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When you ask people why a law is passed you’ll get as many responses as there are colors in the worlds. There are people who have the view that they’re put in place to restrict rights and those who think they’re passed to empower and protect. Between those there are as many answers as you can possibly think of, but the truth is that when it comes down to it laws usually get passed for good reasons.

Things are banned or allowed if there is a logical reason why they should be. Even if you can’t see the logical reason that doesn’t mean there is one. Chances are someone somewhere had a reason for proposing this change to the law, and chances are that they at least saw some logic to it.

That is generally the case, but as in all things there are exceptions. Sometimes things just happen, and a decision is made and you can’t really follow any real logical reason why it was.

As far as I’ve been able to determine there was no real reason why our city would legislate to allow full nudity. I mean there had been discussions that toplessness was allowed, so why not bottomlessness? There were statements that there was no real reason why it shouldn’t be allowed. That when it came down to it there was no real difference between the top and the bottom.

And that made a bit of sense to me.

I mean if you step back and look at things objectively I think we can all agree that skin is skin is skin. It really doesn’t matter where it is on your body, it’s all connected to the same thing. We’ve built these arbitrary lines on our body that says ‘This is what you can show’ and ‘This is what you cannot show’ but they are absolutely arbitrary, and with a twist of fate those lines could have been drawn somewhere completely different.

Not that I’m immune to the pressures of societal nudity myself. I’m not some militant nudist or anything like that, I’m just saying that I understand the idea behind it. I know the arguments.

Then again barely anyone in this city could avoid knowing the arguments at this point.

The protests had started a few years back. It all happened by degrees and it all made perfect sense if you followed the progression of it.

It started with a group of Women who said that the current laws were unfairly biased against them. Under the law at the time Men were allowed to go topless but Women were not, and they didn’t appreciate that.

I don’t know a lot of people, outside of the extreme prudes, who could fault them for fighting for that right. I mean there was certainly a bunch of people who screamed and cried out that it would be the downfall of society. That bared breasts would lead to all sorts of moral indignations and before long dogs and cats would be in relationships together and the whole fabric of society would crumble. But the thing is that those people are crazy and should be politely listened to and then completely disregarded.

Because the council passed laws allowing women to go topless in the same locations as men, namely public areas. The city adjusted and passed the laws to allow it and in the end nothing happened, society stood well and true and proud.

The general nudity laws were just the natural extension of that argument.

This time the protests came from both men and women, and they laid out their arguments that toplessness and bottomlessness were no different from each other. They showed that topless laws hadn’t led to any rise in immorality or anything like that. It was just a thing that people could do, no different than choosing to wear clothes.

And honestly, no one could make a good argument against it. People could make arguments for why clothing might be a good option, given inclement weather and the cold and all, but no one could really give any concrete reason why people should have to cover up.

So the passage of the laws allowing general nudity went through, and in the end, absolutely nothing changed.

I actually mean that, pretty much nothing changed at all in the city.

You see the thing about something being legal is that it allows you to do it, but it doesn’t necessarily mean that people will go through with it. When the initial laws were passed to allow women to go topless everyone didn’t just all of a sudden ditch their shirts. There were practical considerations and there was the centuries of established conditioning that meant that for the majority of women going topless in public wasn’t an option they even remotely considered. It was only a small fraction of a percentage in very specific areas that decided to take the new law on themselves. They usually only went topless when there was a good reason for it, no sense walking down the street topless and having to deal with all of the staring for no good reason.

I think everyone knew it would be much the same for full nudity.

And it proved to be the case because it’s been about three months since the law had been passed and while I can only speak for my own personal experience I’ve seen maybe one person who had decided to take advantage of it. And even that was only at the very beginning of this and I suspect almost definitely was just for the novelty of being naked in public.

So much like other things that are restricted for no good reason other than ‘It’s always been that way’ or ‘It’s immoral’ once the restriction was lifted the world went on pretty much the same as always. Nothing changed.

And in a way that was kind of a shame.

Wait let me clarify. It’s not a shame that society went on as usual. That is, of course, good and great.

What is a shame is that no one is out there taking advantage of the new freedoms. It is a shame that people aren’t going around nude, that in the three months since the law went into effect I’ve only seen one single person who did take advantage of it and even then it was only briefly as a novelty.

Now I’m not saying that just because something is legal you should go out and do it. There are plenty of things that are legal that you shouldn’t do just simply because they’re legal. You should be doing the right things for the right reasons.

But the thing is that there were people who put in all of this effort and work into getting this passed. Someone should be taking advantage of it. Someone should be willing to exercise those rights and freedoms.

So why not me?

Now there were a couple of reasons why I wanted to do this, ranging from the mildly justifiable to the absolutely and undeniably petty.

There was the fact that no one was doing it, even after all the work to get the law passed. There was also the fact that I liked the way that I looked naked, having spent as much time at the gym as I did pay off for me, and I knew that I would be at least not getting judgment for being unattractive. I know that might be a messed up thing to say, but I don’t think it’s unrealistic for you to want people to find you attractive when you’re putting yourself out there like that. It’s a nice confidence boost, and that’s something I could definitely use right now.

Because the third and probably most significant reason for me wanting to do this was that I could definitely use that boost.

I’ve never been the most adventurous person. In fact, I’ve been accused more than once of being a bit of a prude or a stick in the mud when it comes to putting myself out there.

If it was just once or twice that I had heard that it would be one thing, but the thing is that I’ve heard it time and again and again from multiple different people.

Especially people I’ve been in relationships with.

My lack of experimentation has been a common factor in the implosion of most of my relationships, and the last relationship that ended was only the latest in a series of bad endings caused by the fact that I’ve been too embarrassed to push my boundaries. God even thinking about the last relationship had me blushing with embarrassment and hot with anger.

Now for the record, I think my ex was and is a complete and utter asshole, but him being an asshole doesn’t make him wrong in all things. We’d been together for a couple of months when we decided to go on a vacation down south to someplace warm and tropical. For the first few days there it was absolutely lovely, an engaging romp in paradise that I think both of us were absolutely loving.

I mean how can you go wrong with warm beaches, bright sun, and free liquor?

The answer is that you can try to go to a different beach.

He billed the whole thing as some sort of a surprise for me. Heading off to a beach that wasn’t on the resort that had been recommended to him. A beach he thought we would both really love.

That was absolute bullshit.

My ex had not been subtle or quiet about his disdain for my rather shy and reserved nature. He wanted to push my boundaries in the bedroom but he knew that I was resistant to it, and still that didn’t stop him pulling stunts like this.

Because when we pulled up to this special surprise beach I found that it was a nude beach, and my reaction wasn’t really all that pleasant.

I’ll admit I was a bit snippy and maybe more than a bit irked about the whole thing but you don’t just spring something like that on someone. You let them prepare themselves for it. You don’t just drag them out there and expect them to adapt.

I was shocked and I was angry and while he got nude I firmly refused. He pushed me and needled me and I countered back that nudity wasn’t mandatory it was optional.

For pretty much the entire day I refused to move from the beach. Lying there in my conservative bathing suit and sunglasses, staring around at all of the people around us.

So much skin. All of it on display.

I couldn’t believe these people could just do this. They were all acting like nothing was out of the ordinary. They were going about their days exactly the way they would if they were wearing a bathing suit but they weren’t.

For the most part, everything was perfectly ordinary and normal for them. For the most part. But I would catch glimpses of people checking each other out. I would see the way they would look at each other when they thought no one was watching. The way their gaze would linger, and the way the more attractive people of both sexes got far more attention than anyone else.

By the time we packed up for the day and headed back there was a tension in the air between us and a confusing rush of emotions in my body. I was turned on and angry all at once, and I didn’t really know how to react to anything,

My ex knew exactly how he was feeling though, and he didn’t hesitate to let me know it in excruciating detail.

Proving for certain that he was the asshole I suspected he was he laid into me, telling me in no uncertain terms how disappointed and unhappy he was with me. He called me names. He told me I was a stuck-up prude. He told me things that I’ll never forget.

Our fight carried on for days and we actually broke up right there on that vacation. Both of us knew that it was over, and the asshole decided that he’d get a last little bit of revenge while I was still a captive audience.

In spite of all of the anger and animosity I held towards him I tried to be a good person about it. I didn’t try to do anything just because it would hurt him, but he didn’t have the same qualms about it.

Because that very same day that we broke up, I went out for a walk to clear my head and so did he. His walk was a hell of a lot shorter than mine, and I have a feeling it mostly just was him winding up in the lobby bar for enough time to convince some girl to come back to our hotel room.

That’s right. The asshole actually brought a girl back to our hotel room and fucked her right there in our bed.

God, I’ll never forget it, the sounds trickling down the hallway and filtering over to me. At first it was amusement, wondering who in the neighboring rooms were making that much noise. Whoever it was she sounded like she was enjoying herself.

But as I took step after step down the hallway, as I drew closer and closer to my room I knew with increasing certainty that it was coming from my room. From my bed.

My hand was trembling as I unlocked the door and stepped inside.

And once I was inside the sounds were immense and overwhelming. Each step further into the suite just overpowered me with the sound of them coming together.

Until I turned the corner and saw the two of them. Until I saw her on top of him, grinding and riding him.

I could only see her from behind but I could see the curve of her back with immense clarity. The memory of it is seared into my brain.

That and him noticing me, the smile on his face as he shifted her on top of him and bent her over. As he pushed into her from behind and fucked her hard and fast and rough.

After a few minutes, I closed the door to the bedroom and tried to ignore the sounds coming from in there. It was difficult, they were loud and they were vigorous and they didn’t stop just because I was there. Hell after a while I don’t even think they noticed me.

I slept on the couch that night, and I had to see that smug smile on his face the whole way back home.

He just had this idea about who I was and who he was and I know it might be stupid and I know it might be petty but yes there was a part of me that wanted to prove him wrong. I wanted to prove to that asshole that I could be the woman he wanted me to be but that I would be that woman for myself and for the right person, and that he was not that right person. That he didn’t deserve that part of me.

So today was going to be the day that I proved to myself and to him that I could push myself outside of my boundaries.

I couldn’t have picked a better day if I tried. It was gorgeous and warm, a light breeze stirring up the air but otherwise the perfect day to go out without a single stitch on.

I’d made the decision to take this on last night and I was bound and determined to see it through. Nothing would keep me from doing this. Nothing would stop me now. I had to.

So when I woke that morning I rose out of bed with a bit of apprehension in me. I was a little uncertain, nervous and excited all at the same time.

I slipped out of bed and padded sleepily into the kitchen, fixing myself a cup of coffee and sipping it in my loose and comfortable pajamas.

Staring out at the outside I felt a nervous energy and anticipation of what was going to come. I had made the choice and knew that I had to go through with it. Not that anyone would know if I didn’t, but I would and that would be enough for me. This was as much about me making it through this than it was about anything else, it was about proving to myself that I could do this.

So once my coffee was done I took a deep breath and went into the bathroom to get ready. A quick shower and drying later and I found myself in my bedroom standing in front of my mirror with a towel wrapped around myself.

And I counted down from ten and then slipped the towel off of me.

More than once I’d been described as cute, and I think that was an apt description. I was slight and petite, with long straight brown hair. My body was fit and tight, I ran and exercised in the gym to keep myself in shape.

And it looked good, I had a firmness to my belly and a perkiness to my breasts and ass that I knew guys definitely had a habit of checking out. That would serve me well today, not that I wanted people to check me out but it was comforting to know that I looked good.

My breasts and ass weren’t particularly large, but they were enough to be enticing. And my skin was smooth and even, a bit on the pale side but then the exposure to the sun today would surely help that.

My face was cute and open. I had a softness to my features and a friendliness that gave me a sort of girl-next-door air to me. Not the type of girl you’d expect to be walking about outside completely nude, but definitely the type of girl you’d want to see like that.

The smile that came over my face was mischievous. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, but at the same time I couldn’t believe that it had taken me this long.

When I walked over to put on my shoes I was practically bouncing with excitement. I could barely contain myself, slipping my shoes on and grabbing my purse before heading out the door.

It is so odd to know that you’re not doing anything wrong and yet be completely unable to push past the sensation that I was doing something wrong. Every single part of me was protesting against what I was doing. Every bit of it was telling me that I was doing something wrong, that I should rush back to my apartment and put on something or anything to cover up.

But I persevered, I had made a plan and I was going to see it through. I had the whole thing set out because while I was committed to this I also wasn’t planning on spending the entire day out here.

There was a park about a twenty-minute walk from my apartment. It was a gorgeous and sprawling sea of green nature amidst the concrete jungle all around me. I was going to head to there and make my way around it, head up to this nice little overlook I knew of that was super private and gave me a good view of the surrounding area and then back down into the park and head home. All told I’d maybe be out there about an hour and a half, enough time to prove to myself that I could do this.

The heat of the sun felt amazing on my skin. Freeing and perfect. It was like slipping into the gorgeously warm pool, liquid heat on me warming and covering me with its velvety goodness.

I walked down the street with my head held high, and as I passed by people I noticed more than a few of them doing a double take.

Of course they were. It wasn’t exactly expected to see someone out here and exposed, to see them bared like this. But I was loving it, and the sight of their gaze following me down the street started to build a warmth inside of me that rivaled the one beating down against my skin.

As I turned the last corner towards the park I felt like bursting into a sprint. I’d not felt this good in months, years, possibly ever. I felt amazing, so free and full of life.

I loved and didn’t care that people were watching me in equal parts. I reveled in their positive attention and dismissed the negative attention. The dirty looks didn’t bother me. I was doing what was right and natural. I was doing what I should.

For some reason, the one thing I never considered was that I might run into someone that I know. I live in a pretty big city, and I’ve been out so many times but can only count on one hand the number of times I’ve actually run into someone I knew on the street.

Today was fated to be one of those days I guess.

Dave was an old coworker and one that I’d always had a bit of a crush on. I mean he was nice and cute and handsome. He had strong arms and a warm smile and had always had time to listen to my problems. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was married I probably would have tried to subtly hint to him that he should ask me out, but as it stood it was always an unrequited crush.

Of course, it had to be him that I ran into, practically literally running into him as he stepped out of a coffee shop. As I bounced around him I noticed his eyes go wide and run up and down my body, but when I saw his face and recognized him all of that energy and excitement I’d had drained out of me completely.

“Oh hi Dave,” I said quietly, and his eyes settled on my face and flashed a recognition that made certain he knew just who I was.

There is a difference between the exposure before strangers and the exposure before someone you know. There is an embarrassment to one that isn’t present for the other, and in an instant my mood completely changed.

All of a sudden I felt so very exposed, so bared to everyone and everything. Dave had featured into a few of my dreams but I’d never in a million years have expected to have him actually see me like this. To see me so very exposed to him.

Everything closed up on me and I fought the urge to try to obviously cover myself up as he found his tongue and said hello.

“So,” he followed up after an awkward pause, “How are things?”

I smiled broadly and sheepishly, putting my hands on my hips and looking up at him, “Not bad, how are you? How’s Marie?”

The most remarkable thing was that once I started actually talking to him the conversation flowed as smoothly as it always had. Dave and I had the type of rapport that we could keep the patter up even if both of us were feeling incredibly awkward. And at the moment I was sure both of us were.

Because while we were chatting and talking openly our faces were both beat red. We were both shuffling uncomfortably but neither of us wanted to address the elephant in the room and excuse ourselves because one of us was naked.

And I don’t know if either of us really wanted that.

Dave might have been married but he wasn’t dead. I caught his gaze drifting a couple of times, running up and down my body when he thought I wasn’t paying attention. I saw the way he looked at me, the obvious interest tempered by the knowledge that he could only look and not touch.

And I found myself wondering whether he would head straight home after this. Whether he would take out his pent up sexual frustration on his wife. Whether he would fuck her hard and fast and whether he would tell her that I was the reason why. Whether he would confess to her that he had seen his cute ex-coworker just walking down the street naked. Whether he would admit that I had turned him on.

By the time we finished our rather short conversation and I headed on my way both of us were more than a little flustered, and I found that the heat in my body had returned with a potent fire that was blazing hot and heavy.

I made my way to the park and into it, strolling down the paths and around crowds of people. Their gazes on me weren’t as purely exciting as they were at first. It was like the embarrassment of being exposed to Dave had added a whole new edge to this. I wasn’t purely embarrassed anymore and I wasn’t purely excited either. Instead both emotions were running riot throughout my body, confusing me and making each step in here so much more powerful and damn near overwhelming.

By the time I turned down the path towards the overlook I was practically gasping.

The heat of the sun was making my skin feel like it was on fire, but the heat building inside of me was giving it a run for its money. I could barely stand it, the power of it making me tremble as I forced myself to run up the steps to the overlook and get some peace and quiet.

Practically no one knew this place existed, the entrance was hidden and most people just walked right past it without seeing anything. Up at the top there were some benches and a view of the entire park, and many a lovely weekend day had been spent relaxing and reading a book up here. It was like my own little private sanctuary.

I needed that now. The feelings building in me had damn near reached a boiling point and I was struggling not to have it bubble over. I needed a bit of peace and quiet security. I needed to center myself if I wanted to be able to make it home without doing something stupid.

But today I wasn’t alone here.

As I turned the last corner and bounded up the steps I made my way out onto the platform and caught sight of him standing leaning against the railing. He was staring out over the whole park, and I saw the thrust of his shoulders and the curve of his back, the stark and smooth tone of his bare skin and the firm roundness of his asscheeks as he stood there just as bare as I was.

I looked from his back out over the space, spotting a neatly folded pile of clothing placed off to one side and then let my gaze drift back to him.

He turned slowly, and as he did I took in the sight of his hard and muscular body. The rigid definition of his muscles as he tensed and his body moved. There is something amazing about the sight of a naked body in action, the way the muscles flex with the slightest effort, the intricate enfolded nature of the form in movement.

He moved to cover up but before I did I noticed him. His cock was nice and thick and long, neatly shaved with a dusting of hair around the base of him.

He covered up but I didn’t, and after a beat of us standing there staring at each other I broke the silence.

“Afternoon,” I said, my voice exuding a confidence I hardly felt.

He smiled at me, “Afternoon.”

My mind drew a blank at any other words so I stepped into the small overlook and walked to the railing. I stood beside him, leaning against it and looking over the park.

He turned and looked as well, and we both pointedly tried to keep our eyes forward but failed miserably. It was like we were taking turns checking each other out. My eyes raking up and down his body as he did the same to mine.

My gaze kept drifting down between his legs, watching his cock respond almost unconsciously to the proximity of a naked woman. Growing thicker, growing larger, growing harder.

And any thought of having a break from the pounding heat in me was lost. I was lost to the moment, and I knew that any option of taking a break to cool off before heading home was lost to me as well.

What I did next was an inevitability. Maybe it was inevitable when I stepped out the door or maybe it was when I met Dave. Maybe it was only being here with this particular stranger, so private and yet exposed at the same time.

I turned to him, dropping any illusion that my attention was for anything but him. I stepped into him as he looked at me, and I recognized the same powerful need in his eyes that I felt in mine.

That fire inside of me flared up and consumed me completely.

Neither of us said a word as we kissed, instead we focused on expressing our desires with our physical bodies. Touching and pressing our hands against each other's form.

I kneaded his chest, feeling the firm muscles of his pecs bounce and flex in response to me. And I felt his hands grip my hips and pull me into him, felt the hardness of his cock slapping against my thighs as he grew even hotter and harder. One of my hands slid down between us as his wrapped around my body to grip and squeeze my ass. My achingly hard nipples raked back and forth across his chest as my hand touched his shaft for the first time, feeling the heat in his hardness that practically burned the digits of my hand.

I slipped around him, gripping and stroking him as he moaned into my mouth. When his lips opened I pushed my tongue into his mouth, feeling him pause and then push back against me with a hard and animalistic need.

He grabbed me with a ferocity that matched that of his tongue, lifting me up and carrying me with a grunt and the ease of his sure-footed masculinity. He placed me on a bench to one side and slipped between my thighs without a word.

His tongue pressed against my slit, tasting the wetness that flowed from me. Licking up and down the length of me, pressing inside and drawing out even more of my pleasure. Until it left me trembling and gasping, fighting not to cry out with pleasure. Fighting not to let too many people know what we were doing up here.

I gazed down at my handsome lover, seeing his head buried between my thighs and his body kneeling below me. I saw his hard cock throbbing and bouncing. I needed it. I needed to feel it.

So I gripped his hair and pulled him up by it, pulling his lips to mine and pressing my hands against his hard body as we switched places. I pushed him down to the bench and I slipped on top of him, straddling him as my hand reached between our bodies to grip his shaft and tease it back and forth between my legs.

I took the head of him inside of me while my lips were pressed against his. I felt his mouth open and a low moan tumble out and I pulled back, making sure that his eyes were locked with mine as I dropped down and took him into me fully and completely.

All of him down to the root, buried in me as I squeezed myself around him, as we both trembled and wordlessly released the last vestiges of our humanity and embraced the true animal nature of what we were doing.

This was right and natural. Both of us exposed to the elements, bared and fucking. No real words between us and no real connection other than the purely physical. He was a stranger to me and I was one to him and neither of us would have it any other way.

His hands on my body were hard and rough and it drove me to heights of pleasure I’d never experienced before. I embraced the new me, the me that wanted this more than anything else. The me that would never be content with being anything less than this ever again.

Our bodies came together hot and hard and heavy, and when we tired of our first position we moved to the second. This one had me bent over the railing of the overlook, him behind me fucking me hard from behind. The rough wood of the railing bit into my stomach but I didn’t care. What I cared about was where I was and what I was doing.

I was fully exposed, out here in the park. Anyone who knew where to look could look up and see me. See that pretty little woman next door get fucked hard and fast. See her become the woman she was meant to be.

When I came the whole world around me turned to light and pleasure. As I felt the heat of my climax join with the heat of him inside of me and tumble over I gripped the railing and screamed out my satisfaction, a long and loud cry into the open air that signaled the start of a new life for me.

END


Please enjoy this preview of one of my other works:

EVERYONE IS BARED!
Clothing Can’t Be Worn!

By the time I got home that night I was a bundle of nerves and excitement, all wrapped up with a pretty and tight bow of white-hot need.

I pushed my way into my apartment, my breath coming ragged in my chest as I closed and locked the door behind me. I’d worked a full shift and the trip home had not been easy.

I wasn’t the only one who was far more comfortable being naked. People had lost the subtlety of surreptitiously checking people out. Guys and girls alike were being blatant.

They were staring, looking people up and down. Admiring the curves and flats.

The number of hard cocks I’d seen on my way home, it made my sex throb with need just thinking about it. I was flush with excitement and more than a little embarrassment, my body aching for a release that surprised me. Before the shift, I’d never really had a high sex drive, and afterward I wasn’t sure whether it was a symptom of the epidemic or whether it was a side effect of being surrounded by so many naked bodies that made me need to get off so badly.

Like so many others experiencing the same thing as I did, I would soon find my answer.

My skin felt like it was on fire and I had a slight sheen of sweat on my skin from the excitement and exertion. There was a throbbing deep inside of me and I was practically gasping as I made my way into the shower and switched it on.

The feel of water brushing against my skin made me gasp. Drumming over me like and building a heat in my body that was almost overpowering.

I pressed my palm against the cool wall of the shower, bracing myself as my other hand slipped between my thighs to touch me.

From the moment I brushed against my sex, I knew something was different.

It was so unbelievably powerful. Damn near overwhelming. The lightest feather touch on my skin was enough to send tremors through my body, making me rock back and forth with pleasure. The whole world was spinning around me, and in a matter of moments I had chased myself to a climax.

A climax so powerful that it made me scream out in pleasure. I sunk to the floor of my shower, curling up in a ball as the waves ran through me. It felt like my skin was on fire, as overwhelming as if I was wearing clothing and yet the opposite feeling at the same time. It was pleasure and light pure and simple, something that made me shake and tremble on the floor of the shower, that made me gasp and rock with the pleasure of it.

And I wasn’t done yet.

Click here if you want to read the entire story!


If you enjoyed this short feel free to let me know!

E.C.Post.Write@gmail.com

or check out all of my other shorts available on my Author Page.
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