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STEVE

​


You know,
there is one certainty you will discover if you sit down with a
group of middle aged couples who have been married for more than
ten years.

You will find
that they are bored with their sex lives.

Sex, that
explosive, essential quality in any relationship will have gone
from five or more times a week when they were first together so
long ago down to maybe once a week, or once a fortnight (if at all)
by the time they are in their late 40’s. Child bearing and growing
old takes over, it drains the mind and the body and the sex drive
of the woman slumps - the husband’s sex drive usually also goes
into hibernation out of sympathy. He has to wind it back or else
the relationship won’t survive.

And it plays
on their minds.

The husband,
of course, would dearly love to have a lot more sex, whilst the
wife often would like to have more interesting sex – she wants
quality, not quantity. But social expectations, tiredness, comfort
and a host of other factors including a less than perfect body
shape dissuade a couple from venturing off the well-trodden
path.

But sometimes
a random event, a moment where Fate steps in and takes your hand,
can change things and add a little spice to your otherwise
lethargic, or dead, sex life.

This is a
story about one of those times…. when a chance comment at a party
soon led to much more, and some sexual adventurism. Would you let
yourself go, like we did? Here is my story…


And so it was
that on a warm summer’s evening my wife, Barb, and I were at a
party sitting around drinking. Naturally, the women were chatting
away furiously as though there was no tomorrow, I was sitting back
and sucking on a beer and watching how competitive they were.

It’s funny
that after 50 or more years of life a woman can still have the need
to dominate a conversation amongst her peers – and say something
that she thinks indicates she is better than the others. Humans are
funny, aren’t they?

Anyhow, I kept
out of it. I was throwing ideas around with some of the other guys
about the football, and the idiots at work, the women babbled
away.

And then one
of them decided to announce grandly that “THEY” didn’t do anything
exciting any more.

I just sat
back and rolled my eyes because I knew that when a woman complains
about a lack of excitement she is talking about going out to the
theatre, or something similar, she is not talking about going out
and getting laid at a gang bang – which is what all of us guys
suddenly fantasised about before we realised the error of our
ways.

For a man,
doing something exciting meant doing something sexual, and it
didn’t have to be with some blonde twenty year old bimbo. Most men
I knew would be happy to do something sexually exciting with their
wife; they didn’t need to stray from the nest - but women just
didn’t understand that.

I let the
conversation drift in and out of my mind; I knew it wouldn’t be
overly interesting. The woman who was speaking, Sharon, seemed to
be a know it all anyhow.

But then my
wife butted in and gave her ten cents worth – I was surprised that
she suddenly felt that she was an expert in the field of doing
things that are exciting. I looked over my wife and watched her
mouth going up and down as she spewed forth her ideas. And then my
eyes shifted over towards Sharon, the other woman, and I spent a
few minutes mentally undressing her. I fantasised about her big
tits, and imagined her leaning forward and swinging them into my
mouth. I imagined sucking on her big nipples. I sighed, I hoped
nobody heard me.

I imagined her
standing before me and slowly undressing, my eyes would be on her
cunt, wanting her to lift her leg and show me her juicy, meaty
folds of cunt flesh. Then I felt my cock twitching, I figured I had
better stop the fantasy before I got myself into trouble. I had one
more thought about her, this time about laying on top of her and
banging her brains out, and then sat back and behaved. I ached deep
within, my dick suddenly wanted action.

Again, I
wasn’t paying attention to what was actually being said around me,
but I perked up my wife uttered a string of words that I will never
forget…

“Well, we could always be really daring and challenge
ourselves by going to the nudist beach at Trinity. It is just over
an hour’s drive and I have heard some juicy things about it. It’s
not something we have ever done before, but it would be really
wild, wouldn’t it?”

I looked at my
wife, I was stunned. Had the aliens kidnapped her and left me with
some implant? Surely this wasn’t my wife talking about a nudist
beach? And a nudist beach with other couples, our friends?

I looked at
her and tried to figure out what the hell she was on about. What
had she been drinking? Was she on drugs?

As I sat there
dumbfounded I imagined my wife stripping off in front of the others
– could she REALLY do that? I doubted it. I then imagined Sharon
undressing in front of me, suddenly this idea had merit.

Until I
figured that it would also be ME undressing in front of the others
– images of stage fright ran through my mind, as did terror.

I realised my
wife had asked me a question and they were all looking at me. I
needed to pay attention.

“What was that, darling?” I asked, trying to sound casual as
though we talked about this sort of thing every day of the week.
Trust me, we didn’t!

It appeared
that I was not the only incredulous husband there. Sharon’s
husband, Brad also got in on the act.

“Sharon, you are fucking kidding aren’t you? Us, go to a
nudist beach? And us go to a nudist beach with these people,
friends of ours? Have you gone crazy?”

He was
obviously not holding back and was really laying out the challenge
to his wife –and to mine.

“There is no way you would go to a nudist beach and strip off,
let alone do anything else.” He laughed and drained the last of his
beer and then went off in search of another.

I didn’t
really say it, but I certainly agreed with his sentiment.

I really
wanted to say to my wife, yeh lets go to a nudist beach so I can
look at all that pussy, but I didn’t – I guessed it might have
killed the moment.

But Sharon was
not to be put down by her husband. She looked at him, there was
tension in the air between them, I knew he wouldn’t be getting any
sex that night.

“Well, Brad, I don’t have a problem with this at all. I could
go to a nudist beach with any of these couples and strip off and
get naked. Could you do it?”

Wow, she had
really thrown down the gauntlet; it was on for young and old now. I
sat back and wondered who would win this battle.

She continued,
“Don’t you think it would be nice to do something interesting for a
change, to do something challenging?”

All that was
needed now was for someone to be stupid enough to set a date and it
would be on! The person stupid enough turned out to be my wife.

“Well, tomorrow is a public holiday and we are talking about
doing this now. If we don’t front up tomorrow we probably never
will, so I say we all go there tomorrow. Who is in?”

I slumped back
in my chair –I was staggered, absolutely 100% amazed that she had
put her foot in her mouth like that.

There were
four couples in attendance at our little gathering that night. Two
of the couples immediately excused themselves due to prior
arrangements, so that left the two women who had come up with this
idea. They couldn’t back down, they would look so stupid.

My wife looked
at me challengingly. I sat there terrified.

“We will go, won’t we, Steve?”

I blushed, I
was caught and there could be no retreat, it isn’t possible for a
man to find an excuse not to go to a nudist beach – it’s like
saying you don’t want to watch porn. You are at risk of destroying
the reputation that males have globally, you just can’t do it.

The words fell
out of my mouth uncontrollably, “Yeh, sure.” I knew that I was
bright red with embarrassment.

Now it was up
to Sharon and Brad. The tension between the two of them was strong,
she was under pressure and he knew it, but so was he. He would look
so pathetic if he wilted now. He clearly had no choice if he ever
wanted to fuck his wife again. He needed to show solidarity, and
not to be a limp dick.

He nodded his
assent, “Yeh, ok I am in but this is crazy, you know. Look at us,
they will probably throw us boring old farts off the beach if we
disrobe.” We all laughed, yes we were a bit pudgy in our middle
age, Mother Nature had made sure of that.

“And no funny business either,” he added.

Surprisingly
it was his wife who responded to that.

“Oh Brad, that would take all the fun out of it,” and she
turned to both Barb and myself and winked. I couldn’t get that wink
out of my mind all night.

As I lay in
bed that night fucking my wife’s wet and open cunt, it was Sharon’s
pussy that was on my mind. I know, I am so bad.

The deal had
been done, the next day we were off to the nearest nudist beach,
and I was feeling a mixture of emotions, including being terrified
that I was going to strip off in front of my friends.


THE BEACH

​




Barb and I
woke up early, attended to all of our earthly pursuits and then
prepared for this rather out of world experience of going to the
nudist beach.

Most people
suggested it was about an hour’s drive away, maybe they owned
Ferrari’s, but it was nearly two hours by the time we got
there.

It was a
glorious day, not too hot, the sun not too bright, the air warm to
the skin. There was no breeze; the ocean sparkled in front of us
when we pulled into the car park. It was secluded, as most nudist
beaches around the world seem to be, especially those which also
are tolerant of sexual activities. It seems that the more isolated
the spot of coastline, by whatever local factors, the more easily
it is to become a nudist beach. No local police nor local authority
is interested in clambering over rocks and sand dunes just to get
to a handful of people being naughty far from the crowd. There is a
certain practicality that takes over. Isolation allows for nudist
beaches to exist, not government open mindedness.

The beach was
a fair walk and it did involve going over a few rocky headlands, I
had looked it up on the internet. We decided to wait for our
friends and go there together, I wondered if Barb was as nervous as
I was – she wasn’t showing it. During the drive she had chatted
about all kinds of things, mostly

























THE SEX































GOING HOME
















cover.jpg
NUDISIF BEAGH!
)fO*l ES

6\

short erotica .)y
MISTER AVERA





