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"Now you don't need to talk to anyone you don't want to," Tracey told me. "Sometimes there are creepy guys hanging around, sometimes it's just guys who want to hook up. But just tell them you want to hang out on your own and they'll leave you alone."

"Won't you be there too?" I asked.

"If I wander away for some reason," she said, "I don't want you feeling like I'm abandoning you."

We were approaching closer and closer to the warning sign, close enough that I could read the lettering from here: "BEYOND THIS SIGN YOU MAY ENCOUNTER NUDE SUNBATHERS". There was more on the sign, lots of small text, probably the rules or the legal fine print. But we were almost there, and each step through the sand felt longer and heavier.

"Don't worry," Tracey said, somehow sensing my nervousness. "It's easy once you get there."

We got to the sign, and Tracey stopped and turned to face me. "Last chance," she said. "Chicken out now, or you're going to be on a nude beach."

I took a deep breath. "Let's go."

"I was just kidding," she said. "No way I was going to let you escape now."

I scanned the beach; it was about a mile long, ending at a big rock formation. The pale sand shone in the midsummer sun, and all the way along the shore people were dotted on colored blankets and sat under bright sun umbrellas. "I'm amazed this is even legal," I said.

"It's private land," she answered. "The owners let people use the beach and no one can stop them letting people go clothesfree."

"So if there was a rapist or something -"

"They say the owners are well-armed," she answered. "And it's their land."

"Fair enough," I said, turning to her. "What about -"

My voice caught in my throat, and I found myself forgetting I had even been speaking. 

While I'd been taking in the surroundings, Tracey had been undressing; without my noticing, she had removed every stitch of her clothing, her short skirt, halter top, and the string bikini she'd had on underneath. Her pale body gleamed in the bright sunlight, and her red hair shone.

"I really need to get a tan, don't I?" she grinned, enjoying the range of expressions - shock, surprise, confusion - that were no doubt passing over my face. 

She really did, but I didn't know how to tell her that she looked fantastic already. Her tits were oversized for her twenty-year-old frame, and her pink nipples were just begging for wet, sucking kisses. Her long, slim legs ended at a fiery patch of bright orange pubes, trimmed into a lovely V, and her belly was remarkably firm and toned. I'm not usually attracted to women, but it would be impossible not to appreciate her particular charms.

"Well?" she asked. "Are you going to admire me all day, or are you going to get your clothes off?"

I felt a little twinge deep down in the pit of my stomach at those words: you could take them at face value, two girls about to get onto a nude beach; or you could take them to the bedroom, where my mind was suddenly and unexpectedly straying.

"You want me to undress you?" she asked.

The twinge repeated, and I hurriedly pulled the half-shirt I was wearing up over my head to hide it. Well, first time on a nude beach - you were bound to have some strange feelings.

I lost the shirt and the shorts, and paused while wearing only my own bikini. It was one of those barely-there ones, but somehow it made all the difference.

I laughed nervously to cover up my uncertainty. "This is weird," I said. 

"Go on," she answered. "You won't believe how great it feels."

Her eyes were hidden by her oversized sunglasses, so I couldn't tell how serious she was being. I hooked my thumbs under the waistband of my bikini bottoms and pulled.

My heart rushed madly as I stepped out of them, leaving my body fully exposed from my midriff down. Despite the warmth of the air, I could feel a breeze on my freshly-shaved pussy, something I'd never felt before. "That's it," Tracey said encouragingly. "Almost there."

Another long, deep breath, then I felt for the strings at my back and pulled. My boobs weren't as nice and full as Tracey's, but I had always liked them, nice little globes with long, ultra-sensitive nipples protruding from small dark pink areolas. You work with what you have, my mother always said, and I worked them pretty well, I though. No one had ever complained.

But I wasn't used to showing them off quite so readily.

The bikini fell away, and I was naked. Out there in public, under the blazing sun, completely and utterly nude.

My knees trembled, and I swallowed hard, finding all the moisture in my mouth completely dried up.

"Come on," Tracey said, taking my hand. "We'll find a spot and put some lotion on."

I numbly allowed her to guide me forward, onto the nude beach. 

It was hard to make sense of the feelings surging through me; all I could do was let it all wash over me as I followed Tracey, step by unreal step. 

Of course, it was only natural to look at the people we passed as we progressed along the beach. It was a wide mix: some couples and small groups, some older people with grey hair, a couple of knots of what looked like teenagers. There were lean, muscular bodies and big, saggy, fleshy torsos.

And yes, yes, I could see dicks and asses and tits galore. Smooth-shaved pussies, hairy middles with pink penises poking out, people lying on their front and their back.

We passed a couple walking the other way on the beach. "Nice day," the guy said; he was a big guy, like a football player, muscular but with an oversized gut. His woman was short and squat, with a wide ass; I was surprised to see silver rings twinkling on her nipples. 

"Isn't it?" Tracey replied. There was no way I was going to be able to answer. The guy had a baseball cap on so his eyes were shaded, but I could see him checking us out. Well, I guess I couldn't blame him.

Still, his girl was pretty good-looking, even though she was out of shape. Normally I wouldn't have really noticed her, but with my sunglasses on I was able to look her up and down inconspicuously. She had something about her, some aura of sexuality, that was attractive in some way I couldn't easily define.

Her guy, though, despite his straying eyes, had his own charms: he was remarkably well-hung. His cock bounced back and forth as he walked, and even though it was completely flaccid - which must have been a real feat of self-control considering all the naked female flesh surrounding him - I could see that it was a good size, long and thick.

Stop it, I told myself. You're on a nude beach, not going to an orgy.

We passed the couple and then Tracey pointed to a little patch of beach a little ways away from the shore. "What do you think?"

"Looks good." 

We made our way to the spot; it was a little alcove among the dunes, protected nicely from the wind and, I was slightly relieved to see, from the eyes of others. There were people on beach blankets on either side of us, two guys about twenty feet to the right, and a young threesome about the same distance away to the left, but our little area at least gave the illusion of seclusion.

We spread out the blanket; I was acutely aware of my pussy lips poking out from between my thighs as I crouched down to straighten out one corner, something that I had just never experienced before. Amazing, the range of sensations you were in for when you went to a nude beach.

There was no denying, though, that the feeling of the sun and the fresh lakeside air on my skin was appealing, even intoxicating, whether on my back, my bare ass, my jiggling tits, or my strangely and intoxicatingly freed pussy lips. It turned out that the few square inches of fabric that my bikini represented actually did make a big difference.

Finally we were all set: blanket unrolled, cold bottles of water in a shady spot, trashy romance novels out, and suntan lotion ready to apply. "Here," Tracey said, handing me a plastic water bottle.

"I'm okay for now," I said.

"No, go on," she said with a smile. 

I took a sip: peach schnapps. "Aw, you were thinking of me," I said. 

"Your favorite, I know."

She began applying lotion to her body, taking what seemed like an extra long time with her tits, letting them repeatedly flop out
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