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Chapter 1: Short Listed

Vicky Campion’s phone, laid flat on the desk next to her keyboard, vibrated and flashed, and she glanced at it, furrowed her brow, picked it up.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Vicky Campion?”

“Yes?”

“Jack Brisk, how are you doing?”

“Good, Mr. Brisk, but I’m a little busy right now, I need—”

“Okay, sure, sure. Real quick then, I’m director of HR at Mesa Heights, we’ve been looking over your resume, and we’d like to talk.”

“Okay, great,” Vicky said. “Could we talk at lunchtime? I need to get some things done.”

“Of course, sure, I’ll call you about 12:05 central, same number.”

“Yes, sure,” Vicky replied, and her brow furrowed again. “Wait, did you say Mesa Heights?”

“Yes, Mesa Heights Components.”

“The Mesa Heights? Telecommunications? Column Magazine 100? Global Innovation 50 the last 10 years?”

“So you’ve heard of us.”

“Yes,” Vicky said. “Who hasn’t? What did you want to talk about?”

“We’re looking for a new CFO.”

“New CFO,” Vicky said. “As in, chief financial officer?”

“Yes. You’re a candidate. You’ve made the short list. If you want to be considered.”

“I do,” Vicky said, clearing her throat and pressing the phone against her ear, knuckles going white. “I’ll be . . . I’ll be waiting for your . . . we’ll talk at noon. I’ll talk to you then.”

“Yes, looking forward to it.”

Vicky hung up, set her phone down, looked at her computer screen, picked her phone back up, stared at it, began a text: “You’ll never believe who just called me for a CFO interview!”

She didn’t hit send, however, instead deleting the message, setting her phone back down and returning to the spreadsheet in front of her. After a few tentative taps on her keyboard, she looked out her window at the Baton Rouge skyline, picked back up her phone, stood, walked around her desk, then sat back down, breathed in, tilted her head side to side and returned to work in earnest. She referred to her second screen, displaying an annual report, and two other spreadsheets on a third screen, to compile numbers and build a bar graph of employee compensation trends.

Promptly at noon, Vicky grabbed a small bag from her office refrigerator and made her way quickly to the stairs just left of her office door, bypassing the elevator that would take her past the cubicles of her team and the financial office receptionist.

Seated on a bench in the shade of a live oak, in a small park just beside Flanger-Owens Corporation headquarters, she took her first spoonful of Greek yogurt and stared at her phone.

At 12:07, it rang.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Vicky, Jack Brisk.”

“Hello, Mr. Brisk.”

“Jack, please.”

“Hello, Jack.”

“Hello. Is now still a good time to talk?”

“Yes. For sure.”

“Good. So it seems that Foster Mackinaw – he’s our current CFO – has decided to take early retirement, and he’s given us two months to find his replacement. We’d like some overlap, so we hope to have our new officer in within a month or so. Say, mid-July.”

“Okay,” Vicky said. “And you’re considering me?”

“Yes,” said Jack with a chuckle. “We are. Your resume is very impressive, of course, but we’ve done enough digging to identify some attributes you didn’t list. You’re very creative, which is something we value, highly. Your work on the NAAP’s Capital Depreciation Committee really impressed Foster. When can you come for an interview?”

“Uh . . .” Vicky stammered. “Well, you mean, to New Mexico?”

“Yes, Springfield, in person. Sooner the better. Are you free tomorrow?”

“Oh, no,” Vicky said. “I’m sorry. I’ve got meetings all this week.”

“Monday?”

“I can make the morning work,” Vicky said. “But I need to be back here by 2 that day.”

“Not a problem. We’ll fly you in Sunday night, do the interviews 8 to 11 Monday morning, get you back to Baton Rouge by 12:30.”

“If you can find flights that work,” Vicky warned.

“Private jet,” Jack said.

“Oh, yeah,” Vicky said, surprise obvious in her voice. “Great!”

“Okay,” Jack said. “But one thing you need to know before you get here, and I’d prefer that you kept this to yourself, please.”

“Yes?’

“Interviews are clothing optional.”

“I . . . beg your pardon?”

“It’s not something generally known, but all our offices here are clothing optional. And most employees opt.”

“Opt?” Vicky repeated.

“Yes. Go nude. Mesa Springs – our original headquarters town – was founded as a clothing-optional village, and the company, uh, followed suit – no pun intended.”

“So . . .” Vicky stammered.

“You can wear whatever you want,” Jack said. “But if nudity offends you, this wouldn’t be the job for you. You are 100 percent welcome to wear whatever you want while you’re with us though.”

“Okay. But that’s fine. I’m not . . .” Vicky said, clearing her throat. “I’m not offended.”

“Great. And just to be clear, there’s a whole underlying philosophy you’d be welcome to explore, should you join us. Or even if you don’t. We really believe in how we live.”

“Yes,” Vicky said. “That’s great.”

“Glad to hear it,” Jack said. “So, I’ll text you with flight details as soon as I get them. Probably try to get you in the air around six or seven Sunday night. Dinner on the plane. Chicken good?”

“Sure,” Vicky said. “Thank you!”

“Bye.”

“Buh-bye.”

Vicky hung up her phone, set it down on the bench next to her, picked it up, stared at it, punched in several searches, found the name of Jack Brisk, HR director at Mesa Heights, continued searching, found the corporate address at Mesa Heights Road, in Springfield, New Mexico, a town about which virtually no information was available other than its zip code and a small, non-descript city hall website. Springfield showed up on the map as a suburb of Mesa Springs, and Mesa Springs showed up as one of America’s larger clothing-optional towns, with a population of about 12,000.

Vicky set her phone down, picked it back up, wrote another text.

“I just heard from Mesa Heights!” she wrote to her husband, Herman. “If it’s not a joke, I’m interviewing for CFO Monday morning, flying out Sunday night!”

“That’s great!” came the text back almost immediately.

She continued lunch with a granola bar and an apple while she punched in combinations of “nude,” “clothing optional,” “mesa heights,” and “springfield.”

Just before her break ended at 1, she found a post entitled “don’t fake it” on a professional discussion website.

“So, I did this interview, for a purchasing job, at a clothing optional company,” began the post, by tangerinegirl1992. “I kid you not, everyone there was nude! Except me. I had to sign stuff, can’t reveal who it was, but let’s just say it’s a big company you’ve heard of, and the interview took place on a mesa (hint hint) in a desert. They warned me beforehand about the nudity thing, at the company and the town, and they were cool with me staying dressed, but I know the next girl in went in full naked. It was such a great job I pretended I was totally okay with everything, but they could probably tell I was nervous (actually practically panicking!) and, anyway, I didn’t get the job. So, my advice: If someone tells you it’s a clothing-optional job interview, don’t fake it. Go if you’re fine with it, but this isn’t something you can just pretend.”

As Vicky headed back to her office, through the front door and up the main elevator this time, her phone buzzed again.

“Wait, wait,” read a second text from Herman. “Mesa Heights???? The Mesa Heights???”

“Yes!” she texted back.

“CFO? Really? CFO?”

“That’s what they said,” Vicky replied. “Flying me on a private jet. And don’t sound so surprised!”

“Sorry,” Herman wrote. “So you’re not surprised?”

“Uh,” she texted back, “Mind blown might be the best way to put it.”

Over dinner the next two nights, family conversation turned to Vicky’s opportunity several times. Herman, who had been struggling to find new customers as a franchisee of a patented pool cleaning system, made clear he was ready to relocate and start fresh.

The twins, Melanie and Josh, were just about to finish their junior year in high school and both voiced ambivalence.

“Where would we go to school?” Melanie asked, pulling out her phone.

“I’m sure there’s a high school there,” Vicky said.

“What town is it in?” Melanie asked.

“Springfield,” Vicky said.

Melanie tapped.

“Springfield, New Mexico? There’s nothing there.”

“Mel, can you look that up later?” Vicky said. “We’re having dinner.”

“I have to graduate in a year,” Melanie said, angling up to shove her phone in the back pocket of her jeans. “If they don’t accept all my credits, dealbreaker.”

“I’ll make sure to ask about that,” Vicky said.

“And I have to see Kaitlyn, at least monthly, or every two months at least. Maybe we could take turns flying back and forth. You’d make enough money to pay for that, right?”

“No idea,” Vicky said.

“I really need to do a sport this year,” Melanie said. “Colleges look for that.”

“Are you still thinking about lacrosse?” Harman asked.

“Yeah, or softball, or maybe wrestling.”

“Wrestling?” Josh said.

“Girls can wrestle,” Melanie said. “Some do really well.”

“Yeah, because boys are afraid of them.”

“No because they’re better at angles and leverage,” Melanie said. “And they’re quicker. Wrestling is not just brute force.”

“Strength matters,” Josh said. “I prove that every time you try to push me around.”

“You outweigh me by 50 pounds. If you were in my weight class, I would kill you.”

“Uhhhh,” Josh said, clearly not agreeing. “They might not even let girls on the team. Schools can do that.”

“What’s Davis High’s policy?” Herman asked.

“Don’t know don’t care,” Melanie replied. “There are no girls on it, I know that, and the team’s terrible. They’ve gone through three coaches in four years, and they lose every match almost. I don’t see that as my first option.”

“Maybe if you’d been wrestling for them, they would have won more,” Vicky said.

Josh snorted.

“Don’t snort,” Herman said. “Your sister’s got the family’s big bones. She’s built solid, just like the rest of us. A little training—”

“Uh, Dad, those aren’t exactly compliments,” Melanie protested.

“There is no shame in big bones,” Vicky said. “I learned to love mine. I use them, every time I walk into a room. I—”

“So if I were petite, I could never be a company bigwig like you?”

“No, you know that’s not what I meant,” Vicky said. “It’s just about using what you have; going to the table with the hand you’re dealt, and making the most of it. If I had small bones, I’d use that. Or my smile, or my hair, or my eyes. It’s all about believing in yourself first, and then believing that whatever tools you’ve been given are exactly what you need.”

“Yeah,” Melanie replied, nodding. “Yeah.”

“But if you’d been on the Davis team, that would make it easier to get on the Springfield High team,” Josh said. “Unless they don’t take girls.”

“I would totally fight that,” Melanie announced. “I would demand equal rights, and make a big case, and—"

“Let me get the actual job first,” Vicky pleaded. “I don’t even know if a Springfield High exists. And even if it does, I’m sure there are plenty of more qualified people on the short list.”

“How many?” asked Josh.

“They didn’t say,” Vicky said.

“That’s not something you normally find out,” Herman observed. “Even after you get the job.”

“Transferring out of high school for your senior year is sort of lame,” Josh said.

“You’ve both said Davis High is lame,” Herman said.

“It is,” agreed Melanie. “But what if, um, Springfield High School is even lamer? And they won’t take my credits?”

“Or it might be easier,” Josh said. “And that would ring my bell.”

“Ring your bell, Josh?” Melanie exclaimed. “Did you just say that?”

Josh looked up sheepishly at his sister, then his parents.

“It’s just an expression,” he said, “for something good happening.”

“Let’s see how the interview goes,” Vicky said. “I should know in a few weeks if I got the job, and I’d start in June, and we’ll have all summer to figure things out.”

The matter of a clothing-optional interview, company and town never came up in those first family discussions, nor at any time before Sunday afternoon.

But more than once alone in the bathroom, Vicky stood before the full-length mirror, frowning at her C-cup breasts, her thick black pubic hair, her rounded belly, her broad hips and solid thighs.

On Sunday morning, she propped her leg on the bathroom counter and masturbated, rubbing her clitoris and her lips, wetting her finger and rubbing anew, but stopping before she climaxed. Instead, once she’d worked her vulva into its full aroused state, swollen, pink and wet, she dropped her leg down and stared into the mirror at her middle, first with legs closed, then with legs open, studying the gap from the front, then turning and bending, inspecting herself from behind.

Had someone checked Vicky’s blood pressure or pulse over the weekend, they would have noticed both regularly spiking, particularly when she was engaged in routine matters – in the shower, cooking, gardening, working out at the gym. She was only consistently calm in front of her laptop when she was poring over Mesa Heights’ annual statements, public announcements, and the news and gossip that followed any well-known and admired firm.

While she never found an official pronouncement of Mesa Heights as a nudist firm, the practice irrelevant to dry reports of new product launches, earning statements and executive appointments, its culture seemed to be an open secret. The firm appeared on a list of “Best Clothing-Optional Companies and Places to Work,” some of its executives showed up on “Top Corporate Executives You Didn’t Know were Naturists,” and there were mentions of a carefully guarded corporate campus.

Vicky also found oblique references – Mesa Heights and a few other firms were pushing for a state law protecting the airspace over their businesses, with the specific intent of prohibiting low-flying drones. And then, there were pictures from a company picnic in which officers of the firm, including its CEO, 60-year old Fielding Barlow, were shown from the bare shoulders up, male and female, smiling faces indicating a range of body types and sizes, from portly to rail-thin.

The text from Jack arrived Saturday afternoon, while Vicky was sitting in bed with her laptop balanced on her thighs, and the familiar chime of the phone by her hip forced a recoil that almost sent her PC to the floor.

“Gate 3, 6:30, Semper Municipal Airport,” it said. “Look for your name on the board. Flight will take a few hours. You’ll get dinner. Then someone will meet you in Mesa Heights, and you’ll be spending the night at The Grand View, right next to the offices, so you can walk over. See you at 8 a.m. Monday!”

“See you then!” Vicky texted back, her fingers quivering over the keys.

Sunday, Vicky packed her best interview suit, dark blue pinstripes, and the silk, aquamarine blouse she always got compliments on, but she also packed her razor and the small scissors she used to tame the hair around her sex, and everything took longer.

The third time she misplaced her phone Sunday afternoon, finding it after a 10-minute search in the bathroom drawer where she kept her brush, Herman hugged her from behind and put his nose against her shoulder, sighing through her black, shoulder-length hair.

“Okay, Vick, breathe in,” he said calmly. “Breathe out.”

Herman was a big bear of a man, paunchy and soft and comfortable, and Vicky put her hands over his and went limp, allowing him to support all her weight as she drew in her breath and exhaled, slowly.

“It’s just a job interview,” he said. “If you don’t get it, no problem. Just have fun, okay?”

“You’re right,” she said. “I know you’re right.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you so jittery.”

“Really?” she said, sounding surprised. “I guess I’m just really . . . well, you know, if I get it, we’ll have to figure out a lot of things. The house, the kids . . .”

“We’ll deal with it, like we always have,” Herman promised, kissing her neck before he let her go.

The pilot met Vicky in the airport waiting room fully clothed, shaking her hand and introducing himself as Randy. She had her choice of seats in the six-passenger craft, so she chose the one at the right rear, opening her laptop, accessing the jet’s Wi-Fi and continuing to research Mesa Heights.

The plane was comfortable but not luxurious, finished in plastic and vinyl, not woodgrain and leather, and once they were at cruising altitude, Randy gave her directions for preparing her own meal, airline chicken and rice for the microwave, a salad from cold storage, a chianti to finish.

They landed a little before 8 mountain time, the sun just about to set, and she was off the plane and in the tiny Mesa Heights commuter airport terminal by 8:05.

Except for a runway worker who crossed the terminal to enter an office, the building appeared to be empty of life, and Vicky paused and pulled her phone from her back pocket and texted a one-handed “I’ve landed!” to Herman, the other hand never leaving her rolling suitcase.

“Fantastic,” Herman texted back immediately. “Good luck tomorrow!”

“Tha—” she began texting.

“Hello, Vicky Campion?” said a female voice.

Vicky turned to see a girl approaching, nude except for a pair of pink sneakers, blonde hair down to her shoulders, small breasts bouncing, mound hidden behind a black triangle of pubic hair.




Chapter 2: Did you see any naked people?

“Hi,” Vicky said, eyes very briefly going wide as she surveyed the girl’s body.

“I’m Jenna, with Mesa Heights HR. It’s nice to meet you.”

“Hi, Jenna,” Vicky said, accepting the girl’s hand. “So you work with Jack Brisk?”

“He’s my boss, yeah,” she said. “I’m here to get you to the Grand View. The car’s right out here.”

Jenna wheeled around and Vicky followed her through the terminal and down a long hall, past a vacant security line and toward the sliding glass doors that led to the street.

“This airport turns into a ghost town after six,” Jenna laughed.

“I hope you didn’t have to make a special trip.”

“No, this is my job,” Jenna said. “I asked for weekend work, so picking people up from the airport is one of my things.”

“Are you in school?”

“Yes, Burthen High School.”

“Is that in town?” Vicky asked.

“It’s the only high school for 20 miles, probably,” Jenna said.

“What year are you?”

“I’ll be a senior in the fall,” Jenna replied, passing through the sliding glass doors.

“I’ve got twins who just finished their junior year,” Vicky said, heading left under the terminal awning.

“I can’t wait to meet them!” Jenna said.

“Well, I have to get the job first,” Vicky laughed. “And then, my daughter has announced she will not transfer to any school that won’t take all her credits. She’s planning to graduate in a year, no matter what.”

“Burthen’s a great high school,” Jenna said. “And they’ll love life here. Teenagers always do. Older people, not always.”

There were three cars in the parking lot. They stopped at a Ford Mustang, four-door, at least 10 years old, and pink.

“They said if I was going to drive this car for work, I had to repaint it,” Jenna explained, opening the driver’s side door. “Can you tell I like pink?”

“I can tell you like to get around in pink,” Vicky said. “Cars and shoes. Are your clothes pink too?”

“Oh, good point,” Jenna laughed. “No, I’m sort of a spring, so I do a lot of blues and yellows, when I wear anything. And the car’s not locked, in case you’re wondering. No one locks anything around here. Just put your suitcase in the back seat.”

Vicky followed the girl’s instructions and settled into the front seat. The car rumbled to life, and Jenna hit the gas.

“So, older people don’t always like living here?” Vicky asked.

“Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean it like that!” Jenna said, turning to look apologetically at Vicky. “Just some older people. Who are set in their ways. I don’t get the impression you are, or I wouldn’t have said that.”

“No, that’s okay,” Vicky said. “I try to adapt.”

“Are you a nudist?”

“I’m not,” Vicky admitted.

“I was raised nude, so I don’t know what it’s like to not be,” Jenna said. “But if you’re really open-minded, you get used to it pretty quickly, I’ve heard.”

“I’m just a financial person,” Vicky said. “We tend to be very conservative.”

“There are conservative people who love it here,” Jenna said. “It’s more about . . . if you like the balance.”

“Balance?” Vicky repeated.

The airport was beyond the city, and most of the drive so far had crossed empty fields punctuated with scrub, but as they neared town, a few small houses appeared, and then a full neighborhood of tidy homes, front yards of grass or rock, curtains drawn wide, lights on. On a sidewalk to Vicky’s right, a man pushed a stroller while the woman beside him held a dog’s leash. Both were in their 30s, and both were completely nude, even their feet bare. Vicky stared as the car passed them.

“There are a lot of freedoms that go along with going nude,” Jenna said, looking down at herself. “But it’s all part of a philosophy you grow up with here. And there are restrictions too, that we have, that a lot of people outside the mesa don’t.”

“What kinds of restrictions?” Vicky asked.

“Oh, just some of our entertainment, how we’re punished, and—” Jenna took her foot off the gas, slowing as the car neared a knot of people gathered at the edge of a park to Vicky’s right. They were all Jenna’s age, and mostly nude.

“Sorry, can you roll down your window?” Jenna requested. “My button doesn’t work.”

As Vicky lowered the window, the car slowed to a crawl, stopping on the shoulder of the road, and Jenna leaned over Vicky, shouting “Hey, Featherington! Lord Featherington!”

A boy turned, smiled when he spotted Jenna’s car, stepped over, his penis fully erect and bouncing with every step. Two girls followed him, and soon all three were crowded around Vicky’s window, peering in at Jenna.

“Hello, Lady Jennaflect,” said the boy with a stilted, faux-British accent. “How is your tea?”

“Full of twigs and birdseed,” Jenna whined.

“Jenna, I thought you were coming out tonight!” said one of the girls.

“I’ll be there later,” Jenna said. “I’m working right now.”

“Doing what?” demanded the girl.

“Uh, hello, visitor from outer space, do you see the woman sitting right here, next to me?”

“Oh, yeah,” the girl said, studying Vicky’s face. “Sorry, I noticed you, but I had to make sure there wasn’t something wrong with Jenna first. So, hi.”

“Hi,” Vicky said, smiling unreservedly.

“I had to pick her up from the airport,” Jenna said. “Everyone, this is . . . oh shit, what was your name?”

“I’m Vicky.”

“Vicky, Vicky,” Jenna said.

“Hi, Vicky,” said the girl, resting her elbows on the door, breasts swinging forward. “Have you seen how terrible Jenna’s driving is?”

“We haven’t hit a single cactus,” Vicky said.

The girl laughed. Mirth broke out in the little crowd at the edge of the park as well, when a girl trotted up, in running shoes and a jogging bra and nothing else, greeted with cheers and high fives.

“Okay, so this is Mary, William and Honey,” Jenna said. “I’ve been calling William Lord Featherington lately, because he did this speech in English literature where he used the accents and everything, but he’s just William. Or Bill.”

“Hi, William,” Vicky said, looking into the young man’s eyes, turning to look at the girls. “Hi, Mary. Hi, Honey.”

“Hi, Vicky,” they all said back.

“What do you do?” Honey asked.

“I’m in finance.”

“You must be a bigwig, if they’re flying you in on Sunday night,” Mary said. “Jenna gets to drive all the bigwigs.”

“The VIPs,” said Honey.

“The major domos,” William added.

“Vicky has twins!” Jenna announced. “They’ll be seniors here in the fall.”

“I have to get the job first,” Vicky asserted.

“She totally will,” Jenna said. “She’s really nice.”

“Well, she’s definitely better than Mr. Shinyshirt,” Honey said. “That guy was the worst.”

“Young lady,” Jenna said, her voice thin and reedy, like an old man’s, “do you make it a habit of driving au naturale?”

Honey and Mary laughed hysterically.

William snorted and straightened, his hands drumming on the roof of Jenna’s car, erection bobbing inches from Vicky’s face, blond pubic hair thick around the base and across his testicles.

“Oh my god, Bill, stop!” Jenna shouted. “Do not scratch my paint job!”

“Too late now,” he said, and the sound of fingernails against metal echoed through the car.

“Will one of you please jerk him off?” Jenna pleaded. “He becomes totally illogical once he’s hauling a boner.”

Mary giggled and reached into the car, wrapping her hand around William’s shaft.

“Okay, Sir Cumalot, work with me here,” Mary urged, while Vicky pressed her head against the seat, wide-eyed.

William pulled back, his penis exiting the car and Mary’s grip.

“I’m saving it for Lacey,” he protested.

“Does Lacey know about this?” Jenna asked dubiously.

“Yes, we were talking about it when you pulled up,” William said.

“It’s true,” Honey said. “They’d gotten as far as position.”

“Let me guess,” Jenna said. “Doggy.”

William bent to look in at Jenna again. “Yeah,” he confessed.

“Well, Sir Barksalot, don’t keep her waiting,” Jenna said, putting her car in drive.

“Vicky, it was nice to meet you,” William said.

“If Jenna doesn’t kill you, I hope we meet again,” said Honey.

“Good luck!” said Mary.

Jenna pulled back onto the street, sighed.

“Well, that was totally professional,” she said with obvious chagrin, turning to look at Vicky.

Vicky, for her part, was smiling dazedly, hand over her mouth, eyebrows raised, but when she noticed Jenna looking at her, she dropped her hand and her face went neutral. “No, that was fine,” she said, a little uncertainly. “Your friends seem nice.”

“They are, I love them all,” said Jenna. “Hey, could you do me a favor?”

“Sure.”

“Just forget everything we said about Mr. Shinyshirt.”

“Agreed.”

“He was here last week,” Jenna said. “I drove him both ways, and he stayed dressed the whole time. And his shirt – I don’t think it was silk, but it was light blue, and really shiny and weird, so that was the name I gave him, and we joke about him now, but we shouldn’t.”

“Okay, I’ll try to forget everything you keep telling me.”

Jenna laughed excitedly.

“I’m pretty sure he’s trying to get the same job you are, but no way would he fit in, so I doubt they’ll hire him, even if he’s been doing finance for a century.”

Vicky nodded, stared out the window. They were in downtown Mesa Springs now, slowly making their way through the stop lights of the city’s main drag, juniper and pine here and there, growing before and between solid little buildings of brick or stucco, two or three stories at the most, shops and restaurants and offices, well-lit and ornate, blazing twilit mountains visible between them, the sidewalks lined with the nearly nude and the completely nude, a few females in panties or bikini bottoms, a few males in shorts or less, just something wrapped around their genitals, walking alone or in groups or standing and chatting. The ages covered the spectrum from children to the elderly, body types ranged from obese to chunky to thin, and the conditions of penises and pubic hair varied widely, from flaccid to partially erect to full attention, from wild bush to trimmed, from strip to bare, in a variety of colors, from natural to pink and blue.

“Actually, if he’s been doing financial stuff for a century, that would be a bad thing, right?” Jenna asked.

“It would be a lot of experience,” Vicky said.

“Yeah, but the wrong kind of experience,” Jenna said. “What were they using 100 years ago? Probably an abacus or something.”

“Well, paper and fountain pen, probably,” Vicky said. “But the basics of modern accounting were developed a long time before that.”

“Okay,” Jenna said, pulling up to a brightly lit, light blue, four-story stucco building. Immediately beside it, to the left, stood a solid wall, no doorway or gate to disrupt its unbreached consistency, “Mesa Heights Components” blazing on a sign mounted above it, and beyond it lay a campus of structures, just their upper floors visible; some smaller and more ornate, some taller and more modern.

“Okay, so do you get this place?” Jenna asked.

“Uh, I’m not sure,” Vicky replied. “Get, as in . . .”

“It confuses everyone,” Jenna said. “Mr. Shinyshirt never understood it, even though I tried like 50 times to explain it.

“So, maybe it will make more sense to you: A long time ago, at least 50 years ago, Mesa Springs was born. That’s where we are now. It’s always been like this. And then, soon after that, some people moved to Mesa Springs and got together with people who were already here and they all started a company, called Mesa Heights, which is right there. But, they didn’t necessarily want the address of Mesa Heights to be in Mesa Springs, since Mesa Springs has its own personality, sort of, that wasn’t what they wanted people to think the company was. So they made up a new town. Springfield. See that little sign there?”

A small sign had been posted between the hotel and the Mesa Heights wall: “Welcome to Springfield, New Mexico.”

“The only thing in Springfield is Mesa Heights Company,” Jenna said. “And it’s not hard to figure out what’s going on, if you look at a map. But I guess it keeps the company neutral from the town. Does that all make sense?”

“It does,” Vicky agreed. “I’ll try to remember that.”

“Do you need any help with your luggage?”

“I just have the one bag,” Vicky said. “And you need to get to your party.”

“My party?”

“Maybe party’s not the right word,” Vicky said. “But where your friends were, at the park.”

“Oh, that’s so sweet of you!” Jenna said. “You’re going to get the job, I know you will.”

“I believe in probabilities,” Vicky said. “I’m sure they’re talking to some very good people.”

“No, I’m serious,” Jenna said. “Did they call you, or did you call them?”

“They called me,” Vicky said.

“Okay, case closed. They only call people who they want, and they can tell will fit in.”

“What about Mr. Shinyshirt?”

“Oh,” Jenna said, covering her mouth, snickering and looking sidelong at Vicky, as if they were partners in an evil conspiracy. “We didn’t call him, he called us and demanded an interview.”

“I appreciate your insights,” Vicky said. “I’d love to work here.”

“Even after everything you’ve seen?” Jenna said, looking down and leaning back, pointing two pink nipples toward the roof of her car.

“Yes,” Vicky said, pulling open the door. “I want to work for Mesa Heights. I can get used to this.”

Vicky retrieved her bag from Jenna’s back seat, bent to offer a wave through the open passenger window.

“Okay, see ya, Vicky,” Jenna said. “Oh, and I’m supposed to tell you that everything is on Mesa Heights at the hotel. Breakfast, room service, the bar. Have fun!”

Vicky made her way into the building and headed for the reception desk, staffed by a naked woman beside a naked man. A nude couple sat talking in the lobby, seated on two chairs and leaning toward each other, and they glanced up at Vicky as she passed, and Vicky glanced back at them until her phone vibrated with a text, and she stopped and fished it out of her back pocket.

It was from Melanie.

“Uh, Mom?” it began. “Did your plane land in Mesa Heights? I’m asking because it’s right next to Springfield, and Springfield doesn’t have an airport, but Mesa Heights does.”

“Yes,” Vicky texted back.

The next text arrived just as Vicky gave her name to the girl at the reception counter:

“Did you see any naked people, then?”




Chapter 3: Courage

“I think so,” Vicky replied and, because the woman was on the phone, she introduced herself to the naked male desk clerk, pressed up against the counter, his penis hidden.

For the first time in her travels, Vicky was introduced to keyless entry, touching a black pad on the counter with her right index finger, being given access to her room that way. She finished checking in, passed the bar and the restaurant on her way to the elevator, saw two dozen more naked or near naked people of a wide range of ages, ascended, successfully got into her room by touching the black pad by the doorknob. She was on the fourth floor of the Grand View Hotel, the curtain was drawn open and she sucked in her breath before the floor-to-ceiling view of the last orange embers of the day, glowing behind a range of mountains, the moon full and just risen between two peaks, the lights of two distant jets flashing as they crossed the sky.

There was another text waiting for her when she finished putting away the few things she had brought:

“LOL. That’s something you either see or don’t see, normally.”

“They were far away,” Vicky lied. “Why are you asking?”

“Because Mesa Springs is for naked people!”

“How do you know this?” Vicky tapped into her phone, and she set it down and, heart thumping and blood pressure spiking, she slipped out of her coat, unlaced her sneakers and kicked them off, unbuttoned her blouse and tossed it on the bed, unsnapped her jeans and lay them over her shirt, pulled off her bra and panties and stood, staring down at herself, blue toenails, thighs that had been solid since she hit puberty, pubic hair that had been thick and black for just as long, and a pair of breasts still firm, that didn’t mature until she’d gained 20 pounds her freshman year in college, bearing nipples that went firm and flaming pink any time she was aroused, frightened, excited, angry.

Both were up at the moment.

Vicky was looking into the mirror set into the bathroom door when her phone chimed with another text from Melanie.

“It’s official,” Melanie had written. “I just checked again. Search naturist and mesa springs for the best results. There are pictures and comments. It’s all nude.”

“Even the high school?”

“OMG!” Melanie screamed in her next text. “Can that even happen?”

“I don’t know,” Vicky replied. “Want me to ask about it?”

“Please,” Melanie replied.

Vicky inhaled, grabbed her scissors from the bathroom counter, held them over her pubic hair, set them down again without a single snip, took one last look into the mirror, front and back and, with nothing but her phone to protect her, she stepped through her door and into the vacant hallway.

She paused at the elevator, staring at the buttons for a full 30 seconds before she hit the down arrow, jumping back when the bell rang to let her know it had arrived. She grimaced, bent her head down as if preparing to run through the rain, and strode on, turning to hit the ground floor button and stepping away from the door as it closed.

The elevator stopped at the next floor down and a man stepped on, fully clothed, in jeans and a dress shirt.

“Hi,” he said, with a quick glance at Vicky.

“Hi,” Vicky barely croaked, staring at the back of the man’s head as the elevator dropped, continuing to stare at him when the door opened and he exited the elevator and headed to the lobby.

Slowly, Vicky made her own way off the elevator and toward the sound of voices, stopping at the entrance to the lounge, where three nude couples chatted quietly over mixed drinks, a nude waitress was making the rounds, three naked men occupied three adjacent stools at the bar, served by a nude woman, three empty stools there waiting.

Vicky, her bare feet sliding across the floor, chose the middle of the three available barstools, one empty stool between herself and the nearest man, and she set down her phone and climbed into it, leaning forward, setting an elbow down, leaning back, crossing her arms, leaning forward again.

“Hi there!” said the woman behind the bar. “Here for a drink, or dinner too?”

“Just a drink,” Vicky said. “I . . . I already had dinner.”

The barmaid, perhaps about 30, a little stout, with full, heavy breasts, offered a drink list, and Vicky leaned over, studying it.

“They’ve got Percy tonight,” the nearest man said.

Vicky started, looked at the man, raised her eyebrow.

“Oh yeah?”

“Percy dry sherry,” he said, swiveling toward her, the other men peering around him to take her in. They were all in their late thirties or early forties, clean shaven, with close-cut hair, professional looking except that they were in public, and completely nude.

“I’ve never had it,” Vicky said, smiling awkwardly.

“It’s a great way to end the weekend,” he said, gesturing to a small stem, half empty. “They get a few bottles a month, and it goes quick, but I bet Mae would pour you some if you asked nicely.”

Vicky looked up, saw the barmaid smiling at her, nodded.

“Here on business?” the man asked, while his two friends turned to each other, resuming a quiet conversation.

“I am,” she said. “Interviewing at Mesa Heights tomorrow.”

“What job?” he asked.

“CFO,” Vicky said after a brief pause.

“Hey, guys,” the man boomed, turning to his companions, “check out Mackinaw’s replacement!”

All three men were staring at Vicky now, wide-eyed.

“Gavin Hirsh, quality control,” the first man said, leaning across the empty barstool to offer his hand.

“Hi, Gavin, Vicky Campion. Nice to meet you.”

The other men eased off their barstools, soft penises bobbing as they stepped over to introduce themselves, Tyrone Bakerson with project management, and Igor Vilinsky, a sales engineer.

Of the four of them, only Igor wasn’t wearing a wedding band.

“Mae, hurry with that drink so we can toast our new CFO!” Gavin barked.

The drink arrived, Vicky held it up, glasses clinked, she sipped the Percy cautiously, smiled.

“That’s very good,” she said, looking at Gavin, then at the other men. “But honestly, this will probably be our first and last drink together.”

“You’re not taking the job?” Gavin asked, surprise crossing his face.

“I haven’t been offered the job,” Vicky said, taking another sip as Tyrone and Igor returned to their stools.

“What are you doing now?” Igor asked.

“Flanger-Owen,” Vicky said.

“Flanger-Owen?” Tyrone repeated. “The Cadillac of audits!”

“That’s what the marketing department says.”

“Yeah, but they’re a big deal,” Tyrone said. “They charge twice as much as anyone else, and they actually brag about it.”

“What do you do for them?” Gavin asked.

“Comptroller.”

“Comptroller? Like, on the team? One of the—”

“The comptroller,” Vicky said.

“Whoa!” Igor said. “Now we know why you’re here.”

“Did you call, or did they call you?” Gavin inquired.

“They called me,” Vicky said. “Jack Brisk.”

“The man himself,” Gavin said with a hint of reverence. “Did he say anything about Foster?”

“Foster Mackinaw?” Vicky said. “Yes, Jack said, well, that Foster was impressed with some of my work.”

“You’re in,” Gavin said with a confident nod.

“In?”

“The job’s yours if you want it,” Gavin said. “Trust me on this. When a C-level job opens up, Jack’s phone rings off the hook, and they’ll interview maybe four or five of those. But there’s always someone they call. And they do their homework. If they called you, you must be good.”

Vicky turned away from Jack, set her elbow on the bar, raised the sherry to her lips and drank, very slowly, breathing through her nose into the glass. Her nipples had gone completely soft.

“You’re taking this kind of hard,” Gavin quipped.

Vicky laughed into her drink, set it down, turned to look directly into Gavin’s eyes.

“You would not believe how stressful this is,” she said.

“And I’m not helping?”

“No,” Vicky said. “I’m sorry, I know we just met, and you’re trying to be nice, and supportive. But if I think I already have the job . . . I don’t know.” She paused. “Okay, I know why this is bothering me. Because if I have to fight for it, I’ll lead with my strengths, and that’s what they’ll be looking for. And if it’s already mine, they’ll be looking for weaknesses, and that’s all I’ll be thinking about.”

Vicky laughed as if relieved, as if her self-discovery had made her happy.

“Okay, that was helpful,” she said, leaning back, wrapping her hand around the armrest of her stool, smiling at Gavin. In the next instant she looked down at her bare breasts, bit her lip and leaned forward, reaching for her drink with one hand, the other hand moving casually to rest over her pubic hair.

“You’re not a nudist,” Gavin observed quietly.

“I’m sure it’s blindingly obvious,” Vicky said.

“That’s not my first impression, though,” Gavin said back.

“What is then?”

“Courage,” Gavin said.

Vicky shrugged. “Or desperation.”

“You’re doing the interview nude?”

“Yes,” she said. “I want the job.”

“They’d probably give it to you if you showed up dressed,” Gavin asserted, “but nude is a better choice, for the experience if nothing else.”

“I came down for a drink just to see if I could do it.”

“How’s it been going so far?”

“Surprisingly well,” Vicky said, “considering how terrifying it was to get on the elevator.”

“Courage,” Gavin repeated, and he raised his near-empty glass, and they toasted again.

“Did you grow up here?” she asked.

“No, they brought me on five years ago,” he said. “Class of ’15.” Gavin gestured toward Igor and Tyrone. We all met here, the night before our interviews. They were doing a lot of hiring that year.” Gavin turned to look at his companions. “Tyrone came down fully-clothed, for reasons he still can’t explain.”

Tyrone looked at Gavin, back at Vicky, face breaking with faux outrage.

“I explained it,” he protested. “I didn’t get the memo.”

“You must have just walked by the bar and the restaurant and not noticed everyone getting . . . comfortable.”

“I blocked it out,” Tyrone said, closing his eyes. “Some things you aren’t ready for. But I’ve adapted, see?” Tyrone pointed to his hip. “This used to be light brown, dark brown everywhere else.” He swept his hand dramatically from his ribs to his knee. “And now, voila! All one variety of chocolate.”

“Chocolate?” Igor repeated. “You’re not that dark. How about coffee with cream?”

“A little cream,” Tyrone agreed. “And sugar.”

Gavin laughed, turned back to Vicky.

“You adapt,” he said.

“None of you were, um, naturists?” Vicky said.

“Not at all,” Gavin replied. “But we got hired, and I think all three of us looked at it as a very good thing, and we come back here to the hotel to celebrate a few times a year.”

“I’ve crashed your reunion,” Vicky observed, leaning back again, looking down at her breasts and looking up, not biting her lip this time, not suddenly leaning forward.

“You can crash anytime you want,” Gavin said.

Vicky looked at him a little uncertainly, paused before her next words. “Did any of you bring family?”

“Yes, Tyrone and I did,” Gavin replied.

“Kids?”

“I brought two daughters, Tyrone has a son.”

“How old are they?” Vicky asked.

“Sixteen and eighteen,” Gavin said. “Tyrone’s son is fifteen.”

“Was it . . . an adjustment?” Vicky asked.

“For me and Monica, yeah. For the girls a little too, but not as much.”

“Do they, um,” Vicky stammered, “. . .go . . . the school?”

“Yes, all the schools are clothing optional. You can wear clothes, and no one says a thing. They’re very strict about that. But a lot of the kids go nude. My girls love it.”

“Why?” Vicky asked.

“Why not?” Gavin queried, looking at Vicky, who smiled uncertainly.

“It’s a kind of freedom you don’t even think about, until you imagine it being taken away,” Gavin explained. “No one has to worry about wearing the right clothes. And certain things are . . . okay.”

“Do they have sports teams?”

“Yeah, a full roster,” he said. “And they’ll dress as appropriate. But intramurals are usually nude, and there are a few other nudist schools in the southwest that we’ll compete with.”

Gavin seemed to be waiting for Vicky to ask another question, but she remained silent.

“What about you?” he said. “If you – I mean, when you – get the job, do you have anyone to bring?”

“Well, a husband, yes, and a son and a daughter. They’ll be seniors in the fall, in high school.”

“Do they know about this place?”

“Only that I’m interviewing here,” Vicky said, stifling a laugh. “Oh, and then, my daughter figured it out.”

Vicky picked up her phone, opened it to her exchange with Melanie, held it up for Gavin’s inspection.

“So she wants you to ask about the schools,” Gavin observed as he read the last line. “How’s she going to react when you tell her what you’ve just found out?”

“I have no idea,” Vicky said. “I’d like to say I know my kids pretty well, but this is new territory.”

“Does your husband know?”

Vicky blushed, turned toward the dregs of her dry sherry before she answered.

“Not unless Melanie says something. I didn’t tell him.”

Gavin stayed silent, so she continued on. “I just . . . if I didn’t get the job, there wouldn’t be any reason for anyone to ever know. And, you know, think about how the imagination works. My kids will always be imagining me interviewing for a job with a bunch of naked people. And if I let it slip I was nude too . . .”

“Why would that matter?” Gavin asked.

“Well, they’re my kids,” Vicky said.

“Okay,” Gavin said. “I remember feeling that way. It’s just so foreign to me now.”

“So you go nude . . . at home? All of you?”

“Yes,” Gavin said simply.

“Could I get another one of these?” Vicky said, looking up at Mae.

Gavin chuckled. “You’re struggling with this.”

“Of course I am,” Vicky said. “It’s just . . . my son.”

“Yeah?”

“Well, you know . . .”

“Tell me,” said Gavin.

Vicky’s drink arrived, and she turned to that.

“Me too, Mae,” Gavin said, and he looked at Vicky again. “Tell me.”

Vicky blushed, bit her lip, looked at her drink, looked at Gavin.

“Boys . . . get erections,” she said, laughing out loud and fanning her face. “I’m sorry. I’m talking about this like an adolescent. But this is . . . not easy to even think about.”

“Yeah, boys get erections,” Gavin said. “Why does that matter?”

“Well . . .” Vicky said, struggling for her next words, “because it’s a, it’s a . . . okay, it’s a sexual situation. And moms and sons shouldn’t be . . . sexual around each other. It’s an ancient taboo. There’s a reason for it.”

“What’s the reason?” Gavin said.

“It’s incest, it’s inbreeding,” Vicky said, her voice and the color in her cheeks both rising, nipples hardening as well. “It leads to disease. Blood disorders. Mutations. Sterility.”

“What about fire, floods and pestilence?” Gavin said.

“That’s possible too,” Vicky deadpanned.

“So if you see your son’s erection,” Gavin said, smiling disarmingly, “all those things will happen?”

“No,” Vicky said. “Well, not unless we . . .” her voice trailed off.

“Hey, sorry,” Gavin said. “I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable. But if you take the job and move here and bring your family, this isn’t the last time you’ll hear questions like I’m asking, or have to think about things you’ve never considered before.

“The kids might not want to come,” Vicky said. “I could commute back home on weekends, I guess.”

“You’ll have the money for that, believe me,” Gavin said, “But I know you’d rather have your family here.”

Vicky looked toward the TV fixed to the wall, broadcasting highlights of a bowling tournament from earlier in the day.

“There’s value to it,” he said. “It’s a real philosophy. Not just for living here. For living anywhere.”

“Jack called it a philosophy too,” Vicky said. “So did the girl who picked me up from the airport.”

“I can give you a the 10-cent tour,” Gavin said.

“Sure,” Vicky said, returning her attention to him.

“Naked body, naked mind,” he said, turning to her with his drink in his hand. “Naked mind is a lot harder.”

“That makes sense.”

“You’ve got the right to say no, without guilt,” Gavin continued.

“Of course.”

“You’ve got the right to say yes, without guilt, and without ridicule,” he said, nodding and raising his drink, as if he’d delivered a toast. Or a punchline.

“Okay . . .” Vicky said, a little less certainly.

“How many things have you rejected because you didn’t like how it would look to other people?” he asked. “Because you didn’t want them to see that part of your mind?”

Vicky looked away, pondered the TV.

“How many times have you done something, and as soon as it was over, your first thought was what other people would think?”

Vicky nodded, sipped, looked at Gavin.

“They’re rhetorical questions,” he said. “You don’t have to answer. But think about it. It’s happened to everyone. It’s happened to you.”

“Yeah, it has,” Vicky said.

“The sexual journey is one of the most important trips we take in life,” Gavin said. “And we do it alone. Absolutely alone. Even after we meet someone, have sex, settle down, most people are so ashamed of their true sexuality they sentence it to solitary confinement.”

Gavin smiled, raised his glass to his mouth.

“Tour’s over,” he quipped.

“Thank you, that was quite enlightening,” Vicky quipped back.

“It was?”

“No, not really,” she said, laughing. “I can’t understand philosophy until I’ve seen it put to use.”

“Here we are,” said Gavin, spreading his arms wide, looking down at his body, down at Vicky’s.

“We’re just naked,” she said. “That’s not philosophy.”

“How often have you talked about sex, courage . . . and your son’s erection . . . with someone you just met?”

Vicky’s laughter boomed.

“Point made,” she said. “But really, I just want the job. I think if that happens, I can start figuring out everything else.”

“You already are.”

“I made it down here,” Vicky said proudly. “I survived drinking with three naked men.”

Now it was Gavin’s turn to laugh.

“So, who’s the philosopher?” Vicky asked.

“Huh?” Gavin said, turning back to his drink.

“You have a philosophy,” Vicky said. “There must be a philosopher somewhere. Or a team of them.”

Gavin’s eyes clouded over before he spoke. “Well, it’s just . . . all of us, I guess.”

Vicky drained her glass and leaned over to look at her phone.

“It’s almost 10,” she said. “And I’ve got a huge day ahead of me.”

She slid off the barstool, looked at it, looked away and grimaced.

“Ask Mae for a wipe,” Gavin said quietly.

“Hey, Mae, can I close out?” Vicki said, pressing her belly against the bar, face bright red. “And get . . . a wipe?”

“Sure, Hon,” Mae said, ripping a receipt off the register, handing that and a damp disposable wipe across the bar in the same motion.

Vicky signed the tab and, without looking at Gavin, passed the wipe quickly over the puddle of fluid in the middle of the stool, doubled it over to erase the smear she made when she slid off.

“Vicky,” Gavin said.

“Huh?” she said, folding the wipe again to finish sanitizing the place where she’d sat.

“You said you wanted to see our philosophy put to use.”

“I did,” she said, stepping to the end of the bar to toss the wipe into the trash. She returned, picked up her phone, looked into Gavin’s eyes, then down at his penis, which had gone erect, angling upward between his legs.

“There is nothing remotely embarrassing about what you did to your seat.”

Vicky sighed, turned to face Gavin, directed a sort of tortured smile at him.

“I’m not sure I can ever get used to this,” she said.

“I predict you’ll surprise yourself,” he said. “Like you already have.”

Gavin slipped off his stool and spread his arms. Vicky looked at him with a puzzled expression, down at his penis, into his face, but she accepted the hug, standing straight even when the tip of Gavin’s rod brushed her hip.

Tyrone and Igor dropped from their seats as well, Tyrone offering his hand first.

“Once you get settled in,” he said, “I’ve got some questions about how expenses are handled.”

Vicky took his hand and laughed. “I hope that day comes,” she said.

Igor was also sporting a full erection, and Vicky glanced at it and took his hand and didn’t blush at all, and with a few more goodbyes and thankyous, she made her way back to the elevator and back through the door she opened with a fingertip.

As soon as her door was shut, she exhaled, pressed her back against the wall with her face in her hands, and laughed, quietly, to herself.

She went to the bathroom to brush her teeth and urinate, wiping lightly, leaving most of her lubricant in place in her hole and along her lips, and she went to her bed, pulled the sheets down almost violently, rested her back against the headboard, spread her legs wide and set to work on her sex, sticking one finger up her tunnel, then two fingers, splaying her lips wide to examine her pink hole, crushing her clitoris with three wet fingers, raising her other hand to massage her breasts, to work at her nipples, first the right, then the left, then the right again, groaning out almost angrily as she tormented herself.

Suddenly she stopped touching, all still except her writhing pelvis, and she rested her hands on her thighs and panted, grimacing as she rocked, pushing her vulva against the sheets, staring down as her wet female entry dampened the white fabric. For more than a minute, she rocked like that, at the same pace and with the same intensity as a man with a penis, staring at her thick hair as she thrust with nothing but her bright pink clitoris. Then, with a final grunt of anger, she descended on her sex again, grabbing at her lips, her clitoris, the slitted doorway to her chamber, clawing at her breasts and nipples while she groaned and shook, back and legs and pelvis spasming through a furious climax.

Done, she continued to pant, eyes closed, back slumped against the headboard, hand draped over her mound, fingers curved around her vulva, two fingertips resting against her opening.

After less than a minute of recovery, she grunted as if angry again, grabbed her breast with one hand, stabbed at her vagina with the fingers of her other hand, moving from there to her clitoris, engorged and whipped up. There was no pause this time, only the frantic motion of both hands until she shook and groaned again, panting and crying out, the clear syrups of an ovulating female oozing out her sheath and forming a second dark place on her bed.

Still gripping her vulva as if it hurt, she reached over with the other hand to turn off her light, and she lay back in the darkness, drawing in great lungs full of breath, and fell asleep.




Chapter 4: Contract First

Vicky’s phone woke her at 6, and she rolled over to shut it off and sit up, pushing her blankets down, looking at her mound and vulva, running her fingers through her pubic hair.

Normally a slow riser, she was at her window drinking in the first rays of day by 6:05, in the shower by 6:08, running the water cold at first to wake herself up, next setting it hot, spending more time than usual on her vulva and anus, soaping everything twice before she shampooed and conditioned her hair.

She worked her blow dryer for 20 minutes, worked at her makeup with equal determination, grabbed her phone and, with but the briefest of pauses at her door, headed out nude into the hall and toward the elevator.

A naked couple was already there, in their early 20s.

“Hello,” she said, smiling.

“Hi,” the girl said, and the boy nodded, and all three got on.

Vicky’s eyes went to the boy’s flaccid penis, the girl’s shaved mound, and then to the wall.

At ground level, she made her way to the restaurant. At the hostess stand, a dish of small packages had been set out. She bent to look, thinking they were condoms. “Sanitary Wipes,” said the blue letters on the silver foil, so she grabbed one, clutching it beside her phone, and a naked hostess showed her to a table next to the window, a dozen diners here this morning, one girl in panties against the far wall, one male at the table beside Vicky’s in coat and tie, everyone else nude.

She ordered a tofu scramble and fruit and coffee and tapped on her phone for current events, occasionally looking up at a TV, broadcasting a national morning news show.

Once, as she looked up, she caught the eye of the male diner before her, and he looked into her face, down at her breasts, back into her eyes.

“Good morning,” he said, smiling a little uncomfortably.

“Hi,” she said, looking up while she picked at her generous fruit tray.

“Here on Mesa Heights business?” he asked.

“Yes, is it obvious?” she asked.

“Well . . . you’re going like that?” he asked.

“I am,” Vicky replied without hesitation.

“I’m interviewing for a senior CPA job,” he said. “They told me I could go in naked but, you know, CPAs . . .”

“Yes?” Vicky prompted.

“A little more dignified.”

“Dignified, yeah,” Vicky repeated. “How long have you been in finance?”

“Well, finance is kind of weird,” he said. “There are people that get it on day one, and people who never get it. I’ve got almost 10 years in, but I was ready for this job the day I graduated.”

“Do you know what you’ll be doing?”

“International currency strategy,” he said, straightening his back and pursing his lips. “They’re moving to a new accounting package that updates currency conversion rates every 15 minutes or so and recommends transfers, and something like a dozen systems have to be ported over, so I would head that up.”

“I read about that package,” Vicky said. “Updates average every 13 minutes, but it’s driven by Gumber-Holt preferred trade events, so it can process up to five per second during peak trading periods.”

“Well, sort of, but it’s more complicated than that,” he said. “I’ve studied it back and forth since I got here last night.”

“Who are you interviewing with?” Vicky inquired.

“Well, possibly the new CFO, for one,” he said, back stiff and straight with self-importance.

“The new CFO?” Vicky said, voice rising. “I didn’t know they’d hired one.”

“He’s there,” the man said. “But they said he’s really new, so I’ll be one of his first interviews.”

“He?” Vicky repeated.

“I’m not sure who he is. They wouldn’t give me a name, or I would have looked him up.”

The man crumpled his napkin on the table, stood, looked at Vicky’s breasts again and fished a business card out of his pocket.

“I’m Justin Gatherine,” he said, offering his hand. “Good luck today. And feel free to get in touch, if you need help. I know a lot of people.”

“Thank you so much, Mr. Gatherine,” Vicky said, gripping his hand warmly, taking the card and setting it next to her phone just as it vibrated. “I’ll let you know if I think you can help me with anything.”

“That’s the spirit,” Justin said.

Vicky picked up her phone, opened it to her messages.

“Hey, Babe, sleep well?”

“I love desert air!” Vicky replied. “Slept like a rock!”

“Good luck today. I’ll be in your corner.”

“Thanks, Honey!” Vicky texted. “I’ll let you know as soon as I’m back at the airport.”

“Love ya!”

“Love ya 2!”

“Vicky?” said a male voice behind her.

Vicky turned to find a naked male behind her, short, with jet-black hair on his head and around his penis, his expression slightly unsettled.

“Hello,” Vicky said.

“You’re Vicky Campion?”

“I am.”

“Oh, great, I’m George,” he said, offering his hand. “I’m here to get you to your first meeting.”

“Thank you, George, perfect,” she said.

“I called your room from the reception phone, no answer, so I was a little worried.”

“I showered first thing,” Vicky said. “I just need to go back upstairs to brush my teeth.”

“Oh, right, right,” said George. “Think you can be ready in 10 minutes?”

“Sooner than that if they’ll bring me my bill.”

“That’ll be taken care of,” George said. “They know who you are.”

“Okay,” Vicky said, grabbing her phone and rising. She took two steps from the table, returned and opened the foil wipes package, quickly dabbing at the small damp place she’d left on the vinyl chair. “I probably should get packed too. Is there a place in the offices where I can keep my things?”

“Just leave everything in your room, and we’ll give you late checkout,” George said, and he put his hand beside his mouth to confide, “We own the hotel.”

“Of course you do,” Vicky said, heading out of the restaurant.

George trailed her to the elevator, hit the up button.

“You’ll start with Jack in Fielding’s office,” he said.

“Fielding Barlow?”

“Yes, the CEO. Foster will be visiting too, at least to say hello. After that, they’ll tell you where to go. I’m guessing you’ll meet with your team, and possibly do a few interviews.”

“Interviews?” Vicky said.

“They’re trying to fill some slots,” he said, joining her on the elevator, hitting the button for her floor.

“I think I already met one of them,” Vicky said.

“How did he do?”

Vicky smiled, looked at the lights that reported floors, exited when the door opened for her, George still following.

When she let herself into her room, he was still behind her, entering and shutting the door while she went to her sink.

Briefly, she looked at him, and he looked back, expectantly, as if waiting to answer a question or get something for her, but she needed nothing at the moment, so she just turned, looked in the mirror, ran her fingers through her hair, glanced quickly at her black pubic triangle but did nothing to that, brushed her teeth, rinsed, applied fresh lipstick, and turned to find George still there, just outside the bathroom door.

“Ready to go?” he asked.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” she said, grabbing her phone and heading back to the elevator with George in tow. If Vicky felt any nerves at this point, they didn’t show, she and George chatting amiably through the lobby and into the morning, the day bright, dry and already growing warm. George shared that he was born and raised in Mesa Springs, was taking online business classes and working full-time at Mesa Heights.

They turned right, heading toward the impenetrable wall, but George took another right turn and led her down a narrow path between the wall and hotel, stopping when they reached a small door with a buzzer and a speaker.

“It’s George, with Vicky Campion,” George said, holding down the button. It opened and he pressed on, Vicky in tow.

On campus, there were naked bodies everywhere, some passing with furrowed brows and their own thoughts, some smiling and saying hello, a girl George’s age named Carly stopping to give him a hug and shake Vicky’s hand, and when George’s penis rose in response, he didn’t seem to notice, and neither the girl nor Vicky said anything nor gave it more than one or two glances.

George, his erection lingering, led her to one of the older buildings, farther back within the campus, just three stories tall and built of large stones, like a mountain lodge.

“Mesa Heights headquarters,” George announced. “Recognize the dome?”

“Oh, it’s part of your logo,” Vicky said.

“It’s the second oldest building here,” he said. “And still probably the nicest.”

The lobby was fashioned from stone as well, deep windows and a dark blue slate floor, overstuffed couches and oak and pine tables, with Native American rugs laid out up to the reception desk. Presiding over it all was a tiffany chandelier in blues and oranges, and Vicky stared at it as she passed below.

“Vicky Campion,” George announced to the woman at the desk, fortysomething and slender, small-breasted, with a pixie haircut to match a sharp, pixie face.

“Hello, Vicky, so nice to meet you!” the woman said, rising and offering her hand. “I’m Clara, the receptionist.”

“Clara runs the building,” George said, his penis still determinedly upright. “Don’t let her fool you.”

“They let me have all the keys,” Clara said.

“Nice to meet you, Clara,” said Vicky.

“Could we make a trade?” Clara said. “Your phone for your key?”

“My phone?” Vicky repeated. “It’s the only thing I brought.”

“You won’t need it while you’re in the building,” she said, adding a little hesitantly, “and we prefer that outside phones stop here.”

“I understand,” Vicky said, laying it flat.

“Now, your key,” Clara said, handing over an old-fashioned door key, long and heavy, with a thick handle.

“My key,” Vicky said. “To . . .”

“Your office,” Clara replied. “It’s on the second floor. They’ll show you.”

“Right this way,” George said, moving to a curved staircase behind Clara’s desk.

He took the steps two at a time, Vicky moving a little more slowly, her breasts bouncing each time she put a foot down. At the top of the stairs, George went left down the well-appointed hall, forest greet carpeting, light green wallpaper, pictures of trees all along its length in what one might suspect was an intentional counterpoint to the firm’s high-tech offerings.

George stopped at an open door.

“Morning George,” said a male voice.

“Hey, George,” said a second male.

“Good morning, Gentlemen,” George said. “I bring you Vicky Campion.”

Vicky, never one to pause at doors, stepped around George and entered a small but exceptionally genteel office, pressed copper ceiling, oak and pine molding, a green patterned carpet, a desk of mahogany, and large windows along two walls.

Two men sat at a table to Vicky’s right, nude and comfortable, and she stepped up to them with her hand out.

“Fielding,” she said, smiling.

“Very nice to meet you,” Mesa Height’s CEO said.

“And you must be Jack.”

“Thanks for coming on such short notice,” Jack said. “I’ve looked forward to meeting you.”

Fielding drew in his breath and clasped his hands.

“So, we do things a little differently here,” he said, and he pointed to the table where a stapled document had been laid beside a pen. “Contract first.”

“Fair enough,” Vicky said, rounding the table, setting down her key and leaning forward to read the first page of the document, her breathing calm but her nipples enflamed.

She flipped through the document quickly, underlining a word or phrase, putting question marks in the margins, nodding in places, opening her eyes wide in others, while Fielding and Jack conversed quietly.

“Okay,” she said, looking up.

“What do you think?” Fielding asked.

“Well, first of all, how soon would you like it signed?”

“A week?” Jack replied, more a question than an answer.

“I wouldn’t need that much time,” Vicky said. “I’m just . . . a little curious.”

“Yes?” Fielding said, eyebrows up, smile bemused.

“It’s . . . extremely favorable.”

Fielding laughed and nudged Jack, turned back to Vicky, and his face became serious.

“Everyone who joins the team, every vendor, every customer, is a partner,” Fielding began, “and starting off a relationship by grinding a partner down is counterproductive, and just not something we’ve ever done, not something that fits our philosophy. We are not building our company on anyone’s failure. We need you, and we want you to succeed. Not just here. In life.”

“Thank you,” Vicky said. “That’s a different approach from my last . . . from my current job.”

“Think you can get used to it?”

“Get used to it,” Vicky said, nodding. “And revel in it.”

Jack and Fielding smiled, looked at each other, looked back.

“So, who’s the philosopher?” Vicky inquired.

“The philosopher?” Fielding replied. “I should have used a different term. Corporate culture. Belief system.”

“But I’ve heard the word philosophy a few times,” Vicky said. “There must be a philosopher.”

Fielding just stared at Vicky, partial smile on his face. Jack looked down. Both seemed to be waiting for her to say the next thing.

“Okay, salary,” Vicky said at last. “I just want to make sure I’m reading it right.”

“Yes?” said Jack.

“If I hit all my marks, get the quarterlies done, keep the investors happy, keep the team staffed up, and our profits stay steady . . . my math says I’m at something like one million annual.”

“We want you to make a million your first year,” Fielding said.

“Just show up and do what you do,” said Jack.

“Okay,” Vicky said. “That’s about triple my best year.”

“Flanger-Owen should have paid you more,” Fielding said without smiling.

“How busy am I going to be the rest of the morning?” Vicky asked. “I’d like to go through a few things in the contract before I sign it, but I’m hoping to get that done before I leave.”

“We want you to talk to your team at 9, do some one-on-ones with the leaders there, and we’ve got a new role we’re trying to fill, and we’d like you to interview him. But you should have some downtime to look at your office in between other things.”

Vicky glanced at the clock on the wall behind Fielding’s desk.

“How far away is the team?”

“They’re in the next building over, about 5 minutes away,” Fielding said. “George will take you.”

“Okay, I’ve got a few minutes to look at the office, then,” Vicky said, and she stood and picked up her key. “And should I yell down to Clara to have George meet me at her desk?”

“I’ll let her know,” Fielding said.

“Knock knock,” said a man’s voice at the door.

Vicky turned and her eyes went wide.

“Mr. Mackinaw!” she exclaimed.

“Vicky Campion, I presume,” said a man in his early 70s, stocky and short, with red hair and a beard and a longish penis dangling between his legs.

“So nice to meet you,” she said, stepping over to him and offering her hand. “I’ve got a million questions for you.”

“I’m all yours,” he said. “And please, let me be Foster.”

“Of course,” she said. “I was just going to look at my office, and then I’ve got to run to the other building, but maybe we can talk a little later this morning?”

“You’ve got enough on your plate,” Foster said. “Let’s catch up after you start. Write down every question you can think of in the meantime.”

Vicky turned to Fielding.

“When would I start?” she asked, adding quickly, “assuming everything, uh, goes as planned today?”

“Two weeks?” Fielding said.

“How about a month?” Vicky countered. “I’ll have a lot of transition.”

“Can we split the difference? Three weeks?”

“Okay,” Vicky said. “Probably.”

She looked down at the place where she’d been sitting, the color rising in her cheeks.

“Oh, Fielding, I’m sorry, but do you have . . . a wipe or two?”

“I’ll have George take care of it,” he said. “And I’ll make sure to have a bowl of wipes up here next time. It’ll be nice to have a girl just down the hall.”

“You’re gonna miss me,” Foster said, grinning. “Hey, Vicky, let me show you your office.”

Vicky turned to Jack, offered her hand, smiled as she bade him and Fielding farewell.

“I’ll get a fresh contract printed out for you, and have it left on your desk,” Jack said. “And we’ll come back here to wrap up a little before 11, and then we’ll have you on your way.”

“Thank you, so so much,” Vicky said. “I can’t thank you enough for the opportunity.”

“We want you on the team,” Fielding replied, as Vicky followed Foster out of the office and back into the hall. “It’s as simple as that.”

Foster went left, past the top of the stairway and toward the other end of the hall.

“Is there a restroom somewhere nearby?” Vicky asked.

“Right over here,” Foster said, crossing the hall, pushing open an unmarked door.

“Thank you,” Vicky said, entering another well-appointed space with a toilet and urinal, and she sat on the toilet and looked up with wide-eyed alarm when Foster followed her in and went to the urinal, raising his penis.




Chapter 5: When in Rome

Vicky quickly returned her face to its neutral cast, staring straight ahead at the green patterned tiles and, after 10 seconds, emptying into the bowl.

“I hope this all hasn’t been too fast,” Foster said. “We’ll actually get complaints about it from people, including those who end up taking a job. But we consider ourselves very good at vetting.”

“I know . . .” Vicky began, her voice catching before she swallowed and tried again. “I know, from Jack’s call to me last week, that you liked my work on the Capital Depreciation Committee.”

“Tip of the iceberg,” Foster said. “We tracked down people you’ve worked with, made some very discreet inquiries, looked at your reports, pegged you as diligent and focused.”

“That’s good to hear,” Vicky said.

“But more than that,” Foster continued. “Creative. And adaptable. You can shift gears. We talked to everyone on that committee, and we built a profile very quickly of a servant leader, someone just as comfortable giving someone else the floor as getting her own point across.”

Foster flushed and went to the sink to wash his hands.

Vicky glanced at him, turned to grab a handful of tissue, wiped herself, looked at her vulva and grabbed a second handful, wiping again, and she stood and flushed and joined Foster at the sink.

“You had to shepherd some very strident opinions, we understand,” he said, looking at her in the mirror.

“Yes,” Vicky agreed. “We almost had a knock-down drag-out over how to depreciate intellectual property when the public domain conversion window was uncertain.”

“And yet,” Foster said, “the committee’s recommendations reflected consensus. No dissenting papers, which almost never happens.”

“It was a great team,” Vicky said dismissively, joining Foster to grab a paper towel.

“That is,” Foster said with deep gravity in his voice, turning to her, his penis swinging wide, “what all great leaders say.”

Vicky laughed, a little nervously, and followed Foster back into the hall and to a heavy oak door with a brass doorknob and a large keyhole.

“Let’s see if Clara gave you the right key,” he said.

Vicky stepped up, found the hole and, with a quick twist, pushed into the office, sucking in her breath as she surveyed the space, empty but for a big mahogany desk, and laid out as a mirror opposite of Fielding’s office, with two large windows on the two corner walls, looking out onto the campus and the mountains beyond. There was the same pressed copper ceiling, oak and pine molding, a carpet with patterns in green and yellow.

“You’ll be ordering your furniture on day one,” Foster said.

“Where will you be working during the transition?” Vicky asked.

“From home,” Foster said. “It won’t even feel like working.”

“Thanks for noticing me,” Vicky said.

“You’ve done some very fine work,” said Foster. “I’m glad Jack reached out to you.”

Vicky went to the window on the left, peering out of it.

“I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to this view,” she said.

“Don’t try to,” Foster said. “Enjoy it every time, it’s the secret of life. And with those words of unsolicited wisdom, I’ll leave you to it.”

Vicky turned, laughed, shook Foster’s hand.

“Write any questions down you can think of,” he urged as he headed out the door. “I’ll answer the ones I can.”

“I will,” Vicky promised. “Oh, uh, how much time do I have before George comes back for me? I’m lost without my phone.”

“A good 10 minutes,” he replied, stepping into the hall.

Vicky set her key on the desk and returned to the window, putting her shoulder against the frame, peering out, one hand against the warming glass, the other drifting toward her middle, fingers brushing her pubic hair before the tip of her index finger pressed further, down toward her clitoris, stroking gently, stroking again a little more urgently.

She cast a quick, furtive glance toward her office door, looked down at her trimmed mound, pressed her vulva with two fingers, and one could almost sense the calculations she was making in her head. She had the time to please herself, if she hurried. Judging from the puddle she’d left after her interview, she was both ovulating heavily and suffering some distractions beyond that, wetting herself with what seemed to be arousal. And the most challenging portion of the morning was yet to come – meeting the team, interviewing a new member, covering an agenda she’d worked at since she’d first started researching the company. Masturbating herself to orgasm, one might fairly conclude, was nothing less than a professional obligation at this juncture, a step toward better focus, an action that would hopefully tamp down the steady flow of fluid from her sex and the steady flow of urgent thoughts from her mind.

Still leaning casually against the window, she moved her leg out a little and began to work at herself in earnest, fingers dancing over her folds and clitoris and opening, breath coming in sharp little pants, eyes focused on the mountains above the Mesa Heights skyline.

“Hey, Vicky,” said George from the office door. “Fielding told me I’m taking you to finance next.”

Vicky turned to look, her expression sharp but not horror-stricken, her hand stilled but not removed from its post.

George was early.

But what could he have seen, after all? Yes, her right hand was in a delicate region, and yes, he might have noticed it moving rhythmically before he spoke, or seen the muscles in her arm tensing and relaxing apace, but what did that mean? And really, what business was it of his if the firm’s next CFO was worrying at her vulva? He’d already had an erection in her presence. Was it not her right to swell down there too, and to tend to it, as long as it was done discretely, and she stopped as soon as someone else appeared?

“Hi, George,” she said. “Are we late?”

“Not at all,” he said. “We have a few minutes. How’s it going so far?”

“Surprisingly well,” Vicky said, and now she cast a quick glance at George’s penis, which was fully erect again, sticking straight out and maintaining a respectable size, close to 6 inches.

“Are you ovulating?” he asked.

“Huh?”

“I noticed you left a lot of fluid on the chair in Fielding’s office,” George said. “And at the restaurant too. And now—”

“George,” Vicky said, turning to him and crossing her arms under her breasts, her expression now entirely focused despite her nudity. “Help me out. Is that a normal question here?”

“It is,” George said, nodding earnestly.

“I believe you,” Vicky said. “But I hope you understand how . . . strange . . . it is for a person like me, to be asked something like that by someone I’ve just met.”

“I know things are different out there,” George said. “So yeah, I sort of understand. I guess. But this all seemed so natural for you, I sort of assumed . . .”

“No, this is all completely new to me,” Vicky said. “I really want this job, so I’m adapting . . . on the fly. But if you told me, a week ago . . .”

Vicky shook her head, opened her mouth and grabbed her jaw, eyes wide.

George smiled, his erection holding steady.

“But I’m not sure how my reproductive cycle is . . . something you would ask about.”

“Well,” George said, smile fading somewhat, “I really hope I haven’t offended you. It’s not an uncommon question here, though. I just wanted to know if you wanted help masturbating, or wanted anything else, or if you were done.”

Vicky exhaled, wide-eyed, almost laughing as the breath left her mouth, but she said nothing.

“Ovulating girls are more likely to want penetration,” George noted.

“Girls?” Vicky repeated.

“Or women,” George said quickly. “The terms are . . . interchangeable.”

“Penetration?”

“Vaginal,” George said. “Or anal. Depending on preference.”

“I . . . really?” was all she could stammer.

George stepped up, his penis bouncing.

“This is . . .” she said, trying again, “something that’s . . . done?”

“Yes,” George said.

“I mean . . . during . . . during . . . hours?”

“Yes,” George said, mouth making a different sort of smile. “Sort of a break. It helps, with—”

“You would do that to me?” Vicky asked hoarsely, dropping her arms to her sides.

“If you requested.”

Vicky turned to him, thighs spread slightly.

“Would you do it . . . standing up?”

“All the time,” said George, and he put one hand on her shoulder, lowering the other to her wet vulva, spreading her lips with his ring and index fingers, stroking her hole and clitoris with his middle finger. “Let me know what you like.”

Vicky showed what she liked wordlessly, looking down, and she grabbed George’s penis and widened her thighs, setting each foot down in turn. With the benefit of long legs, her vulva was slightly above George’s rod even with her legs open.

George removed his fingers from Vicky’s clitoris and moved forward, allowing his member to be taken, watching while Vicky forced the tip into her slot, and he grimaced as she angled her hips forward, the hole between her legs swallowing George’s shaft with a single deft motion.

Once his penis was fully embedded, she put her hands on his shoulders, digging her nails into his flesh and turning her eyes to the ceiling, as if taking the full measure of its length and girth before she began rocking her pelvis in accordance with her own preferences, three or four quick shakes before she slowed, thrust forward and back more deliberately a half dozen times, and returned to shaking.

George stood still, his face now tense and unsmiling, and he looked into Vicky’s eyes, and she looked back, until the colleagues decided as one to turn down their eyes, to view what was happening below, Vicky’s body deciding at what pace it would run itself up and down George’s black-haired rod.

“Are you . . . going to . . . cum in me?” Vicky gasped.

“May I?” George grunted.

“Yes,” Vicky said. “But . . . deep . . . deep . . . so it won’t . . . leak.”

“Yes,” George agreed breathlessly. “That’s the way it’s done.”

“Uh,” Vicky grunted, and her pelvis vibrated and her breasts and buttocks jiggled as the orgasm worked its way through her body, while her opening gushed around George’s base. “Oh god . . . ohhhhhh . . . god . . .  yessssssss.”

“Hm, hm, hm, hm,” George replied, no longer holding completely still, but thrusting gently up Vicky’s vagina, pulling out halfway, pushing in again.

Done with her orgasm, Vicky removed her right hand from George’s shoulder, reached down and grabbed him, tightening her fingers behind his testicles, forcing him to remain fully lodged in her sheath as his pulsing rod delivered a dozen shots of semen.

Once the partners had finished climaxing, Vicky returned her right hand to his shoulder, but now her fingers were relaxed, and she stood looking at him, her face registering nothing so much as confusion.

She laughed before she spoke.

“I’ve just made the biggest mistake of my life,” she said, “or . . .”

“Or what?” George asked, easing his softening penis out of her chamber, reaching down to catch what he could of his semen and her lubricant and ovulatory fluid.

“Oh, shit, I’m leaking anyway,” she despaired, the carpet darkening where a half dozen drops of fluid landed.

“Or what?” George said.

“Or I just . . . you know . . . when in Rome . . ..”

“Welcome to Rome,” George said.

Vicky laughed, turned, headed to the office door.

“I need to wipe again,” she said. “How late are we going to be?”

“No more than five minutes,” George said, grabbing the key off the desk. “Which is your prerogative, of course. I’ll lock up.”

“Thank you.”

Vicky went to the restroom, sat on the toilet and set to work on her drenched vulva, wiping and resting for close to five minutes, glancing up only briefly when George entered, and he set her key on the counter and went to the urinal.

“Are you going to wash . . . your penis?” she asked.

“No,” George said.

Vicky leaned back, staring at George’s member as he urinated, his black pubic hair matted and drying around the base of his glistening shaft.

“You’re a mess,” she said.

“I usually am by this time of day.”

Vicky allowed herself to laugh yet again, the sound echoing off the restroom’s patterned tiles.

“This is a habit, then?” she asked, standing to flush, washing her hands thoroughly at the sink.

“I don’t know if habit’s the right word,” George said. “Just something that happens.”

“All the time?” Vicky asked, picking up her key and following George out of the restroom and down the stairway.

“There are biological limits,” George said. “More so for males than females.”

As they reached the bottom of the stairway, Carla turned in her chair and looked, first at Vicky, then George, and her eyes settled on his penis briefly, and she smiled.

“Would you like me to hang on to your key, Vicky?” Clara asked.

“Please,” Vicky said, handing it over.

“Is it alright if I keep your phone too?”

“That’s fine, I don’t think I’ll need it.”

She spoke again as soon as she and George were outside.

“What are the rules?”

“There’s nothing written up, really,” George said, leading Vicky to the left from the headquarters building. “Everything’s pretty obvious, though. Mutual agreement, it’s not done during meetings, it’s not done excessively, it doesn’t take too long, it’s not done too distractingly. And you clean up afterwards.”

“I broke that rule, then,” Vicky said, glancing at the others crossing the campus this morning, some waving to George, some shouting his name, some offering Vicky a warm hello if they passed close to her.

“You mean your carpet?” George asked.

“Yeah.”

“Carla keeps the wipes. I got some from her to clean up after you while you were on the toilet.”

“Clean up after me,” Vicky said, laughing. “But . . . okay . . . did you say anything to Fielding . . . about the wipes?”

“Just that we’d spilled a little.”

“Spilled a little?” Vicky repeated. “So he knows . . . we did it?”

“Yeah,” George said casually, looking at Vicky’s reddening face.

“Did you tell him I was ovulating?”

“I didn’t mention it,” George said.

“Well, maybe he knows, because of the . . .”

“It doesn’t matter,” George said. “We all take breaks, any time we need them.”

“He does too?”

“Whenever he needs one,” George said.

“So the CEO,” Vicky began, pausing, “of Mesa Heights Corporation . . . has sex here, while he’s working here . . . on the job?”

“When he needs a break, yes,” George said.

“With the girls here? With other employees?”

“Yes,” George said, his tone growing indulgently patient. “Clara, or if someone is visiting his office, or he’s visiting an office and has an erection, or if one of the girls is wet, and they agree to couple. It just happens.”

“Are people here . . . married?” Vicky asked.

“Yes, that happens too,” George said with a chuckle.

“I’m married,” Vicky said.

They were approaching one of the most modern buildings on campus, six stories tall, with an exterior entirely of light blue glass.

“What does your husband do?” George asked.

“Sales, sort of,” Vicky said. “And I think . . . I just cheated on him.”

“It’s not called cheating here,” George said, a little pointedly. “But do you think he’s ever . . . been with anyone else?”

“I think he was, years ago,” said Vicky. “Some things happened that we never talked about. But maybe I’ll say something now.”

George stopped before the double doors at the front of the building, his hand on the handle.

“I put marks on your back,” Vicky said quietly.

“Where?”

“Right here,” Vicky said, touching one of the small crescents she’d dug into the flesh of his shoulder.

“Okay,” he said, without any further comment. “Are you nervous?”

“Should I be?”

“You’re about to meet your team,” George said. “If everyone’s there, it will be close to 30 people.”

“All naked?” Vicky asked, and she looked up above the door, where “Mesa Heights Components, Building 15” had been engraved on a brass plaque, and she looked back at George, down at his penis, into his eyes.

“Mostly,” he said, and he pulled open the door. “Sara and April are having their periods, so they might still be in panties, and Danielle was supposed to start hers today, but she’s sometimes late. And Hal and Brittany stay dressed.”

“Why?” Vicky asked, taking her first step into the building, the green marble cool against her bare feet.

“One doesn’t ask,” George said, crossing the elegant lobby, rounding the vacant information desk, and heading to the elevators.

“Oops, I’ll keep that in mind,” Vicky said.

The high-ceilinged lobby, its floor offset by white marble walls inlaid with large blue squares, echoed with their voices. Vicky stopped beside George to wait for the elevator, studying the directory: Human Resources occupied the first two floors, and the remaining four floors went to financial functions – treasurer, audits, accounts payable and receivable, investor relations.

“I’ve got a lot to learn,” Vicky said as she followed George onto the elevator. “Okay, now I’m nervous.”

They reached the sixth floor, echoes of laughter spilling in through the parting elevator doors.

Vicky took a step, stopped, breathed in, looked at George, smiled and entered the hall.

The laughter died quickly, one female voice raised to continue a joke before someone else said “Shhh,” and all eyes turned to Vicky, striding into a large open area, a receptionist’s desk to the left, couches and chairs and a small conference table to the right and, before her, three girls in panties, a man and woman fully-clothed, and at least two dozen more men and women, all nude.




Chapter 6: An Awkward Interview

One of the nude women broke away from the crowd, stepped up to Vicky and offered her hand.

“You must be Vicky,” she said.

“I am, so nice to meet you . . .”

“Sherry,” she said. “I’m in accounts payable. Fielding asked me to introduce you and help out.”

“Nice to meet you, Sherry.”

“Everyone, this is Vicky,” Sherry announced, and all there, nude, clothed, or somewhere in between, broke into applause.

Vicky waited briefly, brought her hands up to her chest and clasped them.

“Thank you, thank you, so so much,” she said, her words bringing the applause to an end. “Assuming everything goes as planned this morning, I’ll be making it official before lunchtime today, and then I’m going to do my best to get started in three weeks.”

Vicky surveyed the faces, smiled, her voice barely shaking as she continued.

“Now, I think I’ve got about an hour to chat, and I’ve got a lot to learn. I’d like to start with internal auditing. Where’s that team?”

Two nude women and the clothed male raised their hands.

“Good,” Vicky said. “We’ll cover as much ground as we can in the first 20 minutes.”

Vicky turned to Sherry. “Where are we doing meetings this morning?”

“Conference Room 3,” Sherry replied. “You’ll have an office over here, but it hasn’t been set up yet.”

“Okay, and then, who’s our tax expert?”

A dark-haired girl in panties raised her hand.

“Are you April?”

“Yes,” the girl replied, looking a little surprised.

“I loved your article in Ledger,” Vicky said. “Come see me at 9:30. I’ve got a few questions to go over.”

“Okay,” the girl said, looking slightly terrified.

“Nine forty-five,” Vicky continued. “Who can talk to me about how we’re banking in Asia and Australia?”

A nude male raised his hand.

“And you are?”

“August,” he said, looking terrified as well.

“I’m just asking questions today,” Vicky said. “No one should be at all nervous. August, I’m just curious about how we work with banks in Asian and Oceanian time zones. Anything you can put together by 9:45 is going to be helpful.”

“Okay,” August said, looking only slightly relieved.

Vicky turned to Sherry.

“I think I’ve got an interview to do?”

“Yes, Justin Gatherine,” Sherry said.

“Oh, I met him at the hotel this morning,” Vicky said.

“Oh, god, did he know who you were?” Sherry asked.

“Not a clue,” Vicky replied, laughing. “Can you get me his resume ASAP?”

“Sure.”

Vicky turned back to the team.

“I’m on a tight schedule this morning, or I’d be spending time with each of you, but that’s going to have to wait. Thank you.”

Vicky turned to the internal auditing team, standing clustered together, and she approached them and shook each hand in turn.

“I’ll follow you to Conference Room 3,” she said.

For the next 50 minutes, Vicky directed a whirlwind of financial conversations, shooting each question as quickly as the last one was answered, requesting she be emailed a dozen documents, reports, papers and policy directives as soon as the company could set up an email account for her. A little before 9:30, Sherry brought in Justin’s one-page resume, and Vicky scanned it quickly in between the meeting with internal auditing and April, the tax specialist.

Next came August, and she excused him at 10:01, glancing briefly at his semi-erect penis as he exited, glancing briefly down at her hardened nipples after he was gone.

She had less than a minute to review Justin’s resume one more time before Sherry knocked on the conference room door, opened it and let Justin in.

“Oh, hey,” he said, looking puzzled. “Is Vicky, um, Campion going to be here?”

“I’m Vicky,” Vicky said, standing and offering her hand, making no effort to cover her breasts or her black triangle. “Good to see you again, Justin. I still have your card.”

“You’re, uh, you’re . . . Vicky Campion?” he said, eyes going wide with fright. “The new CFO?”

“I haven’t signed the contract yet,” she said, “but I probably will. Please take a seat.”

Justin was still fully clothed, although he’d loosened his tie at least in what appeared to be a minor nod to the nudity all around him. He sat, grimaced across the table at Vicky.

“Okay,” he said. “So . . . I think I really . . . fucked this up.”

“Go on,” Vicky said, leaning back and crossing her arms under her breasts, her nipples still hard.

“What do you want me to say?” he queried, putting his hands on the table.

“People make mistakes,” Vicky said. “The question is do they learn from them, or don’t they?”

Justin nodded.

“So what could you have done differently?” she asked.

Justin looked at the ceiling, tragedy in his eyes.

“I don’t even know where to start,” he said. “The whole thing is so far out of my league. Ever since the drive from the airport, through downtown last night. Everyone . . . naked.”

Justin leaned forward, grabbed his forehead and stared at the table.

“And then, there you were.”

“There I was?”

“Confession,” Justin said.

“Please.”

“You were just too hot to be a CFO. It just never even crossed my mind.”

Justin leaned back, his face a panorama of different emotions, surprise and shock and self-disgust.

“Okay, I said it,” he announced, looking at Vicky with something akin to relief. “I meant that only in the best sense of the word. You would have been awesome to work for. And not because you’re hot.” He laughed. “They’re all talking about you, you know. You’ve made a great first impression.”

“I would have been awesome to work for?” Vicky said.

“Yes, if I’d gotten the job, you would have been a great boss. I want someone to challenge me. You would have done that.”

“How do you know you’re not getting the job?” Vicky asked.

“Well,” Justin began, chuckling bitterly, “I crapped all over myself six ways to Sunday.”

“Tell me what you wish you’d done differently,” Vicky said.

“Okay, okay,” Justin said, setting himself to the task earnestly. “Okay, first of all . . . I should have asked you what job you were interviewing for. Simple as that. Simple as that.”

“And then, have you learned more about the job you’re applying for?”

“Yeah, definitely,” Justin said. “That new currency conversion package . . . you were right, by the way, about the updates. Up to five per second. In fact, oh yeah, in my second interview this morning, someone described how it worked, and I literally said out loud, ‘Oh yeah, I met someone at breakfast who described it that way.’ I decided you must have been the package vendor.”

“Why did you wait until last night to study the package?”

“No excuse,” Justin said, shaking his head.

“Well,” Vicky said, looking at the ring on Justin’s finger, “I’m sure you’ve got a personal life.”

“Yeah, my baby caught a bug Friday and my wife had to work all weekend, so I was sole provider, and I was running on three hours sleep yesterday. She came home Sunday afternoon, I kissed her, headed to the airport.”

Vicky smiled.

“I love family life,” he said sincerely.

“Do you want this job?”

“Is it still a possibility?” he said, eyes wide with surprise.

“It never wasn’t a possibility,” Vicky said. “If it’s up to me – and it might not be, they haven’t even officially brought me on yet – you’re in. Your resume’s outstanding. Top 10 percent at Wharton, GAAP Policy Board, a couple of good articles. And this has been a positive interview.”

“Because I called you hot?” Justin queried, a quick burst of near manic laughter breaking forth before he shut his mouth and frowned.

“It didn’t hurt,” Vicky smiled. “But no, that wasn’t it.” She looked down at his resume, looked back up at him. “You acknowledged an error, you moved forward, I think you learned from it. But do you think you can get used to this?”

“You mean, to the . . . philosophy?”

“Yes,” Vicky said. “I’m going to work nude. Most of your colleagues are going to be nude. If it makes you nervous, you really need to think about things.”

“I’m already getting used to it,” Justin said, eyes wandering to Vicky’s breasts. “It’s gonna be a conversation with my wife, though. I haven’t explained everything to her yet.”

“I haven’t told my husband either!” Vicky exclaimed and, still laughing, she stood and offered her hand, watching Justin’s eyes run the length of her body as he stood and shook.

“I’ll give you a full recommendation,” she said. “And if we both get onboarded, I look forward to working with you.”

“Hey,” Justin said, looking only into Vicky’s eyes now. “Thank you. Thank you.”

Justin departed, Vicky grabbed a wipe from the dispenser by the door, cleaned her chair, let Sherry know she was leaving and got a hug from her, breasts and hips touching without any self-consciousness, and she returned to the headquarters building, getting her office key from Clara and mounting the stairs back to the CEO’s office. Only Fielding was there, typing on his laptop, but he looked up quickly, smiled.

“We haven’t scared you off?” he said.

“The opposite,” Vicky said. “I’m just here to sign the contract and say thanks.”

“Wonderful. How did the interview go?”

“With Justin? Great. I recommend you bring him on.”

“Consider him hired, then.”

Vicky nodded.

“Your contract’s on your desk. You sure you’re good with everything?”

“How could I not be?” Vicky asked, and she excused herself, went to her office, found two copies of the contract and a pen waiting for her, leafed to the last page of both and signed and dated them, her signature large and confident.

She brought them back to Fielding, held them out to him.

“Three weeks?” he said.

“I’ll do my best,” she said. “No more than four. But hey, in the meantime, can you have someone set my email address up? I’ve got a stack of things I asked people to send me, and I’d like to get to them ASAP.”

“Will do.”

Fielding stood, his erect penis bobbing, and he spread his arms wide and hugged Vicky, his tip brushing the top of her thigh, and she smiled and said goodbye, accepted a hug from Clara, took her phone back, made her way back across campus, through the wall and over to the Grand View Hotel, dressing in her room, touching up her makeup, and taking a taxi back to the airport.

She ate on the plane again, made it to the office by 1:50, gave notice as soon as her last meeting was done at 4:30, and headed home.




Chapter 7: The Family Finds Out

As soon as she got home from school Monday afternoon, Melanie resumed her investigation of Burthen High School and Mesa Springs, New Mexico.

She didn’t bother closing her door as she employed all the research skills she’d learned and honed since her freshman year class in online media tools. She focused on pictures, finding mostly the usual images of smiling students, fully clothed, playing in the band, performing in a play, lined up for a sports team shot, or on a desert dig for an archelogy class.

But here and there, shots turned up of something less modest: a group of young people smiling from the waters of Smokey Springs, Mesa Springs’ largest body of water, all apparently naked, one girl’s nipples just visible under the waters’ surface. In several images, she caught a flash of nudity in the background: behind a group of smiling students in shorts and t-shirts, someone catching a frisbee in a park with nothing on; two boys fishing, a girl sliding off her bikini bottoms on the distant bank behind them. Melanie found satellite pictures of the town and the high school, the people in them just barely visible, someone lying by a public pool with either nothing on, or a bathing suit perfectly matched to her flesh. People entering the high school’s main doors, all their shoulders—

“Whatcha looking at?” boomed a voice at her door, startling her so severely she almost tipped backward in her chair.

“Dammit, Josh, knock first!” she shouted, wheeling around to regard her twin.

“There’s nothing to knock on,” Josh said, shoulder against the door jamb. “It’s open.”

“Well, knock on the wall or something, then. You practically gave me a heart attack!”

“What are you so jumpy about anyway?”

Melanie narrowed her eyes at her brother, seemed to be trying to decide something, raised her finger to her lips.

“What?” he said.

“Sit down,” she whispered, pointing at her bed.

“You know we’re the only ones home,” he said.

“I know,” she said, continuing to whisper as Josh settled onto the edge of her mattress. “I need to tell you something.”

“What?” Josh inquired. Now he was whispering too.

“The town where Mom’s interviewing,” Melanie said, lowering her voice even further, and lowering her head now too, staring into Josh’s eyes with an air of conspiracy. “They’re all naked.”

“Huh?” Josh said in his regular voice.

“Shhh,” Melanie said, holding her hands out flat to silence her brother. “You’ve heard of nudist camps, right?”

“Yeah?” Josh said, eyebrows raised.

“Well, this is a whole nudist city,” Melanie said.

“Wait,” Josh said. “You’re saying there’s a nudist town near that company, uh, Mesa Heights?”

“No,” Melanie said, raising her voice slightly and pausing for drama. “I’m saying Mesa Heights is in a nudist town. Mesa Springs. They’re basically the same place. Springfield is the company headquarters, but it’s bogus. A shell town.”

“Wait,” Josh said. “Like, naked people . . . everywhere?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “Naked.”

Josh leaned back, closed his eyes, laughed.

“Do you think Mom knows?” he asked.

“She has to,” Melanie said. “I figured it out last night, and I was texting with her, and she was playing dumb, but I know she saw something.”

“So people just put on clothes to go to work?” Josh asked.

Melanie nodded, then her eyes went wide with shock.

“Wait, wait,” she said, leaning down to whisper again. “What if the company’s nudist too? Oh my god, what if it’s like that . . . everywhere?”

“So maybe Mom . . . just spent the day walking around a bunch of naked people?” Josh said, and now he was whispering as fervently as she.

“Or,” Melanie stuttered, “or . . . Oh. My. God. . . What if she . . .”

“No way,” Josh said. “No way. Mom would never do that.”

“What if she did, though?” Melanie said, covering her mouth with her hands and laughing into them.

She stood, leering down at Josh.

“Oh, hello, mister top person at this firm,” she said, and she put her hands high on her waist and swung her hip to the left. “You want to hire me, don’t you?”

“Melanie, please stop,” Josh implored.

She swung her hip to the right.

“Because, as you can see . . .”

Back to the left.

“I’ve got the goods.”

Josh covered his face and groaned.

“That’s just twisted,” he said.

“I bet she knew how it was, and she decided to keep it secret,” Melanie said.

“Why?”

“Because . . . because . . . well, why bring it up if she didn’t get the job?” Melanie speculated. “Just come back and never talk about it, and no one’s the wiser.”

“Do you think she didn’t tell Dad either?” Josh queried.

“Oh, geez, maybe not. Maybe he doesn’t know. Oh, geez.”

Melanie looked toward her door to make sure no one was lurking, and leaned way forward to continue whispering to Josh.

“What if she gets the job though?” Melanie asked. “What if it’s a nude company, and she gets it, and she has to . . . work naked?”

Josh held his hands up before his eyes, as if he could see his mother working nude in Melanie’s face, and he didn’t want to.

“What will Dad say, though?” Melanie queried. “What if he says no way?”

“I bet the pay is a bazillion dollars, though,” Josh said. “He can’t say no. And I know Mom really wants the job. She spent the whole weekend studying that company, and everything about it.”

“Would you go, though?” Melanie asked.

“Go?”

“To Mesa Springs. To live there. To the high school, for our senior year.”

“Oh, god,” Josh said. “I’d have to drive past a bunch of naked people to get there. I’m not sure how I’d . . . react to that.”

“It’s worse than that,” Melanie said. “The high school’s naked, I think.”

“It can’t be,” Josh immediately whispered back with a stunned expression. “It’s . . . a physical impossibility.”

Melanie looked briefly between Josh’s legs, back to his face.

“You mean, because, because . . .”

“Yeah,” Josh said. “Obviously. Every guy in the school would be, uh, poking people’s eyes out.”

Melanie buried her face in her hands to muffle a scream of awkward mirth.

“Okay, would you, then?” Josh demanded, eyeing her with annoyance.

“Would I what?” she asked.

“Would you go to a naked high school?” Josh asked. “Naked?”

For a split second, Melanie froze, saying nothing.

“Oh my god, you would!” Josh exulted. “You would!”

“I didn’t say that,” Melanie protested, color rising in her cheeks. “I did not say that!”

Josh stood, eyeing Melanie with one eye half-closed, the other wide and ogling.

“Hey, everyone, check me out,” he said, his mocking voice an octave higher. “I’m Melanie Campion, and everyone needs to get a good look!”

Josh made vague, awkward gestures toward his breasts and crotch, looked into Melanie’s beet-red face and continued the performance, shaking his hips and leaning forward in a garish imitation of seductiveness. “Oh, what’s our homework assignment tonight? Oh, UH—”

Melanie rose and planted a solid, fury-driven left fist into Josh’s sternum, and he toppled backwards onto the bed, bouncing hard, his hand over his chest.

“Ow, fuck!” he gasped.

Melanie sat, leaned toward her PC.

“Okay, look at these pictures,” she said.

Josh grunted, got up weakly and leaned over his sister’s shoulder.

“This is a picture from a camping trip one of the clubs did,” she said. “See the guys fishing?”

“Yeah.”

“Now look here, way in the background.” Melanie pointed. “She’s already topless, and she’s taking off her bikini bottoms.”

“Wow,” Josh said, breath deepening. “Why?”

“Uh, it doesn’t say,” Melanie said. “Maybe to swim, or just because she hates clothes. I don’t know. And please don’t drool on my shoulder.”

Josh leaned back.

“And this one was taken at the park, right in Mesa Springs. I can tell because that’s the town hall dome in the background. And those people are the chess club, and then check out the guy playing frisbee. Total butt crack.”

“Damn,” Josh said, and he looked his sister cautiously before he spoke again. “Seriously, though, would you go? Would you transfer to a nude high school?”

“Official answer, and you swear not to make fun of me?”

“I swear,” Josh said.

“Maybe,” she said. “I don’t know. There’s too much to think about, so I’m not going to bother unless Mom got the job.”

“Hypothetically, then,” Josh said.

“I don’t know,” Melanie repeated. “What about you?”

“Probably the same,” Josh said.

Herman arrived home a little after 6 and took a shower. Vicky arrived as he was drying off, sailed into the bathroom without greeting the kids and gave him a hug.

“How’d it go?” he asked.

“Let’s talk about it over dinner,” she said, kissing his neck.

“But it seems like good news,” he said.

“It might be,” she replied, pulling off her clothes. “Let me take a shower. Can you and the kids warm up that leftover lasagna?”

“Sure, think you’ll be out in half an hour?”

“Forty-five minutes tops,” she said, turning on the water.

Even after she sat, Vicky kept everyone waiting, going around the table to ask Herman about business that day, Melanie and Josh about school and homework and how their grades were looking as the school year reached its end.

Finally, after she’d loaded up her plate with salad and lasagna, she breathed in, looked around the table.

“So, I got the job,” she announced.

Herman was on his feet immediately, bending over his wife to give her a hug. Melanie and Josh, sitting across from each other, were more subdued.

“Good job, Mom!” Melanie shouted.

“We’re rich!” Josh joked.

But brother and sister eyed each other with wide-eyed surprise, and Melanie shrugged her shoulders, as if to say, “I still don’t know what I’m going to do.”

The next 15 minutes was a cacophony of questions and answers, Vicky revealing that she needed to start in three weeks, that everyone she met was great, that she had a lot to learn but a lot of confidence in herself, and that her pay would be significantly higher than it was now, although she declined to be more specific than that.

And then, Melanie shot another quick glance at Josh and asked her question.

“So . . .” she began, “do you want us all to move there?”

“Why wouldn’t we?” Herman asked.

“I looked up Mesa Springs,” Melanie said. “It’s kinda . . . different.”

“What’s Mesa Springs?” Herman asked.

“It’s basically the town where Mom’s new company is based. Springfield is a shell city. And Mesa Springs is . . .” Melanie paused, looked at her mother, who was looking back at her and smiling. “It’s where . . . it’s where . . . naked people live.”

Josh issued a quick, tense guffaw. Herman, who had returned to his end of the table, grabbed his chin as if in deep thought and looked at his daughter, one eyebrow raised in befuddlement.

“It’s true,” Melanie said. “Mom, right? It’s all . . . like, a nudist place!”

“Clothing optional,” Vicky said, and she shot a look across the table, into her husband’s eyes, and he looked back, utter confusion in his face, before he turned to Melanie, then back to Vicky.

“Okay, enlighten me,” he said. “One of you, please.”

“She’s right, Herman,” Vicky said. “The town and the company have a clothing optional policy. And most people take advantage of it.”

“Mom,” Melanie said, looking at Vicky in utter seriousness. “Just tell me. I don’t care what your answer is. You’ll still be my mom either way. Did you see naked people at Mesa Heights today?”

“I did,” Vicky said, nodding toward her daughter.

“Okay, that wasn’t my main questions, though,” Melanie said. “Main question: did you . . . take off your clothes for the interview?”

“I did,” Vicky said, and while Melanie covered her mouth in shock and Josh blanched and looked at his plate, Vicky looked at Herman, her face neutral, calm, set to convey that all-important message between husbands and wives who know each other well that this was okay, that she did this and she’d survived it and there was nothing to worry about.

“You walked . . .” Herman began once he’d found his voice, “naked through an . . . an office building.”

“Almost everyone was naked there,” she said. “After a few minutes, it seemed completely normal.”

“How can that be normal?” Melanie demanded. “They were naked!”

“Trust me on this,” Vicky said. “It was . . . empowering.”

“Okay, okay,” Melanie said, “but did any of the boys . . . you know?”

“What?” Vicky asked, feigning innocence.

“You know what I’m talking about!”

“Well, possibly,” Vicky said, looking blankly at her daughter.

“Okay,” Melanie said, “I’ll put it in scientific terms. When boys take off their clothes, around girls, certain things happen . . . to the boys.”

“How do you know this?” Vicky asked.

“Everyone knows it!” Melanie said, and she closed her mouth and concentrated on dinner, an awkward silence ensuing until Josh spoke.

“Do you want us to transfer?” he asked.

“Do you want to?” Vicky asked.

“Well, is the high school . . . like every place else?” he asked.

“That’s my understanding,” Vicky said. “Clothing optional.”

“But do kids actually . . . do that?” Josh asked.

“I think they do,” Vicky said. She looked at Herman again, and he looked back with his “We’re going to need to talk about this” look, and she nodded in agreement.

“You went there?” Josh inquired.

“To the high school?” Vicky asked. “No, I didn’t have time. But I did ask. And the high school is clothing optional. So if you don’t want to deal with that, I think we’ll have the money to keep this house, and you can stay here until you graduate.”

“By ourselves?” Melanie said.

Vicky looked at Herman and raised her eyebrow.

“I’m going to have to think about this,” he said. “But I don’t want to be left behind.”

“We can make it work,” Vicky promised.

“Did you see any kids?” Melanie asked.

“Yes,” Vicky said. “A girl your age picked me up from the airport.”

“She was naked?”

“She had on pink sneakers,” Vicky said.

“Did you see any guys?” Melanie asked.

“Yes.”

“Josh said that’s impossible.”

“No I didn’t,” Josh protested.

“Okay,” Melanie conceded, “he didn’t say it was impossible. Just that . . . things would happen.”

“God, Melanie!” Josh barked.

“I saw some males reacting,” Vicky said. “It’s normal.”

“Ooh,” Melanie exclaimed. “You saw that?”

Herman grunted, and Vicky looked at her children, exhaled.

“Maybe everyone can visit over the summer, and decide if it works for you, and if it doesn’t, you’ll stay here and we’ll figure it out.”

“I want to visit,” Melanie said resolutely. “But I’m going by myself.”

Josh snickered.

“What?” Melanie demanded. “Too afraid to go, Josh?”

“I’ll go,” Josh said, a little hesitantly. “By myself.”

“Mesa Heights owns a hotel downtown,” Vicky said. “I can probably get you both rooms there.”

“On different dates,” Melanie said.

“And I can reach out to the girl who picked me up,” Vicky added. “She’s got a lot of friends, and I know she wants to meet you.”

“You talked about us with a naked girl?” Melanie inquired.

“We had to talk about something,” Vicky replied. “Her name’s Jenna.”

That night in the bedroom, Herman sat on the edge of the bed in his shorts, and Vicky stripped and crawled up behind him on the bed, wrapping her arms around him and putting her nose into his shoulder.

“Okay, let’s hear from Herman,” she said. “You’ve been quiet since dinner. What are you thinking?”




Chapter 8: Stops on a Sexual Journey

Herman exhaled, slumped within his wife’s embrace.

“Honey,” he said, “this is crazy.”

“Which part?” she asked. “The one million dollar salary?”

“You know that’s not it.”

“Okay, tell me the first thing you think of, the first image in your mind that makes you uncomfortable.”

“Melanie,” Herman said. “Her naked at school, getting made fun of.”

“Why would they make fun of her?” Vicky asked.

“Well . . . she’s got big bones,” Herman said.

“Oh, Honey, everyone’s nude there, and trust me, I saw a lot of non-hourglasses,” Vicky said. “Making fun of each other’s bodies just isn’t part of the culture.”

“You were there for a morning.”

“True,” Vicky conceded, “but how could it be? If they’re going to make fun of each other, everything would shut down. And everyone would get made fun of at some point. No one’s perfect. Also, not that it matters, but Melanie’s as beautiful as they come. Beautiful. Curvy and beautiful.”

Herman continued to sit stiffly.

“That’s not really it, was it?” Vicky whispered.

“I’m a dad,” Herman said. “I worry about my kids.”

“Yeah, but are you worried about me too?”

“I trust you,” Herman replied. “I want you to be happy.”

“But you’re not comfortable with this,” she said. “I can tell.”

“Okay,” Herman said, exhaling. “I assume you got looked at a lot.”

“Just like anyone, clothed or naked,” Vicky said. “You look at women’s breasts when they’re dressed, don’t you?”

Herman laughed, sighed. “But you were naked.”

“I was.”

“So they were seeing . . . everything.”

“Yup.”

“It didn’t bother you?”

“At first, I was terrified,” Vicky admitted. “And then I got used to it. And then . . . it was empowering.”

Vicky reached down, touched her husband’s burgeoning penis through his shorts.

“There’s a part of you that likes this,” she cooed.

“Yeah,” Herman said, thrusting into her hand. “I don’t know why.”

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Now.”

Vicky slipped her hand under Herman’s shorts, grabbed for his genitals, pulled his penis out, stroking it under his waistband.

She kissed his neck until he turned, kissing her on the mouth as he pushed his shorts down and freed all of his penis to Vicky’s attention.

She grabbed it at the base, squeezing, moving her hand up his shaft to his tip, back down again, then easing back, pulling him with her, until they were lying on the bed together, side by side, kissing again, mouths open, sighing quietly.

Herman moved first, sitting up, turning, climbing up over Vicky, reversed over her, and she spread her legs and raised her opening and grunted as soon as his tongue and teeth made contact with her vaginal lips. He licked her folds first, running his tongue hungrily on either side of her female slit, wetting her outer lips, her inner lips, then using his tongue to force her open, drinking the nectar leaking from her hole.

She grunted again, bounced her pelvis against the mattress and raised her head, working her lips and teeth over his penis, drawing back to lick the tip, pressing forward until the tip reached the back of her throat, as he continued licking the mouth of her sex.

“Uhm,” she grunted, pushing him away, and he understood, turned back around, knelt between her legs and lowered his penis to her opening, forcing it up her hole, not needing to part her already splayed flesh.

“Ahhhhh,” she sighed, bucking beneath him, rocking as he thrust, the partners intimately familiar with each other, expert at taking this deep, quick pleasure from each other’s bodies.

Vicky came first, her ejaculate rinsing Herman’s cock, and he responded to the tightening and spasming of her female chamber by doubling his pace, the couple grunting as one with each insertion of penis up vagina, and as her groans of pleasure ebbed, his began, each separate squirt of semen accompanied by its own hard thrust and another gasp of pleasure, and when they were done, the lovers lay there, kissing gently, Herman’s penis still in place, his semen continuing to drool out into Vicky’s womanhood.

“I’m ovulating,” Vicky said when she found her voice.

“Is that the only cause?” Herman whispered.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“You were naked in front of people,” Herman said. “Was that a turn on? And seeing them?”

“Turn on might not be the right word,” Vicky said. “It was stimulating. It was almost overwhelming. But I felt . . . sharper. More alive. It’s hard to describe.”

Herman rolled off his wife, sat beside her, looked down at her.

“It turned you on, admit it.”

“Okay, it did,” Vicky said.

“When did you know you were going to interview naked?”

“I don’t know,” she replied. “I knew it was an option, when they called me last week, but I didn’t know if I’d really do it until, really, that morning.”

“You never told me,” he said.

“I’m sorry,” Vicky said, “but I didn’t know how you’d react, and I was afraid you’d say something that would distract me. It was the most important interview, literally, of my life, and I needed to focus.”

“Hey,” he said. “Good job. Whatever else there is to say about it. Good job.”

Vicky smiled, gave her husband a not completely platonic kiss.

“Thanks.”

“So, how do you feel about sending Melanie there by herself?” Herman asked.

“I think she’ll do fine,” Vicky said. “Even if it’s not for her, I think it’ll be a good experience. They have a whole philosophy there. I’ve explained it a little to her, what I understand of it. She’s old enough to understand that not everyone lives or thinks like we do.”

“What if something happens?” Herman asked.

“What are you worried about?”

“What if . . . well, what if she takes her clothes off, and someone . . . takes advantage?”

“It’s a small town,” Vicky said. “And a very close-knit community. I’d say Melanie is three times more likely to have something happen in Baton Rouge with her clothes on than naked in Mesa Springs.”

“Okay,” Herman said, hesitating before he continued. “But maybe, we should . . . consider . . . birth control.”

“She’s on an IUD,” Vicky said quietly.

“What?” Herman responded. “When did that happen?”

“Six months ago,” Vicky said. “She begged me not to tell you. So can you please pretend you don’t know?”

“Why did she do that?”

“It was a mutual decision,” Vicky said. “We were talking about birth control. She was really mature about it. She said she was thinking about what she’d do if she got raped and pregnant. That’s what she said. I have no idea if she had her eye on a boy, or if she was really worried about something else. And I have no idea if she’s done anything. So promise me you won’t ask?”

“Okay,” Herman said. “I’ve learned that lesson. When I asked her about starting her period, she almost fainted. Remember?”

“Yeah. Normal girl reaction.”

“So what kind of philosophy goes with being a nudist?” Herman asked.

“Naked body, naked mind,” Vicky said. “That much I remember. And naked mind is harder.”

“Naked mind?” Herman repeated.

“They talk about a sexual journey,” Vicky said. “Something you do alone . . . because of how society’s set up. But, you shouldn’t.”

“Shouldn’t what?”

“Do your sexual journey alone,” she said.

“Really?”

“I think that was the takeaway,” Vicky said. “You don’t have to keep it all to yourself. It’s not something only you can ever know about.”

“I’m not the only one on my journey,” Herman countered. “You’re there. You’ve been with me since before we got married.”

“Yeah, but . . .” Vicky began slowly.

“But what?”

“Peggy Hinson.”

Herman’s body immediately stiffened, and he swallowed.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I know. I’ve always known.”

“It was just . . .”

“Herman, it’s okay,” Vicky said. “I mean, it hurt. When it happened and I figured it out, it hurt, but—”

“I’m sorry.”

“But I worked through it. I figured it out. I know I was staying at the office a lot of nights, and my career sort of took over. It was probably inevitable. It forced me to take a hard look at my life, and I made some changes. You might not remember that, but I changed, and things improved.”

“Why are you bringing it up now?” Herman asked. “Tonight?”

“Just because . . . that was part of your sexual journey. And it didn’t involve me. So you can’t say—”

“Sexual journey,” Herman said. “It sounds a little . . . chaotic.”

“I suppose it can be,” Vicky agreed. “But think about it, what’s more chaotic than your sexuality anyway? So you just acknowledge it, and at least that gives you a little more power over it than trying to hide it, from yourself and everyone else, and just hoping it doesn’t come out on its own at the wrong moment.”

“So is everyone at Mesa Heights on a . . . sexual journey?” Herman queried.

“I didn’t ask,” Vicky laughed. “Maybe, maybe not. Some people wear clothes to work every day, and it’s bad form to ask them why. That much I learned. And then, you can say no, and no one can make you feel guilty. But you can say yes, to whatever you want – that’s how one guy put it to me – and there’s no ridicule.”

“But don’t you feel,” Herman said, “that we’re kind of . . . old for this?”

“We just had sex,” Vicky said. “We’re not dead yet.”

“Who saw you naked?” Herman asked, drawing in his breath deeply.

“Everyone there,” Vicky said.

“The people you interviewed with?”

“The CEO, the head of HR, the man I’m replacing, for starters,” Vicky replied. “They were naked too.”

“Shit.”

“And then, my team,” Vicky continued. “Close to two dozen people, all in the lobby of the main finance floor, waiting for me. All but two or three of them were completely naked, and I was completely naked, and I walked off the elevator and just strode right up, introduced myself, just—”

“Strode?” Herman said.

“Strode,” Vicky confirmed. “The past tense of stride.”

“You strode, then,” Herman said. “You didn’t walk. You didn’t saunter, or strut, or shimmy?”

Vicky laughed out loud and grabbed her husband’s arm.

“I didn’t even think about that verb, but yes, I approached my team in a bold, confident manner. I strode.”

“Did they look at you?” Herman inquired. “I mean, uh, down?”

“You mean, did they look at my pussy?” Vicky asked. “Did they look at my tits?”

“Yes,” Herman said, breath getting heavy and slow. “Did they look at your cunt? Could they see your lips?”

“I think so,” Vicky whispered, sliding closer to Herman, putting her hand on his chest. “Yeah, I’m ovulating, so I’ve been wet all day, and a little swollen down there. And my nipples . . .”

Vicky didn’t finish her sentence, just reached down to Herman’s penis again, holding it gently as it hardened, touching the tip and the shaft, squeezing his balls, rolling him to his back, allowing him to raise his mouth to her left nipple, to suck gently while she climbed on top, rubbing her leaking vulva against his belly, then running it along his rod and coating his underside with lubricant, angling down to press her clitoris against his slippery organ, reaching between her legs to lift it and mount it, sighing out as her chamber was invaded for the third time today by a penis, twice by her husband, once by someone else.

It took her longer to coax the semen out of his manhood this time, and she was wincing toward the end, her sensitive walls screaming even as her clitoris ached for another release.

She came first, shaking her pelvis over him, buttocks jiggling, and she grunted, almost cried as she climaxed. Thankfully, his second delivery arrived soon after, and he groaned as he thrust up into her, each jolt of lubricating semen bringing a little more relief to her raw walls.

She stayed in position only long enough to make sure her hole had swallowed all his cum, and then she lifted up, allowing his penis to drop out with a soft plop against his belly.

“That was twice,” Herman marveled as Vicky rolled off and fell beside him an exhausted heap.

“It was.”

“Was that another stop on your sexual journey?”

“Yes. And probably not the last.”

(End of Part 1)
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