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Story 1: Exposing My Insecurities: Company Trip Ignites a Woman’s Passions
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We arrived at the resort mid-morning after an overnight flight and shuttle ride. The resort sits on a beautiful beach with a clear blue ocean. It was large and featured numerous restaurants, dance clubs, recreational activities, and secluded areas where you could be alone. Over the past five years, I have worked for my Dad's small company. This trip was his idea to bring the company closer, and he insisted that all four employees make this trip together. I was 25 years old and still living with him in the house I grew up in. After giving a year of college a try, I ended up dropping out. Temporarily, I said at the time, but six years later, I had no plans to return. Instead, I continued living in my old bedroom. At Dad's company, I do just enough work to justify my paycheck, nothing more. Otherwise, I'm writing fan fiction, playing Runescape, and arguing on Reddit in my free time. I was very popular in high school and had a long-term boyfriend. But after I dropped out of college, my friends gradually moved on to out-of-state jobs and marriages. My boyfriend broke up with me, claiming I had given up.
Since then, I've had a few dates, but generally don't meet many guys. It's not that I'm unattractive. I inherited my mom's D-cup breast; god rest her soul. My ass sticks out more than I'd like, but I only weigh 140 lbs at 5 feet, 6 inches tall. I think I'm better looking than some of those girls I regularly watch on amateur porn sites.
My Dad co-owns the company with a woman named Erica. Thus, technically, she and my Dad are my bosses. Erica is a sweet and caring boss, and we've talked frequently about what I want in life. She is concerned I am wasting away working this job but my Dad disagrees. She and my Dad are very close but not romantic. In fact, Erica is married to my Dad's best friend, Tom. Dad had pushed Tom to come on the trip, too, but he couldn't due to a scheduling conflict with his own job. With Tom unable to be here, Dad is very protective of Erica. He will do anything to ensure his business partner and best friend's wife stays safe.
The final person from the company on this trip is Jenna. She has been interning at the company for almost three years now. She is only 18 years old and a few weeks away from starting her senior year in high school. She's smart and does excellent work, and we are excited to see her eventually become a doctor or something. Believe it or not, she has been dating the same guy for the last 5 years. They are so cute together, and her boyfriend, Rick, has secretly told us that he plans to propose at their high school graduation in May. Rick is very sweet and kind. So much so that Jenna has told me that despite dating for half a decade, Rick respects her too much to push for sex. They haven't done it orally or even seen each other naked at all. Dad and Erica offered to bring Rick along, but he thought it inappropriate for Jenna and him to sleep in the same hut, so he declined.
Dad and I carried the luggage from the shuttle while Jenna and Erica followed. My Dad was very protective of me. I think he likes living at home where he can watch over me. I've overheard him and Erica argue that he should encourage me to find a place of my own while Dad says I'm fine where I'm at. I do think Dad can be a bit controlling. He has strong opinions about what I should wear, even though I'm 25. Generally, I just follow his suggestions and dress conservatively. Erica, despite being in her mid-forties, looks amazing. She is currently wearing a long sundress. Like me, she is a curvy woman and gets a lot of male attention, causing a lot of arguments between my Dad and these men.
We got checked in and found our room. It was a suite where we all got our own room but shared a living area and kitchen. Dad suggested we tour the resort, which we did. After an hour of walking around, we got lunch at one of the restaurants before returning to the room. As everyone else settled in, I announced my intention to head back out. 
"I saw some guys and girls my age hanging out at the beach. I'm going to head out and maybe make some vacation friends."
My Dad, ever wary, had questions. "What are you going to wear?" 
"Well, they were on the beach, so probably a swimsuit," I said, feeling embarrassed by the question. 
"Wear a one-piece with shorts," he ordered. As usual, I did what he said and wore a black one-piece bathing suit that covered my entire top very well. Over them, I wore some blue jeans shorts. I waved goodbye and sought the college-age group I had seen before. The group of five guys and one girl were right where I saw them last on the beach. I neglected to tell my Dad the ratio of men to women, but he'll live. 
"Hi, do you mind if I hang out with you? I'm Lena," I said as an introduction to the group. They were welcoming and relaxed. They were from all over the country and had only met the day before. 
"I like your outfit," the other girl said, smiling at me. I appreciated the compliment, but I was jealous of the black bikini she wore. While I wasn't ignored, the guys paid more attention to her, which I attributed to her outfit showing much more skin than mine. We talked about a variety of topics, and I asked a lot of questions and engaged in all of the topics, even the ones I wasn't interested in. The only person who seemed to be consistently engaging with me was the other girl, who I think was aware she was getting most of the male attention. Eventually, we all needed to leave but agreed to meet back in two hours at the same place.
I got back to the room, and Dad had a lot of questions about what I did and what the guys were like. I answered his questions to his satisfaction and told him about my plans to meet up later, which he wasn't happy about but didn't object to. Our little company group headed to the beach for a while and waded in the water. Erica, Jenna, and I all wore our one-piece swimsuits that Dad specifically approved of. It was enjoyable, but I was looking forward to being with people my age again soon. We headed back, and I had about 20 minutes until the next meet-up with my new friends was due.
Getting ready, I stood and looked at myself in the mirror, wearing the one-piece bathing suit. I looked ten years older than I was wearing it. Olympic swimmers show more skin than this. I wasn't looking to have the guys clawing at me, but it would be nice to get close to the same attention as the girl in the bikini did. Like I said, I'm an attractive woman. I walked over to where my Dad and Erica were sitting. 
"Dad, I want to wear the bikini I brought when I meet up with my friends, okay?" 
"What? Why? I didn't even realize you brought or owned a bikini. What's wrong with the swimsuit you have on," he protested. 
"I'm not looking to do anything bad. I just want to wear something that matches what people my age are wearing. Did you see anyone my age out there dressed like me? I didn't." 
He continued to argue, "You told me all you guys did before was talk. Are you not able to talk in that swimsuit? What are you doing where you need to show off your body?"
It was no use. Dad wasn't going to give. Unexpectedly, Erica spoke up. "I remember when I was her age, I would wear bikinis all the time. She's 25. It's not like she is wearing tassels and a thong out there. She'll be okay." Dad looked unhappy, but I think having his business partner speak up made the difference. 
"Be careful out there." He couldn't get himself to say yes to the bikini, but he wasn't forbidding it. I went to the bottom of my suitcase, grabbed the bikini, and went to the bathroom. It was a pink 2 piece bikini. It was far from the most scandalous bikini one could wear. It covered my butt and about 80% of my chest, which was very large. I took a final look at myself and tried to zoom out of the hotel room before Dad could see me and change his mind.
Walking outside was exciting for me. A lot of other women were wearing bikinis, true. But for me, this was the most skin I have shown outside, maybe ever. I was anxious for my new guy friends to see me wearing this. I was a few minutes late to the beach, but the five guys and single girl were already there. 
The first guy to see me did a double-take before declaring, "Hey, awesome suit! What was your name again? Sorry." Everyone greeted me, and I instantly felt ten times more welcome than I had been previously. The other girl and I were invited to tell stories, jokes (which always got a laugh), and answers to a whole bunch of questions the boys had. I talked for almost ten minutes straight about Runescape despite me being the only one there to have ever played it. I think I got more attention than the other girl, which I attributed to being curvier than her. Not that it's a competition.
After a joke I gave that got a loud round of laughs, one of the guys looked at me and said, "Lena, thanks for hanging out with us. I was worried this trip would be dull, but with you hanging around, it's been a blast." The guys all agreed, and the girl lightly nodded. 
"I really hope you can keep hanging out with us. I meant to bring you a gift from the shop, but I forgot. I'll do that next time," another guy mentioned. Several of them mentioned a similar sentiment of wanting to bring me a gift next time. I was almost blushing from the attention.
"Hey Lena, did you know that you are actually allowed to go topless anywhere at this resort." I paused upon hearing this. That was an odd thing to bring up. 
"Is that true?" I asked, not knowing how else to respond. 
A different guy answered, "It is. Take a look at that sign behind you." I turned around and saw a large sign with a variety of rules. Scanning down the list, I found a bullet point that read, 'Male and females are allowed to be topless at any time at any location, public or private, indoors or outdoors, anywhere on the resort grounds.'
It
wasn't too surprising. This was an 18 year old only resort. However, it was not advertised as being sexual in any way. 
"Huh, that's interesting. I haven't seen any woman topless, though," I said.
The other girl agreed, "Yeah, me neither. I don't think anyone actually does that here."
I thought the topic had died, but another of the guys brought it up again, "True, but that doesn't mean someone can't. Have either of you ladies ever done anything like that?" We both shook our heads no. 
"There's no way I could do something like that. It would be too embarrassing," I said while the other girl nodded in agreement. 
"Embarrassing? Why in the world would you be embarrassed? You are gorgeous! Just seeing you took my breath away when you walked over here today." I was feeling very blushy again. 
"Thank you for saying that. But I just don't have the courage to show off my body. Even wearing this is a stretch for me," I said, becoming very aware of the male attention I was getting.
"As beautiful as you are, you should have the courage to do anything. I say go for it!" One of the guys said, starting a clap. 
The girl spoke up, "Guys, don't push her to do anything that makes her uncomfortable." She was completely ignored.
"You... you guys really think I should," I asked as my voice cracked 
"It's your choice, gorgeous. But I think you are brave as you are stunning." I looked around the group. Each guy was giving me their full attention and showering me with compliments. The girl looked uncomfortable, but the guys were giving me giant smiles. Was I really going to take off my bikini top outside, in front of all these guys? Half an hour ago, I was nervous about wearing a bikini out. I looked around the area. Nobody else was nearby, so only these guys would see me if I did it, which I wasn't ready to say I was going to. These guys lived nowhere near me. In a few days, I would never see them again, and none of them had any phones or cameras. I would make their day and feel beautiful in the process.
I reached my hand to the back of my bikini, which drove the guys to yell in excitement. They started chanting my name together. I felt it unhook but grabbed it at the front with my arm before it could slide off. I was standing nearly topless in front of these guys. All I had to do was move my arm away, and they could see every inch of my breasts.
Feeling feisty, I wanted to savor the moment a bit. "Are you guys sure I should do this?" I asked in a playful tone. From their response, I gathered they thought I should. "Hmmm," I said, looking up with a thoughtful face. "Okay!" and I rapidly pulled the top away, revealing my tits to five guys and a girl I had just met today.
My heart was racing. I was in disbelief at what I just did. The guys stared in silence for an uncomfortable amount of time. "Are you guys okay? Is there something wrong with my chest?" I asked nervously. 
"Oh my gosh, no. Sorry. I think we were all just mesmerized by your body. God, you are hot. Thank you so much for doing this." With that, the silence broke, and I was showered with more and more compliments, albeit with less eye contact than before. The other girl was looking more uncomfortable and was obviously looking away from me as she had no interest in my bare boobs. I felt bad. 
"Listen, please don't feel pressured to take your top off just cause I did. It's fine, truly." 
"I wasn't going to," she said, giving my tits a look and making shaking her head. I almost called her a bitch, but the five guys ignoring her completely was all I needed. She left a few minutes later, not that anyone noticed.
I kept hold of my bikini top in my hand. I needed the comfort of knowing I could cover myself back up at any moment. But otherwise, I was good staying exposed. I moved the conversation away from my tits and started talking more about my interest again. The guys wanted to know more about everything I brought up. Every comment I made was either very interesting or very funny to them. I felt like I was quickly making very close friends. I found myself putting my hands behind my back and sticking my chest out more and more.
Dusk was coming, and I realized I needed to head out. The guys were disappointed but told me they would set up a bonfire at the beach later tonight, and they begged me to come. I agreed, which got cheers from them. One of them asked, "Will you... you know.. be..." he said, motioning to my bare chest. I gave a small smile and blushed. Was this a one-time thing, or was I going to be topless in front of these guys every time from now on? 
"Yes... but after I get here. No way am I walking around the resort without a top." I resigned to going topless tonight and not worrying about my lack of attire at future meet-ups. I waved goodbye as the guys walked off in separate directions. I turned around, prepared to put my top back on but was met with the sight of my Dad, Erica, and Jenna staring at my tits.
"Were you stripping for those boys?" my Dad yelled. I looked around to see if any of my friends had maybe heard that, but thankfully, they were out of earshot. 
"I was not stripping dad!" 
"Then why were you letting them ogle your naked chest?" I don't think I've ever seen him this upset. 
"They weren't ogling me, Dad. I just wanted to get some sun and enjoy the breeze. It's not a big deal. It's allowed in the resort rules, look," I said, pointing defensively at the sign. Dad didn't bother looking while Erica looked with interest. 
"You didn't let them touch you, did you," Dad asked nervously. I stamped my foot down, causing my still naked boobs to jiggle, reminding me I was still topless. 
I began putting my bikini back on while angrily replying, "Of course not. This wasn't a sex thing. Women go topless all the time in some places. Also, it's not against the rules!" I had gotten the suit over my boobs and was working on connecting the hooks in the back.
"Nobody else in this whole resort is topless. Just you!" Dad was not cooling down. 
"I wasn't going to walk around and let everyone see me. I just did it around my friends." After finally hooking the back, I adjusted the top as my left nipple was poking out. 
"Aha! So you only wanted these particular boys to see your chest! That sounds sexual to me!" Dad declared, trying to trap me. All I could do was growl in anger. 
"Let's head back to the room and cool off," Erica suggested. We all walked back in angry silence.
The argument started back up as soon as the door to our room closed. "Put away that bikini. For the rest of the trip, if you want to wear a swimsuit, you can the one-piece with a pair of my trunks over the bottoms," Dad said, thinking that would end the conversation. 
"I'm 25 years old, Dad. You are telling me to wear what shy pre-teen girls wear to the pool. I'm meeting the guys later tonight at the beach and wearing my bikini." 
"I will not have my daughter acting like a whore," he yelled, slamming his fist on the wall. The room went silent.
Erica looked at me and asked, "Tell me the truth, Lena. Did you promise those boys that you would go topless again tonight?" 
I took a big breath before answering. "Yes, yes I did." 
Erica smiled, "Then you'll go to that meeting topless tonight." 
"WHAT! Are you insane, Erica? Those guys are going to take advantage of her," Dad was as shocked at me about her response. 
"Dad, listen. Yes, the guys enjoyed seeing me like that. I'll admit it. But I haven't felt that beautiful or respected in years, if ever. Sometimes, a woman needs that." 
Dad wasn't having it, "Guys can compliment you without being able to see your naked tits!"
Erica spoke again. "I will be going with her to the meeting. I will ensure she stays safe." Oh, great. That's what I need: a chaperone. I will also be going topless, wearing only my bikini bottoms." That's... not what a chaperone does, I thought. 
"WHAT! You're going to parade topless in front of 5 strangers," Dad was looking pale. 
"Like Lena said, women sometimes need to do these things to feel good about themselves. I'm a woman too." 
"I'll compliment you all you want," Dad pleaded. 
"Stop it, that's not the same," Erica countered.
"What about your husband, Tom. If he finds out I let you go out topless, he'll kill me."
"Relax. I'll worry about Tom. It's not like I'm doing this in front of our customers or anyone we know. We will never see these boys again. I'm going to let them touch either of us. Come on, Lena, take off your top, and let's get ready to go." Dad had no response. He sat down in his chair and stared at his hands.
I wasn't planning on walking from the room to the meeting site at the beach topless. But at this point, bringing that up seemed like a bad idea. Erica unhooked the back of my bikini, and I was topless once again. She left to her room and 30 seconds later came back wearing only her bikini bottoms. "Oh dear god in heaven," Dad said when she entered. He diverted his eyes away from the bare breasts of his business partner and best friend's wife. Erica had the breasts of a woman 15 years younger than her. It was impressive. I started to realize how awkward it was going to be to show up to meet my new friends with my topless boss in tow.
"Okay, we are off," she said, opening the door and introducing the resort to her tits. 
I gave Dad a last look before I followed, "We'll be safe, I promise."
As we exited the room, I could finally talk to Erica one-on-one. It's something we get a few chances to do and especially not something we do while both topless outside. "You don't have to do this Erica, you can go back in now," I said. 
"Lena, I wasn't kidding earlier. This is just as much for me as it is for you. I want to feel admired and wanted as well." 
"Okay, but these guys are my age- early twenties, probably in college." 
She laughed, "And you're worried they won't like
me
there, especially topless? I think you'll be surprised." I gulped and started walking. With it being evening, I had hoped the walk to the beach would be void of people, but that was not the case. The pathway was well-lit, making our tits easy to spot even from a distance. Walking by group after group of fellow guests, I tried to cover myself without making it look like I was embarrassed. It was a poor attempt, and everyone who walked by got an eyeful of my chest. Erica, on the other hand, made no such attempt. She confidently walked as her massive tits swayed with her. She would make casual conversations with people we passed by, even as they noticeably stared at her and her employee's naked tits. By the time we got to the beach, the number of people who had seen my nude breast in my life must have increased 10X.
The final thirty feet to the meeting site on the beach was dark. The five guys were already there. I doubt they would see us coming. I thought about what I would say when we arrived. 'Hey guys, I'm here! Also, here is my boss and her tits!' But before I could say anything, we came into view, and the guys made the first move. 
"Lena! Holy shit, you came topless. That's awesome! Oh fuck, you brought a friend? And she's hot and topless also! You are the greatest!" The other guys echoed those comments, throwing compliments at both of us. Okay, so at least they thought my boss was hot. A weird thing to be thankful for, but it's a bizarre day.
"So, who is your attractive friend you brought, Lena?" Here we go. 
"Well... this...is...my...boss Erica." Silence as almost all eyes were on her boobs. 
"That's awesome!" "Way to go, Lena and Lena's boss!" "You're staying, right, Lena's boss?" The boys were excited by the introduction, that's for sure. We gathered around the fire and talked, Erica and my breasts glowing from the firelight. Despite having another topless woman there, the guys gave me no less attention. In fact, rather than halving the attention I was getting earlier, they seemed to double their attention. It helped that Erica and I stood beside each other most of the time. 
I was in awe of the confidence Erica showed. She acted as if the boys were lucky to have her around but didn't come off as conceited. Erica was a lot more flirty than I was, as well. She would playfully run her fingers through their hair, hold her arm on a shoulder, or poke them in the chest. She would also return the many remarks she was getting on her looks with compliments of her own to the boys. Saying how fit they looked, how cute they were in the face, or how their hair made them look so handsome. Hearing this made me feel bad as I don't think I had said a single nice thing about the guy's looks since I got topless the first time. I quickly started mimicking this behavior, but not as naturally as my boss seemed to be able to do.
My conversational topics continued to be innocent, with me talking more about my interests, not drawing attention to my naked breasts. For example, I spoke about a favorite fan fiction I recently read. As I explained the plot, my boobs just happened to be visible to everyone listening. Erica, on the other hand, would frequently draw attention to her breasts. One story would end "... I say that, but here I am naked from the waist up in front of a crowd of college boys!" or "...but I bet that wouldn't have happened if I came dressed like this!" and even once, "... they were so big I could probably only fit 3 of them in between these girls!" Each story would end with her pointing to her boobs while she stuck her chest out. I would laugh nervously with the guys while they all stared at my boss's tits. 
I noticed the other girl had yet to show up. I asked about her. "Who knows. To be honest, she was a bore. I'm thrilled you showed up today and then brought your boss," a guy responded to the nods of the other four.
The fire started to die, and I realized we had been hanging out for over 4 hours. As we began to say goodbye, Erica unexpectedly hugged each guy, which they accepted without complaint. Feeling like it would be really awkward if I didn't, I followed suit, hugging each guy after her. The result was my bare chest was pressed right up against the boy's equally bare skin. My nipples, which had become hard in the cool sea breeze, were likely easily noticed by each guy. This felt like we were breaking my promise to Dad not to touch the guys, but it wasn't like their hands were on my chest.
"You both will come back tomorrow, right? Same time, same place?" 
I spoke up first, "We'll see. We have a lot of things planned tomorrow." 
They looked disappointed, but another guy asked what I'm guessing they were all thinking, "And you'll... wear... or rather not wear..." 
Again, I took charge and spoke before Erica could, "I don't know, this has been fun, but maybe we will wear something more conventional. I packed a nice sun dress I think you guys would like!" I could almost feel the disappointment they had in response. 
The guy responded before walking away, "Well, it's your choice, but you both are so beautiful. You don't need fancy dresses to look good." Tonight was fun and exhilarating, but continuing to hang out half-naked with my boss and these guys for the rest of the vacation seemed like a bad idea. I didn't want to do that to Dad again anyway.
I wish I had brought my top to put back on for the walk back. There were still many people around, and the paths were as bright as ever. "Thank you for bringing me tonight, Lena. I really needed that. Those guys were so young and handsome. I feel like I'm 20 years old again," she said with a skip giving a group we were passing a great view of her tits flopping around. She continued, "I'm surprised how reserved you were, though. I didn't realize you got so nervous talking to guys." 
That comment flustered me. "I don't get nervous talking to guys! At least... not when I'm fully clothed." 
Erica laughed at that, "Being topless in front of these guys shouldn't make you nervous. It should make them. You are a beautiful woman! These guys will do anything they can to make you feel welcome. You hold all the power!" She had a good point, but it didn't matter now. Another group of guys we walked by stopped their previously loud conversation in its tracks to watch us walk by.
Erica started the conversation again, "You sounded unsure about returning tomorrow. Didn't you have fun tonight? We should go back tomorrow for sure!" 
"I did have fun and want to go back," I said truthfully. 
"We'll finish our group plans tomorrow with plenty of time. Don't worry about it. It's settled then. I'm looking forward to it," Erica said, as bouncy as ever. 
"Me too, but like I said, I will wear my sundress, and you should wear yours. You look really nice in that color." Erica stepped in front of me, our bare chests almost colliding. 
"But the guys will be so disappointed," she said, looking disappointed herself. "Besides, it's like we talked about. This will be good practice talking to guys for you." 
"But dad will be.." 
"You let me worry about your Dad. I've worked with him for years. This is what he does. He gets mad when he can't control things but drops it the next day." I somehow doubted that Dad was going to drop the fact that his daughter was spending hours showing off her tits to a group of guys.
We left the topic at that, having arrived back at the room. I planned to talk to her about it again and maybe agree on us returning wearing our full bikinis tomorrow as a compromise. Inside the room, Jenna was playing on her phone, and Dad was asleep. Or at least pretending to be as I imagined he was thinking about what his topless daughter and business partner had been doing for the past 4 or 5 hours. The rest of us went to bed, resting for our first full day on vacation.
The following day, I woke up and found Dad and Jenna awake while Eric was still dosing on the couch. "I trust you both had fun showing off your breasts to the entire resort last night," he said sarcastically to me. I needed to reassure him and calm him down. 
"The resort was completely empty walking to and from the beach, Dad," I lied. "Nobody gave us any notice." 
I thought I maybe gave him some relief, but he continued, "That group of boys, though, probably gave you both all the notice in the world." 
"They were very well-behaved and didn't try anything. We would have left the second they did anyway. All we did was talk." 
"Talk with your tits out," Dad crudely remarked. 
I kept trying to reassure him. "Okay, yes. We were not wearing tops. But like Erica said, the only reason was to make ourselves feel good about ourselves. To regain the confidence that we should have." At first, Dad didn't have a response to that, and I thought he might finally be able to drop it. That was until he had to spit out a final retort. 
"Being a slut doesn't give you confidence."
At that, Erica shot up from the couch, having been awake and listening to the whole conversation. "God damn it, I won't have you body shaming your own daughter after having just got her confidence back. You should have seen her last night. She was glowing! This might be what she needs to kick her life back into gear! In fact, we are going back to the group tonight. Topless." That killed my plan to talk her into wearing a bikini top. Another night showing off the goods wasn't the worst. 
Dad perked up red in the face, "Oh no, you are not. That was a one-time thing! We are all staying in this room tonight!" Erica got up and went into the bathroom, coming back out wearing only her bikini bottoms, with her tits as naked as they were last night.
"Actually," Erica said, ignoring Dad's last comment, "I think that's not enough. Lena and I will wear only bikini bottoms for the day today." My eyes opened up large at the news that I would walk around
the entire day, in broad daylight, with my girls on display for every guy or girl who desired to see them. 
Dad fell back into his chair. "You can't be serious. Hundreds of people are going to see you. We will be eating in restaurants and doing activities. You are going to have your breasts out for all of that?" 
Erica responded, "Every second." She walked up to me and gave me a hug, pushing her breast into mine.
Dad started panicking, looking around the room for I don't know what. He apparently found it in Jenna. "What about Jenna! Are you going to subject your young intern to seeing her boss's breast all day?" 
The ordinarily quiet Jenna addressed that question herself. "I don't mind. They are just breasts. I have them myself." 
Erica smiled large, gave Jenna a topless hug as well, and turned to her business partner, "Just breathe. It will be alright. Breasts are only sexual because guys make them. My bottoms will stay fully on. Nobody will be allowed to touch me. You're not betraying my husband, nor will this hurt our company." 
Dad stammered, "But we're heading to breakfast, and your tits will be there for everyone to see." Recognizing that he would not become any more accepting than this, Erica pushed for the rest of us to get ready.
I, as instructed, I guess, put on my bikini bottoms and nothing else. I stared at my chest in the bathroom mirror, knowing this was the sight that would greet every person I saw for the rest of the day. Walking back into the room, everyone seemed ready to go. Jenna was wearing a bikini, the first time I've ever seen her wear anything like that. I guess, comparatively, a bikini isn't such a big deal. 
Dad walked to the door, put his hand on the handle, paused, and then turned to face us. "I'm sorry for my comments earlier. I was wrong and hurtful. You both can wear whatever you want, but please, at least wear something!" Erica was having none of it and pushed by him opening the door. I stepped out and felt the warm sun on my bare breasts. It felt good, but I could also feel every eye within 100 meters locked in on my tits. As we walked to the restaurant, Dad walked out in front, I think he was trying to block people's views, but it was not very effective. He glared at the guys staring at us and started to tell them to mind their own business. He noticed one man standing, presumably by his wife, staring at Erica's tits. 
"You know your husband is staring at my friend's chest right now," he said, hoping to get the other man in trouble. 
The wife responded, "So am I. Your friend has a fantastic rack." Erica thanked her and returned the compliment while Dad stormed on. Finally arriving at the restaurant, you could see every individual whose chair was facing us point us out to their counterpart across their table. An A-list celebrity walking in would have gotten fewer turned heads than we got. 
"Table for.... four?" the waiter asked, eyeing Erica's and my bodies up and down. I don't know if he was counting Dad and Jenna or just the number of tits in front of him, but he led us to the table. It was maybe the most interesting meal I've had, with the food having nothing to do with it. The strangest moment was when the waiter asked for our drink order. Dad asked for a bloody mary, Jenna an orange juice, and Erica asked for large cups of milk for herself and me. 
"Right..." the waiter responded, staring at her chest. I swear a different waiter approached the table every 30 seconds, asking us if we were doing okay. Or rather, asking Erica's and my tits that based on where their eyes were looking.
Towards the end of the meal, Erica excused herself and left the table. After she was gone for a while, we sighted her talking to a booth of men. She noticed us looking and waved, shouting, "These guys are from Colorado also." Dad slumped down into his chair further as her waving allowed the whole restaurant to watch her breasts jiggle wildly.
After finishing and leaving the restaurant, we had our first reserved activity. Which was.... horseback riding. "Maybe we should skip this one and find a nice secluded area to relax in," my Dad suggested. 
"What, no! I was really looking forward to riding a horse. As were you, I remembered. We are going," Erica commanded. To my Dad's relief, the horse handler was a woman. Actually, a beautiful one who wore a bikini top and short blue jean shorts. 
As we approached, she hollered to my Dad, who was walking in front, "Howdy! Are you my 10 am riders?" Her mood quickly changed when two topless women appeared from behind him. "Oh, do you need to go back and change first? You got time. I'd recommend riding in pants and a comfortable multi-layer shirt." 
"We'll be fine as we are, miss," Erica replied, smiling coldly. After a few safety tips and helping us on our horses, the riding went precisely as you would expect. My tits were jiggling all over to the point I was worried they would smack my face. Erica was no better off. Riding up and down the beach, we got a lot of hoots and hollers. Riding topless with breasts as large as mine proved difficult and distracting. I was less focused on the embarrassment of the whole event and more on not falling off due to my flopping tits throwing off my balance. Erica, however, was able to wave at all our admirers and socialize with them. Jenna rode confidently next to us, secured in her bikini, but still bounced a lot. Dad stayed way back for most of the ride.
After an hour's ride, we dismounted. My chest was surprisingly sore. I was thankful for my girls to be relatively stationary again. We headed back to the same restaurant for lunch. There was a long line, but upon seeing us, the host let us skip it, claiming we had reservations. He led us to a table in the middle of the restaurant, where everyone had a clear view of us. None of us said it out loud, but it was clear our perky naked tits came with perks.
Once we finished lunch, paid for by several nearby tables, we headed over to our afternoon activity, karaoke. I was thankful bull-riding or pogo-stick riding wasn't offered at this resort. When we arrived, the place was empty, which my Dad was happy about. However, the place quickly filled up as we reviewed the song list. Almost as if the crowd was following us. We were worried we wouldn't be able to get many songs in with the crowd, but nobody but us put in a song request. Apparently, the crowd came to enjoy watching the singers rather than sing themselves. Emphasis on the watching.
As we looked through the songs, Erica asked me to



d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





