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BOOK ONE

Michael: Book 1, Part 1

Intro

Before there was ever a Stripped For Florida program, or even the QS -- even before the DECENT treaty was passed -- a certain dysfunctional family was going through its own private contortions in Miami.  True, South Beach had topless models and swimmers from Europe.  A bit farther north, Haulover was famous as one of the few legit nude beaches in the USA.  But, other than that Florida was a very conservative place, even in Miami.  Of course, today it is still conservative -- ha, ha! -- but nudity rules the tax rolls.  Read on and discover how it all happened.

Name: Mike 

There was no swim practice after school today.  The coaches had a scheduling meeting or something like that.  I slipped in the back door hoping no one would notice I was home early, and sprinted up the marble steps two at a time.  In my room I looked down to make sure the pool was empty while I undid my belt.  Polished dress shoes went into the shelf at the bottom of my closet.  I made sure my uniform was properly hung, creases properly lined up on my navy trousers, dress shirt on its hanger with the private school emblem on the left breast. I pulled off my undershirt, socks and boxers, threw them in the hamper and pulled on my practice speedos before running barefoot down to the pool.

"Michael, Michael, could you come here for a moment please." That's my mother.  She's the only one who calls me Michael.  For some reason no matter where I am in this huge house I can hear her small, quiet voice, even while practicing laps.  I paused before getting out of the pool, watching the sunlight shafting through green and blue tinted glass, sparkling off the bromated water of the large indoor pool.  My mother calls me Michael. My stepfather is French and calls me Michael, which sounds like a girl's name, Michelle.  My friends -- if you can really say I have any -- are all on swim team and just call me Mike.  

"Coming, mother."  I pulled myself out of the water in one practiced motion and padded off to see what she wanted, dripping water on the marble floors as I went. The swimming pool and waterproof floors were the best things about this house. Everything is glass, marble and glinting metal railings without much to soften the bright Florida sunlight. I'm pretty proud of the way I can lift myself out of the pool with just my upper arm strength -- I've been practicing that!  I'm pretty good at swimming, too, which is good because it's about the only thing I do.

My mother was in what she calls the 'conservatory.' I guess it's what my friends would call a Florida room, except that not a single one of them have ever been over to the house. I stood behind the loveseat where my mother opens her mail, carries out her correspondence and does whatever else it is that seems to consume hours each day. Unlike the rest of the house, this room is somewhat softened by a huge collection of plants, 16 and 20 foot palms and fig trees in large earthen urns, giant hanging ferns, lots and lots of orchids from my stepfather. I watched the water drip down my skin and the spandex fabric of my racing suit.  "Yes mother."

"I need to speak to you," she announced.  We play this little charade almost daily. Me standing behind her while she speaks her thoughts without bothering to turn around.  These pronouncements fall into only three categories: observations to which I am not expected to reply, threats which I ignore, and edicts which I am to obey. The latter are supposedly orders passed along from my stepfather. He never gives me a single instruction and I have no idea if this stream of directives actually comes from him or are my mother's own ideas. 

"your father, Michael, informs me that you will be spending next summer in France.  I think you are a very lucky boy.  You will not need to take anything with you except for a few toiletries and a pair of flip flops.  I suppose what you are wearing now is sufficient, if they will let you on the plane that way. Otherwise we'll have to let you wear an old pair of shorts and a t-shirt that you can give away to charity once you get there.  I have a pamphlet you can read if you want to know more.  Oh, and by the way, your stepsisters will be coming for Thanksgiving.  They can tell you more about France if you have any questions."  She picked out a glossy brochure from the tabletop and held it over her shoulder.  Before Michael could reach for it his mother spoke again. "Don't be so shy, come around here so I can get a good look at you.  No, all the way around.  Turn around, that's good.  You're growing quite nicely.  I don't think you should have anything to be ashamed of.  You are so shy.  Why don't you invite your friends over for a swim?  Anyway, I'm sure after a summer at the Cap you will feel much more confident in yourself.  Either that or I'll have to give you up for adoption.  Really, I don't know what your father expects me to do with you.  Perform miracles?!"

She picked up her gold Cartier pen and began making notations in her leather bound diary.  After a few minutes I started to leave.

"The pamphlet, Michael. Really, you are so forgetful."

* * *

Name: Sarina/Mother

My husband is adamant that Michael should become more a part of the family enterprise.  I love my son very much, but I despair of raising a boy.  It is really my husband's duty to see to this, but he will not take a more active part.  Therefore it is left to me to try to understand my husband's wishes and carry them out.  He says a boy should not be so bashful and shy.  He wants him proud of his body and more confident.  The plan is to send him to France for the entire summer next year.  He will stay with his stepsisters while my husband and I travel in France, Spain and Portugal.  They will stay in the same condo at Cap D'Agde where my daughter stayed with my husband's daughters last summer. I guess I should not be so worried.  The summer away did wonders for her.  Now she has no problem working as a model, no matter what the assignment; or in acting in any of the films my husband's company is producing.  I know very well the demands as I am also a model and actress in this enterprise. My son, however, is more introverted and I cannot  imagine him becoming more sociable by spending the summer in a naturist resort.  Oh, well, he may be bored with himself, but he will spend the entire summer nude, as per my husband's wishes.

I believe my husband knows best as he himself has nudist experience, both as a child in France and here in Florida.  This is all very new to me and mostly in the nude modeling business. However, as my husband simply gives me directives and leaves the details to me I am undertaking to obtain advice from those with greater experience.  I have joined several online chat groups to discuss Michael's situation.  

So far the best recommendations have been to start slowly with some exercises that will help Michael become a little more used to his body before leaving for a summer at Cap d'Agde, Quartier Naturisme, France.  Otherwise he may be in shock upon arriving there and have a very hard time adjusting.  I am going to suggest to my husband that perhaps Michael be nude during the time that his stepsisters are visiting over Thanksgiving.  This would also be a good time for him to get used to being naked with them since they will be in charge of his care for most of the time that he is in France.  After all, my husband and I have a lot of travel and business to take care of and cannot be there all the time for Michael.  It is my opinion that he has one year to really become a contributing part of this family in every way.  Otherwise we are paying for his food and lodging, his clothing, travel, entertainment, you name it.  I realize he is only 13, but he has no way to give anything toward any of these expenses.  That is why for the summer we will give him a place to stay at the Cap but otherwise it will be a cheap nudist lifestyle for the boy.  His sisters will have some money to buy him food, but other than a few toiletries he will have nothing: no clothes except a pair of flip flops, no iPod, or books, or gameboy or anything else. He may be bored following his sisters around while they shop, but he can swim, or sleep, or walk around.  All in all it should be a boring but pure nude experience for him.  I will propose this to my husband as I am sure it will make him very happy.  

* * *

Name: Michael

Every day mother issues more of her "instructions" on how I am to spend next summer.  By now she has gone over so many miniscule details of how I am to spend my  every waking (and even sleeping) minute that I simply glaze over while she is talking and memorize the shapes of various ferns and orchids as I look over her shoulder.  The glossy brochure was less than informative. 

"Cap D'agde, cite naturist" read the heading. Below it was a photograph of a large concrete apartment block of the unfortunate type that mar the scenery of far too much of the coastlines of France and Spain. Hundreds of people thronged the area in front of the building.  Whether clothed or not was impossible to tell from the scale of the photo.

Inside, the brochure was illustrated with equally unenlightening photos of apartment interiors, storefronts, restaurant ads, and one bizarre photo of a young lady selecting cold beverages from a supermarket cooler while wearing nothing but pink clogs.

The text was somewhat more informative, conveying in French the gist of Cap d'Agde: a naturist city supposedly nude-mandatory by daylight but encouraging full formal dress at fashionable dining spots by night.  Evidently there are also a variety of clubs where various states of fashionable partial dress is the norm.  Singles, couples, the adventurous, the kids, the parents, the entire family are all welcome in a lavish display of French tolerance.  The beaches are well-patroled to insure safety, the shopping is fine, the food excellent, the sun guaranteed all summer, the buildings charmingly decaying modernist concrete, and the whole thing nude! 

Well, my take on the whole thing was that next summer was a long way away.  Maybe by then everyone's fascination with the subject would be over.  Or, I could hang out on the beach on my swimsuit.  That would be fine with me.

* * *

Name: Jeannette

The flight from Paris was fairly uneventful.  Our father had provided first class tickets on Air France as was his usual custom.  The Florida coastline looked bleached from too much sun as we peered out the windows.  The Airbus circled in a wide arc and came in for a smooth landing.  My father is generous, but very forceful in his wishes.  As his daughter I was used to playing my part in the family enterprise.  This time my sister Claudine and I were expecting a little more of a relaxed time than many of our assignments.  We'd both met his new wife -- well, I guess new is the right word, they've been married for nearly three years already -- and spent part of last summer 'breaking in' her daughter Marina.  But we'd never met her son.  Getting to play with a 12, nearly 13-year old boy was much more appealing than another modelling stint, movie, or management task.  I also had a suspicion that he would be a lot more innocent and good-natured than his rather snobby and ornery sister.

Flight attendants were now taking their places in the aisles, soft music coming over the speakers, and passengers were starting to unbuckle and pull piles of luggage from the overhead bins.  We stretched our limbs and were glad for the best perk of first class: first off the flying aluminum box!

Claudine and I travel light, just two wheeled valise like airline employees use.  With a quick pass through immigration we headed out of the glass doors.  There was papa, looking roguish and tanned -- and a little uncomfortable all dressed up!  There was his mousy-looking wife, too much make-up, frizzed hair, a "Florida" tanning salon tan.  Next to her was the young woman we'd spent way too much time with last summer.  So, the boy dressed in creased slacks, shined shoes and dress shirt must be the son.  He stuck out as way too formal and very subdued.  On the other hand, this was no out-of-his-body nerdy pre-teen.  In a strange way he looked as uncomfortable as my papa to be all dressed up.  Very interesting!  I hadn't expected this twist.  My mind quickly made some adjustments in plan.

Claudine rushed ahead and was hugging papa, accepting pecks on the cheek from our stepmother and Marina.  I let myself be held in close by papa and then turned to my task at hand.

"Ah, you must be Michelle -- as my father calls you -- but you are, what?  Mike?"

He nodded.

"You do some sport, I am sure. You look fantastic!"

"I'm on the swim team." he acknowledged.  "It is very nice to meet you."

A polite boy, too!  "Ah, a swimmer . . . I can't wait to see you without all those clothes on!"

He blushed red and looked down at his feet.  So cute!

• • •

Name: Michael

My experience with girls is fairly limited: my sister who barely acknowledges my existence.  My mother who rules my life.  And . . . well, I go to school with girls but I don't really know any of them beyond saying hello or passing over a pen or piece of paper in class.  I'm on the boys' swim team and that's, of course, all boys.  So, I'm just saying that all this attention from Jeannette and Claudine is really confusing.  Is every remark supposed to be so embarrassing?  Am I really supposed to stay with them in France next summer?  

Fortunately the drive from the airport finally ended.  My mother showed the girls to their guest quarters and I had a chance to be alone.  After a bit my mother came up to my room and asked me to do a few laps.

"Michael, you don't have swim practice all this week, and with Thanksgiving and guests here you will probably be eating extra and exercising less.  Why don't you please do you laps now while everyone is unpacking and settling in.  After that we'll be spending some time visiting together as a family."

I was a little worried about everyone staring at me in the pool, but on the other hand it is where I feel most relaxed.  Knowing that everyone was otherwise busy, I neatly hung my clothes, slipped on my practice speedo and headed down the stairs.  After a quick glance around the room full of glass and light I could see that I was alone.  I sliced the water with a racing dive and began to swim.  Immediately I felt better and paid no more thought to the rest of the world.  You can imagine my shock to face a round of applause when I surfaced from a final underwater swim.  

"Bravo, merveilleux, Mike," cheered Jeannette.  My sister stood listlessly bored beside her, but Claudine was clapping and hopping up and down on tip-toe.  If I could have dissolved into pool water I would have done so right then.  "Come, we have presents for you," smiled Claudine, extending her hands and offering to pull me out of the pool.  I thought of her falling into the water instead and blushed at the unbidden image of her body in wet clothes.  To distract myself I pulled myself out of the pool in the single move I'd been practicing.  I sluiced the water off my face and self-consciously felt the drops cascading down my chest and speedo.  

I was trying to figure out how to get up to my room to change, but Claudine and Jeannette were instantly on either side of me talking and laughing and caressing my arms, shoulder and back as they led me into the other room.  I'm not sure what you would call this room.  In the succession of cheap apartments my mother, sister and I had inhabited before my mother's marriage--what she called her "life solution"-- there were always defined, small, cramped and rather shabby spaces: living room, kitchen, "breakfast nook" where we'd take all our meals. Bathroom and bedrooms rounded out the options.  In this mansion of glass and steel everything was at angles and wide open spaces.  Even my bedroom included a wide open panoramic view of the pool below.  We now sat in modernistic gray fabric and steel chairs arrayed around a transparent glass table top that seemed to float in space.  This room also included low couches, a stainless steel kitchen with a huge island for food prep and/or eating, and a rather exotic south Florida feature: a large fireplace with a chimney of black basalt soaring up to the blue-green glass three stories above.

Jeanette pulled me onto her lap as she sat, holding me close with surprisingly strong arms, my naked wet body and bathing suit against the white cotton of her summer dress.  "Claudine, let's show them all the presents we brought, cheri, what are you waiting for?"

Jeannette lightly stroked my stomach with her finger tips while Claudine pulled out cheeses, bottles of wine, small pastries, paté, fruits, and other edible delicacies.  She reached over and put a bite of cheese in my mouth and laughed while I struggled to eat it gracefully!  Everyone started eating, talking, catching up on details of people I didn't know, plans for future events I had no part in, and acting like any other family -- I supposed.  Except that in the middle of this familial group I was nearly naked, being stroked and massaged while everyone else was conspicuously dressed.  Even my stepfather who is habitually nude at home.  In fact, my family was nothing like what I supposed was normal, either on a daily basis or today!!!

"Did you think we forgot you?" Claudine interrupted my thoughts. "We brought this little present just for you. Let Jeanette show you!!"  Claudine opened a small tin, about the size of those round containers of mints they sell in convenience stores.  Jeanette let her finger swirl delicately on the surface of the gel inside and resumed teasing my belly with the tips of her fingers.  A strange warmth infused my flesh at every touch.  She added a little more of the gel to her fingers and continued massaging my belly, moving down to the upper parts of my legs.  My mind could no longer follow the conversation, but seemed to be melding into the same infusing warmth that was filling my body.  Too late I realized that I was in a complete fog of reverie and that blood was about to fill that place on my body that was covered with speedo fabric but suddenly far too obviously on display.

In the back of my mind I heard my mother say, "Go ahead and strip him now."  With a swift motion Jeanette had my speedo off my hips. Claudine finished the motion of the fabric down my legs.  I sat there with the most rigid hard-on I'd ever had in my life.

• • •

Michael: Book 1, Part 2

Name: Claudine 

  

I have to admit it was really exciting to see "Mike" with his member sticking straight up in the air, throbbing with engorgement. We all sat around enjoying good food and good company while Jeannette continued to work the lotion into his skin. It is a wonderfully warming gel that really gets the blood flowing to a certain part of the body! The magical part is that it is completely unnecessary to actually touch the penis, so we could all sit and enjoy the sight of it. I'm sure Jeannette wanted to wrap her hands around it as badly as I did, but we restrained ourselves -- for the moment! 

  

Of course, I also knew what was to come next, so I had some patience. After an hour and a half we finished our afternoon snack. Jeannette and I prevailed upon papa to take us shopping. We wanted to create a really special meal the next day and needed ingredients. Marina sulked off to a corner to text somebody on her phone. Mike's mother took a seat in her plant-filled greenhouse and was pecking away on her iPad. Mike, of course, bolted to his room. Shortly after, I heard a muffled shriek and then a sullen silence. Mike had obviously discovered the sudden and complete lack of any clothing in his room. Barren closet, empty shelves, drawers without a stitch of clothing in them. The house did not lend itself to curtains and on his bed there was not a single removable piece of linen. Instead, a sleeve-like covering had been pulled over his entire mattress -- something like a giant pillowcase -- so there was a hygienic way to take care of his bed. Of course, there was no sheet to cover himself, but he'd get used to sleeping completely naked soon enough. 

  

Yes, still six months to go until Cap d'Agde and already he was naked, at least at home. 

  

• • • 

  

Name: Sarina/Mother 

  

Things are working out very well for my son. Jeannette and Claudine will have no problem with keeping him next summer. My only concern is that they will be too tempted to spoil him. I can see they like Michael very much already. They really have no rapport with Marina at all, so it was very easy for them to be strict with her. I will have to speak to them about next summer: no gifts, no shopping sprees or spending their money on him. He must be a completely bored nudist boy and get used to just being with himself. After discussing this with my online chat forum some more I've decided that he doesn't even need flip flops or sandals. After all, if he wore those he would not be completely naked. Moreover, the ground at the resort is kept very clean and it is not necessary to wear shoes of any kind. He will have just a few toiletry items so that he will stay very clean. Somebody has suggested that I provide him some condoms so that he can have some fun. I confess this is an aspect of raising a boy that I know very little about. I will have to consult my husband about this detail. My husband did chastise me for considering putting my son up for adoption. Regardless of how hard it might be for Michael to adjust, my husband feels it is of upmost importance that we all stay together as a family. I am feeling like I must be a very bad mother to have thought of this option. 

  

I need to discuss with my online chat forum about Michael's dress and activities for the next few months. Stripping him at home has been a good start, and we have plans for later this weekend, but at school he is still required to wear that ridiculous uniform. It is not good for a boy like Michael. If I had my way I would get the school to make an exception for him, but I'm not sure what is the best approach? Should I say he has some kind of disorder where he cannot stand the feel of clothes? Perhaps he has Asperger's Syndrome: after all he doesn't have many friends. More tactile stimulation would then be in order, an assault on his senses that can only be induced by reducing the coverage of clothing on his body. I'm not wanting anything too extreme: short shorts, bare feet, a tank top or sleeveless shirt. 

  

Whatever it is that we do, we want to make sure that by the time he returns from France he will never wear clothes again! 

  

• • • 

  

Name: Michael 

  

When I got up to my room I was desperate to get some clothes on. When I opened my closet I nearly screamed out loud. There was not a piece of clothing to be found, not in my dresser or on any of the shelves. Even my sheets had been removed! No swimsuits, not even the old worn out ones I still had that didn't even fit. There were no towels of any kind in the bathrooms upstairs. 

  

To tell the truth, my emotions were a wreck. I'd enjoyed the attentions Jeannette had lavished on me, even if I felt totally humiliated being stripped and fondled in front of my entire family. My room and the pool were usually my refuge, but now I felt alone. My entire body raged with heat, tingling, throbbing blood and an unfamiliar longing. I was determined to get control of my situation. Somehow I would manage to stay in my room until I could get dressed. Then I would join my family properly clothed, sit in my own chair, follow the conversation, and contribute my own share of wit and enthusiasm. Not knowing how I was going to achieve the first of these objectives, and exhausted with the events of the day, I threw myself on the bed and went to sleep. 

  

I was awoken by the gentle touch of soft hands on my back. 

  

"Shhhh, it is okay," whispered Claudine. "I know you are tired, but I have another gift I think you will really enjoy." 

  

I lay there feeling her soft hands stroking my back, somehow unable to voice my suspicions about the "gifts" being offered. 

  

"You are a swimmer, right, so I think you will like this? I am just applying a little skin-softening lotion here." I could feel Claudine's hands spreading lotion up and down my back, calves, thighs, and right across my buttocks. A gentle skimming of a blade came next. 

  

"Swimmers shave all their body hair, isn't that right? Makes you swim faster in the water, no?" 

  

I nodded. The shaving felt good on my skin, so why complain? 

  

Claudine worked efficiently but without hurry. She didn't talk on and on, letting the silence and good feelings suffice. But after a while she asked me to turn over. 

  

"It is alright, I've already seen your whole body -- even your nice erection," she reminded me. "Please don't worry." 

  

I turned over slowly, but when I saw her face, eyes and mouth and cheeks all alight with smiles and cheerfulness, I relaxed. I took a deep breath and let the tension out of my body. My erection throbbed and I became even more aware of it. 

  

"That's right, just relax." 

  

Claudine spread the lotion across my chest and shaved off what body hair I had. Until now she'd really only shaved off the fine hairs, the ones nobody could even see unless they were six inches away. But now she had reached the areas where I actually had recently begun to grow real adult hair -- the pride of my new adolescence, I like to think. She shaved my armpits, all my chest hair, the little trail below my belly button. Now Claudine grasped my penis and used her other hand to spread lotion around the base, my balls, and my upper thighs. The fine razor skimmed off all the hair with ease. For some reason I was completely comfortable and allowed Claudine to finish up the shaving, help me to my feet, and buff me down with a soft towel she had brought with her. 

  

"Come on, sweet, let's join everyone for dinner." 

  

And so, six months before even arriving in Cap d'Agde I found myself completely nude, at least at home. 

  

* * * 

Name: Papa 

  

For me it is all about family. I was so happy to have everyone together at last: Jeannette and Claudine, Sarina, Marina, and a beautiful nude Michelle. The girls made a wonderful feast even after complaining that the ingredients were not as fresh as back home. But, I said, in France we do not have such nice avocados, bananas, mangos, guava. I was just teasing them -- they were looking for delicate truffles, morrell mushrooms, fromage with the edges cultured just to the point of perfection, goose, fresh eggs, ah it makes the mouth water just to say the words. But the feast was wonderful and everyone -- even Marina -- was smiling. She has been doing fantastic in the new flicks, not shy at all about moving her body so nicely. Sarina is a natural -- why else would I have married her! I am just making a joke, she is a natural in our bed, too! And Michelle is just perfect. The boy photos are turning out wonderfully. The ones in just the speedo, him standing there beside the pool. Running up the steps two by two, the blue green light splashing over his tanned skin, muscles taught from his swimming workout, the tight fabric of the speedo around his rear. Last night was awfully cute. The girls have gotten him permanently erect I think. But that was private. Now that he is naked at home we can get some really good photos of him outdoors at last, wearing only what he used to wear at home. Like I said, for me it is all about family. Keeping us together, running the enterprise together and living a beautiful life. 

  

• • • 

  

Name: Jeannette 

  

I have to admit that even here in Florida we managed to find enough fresh foods to make a good dinner. Claudine and I worked all morning and by afternoon we had a wonderful "Thanksgiving Feast." Ooh la la c'est Americain. Everyone was smiling and eating and having a good time. Even Marina looked happy today. Papa praised her performance in their newest "flick" and I think that made her feel appreciated. Sarina looked awfully pleased with herself -- I'm not sure what she has up her sleeve, but it is probably some future torment for Michael. 

  

As for Michael, we kept him hard all day and by dinner time he looked like he'd resigned himself to enjoying it! Well, why not!!! If you're going to be a naked boy you might as well enjoy the experience. He doesn't realize it, but I'd lay a wager that he'll be stripped 24/7 before next Thanksgiving. I don't think papa and Sarina have any plans for him to be clothed before the age of 21, at the very least. Let's see, he's nearly 13, so that is at least 7 years of total nudity. You come ask me in a year from now, I don't think I'm wrong. 

  

The only odd part of this was that the rest of us were totally clothed. It is part of papa's plan, so we all went along with it. 

  

• • •  

  

Name: Michael 

  

I swear every time I was about to go slack, one of those two would be over there rubbing a little more of that magic gel on my body. I've been hard non-stop since they first stripped me. Even in the middle of the night I'll awake to find my penis throbbing in a hard-on. Thanksgiving turned out to be great -- maybe one of the most enjoyable days of my life -- which is weird to say given the situation. But the food was incredible, the best I've ever tasted. Everyone was in a good mood, laughing and enjoying themselves, even my sister! As for me, if my family wants me naked and hard, well, they're the ones who brought it all on. Stripped me naked, hid all my clothes or worse, rubbed gel into me every time I start to even think of going down. So, how embarrassed can I think of being in front of the perpetrators of my situation. Instead, by the time dinner was served I had experienced a 180 degree shift in attitude and simply went with the flow. And you know what? I liked it!!! 

  

That's partly why I was so unprepared for what happened the next day. I mean, my guard was down. Looking back I should have suspected something because my mother was looking like the cat's meow, and my father was revelling in warm and fuzzy "isn't family wonderful when we're united in purpose." 

  

I was hard again all night, naked, lying on top of my mattress with no sheets or anything. I woke up and went for a quick swim before breakfast. As I was having my morning coffee Jeannette came up behind me and gave me another rub with the gel. I could almost get used to all this. After everyone had eaten, people were bustling about as if they were planning to go out. I guess naked, hard and full of good food I wasn't even thinking about having to leave the house -- not on the Friday after Thanksgiving -- maybe never!!! Claudine came up and told me she had another present for me. Well, the last two were the magic gel and the shave, so I wasn't too worried (my attitude, I told you, it had shifted 180 degrees -- I didn't think either of those two presents were so wonderful when they were first introduced). She brought her hands out from behind her back to reveal a tiny bit of lime green material. 

  

"Try it on, Mish," she said. 

  

"I'm surprised! I could have sworn there was a plot to keep me naked forever," I laughed. 

  

"Oh no, not forever. Here lift your leg, that's it." 

  

Claudine pulled the new swimsuit up my legs and with very intimate touches tucked it up snugly under my balls, around my erect penis and set the position just right along my buttocks. Grasping the white drawstring chords she pulled them into a loose bow and let the ends dangle across the obvious protrusion in the front. The suit was very comfortable, and not tight like my speedos. 

  

"Do you like it?" asked Claudine, "I think it is very nice -- no spandex in the weave, just nylon. And no elastic at the waist, just the draw cords. So there is nothing to cause discomfort. Also," and she laughed, "it is much more flattering to the form." 

  

It was true -- tied loose the way she had it the suit almost felt like it wasn't there. Almost like being naked. 

  

"So why the suit?" I asked? 

  

"Well, two reasons. The first is because your mother has decided to make a very generous donation to the swim team. Starting this fall they'll be using these type of suits, not the old speedos. I'm sure you'll be happy to be wearing something more comfortable." 

  

I nodded -- it didn't seem like that big a deal. 

  

"The second reason is that we're going shopping!!! I hear that in America they call today the 'Black Friday' for all the money that gets spent." 

  

"Yes, it's true," I answered, "but I'm still puzzled -- what's that got to do with a new bathing suit? Oh, I get it, you bought it today?" 

  

"Not to worry -- we'll be ready in a minute and you'll understand everything." 

  

So, I didn't worry, and that's how I ended up being taken from mall to mall, store to store, Starbucks, pastry shops, you name it, for hours. And the entire time I was dressed in nothing but a scrap of nylon that left my still erect penis to nobody's imagination! 

  

• • • 

  

Name: Sarina 

  

The remarks we overheard! 

  

"Isn't that boy wearing a bikini?" 

  

"How come his penis looks so big?" 

  

"How come he doesn't have to wear shoes and I do?" 

  

"Where did you get that suit? I want to put my boy in one of those." 

  

"Is it legal to keep your son that close to naked? Really! I never realized that." 

  

"You heard me, strip down this instant. Now that I see how cute a boy can be when dragged around town practically naked, you're not wearing another stitch than is legal." 

  

"Boys, we're marching right into this store and nobody's coming out until you're all in these tiny suits. That's right, you heard me!!!!" 

  

And that was the way the day went. I couldn't believe the influence we were having. Maybe boyhood America would stop being synonymous with oversize shirts, pants, shoes and anything else that covers up the body and makes you look like a goon. For myself, I couldn't have been more pleased than if Michael were totally nude -- which of course was my ultimate objective. 

  

• • •

Stripped For Florida, Michael, Book 1, Part 3 (enforced nudity)

by Willie B

Name: Michael

"I told your swim coach that we might invite the team to our house for an informal get together -- and I did mention that you were not allowed to wear swim trunks at home, so we'll see."

"Mother!"

"Don't be ashamed of a thing.  Now, new rules, strip down and don't let me see a stitch of clothing on you in this house again or I'll let your father take over.  He tells me that naked is the only way to raise a boy."

That's how the conversation went two weeks after Thanksgiving and I have never been allowed to wear anything at home since. As usual, my mother issued this as a "directive" from my father. 

As soon as I get in the door I am to undress completely and leave my clothes on the floor. My mother comes and takes them away.  When it is time to leave the house for school she brings what I am to wear at the last minute, freshly washed and pressed.  I've never had a friend come to the house for a visit. But I have to stay naked all the time no matter who else comes over.  My mother's friends gather at the house twice a week to sip tea, eat delicate bites of pastries and worry about whether they are getting fat.  They have now instituted the habit of having me wait on them, bringing cups of tea and water on a tray and leaning over to serve each one in turn.  When they don't need food or drink they tell me to go swim laps in the pool, or practice diving.  I should mention that I'm not only naked, but usually at least partially erect as well.  Yes, it is the same gel from France.  "Michael, rub some of that gel on yourself," orders my mother. "Don't you know my friends are coming over soon?"  I'm used to being hard, naked and on display, but it isn't so enjoyable being a slave for my mother and her friends. It isn't like last Thanksgiving when we did seem to have a warm, cozy family feeling for the first time I can ever remember.

* * *

Name: Sarina

Michael is getting used to being naked.  He never complains when my friends are over for tea and he must stay with us and serve us hot tea in the glass cups and saucers from France, or the tall glasses of ice tea, or the tumblers of water, or the small demitasse with rich Italian espresso; not the Cuban coffee so popular in Miami, but dark roasted coffee beans made the Italian style in the large copper espresso maker.  He looks so cute with his tanned body and semi-erect penis going from one of my lady friends to another with the small platter of sweets.  

"Would you care for another sweet, Mrs. Olivander.  May I take your empty cup, Mrs. Desparto?"

"You're the sweet," teases Mrs. Olivander.  I know she is tempted to tweak Michael's erection.  I tell her to go ahead but she just laughs her high-pitched laugh and bats her eyes coyly.  "You think I don't get enough at home, don't you?  I know my husband isn't a hunk like yours Sarina, but he's good in bed!!!"

Actually my husband is quite good looking.  He is good in bed as well.  He insists that I perform well, too, and that is my job.  I must look and perform well at all times.  After all, am I not becoming an accomplished film star in my husband's business?  He says Marina is getting better at it, but that I am a natural.

Now that Michael is nude at home all the time I make sure he gets enough sun to be nicely tanned.  He applies the gel from France before my friends come over so that he will be hard.  I am not sure if he is supposed to be hard at the Cap in France this summer.  The time is coming up soon.  I will need to consult with my online chat group and find out what reaction people will have to a boy being accidentally erect in public.  If I had my way I would keep him that way all the time, but I have two complaints about the gel.  It does not seem as effective as the first time the girls applied it to Michael's body, and it wears off rather quickly, in my opinion.  Really, it keeps him only half-hard during our afternoon teas.

Irene -- that's Mrs. Desparto -- says she has to bring her daughter next week.  Something about her housekeeper being away and not wanting "J" home by herself.  I always thought girls were more self-sufficient, but if she's as incapable as my Michael I can understand.  "Sure, bring her.  I'm sure she'll be bored to death, but maybe she can bring a book to read." What kind of name is J, anyway?

"I'm sure she'll be fine," Irene remarks, "and there's always Michael to look at."

I'd forgotten that might be of interest to a young girl.  "How old is she?" I inquire.

"Michael's age."

• • •

Name: Michael

When I woke up this morning I stood looking down at the blue of the swimming pool, the water flashing reflections of sunlight and glass.  Now that I don't have a bed to make, pajamas to change out of, clothes to change into, or laundry to sort, I feel lost at times. For an introvert like me it is difficult to have very few routine chores, like sorting clothes and getting dressed. I don't have friends, not really.

It used to be just my mother--my mother and a succession of various men who passed through our lives as we moved from one cheap apartment to another in the armpit districts of South Florida's endless sprawl. This glass house is part of what my mother married into: husband, stepfather, career, home, mansion . . . all part and parcel of what she calls her "life solution." Before hitting upon the current combo she tried temporary jobs, get rich quick schemes, lottery tickets, pyramid schemes, alcohol, ecstasy, and a lot of sex.  Through it all I was shunted from one school district to another, met more teachers, counselors, academic deans, vice-principals and fellow students than an entire school of kids should have met in a lifetime.  Let's face it, to survive I'd learned to keep my own counsel, keep my grades okay and stay in the pool.  Swimming was my haven.  If someone as introverted as I had become could be said to have friends, they were my fellow swimmers.  I wasn't one of the boisterous, towel-slapping locker room types.  I didn't crow and show off on the diving stand.  But all the swimmers knew who I was.  After all, as many schools as I'd been at in those few years, I'd been on almost every swim team in the district!  

My mother promised or threatened to invite the swim team over and to show off our indoor pool and my enforced home nudity, but that has yet to happen.  She tried to get me stripped for school, I think.  That attempt was unsuccessful.  The experiment that did work was buying custom made Australian nylon swimsuits for the team.  They even sport the school colors.  

While no one could actually see into my bedroom, I could see every inch of the pool area.  At this moment in time my stepfather walked boldly into the room, scanned the water and dived cleanly into the water.  He was a fit man, and from a swimmer's point of view I admired the dive and the style of his strokes as he knifed across the pool.  His skin was tanned in the way that comes from wearing little or no clothing in the tropics; his dark hair had just a few traces of silver -- a full head of hair and a masculine covering of fine dark hair across his body.  Yes, my stepdad was nothing shabby in the physical appearance category. Obviously he had a knack for making money. He had a strong sense of style, from the modern lines of this house to the fine details of cutlery and cuisine. He also had strong opinions, and no one in his life escaped them, from those related by blood or marriage to those who received a pay check from one of his numerous businesses.  

Knowing I am one of those under the closest of scrutiny I try to keep a low profile.

• • •

Name: Papa

My daughter Marina is really developing as an actress.  Of course, she is not as naturally talented as my wife, but youth and practice will make up for that.  Michael is getting used to being nude around the ladies.  I think he will benefit from the summer in France.  Nudity is much more accepted there and of course he will also meet some girls.  If you could only know the difference between my experience with girls at that age!  Perhaps we have let him lead too sheltered a life.  My wife mentions that the daughter of one of her friends is coming over next week. Still, I think it will be in France where he will become more comfortable with his own body and with members of the opposite sex.  

• • •

Name: J

I wasn't looking forward to going with my mother.  Another tea party, really!  "I can stay home, mom, really.  It isn't like Dolores does anything when she's here."

"That's not the point," retorts my mother. "Dolores keeps an eye on you.  I don't know what mischief you'll be up to if she isn't there."

So, I have to tag along on one of my mother's endless social rounds, listen to gossip, drink tea, discuss the latest minuscule changes in fashions.  Besides, what mischief does my mother think I can get into at home.  I can't drive, have no car, no money.  It isn't as if the place is stocked with drugs or cute boys.  No, it is just me, my iPod, the TV, the pool.  The stupid pool.  I don't really like swimming all that much. I mean, it's okay but it is boring to swim alone.

So, at first I thought, wow, another millionaire mansion, although I have to admit this one is more interesting than most places that cost a bundle in Miami.  This edifice isn't made of faux granite and tall pillars and tan and orange stucco.  From outside it is all blue green glass and angles and sharp corners.  Flashes of light caught the triangular panes of glass as if reflected off water.  Inside, I quickly ascertained that this was true.  An indoor pool took up a major amount of space to the left of the soaring entry area.  Marble floors reflected light, glass caught the light, water shimmered in the light.

What I wasn't expecting was the naked boy. He's terribly shy!  I tried catching his attention when we first arrived, but he was busy being ordered about by my mother's friends.  "A glass of tea, Michael.  Please bring me another demitasse.  Those sweets are just terrible for my figure, so Michael, make sure I only eat one."  When they were done with that they ordered him to swim.  He seemed relieved to dive into the water and get away from all of them.  His tanned body sliced the water cleanly and he stayed under for so long I was afraid he'd drowned.  When he came up he looked embarrassed to see me sitting on the edge of the pool right near him.  Come to think of it, he probably stayed under so long to avoid me as well.

I smiled at him and waved.  His eyes got big, like he didn't know what to do and he dove back under and swam to the far end of the pool.  Still, I stayed and watched him and smiled each time he surfaced.  I didn't even mind that he was naked or that his thing was so . . . hard.  For some reason, on him, it seemed normal and nice.

• • •

Name: Sarina

My son is very shy with girls.  I watched him when my friend's daughter came over the first time.  I asked Irene to bring J back the next week.  I think Michael will have to get used to being around girls.  After all, if he is to be part of the family business I'm not sure he can only do it with boys!  That is just a joke.  My husband assures me that there will be no problem with Michael after he spends a summer in France.  We leave in two weeks and everything is prepared.  It is especially easy to get ready to take Michael since he will only be taking a pair of flip flops, cut off shorts and a tank top.  Oh, yes, also a toothbrush.  I will purchase the remainder of his toiletries in France.  He is to be absolutely naked all summer with nothing else to distract him from being in his own body.  Except for food, drink, sunscreen, soap, toothpaste and shampoo he will have nothing.  Claudine says she will keep him shaved, so he does not need to be in charge of his own razor.  

I am not sure about J. She seems to like Michael, but I will decide when we return whether she is a good influence for my son, or not.  Perhaps my husband will be able to advise me.  Oh, I also have decided that Michael will not have any condoms this summer.  I have informed my online chat room that I do not think he should have that much fun -- it may be a distraction from being a pure nudist boy.  Oh, dear, that means I'll have to let my husband inform him that he should not get some girl pregnant just because he has no condoms.  He is not ready for that activity yet.

• • •

Name: Michael

The fateful day has arrived.  We are leaving for France tomorrow.  My stepfather has supposedly decreed that I am to be dressed in a pair of flip flops, very short cutoff denim shorts, and a tank top.  I have been given a small bag for my passport and a toothbrush.  

"We'll buy you some toiletries when we get to the Cap," informs my mother.  "Other than that you will have nothing.  Your step-sisters are to watch over you, but I have given them strict instructions not to spoil you.  You are to be a perfectly naked boy with no money and no entertainments.  If you get bored then you will have to get used to just being by yourself.  Your stepsisters will probably enjoy trying on clothes, shopping, getting some make-up, but they are to get you nothing except healthy food to eat and the necessary toiletries."

My mother says "toiletries" as if they are some magical substance available only in France. As for being used to just being myself, what else have I been doing all these years? Anyway, I like Jeannette and Claudine.  My mother and stepfather will be traveling in Spain and elsewhere in France for most of the summer, so I'm actually looking forward to getting a break from their machinations.  

We drive to the airport, go through security, wait in the lounge, board the plane.  My mother places me along the aisle of the plane.  The flight attendant is making sure that everyone is securely buckled in, tray tables up, seats upright.

"Aren't you a little cold, young man?" she asks me.

I shrug. In fact, the air conditioning is rather uncomfortable, but what choice do I have.

"He's going to spend the entire summer as naked as the day he was born," announces my mother quite loudly.  Heads turn from rows away.  "So, he should start getting used to it now.  We have dressed him in old, raggedy clothes that can be thrown away when we arrive at Cap d'Agde. Then he will be a nudist boy with nothing to wear. I would strip him here if it were allowed."

The flight attendant smiles indulgently at my mother. "We do require the minimum attire while on board, ma'am.  He's fine the way he is."

However, she looks at me with a little more interest and her eyes run along the length of my long, tanned legs. 

• • •

Name: Papa

It is wonderful to have the entire family together again.  We go out for dinner each night and spend hours trying the different appetizers, going through each course in a leisurely manner, and enjoying one another's company.  I feel that Michael is a little quiet, but perhaps that is just my imagination!!!  Of course, we had a little trouble when we first arrived as the finest restaurants at the Cap require formal dress in the evening.  "But this is a nudist resort," I explain to the maitre d'.  I am rebuffed with the particular disdain that can only happen here in my own country. But all was solved when I made an impression on the manager of the best restaurant at the Cap.  "It is only my son who is to be nude. I am in formal dress, as you can see," I explained to the manager. "All day I am in the nude, as is my custom, but in the evening I put on the finest. Of course, my wife, and daughters, they are in beautiful miniskirts and high heels.  Who can complain?  You see, it is only my son who is to be naked.  He is in training to be a fashion model for my company and can wear no clothes at all this summer."

"A fashion model?  Naked? C'est vrai?" The manager raises his eyebrows.

"Yes, of course, it is for my company -- films, you see.  The women are in fashions, the boy is naked.  Even when the women are naked, the boy is still naked."

"Ah, I see. Your company, it is in Paris?"

"Paris, London, Miami."

"Monsieur.  There is no problem.  You are welcome any time.  Just make sure your son is naked, eh?"  The manager winked.  The next time we dined I had a packet of DVDs sent up to his office.  I am sure he appreciated the "fashion models."

• • •

Name: Sarina

When we go to dinner everyone is formally dressed.  We dine at the fanciest restaurant at Cap d'Agde.  My husband explains that he has selected this particular restaurant because this is the only place where Michael can be naked while everyone else is dressed.  We eat for hours each evening and he must stay nude.  I wear a short white dress with very high heels.  Claudine and Jeannette have mini skirts and also wear high heels.  My husband looks very handsome in a well cut summer weight linen suit.  I see one of the girls at another table eyeing Michael.  

"Have you spoken to the girl over there?" I ask Michael.  "What's her name?"

He shrugs and looks away.  "I don't know, mother.  I never talked to her."

"Go over and say hello.  Don't be so shy."  I nudge Michael and then order him to go speak to the girl.  He gets up and actually walks over to the other table and mumbles a good evening to the girl.  She laughs and says something to him.  He nods and rushes back over to our table.

"What did she say," asks Claudine.  

"Um, her name is Marie. She says she's seen me around and will find me tomorrow to hang out."

"Ah, you have a girlfriend," remarks Jeannette.

Michael looks down and says nothing.

• • • 

Name: Marie

The "naked boy" came over to our table and mumbled something this evening.  I'm pretty sure his mother put him up to it, or one of those older girls that are always with him.  But I've been watching him for some time.  It is funny to say the "naked boy" when we're at the Cap, but he is always naked.  There are a few other kids who are almost always naked, but as odd as it might seem, nudity is mostly for the daytime and sunshine.  In the evening everyone dresses.  Some of the clothing is pretty provocative -- sexy straps and leather outfits, chains, stiletto heels -- the rest is summer formal.  Only little kids are naked at all in the evening, and no one else in this very fancy restaurant.  So, "naked boy" stands out. 

I found him the next day, which wasn't difficult.  If he isn't with the two girls he says are his step-sisters he's almost always at the same pool --swimming, diving or sunning.  

"Naked boy.  I told you I'd find you today!"

"Oh, hello.  So it is you."

"What's your name?"

"Michael."

"Hmm, I'm Marie -- I told you that last night."

He's so cute when he nods without speaking.  So shy!

"So, you like being naked?"

He shrugs.  "I don't have any clothes.  It is my mother's idea -- or perhaps my papa's.  Anyway.  I am not allowed to have clothes this summer."

I sit down beside him and run a finger up his penis.  That's right.  I'm not particularly shy when I like someone.

"Want to take a walk," I ask, standing up and reaching for his hand.

• • •

SUBMITTED: PART 3

Stripped For Florida, Michael, Book 1, Part 4 (enforced nudity)

by Willie B

Name: Jeannette

Michael seemed less sullen this evening.  Or perhaps it is better to say he looked less resigned to a long evening listening to the rest of the family talk, laugh and enjoy themselves.  Several times I looked over and caught him smiling dreamily to himself.  Imagine my surprise when a girl came over to the table and wished him good evening.

"Shall we go for a walk?" she asked him.

I was doubly surprised when Michael got up and the two of them left the restaurant.

"I will meet you at the hotel," he said to his mother.

He said this as a direct statement to his mother, which was my third shock in a row!

* * *

Name: Marie

I am enjoying waking this boy.  For some reason, I understand that he has never spoken a full statement of his intention to do something, especially not to his mother.  Even though it is I that invited him on this walk, he did not look at his mother with a question in his eyes, or hesitate.  

We walk out to the beach and dig our toes in the sand.  The waves are lapping up out of the darkness; reflected light breaks and scatters along the low surf.  I decide to undress.  I pull my tube top off, slip out of my skirt and peel down my panties.  I stand next to him and feel the night breeze on my body.  Like I said, it is unusual for anyone at Cap d'Agde to be naked at night.  Even though this is a naturist resort I feel bold standing there this way.

I reach for Michael's hand and he takes mine lightly in his.  I gently lead us down the beach toward the far end.  Our toes dig into the damp sand as we walk silently.  At the far end of the beach there are rocks.  It is not a good place for swimming.  Even during the day this is not where families and children congregate.  It is the place where swinging couples meet other couples, gay men cruise, and kinkier things take place.  The activity I have planned will be risque only in the eyes of Michael, I am sure.  Nevertheless I find myself excited, and not only on his behalf.

"Let us sit here, Mish, the rock is still warm from the day.  Look, the moon is just coming up on the horizon."

We sit there and feel the warmth of the rock and the warmth radiating from one another -- the stored heat from a day spent naked in the sun.  Gently I lay Michael down on the rock and bend my lips down to my goal.  With a quick suck of my breath inward I pull his penis into my mouth.  I hear Michael gasp.  Really, his penis is beautiful.  Tanned, long and slender, uncut.  It has a beautiful shape. I have all this visual imagery in my mind as I explore the living shape and warmth of this organ with my lips and tongue and mouth.  He gets hard quickly, of course.  I pull my lips tight along the sides and draw upwards until he is almost out of my mouth, then slowly gather the full length back into me.  His penis tickles the back of my mouth and I suck him into my throat as far as it will go.  Michael's hand finds my head and grasps a handful of my hair.  I can feel the warmth of his torso against my breast as I lean over him.  I make a humming sound in my throat and am pleased that his body stiffens with pleasure.  I pulse my cheeks and throat, grasping his penis and letting it go.  I experiment with slow undulations of my mouth, and then pulse rapidly.  From the sound of his breathing I know that I am working him up to a wonderful orgasm.  Slowing down I pull him nearly out of my mouth again, work my tongue over the exposed glans of his penis and gently rake my teeth along the length of his shaft.  

When I take Mish all the way back into my throat I know he will not last long.  His orgasm arrives like the incoming tide of strong ocean saltiness.  I open my throat and let him simply pour his fluid into me.  After the first long rush his penis thrusts over and over again, each time letting out a new jet of fluid.  I am gentle with him, knowing how tender and sensitive he will be feeling.  Slowly, slowly I withdraw my lips, letting his penis relax and release.  Gently I cup my hand around his organ and lay my body against his, my naked breasts feeling the warmth of his body.  His chest, his body, his legs, his arms -- I realize that as slender a boy as he is, that he is strong.  I wonder at this.  "Mish, you have strong muscles, what do you do?"

"Hmmm?  What?  Oh!"

I laugh inwardly to myself.  What a way to start a conversation after bringing a boy to orgasm.

"I swim."

We lie together. His climax was so intense I am feeling as if I just came myself.  We lie there in the bliss after love making.  After a while we sit up and Michael lets himself look at me unabashed for the first time.  The moon is rising and our eyes have grown accustomed to the dark. His eyes run up and down my torso, my breasts, my face, my legs.  Shyly he lifts a hand and feels the edge of my breast.

"It is okay, touch.  Anywhere you like."

His fingertips explore my body, finding my nipples, the curve of my belly, my toes.  His penis rises again, erect.  I would take him into my body, lower down this time, but I have no condoms and I know I would get pregnant if we made love tonight.  I feel my wetness as I think of what we could be doing here on this rock.

"Let's swim!" I exclaim, before I get tempted to be a fool.

We let ourselves off the rock and wander our way back to the sandy part of the beach.  We run across the long wet sand and into the quiet waves and take long strong strokes out into the bay.  The moon splashes light around our bodies.  Life is good!

• • •

Name: Michael

I wake from a dream, or am I still dreaming?  Moonlight pours in through double doors open to the breeze and the gentle sound of waves.  A few couples pass on the street below, laughing and giggling -- drunk, I think.  But, if this is France and we're at the Cap -- 

I was making love to J. She was naked and bronzed from the sun.  We were in my bed at home -- my new home, the glass palace all filled with light and reflection.  We were smiling and laughing and weaving our bodies together.  And I came long and hard inside her delicious body.

Waking, I remember this evening.  It wasn't with J, but with Marie.  It was delicious and then we swam.  But I don't want to lose the dream experience with J.  It was even more delicious.

• • •

Name: Claudine

There is a subtle change about Michael.  He is still quiet and obedient.  I saw him diving into the water at the pool.  It is the same place he has been nearly every day this summer, and he is doing the same thing.  But, something seemed different.  I suspect it is that girl.  

I whisper to my sister during our long, luxurious dinner that evening and we decide to have some fun.  It is late.  We are walking along the nearly deserted streets of the Quartier Naturiste, Jeanette on one side, myself on the other.  Michael walks with his naked body between us, the frills of our white miniskirts brushing against his tanned skin in the moonlight.  I reach out and run a long fingernail lightly along the length of his penis.  It is soft, but twitches at my touch.  It is as I suspected, Michael does not flinch at my first touch as he might have before this.

"Not hard, Mish.  Not like at home!"

I feel him blush invisibly beneath his tan.

Jeannette runs her own nail along his penis, it's length now slightly longer than before.

"Don't worry, we can solve that problem for you."

As we walk we slowly bring Michael to full erection.  He does not break step.  Papa and Sarina walk about ten paces behind us.  

"That girl, Mish, she is your new girlfriend.  What have you two been doing together."

Before he can stop himself Michael lets a small grin play upon his lips and quickly brings himself back into control. "Nothing."

"Hmm, nothing . . . "  Seeing a couple coming towards us along the esplanade I run one more finger up his dick and then Jeannette and I walk on either side to allow Michael's naked body and hard penis to be on complete display between our short sexy dresses.  

The man is well dressed in a suit.  His eyes run up my legs and catch on Michael's erection.  His companion is in a miniskirt, even shorter than my dress.  She sways on high heeled sandals with impossibly thin straps.  She leers at Jeannette and I and looking at Michael's body she licks her lips.  Then they are past us and in another moment she is speaking to Papa and Sarina, "You have a very beautiful son.  So young to have two girlfriends!"

I smile with enjoyment at having displayed him in the night this way.

* * *

Name: Sarina

Michael is learning to be around girls.  He is not so shy with his stepsisters any more.  Also, the girl named Marie came and sat with us at dinner last night.  She conversed with us in a very intelligent manner before once again taking Michael for a walk.  As I have said before, it is very important that Michael learn to be himself around girls -- a naked, nudist boy with nothing but himself and his body.  This way he will be able to play his part in our family business.  Girls can use makeup and sway their bodies and wear sexy outfits.  But boys have nothing but a naked body and a hard penis.  That is why I insist that he stay in top physical shape.  Fortunately as bored as he may be this summer he still swims every day.  

I have had to remind him that he has no condoms and cannot get this girl pregnant.  There is only one way to make sure of that, I have informed him.  No sexual intercourse.  That is not for you this summer.  You are to be a bored naked nudist boy.  For some reason he just looks at me and laughs with his eyes when I tell him this.  "It is your father's orders!"  Maybe he is like other boys after all.  They just want sex.

* * *

Name: Papa

Michael's friend Marie joined as at dinner last night.  It was so nice to have a table all gathered round with family eating and laughing and enjoying life.  Michael looks happier, I would say.  Still a bit shy, but I can tell that he and this girl are getting to know one another.  Perhaps they are already lovers!  My boy is becoming a man!!!  Well, it is about time.  If you were to know how many girls I had made love to by his age you would no doubt be surprised.  It is no secret that I have a healthy sexual appetite and I have always enjoyed it.  Sarina came to me as a woman desperate for someone strong to wrap a dream around.  I have given her a part to play as sexy woman in my company's films, and a part to play as my female companion in a very successful business life.  Michael has obviously suffered from too many years alone with his mother. I would like him to be a stronger man, but it seems he is drawn mostly to females.  Nevertheless, his body is good and he is growing into it.  It was fun to watch my daughters show him off on the esplanade the other night.

* * *

Name: Marie

I joined Michael's family at dinner last night.  They are like a mixture of the mafia and Hollywood.  His father is like some crime boss, dressed immaculately, completely in charge and yet totally relaxed.  His eyes miss nothing.  However, I think he guesses wrong that I am Michael's lover.  Or perhaps, he is not so wrong.  His mother looks at me as if I am nothing but . . . but, what?  If her son wore clothes I would say she treats me as if I am but a piece of cloth he is wearing today but will cast aside into the bushes tomorrow.  That is it, I am but the temporary clothing of her nudist son.  She is worried that Michael and I will become lovers, but as yet feels herself in total control of her son's life.  

As for what I think, I feel Michael and I are lovers, and yet I have had less physical contact with him than with any other of my boyfriends.  Every evening we go for a long walk, the fabric of my clothing brushing against his naked skin.  On the broad warm surface of the rock at the end of the beach I lie back, finally naked myself, and feel his warm body on top of me.  Sandwiched between warmth and warmth I feel alive and well.  I roll him over onto his back and suck his nipples into my mouth.  I rub my breasts down his torso and draw his quickening erection into my mouth.  Again and again I have brought him to sweet orgasm, relishing the streams of salty liquid washing down my throat.  What is it that is so magical about making him cum into my mouth?  Last night I finally came myself without any further stimulation than bringing him to climax with my lips and cheeks and tongue and throat.  

I am his lover, but he is not yet a lover of a girl.  He is still shy to do more than run his fingers lightly all along my body.  I draw his fingers into the folds of my vagina, introduce him to my clitoris, show him the opening into me, throbbing with heat and longing.  I am past my ovulation time.  I probably would not get pregnant.  But things go no further.  Still, the next day I watch him diving into the pool, sunning himself for a deeper tan, and that evening I show up again at the table and we walk out under the lights and out onto the beach under the stars.  

* * *

Name: Sarina

A terrible thing has happened.  My husband tells me I should never have threatened to put my son up for adoption, but I did it again.  Even worse, I beat Michael with my shoe and hit him in the face.

I looked down from the balcony of our hotel and saw Michael and that girl walking along on the street below.  That was nothing unusual, except that I saw that the girl was naked and she had her body wrapped around Michael and and snuggled close.  Nobody except Michael is ever naked this late in the evening at the Cap.  I knew they had just had sexual intercourse against my express orders.  I have not given him any condoms and he is not allowed to have that kind of sex.  

I ran into the street and screamed at the bitch to be gone.  I took off my high heel shoe and hit Michael over and over again with the toe, with the top of the shoe, with the pointed heel.  When the girl hesitated I hit her once with the heel and punched Michael in the face.  

My husband heard the commotion and ran down the stairs and pulled me away.  He told the girl she should go home and told Michael to go upstairs to his room. 

"That's the final straw, Michael," I screamed.  "You are a worthless boy.  I am putting you up for adoption as soon as we return to Florida.  Maybe someone else will give you a chance to be in a film!"

I saw the blood on the ground.  Maybe that will be enough to shock him into working harder.  I have done enough to make him a part of this family, but he has never accepted the new situation.  My husband is a good man. He is very successful and has provided us with a house, vacations in France, a film career for myself, training to my daughter to become a movie star.  Michael does not realize that he is being groomed to be a successful model and possible star, himself.  Swimming is not the goal, it is a way to keep him in shape.  I thought if I kept him naked this summer we would be able to take him back to Florida and my husband would be happy with his smooth, tanned body and accept him as a model for his company and his films.  But instead my son thinks only of his own selfish wants -- including this stupid girl.  My online chat room was foolish to think that I should give him condoms.  Can you imagine the trouble he would be in now if we had gone that far?  I am removing my name from all the chat rooms and forums in which I was participating.

• • •

Name: Jeannette

Michael spends every day at the pool in the morning and at the beach in the afternoon.  Papa has taken Sarina.  They are travelling in Spain.  This was part of the original plan, but I also think Papa is worried that Sarina is suffering a nervous breakdown.  After she attached Michael he made hasty plans to depart.  We have not seen anything of Marie.  A note was sent from her parents saying that her injury was not as bad as it originally appeared, that they would not be filing a lawsuit, and that she and Michael were to have no contact.  I suspect they have left Cap D'agde.  

The only thing Sarina would say to me before she left was that her online chat room friends were giving her bad advice.  "Keep her away from that bitch of a girl, Jeannette.  Do you understand.  Your father will disown Michael if he gets involved with her."

I do not think this is true.  My Papa loves nothing more than family.  If he has a weakness it is that he wants everyone to be happy.  

When I ask Michael about Marie he will say nothing about her.  "Was she your lover, Mish?  You can tell me?  Are you sad?"

Michael remains expressionless and simply says, "I'm going to the pool today.  Mother said I should be a bored, naked boy this summer."

Claudine even suggested that we disobey Sarina's orders and take Michael shopping, buy him some music or an iPod.  We even asked him if he wanted clothes.  But he shakes his head "no" to all these suggestions.  "It's okay," he replies, "I don't mind being naked, and who wants to listen to music anyway?"

* * *

Name: Michael

We left the Cap today.  My mother and "Papa" came at the last minute with a long limousine.  I didn't even know who was inside because of the dark tinted windows.  My father stepped out in a white linen shirt and Bermuda shorts.  I darted back into the apartment from the balcony where I had been standing.  Jeannette and Claudine must have been expecting him because they were carrying their fully packed bags into the hallway.  Of course, I have nothing to pack except for my toothbrush and "wonderful" French toiletries.  Papa came in the door and gave each of his daughters a big hug.

"Mish!" he exclaimed, his arms wide open, "come give Papa a hug."

I let him hold me in his embrace, which felt good in spite of my determination to remain aloof from everyone.

When we got downstairs Papa held the doors of the limo open and everyone climbed in.  The vehicle was enormous inside with plenty of seats for everyone.  A glass barrier was open and the driver was turned around.  He and Papa had a short discussion, the doors were shut and the car glided smoothly along the road and swept out of Cap d'agde.  My mother had been curled into a corner of the very back seat of the limousine when I first got into the car.  I sat toward the front between Jeannette and Claudine, watching the landscape through the tinted windows, like some dimmed dream floating past.  My life had seemed like a series of poorly conceived bad dreams, moving from one rotten apartment to another, challenging would-be bullies at every new school, keeping my head down, emotions in control and watching the lane lines under water lap after lap at swim practices.  My finest moments were on the high dive, just as my feet leaned over the edge.  In south Florida magnificent platforms were built at pools in the 1950s and '60s.  Sleek lines and modern shapes emulated the lines of modern architecture, spaceships, and aerodynamic cars.  Climbing the stairs to the first, the second, and on to the third level of platforms I could stand high above the flat landscape. The wind whipped across my nearly naked body, clad only in thin speedos tied securely to withstand the force of hitting the water.  Caught between the blue of sky and the square blue of the pool below, I would stand for a moment and then tip out of balance, let my body fall down through the controlled twists, curves and flips of my dive routine and plunge without a splash straight into the water.  It was coming back up that I dreaded, having to face people again.  I had let myself lose my balance when I walked out to the end of the beach in the night with Marie.  I'd plunged down and experienced the thrill of the dive.  But, I couldn't manage to stay that way, any more than I have ever been able to stop myself in mid-dive.  

"Mish!"  I feel wet warmth around my legs and am brought out of my reverie.  We're all still in the limo, gliding smoothly down a broad six lane highway in southern France.  I look down at my legs and see that Claudine has a damp warm towel and a razor at the ready.  She has been keeping me shaved all summer.  To tell the truth, I've enjoyed it.  She won't even let me shave my own face, but it feels so good to have her shave my back, legs and arms -- well, it really feels good when she gets to my pubic hair.  She carefully shaves all around my balls, inner thighs, everywhere.  I'm used to the swimmer look -- full body shave.  Claudine is really good at it and sometimes when she's all done and I'm aroused she gets me off.

"We can't do your whole body here in the limo," Claudine explains, "but I think you need a touch up down here."  She pats my crotch right alongside my quickly hardening penis.

"But . . . "  I can't believe she wants to do it right here.  My mother is now sitting up in the back looking determinedly straight ahead.  We have barely spoken since she attacked me a month ago.  My father is lounging on the long rear seat, across from my mother.  Although he looks completely relaxed and as if he is not paying any attention, I feel that he is completely in control of the entire vehicle, our patriarch.  Jeannette is sitting on the other side of me, idly running her fingers up and down my left leg.  I can't get more words out and Claudine goes to work.  She places the damp warm towel across my crotch to moisten the skin.  She gets out a small container, opens it and begins to swirl a brush around and around until the shaving cream froths up in a rich lathery foam.  Removing the towel she brushes the foam all around my penis, pulling the brush playfully up to the tip of my erection and daubing a bit on my exposed glans.  Jeanette giggles.  My mother looks stonily ahead as if noticing nothing.  As Claudette begins the careful task of razoring away stubble I will myself to enjoy the attention.  Jeannette and Claudine have been much kinder to me than I would have expected.  Contrary to my mother's warnings my stepsisters were not the cruel and heartless caretakers she promised me.  Finishing her work, Claudine towels away the extra lather.  She squirts moisturizer into her hand from a small bottle and applies it the full length of my penis.  She runs a nail gently along the underside of my dick, exposed now as it arcs into full erection up against my belly.  Her hand grasps me and plunges down.  I let out a small gasp and throw my head back.  I am reminding of the first time I met my stepsisters.  They jacked me off in front of my whole family while they snacked and caught up on gossip.  The situation was so awkward.  The feelings were so good, but I had no idea what my sisters were like or why they were playing with me or what my mother and Papa would be thinking.  This time is just as awkward, but for a totally different reason: my mother sulking at the other end of the limo.  To hell with her.  I'm going to let myself enjoy this.  And with that I turn my attentions completely to Claudine's ministrations, with just a tiny bit left over to feel the sensations of Jeannette's fingers as she continues to stroke my leg, edging bit by bit up my thigh.  I come with a great jet of ejaculate spewing upward and across the posh interior of the limousine.  Claudine continues to jack my dick eliciting uncontrollable yells from my throat and another round of jets of sperm from my dick.  I don't even look at my mother, but let Claudine and Jeannette cuddle me into their arms before slipping into welcome sleep.

* * *

END OF SUBMISSION FOUR / END OF BOOK ONE

MICHAEL: BOOK TWO

Part 1

• • •

Michael came down the steps prepared for school.  His backpack slung over his shoulder he came into the kitchen and sat on a stool to eat a hurried breakfast before catching the bus down the street.  The only problem was that unlike the previous start of school year, his mother had not laid out any clothes for him.  He chalked this up to their continued contentious relationship.  He had spent the summer completely naked.  In fact, with the exception of the flight home, he'd been naked since he'd arrived at Cap d'agde in France at the beginning of summer.  Somehow they had even managed to keep him naked on the train ride from Marseilles to Paris, transferring from private limousine into a first class train compartment.  Since arriving back home in Florida he hadn't been off the property even once.

"Michael," called his mother from her plant-filled 'conservatory.'  "Please come here.  I must speak with you."

"Alright mother," replied Michael, padding barefoot and naked into the adjacent room.  "It's time for school and you didn't put my uniform out."

"Don't you remember last fall," his mother said in an altogether unsympathetic voice. "What will you do when you can't cover up all the time with those long pants, darks socks, belt . . ."

"But it's my school uniform, mother," answered Michael automatically, wondering why they were having this conversation yet again. "It's the rules."

To himself he wondered why she even bothered.  He hadn't worn anything at all for months, not even the smallest of water polo or racing swim suits.  He was completely naked, all the time, and he was sure she would make him strip as soon as he returned home from school.

"Your father has informed me . . . "

Michael threw his head back in exasperation.  His mother always invoked these edicts that supposedly came from his stepfather.  He still couldn't completely discount that the orders came from Papa, but his experiences over the summer were leading him more and more to the belief that his mother couched her own wishes in the form of demands supposedly handed down from her husband.

"Your father has informed me that you are to be completely naked at all times.  I have struggled with the school but they remain completely intransigent on this subject.  We are major donors and it is a private school.  You would think they would see sense and allow for one naked student on the premises.  I even offered the compromise of having you attend classes in your nice new nylon bikini-style swimsuit.  After all, it is considered modest enough for public sports meets."

Michael stood behind his mother waiting for her to get to the point.  There was always a point.  Sarina picked up her gold Cartier pen and made a notation in her schedule book.  

"I have to get to my hair appointment, Michael, so please don't delay me like this.  I really don't have the time to go into this right now."

Michael rolled his eyes.  He was about to turn around and go back upstairs to his room when his mother spoke again. "I have arranged for you to be home schooled.  That way you can stay naked."

"But, what about swimming?"  Michael immediately regretted the outburst.  It had simply exploded out of him, but he wished he hadn't betrayed to his mother that one thing still mattered to him.

"I am working that out with the coach. I do agree that swimming is excellent for keeping you in shape. If they will not allow you to swim in the nude -- which I am sure they will -- then you will simply have to wear the white Aussiebum I ordered for you.  It says it is shear when wet, so it is almost like nothing.  The website says that the loose style has no spandex and is very light.  I am not a boy, but I imagine it feels almost like you are completely bare since it doesn't squeeze tight around your genitals."

Realizing he wasn't going to school today, Michael turned on the ball of his foot and made to leave the room.

"Michael!"

"Yes, mother."

"I will be posting a daily schedule for you in the kitchen.  You will not simply waste your time.  Your homeschooling includes some activities that will help you build a career, enhance your body, and meet new people.  Also, it is high time that you be an asset to your family, by which I mean that you will be contributing to the family business.  You know how strongly I feel about that subject.  Your father has built a very successful business empire and we are very fortunate to be able to participate in that.  I think you have spent a very leisurely childhood, but henceforth I expect you to earn your keep.  The schedule is posted in the kitchen.  If you have any questions you may ask them when I return from my appointment."

Sarina's heels clicked across the sparkling marble floors and the glass door to the house clicked shut.  Michael stood in front of the glass-fronted chrome-framed 'communications center' his mother maintained in the kitchen.  Michael spared 15 seconds to be annoyed at the relentless modern design sensibility of this house.  It was beautiful, no doubt -- and Michael certainly appreciated the pool -- but he remembered living in far too many squalid, mold-infested south Florida dwellings to go along with his mother's attitude that she couldn't possibly live without high end design.  

Printed out and posted behind the glass was a single sheet of paper with the heading "Michael"

9 am - 1 pm     Accompany Papa 

2 pm - 3 pm    Swim Practice

Michael was mystified.  He recognized swim practice, but he had never accompanied Papa anywhere.  Well, if he wasn't going to school he might as well swim. He went to the pool and sliced into the water.  He emerged on the other side of the pool and pulled himself up the edge in one sweeping motion.  Water sluiced off his body, still tanned dark from his naked summer in southern France.

"Michael, has your mother informed you?"

"Um, I am going with you somewhere?" Michael wasn't sure which part of his mother's 'orders' Papa was asking about.

"So wonderful.  You get to come to work with me every day.  You have no more school!"

"Really!!?"  Michael wasn't sure if this was good news or bad news.  True, he had no friends at school.  Mother seemed to think he would still be on the swim team.  But, wasn't he supposed to be learning something at school?  How would he ever get a job when he grew up?  Instead of voicing these doubts he asked, "Okay, so should I be getting ready to go or something?  Mom didn't put out any clothes for me."

"Non, non!  C'est bien. You are perfect.  I'm just getting a few items and we can go."  

Michael stood in the glass foyer of the house.  The south Florida sun was already strong even at 9 o'clock.  It poured through the blue and green triangular glass panels, glinted off the water of the indoor swimming pool and bounced and reflected the glimmer of waves across the marble floor and Michael's tanned nude form.  "Oh, it will be so perfect.  You are perfect, my son," enthused Papa, walking back towards him.  His stepfather was dressed in a gleaming white three piece suit with expensive white snakeskin shoes and a straw panama hat on his head.  If he had gotten anything from his home office Michael could see no evidence of it.  His father rarely, if ever, carried anything with him in his hands, as if it were too servile a thing to be caught carrying a briefcase, computer or portfolio.  Without even looking over his shoulder Papa swept past him, opened the door and ordered, "Mish, come."

I guess I'm going naked, realized Michael and dashed to catch up.  

***

His father pulled his white Porsche up to the front entry of a large curved glass building set back from the highway among topiary trees and retention ponds sporting fountains of water.  For a brief moment the heat hit Michael's body and then they entered the blast of air conditioning through double glass doors.  Michael caught a glimpse of a valet pulling the car away from the entrance drive.  Inside light poured down through an enormous skylight.  A round reception desk was staffed by several young people who could have been fashion models.  Several people passing through the lobby greeted Papa who nodded and smiled warmly.  Nobody seemed at all surprised to see a tanned teenager in the lobby completely naked.  

"Our company," said Papa simply, an undertone of pride in his voice.

Michael tried to look around as his father walked purposefully down a long corridor.  Lights shone next to each door.  Some red, some green.  Papa opened a door where the light shone green and waited for Michael.  The entire room, floors, walls, ceiling, were an odd shade of green.  Wires looped across the floor, there were a few tripods, stands with lights, and photo umbrellas.  While Michael looked around to get his bearings a man of about his father's age strode over and began adjusting the tripods.  Without preamble he started stating orders.  His voice was quiet, gentle even, but there was no mistake that he was used to being obeyed immediately. Like my father, thought Michael, and in spite of himself grinned. He'd actually thought of Papa as father for a moment!  With a wry smile he started listening to the man's words.  To his shock he realized the orders were for him.

"He knows English, doesn't he," the man asked Papa.

"One moment, Bruno. He'll be fine.  He's just never done this before.  Michael, this is Bruno, our chief photographer.  Just follow his suggestions and he'll be taking some photos this morning.  When you're done I'll meet you in the lobby where we came in."  Papa walked to the door, calling over his shoulder,  "Good luck, Bruno.  You're perfect Michael, just perfect!"  With that he stepped out of the door, flicked the switch to turn the light outside red and was gone.

Bruno gave instructions in a quiet but imperative voice.  His directions were very precise, and when Michael did not understand he walked over and carefully placed each of the boy's arms and legs into position.  He carried a remote control and Michael began to realize that the cameras were so quiet he was never sure when a photo had been taken.  Seeing his confusion Bruno explained.  "Digital cameras are completely silent. Not like the old days. There is no sound of a shutter opening and closing.  The cheap cameras, they have added an artificial sound so people will know they just snapped a photo."  He laughed quietly and continued working.

Michael could make no sense of the photo session.  Bruno had him stand looking over his shoulder, stand with his legs apart looking at the far wall, squat down with his head looking up, put his hands behind his back, on his hips, in the air.  The poses went on and on.  Bruno would instruct him, adjust if necessary and move on.  Nothing was labored over.  Every twenty minutes or so Bruno would give Michael a big glass of water and tell him to drink it down.  Then he would spritz something on his arms or body, or mess up his hair, or make some other adjustment.  

"What is this stuff, Bruno," Michael asked after a particularly thorough spritzing.  The liquid quivered on his skin in little droplets, but unlike water it did not run off his skin.

"Mineral oil," Bruno answered.

After another break Bruno streaked something into Michael's hair and then took him to a corner and turned on a large fan for a moment.  "Don't touch it," he warned as Michael reached up to put his hair back in place.

It seemed like only an hour, an hour and a half at most, when Bruno turned off the bright lights and began putting his cameras away.  "You can shower through that door there, Michael.  That was a very good first session." 

Michael opened the door Bruno had indicated and found himself in a large open room, fully tiled and with several shower nozzles, two toilets, a urinal and three sinks. He turned on the shower and let the warm water cascade over his body.  He realized that he really needed to pee and let himself release the urine with the water.  He noticed that the mineral oil and whatever else Bruno had sprayed on him wasn't coming off easily.  Looking around he found a large container of body wash and applied it liberally until he felt his skin return to normal.

When he finished showering Bruno was nowhere to be found.  The large photo room was empty.  Remembering Papa's instructions he left the room and wandered down the corridor in the direction he thought led to the lobby.  A couple of young women lavishly made up and very skimpily clad gave him pearly white smiles.  A tall man with a tan almost as good as Michael's but dressed in a polo shirt and linen pants smiled at him, too.  

Michael reached the lobby.  One of the receptionists--models, really, thought Michael--smiled at him. "Your father will be right out.  Do you want anything to drink while you wait.  We have coke, sprite, lemonade and bottled water."  Michael accepted a bottle of cold water.  He was surprised how natural everyone was with his nudity.  It was almost as if they didn't notice.  Even in Cap d'agde people seemed to have an idea that they were at the Quartier Naturisme and that nudity was something novel, maybe even risqué.  He'd never really put much thought into this "company" that his Papa ran and that his mother made so much of.  What kind of company was it, he wondered?  

At that moment Papa strode into the lobby, wished the receptionists "good day" and with his arm around Michael walked him toward the doors.  "You must be starving after that photo session.  Let's go home and have some lunch."   

For three days Papa took him to work each morning.  Bruno continued to work with him on the endless poses.  In the afternoon Michael swam in the pool, and at the insistence of his mother lay out in the sun. 

"You cannot lose your beautiful tan, Michael.  We took you all the way to France to get that tan!"

Papa was in a great mood that was infectious enough even to draw Michael's mother into smiles and his sister into a semblance of friendliness.  On the fourth morning Michael was waiting to leave with his father as usual.

"I have surprise to show you, Mish.  Want to see some photos!"

Michael was surprised.  He knew he'd been going to a photoshoot every morning, but who would want to look at photos of anyone taken in that strange green room?

Papa walked back to his office and gestured for Michael to follow.  Like everything in this house, the room was immaculate.  There was not a stray paper in sight.  Papa flicked a switch and a photo shone out from one of several digital frames mounted on the wall.  It was Michael on the beach.

"Oh, I thought you were showing me photos from this week.  That's me on the beach in France."

"Yes, I meant it as a joke.  How about this one."  It was Michael diving into the pool at home.  Papa clicked his remote and a third photo came up.  It was Michael walking down the stairs at home.  Bars of light and shadow played across his body.  It was an excellent photo.  Michael's smooth tanned skin glowed warmth in contrast to the cool blues of the glass behind him.  Rich hued shadows showed off the contours of his body, playing across his arms, chest, shoulders, legs.  Michael stared at it mesmerized.  

"You took this photo, Papa?  You are a good photographer!"

"No, I can only photograph what is there.  Now Bruno . . . "  Papa flicked the remote again and a the screen changed to a photo of Michael on the beach. He was kneeling down but looking over his shoulder.  Waves lapped a little distance away.  But, what was he looking at?  There, in the dunes, was that a man peering across and catching Michael's eye?

Michael was confused. "But, Papa.  This -- I mean -- there are no dunes like this where we were in France.  I was never at this place.  And who is that man?  How did you get this photo."

Papa smiled. "I told you, I can only photograph what is in front of me.  Now, Bruno, he is amazing."  Papa flicked through more photos.  Michael with legs wide looking out across the water while he surfed into shore. Michael looking over his shoulder at a handsome older man.  Michael, his skin dappled with water droplets stepping out from the ocean.  "These are all photos from this week, Michael.  I am very pleased with your first photo shoot.  I told you that you were perfect."

"But, how?"

"The studio is called a green screen.  Everything in the photo that particular shade of green can be replaced with another photo.  Bruno knows just how to position you so that you will fit perfectly into some photo he has in his own mind's eye.  I'll leave the photos in this digital frame for a while.  You can take a look at them again if you like.  Now," he continued, "your mother needs you today.  So I cannot take you with me for another photo shoot until tomorrow.  Please be nice to your mother -- she is feeling badly that the two of you have not been getting along."

Michael doubted this, but he promised to do his best.  

"Michael."  His mother waited only three minutes after her husband's departure to summon her son.  He padded into the room and stood dutifully behind her. It was his longtime practice to avoid her direct examination as much as possible.  

"Come around here.  Let me see you," she commanded.  Reluctantly he walked around the small love seat and stood in front of his mother.  "You still have a nice tan from the summer.  You must take care to keep it this way by getting enough sun every day.  The swimming practice is also excellent for your health and keeping your muscles toned and your body lean.  You must practice at least two hours each day here at home.  I have arranged with the swimming coach for you to continue on the team.  They will start practice next week for two hours each day after school.  I will drop you off and pick you up.  Even though it is a lot of work on my part to fit this into my schedule it is worth the effort to make sure you remain a healthy boy."

Michael felt no need to respond to any of this information, so he remained standing for his mother's inspection.

"The coach was unable to agree to my request that the team be nude at swim meets.  He says that is not within his realm of decision making.  However, after I offered a complete new set of racing suits for the team and a substantial contribution to improve the locker rooms and buy new equipment he has decided that all boys' swim practices will be clothing optional.  Of course for you, Michael, clothes are not an option.  You will practice in the nude.  For swim meets and exhibitions you will have to wear one of the new team suits, I am sorry to say."

With a great force of will Michael managed to keep his face neutral in the face of this announcement.  If he did have any friends in this world, they were his fellow swim team members.  He doubted very much any of the others would take up the "option" to swim naked.  He just hoped he wouldn't have to put up with too much opposition to his mother's plan that he be naked in the pool every day in the company of all his team mates. At least they were swimmers, he thought.  Of all the athletes, swimmers were the ones most used to dealing with one another's bodies.  The suits were skimpy in the first place. They were required to take showers before practice and most showered afterwards to get the chlorine out of their hair.  With the exception of one or two boys they all showered naked, which he knew was increasingly an anomaly among high school boys.  Then there was the whole shaving aspect of swimming.  Add it all up and as far as the rest of the world was concerned it was all very "gay" -- cognizant of the potential for joshing from the outside world, the swimmers tended to bond together and stick to milder forms of teasing.

"That is all for the announcements, Michael.  Now, my friends will be here for tea in an hour.  I expect you to be as fully hard as possible and ready to serve everyone.  No smart talk or sassy attitude from you!"  What's that about, thought Michael.  Since when have I ever sassed any of her friends -- not that it wouldn't be easy to do!  "I brought back a new tube of gel from France this summer.  Please apply it and I hope it works better than that last batch.  It barely kept you half erect for an hour!"

Sarina picked up her Cartier pen and began making notations in her appointment book.  After a few minutes she looked up.  "You may go and prepare yourself now."

Michael took the tube of gel and walked up the stairs to his room.  He stood looking out over the blue ripples catching the light in the pool below.  

Right.  Get hard for the ladies.  Okay.  And he began rubbing the gel directly into the skin of his penis.  When his stepsisters had first introduced the gel, it hadn't seemed to matter where they applied it.  Even eight or ten inches away from his pubic area it had appeared to work miracles, as it were.  Maybe it wasn't just the gel.  Michael shrugged and got along with business.  He was tempted to bring himself off and shoot all over the floor, but he knew his erection wasn't likely to last if he did that, so with an extra bit of self-control he stopped in time.

He heard the door open downstairs and padded down the cool marble steps.  This time he looked at the bars of light and shadow as he walked down.  Until he had seen his Papa's photograph he'd never paid attention.  Now he watched as the shadows moved sinuously across the curves of his body as he took each step.  He walked as if in slow motion, watching the movement of the shadows.

"Michael, what's taking you so long?" his mother called up to him.

He jerked himself into normal time and sprinted the rest of the way down.  

"It's naked boy!"  His mother's friend had brought her daughter again, J.  "I didn't know if you'd be here!"

Remembering his dream over the summer, Michael blushed, hoping his dark tan would make it less obvious.  He felt his dick harden, and hoped she would think it was . . . well, that didn't make any sense.  Why would anyone think his dick was hard because of some exotic French gel they had never heard of.  His dick was hard and there was nothing he could do about that.

"Hello, J," he said in as close to a normal voice as he could muster. "It's nice to see you again."

"Michael, why don't you go get things ready," ordered his mother. "The rest of the ladies will be here momentarily."

Michael turned and started obediently off towards the kitchen.  J followed behind.

"I'm sorry if I offended you by calling you 'Naked Boy," J said when they were in the kitchen.  Michael arranged cups and saucers, sugar container and lemon slices on a silver tray. "That first day I came here, I was dreading sitting through another one of my mom's insufferable gossip sessions.  I didn't expect to see a naked boy -- and especially one as cute and sweet as you turned out to be."

Michael blushed furiously and grasped the tea tray and held himself as still as possible while he felt the blood rush into his penis.

"Anyway," J went on -- he couldn't tell if she noticed the blush, or the erection -- "of course your name is Michael, and I, well . . . what do you want me to call you, because I really want to be friends."

Michael held still for a minute longer, took a deep breath and managed to speak. "Naked boy is okay, if that's what you want to call me.  But, except for my mother, my family calls me Mish -- it's pronounced Meesh -- it's short for Michelle -- the French pronunciation of my name.  Well, my sister calls me Michael, but I think that's mostly because she hates me."

"Well, I definitely won't call you Michael, then!  Mish, that's good."

"Or 'naked boy' -- after all, that seems to be what I am anymore."

"Did you really go to France all summer? Did they keep you naked the whole time like they said?"

"Oh yes, except for the airplane ride there and the airplane ride back.  They even kept me naked on a train!"

"Well, you certainly have the tan to show for it.  You look really great."  J cast her eyes down, whether out of shyness or to check out the tan on his dick, Michael wasn't sure.  He was learning that girls can be very forward when they want to be.

Michael served the ladies tea, sweets, English style biscuits, and tiny petit fours that Sarina had brought back from Paris.  He ignored the chit chat and gossip, endured the remarks about how much he had grown, his mother's invitations to tweak his erection so they could see for themselves, the admiration of his tan and the admiration of Sarina for daring to force her son to be naked -- something the rest of them had never had the guts to do.  Between trips around the room he retreated to the kitchen to restock the tray, make more tea and retain his sanity.  He was secretly happy that J followed him back into the kitchen each time.  She didn't try to get him to talk and accepted that he had to keep his mother happy by not staying back in the kitchen for too long.  Michael was relieved to find that J could relate to him non-verbally.  It was something he was used to with his swim teammates and it fit with his introverted personality.  He was nervous enough as it was.

"I don't really know many girls," he ventured to tell J.  "Actually, I don't really have any friends, unless you call swimming in the next lane on the team having a friend."

J laughed.  "You are funny, Mish!  But don't worry.  I don't have many friends, either, so I can understand."

J tagged along with her mother the next three times that Sarina had teatime.  Then she broached a subject with Michael.  "If this is a bad idea, just tell me.  I don't want to intrude on your space.  But, you see, my mom is hardly ever home.  And when she's not there our housekeeper Delores is supposed to be 'watching' me.  All she really does is watch cable TV, stuff herself with food out of our pantry and gossip with her friends on the phone.  It's insufferably boring; really, it would be ten times better if I were home alone.  But my mother doesn't trust me.  I'm thinking she would let me come here when you get off swim practice.  I could hang out for a couple of hours and then go home when my mom gets there.  But," J hastened to add, again, "if this makes you uncomfortable it is quite alright.  I don't HAVE to have another place to stay."

Michael was stunned.  Was J saying that she WANTED to be around him more?

"Um, yeah, sure, that would be fine," Michael stuttered.  "Actually, that would be great."  He allowed himself a grin and then looked more solemn.  "I'm not sure if my mother will agree."

"I'll talk to my mother first, okay?" suggested J. "If she agrees then I'm sure she'll get your mother on board."

"It's worth a try."

"Don't be so glum; I'm sitting at home alone, bored.  So are you.  Our mothers are friends.  Let's make it work!"

"Yeah, I get it.  It's just that I've never actually had a friend visit me at home, ever.  I mean, except you."

"Exactly!"

"Michael, fresh cups of tea for everyone." His mother's voice spoke sweetly from the other room, but he knew he'd be in big trouble if he didn't show up instantly.

* * *

END OF BOOK TWO, PART 1

Part 2

* * *

Michael walked among the guests who thronged outdoors in front of the house and inside in the expansive lobby and around the indoor pool.  He carried the silver tray carefully and offered people drinks and crudites.  The expansive drive inside the gated front of the property was lit with flaming torches and spotlights aimed to illuminate the palms, jasmine and palmetto plants.  The party was being thrown for what Papa called his "business associates" and they were dressed to the "T" Miami style.  Low cut evening dresses, miniskirts, stiletto heels and strappy sandals adorned the ladies, who also sported large and flashy jewelry of both the imitation and quite genuine variety.  The men wore white shirts, usually open to reveal tanned chests, black, white or natural linen jackets, and well-tailored pleated long trousers flowing in linen, silk or rayon.  Fashionable leather and snakeskin shoes on the feet; the occasional bit of jewelry flashed from cufflinks, earrings, or neckwear.  Michael, of course, was well-tanned and nude.  

J had been recruited to assist as well.  She, too, carried a tray of drink and refreshment among the guests.  She wore a short black dress, silver earrings and high heeled sandals. Michael was pretty sure the outfit had been decreed by his mother--maybe even purchased by her as well.  Meeting up in the kitchen to refill their trays J and Michael took a moment to listen to the loud din of nearly 200 people talking and laughing at once.  This was the second large party that Papa and Sarina had thrown this fall.  Michael recognized some of the people from his photo sessions at his father's company.  His sister informed him that some of them were "very important people" in the fashion, film and modeling world.  J smiled at Michael, and hoisting their full trays they headed back into the fray.

So far "homeschooling" had kept Michael busy.  He had to admit that the last two months had not turned out as badly as he had dreaded when returning from France.  The first day that J came over after school his mother was just bringing him home from swim practice.  She punched in the security code for the gate, and pulled the car into the wide drive in front of their glass mansion.  J's mother, Irene, pulled her car in right after theirs and the gate slid silently closed.  Michael got out of the car, naked of course.  J and her mother followed them into the house.  

"Did you just come from practice?" asked J.

"Yeah."

"You're naked for that, too?"

"Oh. Yeah, that's right.  Maybe you didn't hear.  The coach caved in to my mother's bribe and now swim practice is clothing optional.  Optional for everyone else, naked for me," he added sardonically.

"Excuse me," interrupted his mother.  "I did not BRIBE your coach, Michael. I spoke with him at great length until he understood how very important it was that you be allowed to swim without a suit.  He said that the only way to allow you to swim naked was to offer that option to everyone else as well."

Michael rolled his eyes.  "Yes, of course, mother. She also donated several thousand dollars worth of equipment to the school athletics department," he told J, "but I'm sure that was primarily to make sure that their top notch teams continue to have the best to work with."

Sarina gave him a look and invited her friend Irene to have a coffee in the conservatory.  "Michael, if you'll be a dear and make us each an espresso."

In truth, Michael had been surprised at how swim practices had evolved.  He was mortified when his mother had informed him that she had prevailed upon the coach. He imagined himself once again being the only naked boy among the clothed -- even if the clothing in this case was the skimpiest of bathing suits.  Perhaps it was because one of their number was already going to swim naked, Michael having broken the barrier to nudity, as it were.  Within two weeks, 11 out of the 33 boys on the team were attending practice without bathing suits.  Each week a couple more boys decided to give it a try.  If you've ever gone swimming in the nude, you'll know that it is very hard to go back to wearing a suit again.  It is just too delicious a feeling.  Rumors circulated around the school that the boys' swim team was swimming naked, that they were all flaming fags, that they had orgies in the locker room, and that even more scandalous happenings took place outside of school.  But, being one of the most successful teams in the school with a case full of trophies, the boys let the remarks slide.  The coach kept things on an even keel by running rigorous practice sessions, keeping the boys focused on their upcoming meets, and letting slip a few choice remarks about how the girls in school would give anything if only they could spy on the naked boys. "Every boy in school envies the attention you get," said the coach. "They would all join up, if only they could swim!" 

The big shock came during the first meet when the new bathing suits donated by Michael's mother were distributed in the locker room.  The boys donned the suits and admired the new cut and the smart look.  The suits were nylon with no spandex of any kind.  The bikini cut was brief, with only 1 inch sides, but offered complete coverage in front and back.  When the drawstrings were done up they fit well.  The suits were bright white with the school colors in diagonal green and purple stripes on the left side.  It was after the boys in the first heat pulled themselves out of the water that a gasp went up from those in the stands.  The white nylon was almost entirely sheer when wet.  The boys might almost have been naked!  However, the suits met district regulations and the coach was disinclined to rub a major donor to the school the wrong way.  Naked boys in practice and nearly naked boys at competitions would simply have to work.  As word got out, the number of people in the stands at swim meets began to increase, breaking district records by the end of the season.

J began to hang out at Michael's house on a regular basis. The agreement was that she could be dropped off or get a ride and stay until her mother was available to pick her up.  She and Michael had to promise to do homework first, before doing anything else.  Michael was taking courses through Florida Virtual School online and the math, science and english curriculum was nearly identical to what J was taking in school.  She and Michael were also supposed to prepare dinner on the days that she was visiting.  Sometimes it was only the two of them eating; other times everyone was at the table, including Papa, Sarina and Michael's sister.  Michael's sister continued her haughty manner and maintained a distinct distance from Michael and J, dropping remarks about her busy "filming schedule" and "upcoming movies" and how she was "co-starring" with famous actors.  At first J was intrigued, but was surprised to hear that Michael had never seen a single film featuring his sister, didn't know the name of any of the movies, and had never to his knowledge met any of the supposedly famous actors.  

J also agreed to help Sarina out with any tasks around the house that would make it easier to have one extra person there most days of the week.  It was through this latter agreement that J had been recruited to help serve at the two big shindigs.  No doubt she would have been happy to help serve, anyway.  She liked Michael's company, and the parties turned out to be fun, even if her feet did hurt after hours of carrying a tray while tottering around on the high heels Sarina insisted she wear.

The remainder of Michael's time was spent on physical fitness and modeling.  Papa took him into work three or four days each week.  The sessions were similar to the first, but with constant subtle changes and additions.  Michael had gotten used to working with Bruno and could put himself into the hundreds of standard poses with just the barest of indications from the photographer.  He was no longer surprised when Bruno or an assistant would spray him with something, muss his hair, blow it, comb it, or style it.  He'd had his body sprayed with wet sand, smeared with mud, adorned with fake tattoos, body painted, and had fake piercings applied with make-up or stick-on items.  Most recently he'd done a tandem shoot with another model, a stunningly attractive young man a few years older than himself.  The shoot had started with Michael naked, as usual, and the older teen dressed in leather.  The boy had changed into a multitude of outfits, then posed with Michael while wearing a bathing suit and finally the two of them had both posed nude together.  In some shots they seemed posed as if unaware of one another's presence.  In others they stared at one another as if adversaries.  For the bathing suit and nude shots Bruno had them in more intimate poses, as if the older teen were seducing Michael.  In the last set they held each other and finally kissed as if lovers.  Bruno seemed quite pleased that Michael showed no hesitation or aversion to taking part in this type of photography.  For his part, Michael was used to obeying orders.  He found the photography easy-going and it got him out of the house and away from his mother's constant analysis, examination, and critique; and her never-ending litany of orders and decrees, which she still insisted all emanated from his stepfather.

The digital frame on the wall at home was filled with hundreds of edited photos of Michael, the green room replaced with all manner of settings from beaches to exotic Eastern temples.  It never occurred to Michael to wonder the purpose of the photos or how they fit in with his father's financially successful company.

Late in the fall Papa informed that they would be hosting a third and final party of the season.  "This will be the grand finale," he announced at dinner. "I need everyone's help to make it a great success. This will be a more intimate affair.  Only the closest of our business associates and colleagues will be attending.  Over 300 different guests have accepted our invitation and attended the last two parties.  Some of the same people and some new ones have been invited to this party and I expect about 150 guests."  He looked around the table. "Can I count on each one of you to do whatever is needed to assist with this party?  We will have caterers prepare the food in advance and have it set up in stations in the kitchen.  We will have tents and pavilions erected in advance, as well.  However, we will need many servers and kitchen coordinators."  He looked around the table.  Michael, his sister and J all nodded.  Why wouldn't they help, they wondered?  

On the day of the party Irene dropped J off at the house.  Small, square white and blue tents, like beach cabanas, lined one side of the drive.  Two long tables were set up near the gate decorated with white bunting and white and blue balloons.  Torches dotted the entire outdoor area, waiting to be lit at dusk.  

"I can't stay long, J," Irene informed her, "but I want to come in and check with Sarina and make sure everything is alright before I leave.  She tells me the party is running very late, but that you can spend the night.  I'm sure you won't want to wake up too early.  I have errands to run tomorrow and I can't wait forever to start them.  Why don't you be up and ready to go at around 10:30 tomorrow morning?"

"Okay, mom.  I'm sure I'm fine if you need to go now."

"I'll just check in with Sarina, first."  The two headed toward the house.  Sarina met them just inside the door.  Afternoon light filtered through the blue-green glass and cast shadows across the gleaming marble floors.  To the left the pool cast bright reflections upward onto the glass panels.  The entire foyer glimmered with complex patterns of sunlight, shadow and reflected light.  

"Good afternoon, J," enthused Sarina.  "I'm so glad you were able to come.  I so much appreciate your help for this party.  It is really an adventure for us to host this gala and I want it to be perfect."  J had never seen Sarina so enthusiastic, let alone voice direct appreciation.  

"No problem," J demured.

"I did mention," Sarina continued, speaking now directly to Irene, "that I need her naked.  I have my beauticians James and Sylvie upstairs ready to get her prepared.  If she could just undress now I'll take her upstairs and Sylvie can begin work.  You know, manicure, pedicure, body shave, lotions, hair styling -- the works!"

"Not a problem, Sarina.  You heard her, J.  Take off your clothes and let me have them." Turning to Sarina she went on, "I was just telling J that I'll be picking her up in the morning around 10:30.  I hope it's no problem for her to spend the night."

"Not at all, not at all.  The party will go on until quite late.  I'm sure you'll be long asleep by then.  Besides, J will enjoy sleeping over."  Sarina's eyes twinkled.

"Come on," urged J's mother, "I need to get going.  Strip off and I'll be on my way."

"But mom . . . " protested J.

"There's no need to be modest," insisted Sarina. "Sylvie works on all the models at the company.  She is quite professional.  She'll be doing my beauty treatments right after yours." 

"Okay, but . . . alright."  Not wanting to appear obstructionist J began removing her clothes, starting first with her blouse.  She slipped out of her sandals and wriggled out of her capris.  She unsnapped and removed her bra, and then with a great effort at appearing relaxed she slid her panties down her legs and stepped out of them.  Sarina didn't bat an eye.  J definitely felt the pressure to act just as normally.  Her mother quickly folded the clothes into a small pile, placed the sandals on the top and said good-bye.  "Remember, you're to do whatever Sarina asks, okay?  Have a good time sweetie."

"Bye mom."

Sarina took J's arm and walked her up the marble steps.  Upstairs J gasped as she caught a glimpse of Michael lying flat on his back on the bed in his room.  A slim young man with dark curly hair held his penis straight up in the air, holding the tip of the foreskin between thumb and index finger.  In his other hand he was sweeping a razor upwards the full length of the penis.  As they passed by Michael looked over and J momentarily caught sight of his eyes grow wide.  It was the first time he had ever seen her naked.

"That's James," observed Sarina, gripping J's arm and continuing down the hallway.  "You're in here with Sylvie."  She directed her into another room. In the center was a low bed with a clean white sheet.  "Sylvie will be right in. I'm going downstairs to check with the caterers."

A compactly built young woman with short black hair stepped into the room as soon as Sarina had left.  "Hello, you must be J.  I'm Sylvie."  J couldn't quite place the accent.  It seemed Hispanic, but wasn't the usual Cuban variety common in Miami.  "I'm going to get you all ready -- I can't say beautiful because you are already beautiful!"  J blushed slightly.  Over the next hour J had every inch of her body worked over.  After applying a moisturizing lotion to her whole body Sylvie pulled out a razor.  J quickly realized that she was going to have a complete body hair removal.  Sylvie removed the stubble from J's own attempts to shave her underarms and legs.  Then she began shaving broad stretches of skin on her back.  

"Turn over, please, J.  I will continue working on your front."  

J rolled over.  She was feeling awkward being nude and being up so close to another person.  She flashed back to the image of Michael, his penis being held taut while James shaved him.  She felt herself getting wet at the thought, making her feel even more embarrassed at being examined so closely by Sylvie.  She had enjoyed Michael's nudity from the first time she had first seen him as "naked boy."  She'd become so accustomed to seeing him naked, especially in these past two months of coming over 3 or 4 times per week.  She couldn't even imagine what he might look like in clothes.  She realized she'd never thought about it from his perspective.  What must it have felt like when his mother first decided that he had to be naked all the time? What was it like in France when he was naked in front of thousands of people he didn't even know?  What about swim team?  Did they shave one another?  What was that like?  At the thought of the boys doing this intimate job to one another she got even wetter.  Her body jolted at the touch of something to her outer labia.  Jerking her head up she saw Sylvie with what looked like some type of scissors.  

"What are you doing?" she barked.

"Please relax, J.  I almost stabbed you with the clippers!"

"But, why do you need to do that?"

"I'm shaving all your hair, just as Sarina instructed.  You'll look so nice, you'll see.  Plus, it feels really good."  Sylvie gyrated her own hips, as if feeling her own smooth pubic area underneath her dress.

"Um, I've never been touched there by anyone before.  It's a sort of embarrassing experience."  J tried to explain herself.

"No problem.  I've shaved many women -- boys and men, too -- you can relax.  I won't let the clippers or razor slip."

That wasn't exactly my concern, thought J, but now I have something new to worry about.

Sylvie continued with obvious expertise, removing the thatch of pubic hair with the clippers and then moving in with soapy lather and a sharp razor and leaving silky smooth skin behind.

"Here, feel how good it feels."  Sylvie drew J's hand down to touch herself.  Reluctantly J ran her hand across her newly shaven vagina.  It did feel awfully good, she had to admit!

Sylvie gave J a hair styling trim, a quick manicure and pedicure and finished off with a quick rub down.  "This is an invigorating massage.  The oils in this lotion will help you feel energetic and slightly aroused all evening."  Before she knew what was happening Sylvie had rubbed the lotion into every inch of her skin, including the full area between her legs.

J sat up.  Her skin was tingling pleasantly from head to toe.  

At that moment Sarina stepped into the room.  "Perfect timing.  You look lovely, J.  If you'll just come with me, I have a task that I think you'll enjoy very much."

"But, I'm not dressed."

"And you have no need to be.  Sylvie, I'll be right back for my treatments.  I think the other girls got taken care of at the studio downtown."

"Yes, ma'am.  Whenever you're ready."

Sarina once again took J by the hand and propelled her down the hall. This time they walked right into Michael's bedroom.  He was lying face down on the bed and James was vigorously rubbing lotion into his skin.  J recognized the smell.  It was the same tingling lotion Sylvie had just finished applying to her skin.  J thought to cover herself, but Sarina drew her directly to the side of the room where it looked like medical equipment was laid out on a small table.  Besides, no one seemed to be paying the least attention to her nudity.  Standing at the table J noted that there was a syringe, a bottle of fluid, various wipes and a large box with a red cross on it.  

"We'll be giving Michael a shot and I thought you'd think it fun to try your hand at it."  Sarina looked directly at her and beamed.

Why would she think this was fun, wondered J.

Sarina proceeded to unwrap the syringe from its sanitary plastic wrappings, and holding the bottle of fluid up, she inserted the needle and carefully filled the syringe, looking carefully at the calibrations printed along the barrel.  With the needle pointing upwards she carefully pushed the plunger in until there was no air left in the syringe.  She walked over to where Michael lay on the bed.  James stepped aside and J joined the two of them.  

"Michael, please hold still.  I am giving you a shot on your backside and I don't want to hurt you more than necessary."  Sarina spoke in the usual commanding tones she used with Michael day in and day out.  She reached out and gave her son's rump a small slap, and then using her manicured nail drew a large x across the right buttock.  "J, I want you to plunge the needle directly into the center of the x.  This is the liquid form of Viagra.  It goes directly into the bloodstream which allows for a quick result and a large dosage.  It will keep him long, hard and very erect for 24 hours."

J's mind reeled.  She was supposed to give Michael an injection.  She'd never handled a syringe before in her life.  What were they giving him?  Viagra?  That medicine old men took so they could get it up?  I see, she thought.  Sarina thinks I'll be thrilled to be getting Michael hard.  In spite of herself, she felt herself becoming aroused at the thought of seeing Michael's penis at full erection.  She had noticed that when she first met "naked boy" he was pretty big.  Come to think of it, he'd been pretty big at all of the tea parties she'd come to with her mother.  But, hanging out with him these past weeks he was sometimes that big and sometimes not.  Boys were very funny that way!  But if this was going to keep him hard for 24 hours, well, why not?  She took the syringe from Sarina and brought it close to the x marked on Michael's buttock.

"Hey, Mish.  You okay with this?"  Michael turned his head to the side and looked at her.  "I guess I don't have much choice.  But if it's for you I'll do it."  He grinned, she smiled.  She plunged the needle into the muscle of his buttock.  He tensed up and let out a gasp of pain.  

James touched him lightly and said, "Relax.  That's going to hurt like hell if you keep your ass muscles clenched like that."

Michael visibly released the muscles of his backside and J was able to push the plunger down, giving Michael the full dose of Viagra.  She withdrew the needle and Sarina pressed down on the spot of blood with a gauze pad.  "We'll clean up here, Michael, and then we want to see the results!"

J helped Sarina put the syringe in the needle disposal box marked with the red cross, along with the used gauze pad, packed up all the stuff in a medical bag and then the two of them went into the bathroom to wash up with soap and water.  "Let's go check on Michael, shall we?" Sarina suggested with a wicked grin.  Walking back into the bedroom they saw James helping Michael to his feet.  His penis was already growing.  

"Give it half an hour," said James, "and he'll be at full staff!"

"Let me explain about the party tonight," Sarina interjected. "This is going to be different from our other parties.  All our guests are going to be nude.  The cabanas outside are for undressing. Michael, you will be naked -- of course -- but we wanted to offer our guests a new experience.  So, you will be completely hard for the duration of the party.  Guests can touch, but they can't get you off, or themselves.  We're strictly enforcing that rule.  Since this is your first time, J, we're asking that guests enjoy looking, but no touching. I need to go get my beauty treatment, but first let me take you downstairs and introduce you to the other servers and show you the way the caterers have set up the kitchen."

"Excuse me, Sarina, but my mother took my clothes when she dropped me off.  Do you have something for me to wear before we . . . well, before I meet any more people this way!"

"Oh, honey, you'll be serving naked.  But, don't worry, everyone else will be naked too!  I'm going to be stripping down myself in just a few moments."

"But, Sarina, that can't be right."

"Oh, it certainly is, I assure you."  Sarina's voice had a hard edge.

"Can I call my mom to check?"

"That is entirely unnecessary, but to show you I am a reasonable person I will let you call from my own cell phone."  Sarina stalked out of the room and returned with a small red smart phone.  She punched a number and handed it to J.  The phone was already ringing on the other end.

"Sarina?"

"Mom, its me, J.  Sarina is trying to force me to serve at tonight's party completely nude.  In fact, if you can believe it I'm standing here naked with Sarina and Michael right this very minute."

"Yes, honey, that's right.  Please don't make a fuss.  Sarina has been very kind to watch you after school nearly every day of the week.  This is her only request and really quite reasonable.  It isn't as if she is asking for anything very difficult on your part."

"Not difficult.  Mom, you always told me to be strong and . . . "

"I expect you can be very strong in this situation.  Are you a different person because you're not wearing clothing?"

"Of course I'm not, but it's just not right!"

"Sarina, you've been hanging out with Michael for months and you haven't seemed to worry about whether he was naked or dressed. It's what's inside that counts. Sarina needs you for something and I fully expect you to comply.  Have a good evening and I'll see you when I come to pick you up in the morning.  Good-bye honey, I love you."

"I love you, too, mom."  J handed the phone back to Sarina.  "Okay, I guess I can do this."

Sarina took the phone with a satisfied look. "Let's go down and meet the other servers. We have four models from the company and you two.  Michael's the only male server, so we thought we'd show off his assets," Sarina concluded briskly. "I know you two are all excited to be together.  But you're spending the night, J, and the two of you can fool around after the party.  Right now I need to go over the set up.  Then I've got to get ready before the guests start to arrive.  Come on."  Sarina turned on her high pointed heels and clipped across the marble floor.  J had time to glance at Michael for one look of reassurance before the two of them scampered to keep up.

As promised, four stunning models were waiting downstairs.  J was in awe of the three young women. She guessed them to be in their twenties.  All four were tall with perfect posture and hair that swept down across their backs.  Like her, each of them was fully shaved with not a single mark of stubble or razor burn on their flawless skin.  Two were blonds with blue eyes, one a brunette, and the last with a deep chestnut brown hair and mysterious hazel green eyes.  J tried not to look, but couldn't help notice the differences between each woman's labia.  She was surprised to see the glint of gold peeking out at the top of the vaginal lips of the model with the chestnut colored hair.

"It's a clit ring, honey," the woman replied to J's unspoken question. "My name's Cherie."  J gulped, embarrassed that she'd been caught looking.  "That's what it's for, don't worry," Cherie said, once again responding uncannily to J's unspoken dialogue.

The two were introduced to the other women, and Sarina walked them through the procedures for the party.  The caterers had set up the entire kitchen, leaving different foods in warming pans, coolers, and trays.  There were piles of napkins, small plates, toothpicks and all the other necessary items for serving refreshments.  They would not be responsible for beverages as those were being handled by bartenders at a setup outside. 

"Will they be naked, too," asked J in a moment of daring.

"Of course.  This is a completely naked party.  Two bartenders are coming over shortly from the downtown office.  I believe it will be Marguarite and Stella?" Sarina asked, looking at Cherie, who nodded agreement.

J found herself very nervous and oddly excited at the prospect of being exposed in front of all the people who would be attending.  Of course, it helped that they would be equally naked.  Once again she realized that she'd never really thought about any of these situations from Michael's point of view.  She had new appreciation for him, being the only naked one present at both of the earlier parties, circulating nude among all the guests dressed to the "T" in the latest Miami Beach fashions.  She reached out and found Michael's hand and gave it a gentle squeeze.  He squeezed her hand back and gave her a smile and a slight sideways glance.  She glanced down.  Michael's erection was now at full force, looking as if the organ would burst out of its skin casing.  The purple crown flared out, bared from any covering and hovering just half an inch away from Michael's belly button and the toned muscles of his swimmer's abdomen.  

Sarina followed her gaze and smiled. "Yes, we are certainly offering a prime specimen to our guests tonight.  We have all worked on Michael's physique for years.  See what benefits come, Michael, from daily swim practice, a summer in the sun in France, and enforced nudity."  Michael swallowed any retort.

The party was considered a great success.  Michael and J worked hard, circulating among the crowd and seeing each other by accident if they both happened to be in the kitchen at the same time.  J was surprised at how comfortable the guests were in the nude.  As Sarina had explained the party goers arrived, were checked in at the front table, and quickly disappeared into one of the little tents.  Bodies were toned and tanned, feet and hands and nails were well manicured, women's breasts were perky and shapely, even the men's buttocks were well-formed.  What J was not aware of was the power of plastic surgery, tanning salons and beauticians.  This was a crowd that made its living off of looks, or the looks of others, and no effort or expense was spared to look good -- clothed or naked.  j was equally fascinated by the diversity of genitalia on display.  She noted that not a single male was sporting an erection, let alone anything as beautiful to her eyes as Michael's.

For his part, Michael was not surprised that he was even more on display with his extreme Viagra-induced hard-on.  Women and men of all ages made remarks and even ran their fingers up the length of his shaft.  It couldn't make him any harder than he already was, but combined with the occasional glimpses of J and meeting up in the kitchen during restocking of their food trays, Michael was certainly aroused.  In part this was the party, but in truth, part of it was the friendship he had been building up with J and the remark his mother had made before they came downstairs.  "The two of you can fool around after the party."  Michael's imagination had been playing up those words and he was getting more and more impatient for the guests to leave.

As it was, the party lasted until nearly 3 in the morning.  Sarina sent the other servers and the bartenders home.  The last guests, the one's who had definitely had a little too much to drink were escorted by Papa to waiting rides.  The front gate was locked and the spotlights illuminating the palms in front of the house were turned off.  The underwater lights in the pool cast moving ripples of light upward onto the glass panels of the roof.  J and Michael were stacking trays in the kitchen and throwing away trash.

"You two go on upstairs," Sarina said, coming into the kitchen.  "i'll finish up what needs to be taken care of tonight and the rest can wait for the caterers and cleaners in the morning."

Michael didn't wait for further instruction, but nodded his head at J and the two of them slipped into the foyer, their bare feet padding on the marble floors.  Upstairs Michael gestured J into his room and closed the door softly behind them.  The only lighting was the blue cast from the pool rippling upwards onto the ceiling.  Without a word the two teens rolled their bodies into one another on the bed and began kissing.  Michael marveled at the feel of J's soft skin and the warmth of her breasts against his chest.  J wriggled her hips, grinding Michael's hard penis into her belly.  Being unexpectedly stripped, shaved, massaged, and having to serve naked in front of over 100 people was foreplay enough for her.  She wanted that hardness inside her, now!  As Michael continued to kiss her, she maneuvered herself into the center of the bed and rolled onto her back. 

"Fuck me, Michael.  I can't stand it another minute."

Remembering his dream of the summer, Michael had no doubts about what he wanted.  He moved himself into position, felt for J's opening with the tip of his erection and gently slid himself part way in.  J was as wet as wet can be and so hot.  If her face and body had not felt normal he would have been afraid that she was running a high fever.  J moved her hips and tried thrusting herself so that Michael would penetrate farther in.

"J, I've never done this before . . . "

"It's okay.  Neither have I.  I'm really wet, just thrust in, it will be okay."

"But, I don't want to hurt you."

"Mish, I love you.  I want you so bad.  Please come inside."

Michael pulled out slightly and moved slowly but powerfully into J's opening.  Feeling the tightness of J's vagina he moved out and forced his erection back in with a thrust of his hips.  J gave a gasp and then Michael's penis pushed another four inches inside.  With another thrust he felt his public bone in contact with hers.  He began to pump into her in earnest.  J writhed and moaned and made soft mewling sounds interspersed with growls and screams.  Michael found it exciting on every level: the sounds, the slippery wetness, the thousand nerve endings screaming pleasure on every surface of his penis, the softness of their body skins sliding over one another's firm bodies, the wonderful sensation of squeezing J's breasts, the hardness of her nipples, the feeling that he was going to come, that he was going to come, that he was going to come and then shooting over and over and over again, hot jets of semen into her furnace hot vagina.  His breath came ragged and he gasped for air.  The two of them lay side by side recovering from their intercourse, the play of reflected light magical on the ceiling above them.

They lay gasping on the bed and then started laughing, staring up at the ceiling.

"J, I was worried about hurting you. I thought, like the first time, could be -- um, you know -- really painful.  I mean for a girl?"

"My mom is a firm believer that a girl should know about sex before some boy comes along and sweeps her off her feet.  She taught me a lot about my body.  She encouraged me to play with myself--a lot.  Showed me how to use a dildo, how to put it up inside myself, make myself come, and all that"  She laughed, then added more earnestly, "I don't want you to think my mom forced anything on me.  It was all voluntary.  I guess sort of the way you're naked all the time."

"The naked thing has pretty much HAS been forced on me by my mom and stepdad."

"Well, I can understand why they kept you naked, but I'm sure they didn't have to encourage you to play with yourself, right?  I mean boys pretty much do that all the time anyway."

"Yeah," stammered Michael, embarrassed, "sure.  But you just told me you played with yourself to the point of losing your virginity . . . "

"Not my virginity," interrupted J, "my hymen.  Not at all the same thing.  And let me tell you, it is nothing like with a real boy -- and by that I mean you!"

Michael gave a silly grin, still looking up at the ceiling.  "But what do you mean, you understand why they kept me naked?"

"Boys always play with themselves, so they learn a lot about what feels good.  Boys pretty much know they want sex and that it's going to be great.  On the other hand, a boy can be shy when it comes to displaying his body, being vulnerable and sharing his feelings." J explained. "Girls can tend to hold back learning about their own sexual response and think some man is going to show them everything.  When they first have sex, they think the man created all those physical feelings because they never tried it out for themselves first.  A girl can confuse feeling tingly, or having an orgasm, with love.  When it turns out to just be sex, she gets heartbroken and hurt.  And besides, if it were up to me you'd be naked all the time, not just at home!"

"Why not you?  Why aren't you supposed to be naked all the time?"

"It's different for girls -- we don't have to flaunt our bodies -- anyway, with boys it all physically hangs out anyway -- you were meant to be on display."

J ran her fingers down Michael's chest and stroked his erect penis, marveling at the softness of the skin sheathing its hardness.  What's it feel like to have a penis, Mish?  I mean, all hard and sticking out like this?

"Like I want to feel inside you again," laughed Michael mischievously. 

"Allow me to help," J giggled with exaggerated graciousness.  She sat up and straddled Michael as he lay on his back.  She took his erection in her hand and carefully positioned herself over it, then sank slowly down, engulfing him with the heat of her vagina.  In position, she began to rock up and down.  Michael looked up at her, framed by the blue reflections of the pool on the ceiling.  Her breasts bobbed up and down as she impaled herself on his dick.  He reached up and grasped a handful of each, squeezing experimentally to see how they felt.  J moaned.  He flicked one of her nipples with his finger and then gave it a pinch.  It was is if a switch connected nipple to vagina.  He pinched again and felt J's pussy clench around him.  

"That's fun," he said, his voice coming out between J's downward thrusts.

"Mmm," was the only reply.  J started moving faster, her hips grinding against his pelvis when she had him all the way inside.  Then she rose up again, leaving just the tip inside herself.  She waggled her hips and then plunged down again and again.  Shifting to a series of sharp upward pulls she threw her head back, came all the way down, ground hard and let out a long, low growl, something like a cat in heat.  Her vagina gripped hard around Michael's penis and spasmed over and over and over again.  "Oh," she gasped, "Oh, that felt SO good."  She lowered herself down and snuggled alongside Michael, her head on his chest and her leg thrown across his legs.

"I dreamed of this," Michael said softly when his heart rate returned to normal.

"Of this?"

"Our making love.  Last summer.  When I was in France."

"I thought you'd meet some French girl and have a hot love affair."

"I did meet a French girl.  But it wasn't like that.  I learned that I could be something more than my mother's bored nudist boy.  Then the dream came and it was of you and me together."

"Did you two make love?"

"She sucked my dick and I came.  Actually, she did it several times.  Then my mother called her a bitch and attacked me with the stiletto of her high heel.  Things were rather . . . strained, I guess you would call it . . . between my mother and me when we got back from France."

"Gee, how was I supposed to tell?" J teased.  Then in a much more serious tone, "But, Mish, she really attacked you?  How come you didn't tell me.  That's really serious."

"I know," Michael said in a low voice.  "But, she gets really upset when my life doesn't follow her plans.  I mean, I . . . "  Michael was about to explain how he had acted independent of his mother's wishes after meeting Marie, but somehow didn't feel that this was going to come out the way he intended.

"You mean, I'm part of your mother's plans?  Is that what this is about?  Get J naked and send her up to make love with my son.  I'm going to kill my mother if she and Sarina were in cahoots about this!"

"But, but . . . J, no!  I know I've been pretty controlled by my mother.  But, you don't understand. First, my mother has been pretty messed up for as long as I can remember.  And, we didn't always live in this house you know.  We lived in dirty, rat-infested apartments.  Moved every 6 months or so.  She's been on every drug, tried every scam, dated every scum bag guy.  That's pretty hard for a little boy.  I just wanted everything to be okay and it never was."  J nodded, her anger slightly subdued.  "The second thing is more important to me, J.  And that's you.  Having you as a friend is without a shadow of a doubt the best thing that has ever happened in my entire life -- and that was before tonight.  This is like . . . like, better than I could have imagined, better than my dreams, better than . . . let's say this, I don't know if my mother really has my best interests in mind, or not, but she could never ever have plotted to have something this wonderful happen.  I hope you feel the same way I do, but I feel like this is our love and it has nothing to do with either of our mothers.  I feel very protective of it.  I think if my mother had any inclination how good this makes me feel she'd do much more than attack me with her shoe."  Michael's voice dropped low, "If she couldn't destroy it, she'd kill me -- I mean that quite literally.  In the meanwhile, I'm concerned she'll try to keep us apart, or somehow imprison me.  You know this house has basically been my prison for the last year, except that by some miracle you were given visiting privileges."

J rolled over and gave Michael a soft kiss on the lips.  "I understand. This is the most wonderful thing for me, too.  I love you, Mish!"

"I love you, J.  From what you said about your mother, it seems like she taught you about your body and sex, because she cares about you.  She doesn't want you to get hurt.  Maybe you're right about boys.  I mean, I don't really mind being naked that much any more.  It has worked out so far on the swim team, and -- you like it," he gave another silly grin at the ceiling, "but I don't think my mother did it because she thought it would help me.  Not in the same way you talk about you and your mom.  There's some other reason I can't even put my finger on, but I'm 99% certain it isn't entirely about my personal well-being."

"I hear you, Mish.  You deserve better than the way you've been treated.  And, you're right, I do like you naked."

She scooted down and ran her tongue across the exposed crown of Michael's penis. He groaned in pleasure.  J pursed her lips and placed them over the tip of his penis and sucked in hard as she lowered herself downward.  Michael's penis was large enough, and the Viagra injection was still in full force.  To her frustration J found that she couldn't possibly swallow the whole thing -- at least not on her first attempt.  Michael experienced no frustration at all.  Anything but.  

"Don't stop, J.  That feels heavenly."

J lavished attention on Michael, working her way farther and farther down his erection -- bringing him deeper and deeper into herself.  Finally she couldn't stand it anymore.  "Just fuck me, Mish.  I need you inside me so bad."

This time Michael was still hard as a rock, of course, but not so near to climax.  He was able to propel himself in and out of her, turn her on her side, flip her on her belly, curl her up in a ball and place his thrusts in all the places that elicited the best responses: squeals, tiny screams and grunts, and more especially the delicious contractions of her internal muscles that grasped his dick, undulated along its length and sucked him even deeper into her loveliness.  

"Oh, Mish, please keep doing that, don't stop.  I'm going to . . . oh, please . . . touch me here while you're doing that."

Michael let J guide his finger to the hard nubbin of her clitoris and within seconds found his erect penis being massaged powerfully by J's contracting muscles.  Her body twisted and bucked beneath him as wave after wave of contractions pulsed through her entire pelvic area.  Michael wanted to thrust into her -- he really wanted to come again -- but her muscles held him so tight in their embrace that he couldn't move his dick at all.  At last she relaxed enough that he could pull out slightly.  She gasped as he thrust back into her.  Gaining momentum he pounded hard against her body until he shot a hot jet of sperm straight into her body.  

End of Book two, part two

Stripped For Florida

Michael: Book Two, part 3

J and Mish woke at nearly the same instant.  Daylight splashed bright against every surface in the room.  Michael looked first at J, making sure that the night's events were still real.  J smiled at him.

"My mother's coming to get me soon."  

"My mother's going to come snooping around to see what we've been up to," replied Michael. He kissed J and rolled out of the bed and stood up.  "Let's take a swim.  We'll be all washed off, clean, and eating breakfast before anyone shows up."

J nodded.  She understood that Michael's mother was not to be trusted.  She was thankful that her own mother was more supportive.

"Last one in is a rotten egg," called Michael and the two ran down the marble steps.  J caught a glimpse of Michael's body slicing through the water and then felt its liquid coolness on her own skin.  They swam laps for a few minutes and then paused at the side of the pool.  Michael pulled her to his side, feeling her skin against his underwater.  "I love you," he whispered in his ear.  Then he pulled himself out in one motion, the move he'd been practicing for over a year.  He glanced sideways to see if J had noticed.  She followed, if not quite so expertly.  

"Let's have breakfast before my mom gets here," she said.

While they were sitting at the counter eating cereal Sarina walked in.  She was barefoot with a thin white sarong wrapped around her breasts.  "Good morning, children. Slept well, I hope."

Michael felt his mother fishing for information.  "Good morning, mother," he replied simply.

A buzz from the gate spared them further interrogation.  Sarina walked over to the control panel.  "Can that be the caterers already, I told them not to show up until noon," she complained.  "Hello?"

The garbled sound of J's mother came over the speaker.  "Oh, good morning Irene."  Sarina buzzed her in and they heard the sound of a car coming to a stop in the drive.  

"Good morning, Sarina.  I hope the party was a great success? J, I'm in a hurry, finish your cereal and let's get going."

Irene and Sarina chatted for a few moments.  "I'll call to get all the details, Sarina.  I have to go see this beach bungalow we're supposed to house sit.  J, let's get going.  No, we don't have time -- you can ride in the car just the way you are."

J gave Michael a look. He nodded and then she left with her mother.

Sarina looked at her son inquisitively.  Michael slid off his stool.  "I've got laps to do, mother.  Catch you later."  He strode out of the kitchen and dove cleanly into the pool.

* * *

"Mom, where are we going and why are we in such a hurry?  And when can I get some clothes on!"

"Remember that woman I met, Tracie, the one involved in the nude beach campaign?"

J rolled her eyes.

"She is a very nice woman, J!  She's going to be away for the next three months -- on a trip to Australia, I think.  Anyway, she needs a house sitter and we would have a fantastic place right on the beach.  She wants to give us a tour and go over all the details.  She's flying to New York and won't be back for two weeks.  She just wants to make sure we really want to house sit and get things settled before she takes off.  If we like the house we can move in next month!  Just think, living on the beach for three months!"

J had to admit that living on the beach sounded nice.  "Okay, mom, you're right.  Living on the beach would be fantastic."  Still no word on the clothes, though.

Within 15 minutes they pulled up in front of a cute beachside bungalow.  It was painted blue and white and had windows facing in all directions.  Irene got out and came around and opened the door for J.  "We're here, J.  I expect you to be polite."

"But, I'm naked, mom!"

"She's a nudist, she won't care."

J stepped out, looked up and down the deserted street nervously and followed her mother up the wooden steps.  Cheery yellow curtains were pulled back with white fabric ties across the window of the back door.  Irene pulled an old-fashioned looking bell chord and chimes sounded inside.

The door opened and a striking African-American woman with very short hair and gold hoop earrings opened the door.  "Irene, so good of you to come by.  I'm busy packing, so please don't look at the mess."

J was surprised to see that the woman was wearing a long patterned blue gown, being a nudist and all!  

"Hi Tracie.  I want you to meet my daughter, J."

"Good morning, J.  I'm delighted to meet you.  Let me show you two around.  If you think my home is a good fit for you, I would be so glad to have two caring souls look after it while I'm away."

On second thought, J considered, she doesn't even seem to notice I'm naked.

Tracie showed them around.  The house was an older beach bungalow, built of wood and well-maintained.  A large porch went all along the beach side of the house, elevated on posts a full story above the sand.  A large living/kitchen area took up most of the space; there was a master bedroom and a loft reachable with stairs so steep they might be a ladder.  On the ground floor was an enclosed laundry and storage area and an open parking area under the main part of the house.  J went out on the porch and let the breeze off the ocean blow across her body.  Low dunes extended from under the porch for about 100 yards, and then there was the beach itself.  Waves of surf contrasted white against a deep blue sea.  Far out to the horizon was a long line of tall white clouds.  She took a deep breath.  So much had happened in the last 12 hours.  The sound of the surf blended into memory of Mish's hard-on pounding into her.  She threw her head back and basked in the sensations of the moment, both present and remembered.  

"Ah, here she is."  Her mother's voice.  J shook herself out of reverie and turned around.  "So what do you think?" her mother questioned.

J turned and smiled at her mother and Tracie.  "It's perfect."

"Okay, it's a done deal," Irene said to Tracie, giving her a hug.  "We'll move in the first of the month and take absolutely excellent care of the place.  You don't have a thing to worry about."

"I know, that's such a relief.  I've given you a key.  I'll leave instructions and anything else you'll need on the kitchen table.  Oh, and, J, you'll probably be happy to know the resolution passed."

"Um, okay.  That's good," she said, still absorbed in thoughts of waves and Mish.  She waved good-bye and followed her mother down the steps.  As they drove off her mother enthused about house sitting, the beach, being by the ocean, what a nice person Tracie is, hopes that she might be a new friend, and on and on.  J drifted off into her own thoughts, her mother's words simply floating past.  When the car pulled into a parking lot J looked up to see that they were in front of a pink and yellow, extremely cute gift shop.  Again Irene insisted that J get out of the car.  They walked into the shop, windchimes clanging loudly as the door opened and shut.  It was one of those places with not an inch of empty space.  Even the ceiling was hung solidly from one end to the other with shell windchimes, windsocks, decorative flags, kites and other doodads.  

"Hello," called a cheery voice from somewhere behind tables of knickknacks.  

Irene looked around, picked things up and finally settled on a small box made of blue-green sea glass.  J was surprised that such a beautiful little object could be found among all the trinkets.  The woman with the cheery voice turned out to have a mass of tightly wound blonde curls.  As she rang up their order she exclaimed, "It's so nice to see you've embraced the new ordinance so quickly.  It's really going to make things wonderful.  Now, if we can just get the new beach approved as well."

J nodded.  The second time someone had mentioned an ordinance.  She guessed that the beach might be the nudist thing her mom had mentioned Tracie supporting.

"Bye," called out the cheery voice as the chimes clanged on their way out.

The next stop was another small beach shop that sold fruit.  At least here it was clear why they might welcome a naked girl: a large poster on the front door announced a rally for the new nude beach.  J noticed that the date was for the day after tomorrow.  Feeling somewhat assured that she knew what was going on she wandered the aisles looking over all the displays of exotic fruits.  "Coming to the rally, hon," asked a very tan lady who was looking over a display of guavas.  

"Um, maybe.  I have to ask my mom," replied J honestly.  

"We really need support from kids like you that have already stripped; hope to see you there."  The lady wandered off to another aisle.

J looked down at herself.  She was beginning to get used to being naked, but she was definitely stripped.  It was certainly odd that nobody seemed more concerned that she was shopping naked, or was it just that her mother had somehow picked out only the stores where people were in support of a new nude beach?

"Let's stop for coffee," suggested Irene.  "I left a message for Sarina to see if she could meet us, but I haven't heard back."

They pulled into a parking lot next to a busy area of shops.  "Come on J," her mother urged, holding the door open.  J stepped out and felt the blast of heat rising up from the pavement.  They weren't right next to the beach any more and there wasn't the cooling breeze she'd been enjoying.  The asphalt was hot on her bare feet.  She stepped quickly to the cooler concrete pavement of the sidewalk.  It was only then that she noticed that they were in a much more crowded area than they'd been in all day.  People were quite obviously pointing and staring.

"Mommy, that girl is naked," whined a three year old being pulled along by her mother.

"Oh, man.  Naked girls!" exclaimed a boy who looked to be about her own age.  

"Tyler, don't point, that's rude," chastised another mother, herself staring daggers at J.

"Let's hustle, mom," J urged her mom in a low voice.  "I don't like this at all."

Irene stepped up her pace, but only slightly.  As they came around the corner she waved.  "Oh, look, J.  There they are. They made it!"

J looked ahead.  Sitting under an umbrella at the outdoor cafe were Michael and his mother.  Michael's eyes got big.  

"Sarina, I didn't hear back from you, but I'm so glad you're here.  Guess what, I'm going to be able to house sit starting the first of the month.  Imagine, me living next to the beach.  You'll have to come visit!"

"J," teased Michael, "I thought it was boys who were supposed to be on display!"  Michael was dressed in extremely brief running shorts made of some thin type of fabric as well as a low cut pink tank top; but dressed he was.

"Shut up, Mish," J retorted, but so sweetly.  He stuck his tongue out at her.

"Kids," admonished Irene.  "Do you want something to eat?"

"Yeah, I'm starving," exclaimed J.

"There's no table service.  Why don't you two go in and place our order.  I want a banana mango smoothie.  Sarina, what will you have -- my treat!"

"Oh, Irene, you don't have to treat me," protested Sarina.

"Nonsense, besides, these two lovely teens are eager to please.  Just tell them what you want."

Sarina decided to get a fruit salad and a sweet tea.  "Off you go!"  She said gently, but Mish heard the order in her voice.

"Mom," pleaded J.  "People aren't noticing so much while we're sitting here.  Can I just . . . Mish will go, okay?"

"I want both of you to go," Irene said firmly. "You heard Sarina, now off you go."

Michael and J went inside to place the orders, J quite noticeably fully shaved and naked in public.  She was well developed for a 14 year old and as soon as she started walking across the courtyard heads turned from all around.  A couple of boys whistled and some followed her inside the cafe to get a better look.

"So, is she officially stripped, or are you taking a chance that no one will be checking yet?" inquired Sarina.

"No, she's officially stripped.  I got one of the first chips from Tracie this morning.  I put it on J right behind her ear where its supposed to go, but I don't think she was paying much attention.  She seems really distracted today.  I guess they were up really late last night?"

"The party went until 3 a.m.  I'd like to strip Michael as well, of course.  I wonder why my husband hasn't gotten the chip.  He is such a major supporter of the mayor's campaign, you'd think they would have sent him one."

"Did he ask?"

"I am really not sure.  Sometimes he is too busy running his company.  When I see him tonight I'm going to tell him to take care of this as soon as possible."

"I'm sorry, Sarina.  Do you mind if I pick this up.  It's Tracie."  Irene's cell phone was ringing insistently.  Sarina nodded.

"Hi Tracie, what's up? . . . Really?!  That would be fantastic. . . . Definitely.  I'm with my friend Sarina right now . . . yes . . . Mish is J's friend . . . Thank you, I'll ask . . . Okay, I'll see you later, 'bye."

Irene folded he phone, "Sarina, Tracie remembered that tomorrow is the Nude Beach Rally.  She invited all of us to stay at her house tonight and go over to the beach in the morning."

"I have a film shoot tomorrow.  There is no way that I can come."

"Oh, that's too bad.  I thought it would be fun.  We could take Mish and J -- nude to the nude beach rally -- we could even be nude ourselves."

"Well, I'll be nude!" laughed Sarina, "But it will be in a film studio."

"I'm really sorry -- can't you change your schedule?"

"No, they are really strict about staying on track with these film shoots.  My husband says I'm a natural at it, but I think that means they just make more films!" 

"Do you think Mish would like to come?  I could take him and J to the event tomorrow."

"If you are willing to deal with him, It would be a really huge treat for him.  He hasn't been out of the house except for swim practice in months.  I brought him out today to see how it would go.  He seems to be fairly obedient.  I do insist that he be nude if at all possible--he's really not supposed to be wearing clothes at all.  His father is quite adamant that a boy needs to be raised naked and in Mish's case it seems to be helping quite a lot."

"Well, of course he'll be naked, Sarina.  You don't think I'd let him wear clothes if it weren't necessary!"

"It's probably just as well.  I was going to be so tempted to give him another one of those Viagra shots this evening.  I'd keep him hard like that all the time if I could.  Oh, you haven't seen him since we gave him the shot, have you?  I made J administer it -- she was a little scared to handle the needle, but she did well.  The shot is good for 24 hours, so he's still hard.  We'll strip him down when we get to your car and you can see him before the shot wears off.  Anyway, if you take him tonight I won't be able to give him another one; my husband says it is dangerous to be on the medication for more than 24 hours at a time -- that we could end up at the emergency room.  Something about too much blood and the tissues becoming so engorged he won't be able to get soft again.  I don't know, it doesn't sound that terrible, but I'm not supposed to do it."

Sarina looked off into the distance.

"Well," ventured Irene, "I'm happy to take him, if he wants to come with us."

"It isn't up to him," snapped Sarina. "I've made up my mind.  Oh, here they come now."

J and Michael had emerged from the cafe with two trays laden with food and beverages.  They looked relaxed enough, smiling and talking.  

"J, we've been invited to spend the night at Tracie's," her mother informed her, "and Michael, you've been invited, too, if you want to come."

Michael looked over at J, but his mother was quick to interject, "I have filming to do Michael and I'm very busy.  I just can't have you at home doing nothing.  As Irene has very kindly offered to have you for the day, I am requiring you to be with them tonight.  You can come home tomorrow evening."  

Michael squelched a huge grin and simply replied, "yes, mother."

"That's settled!" Sarina stated.  "What did you kids get us for lunch?"

* * * 

"Irene, I really want you to see Michael before I take off."  They stood in front of Irene's car, getting ready to drive up the coast to Tracie's place.  "Michael, please undress so that Irene can see how nice and hard you are!"

"Mother!"

"She's the only one who didn't get to see you all perked up for the party last night."

"But, we're standing in a public parking lot."

"J is completely naked and nobody seems to care.  Besides its only for a minute, then you'll be on your way."

Under his mother's insistent gaze Michael peeled his tank top off and stepped out of the thin running shorts.  Irene nodded appreciatively at Michael's still-hard erection.  "Very nice!  I can see why you are tempted to give him another shot."

Michael kept his face expressionless and stood there for inspection. 

"Okay, mom," interjected J, "can we go now?"

Sarina picked up Michael's clothes and bundled the tiny bits of fabric into her purse.  "You're only taking them to the rally, correct?  I don't think you'll be needing these.  Michael, behave yourself or I'll have your father speak with you."

* * *

Tracie was in the kitchen making up a large salad, a fruit platter, and a large pitcher of iced tea.  Michael and J were on the porch watching the light change colors as the sun sank behind them.  Long rays of pink and orange shot out across the water as the sun dropped below the clouds.  Wind picked up off the shore.  

"I have do admit the breeze feels really good on naked skin," J remarked.

Michael nodded.  Tracie had made no remarks about his nudity, or his erection, when they arrived.  She was wearing a long orange and green patterned robe and seemed very happy to meet him.  "She didn't seem to notice I was naked, either," J had said when he mentioned it to her.  "I just don't get why she wears such long gowns when she's supposedly a nudist."  Michael shrugged.  He didn't understand the behavior of most people.  

"Supper's ready," called Irene.  "If you two will help move the table and chairs out here we thought it would be nice to eat on the porch."

J and Michael moved furniture, Irene spread a colorful tablecloth and Tracie brought out the food and dishes.  As the sun set on the Gulf coast of Florida, they watched it indirectly in the changing patterns of light and shadow on the clouds and waves of the Atlantic spread out before them.  Feeling satisfied, but unwilling to move away from the panoramic scene in front of them, they sat quietly on the porch after supper.

"So, you two seem like you know each other pretty well."  Michael realized Tracie was addressing J and himself.

The two teens nodded slightly bashfully.

"It's nice to see young people so comfortable with their bodies!  Have you been nudists for a long time?"

"Well, Michael's the one who has been naked the longest," ventured J, looking at him to assess whether she should continue talking about him.  "What would you say, Michael . . . for a year?"

"I haven't been allowed to wear clothes at home since last Thanksgiving."

"And then he spent the summer in France completely naked," added J.  "But it was me that was on display today."  She looked at her mother, "Someone managed to drag me all over the place without a stitch of clothing.  I don't even know why nobody complained!  Meanwhile, Mr. Naked Boy over here was wearing clothes for the first time since I've met him.  That's the truth!  Personally, I thought it was boys who were supposed to let it all hang out!"

Tracie let out a deep and comfortable laugh.  "Well, I have to say I like boys being on display!  Why don't you sit right behind Michael there, that's right, straddle him, reach around and jack him off."  Seeing J's look she continued, "No, I'm not joking.  You two are good friends or I'm much mistaken."

J looked at her mother from her position behind Michael.  The tips of her breasts were touching his shoulder blades, making them feel all tingly.  Irene smiled and nodded.  J moved her hands around Michael's waist and found his penis.  He wasn't as hard as when they had arrived at Tracie's.  The Viagra injection was wearing off.  He was quickly erect again, however, as she ran her hand up his shaft.  She pinched the tip and pulled down softly on his length, drew it up and pulled down harder.  He closed his eyes.  It was happening again.  He was being jacked off in front of a group of people.  What was it with sex and food?  Last time it had been his family over snacks; now it was three females after supper.  J continued to masturbate him -- it felt so good.  Too bad, if this is what they wanted to do to him, he was going to enjoy it.  J toyed with his dick, ran her nails over the skin, circled the glans with the pad of her finger and then pulled down hard.  She jacked him so vigorously he almost came in two more minutes, but at the last minute she stopped.  Her other hand went to his belly and tickled his skin right down to the base of his dick.  He felt her breasts, soft and firm against his back.  She leaned forward and kissed his ear and whispered soft, for his hearing only, "I love you, Mish."  He grinned.  Her hand sped up, jacking up and down vigorously and he shot out into space, his ejaculate spewing out onto the boards of the deck.  He bucked his hips and thrust forward, his back pushing against J's body. She held her grasp, pumping him again as his body tried to arc into the air to follow the sperm that continued to jet out of him.  

In the end he fell back into her waiting arms and lay panting in post-climactic pleasure.  

"That was beautiful," Tracie said softly. "Why don't you two run down to the water before bedtime."

It was dark and stars glimmered between the clouds.  A sliver of moon showed a hand width above the horizon.  The lights of a ship moved along, heading south.  The beach was windy now and the tide was coming up.  J held Michael's hand and they walked silently over the sand, still warm from the day, and into the waves that foamed and curled around their ankles, their knees, their waists.  Michael plunged himself into the dark waves, swam out about 10 yards, flipped over in the waves and let himself be carried back to shore.  He stood on the sand shaking himself off, seawater draining off him in streams.  J laughed, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.  "I'm glad you let me do that," she said in his ear. 

"I guess I should get used to being jacked off at the dinner table."

"Come on Mish, it was fun!"

"I can't believe Tracie even suggested it."

"You're a beautiful boy, Mish.  Women love to watch.  I told you boys should be on display!"

When they got back to the house Irene was eager to speak to them.  "J, Michael, I got a call from the manager of the Nude Beach campaign -- you know, the group that's organizing the event tomorrow to rally for a new nude beach.  Anyway, Bloomingdales -- the main store down in Miami Beach -- wants to put a boy and a girl in their shop window to support the campaign.  The manager called Tracie to ask if she could suggest anyone and, voila, she said the two perfect candidates were staying at her house.  But, there's more.  The mayor of Miami Beach is volunteering to put his two kids in the display, too.  His office says they'll send a car to pick you up in the morning. So, do you want to do it?  

"What would we have to do?" asked J.

"They're going to set up a big display window as if it's a beach and you four kids will play."

J looked at Michael, who shrugged, "why not.  It could be fun."

"Okay," said J, "we'll do it."

"I just need to call Sarina.  I'm sure she'll be okay with it.  Evidently Bloomingdales needs some legal documents taken care of in advance."

Irene called Sarina, and then called the mayor's liaison, and Bloomingdale's.  Sarina was too busy filming, she said, to drive all the way over to Tracie's or to Bloomingdale's in the morning.  

"Our attorney will come to the house in the morning before you have to leave," Sarina had told Irene.  "He's authorized to sign all the documents.  Then Michael will be an officially stripped nudist boy."

J and Michael climbed the steep stairs into the loft.  The steep sides of the roof sloped down, enclosing the space in an inverted V.  At the end was a window, open to the breeze off the ocean and the roar of the ocean.  They made love.  Michael took care to lavish attention on J, bringing her to orgasm three times before allowing himself to shoot deep into her vagina, his penis up against her cervix.  Then they slept soundly until the rays of the rising sun blinded them as they shot straight through the eastward facing window of the loft.  

J smiled at Michael as his eyes blinked open from sleep and quickly shut against the bright sunlight.  They crawled down the ladder and ran out across the sand and into the ocean. 

"Brrrr . . . it gets colder overnight," shivered Michael.  

"It's a good wake-up!  Just think, I can do this every morning while we're house sitting.  You'll have to come spend the night!"

"I hope my mother stays busy with her own activities.  It sure makes it easier to get permission."

While they were eating breakfast the attorney sent by Michael's mother climbed the narrow back stairs and knocked on the door.  Michael recognized him from times he'd stopped by the house, always with a briefcase and bundle of documents for his mother to sign.  Today was no exception.  He cleared a corner of the breakfast table, unlatched his case and opened a folder.  

"Young man, you have no need to sign anything since everything is being handled by your mother. However, just to make sure that everything is legit, I'll have you put your thumbprint right here to document that it was indeed yourself that I communicated with this morning."  He opened a small flat container, rotated Michael's thumb carefully over its black, inky surface, then lifted the thumb and once again rotated it carefully on the paper.  A crisp thumbprint showed as Michael lifted his thumb back up. "Fortunately your mother was able to locate your Florida ID card, since that was a necessary requirement.  I do have a small gift for you."  He removed something small from the folder, reached out and stuck it behind Michael's left ear.  "That's it. My responsibilities are complete for the moment."

Michael was a bit mystified, but didn't have much time to think about it.  At that moment a long stretch limo pulled up in front of the bungalow.  They all climbed down the stairs.  The driver opened the back doors.  

"Good morning. I'm supposed to have two passengers," the driver checked his clipboard, "Michael and J."  Everyone moved aside leaving the two naked teens.  "Looks like you're my passengers," he chuckled.  "Everyone else, I'll have them back here this afternoon around 4 p.m."  

"Um, do we need clothes?"  J was getting tired of asking the question, but just in case.  

"You're doing a promotion for a nude beach, honey child!" exclaimed Tracie.

"Right'o," replied J.  "Just checking."

Michael and J enjoyed the long ride down the coast to Miami Beach.  The driver pulled out a cabinet of juices, complete with crystal goblets and ice cubes.  He pointed out the music controls and how to push the call button should they need him for any reason.  Then the tinted window slid silently into place, separating them from the driver.  Their part of the vehicle was large and luxuriously padded.  There were separate air conditioning controls on each side, music selection panel, volume controls, and bass and treble selectors.  They experimented with the other buttons and discovered that the tinting on the windows could be adjusted from medium to dark. This intrigued Michael enough that he tried it several times.  Finally he tinted the windows as dark as they would go and leaned over and put his hand on J's breast and reached in for a kiss.  He was gratified that she kissed him back eagerly enough.  This was certainly an adventure.  The two of them, in the mayor's limousine, cruising down the highway on their way to posing completely nude in the display window of Bloomingdale's.  It made Michael feel wonderfully adventurous.  

"What do you think?  Can we fuck back here," he asked J.

She promptly pushed the intercom button.  "Excuse me, sir," she spoke into the microphone. "How long before we reach our destination."

"45 minutes, ma'am," the driver responded.

"Thank you."

"Sure," she said to Michael, "I think we have time."

Whether the driver could hear, or even see, what they were up to, we will never know. Discretion is the first word for employees of politicians.  Besides, who knows how many trysts had taken place in the deep leather seats of that limousine.  Suffice it to say that the circumstances alone were enough to heighten the experience for our new young lovers.  Exuberant, sweaty and reeking of sex, J and Michael stepped out of the limousine at the back entrance of Bloomingdale's.  The driver, ever courteous, let them know he would be there to pick them up when it was time.  A perky young intern from the mayor's office greeted them and whisked them inside.  Bloomingdale's staff met them and ushered them into a back room.  There were racks of clothes, make-up tables with lights all around the mirrors -- just like movie stars have in their dressing rooms -- hair dryers, mannequins, and piles of props of all sizes.  

"Hello my dears," gushed a young man, rushing up to them.  "My name is James. We don't have much time, but I assure you that we will have you picture perfect before you step into that window.  Hop into the shower and then we'll see what needs doing.  He opened a door and guided J and Michael into adjoining shower stalls.  "Now no fooling around," he teased, "I need you out in 7 minutes."

When she stepped out of the shower, J, looked for a towel.  Not finding one she stepped back into the main room.  James held out an oversize white towel and wrapped it around her.  It was impossibly soft.  Michael stepped out a minute later and was wrapped in a similar towel.  Over the next twenty minutes James did J's hair, blow drying it and giving it a slight application of gel and a curl. He applied a bit of make-up to her eyes and a slight blush to her cheeks.  "It's for the window." he explained.  "Not as extreme as on stage, but still the lighting bleaches things out a little.  The make-up just makes you look natural."  He followed up with a blow dry for Michael, a bit of highlight streaking in his hair for "the beach look" and some face make-up.  He held up a bottle of moisturizing lotion.  "Are you two friends?" he asked, arching his eyebrows.  "Oh, don't mind me, I'm not asking about your sex life."

J and Michael both blushed.  "Ah, you are friends," nodded James, sagely. "You can apply the lotion to one another while I go see about our new arrivals."

The two teens hadn't noticed, but two children had arrived.  They looked to be about 11 or 12 years old, a boy and a girl.  The boy was wearing long shorts and a polo shirt.  The girl had on a skirt and blouse.  Both wore expensive sports shoes.  

"Let me introduce you all to one another," said James, "since you'll be spending the rest of the day in a shop window together!  Tomas and Ana, Michael and J.  Tomas and Ana are the mayor's children; and Michael and J are our volunteer nude models!  We'll go over the activities when we take a look at the window."  Tomas and Ana nodded shyly, their eyes taking in Michael and J's naked bodies.

By the time they were ready, Tomas was wearing flowered blue and white board shorts, Ana was in a red one piece swim suit.  James led them out of the dressing room and down a service corridor.  "This is the way we get around the store without the shoppers seeing us," explained James, "and here is the really cool part."  He opened a small door, "Take a peek inside."  The four children each took a turn.  Inside was what looked like a beach.  There was sand and toys and a beach umbrella, even a palm tree.  One whole side was painted like a view of the ocean with distant clouds.  On the other side was a huge pane of glass and traffic whizzing by on Biscayne Boulevard.  "That's the window where you'll be spending the day!  And, just on time, here's our store manager, Mr. Gustavo."

"Good morning, everyone, I am so happy you can take part in Bloomingdale's support for the new nude beach.  Let me explain how we'll be doing this.  Being in a store window is like being on stage at a performance, except that the audience changes as the day goes on.  So, we like to keep it interesting for each new group that shows up, attract their attention for a while, and then move on to something else.  Two of you are already stripped -- that's great.  And by midday you youngsters will be stripped as well.  I'm sure you won't be shy for long because we're going to make it fun for you four as well."  Gustavo went on to describe how they were going to orchestrate the events.  Then he opened the small door and the four of them clambered up into the window space.

The first activity was sunscreen application.  They could see cars going back and forth on the Boulevard.  A few people walked past, not bothering to look into the window.  Michael and J daubed sunscreen into their hands and applied it to the two younger children, working it along the edges of their bathing suits, along arms, legs, carefully applying it to their faces.  They did their best to imagine they were on a real beach.  Tomas suggested they make a sand castle.  J went over and found two shovels and a bucket.  Mindful of the manager's instructions they made sure they faced toward the window as they worked.  Michael went and unfolded the beach umbrella and set it up.  He noticed that two businessmen had evidently discovered that there was a nude teenage girl in the window. He was pointing at J and his face was moving in a very animated manner.  it was funny to think that he was talking excitedly to his friend because they couldn't hear a sound on their side of the glass.  Realizing that observers couldn't hear them either, Michael let J know that they were attracting attention.

"Some guys have discovered you're naked J!"  

"Oh, that's exciting," J replied in mockery, pretending she was having a normal beachside conversation with Michael.  "Shall we set up a picnic?"

At that moment something exciting did happen.  A toy plane flew over their heads, from one end of the display window to the other.  It was just like those planes at the beach that pull a long advertising banner behind them.  Invisible wires held up the plane and the banner.  It read "Bloomingdales supports the nude beach campaign."  J and Michael pointed the plane out to Tomas and Ana, who looked up from their sandcastle and pointed up at the toy plane as if it really were in the sky.  Michael and J gesticulated and pointed at the plane as well.  More people were gathering on the street, staring at the tableau of children on the beach, two of them quite naked, and the plane with the message giving some meaning to the display.

They worked some more on the castle and then J noticed that someone had pushed a large cooler through the door.  That was their cue to move on to the next activity.  

"Hey everyone, its time to set up our picnic.  Tomas and Ana stood and stretched.  Michael reached down and brushed sand off of the two younger kids.  Then he stood up and stretched.  J was pretty sure that several girls outside screamed in appreciation when Michael displayed his body like that.  

Ana and J opened the cooler.  At the top was a picnic blanket that they spread out over the sand.  Michael and Tomas helped the girls take out fruit, plates, and sandwiches.  There were big slices of watermelon.  

"Okay, kids, we're going to have to get you naked to eat this watermelon.  It's just too messy!"  said Michael, following the instructions they'd been given earlier in the day by the manager.  This was the big moment when they were going to entertain the crowd by taking off Tomas' and Ana's bathing suits.  Michael pulled Ana's suit off her shoulders and helped her as she squirmed out of it.  J untied the drawstring on Tomas' board shorts and pulled them down from the waistband as he lifted first one leg and then the other.  J handed out big watermelon slices and all four naked children stood in the window eating melon and spitting the seeds at the window.  The plane with the banner flew overhead again.  A large crowd was gathered outside, no doubt wondering what was going on and discussing the children, the scene, the message . . . who knows what else?

A whole afternoon of activities lay ahead. A fine mist filled the display window and the children danced around in it.  This was not just an act.  The south Florida sun heated the space up like a green house and sweat was rolling down the children's naked skin until the mist started up.  After the cool down, they did body painting.  Michael was thrilled to daub colors and shapes all over J's body.  Ana watched, fascinated, when J hardened Mish's penis so she could increase the surface area and did a series of intricate dots, waves and slashes to match the design she'd done on his torso.  Ana turned her attention to Tomas who seemed in awe at what Ana was doing to him.  All four children eventually ended up painted.  A newspaper photographer had moved part of the crowd on the sidewalk aside so that he could snap photos through the plate glass window.  The body painting ended with the four of them dumping buckets of water over each other's heads and sluicing the color in streams off their bodies.  

A young woman in a bikini climbed through the window, set up a placard and got her equipment ready.  "Tanning spray available in our salon," read the sign. She first scrubbed each child down with a large yellow sponge, getting rid of the last traces of body paint.  Each child got a full spray tan while the crowd outside swelled even larger.  The effect of the fully tanned look was stunning.  A voice called to them from the small doorway.  

"Time to come out of the window," called the manager.  Michael, J, Tomas and Ana scrambled out of the window.  A few minutes later an easel was put up on the fake beach with a photo of the four children just after they'd been spray tanned.  "Bloomingdale's supports the campaign for a new nude beach," read the sign under the photo.

No sooner had the kids gotten out of the window than they were surrounded by reporters.  Michael had no idea how they'd gotten into the inner workings of the department store, but there they were, swarms of photographers and TV cameras and reporters with microphones and pens and pads.

"How's it feel to be stripped?" Was the question on the lips of every reporter.  Not knowing what they were talking about, J said she simply hadn't had a chance to get any clothes on since she was at a party two days ago. This brought a great laugh from all assembled.  

"I was in France all summer and never wore clothes, so I'm sort of used to it," state Michael.

"It was a lot of fun," reported Ana.

"Our dad is helping make the new nude beach," said her brother, Tomas.

"Yeah, we can't wait to play on it," Ana added.

* * * 

Meanwhile, the mayor was speaking to the assembled crowd at the proposed new clothing optional beach in Hallandale, some miles north of Miami.  

"We have had a very successful clothing optional beach in Haulover for decades.  In fact, the clothing optional section is consistently more popular than the other part of the beach.  Among families, young people, the elderly, residents, tourists, in short, everyone has enjoyed the prospect of coming to the beach and enjoying the freedom of sun, sand and water in that perfect suit, the birthday suit.  I can see that we have a lot of adherents to that philosophy here today."  Indeed, almost everyone present was naked.  It was unlikely the police were going to be enforcing nudity laws at a rally being attended by political luminaries that wielded as major an influence as the Mayor of Miami, even if this was out of his jurisdiction.

The mayor was but one of a string of politicians and activists eager to show up on behalf of a very popular local issue. While the adults listened to the "boring" speeches, the children of course weren't only stripped down, but frolicking in the waves, building sand castles, throwing frisbees, playing tag and engaging in all the other delights of beach fun.  

"I do want to put in a plug for a related issue," continued the mayor. "Just three days ago the commissioners of Broward and Dade counties passed separate but identical ordinances legalizing nudity for children.  Any parent or guardian can now let their child enjoy the same nudity that you cherish here on a clothing optional beach.  But, your child can enjoy it 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, anywhere in the two counties for their entire childhood.  What a gift!  I notice that none of the children are here listening to me drone on . . . "  He paused while the audience laughed, "but being a parent myself, I know what a chore it is to get two wet kids off the beach and into dry clothing.  If you want to avoid the hassle, we've set up the very first Quick Strip vending booths.  They are at the exits before you get to the parking areas and a quick stop is all it takes and you can legally keep your child naked, just the way he or she is right now.  Finally," said the mayor, "to show my support for the clothing optional beach campaign and the new ordinances, I have had my own dear children, Ana and Tomas, stripped. At this very moment they are in fact naked in the display window of Bloomingdale's on Biscayne Boulevard."  The crowd cheered and roared.  "Thank you for your time, and don't forget the QS booths at the exits."

Over 120 children were stripped as supporters of the clothing optional beach left that day.  Not many of the children realized what was happening, except that they were happy not to have to get dressed, but the immediate presence of that many naked children gave the new ordinance a jump start in the two counties.

* * * 

Back at Bloomingdale's the chauffeur was waiting for all four children at the back entrance.  They piled into the back.  As they pulled away Michael showed Ana and Tomas how to change the window tinting.  "We know all about that," Tomas said, "What do you think -- this is our dad's car!" 

Michael looked a little put out, but only briefly.  The four had gotten to know one another over the course of their many hours together in the window, and they were no longer shy.

The limo pulled up alongside a garden cafe.  As he escorted them from the vehicle people looked, but they didn't stare or interrupt.  Waiting at a table were Irene and Celia, the mayor's wife and mother to Ana and Tomas.  

"How did it go?  I saw you on TV," enthused Irene.  Celia was giving the newly naked Tomas and Ana big hugs.  

"Those are incredible tans," Irene observed, "is that all from being in a window all day?"

"You obviously didn't see that part on TV," countered Michael, "they're sprayed on."

"Really, they look so good.  I'll have to try that out -- it's from Bloomingdale's salon?"

J nodded.  "Mom, they have this big PR campaign for the nude beach.  You know, rally and all.  The shop window had signs saying Bloomingdale's is in support of the nude beach.  They put us in the window and had all these props and activities.  But when we were done the reporters only wanted to ask us about what it's like to be stripped.  What's that all about?"

"Oh," interjected the mayor's wife, "didn't you know.  That's the new law that allows kids to be naked anywhere in public.  You've been officially stripped.  That's why we can be sitting here at a public cafe, or in the window at Bloomingdale's, or go to the mall, or go just about anywhere in public totally naked -- and it's totally legal."

"What do you mean, I've been officially stripped," demanded J.

"Well, think about it," suggested Irene,  "Have you worn anything for the past couple of days, anywhere?"

"Not really, but . . . "

"What about me?" asked Michael.

"Are we stripped, too?" asked the mayor's kids.

"Yes," answered Celia, "you've all been legally stripped.  That means you won't be needing any clothes until you turn 21, and it's totally legal."

"What!!!" gasped Michael.

"Yes," explained J's mother.  "We couldn't have put you in the window display today if you hadn't been stripped.  Your mother's lawyer took care of that the night before.  He had to come by this morning to attach the microchip.  It's now permanently embedded behind your ear."

Michael reached up and felt a small round bandaid.  It seemed a long time ago since the attorney had come by the house this morning, but he remembered him taking something out of his brief case.  "I have a present for you," he'd said.  "But, J . . . " Michael hesitated.

J reached up and felt one behind her ear as well, "Mom . . . ?"

"You," her mother replied, "were actually 'stripped' the night you took your clothes off for the party.  You got one of the very first Quick Strip microchips in the entire county."

END OF BOOK TWO

