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“Oh, hey, Honey,” your stepdad says as your mom and Linda step out onto the porch where you, your 
stepbrother, and your stepdad are all sitting in chairs and working valiantly to take care of your stepdad’s 
beer problem. “Did you gals get everything you needed?” 

“Yes, we did,” she says, smiling. “We’ve got everything we need to make dinner.” 

“Great!” you say. “What’re we having?” 

“Chicken-fried steak, mashed potatoes, and green beans,” she replies. 

Your eyes light up. Nobody can hold a candle to your mom’s chicken-fried steak! 

“That sounds great, Mom!” 

Your stepdad nods. “I gotta admit, I didn’t realize I was getting such a good cook when I married you, Irene, 
but I’m sure not complaining!” 

Your mom blushes a little and smiles. “I’ll get it started here in an hour or so. In the meantime, Alex, Sean, 
would you two help me with something for a minute?” 

Your stepdad and stepbrother look at each other and then get up and follow her into the house. Linda takes 
Sean’s seat to your right. 

“Did you enjoy your girls’ day out?” you ask teasingly. 

“It was just grocery shopping,” Linda replies with a shrug. 

You shrug, too. “Well, I guess it went okay; you both seem to be in good spirits.” 

“Of course!” Linda replies, smiling. “Your mom is always so nice.” 

“Try getting in trouble with her,” you say with a wry grin. “That woman can wield a wooden spoon…”  

You shake your head and chuckle just as the others return. 

“What was that all about?” you ask. 

“Oh, just unloading some groceries,” your mom says. 

“I would have helped,” you say, frowning. 

“Oh, Son, you’re just visiting; I won’t put you to work the moment you get here!” your mom laughs. “I’ll let 
you help taste-test dinner,” she offers. 

You laugh. “Heh, thanks, Mom.” 

She sits down next to you, and Sean and your stepdad pull up some more chairs and reclaim their beers. 

“So, who’s up for a game after dinner?” Sean suggests. 

“What’d you have in mind?” Linda asks. 

Sheesh, don’t look too eager to get into Truth or Dare, you think to yourself. 

“How about cards?” your dad suggests. “We’ll get out a deck, and we old-timers will beat you young-guns 
at some poker.” 

 “You oughtta put your money where your mouth is, old man,” Sean teases. 

“Erm, we didn’t bring a lot of extra cash,” you interject. 

Sean cocks his head and grins slyly. “All right, then: if not your money, then your modesty. Whaddya say, 
Bro? Old-fashioned game of strip-poker?” 

You gape. “In front of our parents?!” 

Your stepdad laughs. “What are ya, chicken? It’s nothing we haven’t seen before, Kiddo.” 

You glance at Linda, who is starting at you with bated breath. Actually, as you look around, all eyes are 
glued on you. You swallow. 
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“Well, I—I guess if nobody has a problem with it, then who am I to be a spoilsport?” you chuckle weakly. 

“Sounds fun!” your stepdad says, getting up. “I’ll go get the cards.” 

“Dad, we’ve got plenty of time,” Sean laughs. “Don’t think you can shirk responsibility for taking care of 
these beers with us!” 

Your dad chuckles and sits back down. “Far be it from me to shirk anything!” he says. “I was just excited 
about getting to play some poker again!” 

“He’s bored of beating us at it,” your mom explains. 

“He beats you?” you ask, feigning shock. 

“Only at poker!” your stepdad chuckles. “But it should be more fun with you guys joining in. If nothing else, 
it makes it harder to count cards!” 

“Plus, we all know you have no poker face, Bro,” Sean says. 

“Well, heck, if you wanted to see me naked, you shoulda just said so,” you blurt. 

Everybody stares at you. Linda’s eyes look like they’re going to bug out of her head. 

“Kidding!” you say, forcing a grin. 

“Don’t be silly, Son,” your stepdad says. “It’s not that I want to see you naked; I want to see you squirm as 
you take each piece off!” 

Your jaw drops, and you roll your eyes. “You’re terrible, Dad!” you protest. 

He grins wickedly but offers no retort. 

“Well, I’m off to get dinner started,” your mom says. 

“I’ll help,” Linda offers. 

As they disappear, you’re left with the distinct feeling that there’s something going on, something 
everybody knows about but you. Sean and your dad seem to be chatting easily enough—about sports, 
you think—but there’s something there, something you can’t exactly place. It’s like they’re stealing 
glances at you. You shake your head. Maybe you’re just being paranoid. 

The smell of your mom’s cooking doesn’t take long to pull you out of it, though, and when she announces 
that dinner is ready, your mouth waters with anticipation. Her chicken-fried steaks are golden-brown, 
fluffy, and seasoned perfectly with salt and pepper, and though chicken-fried steak is supposed to use a 
lousy cut of meat, your mom’s always somehow end up tender and juicy beneath their crispy crust. 

You all heap mashed potatoes, green beans, and generous-sized steaks onto your plates and top it all off 
with some of your mom’s delicious gravy. Your plate must have gained ten pounds from you filling it! 

“Something interesting happened to us at the grocery store,” your mom says as you all eat. 

“What’s that?” your dad asks. 

“Well, you know Tina, the cashier. She saw Linda and asked if she was my daughter!” 

“I can see the resemblance,” Sean pipes up. “It’s your smiles.”  

You grin, thinking about how you and Linda met. “That was what first attracted me to you,” you say to her. 

She blushes and smiles, pushing her hair back behind her ear with one hand while holding her fork in the 
other. It’s adorable how self-conscious she looks when you compliment her. 

“Aww, that’s sweet, Son,” your mom says, shaking her head and smiling. 

“What did you tell her?” your dad asks. 

“I told her she was close, but that she was my daughter-in-law, though we consider her like family,” your 
mom replies. 
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“Ain’t that the truth!” your dad says, eliciting another blush from Linda. 

The conversation lulls as you all indulge in your mom’s cooking until everyone is too stuffed to eat any 
more. 

“Well, I’d better get the kitchen cleaned up,” your mom says. 

“I’ll help, Mom,” you say. “You cooked it, after all. 

“I’ll help, too,” Linda says. 

“You cooked, too,” you protest.  

Linda shrugs. “It’s all right; I like spending time with your mom.” 

“In that case, we’ll get the table cleared and get the cards out,” your dad says, a glint in his eye. 

Oh, right… Somewhere between the beers, the good conversation, and your mom’s amazing cooking, 
you’d somehow managed to forget that you’d agreed to play strip poker. You feel a sinking feeling in your 
gut, but you decide to just see how things go. 

“Better have some extra beers handy!” you joke, though like most good jokes, there’s an element of truth 
to it. 

“If it’ll get you out of your shell, I’ll open a keg!” Sean teases you. 

“You leave my keg alone,” your dad warns. “That’s for…huh…” He frowns. “Well, hell, I can’t think of what 
I was saving it for. I was gonna say for when we had company, but we do have company—the best kind! 
Sure, Sean, wheel it in here, and I’ll go down to the cellar and grab some bottles of wine for the women.” 

Thus agreed, everybody split up to get ready for the evening’s entertainment. 

“Linda,” you say as you wash a plate, “I have this feeling like you guys are plotting something.” 

“Son, how many times have I told you: you can’t wash with cold water!” your mom interrupts 
exasperatedly. 

You sigh. “It’s not cold! Look, my hands are turning red!” 

Your mom shakes her head and moves you aside. “You can dry, then,” she says, turning the water 
temperature up even higher. 

“Asbestos hands,” you mutter. 

“That’s me!” your mom grins, handing you the plate—now much hotter—and grabbing the next one. 

The three of you make short work of getting the kitchen cleaned up, and as your mom dries her hands on 
a towel, you all go back into the dining room, but to your surprise, there’s nobody there. 

“Alex?” your mom calls. 

“In here,” your dad replies. 

You go into the living room, where he’s got a deck of cards sitting in front of him on top of a card table. 
He’s changed clothes, too. Now he’s wearing a suit and tie. 

“Dear, that’s cheating!” your mom laughs. 

“Hey, we wanna make this game last, right? Gotta get all gussied up!” 

You cringe. “I don’t—” you begin to protest. 

“Not to worry, Son,” he says, thumbing at the couch, “I brought an extra one for you. It’s a bit out of 
vogue, but it’s not like we’re actually trying to look stylish,” he chuckles. 

“So how many clothes do you have on?” your mom asks, “So we gals can dress evenly?” 

“Let’s see, uh, shoes, socks, pants, underpants, coat, tie, shirt, and undershirt,” your dad replies. “So, 
what, eight layers?” 
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“Do socks count as one each, or just one?” Sean asks. 

“Just one,” your dad replies, and Sean nods. 

“Okay, so for us ladies, it’ll be shoes, hose or socks, panties, pants, shawl, scarf, blouse, and bra,” your 
mom says, counting on her fingers. 

Your dad nods. “That sounds about right.” 

“We’ll be right back,” your mom says, taking Linda with her. 

“Are you guys nuts?” you ask as soon as they’re out of earshot. 

“What? It’s just harmless fun,” Sean replies, tossing you a tie. 

“Oh, uh, I gotta put on an undershirt,” you say. 

“Yeah, taking it off early!” your dad teases. 

You blush fiercely and quickly get your undershirt on, then put your shirt on and tie the tie loosely around 
your neck. It’s not like there’s a collar for it to go through on your t-shirt anyway. Lastly, you put on your 
dad’s spare sport coat. It actually fits surprisingly well, though a bit short, and the mustard color with red 
plaid is definitely out of style. 

I wonder if it ever was in style, you think wryly to yourself. 

“There they are!” your dad says as the ladies walk back in. They’ve dressed up in as silly of an 
arrangement as you guys have: Linda is wearing lace stockings, a pink poodle skirt, and an awful 
greenish-colored shirt, making her look like she’s wearing Laffy Taffy. Around her neck is a white boa, 
and she’s got a red bandana wrapped around her hair. Your mom, though, looks—dare you admit it?—
hot! She’s wearing black hose, a red skirt and form-fitting black top with a red boa and a white shawl. You 
shake your head and grin. At least nobody’s taking this too seriously! 

“Now then, shall we begin?” your mom asks, melodramatically fluffing her hair. 

You shake your head and grin. Okay, if this is how we’re gonna play, this could be a lot of fun! 

You all pull up chairs at the table—fortunately it’s round—and look eagerly at your dad for your hand. 

“Now, we’ll keep it nice and simple,” he says as he begins to deal. “Everybody bets the next layer of 
clothing to ante up. After you get your first hand, you can either fold or replace some cards. After that, you 
can see what you’ve got and either stay in or fold. If you fold before we call it, you don’t have to take 
anything off. If you stay in and don’t win, you do. There’s no getting your clothes back after you’ve lost 
them. Everybody good with that?” 

“I think that if you stay in after seeing your initial hand, you oughtta have to stay in until the end,” Sean 
says, and your mom gives him a dirty look. 

“No, we’ll let people back out if they want to, Sean,” your dad says. “Not everybody’s as willing  to take 
their clothes off as you are.” 

Sean pouts, but then grins good-naturedly. “Okay, that’s fair,” he says. 

“All right, the order will go: shoes, then socks. For guys, the next one is jacket, and for gals, it’s shawl. 
Then for guys, it’s tie, and for gals, it’s scarf. Then shirt for everyone, then pants / skirt, then bra / 
undershirt, and finally underpants. Everybody got it?” 

“Hey, wait,” Linda says. “You guys don’t have to show privates until the end, but we have to show our 
boobs before that. No fair!” 

Your dad purses his lips. “Hmm, all right. In that case, boys, let’s take our jackets off. But when it comes 
to bras, it’s bra and panties! That way we’re all completely naked on the 7th round.” 

Everybody nods in agreement, and you, your dad, and your brother all take off your jackets. 

Thank goodness! That thing was atrocious! 
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“All right, everyone, this is for the shoes. Ante up. Who’s in?” 

Everybody’s in for this round, of course. Your dad deals out the hand, and as you pick up your cards, your 
eyes bulge before you can contain yourself: you’ve got two kings, two queens, and a two of clubs. Your 
eyes dart back and forth, looking at everyone to see if they caught your reaction, and you feel relieved to 
see everybody busily staring at their hands. 

“All right, what’s everybody need?” your dad asks. 

Your mom takes two cards, Linda takes one, Sean takes three, you trade the two of clubs, and your dad 
takes a card. 

You can’t believe it: you’re sitting on a king-high full house! You feel your lips pulling up into a grin, but 
you fight with all your might to keep it hidden. 

“All right. Anybody chickening out?” your dad asks. 

You all shake your heads. 

“All right, I’ll call,” he says, putting down his hand. “Three twos.” 

“Aww!” Sean groans. “Beats my pair of queens!” 

“I had three threes,” Linda says. 

“Pair of aces,” your mom admits. 

“Well, Son, what about you?” your dad asks. 

Your grin explodes across your face. “Read ‘em and weep,” you say, laying your hand down. “Full house.” 

“Hey, I think we’ve got a sleeper here,” Sean teases. “Nice hand! Better keep an eye on this guy!” 

“Pay up,” you chuckle. 

They all take their shoes off and put them in sight to show they’re not cheating, and then you all give your 
cards back to your dad. 

“All right, come on, Lady Luck,” he says, dealing again. 

This time, your hand isn’t quite so good. You do have a couple of jacks, but it’s not much to write home 
about. You trade your other three cards in and don’t get much else. 

“Whatcha say, guys? Who’s chicken?” 

Nobody volunteers, so your dad calls it and wins with two pairs. 

“Time to lose them shoes, boy!” he chuckles, and you dutifully take yours off while the others remove their 
socks. 

“All right, ladies, time for you gals to win one!” 

The hand gets dealt: king-high. Urf. You trade everything but the king and end up with another one. 

“Read ‘em and weep!” Linda says when the hand gets called. 

“Wow!” you gasp. “Linda, a straight flush?!” 

“I don’t think she batted an eye,” your mom says. “That’s some poker face you’ve got there!” 

Linda blushes and grins as you take your socks off, your mom takes her shawl off, and Sean takes off his 
tie. 

“Okay, it’s time to get serious,” your dad says, giving everybody a dirty look one-by-one. “No more Mr. 
Nice Guy!” 

You get your hand and glance around at the table. Now that you think about it, you can see Sean looking 
pretty excited. Linda is inscrutable, and your mom looks a bit disappointed. Your dad catches your eye, 
and you quickly look away; you can see why he beats the others! Finally looking at your hand, you see 



All in the Family, Chapter 3 
© 2018 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 6 of 9 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

the beginnings of a jack-high straight; you’re only missing the seven. You trade in your three of hearts 
and get a six of diamonds. 

“Who’s chicken?” your dad asks. 

“I am,” you say, about to toss in your hand. 

“Aww, is he chicken? Afraid to take his tie off?” Sean teases, flapping his arms. “Bawk, bawk-bawk-bawk, 
bawk!” 

“Be nice, Sean,” your mom chides him. 

But Sean’s message went to heart. 

“Fine,” you say, taking your cards back before anybody sees them. “Maybe I’ll stay in. And call! Jack 
high.” 

Linda snickers, and your dad just shakes his head, but Sean claps you on the shoulder. “I’m proud of you, 
buddy,” he says, revealing his hand: seven-high, missing the three to make a straight. “Looks like you 
tried for a straight and failed, too, huh?” 

You chuckle ruefully and nod. 

“Ah, well,” he says, taking off his shirt. “You guys just get to sit and look at this for the rest of the evening!” 

“Ohh, take it off!” Linda teases, winning with a pair of aces. 

Sean grins and hams up taking off his shirt, even going so far as to beatbox his own stripper music. You 
laugh until your face is red. 

“You, too, Irene,” Linda says to your mom. 

“So sorry to disappoint,” your mom says, unwrapping her boa, “but a lady has class about these things!” 

She stands and runs the boa between her legs and cleavage, shaking her breasts back and forth in time 
to Sean’s new beatbox beat. 

You and Linda gape while your dad cheers and your mom turns as red as her skirt.  

“Next person to the stage, Synamin!” Sean says in his best strip club DJ voice, eliciting a roar of laughter. 

You have to admit that although you’re still feeling pretty self-conscious, everybody is having a great time! 
You take a deep swig of your beer and take off your tie. 

“Aww, what, no strip-tease?” your dad asks. 

“Shouldn’t you be doing the same thing?” you retort. 

His eye glints, and he stands up, slowly and smoothly undoing his tie, then just as smoothly pulling it 
down, between his legs, and back up his backside until it turns loose from his collar. 

“I do believe that is how it’s done!” Linda laughs. 

Now all eyes are on you, and you swallow hard. 

“Heh, uh,” you say. 

“Here you go, Bro,” Sean says, offering you your beer. “A little liquid courage…” 

You take a drink of the beer and put it down. 

“…and your own beat!” Sean grins, starting up a new rhythm. 

You blush and laugh at his antics, but the beat is kind of infectious. You untie your tie, slide it around your 
arm, around your waist, and give your best “come hither” look to Linda. She screams with laughter then 
reaches up and kisses you. 

“I stand corrected,” she says. “That is how it’s done!” 

“Hey, he’s getting into it!” your dad grins. “All right, next round!” 
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You take another drink of your beer and blush fiercely. A few more beers, and you might not even feel 
that self-conscious anymore!  

“Oh, yeah!” Sean grins as he calls the next round. “Four of a kind, ace-high! Beat that!” 

You all exchange glances and grin sheepishly as you all remove your next articles. 

“Uh, oh, looks like it’s Mom’s turn to take off her shirt!” 

“How are you still wearing so many clothes?” your mom asks Linda, who grins sweetly as she takes off 
her shawl. 

“At least I’m winning,” Linda replies. 

“Not for long!” you say. 

“Oh?” Linda asks, a mischievous glint in her eye. 

Your mom, meanwhile, has stood and is peeling her skin-tight, stretchy shirt off of herself, rolling it slowly 
up her body to reveal her navel, her ribs, and her bra. 

“Ohh, we are so having sex tonight!” your dad grins lasciviously. 

“Dad!” you protest. 

“What? We’re all adults!” he replies, grinning. 

“See?” Linda whispers to you, giving you a significant look. “Well done, Irene,” she says, clapping as your 
mom takes a bow. 

“Let’s see you top that, Alex,” your mom grins smugly. 

“Hmm,” your dad says thoughtfully. “For this, I’m gonna need a partner. Son, I think you owe us a shirt, 
too, right?” 

You blush and nod, grinning as he cues Sean to give you both a beat. You both stand up and stand back-
to-back in an open spot. As Sean begins to give you a beat to dance to, you both begin shimmying. He 
begins undoing his buttons as your hands move towards the hem of your shirt. When you’ve both got 
your knees bent all the way, you start rising back up. He flips his shirt open, and you peel your shirt up to 
show your lowest abs. The ladies gasp and cheer you on. Before you know it, your shirts are off, and 
you’re both sitting at the table, red with laughter, and Sean’s clapping you on the shoulder. 

Your dad deals again, and you eagerly stay in it. You’re pretty confident with your four of a kind. 

“In. Your. Face!” your mom grins, smugly putting down her cards. 

“Royal flush?!” Sean gasps. “Wow, what is it with you ladies and the flushes tonight?” 

“Are you flushing?” your mom asks, smirking. 

“He will be once he takes his pants off,” you grin. 

“Hey, don’t get too excited; you’ve got some pants to lose, too!” he retorts. 

“Oh, uh, right,” you say sheepishly. 

“Okay, let’s all do it like a Band-Aid,” your dad says. “Ready?” 

“Ready!” you and your brother chorus. 

“One, two, three!” 

You all drop your pants as fast as you can, and your mom and Linda make cat-calls. 

“Hey, hey, hey!” you say to Linda. “I think you owe us a shirt?” 

She grins devilishly and steps back from her chair. As Sean begins singing, “I’m Too Sexy,” she begins 
leaning forward and backward, shimmying as she does and undoing her buttons one-by-one. Your mom 
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closes your mouth for you as you stare at your wife. You knew she was sexy, but damn, that Latina can 
dance! 

Once her shirt is off, she runs it between her legs and gives you a come-hither look. Your jaw hangs open 
again. 

“Whoo hoo!” Sean gloats, clapping. “Now that’s what I call a strip-tease!” 

“Wow,” you breathe. 

“Getting any ideas?” Linda asks, licking her lip seductively. 

“I dunno,” you say coyly, “Maybe.” You wink and make a teasing kissing motion at her as her jaw drops in 
mock indignation. 

“Whoo, it’s warming up in here!” your mom grins, fanning herself. “I’m gonna have to turn on a fan!” 

“Your hot flashes getting to you, Irene?” your dad chuckles. 

“No, you jerk!” she retorts, smacking him and laughing. 

“Ack!” he cries, nearly falling out of his chair. 

“Deal the cards, Dad, and we’ll let her lose some more clothes. She won’t be cold then!” Sean chuckles. 

“Next stop, more clothes on the floor!” your dad says, passing out the cards. 

“Ack!” your mom groans, and everybody looks at her in surprise. 

She turns in all her cards, and you all watch her reaction as she rolls her eyes and shakes her head. 

“Okay, I gotta call this,” Sean says. “Two pair.” 

You all look expectantly at your mom, who rolls her eyes and reveals a queen-high straight. 

“Really?” you ask. “That is what made you roll your eyes?” 

“I was trying to lose!” your mom admits. “You should have seen the last deal your father gave me! It was 
four jacks!” 

“Pobrecita,” Linda teases. “Looks like you’ll just have to stay hot while we take off our clothes!” 

“Whoo, it is definitely heating up in here!” Sean says, his voice husky. “Take off that skirt, Baby!” 

“Are you gonna let him talk to me like that?” Linda asks you, feigning indignation. 

You laugh. “I’m with him on this one! Take it off!” 

Linda pouts and turns her back, undoes the fasteners on her skirt, and begins to wriggle out of it, moving 
her hips back and forth most sensuously as she does. There’s an audible gasp in the room as you, your 
brother, and your dad all admire her. 

“Damn, Bro. High-five,” Sean says. “That’s a perfect 10.” 

“Dude!” you say, looking at him incredulously. “She’s standing right there!” 

“Oh, don’t worry, Baby. I know it’s a compliment,” Linda says huskily, planting a big kiss on your lips. 

“Whoo, okay, now I’m gonna have to turn a fan on!” Sean chuckles. 

“How about you just take off that undershirt?” your mom says with a wink.  

“Mom, you’re as dirty as Dad is,” you tease her. 

“And you’re still wearing your undershirt,” she retorts. 

“Okay, okay,” Sean says, “Let’s do it boy band-style!” 

“I don’t sing,” you say, deadpan.  

“Aww, you’ll sing,” your dad says. “You know how?” 
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You shake your head. 

He grins. “Stick your hand between your knees and squeeze!” 

You cock your head, and Sean imitates Michael Jackson. 

“Oh!” you say, laughing. 

“Yup! Okay, new plan: on the count of three, we all pull our shirts off and strike our favorite Michael Jackson 
poses!” 

You can’t believe you’re about to do this, but as your dad counts you off, you get your hands under the hem 
of your shirt. 

“Three!” 

You rip your undershirt off and grab your crotch with one hand, holding your shirt above your head in the 
other. 

Linda shrieks with laughter and claps, leaning over in her chair. You look over, and Sean has chosen to 
moonwalk and your dad’s doing the legs-crossed stance from “Smooth Criminal.” 

You blush fiercely. 

“Now that’s coming out of your shell, Son!” your dad grins. “Go for it all the way, right? Standing there in 
your underwear, grabbing your crotch, and holding your shirt above your head. Bravo!” 

You grin sheepishly and sit back down, but you can’t help but notice that his underwear are already tented. 
Though his cock outline doesn’t appear to be erect, it’s huge anyway! 

“That was awesome, Honey,” Linda says, taking your hand. 

You grin, and then your eyes go wide as she brings it to her crotch under the table. You swallow, but nobody 
seems to notice. She lets you go, and you exchange devious glances. 

“All right, this is it: two of us guys are not gonna have any clothes on after this, at least! It could be all three 
of us!” your dad says. 

“Aww, screw it!” your mom says. “Everybody in, all or nothing!” 

“Forget that,” Linda says. “All or all!” 

“That’s my girl,” you say, laughing. 

“Forget the cards, Baby,” she says, stepping up to you. 

“So, who wants to go get in the hot tub?” your dad asks, giving a mischievous look. 

“I know I do,” Linda says huskily, leaning against you. You can feel the heat of her through her thin panties 
and your underwear. 

“Skinny dipping for all!” Sean says, stripping off his underwear unabashedly and charging towards the door. 

Your parents follow suit, quickly discarding their clothes where they are and hurrying after him. 

“Come on,” Linda says to you, taking you by the hand. 

You swallow and nod, and the two of you take off your clothes. Though you’ve seen her naked many times 
before, it’s different somehow tonight. You can’t quite place it, but something is definitely different. She 
leads you by the hand out the door, both of you as naked as the day you were born. 


