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Mistakes were Made
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My perfectly manicured toes moved in the white sand. The sun warmed my skin, turning the winter pale into a summer glow. A soft breeze tickled my skin as waves lapped on the beach, drowning out the soft music in my earbuds. I took another sip of the fruity alcoholic drink. Hidden behind sunglasses, roaming eyes scanned the multitude of six-packs, chests, shoulders, and veiny forearms. Not to mention the swinging European cocks on the nude beach. 

Oh, did I fail to mention that when I searched for the top beaches along the coast, I did not check the clothing status of the beach? Minutes prior, I walked to the beach, eager to kick off my vacation. This was a vacation and not a trip. A trip includes troublesome things like kids and husbands. This, on the other hand, did not. When I arrived at the beach, I proceeded to rent a chair and umbrella. 

The porter in his early twenties carried the umbrella to my selected chair. He wore a white linen shirt and pants. The linen did nothing to conceal a well-defined chest, to my delight. A chiseled chin whistled as we walked along the white sand. He twisted and turned the umbrella until it covered my desired chair. 

“Drink,” he said in heavily accented English. I smiled and ordered a prosecco. The man nodded and walked away. It wasn't until I put down my beach bag and sat on the chair that I noticed. My eyes first caught two women, blond and brunette, holding hands and walking naked. I turned to see if my husband was watching and was ready to scold him, but he was not on this trip. I chuckled at myself and inspected the Euro skinny duo as they frolicked down the beach without a care. I envied the ability of them. Then I saw a man a little older than me with a perfect body structure, from head to toe, and in between, walk past the duo, smile, and keep walking. 

My eyes searched the beach to find at least fifty people who were all naked. I swallowed hard, scanning for one article of clothing, not to see any. It would only be a matter of time before they noticed I wore a bathing suit and coverup. I had a decision to make: stay and strip or leave for another beach. I paid for the umbrella and drink in advance, and the sign clearly said they didn’t give refunds. It wasn’t a lot of money, but it was something. 

As I debated what to do, the young man returned. I had not moved from standing next to the umbrella. The fruity drink he passed me was not prosecco, but I took it anyway. I didn’t imagine his English was good enough to argue. His beautiful brown eyes searched my body, and he frowned. It took him a moment to speak. 

“Off,” he said with a forced smile. He didn’t want to be the one to tell me. “Off or go.” 

There it was. I had to take my clothing off or leave. I tried to speak and looked around. An older lady in a long dress with a logo on the chest plate watched the confrontation. The stern face and approach indicated malice. The porter spoke to her in a language that I didn’t understand. No doubt, telling her that he told me to take the clothing off or else. I would not be able to get out of this. 

The woman moved inches away from me. I could feel the heat from her breadth. Evil brown eyes gawked at my body—the clothing offending her beach. 

“Typical American arrogance. You don’t believe the rules apply to you,” she growled. I took a step back. I have gone Karen once or twice, but this lady was the Karen killer. I could tell she meant business, and she didn’t care if I wrote a letter, called the country's president, or sued them. I was getting naked or going home. 

“Sorry. I didn’t know the beach was a nude beach. I don’t know if I can,” I said. I took a sip of the drink to relax, but it got harder and harder by the second. The woman crossed her arms and shifted her weight to one foot in the universal sign of I don’t care, or you are in trouble. Either way, these clothes had to come off. 

My eyes scanned the area, and all eyes were on me. What would I do? Would I allow myself to be seen? Another sip of the drink. The woman took another step closer to me. The olive sun-kissed skin glowed to perfection. She must have been a former model because she was almost six inches taller than me and had an athletic frame. 

“Here, let me help you,” she whispered—the change in mood and stance froze my body. Tanned fingers gently tugged at the strings on my coverup. It opened to expose my bathing suit. My heart raced as it was removed. I took another sip of the drink to find it was gone. The Karen Killer congratulated me, “Good, you are doing great.” 

She bent down on her knees and gripped the bottom of my two pieces. It covered everything and looked like a one-piece, but the two-piece design allowed for non-nude bathroom trips. I took a breath, unable to stop her. I was frozen in place. I didn’t want to leave, and I didn’t have the energy or ability to strip myself. KK did it for me. 

The bottoms landed at my ankles to expose my pale Nebraska ass and lady bits to the world. I stepped out of the bottoms. KK placed them on my beach chair before standing. 

“Arms up,” Karen Killer ordered. Without question, I raised my arms in obedience. Why was I so compliant? Am I going to get naked in front of strangers? The answers are I don’t know and yes. KK lifted the bathing suit top. My Nebraska nookie and Tig Ole Bitties were now both exposed to the European's gaze. I wanted to cover myself in a hand bra, but I tried to play it cool. The gigantic red spot below my neck indicated it didn’t work. 

I was naked. Men and women took in my body and drank it freely as they walked across a desert. The spectacle drew everyone's attention, and I paid for it now. After a few seconds, each person went back to the activities that occurred before my assisted stripping. A warm wind blew between my legs to drive home the point. 

“Can I have another one?” I said to KK as I held my empty one. She nodded and retreated to the bar. I placed my towel on the chair and lay down. I closed my eyes and took deep breaths to allow my anxiety to drop. No one here knows you. No one cares. I repeated to myself until the next drink came. I chugged that drink and requested another. The alcoholic effects began to numb my senses and eased my nerves. I did it. I am naked. Also, so is everyone else. It is time to people-watch. 
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One perfectly tanned and athletic man looked in my direction. I took another sip as he walked over. He was well over six feet tall and toned. The elegant man walked, double-fisting fruity cocktails: black cropped hair and a five o'clock shadow on the chiseled face. He was older but not too old. Rectangular brown eyes pierced into mine. He walked over to me with a smile as wide as the ocean. I took another sip as the condensed water from my drink dripped from the bottom of the cup. It landed between my breasts and slid down my naval provocatively.

“Ciao,” he said in a thick Italian accent. “Can you help me?” 

I nodded yes, but I didn’t know what he needed help with, but it didn’t matter. Mr. Italy pointed at the suntan lotion with his eyes and then straight down. My eyes traced down his body from his chest to the abs, finally settling the gaze on his manhood. I smiled sheepishly and looked back at him. 

“This is embracing, but I forgot to put on lotion. It is not a trick. I come over, and you look like a nice girl. Girl, that helps,” he said, pointing at his semi-hard cock. “Could you help me out? 

I licked my lips and smiled. My heart raced into overdrive. Sure, I can help. It's not like cheating or anything. It's just skin like anywhere else. It's only sexual if you are a pervert, and think of it that way, I convinced myself. 

“Sure, I can help,” I said. I sat up from the reclined position and brought my legs together. I picked up the suntan lotion and squirted it into my hand. The area around his Italian sausage was paler than the perfectly tanned olive around it but not as pale as me. Maybe I made a shattered show of rubbing my hands together and shaking my fun bags. Perhaps I bit my lip and giggled like a schoolgirl. There may be an off chance that I arched my back to allow for a better view of my puppies. 

“Like that?” I asked in my most seductive voice. I reached out and placed the lotion on top. I spread it out over the top of it even though I put lotion on my hands prior. Lathered fingers rubbed into the olive skin. One hand coated the cock while the other went to the balls and thighs adjacent. Mr. Italy leaned back as I worked the lotion in for his protection. 

Mr. Double fisting smiled and nodded. I continued to work it into the cock. The only problem was I didn’t put enough on. I put enough before it grew—the olive sausage hardened in my slick hands. The head emerged from under the cover. Curious to see how big it would get, I continued to stroke. Mr. Italy mumbled something in his native language. I noticed that he needed more, so I  reached out my
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