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Chapter 1

I know a lot of people don’t like traveling alone, eating alone, vacationing alone etc., but I am not like those people. It had already been such a hectic summer, and I had only graduated from High School a few weeks ago. Between graduation and last-minute college preparations and my stupid summer job and friends who seemed determined to spend every waking moment together, god I was so glad when I got in my car and shut the door and drove out of town all by myself. Finally, some peace and quiet.

I was definitely a “peace and quiet” kind of girl. While most of my friends were trying their best to have “fun, fun, fun”, I wanted nothing more than to escape and have some time to myself, and that is exactly what I was doing.

The little resort was three hours from home, and from everything I read about it on the website, it was absolutely perfect for me. A quaint little spot at the edge of a private lake surrounded by pretty much nothing.

The pictures gave the impression that most of their clientele were older folks, mostly couples, retired folks looking for a quiet vacation. Well, I wasn’t retired, I was only eighteen years old, but a quiet vacation was exactly what I was looking for. And I really didn’t care what the rest of the people at the resort were like. I didn’t really plan to talk to anyone or do much of anything social at all. I just wanted to sit in a lounge chair in the shade and read one of the twelve books I had been trying to get around to reading for the past… forever.

If I could claim a small, soft lounge chair in the corner of the property under a palm tree and never speak to a sole, it would be the perfect vacation.

As I drove, I reflected on what I read about “Katie Lake Resort”, where I would be spending the next five days. It was an older “mansion-like” building, built in the early 1900s I believe, with only 30 rooms on two floors. It was built in a big arch shape so that all of the rooms faced the lake and the pool area, with nice wooden balconies extending out the back of each room. There didn’t seem to be a bad room in the place.

Though there was a nice-looking grotto-style pool and a small lake, I really didn’t plan on doing much swimming. I did bring one bathing suit but didn’t plan on using it. Tanning was really not my thing, and my suit reflected that for sure. It was what would be considered a large one-piece suit with a small skirt that was attached and came down to mid-calf. As a conservative girl with no interest in showing off, it was perfect for me, though my friends tended to joke it was made for eighty-year-old ladies.

It's not that I was embarrassed about my body or anything. I was short and petite and had a cute little butt and fairly nice breasts that were maybe slightly above average size, I had just never felt the need or desire to show them off to the world. My parents were pretty conservative and I just grew up with the notion that your body was meant to be covered up. Not really anything I had given much thought to, just sort of the way it was.

I smiled as I remembered the one picture of the resort that had appealed to me the most. There was a small path leading from the pool, into a bit of the forest, leading to a small circular grassy area with a couple of loungers and palm trees reaching over from all sides. It was away from everything and looked like paradise to me. I imagined myself sitting there reading for hours with an iced tea on the small table next to me, and I imagined it to be just about heaven.

The three-hour drive was actually wonderful. It gave me enough time to shrug off the stress and aggravation of all the stuff going on back home and get in the right frame of mind for a vacation. As I finally found the sign and started down the small dirt road leading into the woods to the resort, I actually felt giddy. I know, call me weird if you want, but I was actually giddy about spending a week alone at a little private resort for retired couples.

I turned a final corner and the woods opened up a bit to reveal the beautiful white-wooden resort building and the small lake behind it. It was twice as pretty as it had been in the pictures. It did look a bit like heaven. I followed a small, unobtrusive sign pointing to a parking lot, which was only about half empty, and I parked.

As I got out, the smell of the flowers nearby and the lake made me smile instantly. With a goofy smile on my face, I wrangled my two large suitcases out of my trunk. I was preparing to drag them through the gravel when an older gentleman in a crisp white suit, who looked to be in his sixties, approached in some sort of fancy golf cart.

“Hello, Miss. Can I help you with those?” He said with a friendly smile as he stepped down.

“Um. Sure, that would be great.” I said.

He hauled the bags one at a time into the basket on the back of the cart and invited me to sit up front with him.

“Checking in I assume?” he asked.

I watched the beautiful, perfectly manicured landscape of the parking lot go by as we swooshed towards the side of the building. “Yep. Here for five days.” I said.

He smiled and said, “All by yourself?”

“Yep, just me and some paperback books for this trip. Just the way I like it.” I replied.

“Good for you.” He said, as if vacationing alone was a challenge that I was tackling or something.

Instead of heading for the large front doors, he drove us down a path to the far side of the building and around. The resort was almost stunningly beautiful. It looked like a large old wooden castle with a fresh coat of bright white paint. There were almost no signs of wear and tear, and the grounds around it were amazing.

We swooshed around the back corner, and the beautiful lake came into view. The sun was shining directly down on it, and it looked like a small oasis of water carved into the forest. The resort sat right on a small sandy beach area of the lake, but from what I could tell, the rest of the land around the lake was a deep forest. There were no other houses or resorts, or anything I could spot.

We followed the little sidewalk or cart path or whatever it was, over to the edge of the pool. It was just as beautiful as everything else. It was intricate and curvy with lots of deep and shallow areas and plants growing all around it giving it the shady grotto feel. There were only a few other guests around, and like the pictures, they all seemed to be retirement age couples. One thing was for sure, I was definitely going to stand out here.

Zipping past the pool, we approached a gigantic set of open glass doors at the back of the resort. We stopped and I could see a few more guests inside, as well as a small counter for check-in, with a pleasant looking older woman in a white sundress behind it.

“Go on in. That’s Janice up there at the counter. She’ll get you checked in and get you everything you need to start your relaxing vacation. I’ll bring your bags straight to your room once you are checked in.” The man said.

Then he stepped down and extended his hand and said: “I’m Henry by the way.”

“I’m Kathrine,” I said.

His face lit up. “Oh, that’s the name of the young lady that this place was named for many years ago. Young Katie Steiner. What a coincidence. Well, let me be the first to welcome you to Katie Lake, Ms. Katherine.” He gave a bow and went to work lugging my bags off of the cart.

I entered through the massive doorway into the beautiful grand hallway of the resort. It was just as beautiful and intricate and well cared for as the outside. I followed a small carpeted path to the desk, where the woman, Janice, greeted me with a huge smile.

“Well hello there. I’m guessing that you are Katherine Stapleton.”


Chapter 2

I smiled back and said “Well, yes that’s correct. How did you know?”

She gave a little wink and said “Well if I’m being honest, I only have one guest on my list of check-ins today that is under 40 years old. That must be you!”

I said, “Yep, that’s me.”

Her face lit up again and she said “Oh we are so happy to have you here. Now, do you go by Katherine or Katie?”

“Katherine,” I said.

“OK. I was just wondering, because, you know, this place was named after a young lady named Katie who was not much older than you when she lived here.”

“Yeah, Henry mentioned that.”

“Oh yes. The Steiner’s bought this land here on the lake when their daughter Katie was born, and they named it after her. By the time they decided to build a resort, and open it to the public, she was about nineteen years old.”

She paused for a moment and said “Oh sorry, I’m rambling again. Just tell me to shush if you find me trying to bore you to death with my stories.”

I actually found the place fascinating, and I was interested in learning more of its history. “Not at all. I would love to learn more about this place… but maybe once I’m all settled…”

“Of course, dear,” she said as she went to work on a computer behind the desk. “Let me get you all checked in.”

“Now, as you can see, this place is not exactly modern. We do have the wifi internet in every room though, and some satellite TV channels. And everything is in perfect working order. If you have a problem with anything you pick up that phone in your room and dial 1 and you’ll be speaking to me directly.”

“Let’s see, you are going to be in room 212. It’s a lovely room with a great view of the lake, though pretty much all of the rooms are like that. Here is your key.”

She handed me a real, actual brass key. I didn’t realize hotels still used keys, but this was not exactly a normal hotel.

She placed a piece of paper in front of me and said: “I just need you to sign this piece of paper saying you agree to pay your bill when you leave us and all of that nonsense, and we are all set.”

I signed and she smiled her bright smile and walked around the counter. “Now, let me show you around a bit, and we’ll head up to your room.”

She stepped up beside me and took my arm and said “I have to say it is just wonderful to have a beautiful young lady here staying with us. You are a real breath of fresh air. You brighten up the place.”

I blushed a little, as I always did, and said: “Thank you, mam.”

She chuckled and smiled and said “Don’t you dare call me mam. You call me Janice, OK.”

“OK Janice,” I said with a smile.

We walked towards the back of the foyer. There was a small alcove that had some large black and white photos on the wall and some other trinkets in a small display case. It looked like a small shrine of some sort.

“This little section here has lots of information about the resort, when and how it was built, and the general history. Just the story of our little slice of heaven here.”

There was what appeared to be a large door handle, presumably the original door handle for the building, and some cloth materials and a black and white book entitled “The history of Katie Lake Resort.” I looked closer at the book, and at the bottom, it said “Written by Janice Baker”

I said, “Oh, are you Janice Baker?”

She smiled and said “Oh yes. A while back I came across an archive of a whole bunch of pictures of the Steiner family, Katie growing up, and then the opening and the first few years of the resort. I put them together with what we know about the history of this place, and made that little book.”

“Oh, I’d love to read it sometime while I’m here. I’m a huge book nerd. Reading is basically all I do for fun” I said.

She snatched the book up from the little display area and handed it to me. “Here, take this book. It’s all yours dear. Take it to your room. No one will miss it for a few days.”

I took the book from her and she said “I’m a big reader too. Books are my thing. Oh, I have another book I just finished that was amazing. Best read ever. I’m going to grab that one for you too on the way.”

She pulled me towards a little hallway and we stepped through into a large cafeteria area that overlooked the pool. It was as pretty as everything else and had about 10 tables set for 4 arranged about. There were two couples eating who both gave us pleasant smiles. There was a bar at the far end as well, but there was no bartender.

She showed me the little gym area and the rest of the common areas, and then we headed to an outdoor staircase.

“There is an elevator in the lobby, and an indoor staircase there too, but I just love this outdoor staircase.”

She was right, the outdoor staircase was beautiful, like a showpiece at the back of the house, large and winding, leading up to a small landing at the top. We made our way up and reentered the building on the second floor.

We went left first, and she took me down a hallway that had a small sign that said: “staff only”. She stopped at a door and said “This is my room. I’ll just slip in and grab that book really quickly.”

A moment later she returned, handing me a well-worn paperback book entitled “The Chambermaid”. I looked at the cover which featured a pretty young woman in a Victorian-era dress. I did not read the description. One of my favorite things to do was to read a book that I knew nothing about, other than the fact that someone else recommended it. I loved almost all books, so it was fun for me to just jump into a book completely fresh, with very little chance that I wouldn’t like it.

“I think you will love it. I know I did.” She said and gave me a smile and a little wink. Then she took my arm again and we walked back to the regular hallway. We passed a nice older couple who appeared to be on their way to the pool and made our way to my room, number 212.

She said, “I’d bet a dollar that Henry already has your bags in here.”

She opened the door, and we entered the absolutely stunning room. Everything was bright and white and crisp and clean. There were lace curtains around the two large windows and white linens on the bed. It was all styled to look like it came from the era when the resort opened. It looked like something out of “gone with the wind” or something. It was beautiful, and right in the middle were my bags.

“OK dear. I’m going to leave you alone to get settled. Don’t forget, anything you need, anything at all, even just a little conversation, dial 1 on that phone.”

She smiled her bright smile one more time, and left the room, closing the door behind her.

I sat the little book down on the bed and went and opened the curtains and the large French doors leading to my balcony. Again, the beautiful white balcony and the amazing view were even nicer than the pictures on the website.

I left the doors open and went and collapsed onto the bed. It was so soft and cushy, it felt wonderful. I looked at my bags, knowing that I needed to unpack a bit and start sorting things out, but I was not yet ready to be so practical.


Chapter 3

I reached over and picked up the little book about the resort. It was mainly a picture book, with captions and short paragraphs here and there, around the pictures. The pictures were all black and white and started with a simple family photo of the Steiners, a serious looking man and a lovely looking woman holding her very young baby.

I flipped through a few pages of family pictures, little Katie in an old fancy dress likely headed to church, the three of them at what looked like a birthday party and so on. The first quarter of the book was like this, just pictures and little snippets of info about the family before they decided to build and open the resort.

Then I came to some pictures of the start of construction. Some blueprints and pictures of old machinery being used to clear land by the lake. There were a few of the three Steiners posing in front of parts of the building being built. Katie appeared to be around eighteen or nineteen at the time, and you could see some age starting to show on her parents.

And then I came to the opening of the resort, and something very bizarre happened. There were lots of pictures of a large “Grand Opening” party, lots of guests in fancy clothing from the era milling about. Everyone was smiling and having a grand time.

As many family pictures tend to do, most of the pictures focused on the daughter Katie, milling about with the guests, swimming with a few other kids in the pool, playing yard games in the grass, and posing by the lake. They showed her in different parts of the resort, standing behind the front desk, eating in the café, wandering the halls.

She was a beautiful girl, small and petite like me. She had a pleasant face and a gorgeous, bright smile that seemed a permanent fixture on her face. And in every picture of her since the grand opening of the resort, she was absolutely and completely naked.

It was so strange. I had never seen anything like it in my life. This pretty young girl, nineteen or twenty years old, milling about in forty or fifty completely normal looking pictures, in completely normal looking situations, with completely normal looking people, wearing nothing more than her birthday suit. I was very intrigued. Just looking at the pictures gave me a strange “butterflies in my stomach” feeling.

None of the other people in the pictures looked embarrassed or scandalized. No one even seemed to notice. She was even in a number of pictures with her family, standing in front of the grand building they had built, posing and smiling, Katie standing completely bare in the middle.

She had a thin frame, a tad bit on the skinny side, but had fairly sizable perky young breasts. It was such a strange sight to see. In one picture she was completely naked, standing behind the counter at the front desk handing a room key to a couple who seemed to be excited to be checking in for their stay.

In another, she was in the back yard, naked and smiling, swinging a croquet bat, trying to hit a ball through a hoop, with three other girls wearing fancy dresses and two boys wearing slacks and stiff looking shirts. The clothes looked uncomfortable for sure, but I guess I didn’t realize that just deciding to not wear them was an option back then.

None of the other girls or boys were staring at her or looking shocked at all. It seemed to be that way in every picture. As far as I could tell, I was the only person shocked about her nakedness.

I read through all of the text in the book, reaching the end where it said “Katie married and moved on to start a family of her own three years after the resort was opened, but her parents owned and managed ‘Katie lake’ until 1947, when Mr. Steiner finally decided he could not keep up with the maintenance anymore. The resort has changed owners a number of times since then, but the lake and the resort will always maintain the name of the sweet young girl who grew up here, which it is named after.”

There was not a single mention in the entire book about Katie being naked. It was as if it wasn’t newsworthy or interesting. I certainly found it interesting. It was a crazy mystery to me, and I decided I would ask Janice about it sometime.

I finally put down the book and opened my suitcases. I was one of those weirdos who actually unpacked her suitcases and used the dressers in a hotel to organize things. I was not a “live out of a suitcase” kind of girl. As I was unpacking, looking at all of the clothes I had brought and trying to figure out where to put them all, I chuckled to myself a little about how Katie from the pictures certainly did not have this problem.

Once unpacked, I decided to change into some more comfortable “vacation clothes”, which for me basically just meant putting on shorts instead of jeans. I changed into my standard knee-length shorts and a baggy t-shirt. I looked at the pile of books that I brought to read but decided to start with the one Janice had just handed me. I grabbed it and headed out to sit on the patio.

The sunshine and the air were spectacular. Combined with the sound of the breeze through the palm trees and the quiet classical music playing below in the pool area, it was heavenly. As another heavenly surprise, the lounger on my balcony was extremely comfortable. Dangerously comfortable. So comfortable that I thought I may never leave it.

I opened the book and started reading. The next thing I knew an hour had quickly passed by as I sat and read the first couple of chapters. The story turned out to be about a twenty-five-year-old woman who was leaving the house to start a life on her own, having never married and started a family, which was apparently a big deal in the time and place she was in.

I realized I was thirsty, and decided it was time to go and get something to drink and explore the beautiful grounds. I slipped on some sandals and walked down the outer staircase, heading into the café. Henry was standing behind the bar.

“Ah, hello young miss. What can I get for you? How about a nice Pina Colada. I make a mean one.”

I smiled and wondered for a minute if Henry realized I was not old enough for a drink, or if he just didn’t care. That would be good to know. I wasn’t a big drinker by any means, but here on vacation, I decided I wouldn’t mind a Pina Colada or two. But for now, I just said: “Sweet tea for now, if you don’t mind.”

He gave a little mock frown, apparently anxious to show off his drink-making skills, and then made me a tall glass of iced tea. I took the drink and walked out the back door to the pool deck. I got such a nice feeling every time I stepped out into the sunshine and warm breeze. It really was heavenly.

I made my way out and stood by the pool for a minute. There were a man and a woman who looked to be about forty years old in the pool, talking quietly to each other. They both said a pleasant hello and I said hello back, and kept walking. I made my way past the pool and followed a small path to the lake.

The lake was amazing. It seemed bigger as I stood right next to it than it did from my balcony. I slipped my sandals off and reveled in the feel of the sand between my toes. Oh yes, this was the place for me. I stepped out to the edge of the water, and dipped my toes in, expecting it to be cold, but it wasn’t. It was wonderfully warm, almost the perfect temperature. I stepped into it up to my ankles, sipped the tea and smiled. This was going to be the best vacation ever.

I looked to my right and spotted a knotty, mossy stump in the sand. I had seen it before. I remembered the black and white picture of Katie, standing with her mom. They appeared to be working on some sort of kite and had paused to look up and smile for the photograph. Her mom leaning on the stump in her long dress and boots, and Katie entirely naked. I smiled as I remembered the picture. Katie the crazy naked turn-of-the-century girl made me smile.

I stood for a few minutes sipping my iced tea and then spotted another trail. This trail I guessed would go to the small spot that had been my favorite in the pictures from the website. I followed the trail through some overgrown but gorgeous landscaping and came out in my own personal heaven.

It was a small spot of grass and stone tiles made into a circle, completely surrounded by vegetation and trees all the way around, except for the entrance to the windy trail. In it were two very comfy looking loungers under a small umbrella. It was amazing. Completely secluded and quiet. It was the definition of peaceful. It may have been the most peaceful spot on the planet.


Chapter 4

I sat down and relaxed, and let out a long deep breath. Vacation had officially started. I closed my eyes and listened to the wonderful sounds of mostly nothing. A breeze blowing through the trees, a few birds at the edge of the lake. It was wonderful. I suddenly wished I had brought my book. But it was OK, I planned to spend a lot of time here, and would get my book and return soon enough.

I looked around again and realized I had seen this spot in the history book as well. Pretty, naked Katie sitting on the grass here, before the stones were put in, petting a small fuzzy dog that appeared to be the family pet.

With a content smile on my face, I laid back and relaxed and did something I almost never do. I took a little nap. I drifted off and had a strange, pleasant dream. I dreamed I was in a small boat in the middle of the lake. I looked all around and finally spotted the beach and the resort. I started paddling towards it, and as I got closer, I spotted something. Beautiful, naked Katie waving to me, and waving for me to paddle over to the beach. I continued to paddle, but then an unusually loud bird in the trees next to me woke me from my sleep, interrupting my dream before I could make my way to Katie on the beach.

I smiled. I was amazed that I had actually fallen asleep. I almost never just fell asleep. I was never that relaxed. Going to sleep was a process for me at night, fighting off a thousand thoughts of things I needed to do and didn’t do and should have done, and trying to get my brain to take a break for the night. But I had only been here at “Katie’s Lake” for a couple of hours and was already so very relaxed.

I hopped up and decided to go get something to eat and then come back to this spot with a book or three. I made my way back to the resort and spotted Janice at the front desk. She smiled and said, “So, how do you like our little place so far.”

I smiled back and said “I absolutely love it. It’s amazing and so relaxing.”

She smiled back and I remembered. “I looked at that book you put together, of the family and… Katie… back then.”

She said “Oh yes. What did you think? I was so amazed seeing this big mansion being put together with such rudimentary tools. Oh and the parties they had here, and all the fancy clothes.”

I said “Yeah, it was great. It was fascinating. But I found it a little… unusual…”

She got a quizzical look and said: “What part?”

“Well, Katie…” I said, waiting for the big “Oh yeah, that…”. But it didn’t come.

“Oh, she was such a sweet girl. Always smiling and having fun. Everyone who knew her seemed to have wonderful things to say about her.”

“Yeah, but… in the pictures she is….”

Again, there was no “oh yeah”, so I finally said it. “She was… naked. In the pictures. Almost all of them once she grew up.”

She looked at me quizzically for a moment and said “Yeah. She was.” She paused and said “I guess that is a bit unusual. But no big deal really. She was just a true free spirit I guess. Decided not to wear clothes. No one seemed to care much, really.”

I paused, waiting for more of an explanation. I felt like there had to be more to it, but apparently, there wasn’t. Apparently to Janice being a “free spirit” was enough of an explanation for this girl to hang out and attend parties and play in the yard with her friends without a stitch of clothing on. And in a time when I thought things were so rigid.

Then her face lit up and she said “Actually, you know what, it’s in the charter for this place. When they wrote out the charter, because of Katie’s free spirit, they made a rule that clothing is optional here at Katie Lake Resort. Though I’ve never ever seen anyone here traipsing around naked, it's still there to this day. Matter of fact it's in that paper you signed. No one seems to pay it any mind, but it says right in there that in respect to the founding rules of this place, anyone who chooses may run around stark naked if they so choose. Something like that. It’s really just sort of a formality now since no one ever seems to choose to do so. I always thought it sounded like a fun idea though.”

She gave a little chuckle and said: “So, is there anything I can help you with?”

I was still a bit dazed. Janice just didn’t seem to be shocked or surprised about Katie or think it was scandalous at all. She also didn’t seem to think it was strange that this place was actually, technically a clothing optional resort. She thought it sounded “fun”.

I just said, “No, I think I’m going to grab my book and come down to the café for some dinner.”

She smiled and said “Sounds lovely dear. I hear they have Prime Rib tonight.”

I made my way back to my room and cleaned up a bit. I grabbed the book from the dresser and headed down to the Café. About half of the tables had occupants. Everyone seemed nice and pleasant enough, and they all gave me a quick hello and went back to minding their own business. Just how I liked it.

I did, in fact, have Prime Rib for dinner, and like everything else here, it was amazing. I poked through a few more pages of the book as I ate, but mostly spent the time looking out the window at the amazing view of the pool and the lake.

After dinner, I walked back to the bar where Henry was standing and said “I’ll take one of those mean Pina Colada’s please” with a smile, hoping he didn’t ask to see an ID.

He got excited and set about pouring and mixing and stirring. I took the drink from him and thanked him, and headed out by the pool. I headed straight back to my new favorite spot, down the trail in into the lounger in my little hidden getaway in the forest.

I sipped the drink and was surprised by how strong it was. It was strong but still tasty. It took me a minute to get over the alcohol taste, and then I sat back to drink and read. I guessed I had about another hour of bright sunlight, and then dusk would set in.

I picked up where I left off in the book, and after a couple more chapters, got a big surprise. This was some sort of Romance Novel. It was well written, but by chapter five, Charlotte, the main character who had decided to leave home and live the life the way she wanted to, was doing just that. And apparently what Charlotte wanted to do was sex.

I drank a little more and read a little more, and things got wilder. I wqas wrong, this book was not a Romance Novel. It was smut. Pure, full-on porn actually. By Chapter seven, Charlotte had, well, there is no other word for it, fucked, everyone she came in contact with. The stable boy, the widower next door, AND the farmer’s daughter down the street.

The language in the book was far more blatant and descriptive and dirtier than anything I had ever read. It was the kind of thing that I always imagined as trashy, and something I would have no interest in, but that was definitely not the case. I don’t know if it was the Pina Colada or the atmosphere, but I was enjoying this story far more than I expected. I was enjoying it a lot.

By the eighth chapter, Charlotte was talking on more than one guest at a time, and the book described in a vivid language where every cock went and how every pussy reacted to it. I was stunned and bewildered and very, very turned on.

I felt naughty and nasty just sitting there reading it, in public. I was hidden away in this small little clearing in the woods with no one else around, but still. This was the kind of thing that a girl does not simply peruse as she sits out in the open. This was the kind of thing a girl reads alone her room. It was what one might call “one-handed reading”. So that’s what I did.

I got up and made my way back towards the resort. My head was spinning a little bit, and I wasn’t exactly sure if it was from the Pina Colada or all the no-holds-barred fucking I had just read about in this little book. I made my way back up the stairs to my room on somewhat shaky legs, and closed the door, making sure to lock it tight.


Chapter 5

I dropped my sandals and flopped back onto the bed, returning to where I had left off. Charlotte had been invited to dinner at her neighbor’s house and was currently dining and making “fuck me” eyes at both the man and the woman of the house.

Now, I’m not sure I have made it clear up to this point, but I am not a very “relaxed” person by nature. Quite the opposite. I am a conservative girl, a good girl who prioritizes most everything over my own personal pleasure. I had masturbated before of course, experimenting with my own body and how it feels in my weaker moments, alone in my bed in the dark. But it was certainly nothing I was very proud of or would have talked to anyone about. To me, touching myself, though it felt pretty good, was still something with a lot of taboo associated.

But again, not sure if it were alcohol or atmosphere, but as soon as Charlotte was invited to share the marital bed with the neighbors, I stood up and dropped my shorts to the floor. I reached down to slip my panties off as well and noticed that they were quite wet.

With my shorts and panties on the floor, I fell back into bed and resumed reading. It was absolutely wonderful.

As the man of the house undressed his wife and Charlotte at the same time, I slipped my hand down between my legs. The soft, sensitive skin there was very wet, and I bit my lip to suppress a little gasp at first contact. I began sliding my middle finger oh-so-gently up and down between the soft, swollen lips of my pussy. It felt amazing. Far better than ever before, and I felt so brazen at 7:00 in the evening before the sun had even set, in a hotel room with my panties off and my hand between my legs. I felt like a wild-woman, out of control.

I continued to caress myself, increasing my speed as the man of the house and the two ladies formed a sort of pyramid, the wife enjoying his mouth, and Charlotte enjoying his reportedly sizable cock. The three formed a rhythm and so did I, and when the ladies started to climax, I had to put the book down.

The feelings I was giving myself were so intense and powerful, far more than ever before. I dropped the book and laid back, closing my eyes and envisioning the scene. The three-way sex had gotten me hot, but just the feeling of being so brazen, touching and teasing my pussy in my hotel room with the sun still out and the lights on, spurred me on.

I continued to relive the story of sex in my head as I felt a climax approaching. I could tell it was there, not far away, coming to get me, and that it was far bigger than any climax I had experienced before. I thought of the sexy story, of my own brazenness and then suddenly, I thought of naked Katie. I was suddenly thrust back into the bed hard by the power of my orgasm.

I slid a finger upward and pressed onto my clit hard as visions of the brave, brazen Katie standing naked in a room of strangers passed through my head. The waves of climax were brutal and forceful and delicious. I bit down on a folded-up portion of my blanket to keep myself from screaming as I came and came while reveling in the visions of that sweet, free-spirited girl naked in the world of clothed, uptight people like me.

I was shocked and amazed at how the waves of pleasure just kept coming. It was an overwhelming and powerful moment. The most powerful of my life to that point and I would never forget it.

I finally collapsed, unclenching what felt like every muscle in my body, and falling into the bed. I was breathing heavily and my head was still spinning. I felt happy and confused and overjoyed and unsure of myself.

I laid for a long while, naked from my waist down, my juices covering my hand continuing to gently caress my most sensitive areas. I tried to make sense of what had just happened. The blatant, dirty story or three-way sex had gotten my motor running, but the silly pictures of the naked girl at this resort were what brought me home.

It was not that I was hot for Katie. She was a beautiful girl with a beautiful body, but it was her behavior that I found to be so unusual and brazen and… delicious. Her free spirit and ability to just simply be naked, because she wanted to. It confounded me and turned me on at the same time.

She and I were the same age and shared the same name, but that was pretty much where the similarities ended as far as I could tell. She was apparently wild and free and open, and I was the opposite of that. She smiled all the time, I smiled rarely. She was naked all the time, even around her family and in photographs, and I had a one-piece bathing suit with a skirt attached so no one could actually discern my shape, even in a swimming pool.

I realized, laying there in bed in the afterglow of the most powerful feelings my body had ever produced, that I envied her. I wanted to be like her, even just a little bit.

I relaxed there in the bed for another fifteen minutes, thinking deeply and contemplating my life. Probably not a good idea in the afterglow of an orgasm. Then I got up and cleaned up a bit and slid my panties and shorts back on. My legs were still a bit wobbly, but functional, so I went to my own pile of books and grabbed a safe one that I was certain did not contain any three-way sex, and set out to get another one of those mean Pina Coladas.

It was evening and there was some sort of social event going on in the Café, including classic rock music and lots of loud conversations. I almost turned around, wanting to avoid too much social contact, but I really wanted another Pina Colada. I stepped in and made my way through the small but happy crowd to the bar. There were two couples sitting at the bar this time, and as soon as I approached, Henry said “Ah, young Ms. Katherine. I’d like you to meet Rick and Carol Swanson, and Jim and Judy Peach.”

I waved and smiled politely to both, and they smiled back. They looked like nice couples, both probably in their fifties, both dressed to party and have fun for the evening. Carol Swanson leaned over and asked the obvious question I was hoping to avoid. She said, “Are you here all by yourself dear?”

I smiled and said “Yes. Just having a little quiet getaway before college starts.”

Mr. Swanson piped in and said, “Ah, what college are you headed to.”

They were all very nice. I guess I had always assumed that talking to all fifty-year-olds would be like talking to my parents, but it wasn’t. Talking to these folks was nice, and they were not judgmental at all, and not once did they give me parental advice. I actually ended up sitting and chatting for about 15 minutes before I grabbed my Pina Colada to head out back.

I headed straight past the pool and down the path to my private oasis in the forest. There were two very nice little landscape lights on either side of my little spot, and it was just the right amount of light to see what I was doing, but not feel like I was in some sort of spotlight.

I crashed back into the lounge chair, my new favorite spot on the planet. I sat there for a bit just listening to the new sounds of crickets and other forest creatures that come alive at night, mixed with Journey playing on the PA system in the Café. The air was crisp and the breeze felt even better now that the sun was down.

I opened the new book, looking forward to another wonderful and relaxing read, now that all of that rampant and unexpected horniness had been properly dealt with in my room. I read for about thirty minutes, but found myself still distracted, by Katie.

My thoughts kept returning to her, and the butterflies kept returning to my tummy each time I thought about one of the pictures of her in such an amazingly ordinary situation, without her clothes.

And then, I got a naughty little idea. I was in an amazingly ordinary situation at that very moment. Now, there was no way I was getting naked, but, I could maybe… do something brazen and exciting and adventurous.

The obvious thing that I came up with was to take my shirt off. I actually pulled the neck of my shirt away and looked down to see what bra I was wearing. It was the blue plaid one that matched my panties. It was pretty and fairly conservative. Not that much different than a bikini top. Of course, I was a girl that had never even considered owning a bikini.

But suddenly, the conservative, good-girl voice in my head started speaking again. “What in the world are you thinking? You can’t hang around out here in public in your underwear.”

The voice was loud, and it had been there all my life, and I had always, ALWAYS listened to it. But suddenly, thanks to Katie, I wanted to ignore it. More than that, I wanted to prove it wrong. Five seconds later my t-shirt was up over my head and sitting on the table next to me.


Chapter 6

Whoa.

I had done it. It was absolutely insane. I know what you are thinking, what is the big deal, but trust me, to me at that moment, it was a really big deal. I was sitting with just a bra on on my upper body. It was not a revealing bra by any means, and there was no one around to see me anyway, but at that moment in time, it was the most exposed I had ever been, and I felt it. I felt exposed. And I also felt… wonderful. I felt free and happy and exhilarated.

That was the perfect word to describe it. Sitting in a lounge chair in the middle of the forest in my bra gave me the most exhilarating feeling I had ever experienced. I reveled in it. I focused on my feelings for a moment. I felt the cool breeze on my tummy, and I tried to remember if there had ever been a time when my tummy had felt the breeze before. That’s how buttoned up I usually was.

My shoulders felt the air too, and I actually shivered. It wasn’t cold at all, but the feelings of excitement and exhilaration were giving me goosebumps and chills. It seems so silly even telling this story, but it was like I had taken the first step towards coming out of my cotton and polyester shell. The first of many.

I had just settled back into the lounger, when suddenly I heard talking. It was far too close for me to react, and a few seconds later, Mr. and Mrs. Swanson were stepping into my little oasis.

“Oh gosh. Oh hey Katherine, you scared me, sweetie. I wasn’t expecting to find anyone here” she said as she spotted me in the chair.

My mind was racing, thinking, working to find something to say to explain my brazen nakedness or at least brazen lack of a shirt. “Working on my tan” came to mind, but the sun wasn’t out. I could say I HAD been working on my tan, and forgot to put my shirt back on. Would they know I hadn’t been out here that long? Of course, they would. A hundred different excused came to mind, but the most interesting thing happened. I didn’t really need one, because neither of them said “My God you tramp, put some damned clothes on” as I had expected them too.

Neither of them said “Oh dear I can’t believe you are so naked” or “Holy shit, what are you some kind of nudist” or even “Nice tits”. They didn’t say anything at all about it. They almost didn’t even seem to notice.

I sat there stunned, still sort of waiting to be admonished about my brazenness, when Mr. Swanson said: “This is a really cool little spot.”

I opened my mouth with my hundred defensive statements on the tip of my tongue but just said “Yeah. I like it.”

He opened his mouth again and said “I had no idea this was here. Oh, I like how the palms sort of surround it. In a full circle sort of.”

Again, I said “yeah.”

His mouth kept opening, but the harsh admonition I kept expecting never came. All that came out were simple, normal, friendly things.

Finally, the song in the distance changed to a Bon Jovi classic and his face lit up. He said “Oh I love this song. Let’s go dance honey” and he pulled Mrs. Swanson back down the trail and out of sight.

That was it. No admonition. Not even an acknowledgment. I sat for a moment and recovered from the shock of the surprise visitors, and then the wonderful, exhilaration fueled butterflies returned. This was… fun. It was fun to remove my shirt, and fun to sit here without it, and even fun to be… caught, or spotted, or… seen being naughty. Suddenly, I felt a little less worried about ignoring the annoying good girl voice in my head and letting the naughty one take over every now and then.

I smiled as I decided in my head that I would call the good-girl voice Katherine, and the naughty voice Katie.

I got a bit more comfortable in the lounger, and relaxed. Truly relaxed, no longer feeling any hesitation or nervousness about having my shirt off at all. I would have preferred to consider whether or not I was ready for anyone to see me lounging my bra, to make that decision, but the Swansons had sort of made that a moot point.

I looked down at myself and smiled. My breasts really were a nice size, and secretly I knew that they were… attractive. Pretty. They looked pretty in the blue plaid bra as well. I laid there, sipping my drink, and enjoying the buzz of the alcohol mixed with the buzz of excitement caused by the warm breeze caressing the bare skin of my upper body. It was delicious and, unfortunately, addictive.

I read my not-at-all-erotic book for another 45 minutes with no more interruptions, and then decided I wanted to head inside to bed. It had been a long, fun, somewhat crazy day, and to be honest, I was anxious to get a little bit of rest and see what craziness awaited me the next day. I hopped up and grabbed my t-shirt. I actually had it back over my head and one arm in it, when I stopped to consider an idea.

It was a strange idea. A deliciously naughty idea actually. What would happen if I just didn’t put the shirt back on? I could hear the social gathering still happening at the resort. I could hear Joan Jet playing on the PA system, and people still milling about talking and laughing. What would those people think if I walked right up to them, right through them in my bra? With my shirt off, draped over my arm. What would they say? What would they do?

The good girl voice in my head told me that they would call me names and scorn me and maybe call the police for indecent exposure. But the Swansons had already proven that voice wrong. They had reacted by doing exactly nothing.

That was it. The decision was made really before all of my waverings. It wasn’t really a decision at all. It was something I was going to do, no question. I draped my shirt over my arm, picked up my book, and started walking back down the wooded trail. I thought of Katie, and how she would probably think it was really dumb that I had butterflies in my tummy, and was so nervous about walking through her resort in a bra.

She would be in the Café dancing naked with all of these folks, smiling and laughing without a care in the world. But I was far from care-free, and this was a big step for me.

I hesitated for just one second at the final turn and then stepped out into the light of the pool area. As soon as I stepped out, I was standing in front of a group of five people I had not yet met. I had not heard them, but they were right there at the entrance. I gave a polite nod and put my head down, intending to walk, fast.

But one of the women grabbed my arm. I was certain this was it. The fun was over before it really got started. This would be the woman who would call the police. This would be the group that branded me with the Scarlet letter for sure.

But, they didn’t. I turned to look at the woman who had touched my arm, with an expression that said “Please don’t arrest me for being so brazenly exposed” but what I saw when I looked at her was a pleasant smile.

She said “Well hello there dear. I’ve been meaning to come and introduce myself. I’m Margaret. This is my husband, Howie. We come here every summer, and I have to say, we hardly ever see anyone your age around here. It's refreshing to see a young person like yourself who can appreciate this place.”

Howie gave me a nod and a smile, and then the other three people chatting with them introduced themselves as well. Connie, Jennifer, and Mike. Margaret said, “So, what inspired you to come out here?”

I was a little hesitant with my answer. It was a very normal thing to ask, but I didn’t feel normal. Standing in my bra with five strangers was not normal. Even when I'm fully clothed, I’m not big on chatting with strangers or meeting new people.

Then another epiphany hit me. That was Katherine. Katie would not hesitate to have a friendly conversation with these folks. Not at all, no matter how she was dressed or undressed. So, I decided once again, that Katie was the winner of the battle of my inner voices. I decided to be social. And I was.


Chapter 7

I spent fifteen minutes chatting with these total strangers, and it was… fun. Howie was an amateur stand-up comedian, and he did impressions. He did impersonations of a number of famous celebrities, and they were really good. I laughed harder than I had laughed in quite a while.

I finally broke away from the group but found myself engaged in a number of other meet-and-greets on my way back inside. Everyone was very nice and friendly. They were all surprised but pleased to have a younger person joining them at the resort, who could truly appreciate it. They were kind and fun and not one of them even made the slightest mention of the fact that I was attending this party in my bra.

I finally managed to make my way to the back of the Café, and Henry spotted me. He smiled and held up the bottle of Pina Colada mix with a questioning look. My good-girl inner voice immediately said “There is no way you can have three drinks in one night. And you are basically naked. Get up to your room right now.”, so of course, I immediately mouthed “yes please”.

I made my way through a few other chatting groups and took the only open seat at the bar. I turned and realized that Janice was the woman sitting next to me to my right, and I had not yet met the couple to my left.

Janice’s face lit up as soon as she saw me. She said “Oh I’m so glad you came to join us, dear. What are you drinking?”

Henry answered for me, sitting the drink in front of me saying “She’s a Pina Colada girl.”

But then something crazy happened. Janice looked down right at my tits and my bra. She smiled again and said “Oh what a pretty bra dear. I love the plaid pattern. Very pretty.”

The butterflies that had been doing a real nice slow dance in my tummy for the past hour suddenly started going wild. But before I could freak out, Janice looked at the couple next to me and said: “Have you two met Katherine yet?”

They turned and both smiled and shook my hand. For the next 15 minutes, I sat and drank my third Pina Colada and talked with Janice and Mitchel and Monica about everything and nothing. Monica was a bubbly, giggly fifty-year-old lady who was happy and bright and lots of fun. I think she may have been a little tipsy from all the Pina Coladas too.

At one point while Mitchel was talking to the man next to him, Janice leaned over right in front of me and said to Monica “Isn’t this such a cute little bra Katherine has on?“

Monica said, “Oh yes, just lovely.”

Then Janice shocked me a little bit by looking right at me and saying “Honestly, I’m surprised she’s even wearing it at all.” She looked at Monica with a conspiratorial grin and said: “Did you know that this place is technically a ‘clothing optional’ resort?”

Monica smiled and said “Oh, I had no idea. Really. Well, isn’t that fun.” She turned to her husband Mitchell and told him, and a few minutes later, everyone in the room seemed to be having the same conversation about how “neat” and “fun” it was that this resort was ‘clothing optional’. Not one person said “oh gross” or seemed to be shocked or bothered in any way.

Monica said to Janice “Oh gosh if I was twenty years younger, I surely would have given that ‘clothing optional’ policy a try.” She gave another giggle and then her face lit up with an idea and she turned to me. “You should try it Katherine honey. Oh gosh, look at you and that firm young body of yours. If I had that body I would certainly be going ‘clothing optional’.”

I hesitated, stunned and just managed to say “Oh, well, I don’t know…” If she had said this to me just one day before, I would have been mortified and probably ran out of the room crying. But since I met Katie the day before in those pictures, I felt… different.

Her husband Mitchel seemed to recognize that the conversation was getting a bit uncomfortable for me and said with a smile “Monica dear, not everyone is as wild as we were when we were younger. Katherine can make up her own mind about what she wears.”

Monica gave another drunk giggle that seemed to partially include a hiccup and said: “I know dear.” But she winked at me and said “But honey if you do decide to… give it a try. Well just now that we everyone her would be rooting for you.”

Then she looked at her husband lovingly and said “We certainly did have our fun, didn’t we? Both in and out of our clothes.” Mitchel laughed and told a story of how Monica had removed all of her clothes to go skinny dipping at a party they attended when they were newly married. He said that somehow, she lost them, and ended up spending the rest of the night, including the drive home, without them.

The music on the PA changed to a Genesis song, and Janice said: “Oh I love this song.” And just like that, the conversation became entirely normal again.

For another ten minutes, we talked about Phil Collins, Margaritas, Foreign sports cars, and Cheerios. When my Pina Colada was gone, I finally managed to say “I think I’m going to go read in my room and get some rest.”

Monica gave me a huge drunken hug, and Janice hugged me too. Mitchel shook my hand and I picked up my book and my shirt and headed for the staircase. I could not help but smile to myself as I climbed the stairs. What an amazing experience. What an amazing day.

When I got into my room, I stepped up to the large standing mirror in the corner to see exactly what I looked like. It was actually a cute look. The sandals and shorts and bra. I knew lots of girls who would wear shorts and a bikini top at a resort and never give it a second thought. But I was not one of those girls. At least, I wasn’t before. But I would have thought those girls looked cute.

The experiences of the day and the alcohol from the Pina Colada were coursing through me. I wondered what it would have looked like if I had taken my shorts off too. Would that have been… too much? Would people have been upset or complained? I stepped out of the sandals and unzipped my shorts and slid them off. I tossed them aside and stood in the mirror, now in only my plaid bra and matching panties. It wasn’t gross or offensive. It was cute… like a carefree girl in a cute little bikini.

Then, I wondered what it would have looked like if I took the bra off. Surely that would have upset someone? If I had tossed it aside while reading in the lounge chair. I took it off and tossed it aside. Cute. Very cute. I moved around slightly, wiggling in place, watching how my breasts moved and swayed now free from their restraint. Not offensive at all. Or gross. Just very cute.

Then I wondered one more thing. What would it have looked like if I followed Katie’s example completely? If I decided not to wear… anything. I slipped my fingers under the waistband of my cute plaid panties and dropped them to the floor. I looked at my neatly trimmed strip of pubic hair and noticed how below it you could see the top of my pussy, and the puffy lips as they curved back into the gap between my legs. Awfully cute…

I turned around to see my bare self from the back. My butt was small and firm, without a blemish. It was a nice round bottom and looked as good as any butt I had seen in a magazine. Very, very cute…

At that moment, I realized a couple of things. First, I was a little bit drunk, which was new. I almost never let myself have that much fun. Second, I was standing naked in a hotel room in front of the mirror, and unlike every other time I had been naked in my life, I didn’t feel like it was wrong, in any way. I didn’t feel a need or instinct to hurry up and get my pajamas on, or to put anything on at all.

Third, I realized that once you tell that “hurry up and get dressed” instinct to get lost, being naked was… fun. It felt good to be naked. Nice. I had to admit that there was a little bit of a naughty feeling that went along with it, but that naughtiness was fun too.


Chapter 8

I continued to look at myself in the mirror, doing a little spin, causing all of the softer parts of my body to wiggle. It really was strange. There really was nothing at all gross or offensive about my naked body. It was just me. The real me, not hidden or closed off. In that strange, drunken moment, this conservative, up-tight buttoned-up girl couldn’t think of a single real reason that I needed to get dressed.

So, I didn’t. I grabbed my book (the one about a group of young magicians, not the one about the girl trying to fuck her way through her entire town) and hopped up on the bed to read. I positioned some pillows up against the headboard and got comfortable. Really comfortable. The kind of comfortable you can only be when you are naked. A kind of comfortable I had never really known, and I read.

I read for an hour, and another “first time in my life” happened. I actually forgot that I was naked for a while. Not only was I not feeling an impulse to hurry and get dressed, but the idea had been forgotten completely.

I smiled when I realized this. I know you all are probably thinking, big deal, you were naked in a hotel room by yourself, but for me, it was a very big deal. It was the first time I had ever spent any significant amount of time naked. It was the first time I had ever wanted to.

I hopped up and brushed my teeth, and stepped over to the dresser to grab my pajamas. As I opened the drawer, I felt… silly. Suddenly, it seemed like such a strange idea. Why in the world would I need to put on pajamas? With a big smile on my face, I turned off the light and climbed into bed, under the covers.

I paused for a minute when I heard a sound. I wasn’t in my room, but maybe the room next to me. It sounded like a yell, like a cry for help at first, but when I heard it again, I realized what it was. It was a cry, but not for help. It was one of the other female guests moaning. Apparently, my next door neighbors were enjoying themselves quite a bit.

I smiled to myself and listened as the woman’s frantic noises reached a peak after a few moments, and then disappeared.

I snuggled up with the covers of my bed smiling. I loved the way the fabric of the sheets felt on my body. My whole body. These were likely very high-quality sheets, and their warm touch combined with the Pina Colada buzzing in my head and the butterflies gently fluttering in my tummy sent me off to a wonderful, carefree night of sleep.

When I woke the next morning, it took a moment to remember where I was. That always happens when I sleep in a strange place. Then after another moment, I remembered that I was naked in the bed. That never happened.

For a split second, I had the old “dear god I’m naked. Must get to clothing immediately” feeling. But I was quickly able to remind myself that I was naked because I had chosen to be. Because I wanted to be. With the yippee-I’m-naked smile returning to my face, I got up and took a shower.

After my shower, I dried myself off and looked at myself in the mirror again. I was no longer drunk, but I still felt like there was nothing wrong or offensive or problematic about my naked body. But it was strange how so many years of thinking one way, and even just your normal daily habits and rituals, can make you feel like you are doing something… wrong.

My normal shower routine was 1) get undressed at the last second before stepping in 2) shower 3) dry off and get dressed as quickly as possible because being naked was bad.

It was the way I was raised. It was just how things were for me. I probably would have showered with my clothes on if there were some practical way to do that. But now, things were… different.

I didn’t get dressed as soon as possible. I didn’t get dressed to brush my teeth or to dry my hair. And there was something else I wasn’t doing either, that I always did. I wasn’t worrying.

In my “normal life”, the morning routine was the perfect time to stress about your day, worry about how things were probably going to go badly, and just generally let my anxiety start to take over. But that morning, naked in a hotel room, those things just… didn’t happen.

I stepped over to the hotel dresser where I had neatly put away all of my clothes, and was confronted with a dilemma. What to wear.

I had made a decision the night before, that I hadn’t even realized. I was not going to wear a shirt anymore. Maybe not ever. The evening of wandering the resort in just my bra had been just too fun, and there was no going back. It had been amazing and fun and just the right amount of naughty, and I wanted more of it. A plan was forming in my mind. A fantasy that I so wanted to come true. I had subconsciously decided that I wanted to become Katie.

Removing my shirt was the first step, the spark that ignited the fire, and if I could muster the guts, and somehow manifest enough sheer brazenness, it would be the first step of many, towards complete care-free nakedness. Just the thought was so delicious, like a giant bag of candy. I decided not to devour the entire bag at once, but to savor each bite along the way.

I opened the drawer I had placed all of my shirts in and laughed. As far as I was concerned, all of these could have been left at home.

I closed that drawer and opened the drawer containing my undies. This presented a bit of a problem however. As an uber-uptight girl, I really had no need for fancy or frilly or pretty undies. On an ordinary day, there was less than a zero percent chance anyone would see them, so it really didn’t matter at all what they looked like to me.

Therefore, as I looked down into my underwear drawer, what I was saw was mostly very plain, very white, very boring underwear. In the corner was one more set that was cute. It was plaid just like the ones I had worn the day before, but dark red. They would do for today, but after today, if I was going to be sporting only a bra up top, it was not going to be a cute one.

I slipped on the small red-plaid panties and bra and stepped back to the mirror and did a little spin. What I saw was not disturbing or offensive. What I saw was just… cute. The bra held my breasts in a nice upward direction, though they were fairly firm and perky on their own, so they really didn’t need that much support.

I turned to look at my bottom. The panties only covered about half of my cute little cheeks, and I gave a little shake in the mirror just for fun. Then I went back to the dresser and picked out some shorts. I slipped the shorts on and my sandals. I considered grabbing a shirt to take with me downstairs, just as sort of a safety net but decided against it. The best fun was always had without a safety net. I grabbed my “safe” book and headed out the door.

There was a split second of “somethings not right” as I passed through the door like my mind was telling me “you forgot to put on a shirt you idiot”, but I ignored it and headed downstairs.

As I rounded the corner into the great hall, I did have another moment of hesitation. Actually, minor panic. Last night no one had cared in the least that I was just wearing a bra, and no one made me feel weird or bad about it at all, but it also occurred to me that last night, pretty much the entire guest population of the resort was drunk on Pina Coladas and Classic Rock. This morning, things might be different.


Chapter 9

I walked into the hall and past another couple that I had seen before but had not yet met, and towards the counter where Janice was already smiling at me. No shock from the guests and no shameful looks.

“Good morning beautiful.” She said as I approached. “How did you sleep?”

I smiled and said, “Actually, really, really well.”

She said “Oh It’s those sheets. They are so nice. I’ll let you know where you can get some for home if you want.”

I said “That was definitely part of it. That would be nice.”

She looked down and saw that I was carrying a book, but not the one she gave me. She said “Have you… started the other book. The Chambermaid?”

I tried not to smile too wide, but I did anyway. I said “Well, yeah. It’s… not what I was expecting.”

She got a devious grin on her face and said: “So, what chapter are you on?”

I thought back and said, “I think I stopped at eight.”

She said “Oh gosh, well. You haven’t even gotten to the good parts yet. Charlotte is barely getting started at that point.”

I smiled as I thought that Charlotte must be moving to another town or something if she is going to get even more adventurous because she has already fucked everyone in the town she currently lived in.

Janice said “So we have a cookout by the pool today at noon today, and then rowing lessons on the lake this afternoon. Oh, also there’s a bonfire at the lake tonight. I know you probably plan to hide away with your nose in that book all day, which is just fine, but if you do want to join us, we’d love to have you.”

I gave her another polite smile and said “Thanks. I’ll just see how it goes.”

I walked past the desk and out by the pool. There were a few couples already there and I gave a pleasant smile and wave as I made my way back to the trail that led to my spot. As I passed, I notice one woman wearing a bikini that was more revealing than my bra.

I made my way to the lounge chair in the little oasis in the woods and got comfortable. Nothing shocking or surprising had happened on the way. Nothing at all.

The weather was absolutely perfect, and again I reveled in the fact that I was able to feel the warm sun and the breeze on my bare tummy. I read for about an hour. The book was excellent and was exactly what I needed for this little restful, relaxing vacation.

I took a break and headed to the bar in the Café. After explaining to Henry that I needed to drink something other than Pina Coladas every now and then, he made me a tall iced tea, which I took back with me to my secret hideaway.

Before I sat back down, I had a decision to make. The logical next step for me on my little adventure was to slip out of my shorts. I had planned to keep my shorts on all day, taking slow steps. I had five days here to explore and try to bring my fantasy to life, so there was no real reason to rush.

But that feeling of butterflies in my tummy, and being just a little bit naughty was so delicious and tempting, I was getting a little greedy for it. Suddenly wearing my bra in public wasn’t enough. I didn’t want to wait to go further.

Spending just a moment allowing the “are you out of your freaking mind” thoughts to come, and then be pushed aside by the butterflies in my tummy and the mild tingle between my legs, I took a quick look around to make sure no one was watching me from the end of the trail, and unzipped and slipped my shorts to the ground.

I quickly picked them up and set them on the table beside me and looked around again. Still no one there. All at once I noticed actual goosebumps on my arms. It wasn’t cold outside. It was my body’s physiological reaction to the fact that I was being so wonderfully naughty.

I laid back in my lounge chair and picked up my book, so I looked like I was just casually laying there reading in my undies. But I was not feeling casual. I was feeling ecstatic and exhilarated and… free. It was wonderful, and I took a moment to focus on how the breeze felt across my bare thighs, and how the material of the lounge chair felt across my only partially covered bottom. It felt so foreign, but wonderful.

I had fully intended to put my shorts back on after a little while. Having my shorts on the table next to me was meant to be a little test. But I started reading my book, and it was really getting good. And once again, like reading the night before in the bed, I completely forgot about my clothing situation or lack there-of.

About an hour later, I heard Janice. She rounded the corner and said “Hey, I figured I’d find you here. Henry had been working on cooking BBQ all morning, and he’s setting it out now. Come eat with us.”

She held out her hand for me and smiled. I stood up and let her take my hand and pull me towards the trail, but quickly remembered I was only wearing my bra and my panties. I looked back at my shorts for a second and said “But…”

“Oh, come on dear. You have to eat. I know your not feeling all that social honey, but you have to have lunch and Henry’s BBQ is even better than his Pina Coladas”

I resisted for another second, and then I gave in. She let go of my hand we walked out of the trail and into the pool area, where I stopped in my tracks. I saw people. Lots and lots of people. And they saw me. It had to be every guest at the entire resort, gathered around for Henry’s BBQ. They were all milling about, talking and laughing with each other. And they all looked my way when Janice and I turned the corner. My mind was racing and my butterflies were doing summersaults. I was standing there in my little plaid red panties and my little matching bra, my underwear, in front of the world.

Janice noticed that I stopped and came back and took my hand again. She said “Oh dear you really are shy aren’t you. None of these people bite. Come on, let’s get some lunch, and maybe a drink.”

She took my hand again and we walked directly into the crowd. Being in my panties was a bit different than being in my bra, for me and for everyone else apparently. In my bra the night before, no one really seemed to take much notice. I mean, I had spotted a few eyes glancing down at my chest, but nothing lingering. But they were noticing my panties. They were noticing my smooth bare legs, pale thighs and my little butt that was half exposed.

Everyone was polite and everyone smiled and everyone looked. It was an unbelievable shock and an amazing rush. Stranger’s eyes, smiling in greeting and then seeing parts of my body no one had ever, EVER seen before. It was unsettling and oh-so-amazing. I smiled and savored the feeling as Janice walked me slowly through the crowd, waving and smiling and nearly shivering with goosebumps.

We made our way to a makeshift bar that Henry had set up out by the pool. Just like inside, he was there with a smile and everything needed to make a mean Pina Colada. Janice said, “Just sit here dear, I’ll go grab you a plate of BBQ.”

Next to me at the bar on my right was a couple I had been introduced to the night before, but I could not remember their names. On my right was another couple I had not yet met. They both looked me over when I sat. I was preparing myself for a comment about my state of undress, but instead, the woman to my right said “Hello again Katherine. Are you enjoying yourself so far?”

I smiled and said “Absolutely”, and I meant it. I sat on the high bar stool and wondered for a moment what my butt looked like, only halfway covered as I sat. It must have been somewhat decent looking because as I looked around the room, I noticed a number of guests, men and women, looking at it. Fortunately, for the most part, they were smiling.

A Pina Colada magically appeared in front of me, and I gave Henry a smile and took a sip. A big sip, hoping to slow the butterflies in my stomach and ease the goosebumps.

“Hello, my name is Gloria and this is my husband Tony.” The woman to my right said. I introduced myself and she said “We’ve been coming here for ten years. We absolutely love it. Wouldn’t even think of vacationing anywhere else.”

Janice returned and handed me a plate of food. The BBQ was just as good as advertised, and I sat there at the bar in my underwear and ate and laughed and talked with anyone and everyone. It was the most social I had ever been. Everyone was extremely nice, and there was absolutely no stress or drama. Everyone was just having fun, and so was I.


Chapter 10

When my lunch was finished, and there was a break in the conversation, I hopped up to make my way back to the small alcove that I loved so much. I made my way towards the pool area, headed for the small trail when I suddenly stopped and decided to try out something else new and different for me. I didn’t go hide in the woods by myself. I laid there on a lounge chair at the edge of the pool, right in the middle of the lunch party.

There were two women on the lounge chairs to my right, whose husbands appeared to be hanging out chatting in the pool. Both women greeted me with friendly smiles, and then I laid down on my back. I just laid there, feeling so deliciously exposed in my undies, and watched the party happen all around me.

After about ten minutes, I decided to roll over. I turned and laid on my stomach, knowing that my cute little bum, only half covered by the plaid material of my panties, was on full display. I glanced around casually as best I could and noticed that, although many folks continued with their laughing and talking and partying, lots and lots of eyes were stealing glances in my direction.

I savored the feelings, thinking that Katie would be proud of my newfound brazenness. Two days ago, the number of people who had seen me in my underwear was zero. And now, two days later, that number had skyrocketed to forty or fifty and counting.

But after twenty minutes of laying there on my stomach, the alcohol in the Pina Colada and the warm sun and people’s eyes on my bare skin started to get to me. I started getting… hot. All of a sudden I imagined the warm breeze on my bare thighs as soft breaths, and the eyes on my bottom as hands caressing me.

Suddenly, I had a problem. My heartbeat was rising and the soft fabric of my panties was getting wet. I wondered for just a moment if the people around me could tell. If they could see the wetness between my legs and know the effect that their eyes were having on me.

I carefully stood up and made my way back towards the resort. I hit the staircase and was nearly running to my room. I opened the door in a hurry and slammed it shut behind me. I quickly slipped my bra off and slid my panties to the floor and stumbled my way into the bed, my left hand already reaching between my legs.

God, I was wet. So wet and so desperate. I wasted no time at all, stroking my tender pussy with two fingers of my left hand. It felt so fucking good. It was a frantic moment like none I had experienced before. I was like a wild animal in heat. I envisioned myself the night before, at the bar talking with strangers in my bra as I slid one finger, and then two inside of my swollen, beckoning pussy.

My hand moved rapidly as I started to moan. My body was begging for release, and I was trying my best to oblige as quickly and as frantically as possible. I envisioned myself laying on the lounger, on my stomach, my body there for all to see, my ass covered only partially by the thin cloth of my panties as I slid my soaked fingers out of my pussy and pressed tightly on my clit.

The effect of my soft fingers pressing and circling the nub of my clit was overwhelming, and I came and came and came, quickly and fiercely, feeling every nerve in my body respond to the vision of strangers looking at me in my head and the touch of soft skin on my clit.

I arched my back and screamed out with release, feeling as if every muscle in my body had been assigned a new task, to feel pleasure. Finally feeling the massive waves subsiding, I collapsed back onto the mattress of the hotel bed, gasping for air and reeling.

I curled up into a ball, sweating and gasping and… smiling. It was amazing. It was another first. I had just gotten myself off in the most amazing way, in reaction to my own behavior and my own little adventure. To things that I had actually done. It was not a fantasy, or my imagination, or a story in a book that just made me cum. It was my own naughty brazenness. It was a totally raw experience, and it was amazing. My body had become suddenly greedy for pleasure, and I no longer felt a need to deny it, or even to wait for it.

I had changed, there was no denying that, and I was loving every naughty minute of it. As I rested in the bed, a curled up naked mess, I considered my next problem. What kind of naughtiness could I get up to next? Whatever it was was going to be was going to have to wait a bit, as I stretched out, pulled a pillow under my head and dozed off.

I had the same dream again, in a small boat in the middle of the lake, with naked Katie beckoning me to paddle to shore. This time I made it to shore and stepped out of the boat. When I was in the boat paddling, I was fully dressed, shorts and a t-shirt, my normal clothes. But when my feet hit the sand of the beach, I was naked. Katie came over to me and greeted me with a smile, but didn’t say a word. She extended her hand and I took it and followed her.

We walked slowly up the path to the pool and around it into the grand hall. The resort was completely empty. Katie kept looking at me, smiling, holding my hand, but not saying a word. We walked slowly, casually around the resort and then up the outdoor staircase. We entered the second floor and walked straight into my room. I sat on the bed and she stood in front of me and finally spoke. She just simply said, “It was lovely to meet you, Katie.”

I woke suddenly with a start. I looked up immediately to where Katie had been standing in my dream, but of course, no one was there. I laid there, suddenly overwhelmed with a feeling of happiness and peace. My change was complete. I was the butterfly that had fully shed her cocoon, and there was no going back. At that moment I felt like a completely new person. I felt as if the shy, uptight girl in me was gone, never to show her face again.

I was a completely new girl, no longer a girl who felt the need to hide herself away, to be alone and to fear the eyes of others on me. I welcomed their eyes and looks, and I wanted them to see me. All of me.

I climbed out of the large King sized bed, took a deep breath, and began my new life. I started by heading for the giant claw-foot bathtub in the bathroom. I filled it with warm water and gathered a few items that I would need and stepped in. I spent a few minutes savoring the feel of the warm water on my body. I smiled as I realized that it had been years since I had even given myself the pleasure of a nice hot bath.

After a moment of enjoying the bath, I got to work. I shaved my legs, and when that was done, I kept going. I curled my fingers through the little patch of pubic hair between my legs for a moment, and then I shaved it clean. I took my time, carefully removing every sign of hair from my pelvis and in between my legs. I shaved everything and then smiled as I ran my fingers over my soft pussy, now completely uncovered and hairless.

I took my time in the bathtub and then stepped out to check myself out in the mirror. It was a startling difference. I could see everything. In the mirror, I could easily see the thin skin that curved up and around the top of my pussy, and I could even see the small tip of my clit just at the edge. I could see the lips of my pussy separate at the top, and then press together as they formed a slit that went back in between my legs.

It was blatant exposure. Everything I had, everything that I had spent so many years keeping private, was there for all to see.

I had a bold new outlook on life. I was a changed person, and this was a nice little symbol of the change.

Next, I picked up the phone and dialed 1. Janice answered almost immediately.

“Well hello Katherine. What can I do for you?” She said in a sweet voice.

“Well, I was thinking, do you think you could stop by and bring me a few extra towels when you get a moment?” I said.

“Absolutely. Give me ten minutes, and I’ll bring them right up.” She said, and we hung up the phone.

I had decided that Janice would be a sort of test subject for me. She would be the first person to see me. All of me. I planned to judge from her reaction, how my new”outfit” and my new “outlook on life” might be received. I was about to put the “Katie Lake Clothing Optional” policy to the test, and I thought that greeting Janice in my currently undressed state would be a good first step.

I sat on the bed and waited. I could feel the nerves and hear the “Katherine” voice in my head shouting “You can’t do this. It’s so wrong. Put some clothes on right this minute.” But instead of listening to that voice, I simply smiled and laughed it off. Katherine was gone.

A few minutes later I heard a knock at the door. Just to be certain I said, “Who is it?”

Janice’s voice returned with “Just me dear.”


Chapter 11

I stood up and took one last deep breath at the door. I didn’t know what to expect. On a normal day in a normal place, I would have expected possible screaming, lots of uncomfortable looking away, and maybe even a threat to get dressed or the police would be called. But nothing about the past couple of days had been normal. So, I really had no idea how she would react.

I opened the door wide and smiled. She saw me and quickly looked me up and down, and then said: “I brought a whole bunch of towels.” She stepped past me into the room and said “And don’t tell anyone, but these are the really good ones. They are the nice soft, fuzzy ones we usually reserve for VIPs and such.”

I was a bit thrown by her reaction, or lack of reaction, but I followed her in. She said, “Where do you want them?”

I gestured to the bed and said: “Just set them down there on the bed I guess.”

She plopped them down, and then she sat. She patted the bed next to me with a smile, indicating she wanted me to sit down with her. I hesitantly stepped over and sat.

She said “So?”

I was confused. Obviously, she was expecting some sort of explanation for my behavior and how I was dressed, or not dressed. I got ready to try and say something when she said: “How far have you gotten?”

The question confused me for a moment, and she said “In the book. What chapter are you on?”

I laughed and said “Oh, well. I haven’t read anymore since we talked.”

She put her hand on my knee. It was a simple, friendly, nothing gesture, but it was strange since I was naked.

She smiled a huge smile and said “Well when you get a chance, you should pick it up again. It gets really, really good.”

Then she said, “I don’t want to give any spoilers, but when Charlotte spends the night with Captain Murphy AND his six lieutenants, well…” She made a gesture to fan herself and smiled.

She hopped up enthusiastically and said “Oh, I forgot to tell you, tonight is the pizza party by the pool for dinner. We do it like a little homemade buffet. You get your own little crust and put whatever you want on it, cheese and toppings, and then Henry throws it in the big brick pizza oven to cook.”

I smiled and said, “I do love pizza.”

She said “I always make mine with lots and lots of sausage. I do love a good sausage.” Then she giggled and said “Oh, that sounded dirty” and she chuckled.

I stood up with her and she looked around and said: “Is there anything else I can get you, dear, to make your stay more enjoyable?”

I said, “No, I just needed the extra towels, I think.”

“OK well, I’ll get out of your hair then. But read that book!” she said with a wink.

As she stepped out the door I looked around and said “Wait. I do kind of have a lot of… stuff in here. Do you think you could send Henry up in say… thirty minutes or so to take my bags and a few things down to my car… you know, just to get them out of the way?”

She smiled again and said “Certainly dear. He’ll be here in 30 minutes on the dot. I’ll see you later Katherine.”

She looked at me and I gave her a wry smile and said “You know what? Call me Katie.”

She gave a huge smile and said: “OK, I look forward to seeing you later, Katie.” With that, she closed the door behind her and left.

I stood there for a moment, excitement coursing through me. It had been a nice little visit with Janice, and the way she had reacted, or not reacted, had helped me make my final decision, and do away with any last thoughts of hesitation. It was time to make the final preparations.

I grabbed my two suitcases from the corner of the room and laid them open on the bed. Then with a smile and a spring in my step, I packed. I put every item of clothing that I brought with me back into the suitcases. My shirts, shorts and all of my underwear, the clean ones, and the dirty ones. Every stitch of clothing I had with me went into the suitcases, and then I closed them up tight and rolled them to the door. I was not leaving the resort early, but my clothes were. I had no need for them anymore.

Thirty minutes later, there was a knock on the door. I didn’t even waste a second on hesitation this time. I didn’t consider who might be behind the door, or who may be walking by when I opened it. It didn’t matter.

I opened the door and Henry was standing there. He did a double take as he spotted me standing there completely naked, but he quickly recovered his wits and said: “Janice said you wanted some things taken down to your car?”

I gave him a pleasant smile and pointed at the suitcases. I said “It seems that I… overpacked quite a bit. I have way more than I need. Would you mind just putting those suitcases back in the car for me Henry?”

He gave a little frown and said “Oh, you’re not leaving us early are you? Aren’t you having a nice time?”

I said “I wouldn’t think of leaving early Henry. Honestly, I’m having so much fun, you all may have to throw me out of here when my week is over.”

This made him smile and he said: “Well, in that case, I’d be glad to store your suitcases in the car.”

He got ready to leave, but looked back at me and said: “Are you coming to the pizza party tonight?”

I smiled back and said, “That depends, will you make me a mean Pina Colada when I get there?”

His smile widened and he said, “I’ll make you as many as you would like.”

And with that, Henry closed the door, and he, and all of my clothes disappeared down the hallway.

And that was that. There was no turning back, not that I even had the slightest intention to do so. I took a moment to smile at the delicious thought that I had no clothes. I was not just naked because I had slipped my clothes off, I was naked because my clothes were tightly zipped into a suitcase in the back of my car in the parking lot. I HAD NO CLOTHES. The thought made the butterflies in my tummy very, very happy.

I stepped over to look at myself in the full-length mirror once more. My bare breasts looked cute, firm and perky and my nipples were stiff, likely from the excitement of my situation. There were no lines or bra marks on my breasts at all, which may have also been a first for me. I looked down, and because the mirror was slanted slightly, I could see even further between my legs, and see even more of the detail of my exposed pink pussy. My cute pussy.

I giggled and did a half turn to check out my bottom. I did a little wiggle and gave a laugh. There was only one word that could be used to describe my firm little bottom. Cute.

I picked up one of the books from my pile and stepped over to the double French doors at the back of my room. I pushed one of the large curtains aside and then the other, opened the doors and stepped out onto my patio.

The sunshine and the warm breeze welcomed me and my naked body wonderfully, assuring me that this was indeed the right way to take in the wonderful atmosphere here at the lake. I had been doing it all wrong all along. I stood a few steps outside of my door for a long moment with my eyes closed, basking in the sun. I smiled as I thought about how I had never really “basked” in the sun before. I didn’t really even know what “bask” meant before.

But now with the sun warming every inch of my naked body on my balcony, I knew exactly what it meant. I slowly strolled to the edge of the balcony and leaned on the railing. Two rooms down, Gloria and Tony were reclined in their lounge chairs talking. They both looked up at me and immediately did a doubletake. Tony seemed to be a bit more shocked than Gloria, who simply smiled and waved.


Chapter 12

I wasn’t an idiot. I knew that men, and some women, would get a sexual thrill from seeing a naked young girl like me wandering the grounds. I just didn’t care. Let them have their thrill. Let them enjoy the experience. I certainly was enjoying this little naughty adventure, and they were all a part of it.

I waved back and smiled, and then I heard a wolf whistle from below on the pool deck. It was Monica and Mitchel, and it was Monica that had whistled. I waved down to them and she said: “Way to go Katherine.”

I shouted back “Call me Katie”. We all laughed, and then I turned to look out at the lake. This place was unbelievably beautiful, the sun and the breeze and smell of flowers in the air, and I had finally opened myself to it completely. I slowly turned and laid back in my lounge chair.

Once more I let myself feel the warm caress of the breeze on parts of my body that had never experienced a breeze before. I savored every sensation, especially the soft flow of air, outdoor air, between my legs. It was soothing and delicious, and the butterflies in my tummy were pretty much on a full-time flutter now. Just the way I liked it.

For a moment, I actually felt a bit angry with myself for depriving myself of these feelings all of my life. But that was the old me, and I had never been one to spend too much time dwelling on the past.

I opened my book and read. With the sun bathing me and the warm air caressing me, I lounged and relaxed and read my book. A couple of times neighbors on other balconies came out and waved and said hello, and I returned their friendly greetings.

After an hour of blissful naked reading, a wonderful smell wafted up to my balcony. I put down my book and realized that it was almost time for the pizza party. The butterflies fluttered once more in my tummy, as I thought with delicious anticipation about just how much fun it was going to be.

I went inside, needing to get out of the sun for a bit. I left the balcony doors open so I could still feel the wonderful air and hear the sounds of the resort below. I plopped into the bed to read a bit more, and pass a little more time. After another 30 minutes, it sounded like the pizza party was in full swing on the pool deck. I heard laughing and talking and the smell of pizza was wonderful, taking over the entire area.

I stood up and took another deep breath. I giggled as I realized I had a decision to make about what to wear. Sandals or no sandals?

I decided against the sandals, and forced myself to not even acknowledge the shouting logical voice in my head that said: “You CANNOT go out that door naked!” I opened the door and stepped out.

I had no idea how this was going to go, or how everyone was going to react to my nakedness. I imagined walking slowly alone, stopping at every turn and hesitating at every step, my newfound confidence and brazenness and resolve being tested all along the way as I forced myself to step into the party of folks by the pool. But none of that happened.

Almost immediately, before I had a second to get my bearings and think about how it felt to be in the hallway of the resort without my clothes, a woman’s voice from behind me said: “Oh Katherine, yay, are you headed to the pizza party?”

I turned to see Gloria and Tony. I managed to say “yeah” and she quickly put her arm through mine and we started walking. Gloria pulled me ahead and Tony fell into step just behind us. After just a few steps she said “You know, last year when we had this party, Henry nearly set the place on fire. That brick pizza oven is so old, it just didn’t contain the heat. I think they have refurbished it a bit since then.”

We reached the hall doorway and stepped out onto the balcony at the top of the outdoor staircase. Janice was there standing over a bunch of bags of food, ingredients for the pizza. She saw us and said, “Oh thank goodness, would you all mind helping me with these?”

Gloria grabbed a bag and Tony grabbed two, and Janice handed one to me and took the last one herself. We walked downstairs and as we turned the corner, everyone looked at us. A sudden, powerful rush of nerves passed through me, and I had a quick moment of hesitation. But Gloria just tugged at my arm and I walked with her and Tony and Janice over to a large table set up near the pizza oven.

Henry was there and when he spotted us he smiled and said “Oh Good. The oven is pretty much ready. Let’s get these items spread out on the table and we can get started.”

All five of us went about unpacking the ingredients from the bags and laying them out on the table, while the remaining forty or so guests milled about behind us by the pool.

Janice looked up at me and smiled as I opened a can of olives and said: “You have to be really careful around here dear.” My heart skipped a beat for just a second, thinking that she was giving me some sort of warning or admonition about my state of undress. But she said, “We won’t hesitate to put you to work.”

They all laughed and Gloria said, “Oh Janice, you know we are all glad to help you any time you need it.”

A couple of the other guests came closer and started looking over the table smiling and looking ready to eat. Janice smiled at me and handed me a plate with a small pizza crust on it. She said, “The good thing about helping out is you get to be the first to eat.”

I took my small crust and spread some sauce on it, and then cheese, and then dropped some pepperoni and mushrooms on top. Henry took it and a few of the others and slid them into the big brick pizza oven. While I waited for my pizza to cook, I stepped aside and looked at the group. This giant group of wonderful, friendly people.

They were all just acting so… normal. It was wonderful. Of course, occasionally people would look at me, but no one was staring. They all seemed to react in the way that I hoped they would. When they looked at me standing there completely naked and totally exposed, they looked as if they were seeing something cute and happy and fun. Not something disturbing or inappropriate at all. It felt amazing.

And then, an hour or so later, after eating pizza and then dessert, and mingling and talking and laughing with just about everyone at the party, it felt normal. Amazingly normal. Wonderfully normal.

The only thing that happened at the party that gave me a moment of pause and nerves was when Janice pulled out her digital camera and started taking pictures of the party. For just a second, I thought that maybe I wasn’t ready for photographic evidence of my little naked adventure, but I easily put the thought aside by remembering Katie, and all of the beautiful pictures of her and her naked everyday life. If it wasn’t for those pictures, I would not be the new open, free person that I had become over the last couple of days.

Janice must have taken a hundred pictures, and I was in quite a few of them, but she didn’t seem to be singling me out in any way. She was just capturing memories.

When the pizza party was winding down, Henry stood up on a stoop and made an announcement. He said “At eight o’clock, about an hour from now, I’ll be on the beach lighting the bonfire. We’re setting up the bar down there for the evening, so if you are looking for a stiff drink, you’ll have to make your way to the beach tonight. We hope to see you all there.”

And then, to my utter shock, he said “I imagine you all might want to go get changed for the bonfire now, except for young Katie here. I think what she is wearing is fairly appropriate for just about any occasion.”

Everyone looked right at me. I was hit with another rush, and my butterflies were at full attention. I prepared myself for a feeling of embarrassment and humiliation, but it did not come. Instead, I simply smiled at the group and gave a silly, dramatic bow. The crowd erupted in laughter and cheers, and the cheers turned into a simple round of applause. It was amazing and wonderful. It was my “coming out” party, or my “coming out of my clothes” party, and everyone was so accepting and welcoming and even happy for me. It was a great moment that touched my heart.

When the laughter and applause died down, Henry said: “But for the rest of you, throw on your best bonfire attire and we will see you down there in an hour!”


Chapter 13

The crowd disbursed and most everyone did what Henry had said. They returned to their rooms to change for the bonfire. I sat on the lounger and relaxed for a bit, and then thirty minutes later, I heard a little horn-sound. I turned to see Henry and Janice in the golf cart. Henry said, “You want to come to light the bonfire with us?”

I hopped up and got into the back seat of the golf cart, and we drove down to the beach. The sun was just starting to set over the lake, and the view was picture perfect. There was already a pile of wood in a pyramid shape on the beach, and Henry pulled out some lighter fluid and started soaking it. He poured some on the end of a long stick and handed it to me. He lit the end of the stick, and I used it to light the pile of wood. It burst into flame quickly, and we all jumped at first, but then it settled into a nice calm burn.

Janice pulled out some towels and the three of us sat in the sand and watched the sunset and the fire burn. Then, Henry jumped up and extended his hands to help Janice and me up and said “I think it’s time for some Pina Coladas”

A few people started to wander onto the beach as Henry poured my drink, and a little while later, the beach was full. Janice brought a portable speaker out of the golf cart and started up the classic rock. I talked and laughed and danced with nearly everyone I came across that night and had a wonderful time. The time of my life.

As it grew late, guests started to wander back inside. The fire was extinguished and Henry and Janice loaded up the golf cart. Janice looked at me, sitting by myself on the beach and said: “Want a ride?”

I smiled and said “No thanks. I think I’m going to stay for a bit.”

Without a word, they drove off. It was late and once the sounds of the golf cart disappeared out of sight, the only sounds were the crickets and the other animals that came to life at night. I sat there for a long while, just savoring the moments and wonderful feelings.

Eventually, I made my way back towards the resort. I spotted the trail to my little secret spot and turned towards it. I made my way down the trail and into the little alcove in the woods. I smiled as I remembered sitting her, taking my first step towards opening up. It was bizarre how, when I was fully dressed, all buttoned up and uptight, I had wanted to hide here and be left alone. Now that I was naked, and completely open and exposed to the world, I felt no need to hide at all.

I took my seat on the lounge chair, where my adventure had all begun. I relaxed, focused on the sounds around me and the feeling of the warm air. The sensation was absolutely delicious. As I reflected on the day, I felt so sensuous and overcome with joy.

Without even thinking, I gently began to touch my bare body, letting the very tips of my fingers cause goosebumps and rippling sensations on my bare breasts and stomach. I thought of that wonderful first naked step, out of my room into the hallway as my hand slid down and caressed my tender thigh. I thought about the laughter and the conversations at the pizza party, as my finger gently parted the soft and sensitive outer lips of my pussy.

I laid there for a long, long time, touching myself, loving myself, enjoying myself as I relived the amazing day. Eventually, after what had to be an entire hour of touching and teasing and caressing myself as my head was awash in wonderful thoughts and memories, I slid one wet finger upwards to give my clit the attention that it was hoping for. As I thought of the comment that Henry had made about my “outfit”, and the applause that my nakedness and brazenness had received, I came.

I experienced a gentle, warm, soothing climax that caused me to bite my lip and moan in long slow breaths. I gripped the side of the lounger to hold myself in place as the waves of pleasure and emotion washed over my entire body, from the hair on my head to the tips of my toes. I then realized that I had run out of words to describe how wonderful my vacation had been. And I still had three days left.

The next three days were a blur of wonderful naked fun. I did so many things that I had never done before, and would never have done if I had not changed so much during the vacation. I learned how to row a Kayak, how to play Crochet on the lawn, and how to play Texas Holdem poker at a patio table by the pool at night. I played volleyball in the pool and caught a fish in the lake.

I finished four of the books that I brought, and I finished reading the Chambermaid, and instantly decided that hot, smutty books were going to be a new staple in my normal reading rotation.

I masturbated two or three times a day, feeling that, now that my mind was open and relaxed, my body was able to reach amazing new levels of pleasure.

The vacation was complete and total bliss, and on the final day when I knew I had to leave, a crushing weight hit me. I was in my bed feeling sorry for myself and not wanting to leave when I heard a knock on the door. I quickly said, “Come in.”

Janice entered with a book in her hand. She saw the look on my face and a few tears forming in my eyes, and came and sat on the bed next to me. She handed me the book in her hand. The cover was blank, but when I opened it, I was overjoyed. It was a picture book that she had put together of her pictures of me.

I flipped through the book and couldn’t help but cry. There were a few pictures that I had posed for and been aware of, but the best pictures were the candid ones that I didn’t even know she had taken. Me eating pizza, standing by the pool talking to some of my new friends, dancing at the bonfire. Picture after picture of me, all with two things in common. I was completely and beautifully naked, and I was smiling a huge, giddy smile.

She said “Next summer, please come back. We’ll have a spot for you. We’ll make you an intern and it will be free. Come and stay as long as you like. Spend the whole summer if you want.”

I was unable to speak, but I smiled and nodded. Then I leaned over and hugged her. She actually teared up a little and said: “It’s been such a pleasure to meet you, Katie.”

After a long hug, she got up and left. I gathered up my remaining items. All that was left was my hairbrush and a few other bathroom items which I returned to the small bag. I took a slow walk down the hall and down the stairs, trying to take everything in one last time.

I waved and said goodbye to everyone I passed, and made my way through the entry hall and out the back door. On the walkway in the back was Henry in his golf cart, waiting for me.

He drove me out to my car, gave me a quick hug, and then drove off back to the resort without a word. I opened the trunk and found my suitcases. I opened one and pulled out a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, and grudgingly put them on. I found my keys and took my seat, started the car and drove away from the most amazing, life-changing week of my life.

As I made the long drive home, I started to think about my life, and how it would NEVER be the same. I had a few things to sort out. The first was to figure out how to let my parents know that wearing clothes was something I just really didn’t like to do anymore, and they were going to have to find a way to deal with that. And second was to let everyone know that my name was Katie.
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