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***

 

This is a free publication. You are encouraged to read it and share it with your friends and family, if the subject appeals to them.

 


About this publication.

 

I had the idea to bring out some free stories with naturism / nudism as the subject.

 

Many people still are not aware that nudism, or a preference for living naked, has nothing to do with sex. Unfortunately, our society has been so highly sexualised that nearly any kind of skin is regarded as sexual.

 

For this reason, I present the first set of three very short stories, in different genres, which all touch on naturism or living / being nude. I hope you enjoy them.

 

About the symbol on the cover.

 

This is accepted as the ‘official’ symbol for naturism.

Visit https://www.naturistsymbol.org for more information.

 


Layla, Mark and the Fairies

 

“Mark. We should go home now.” Layla looked at the sky, hardly visible through the treetops. “It’ll be dark soon.”

Mark sighed. “Okay… But don’t be scared, okay? Those tales about people getting lost in this forest are all old-wives-tales. None of them has ever been proven.”

Mark and Layla had gotten together a few months ago, during singing practice. They’d both joined the choir, known for its opera repertoire, a few weeks before, and somehow they’d felt a mutual attraction. That had ended up in them going steady, and a few trips together. This picnic was the latest.

“Yes, I know, but still. We’re still a stretch away from the car, and I don’t want to break a leg or something out here.” Layla looked at him. “And you’re an IT consultant, not a first-aid specialist.” She added a wink to that, because she knew he’d never leave her in times of peril.

“The fairies will come to our rescue then,” Mark said, as he put the remains of their picnic in the basket. “But you’re right. No need to take risks.”

“Fairies aren’t always around when you need them,” Layla joked. She got up and folded the blanket. “There. Done. Ready to move when you are.”

“Let’s go then!”

Hand in hand they started walking, sticking to the path they’d used to find this fabulous picnic spot. It had looked as if no one had ever been there before.

“Ehm… Mark? Are you sure this is the right way?” Layla felt they’d been walking too far already. “Shouldn’t we have been at the car yet?”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” Mark said, slowing down his walking. He took his phone and pulled up a maps-app. “What…” He shook the device.

“Is something wrong?” The mere fact she asked that, told her something had to be wrong.

“My phone says there’s no connection,” Mark said, killing the app and starting it again. “There has to be connection.” He’d been streaming love-songs from his phone for a while, and they’d been deeper in the forest then.

“Wait, let me try.” Layla took her own phone. “That’s weird. No connection either.” Again she asked if he was certain they’d been going the right way.

Mark was positive. “We decided to sit down at that spot because the trail was getting too narrow, remember?”

“Oh. Yes, you’re right.” Layla tried her phone again, but got the same lack of result. “And what do we do now?”

“Well, first off I’d get rid of those garments,” a high-pitched voice said.

Both Mark and Layla almost jumped as they heard that strange advice.

“Who is that?” Mark asked, looking around as he tried to switch the light on his phone on.

“Me,” the voice said, “and you have to look down. I’m not a giant like you are.”

“Giant?” The two looked down. Mark’s phone-light finally came on, and the beam revealed a four-inch tall, naked woman. With wings.

“Yes. Giants. Imagine yourself in my position,” the tiny apparition said. “Now kneel down, so I don’t have to yell. And get out of those garments before it’s too late.”

“Too late? For what?” Layla wasn’t going to strip naked just like that. Even when the request came from a tiny person who couldn’t exist. “Who are you, anyway? And what? Are you a fairy?”

The tiny person, still in the beam of light, looked around. “Yes, I’m a fairy, and I know you’re taking a huge risk. Damn it, at least kneel down!”

Layla looked at Mark, who was slowly become invisible in the darkness which started to surround them. “Should we?”

“Why not,” he said. “Losing the trail is weird, losing the connection is weird, so this just is another weird.” After those words, he knelt down.

Layla did so too, and as her knees reached the forest floor, they heard a variety of growls. “What was that?”

The fairy shook her head. “That’s the sound of you being too late,” she said. “Get those fabrics off you and throw them away. Look at me. Do I have such things on me?”

“No,” Mark said, totally unnecessary. His one-word response was almost out-sounded by more growls. Those seemed to be a lot closer now. “Can you tell us what-”

Even louder growls rose up around them. They also heard the rustling of plants and leaves as something - or various somethings - seemed to come closer.

“Get out of them,” the fairy said. “There is still time. If you wait too long, I’m leaving and you’re on your own. Hurry!” To add emphasis to her words, the fairy wings started moving, and she lifted off.

Mark was the first who started undressing. Layla stared at him, asking what he was doing. “I’m not taking chances,” he said. “Maybe this is a weird dream, from something we ate or drank, but I don’t like the sound of those growls.”

As in agreement, another growl erupted, too close for comfort, and something howled as well.

“What was that?” Layla now also started undressing, worrying about how Mark would react if he saw her body. She turned her back to him, to have some feeling of privacy, even though it was dark now. The only light they had, came from his phone.
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