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Jose Gomez had made a career out of walking straight into stories other people avoided. Haunted hotels, reckless thrill-seekers, roadside eccentrics with collections no one could explain—he’d seen enough oddity to think himself unshockable. Still, as he guided his rental car along the winding country road toward Sunny Meadows, an all-male nudist retreat hidden in the hills, he felt an unfamiliar flutter of nerves beneath his usual grin.

Dawn stretched across the horizon in bands of gold, pink, and pale orange. Mist still clung to the low meadows, and birdsong spilled through the cracked windows.

In the passenger seat, Luke Pattinson adjusted the straps on his camera bag, his broad shoulders straining against a worn flannel shirt. “So,” Luke said, glancing over, “you think they make us sign some kind of ‘no gawking’ waiver at the gate? Or do they just toss us in and let nature happen?”

Jose snorted into his coffee thermos. “Keep the lens steady and the jokes cleaner than usual. We’re here for insight, not a scandal.”

“With your face attached to the story?” Luke grinned. “Scandal’s already on the table.”

They rounded the final bend.

The gates of Sunny Meadows rose ahead—wrought iron, elegant but weathered, bearing a wooden sign that read: Sunny Meadows – Where Men Unwind, Uncovered

The gates swung open with slow theatrical grace.

Beyond them stretched a landscape so peaceful it nearly felt staged: wildflower-dotted fields, towering old oaks, gravel paths winding between rustic cabins, a pond reflecting the first sunlight, and thin curls of smoke rising from somewhere deeper in camp. The scent of pine, earth, and distant breakfast drifted on the air. Somewhere, an acoustic guitar played a lazy tune.

“Well,” Luke muttered. “This is either paradise or the weirdest assignment of our careers.”

They parked near the welcome lodge and stepped out. Gravel crunched beneath their boots. Almost immediately, laughter drifted toward them—easy, unguarded laughter. Then the residents came into view.

Some wore towels or loose shorts. Most wore nothing at all.

Men of every age and build moved through the grounds with complete ease: lean runners stretching in the grass, broad-chested older men sipping coffee on benches, tattooed thirty-somethings tossing a frisbee, stockier guys strolling arm-in-arm toward the pond. Nothing about it felt posed or provocative. It felt...normal.

And that, more than anything, caught Jose off guard.

A cheerful voice boomed from nearby. “Fresh arrivals!”

The two turned to see a silver-haired man in his fifties kneeling in a flower bed with a trowel in hand, completely nude except for gardening gloves.

He rose easily, smiling wide. “Name’s Hank. Welcome to Sunny Meadows. You the media crew?”

Jose shook his hand. “Jose Gomez. This is Luke. We’re doing a feature on the camp—what it’s really about.”

Hank winked. “Easy answer: less laundry, more honesty. But come on, I’ll give you the grand tour before you two start questioning your wardrobes.”

Luke muttered, “Too late for that.”

“I was asked to remind you that some of our members don't wish to be on camera. Most of them have chosen to be absent today. However, if anyone requests it, you must stop filming them immediately and erase any already recorded footage.”

“Of course.” Jose nodded his head. “That was the agreement.”

Luke nodded. “We're not sleazy gutter press.”

“Good.” Hank grinned. “Come along.”

They followed Hank down a winding path as camp life unfolded around them.

At a grassy field, a group of men in their twenties and thirties played frisbee, diving dramatically and collapsing in laughter when one committed to a leaping catch and rolled straight into a flower patch.

Near the communal kitchen, a burly man wearing only an apron flipped pancakes on a giant griddle while another poured coffee and heckled everyone equally.

At the pond, a few swimmers cut lazy laps through the water while others lounged on the dock, talking with their feet dangling below the surface.

Luke filmed steadily, lowering the camera only to whisper, “This is not the circus I expected.”

“Same,” Jose admitted, jotting notes.

Hank overheard and chuckled. “Most people expect chaos or something scandalous. What they usually find is middle-aged men discussing cholesterol in the nude.”

As if on cue, two older residents waved from a bench mid-conversation, one saying loudly, “I’m telling you, oat milk is a conspiracy.”

“Keep your tofu.”

Hank rolled his eyes.

The tour continued to the volleyball court, where the energy turned joyful and loud. Men of all shapes sprinted, dove, missed easy shots, argued mock-seriously over lines, and celebrated points like championship victories.

One player jogged over during a break, grinning.

“Tourists!” he announced. “I’m Marco.” He was in his thirties, athletic, dark-haired, and radiating mischief.

Luke angled the camera. “Got anything to say to the viewers at home?”

Marco leaned dramatically toward the lens. “Yes. You are all wearing too many clothes.”

Laughter erupted around the court.

Then Marco straightened and added more sincerely, “People think this place is about being naked. It’s not. It’s about not carrying all the nonsense that usually comes with it.”

Jose scribbled that down immediately.

They reached the central pavilion, shaded by climbing vines and old timber beams. There, seated in a hammock with a paperback resting on his stomach, was Tom, the camp coordinator. Late fifties, salt-and-pepper beard, soft around the middle, and entirely comfortable in his skin, Tom stood and greeted them with a warm handshake. “Jose Gomez,” he said. “I know your work. Sit down. Lemonade’s cold.”

They settled into wooden chairs while Luke set up a tripod.

Jose clicked on his recorder. “Tom, what keeps people coming back here?”

Tom leaned back, thoughtful. “Out there, men spend half their lives performing. Strong enough. Young enough. Rich enough. Attractive enough. Here, that stuff burns off fast. Nobody cares what label followed you through the gate.” He tapped his chest. “I came here after a divorce. Thought I was too old, too heavy, too broken. Then I spent one weekend around people who didn’t judge me once. That changes a man.”

Jose looked out over the grounds again. Men laughing. Men relaxing. Men being unguarded in a way he rarely saw anywhere else.

Luke wiped sweat from his brow. The day had warmed quickly. “Hot out here,” Luke said.

Tom’s eyes twinkled. “Then why suffer?”

Jose blinked. “Meaning?”

Tom gestured at their clothes.

“You two look like you’re reporting from inside a furnace.”

A few nearby residents turned, amused but not pushy.

A man approached just then—a younger man with sun-bleached hair, freckles across his shoulders, and the kind of easy confidence that came from practice. “First time’s the hardest,” he said, dropping cross-legged onto the grass. “Then your brain realizes nobody cares.”

Luke folded his arms. “Easy for you to say.”

“Emilio.” He gave them a warm grin, mostly towards Jose. “I nearly passed out at the gate my first visit.”

That earned a laugh.

Jose tugged lightly at his collar. His shirt clung to his back. The air looked cooler than the fabric felt.

Tom raised a brow. “No pressure. But if you want to understand the story, sometimes you have to step inside it.”

The pavilion fell quiet—not tense, just expectant.

Luke looked at Jose. “Your call, boss.”

Jose exhaled slowly, the warm, humid air doing little to calm the tremor in his hands. He had walked through active war zones, interviewed men who’d confessed to atrocities without a flicker of emotion, and reported from streets engulfed in flames. Yet, standing in this peaceful, bamboo-framed pavilion, surrounded by kind-faced strangers, he felt a vulnerability he hadn’t experienced in years. A prickle of awareness ran down his spine. Which probably meant this mattered. More than just a story. He set down his worn leather notebook, the weight of it suddenly feeling insignificant. “Alright,” he said, his voice a little rough around the edges. “For journalism.”

A burst of cheers and laughter erupted, echoing off the lush foliage surrounding the pavilion. It was a support group, of sorts – men exploring body positivity and acceptance, stripping away societal pressures through shared vulnerability. He’d been skeptical at first, but the promise of a unique human-interest story had drawn him in.

Luke, a man with a perpetually amused expression and looked around the camera on its tripod, then aimed the lens at Jose. “Should we play some music?”

Jose sighed, a wry smile tugging at his lips. “The things I do to get the story.” He started with the easy part – kicking off his scuffed leather shoes, feeling the cool earth beneath his feet. Then, he shrugged off his well-worn tweed jacket, revealing a simple, charcoal grey shirt.

No reaction, just a few encouraging nods from the group.

He reached for the buttons of his shirt, fingers fumbling slightly. As he undid them, exposing an ordinary torso softened by years of desk hours and deadlines, a nervous awareness crept over him. His chest wasn’t sculpted, his skin wasn’t tanned. It was...average.

No one visibly reacted. No judgment. Just acceptance. It was unsettling.

He undid his belt, the buckle clicking softly in the quiet air. Then, with a deep breath, he unzipped his khaki pants. The sound seemed extraordinarily loud in the stillness. He hesitated for a moment, then stepped out of them, standing in the pavilion in just plain black briefs. His pulse hammered against his ribs. He hadn't realized how much he clung to the security of clothing.

“Looking good, Jose!” Marco called from the badminton court, his voice booming out with encouragement.

“One more layer!” Emilio added with a playful grin.

Jose laughed, a shaky sound that surprised even him. He felt a flush creep up his neck. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his briefs, the fabric smooth and cool against his skin. And then, slowly, deliberately, he slid them down.

The breeze, warm and scented with jasmine, touched his bare skin. Suddenly, everything felt exposed. Every imperfection, every scar. For one dizzying second, vulnerability crashed through him, a wave of self-consciousness so intense he thought he might falter. He braced himself for ridicule, for awkward stares.

Then it passed. No one stared with malice or judgment. No one mocked. No one cared in the way he had feared. They simply welcomed him. It was a disarming, profoundly human response.

Applause broke out, warm and genuine. He realized he’d been holding his breath.

Tom, a quiet man with kind eyes, handed him a soft, folded towel. “Hygiene before philosophy,” he said with a gentle smile.

Jose laughed, a genuine, heartfelt laugh that nearly doubled him over. The tension began to drain from his body, replaced by a sense of liberation he hadn’t expected.

“How do you feel?” Luke asked, his voice calm behind the camera.

Jose stood taller, drawing strength from the sunlight warming his shoulders. He looked out at the faces around him, their expressions open and encouraging. “Ridiculous,” he said, honesty lacing his voice. Then, after a beat: “And weirdly great.”

The crowd whooped, their enthusiasm infectious.

Luke shook his head, a grin spreading across his face. “Damn it.” He adjusted the camera on its tripod, a thoughtful look in his eyes. "Fine...guess I can't be the odd man out.” With a theatrical flourish, he stepped forward to stand beside Jose, ready to join the exploration of vulnerability and acceptance.

He unbuttoned and then yanked off his flannel shirt, revealing a broad, hairy chest and strong arms, muscles honed from years of carrying camera equipment and navigating challenging terrains. His black jeans followed, then his boxers. When he stood beside Jose, equally bare and grinning like a fool, the pavilion erupted again, this time with unrestrained enthusiasm. Luke spun once dramatically, arms outstretched. “Alright,” he declared, his voice ringing with newfound freedom. “This is objectively freeing.”
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