed Chris's cheek with my fingers. It was cute to see him so protective of me. "Deal," I said. "I was going to suggest all of that, anyway. I don't mind your friends, but I do get the impression that they would be… handsy."

Chris laughed. "You're not wrong."

And with that, the plan was set in motion: me walking around his entire friend group completely naked. It was an idea that, honestly, had never occurred to me before… and yet now I was incredibly excited to make it a reality.

In the morning, I inspected my mature naked body in the mirror as Chris got ready for work. I had no insecurities about how my body looked—Chris's love and affection made sure of that. But flaunting my naked curves in front of him, and only him, was different. He was my husband. Attending one of his poker nights naked in front of his friends was… going to be an experience. One that I would love, but an experience nonetheless.

I shaved completely that morning, making sure my shapely legs and pubic mound were hairless before I was satisfied. At forty, admittedly my body was showing some age. I had the subtle sign of crow's feet now. My smooth, perfect skin was not so blemishless as it used to be when I was in my twenties. And, even though I never considered having children, there were stretch marks and loose skin around my stomach that were not easy to ignore. I had to admit that I wasn't the tight, little hottie that I was in my twenties; there was no point denying the passage of time …But that didn't mean that I still couldn't have fun, now couldn't I? A mature woman like me could still enjoy herself. Especially when and where her husband was concerned.

I smiled, then hopped, bouncing my breasts up and down and giggling as they each smacked against my chest. Sure, my breasts might sag a bit more than they did when I was younger, but wasn't that a good thing when you're as curvy and thick as I am?

Still grinning to myself, I left the bathroom and walked naked into the kitchen, letting the morning sunlight stream in through the window blinds and turn my skin the color of gold. Of course, I always walked around naked. I almost never wore clothes when I was alone. But this morning was slightly different: I imagined myself surrounded by Chris's friends, watching me, eyefucking me, enjoying my curves as I ambled around my house freely. I imagined them chatting together as they sat in the living room, on our couch, watching a football game while keeping one eye focused on me. I imagined them asking my Chris if I always walked around in the nude for him—and I imagined him eagerly saying yes. Yes, my wife always shows off her wonderful body for me—don't your girlfriends do, too?

Before long I realized I was touching my shaven pussy in the middle of the kitchen, right where anyone could see me if they happened to walk past one of my windows. God, was I turned on. I ran up to the window blinds, opened every single one of them throughout the entire house, then took a seat on the couch and spread my legs far and wide. I wasn't shy about masturbating where I pleased, and that morning was no exception to me, although usually I kept my whimpers and moans in the bedroom where they belonged. I didn't bother going to my closet to find my dildo or vibrator. No, I was too pent up to get up—my fingers would do just fine.

Fuck. Why is the thought of exposing myself to all of Chris's friends so hot to me? I thought.

It was a silly question. Of course I knew the answer to that. Flaunting my body to a group of men that couldn't have me, that could do nothing but appreciate the fine work of art in front of them—that was addicting, wasn't it? It was the fact that I could be a whore, not only for myself but for my husband, too. And all of his friends—they could only masturbate to me. After poker night, each and every single one of them would come home either to an empty bed or to their girlfriend—and they'd want to masturbate. To me.

I was openly fucking myself on the couch as I thought about this. A thought occurred to me, and even though I had decided to not stop what I was doing, I got up and quickly found my smartphone in the bathroom and brought it back with me to the couch—along with a portable stand. I placed my phone on the coffee table, and positioned it so it would record me.

For the next two minutes, I touched, groped, and fucked myself as wildly as I could, letting out moans so loud that there was a good chance my neighbors could hear it. In that moment, I wanted everyone to know I loved being a slut.

"Fuck… fuck…" I moaned. I wanted to make sure that every word that left my lips was audible in the recording. I fingered my needy sex, dripping my juices all over the sofa. Nothing was left to the imagination. My sweet pussy was openly on display.

I came so violently. I made no attempt to resist the pleasure surging through my naked body. I made no attempt to be shy, even though my moans were sounding past the open windows. No, I had no care for modesty in that moment. I simply wanted to enjoy myself as much as I could, without a single worry in the world.

I smiled and took a deep breath. Mmm… I should masturbate more in the future~

"This is what your friends are going to see~" I said softly as I finished up, my inner thighs still quivering slightly from my orgasm. I blew a kiss—then ended the recording and sent it to Chris.

It was so deliciously evil of me. He was likely to be in a meeting at this very second—and he wouldn't be able to do a thing about my text until he came home hours later. I wondered how fast he would take me once he came through the door, when I opened the door for him naked just as I had countless times before. I imagined he would bring me to my bed instantly. My Chris could never be patient for long.

I smiled, then went into the bathroom to finally get dressed. Poker night is going to be so much fun, I thought as I put on a pair of silky pink panties. Hehe. I'm looking forward to it~


Part Two

I was innocently dressed in a pair of blue jeans and a white tank top, bra and panties included, when Chris's friends arrived at the door. Of course, I didn't want them all to have a heart attack the moment they saw me. I wanted to play it a little more… subtly than that.

Chris could tell though, just from reading my face, that I had something planned. "I did warn them that something was going to happened," he whispered to me as his friends got settled in the living room, setting up a round table in the center of the room. "But I didn't mention what. What are you thinking, love?"

I bit my lip. "Oh, nothing. Focus on hanging out with your friends. I'll be out with you all in just a moment."

Chris shot me a look, grinned, and groped my ass before joining his friends at the table. He was always handsy like this, especially when I cooked dinner for him wearing solely an apron—but never so obviously in front of his friends. I could tell that we were both on the same wavelength. God, I was so excited.

I made myself busy as his friends started their poker game, bringing out chips, dip, anything I could that would give me an excuse to visit the table and shake my ass. Even then, fully dressed, I received more than one compliment. I could tell from their boyish, blushing faces that they knew something was up—I certainly didn't have a good poker face to try and hide what I was planning. But then again, I wasn't trying to hide, now was I?

"You guys have fun," I said as I kissed Chris on the cheek and swayed my ass back to the hallway. "I'll be with you all in just a moment."

"Leaving so soon?" one of them said. I believe his name was Jim. I was rather bad at remembering faces. He was a strong, strong man, with a thick beard peppered with white, and his muscles were showing through his plain wife beater. He was the kind of man that would unabashedly say that he'd love to have his way with me, and if it weren't for Chris, I might just take up on that offer. At the same time, I preferred a subtler man. Someone sweeter, like Chris. The kind of man that was fine with his wife whoring herself without being defensive about it, someone confident that his marriage was as solid as ever.

I made a mental reminder to tease Jim later on in the night—then smiled at him. "Leaving? Oh, not at all," I answered smoothly, perhaps too seductively, given the fact I was trying to pretend to be an innocent wife. "I'll be back in just a moment. I won't be gone for long."

Another one of Chris's friends playfully elbowed him as I left the room. I couldn't place his face, but his gruff, low voice made it clear it was Derrick, one of Chris's co-workers. "What a woman, man," he said quietly to him, thinking that I couldn't hear. "Where did you get a woman like that, anyway? You need to tell us your secret."

Chris just laughed. "I have no idea, man. Now shut up and let's play some cards."

Unceremoniously, I threw off all of my clothes and placed them in the hamper in the bedroom, happy to finally expose my skin once again. I was eager to get out there, but I resisted the urge. I waited, waited, waited… making sure my nerves were as unbreakable as iron. I was a little nervous, admittedly—who wouldn't be when going out naked in front of a half dozen people?—but I was also simply too excited for my own good. No, I wanted to play this out as if my nudity was nothing special. I wanted to act as if this were the most average day in the world—just like it was when Chris and I were alone.

Like before, I found myself admiring my body in the mirror. This time I applied a thin layer of oil, making sure my skin shined softly in the dim bathroom lighting. Perfect, I thought to myself. The effect was slight, but it was there, and it would guarantee Chris's friends undivided attention when I entered the room.

Okay. Let's do this, I thought as I put on my best smile, left my bathroom, and slowly but casually walked down the hallway into the kitchen, where the living room was directly adjacent.

My breasts swayed. My ass gently bounced. My body was free, truly, honestly free in the cool air. And yet for a solid minute, no one had noticed. I hadn't called attention to my nudity whatsoever. No, at first I kept myself idly busy in the kitchen, gathering a new bowl of snacks to gift to Chris and his friends. Still, my heart was beating so fast. I twisted my neck to look behind me, confused as to why they hadn't seen me yet. Come on… I thought, biting my lip, feeling the oil on my skin shine as if a spotlight was directly above me. Enjoy the beautiful naked wife in front of you. She's right here.

Chris shot a look at me, grinned to himself, but maintained his poker face and ultimately said nothing. Was I going to have to walk right to their table and announce myself to get their attention? Well, if I must…

I didn't have to. As I was carrying the bowl to the table, being careful to keep it below my chest so my bountiful breasts could hang freely, the room instantly turned silent. For a small moment in time, I could hear my heart beat pound violently. A handful of cards dropped on the table—Jim turned, as did the players beside him, all in unison abandoning their poker game with one brief look.

I giggled out loud, breaking the tension without so much as a word. Every man has a unique expression on their face when they first see a woman's body in its entirety. It was cute to see each at once, even on my husband.

I pretended to not notice their gawking. I came to the table and gently placed the bowel in the very center, allowing my fat breasts to hang from my chest as I bent my back. I was close to two men as I did this. My husband was next to me, but not so close that his body grazed mine. The man next to him, however, Derek, was so close that my breasts caressed his shoulder. I turned to him, shot a pretty, innocent glance, then stood up and straightened my back so my entire body was free to be gazed at. My lovely breasts, my sweet pussy, my thick, hourglass-shaped body. What wasn't there to like?

The room, even for seconds after, was completely silent. What was there to say? I was a beautiful naked woman, and without words I made it clear: please, look at me.

My darling husband was the first to break the tension—by simply not acknowledging my nudity whatsoever. "C'mon. Deal," he said as he shoved his elbow against the man next to him, the dealer. "Stop stalling the game."

"I—Your wife's naked, dude!" he said, laughing unbelievably with each word. I resisted the urge to giggle at that. Erections were growing, but even though I stood there defiantly, confidently, without an ounce of shame, they still needed some reassurance that they could look and enjoy me.

"Yeah, so?" Chris said. "My Amelia is usually naked around the house. Right, honey?"

I nodded happily, not-so-subtly shaking my breasts in the process. "Mhm. I'm just more comfortable that way. It's so freeing and relaxing to be naked. You guys don't have a problem with that, don't you?"

I never saw a group of men nod their heads excitedly so fast. "No, no there's no problem at all," Derek said. "We were just, ah, surprised, is all."

"Oh?" I said softly. I realized, right then and there, that I wasn't completely bare: no, I had forgotten to take off my hair tie when I was in the bathroom, leaving my pony tail intact. That was fine when I entered the room (I didn't want to risk covering any part of my beauty with how long my brown hair is), but now? Now I wanted to be as exposed as possible.

I rose my arms, baring my armpits as I slowly removed the hair tie and allowed waves of hair to fall down the length of my back. My breasts lifted up in response—then gently bounced back down to slap against my chest. With that, I tossed the hair tie to the ground and adjusted myself, striking a simple, modest pose that seemed innocent enough, one that had me turned ever so slightly to the side so the guys in front of me could see the curve of my ass, even though I was standing in front of them.

I must've looked like a goddess. I could see Chris reacting noticeably, shifting in his seat to contain the rising erection in his jeans. I liked that I could still tease him, even after all these years. But his friends were having more—how shall I put it?—extreme reactions to my body. God, they looked like they were desperate to touch themselves! To touch me!

I smiled. "I won't distract you boys too much then," I said, and winked. "I'll just be in the kitchen. Call me if you need anything, m'kay?"

"…Yes ma'am," Derek said, spellbound.

I smiled at him specifically, then turned away and shaked my ass until I came back to the kitchen. Once I faced away from them, I allowed my composure to weaken somewhat. I can't believe I just did that… I thought. I'm completely naked in front of my husband's friends!

Before I could stop myself, my hand was between my legs, gently testing my clit. They were still watching me—they were all watching me—but I just couldn't help myself. Like before on the couch, my clit desperately needed to be touched, and I just wasn't willing to stay patient for long. I closed my eyes—then realized that, strictly speaking… there was nothing stopping me from masturbating, was there?

Amelia, you're such a slut! I thought to myself as I snuck into the hallway to grab a special something. The moment I disappeared into the hall, I could hear groans of disappointment from the poker table. "Holy fuck. Is your wife really like that?" I heard one of them say to Chris. "She's fucking amazing, dude."

"I'm a spoiled man," Chris said humbly.

"She's always naked like this?" a voice asked—Derek, I believe.

"Always. Just can't seem to get her to put on clothes. But hey—I'm not complaining."

I laughed to myself as I rummaged through my closet. God, I loved that man.

Shamelessly, boldly, I returned to the living room with my favorite dildo and casually sat myself down on the couch just as I had last time. I turned to the group, flashed a smile, and then said. "You guys don't mind if I… how can I say this politely? Relieve myself? Have some naughty fun while you all play?"

"With that thing?" Jim asked, cocky as ever. "You have an entire group of men who I'm sure would be willing to have you. Sure you want to settle for that tiny thing?"

If he was referring to my dildo, then I couldn't help but laugh. I heavily doubted that even a strong man like Jim had a longer and thicker cock than the dildo in my hands, which was over ten inches. Besides, if I was going to have a man fuck me in front of an audience, then there was only one in my heart.

I turned to him, Chris, and batted my eyelashes. "Well… if you all don't mind pausing the game for just a second so I could have a moment with my husband…"

"Fuck the game," one of them said. "I'm in the hole anyway."

"You usually are, dickhead," Chris said, laughing as he stood up from his chair and walked around the table to meet up with me. Straight away, he placed his strong, firm hands on my body, right where they belonged. At the same time his obvious erection brushed up against my bare thigh. His cock was desperate to be inside of me. So, so fucking desperate.

"You sure about this?" he whispered into my ear as he took me to the bed. "To be honest, I wasn't expecting you to be so…"

"Feisty?" I smirked. "Beautiful? Naked?"

"Into it, is what I was going to say. You're really enjoying this. You're practically dripping."

He wasn't wrong. I was barely able to contain my arousal. My face was a hot pink, and my suckable nipples were as hard as glass. And I was so wet that it stuck to my inner thighs. And every second I stood in front of these men, I grew a little wetter. But I didn't care for my modesty, especially now. I just… wanted to let go.

I took Chris's hand. "I am," I answered him. "So what are you going to do about it?"

That lit a wonderful fire in his eyes. He pushed me, spread me across our couch and spread my legs wide to reveal my puffy pussy lips to the poker table. He quickly unbuckled and tossed his belt to the floor, then unleashed his thick cock. I looked at it, awed at it. Had I really made him that turned on? I must've, right? I had been teasing him so much that he was practically dripping from the tip of his cock, oozing precum.

He entered me, lifted my legs above his shoulders and began to pound me with no hesitation, no patience whatsoever. His hands groped my breasts, and the first moan escaped my soft, soft lips. He reached forward, silenced me by kissing me so passionately that I had to be silent—my entire being was focused in on this moment, this embrace. His friends continued to watch, but honestly I began to block them out. All that mattered is that they were watching us, watching me.

I'm being fucked by my husband, I thought as his cock slid in and out of me. I'm being fucked by my husband in front of his friends. Fuck. I'm such a dirty fucking slut. I'm such a shameless, needy whore… I walked out here completely fucking naked and they loved it. They loved seeing every single inch of me!

Would they think my husband was a legend after this? I knew how men could be. I hoped so. I hoped that they would gossip about me for the rest of their lives, as long as they masturbated to the thought of me, too.

"Fuck… fuck… fuck," Chris grunted. We shared another kiss as he looked into my eyes. "Fuck, do I love you. You're so fucking perfect."

He spoke as if he were in the bedroom. I bit my lip and played along. "I love you, too. Now fuck me," I whispered, keeping my words so quiet that I shared them only with him. "Fuck me in front of everyone you know."

"Mmm…"

His cock grew harder in me when I said that. It turned him on so, so much. How many men get to fuck their beautiful naked wives in front of their friends? Not many. It was a special moment.

"Fuck me," I whispered. "Cum inside me. Cum."

I never had to do much to make my darling husband orgasm. Often, I teased him so much that he was close to exploding the moment we undressed and climbed onto our bed. The same was true now. Just one, tiny word, a simple command, cum—and that was enough to make him mine.

Hot, lovely ropes of cum shot inside me, filling me whole, as he grunted and nearly fell off of the couch. I held onto to him by his shoulder, keeping him upright, keeping him inside me until every last drop had met my pussy. Grunts and pants filled the air. We were exhausted. Completely and utterly exhausted.

Slowly, we rose from the couch and brushed ourselves off, and I? Oh, dear, did I feel naked again. So, so naked. Still, I put up a warm smile as I straightened myself and climbed to my feet. "I hope you all enjoyed the show. Sorry for getting in the way of poker night."

His friends could only reassure me that nothing could be further from the truth. "No way. Thanks for the show," one of them said. "That was… fuck. How can I get a woman like you again?"

I giggled as Chris dressed. "Frankly, I have no idea," I answered. "You'll just have to get lucky."

"Knowing how I played tonight, I'm doomed," Derek joked. We all laughed.

…

The rest of the night went relatively normally after that, with the small exception of my staying nude until the very last one of them left. I could tell that they were all stalling so they could stay longer: they wanted to drink in my body for as long as they could, and I couldn't fault them for that. I had a post-sex glow that made me dazzling, especially with my oiled skin.

Because I wanted to be such a good hostess, I blew them each a kiss and let them each grope my breasts for as long as they wanted at least once before they left. That made them all beam in excitement. Once they were all gone, I took my husband's hands and smiled at him. He didn't need to say a word for me to know he wanted to fuck me again. No, he didn't need to say a single word at all.

"Have fun tonight, sweetie?" I said to him softly as he led me to the bedroom. "Your friends liked me a lot, didn't they? I think I made a strong first impression."

"That you did. You were gorgeous."

"Think we should invite them again?"

"Of course. As long as you keep your clothes off," Chris said, but not before pushing me onto our bed and climbing up to lie next to me.

"Me? Clothes?" I giggled as his cock slid inside me. "It honestly offends me that you'd think I'd consider wearing anything at all~"

THE END


Exhibitionist Training: Naughty Naked Flashing Fun




Chapter One

I love going out for a walk late into the night when the entire world is asleep. The air is always so cool and crisp, and with the moon hanging high overhead, moonlight bathes the ground in a soft, delicate blue. If it's early enough before sunrise, birds all around chirp as they wake, serving as a stark contrast to the loud roar of traffic which usually pervades my home town during the day. In a way, it's special, a unique moment that so few people get to experience. And it's not hard to understand why: I'm out in the middle of public, right where, theoretically, anyone could see me… and yet I'm completely alone.

I smile to myself, and loosen the first button on my brown trench coat. Already, I feel breathless.

Normally, on nights like tonight, I only walk for a block or two before scurrying back home. I know that a beautiful woman my age, freshly graduated from college, shouldn't be out alone like this, wearing so little that the air can easily caress her skin. But tonight, well… I can't help it. As I amble along the sidewalk in my black boots and trench coat, my long golden blonde hair tousled from the wind, the last thing I want to do is retreat to the safety of my apartment. No, I don't want to be 'safe'. That's boring if not outright dull. Instead, I want to be free.

Another button loosens, seemingly on its own accord, revealing pure white skin and subtle cleavage. I've never taken off more buttons than this… but my boyfriend, Matt, thinks that I should. In fact, he's been suggesting that I should go out on my nightly walks without a trench coat or boots at all. Admittedly, it's a tempting thought… which is why, tonight, I plan to make it a reality.

I guess you could call me an exhibitionist. Ever since I candidly told my boyfriend about my walks, one day together in bed after rigorous lovemaking, that is the term he's used. But I tend to not think of it that way. I don't want to be seen, necessarily… at least not by anyone who isn't my boyfriend. No, In fact, I'd be more than happy if I was the only person on the planet at all when I went out for a walk. I'm not here to be gawked at. That much happens in my daily life enough already. Instead I'm here to test my boundaries, to be bold, to be alive. Does that make sense?

I loosen another button, and then another, until my modest breasts are exposed to the heavenly moonlight. If this doesn't make sense yet, it will soon. I don't plan to stop at just a block tonight. I plan to go as far as I can, slowly undressing each and every step, until I reach my objective: a lone vending machine at the outside of an apartment complex, one which neither Matt or I live in.

That was his suggestion for me, his dare: to buy a soda from a vending machine completely naked.

"You can't be serious!" I told him. I had never done something so bold before. I had ran around naked, yes… I had even masturbated once, when I knew for absolute certainty that I couldn't be seen. But I had never done anything remotely similar to Matt's dare. But I couldn't lie: it was exciting to me, especially since I knew it would turn on Matt, too.

"I'll do some research on a safe spot you could do it," he said. "I'll shadow you in my car so you're completely safe. How does that sound?"

I had blinked, then beamed at how much he cared for me. "It sounds perfect," I said. "You could pick me up afterward, too. That way I wouldn't have to walk all the way back home."

"Exactly—which is why you won't need your trench coat or boots."

I smiled. "Sure… but where will I keep the money for the vending machine, then?"

"I'm sure you'll figure it out," Matt said, wearing his characteristic smirk. "Knowing you, you'll be happy finally getting your clothes off."

I bit my lip. He wasn't wrong. Imagining myself naked, dressed in only the faint blue moonlight, was… there's just no other word for it, is there? Hot. Imagining myself naked like that sounded so fucking hot.

In the end, my strategy was to carry my smartphone in one hand as the other held my pocket change. I would only need the money to buy the soda: once I put it in the vending machine, my hand would be available to carry and drink the soda. It was funny seeing how much thought had to go into executing this dare—everything is so much more simpler with clothes on!—but somehow that made it all even more exciting to accomplish. I was going to drink a cool soda in the middle of the night wearing nothing but my smile. How many people could say they had done the same? Not many, I imagine. Not many at all.

I turned to spot Matt's car parked on the road, then smiled to myself as I opened my trench coat to expose my breasts to him. Then I went a step further, unbuttoning the last button that kept my bush hidden from sight. With it removed, there was absolutely nothing to cover the front side of my body, nothing but a thin sheen of nervous sweat that had developed from my walk. I bounced my breasts, giggled, and ran my fingers through my path of pubic hair. Normally, on my walks, I'd never be so slutty… but tonight was different. Tonight, I had an audience watching me.

I nearly jumped out of my skin when I heard my phone's notification sound go off. I reached for it in my pocket, then smiled as I read the text from Matt. Having fun? it read.

I waved at him, then closed my trench coat so I appeared to be decent if anyone else were watching. Yes! I texted back. I hope you are, too. The vending machine isn't far. Should I take off my clothes now?

His text back was nearly instantaneous. Why wait?

I sent him a winking emoji. He was right: why wait a second longer more than necessary?

Slowly, I allowed my trench coat to slip off my shoulders and fall to the ground. Then, I pulled off my boots, one by one, and tossed them across the pavement. The transformation from clothed to naked was intense. All around, the crisp night air kissed my body, causing goosebumps to rise on my arms and legs, heightening my exposure further. I felt frozen in place like a statue. I didn't want to move, didn't want to say anything that would spoil the moment. I was naked and my boyfriend was watching me, taking me in, appreciating everything that my body had to offer.

I blinked, knowing I still had a job to do. The vending machine wasn't far. I gripped the pocket change I had in my palm, and straightened myself as I headed down the sidewalk. My ass bounced with every step. My soft breasts seemed uncontrollable with their movement as I made it to the vending machine. Time moved so fast then. Minutes passed that felt like seconds. One minute, only the dim moonlight dressed me, and the next, the harsh artificial light of the vending machine exterior shined on my chest as if it were a spotlight.

I almost fumbled the change, but I breathed in deeply, knowing that Matt was still on the lookout to protect me. I knew that the very moment I risked being spotted, he would honk his horn and let me know immediately to rush to his car. There was no sign of life yet. I could do this.

I can't believe I'm doing this, I thought with a mischievous smile as I pressed the button for a diet Pepsi and inserted the necessary change. I can't believe I'm literally ordering a soda can in my birthday suit.

Pussy juices stuck to my bare inner thighs. I was so wet. So, so uncontrollably wet from arousal. I felt spellbound, lost in my own excitement. I wanted to touch myself. I so badly wanted to touch my pussy, right then and there, even though I could be seen.

The vending machine rumbled, making loud, harsh noises that sounded like gunshots in the stillness. I steeled myself—and grabbed the soda can the instant it fell from the machine. I didn't drink from it, much less opened it. Immediately, I ran as fast as I could to my clothes left abandoned on the side walk and bundled them as much as I could under my arm pit. From there, I ran across the pavement and hurriedly jumped into the open passenger side door of Matt's car. I spilled my belongings inside, but slammed the door shut. I was done.

I panted in the seat, still surprised with myself at how far I had ran. "How'd I do?" I asked Matt, smiling lazily at him as I finally popped open the soda can and took a quick sip. The sweetness of the drink was well worth it.

"You did amazing, Riley," Matt said as he checked out my body, admired the beads of sweat dotting my bare breasts. "Nobody was even close to seeing you, though. You could've taken your time."

"Maybe…" I said. "That's what next time is for, yeah?"

I winked at him, and smiled as I saw his cock thicken inside his trousers. We had talked about other public nudity dares after this one… but this was the first time I openly said I wanted to keep going. I was too far in now. I needed to expose myself, needed to learn how—and my boyfriend was going to be here every step of the way to make sure of it.


Chapter Two

The next dare that Matt suggested for me was comparatively simpler: answer the door naked for a friend and pretend, for the entire time they are at our apartment, to be a nudist. At first, it sounded easy, too easy, given the fact that I had just been completely naked in the middle of public, at night or not. But then I slowly realized what his dare actually entailed: hours of exposure who had never seen me naked before—not once.

Once I figured that out, I knew I had to do it. "What friend do you have in mind?" I asked him. I had told him straight away that my circle of friends was out of consideration: I liked entertaining my exhibitionist side, but not that much. That, and I knew that his boyish friends would enjoy a naked girlfriend way more than mine would. It was only natural.

"I'll bring over my pal Desmond for a few hours," Matt said. "You've met him before. That big, fluffy guy who stocks the department store down the road?"

"I think I remember him…" I thought out loud as I tapped a finger against my chin. "He was very sweet when we first talked."

"Exactly. And now he's going to get to see every inch of you."

I blinked. "But wait, I'm not a nudist!" I exclaimed. "You're going to make him think I walk around naked all the time?"

"All the time," Matt said, grinning from ear to ear. "We can tell him the truth later, but for now, though, I think we should give him a show."

"That sounds intense," I had said. And it was. I'd be flashing my body in front of his friend, letting him think that exposing myself was just a part of my day. I don't know why… but that only made me want to say yes more.

"Let's do it!" I had said excitedly. "I can't wait."

When the day came, I was pacing around the apartment naked as the day I was born, waiting for the moment that Desmond would knock on the door. His arrival, thankfully, came quick: I had the impression that Matt had told him that something would be up when he was over, because not a second later after parking his car he was already at the door, eager to be let inside. I shot a look at my boyfriend. "What did you say to him?"

"Nothing," Matt said, chuckling as he relaxed on the couch. "I may have said that my girlfriend would be around, but I didn't tell him about your new 'dress code'. I just said he should be ready for whatever happens."

I blushed, but went for the door and steeled myself in preparation for opening it wide. I had never done something so brazen before… Sure, I liked taking midnight walks in the nude, but I never blatantly showed myself off, much less in broad daylight! This dare was different: I was going to be flashing my body, from my neck down, up close and personal for what effectively amounted to a stranger. It was insane, to put it bluntly.

And yet it made me so fucking wet.

I didn't make our guest wait: I ambled to the door, put on a grand smile, and slowly opened it, allowing the daylight to come in and shine against my naked skin. A round, yet muscular man stood there beyond it. He smiled, too, broadly, as he came in and admired my nudity. His reaction alone made it abundantly clear that Matt had warned him beforehand… but that didn't spoil the fact that I was standing there exposed in front of a total stranger.

"Riley, is it?" Desmond said. "You look nice. Nice to meet you."

I blushed as he reached for and shaked my hand. So formal. Somehow, that only made me feel more naked as he went to come and see Matt by the couch. "Nice to meet you, too," I said, still blushing. I'm so naked. I'm so completely naked!

"You should've told me your girlfriend is a nudist, man," Desmond joked as he took his seat by the couch and propped up his legs on the coffee table. "I would be over at your place all the damn time. Does she seriously not wear clothes? Like, at all?"

Matt laughed, but eyed me as if to say it was my turn to speak. I bit my lip, then said, "When it's just Matt and I, I usually just go about like this," I said as I instinctively struck a small, subtle pose, which involved spreading my legs ever so slightly that my hairy pussy was visibly on display. "I'm a lot more comfortable that way. Right, Matt?"

"Yup. She's amazing. Riley? Why don't you come over so my friend here can take you in?"

My skin tingled. Before we invited Desmond over, we talked briefly about what we would do once he had arrived… but the exact details were never elaborated upon. Was I supposed to keep myself busy around them, leaving me available as eye candy? Did he want me to service him in some way? I had no idea: Matt wanted it to be a surprise.

But the look in his eyes… Oh, I could see exactly what he wanted me to do. A long time ago, he mentioned to me one of his fantasies: having a girl masturbate completely naked while he watched. Did he want me to do that now?

I instantly got a touch wetter, and, shamelessly, I stepped in front of them and presented my body completely. Nothing was left to the imagination. My modest breasts, shapely figure, and hairy pussy were all a sight for their sore eyes. I had been exposed in front of Matt countless times before… but not for two people at once. My heart was racing so fast. If I touched myself now, I'd cum within seconds. I already felt like I was on the verge of orgasm without even placing my fingers against my clit.

"You can touch yourself, you know," Matt said smoothly, gently giving me the push I needed to let go. "What do you think, Des? You care at all if my girlfriend releases some pent up tension?"

"Are you kidding?" Desmond playfully elbowed him. "She can do whatever she wants to. I don't mind at all."

Whatever I want to?

That seemingly innocent question bounced around in my head for moments. I knew what I wanted to do… but I wasn't ready to admit it, not even to myself. In truth, I wanted to spread my legs, expose my hairy pussy, freely enjoy my body and make the entire world enjoy it, too, declaring to everyone that I am a whore. I wanted to be truly, honestly shameless.

But that was the hard part. Matt obviously knew me. I could be a slut around him whenever I wanted to. But in front of his friends? In front of Desmond, who I had only just met?

I didn't know why… but I lifted up one leg onto the coffee table, straightened my back, and reached between my legs to split my pussy lips apart. Instantly, the two guys went silent. Matt probably expected that I'd be so bold—he wouldn't have asked me otherwise—but Desmond certainly did not. Erections grew in their jeans. Already, my boyfriend was at full-mast.

"…Holy fuck. Your girlfriend is gorgeous," Desmond said, still in a state of disbelief.

"I know, right?"

"Does your girlfriend usually listen to you this… obediently? Like, fuck. Where can I get one of her? You don't happen to have a sister, do you?"

I giggled at the thought as I shamelessly filled my needy, wet sex with my fingers. I groped my breasts with my free hand, moaning quietly as the pleasure slowly built and built… Usually, I masturbated with a dildo or a vibrator I kept hidden in my bedroom; touching myself with my fingers was fun, but different for me. In front of two men, though, the act of touching myself this way made me even wetter in a way I couldn't quite explain. It felt more animalistic, somehow. More beholden to my inner desires.

And, of course, the fact that by using my hands and not a toy, there was less in the way—nothing was blocking the sight of my puffy pussy for the two men. I was more naked this way. For that reason alone, I didn't dare leave the room to grab a toy just to satisfy myself further.

I bit my lip, letting another shaky moan escape me. I almost didn't want to say anything. I just wanted to touch myself. I just wanted to cum.

"Fuck," I said out loud, completely unprompted. I had always had a hard time staying quiet when I was aroused, when Matt fucked me, when Matt teased me. I rubbed my pussy, faster and faster, harder, harder—until I reached the point of orgasm and pushed myself way past it. I was going to cum, right then and there. I couldn't control myself.

As if I actually wanted to.

I bit my lip and held a hand over my mouth to keep myself from screaming. Matt stood up and grabbed me as I realized I was about to fall over from exhaustion. Orgasms always had a way to knock the wind out of me… My entire body felt numb. Hot, satisfied, completely content… but exhausted.

"Having fun?" Matt said as he wiped the sweat from my brow. I smiled lazily at him, then reached to kiss him on the cheek.

"Very much so," I said softly. "I hope Desmond enjoyed the show~"


Chapter Three

The rest of the night proceeded relatively quietly after that. Desmond stayed for awhile to play games with Matt, and I stuck around, leaving my gorgeous body on display for them just so they could appreciate me. I took some selfies with him, sent them over to his phone, and even kissed him on the cheek just before he left. The massive boner in his jeans proved that he had enjoyed every second of him being there. I had never seen a man struggle to keep himself contained so hard before. Did I really have that strong of an impact?

I must've, and it made me smile. Already, I wanted another exhibitionist dare to push my limits even further. In bed that night, I asked Matt what he had planned next for me. "You have to have something in mind, don't you, babe?" I whispered to him as his cock filled me, as I sat on top of him with my hands caressing his chest. "Expose me. Make me your slut. I don't care how embarrassing it is. I need you to make me your exhibitionist~"

Is it any surprise he grew bigger inside of me when I said this?

He smiled to himself, gently brushing his fingers against my hard nipples as he thought over it. "You still have your trench coat in your closet, right?"

I smiled and nodded eagerly. "I didn't leave it behind during the vending machine dare. What do you have in mind?"

"Let's have you flash in public this time, in broad daylight."

My heart stopped, then quickly started up again. "That… would be so much fun…"

"You could really expose yourself if we did that. I could come with you, and maybe take pictures of you as you open your trench coat."

I bit my lip. "What do you think? A library? A café? There's always our college's campus, too, if we really wanted to get me in trouble~"

"Those would be perfect options."

I smiled—and began to ride him harder until he couldn't say a word. "I'll let you decide tomorrow when we get in the car. I like it when you make it a surprise. It's so much hotter that way. So much more exciting~"

The next day, we eagerly jumped into the car and drove off to whatever location Matt had planned. I assumed that anything was possible. Knowing him, he would make me flash my body in the middle of a crowd if it were any bit possible. And knowing me? I'd be glad to.

I wasn't exactly subtle with how excited I was during the drive. I was soaked wearing nothing but my trench coat again, and each time that Matt sent out his hand to explore my thigh, his fingers came back slick with wetness. If he kept touching me through my trench coat, he would've felt my nipples, which were so fucking hard that I felt they might cut straight through the thick brown trench coat fabric. Despite how bulky and oversized the trench coat was, it didn't make me feel any less naked or exposed. If anything, it made my exposure all the more obvious. After all, what's the point of a trench coat for an exhibitionist if not to take it off?

Matt parked us in a parking lot, then stepped out and went around his vehicle to take his hand. We were at a local bookstore. Nothing fancy, but surprisingly big for the area. At first, I had assumed he was planning to make me flash in the large mall that the bookstore was a small part of, but apparently he thought that too much, even for me. "We'll try the bookstore first," he said, smiling. "Lots of cover. Shouldn't be too much people. We could have you leave your trench coat in the middle of the book stacks and take some pictures."

"I'd like that," I said, biting my lip, already an excited blush growing across my face. I was trying my best to contain myself. I wasn't even inside the bookstore yet, but a part of me wanted to abandon my trench coat here and let it float away from a gust of wind.

Matt held my hand as we walked across the pavement and into the store, thankfully not attracting too many looks my way despite my obviously suspect attire. I kept my trench coat closed and neatly buttoned up until we reached the relative privacy of the tall, packed bookstacks. Matt looked to me, and flashed a smile.

"Strip."

I blinked—then immediately began unbuttoning my trench coat until skin started to show. Did he want me to go all the way? No, he was trying to be quiet by giving me a one word command. I unbuttoned my trench coat completely, then pushed it slightly off of my body so it hanged loosely from my bare shoulders. A freezing air conditioned gust tickled my skin, raising goosebumps, kissing my soft pink nipples. I wanted to just throw it off and begin touching myself wildly—but I kept myself contained. No, that could wait. We had only just arrived… I could always masturbate later. Soon… but later.

I looked to Matt as he pulled out his smartphone and aimed it my way. "Perfect. I think we're ready. Pose for me?"

I blew him a kiss and, at the same time, squeezed my breast with my free hand. Outside near the vending machine, I had done much of the same… I was even this slutty when exposing myself to him and Desmond. But this? This was very, very different. Here, just about anyone could see me if they looked through the small openings between the books in the aisles… anyone could walk past the ends of the bookstacks and look down them… if so much as a soul was on the adjacent aisles, and I let out a faint, but recognizable moan… they'd know. They'd know I was touching myself almost naked, right in front of my boyfriend. They'd know I was a slut.

I kept touching myself. I stopped touching my breasts and instead focused my attention on my eager, still puffy pussy lips. I rubbed myself for seemingly minutes—I didn't want to stop even as Matt gestured for me to change poses. I wasn't strictly masturbating yet… I was posing, presenting my pussy in every possible revealing light that I could think of. If I was masturbating, the whole world would hear it with how aroused I was.

I smiled, noticing that, in his jeans, Matt was turned on, too.

"You're going to get us into trouble," he said, grinning, as if this wasn't his idea in the first place.

I shot him a knowing glare, while at the same time exploring my pussy even more for his phone. "Whatever you say…" I say, smirking. I almost wanted him to rip off his clothes right then and there and come with his meaty cock to take me, but I knew there was no way to prevent us from being caught if we were both naked. Thankfully, Matt could easily control himself far more than I could. Or maybe not thankfully, knowing how much I'd prefer throwing caution to the wind…

Gosh, I really am an exhibitionist, aren't I?

I allowed the trench coat to fall. We abandoned it as we moved down the bookstacks, pretending as if it didn't exist at all as I explored the store nude. It felt so liberating, so daring. I behaved like I didn't care at all about my nudity, even though inside I was nervous. For Matt and his smartphone, I wanted to appear as if I were a goddess. I wanted to be gorgeous.

"Get your trench coat," he whispered. "We're pushing our luck."

"Are we?" I said, giggling. My voice wasn't quiet like his was. I didn't bother at all with trying to manage it. It was so loud that, if I kept going, someone was going to shush me. There was no question about that.

It made me want to masturbate again.

Why wasn't I?

I started to put my fingers inside me before I even realized it. I couldn't move, couldn't speak, could hardly do anything at all that didn't involve filling me as much as I could. I didn't move to get my trench coat. To be honest, I wished my trench coat would just disappear. I didn't care if anyone caught me at this point—I just fucking to fucking cum in public, no matter what happened.

Matt saw the blushed, lazy expression on my face and realized what I was thinking. Instead of me, he reached for my trench coat and bundled it under my arm pit. "You're so fucking hot when you act like this."

I smiled at him. He knew it as well as I did that he was along for the ride. "Oh, yeah?"

"Oh yeah," he said. He stopped taking photos and instead began to record me as I touched myself. "Cum for me. Do it quick. I can't make sure we're hidden for long."

"Okay," I said softly, weakly, focusing on making it quick. I knew better than he did that we were doing something risky. But the more I touched myself, the more I cared so little about any of that. It's as if the entire world shrunk to just that moment, just that aisle… nothing else mattered, nothing else at all. All I thought about was the intense, amazing pleasure of my fingers inside me, and the fact that I was about to cum in public, in front of my boyfriend, for the very first time.

I placed my palm over my mouth and clamped down as I came. I knew if I didn't, my scream would alert the entire building, if not the whole world. Matt pocketed his phone and rushed forward, dressing me with my trench coat just as my orgasm nearly knocked the wind out of me. I almost fell down, but used the books next to me as leverage to stop me from hitting the floor. Oh, gosh. It felt so good. My pussy was throbbing. I didn't want it to stop. I didn't even want to get dressed! Oh, gosh, I just wanted to live in that moment forever and ever, regardless of what the consequences were.

I smiled happily at Matt as he took my hand, wiped the sweat off my face, and held my hand. I was decent now, and there was no evidence of our 'activities'. It was definitely time to go. "Let's get out of here," he said as he kissed me. I returned his kiss with one of my own. PDA, at this point with all we've done, was very tame in comparison.

With that, Matt squeezed my hand and led me out of the bookstore, into the parking lot, and into our car without so much as a soul noticing our departure. I couldn't believe it. How did we get away with that? I was so reckless! So daring. So… just, naked!

I immediately took off my trench coat and tossed it over to the back seat. The last thing I wanted to do was to stay dressed now. I couldn't figure out why, but after everything that I had been through over the past few days, I wanted to be naked longer, as long as I possibly could be—I didn't want the adventure to be over yet, not so soon, at least.

Matt was happy with my decision, of course. I knew that the moment he reached over to grope my breasts. "You were so fucking daring in there. What a woman you are."

I smiled and reached forward to kiss him—at the same time gently guiding his hands down between the empty space between my legs. "You must've taken a lot of pictures," I said softly.

"I took as many as I could," he said. "Dozens. Hundreds, probably. I stopped tracking. I just kept pressing the button over and over again. My phone's storage is probably full from all that."

"Good." I giggled. "This isn't a day I want to forget. Ever."

There were too many passersby to risk fucking in the car, so instead we drove home, saving the moment for when we finally made it back to the comfort of our very own bed. The drive wasn't long. I took a deep breath and steadied myself, feeling the cool wind caress my chest as it came in through the open passenger side window. I felt… oh, I felt so many things. Most of all I felt naked in such a wonderful way. I knew that there was no way we could ever top this dare. We had done so much in just a short amount of time. I could see with Matt's content expression that he felt the same, too.

"I assume you don't have any more dares planned for me," I said, laughing just at the thought of it. Unless his next dare involved me streaking in broad daylight, I doubted we could top flashing the bookstore.

Unfortunately, his mind didn't go there. "I think we'll have to take a break. I might be able to figure out something later. You've outdone yourself."

"Why, thank you," I said. I gently rubbed his cock through his jeans, biting my lip as I felt it twitch within against my palm. I knew I'd think of something. After a today like today, the exhibitionist inside me only wanted more.

I giggled, unzipped Matt's jeans, and took out his cock and began to stroke it. "I already have an idea for my next dare," I said as I slowly lowered myself, placing my head between his legs.

"What's that?" he said. He squirmed, but focused his attention on the road as my lips met the tip of his cock.

"Sucking a cock while you're driving," I said, biting my lip. "What do you think about that?"

"I think you're unstoppable."

"Good," I said as I licked his shaft from base to tip. "Exhibitionists usually are~"

THE END
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