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An Unmastered Wife's Re-Awakening

A Reluctant & Shy Wife Enjoys her First Exhibitionist Experience.
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Author's Note: This is the extended version of 'The Beginning' chronicling a man who hoped to coax his reluctant wife to shed her inhibitions to add a much-needed injection of excitement into their stagnated relationship. It is purposefully long to describe the emotions and feelings of this couple. It contains real-life experiences and re-counts actual events of our life. The writer enhanced the story in certain parts.

If you are looking for a quick fuck and suck story, this is not for you. If you do not approve of this lifestyle, I suggest you move on. Finally, all of this work is mine and no one else has permission to use it, reproduce it, or sell it.

This is the beginning of a man and a woman trying to save their marriage.

-----------------------------

As she sat on the edge of the sun lounger, it was undeniable her heartbeat intensified with the thought of it. Susan couldn't believe what she was about to do. She stood still for a moment, frozen scared; feeling like her heart was lodged into her throat. Removing her bikini top on a crowded public beach was once so foreign, particularly for puritanical Americans. Yet here she was, contemplating doing just that.

She was always taught to be modest. She was a former small-town Catholic schoolgirl from a very conservative family. This would be the first time that she would ever expose herself willingly in public.

But surprisingly, something inside her was pushing her to overcome her fears and trepidation. She had admired women who were confident and accepting of their body. And strangely, she wanted to indulge in the thrill of exposing her tits to everyone on this beach - an inexplicable urge to have eyes focused on her body. What was happening to her? Was she actually glad that her husband pushed her into this enigma?

Feeling more than a little self-conscious, she reached behind her back and found the clasp of her bikini top. She felt her hands trembling as she unbuckled it slowly. The moment it was released, the straps over her shoulders came loose and dropped. Susan quickly put her arms across her chest and held the top in place for one last moment.

She looked up. Although some of the men on the beach discretely watched her out of the periphery of their eyes, a few outright stares confirmed her every movement was being scrutinized.

She attempted to hide her nervousness at exposing herself before the entire beach, but was failing miserably. With butterflies in her stomach and her nerves completely frazzled, she debated her next move.

Why did she agree to this? She was never an exhibitionist. And yet, why was she feeling tingles of excitement?

***********

Edward knew he was a very lucky man and he woke up every morning thankful for everything he had - a great job, a nice home, and a wonderful loving family. He had a gorgeous wife that he'd been married to for nearly 25 years, and his wife, Susan, was absolutely the best thing that had ever happened to him.

But after so many years of marriage, their once romantic relationship had lost much of its original luster. They had become almost too 'comfortable' in their relationship and had fallen out of sync with one another.

If you asked either of them if their relationship was good, they would both say "yes" in public and to each other. However, at least from Edward's point of view, that answer would be a lie. Despite their comfortable and loving appearance, there was a much deeper feeling that something was missing. Although sex was regular, it was fairly standard and far from exciting.

Edward felt Susan was taking their relationship for granted. She always had things to do when she got home from work or on weekends; chores, bills, kids stuff, or running errands. On the little downtime she had, she was always tired. She never wanted to leave the kids for a weekend, and the occasional night out with Edward was more routine than romantic; dinner, movie, then home. Their relationship had lost a lot of the passion it once had.

And going out with the guys simply exacerbated the dilemma. Edward's friends talked about sexy date nights and weekends away without kids that resulted in racy and erotic adventures with their wives. He felt he was missing something. He was sure Susan felt the same way, but still was accepting of this life.

Certainly the stress of two professional wage earners had taken its toll on their lives, resulting in less and less time for each other. The lust-less and mundane became more common in their relationship. They were stuck in a rut. They were in desperate need of adding some 'spice' to their relationship.

Yet neither Edward nor Susan felt comfortable talking about the subject. In fact Susan did not like to talk about sex at all -- a likely consequence of her upbringing, and Edward did not push her. The result was a wall that had them on opposite sides. And, the unfortunate reality was, with the passion in their relationship waning, Edward began to actually question the longevity of their marriage.

He decided he needed to step up to change things. He did his research, reading articles and books to try to better their relationship and save their marriage. He spoke to divorced people about why their marriages ended. Edward concluded too many people stray from their marriages, not for companionship, but to regain the excitement they once felt.

He did not want them to fall victim to that trap. But their relationship was in indeed in dire need of some excitement. Their marriage needed an injection of 'spice.'

***********

Susan and Edward were having dinner at one of the resort's restaurants after their third day of a five-day getaway at this tropical paradise. For the past several years Edward and Susan had been traveling to the Caribbean once a year to vacation with their children. They had wonderful stays each time. But this time, for the first time, they had planned a trip for just the two of them. No kids.

"You look really nice tonight, sweetheart!" Edward beamed proudly. He had noticed a huge change in his wife during this holiday. Maybe it was the sun, or being away from the kids for the first time in ages. Or maybe it was the frozen tropical drinks that Susan had been consuming liberally. Whatever it was, he noticed that his wife was more playful, more flirtatious, and overall more passionate and loving. The "sexiness" he once saw in his wife returned; and he loved it.

"Thank-you!" Susan smiled.

"It was so nice relaxing and unwinding on the beach today, wasn't it?" Edward asked just as the server brought dessert. He viewed this long-needed holiday as an opportunity not only to get away, relax, and have a nice time in a tropical paradise, but also to re-connect as a couple. And he was pleased that they were on the way to rediscovering the passion for each other.

"It sure was!"

Susan picked up her fork and started on the immense chocolate creation. There was no way she was going to be able to eat even half of this dessert.

"So...have fun looking at those topless women today?" Susan asked teasingly, and out of nowhere.

"What?

"Come on now! You don't think I saw you looking? You think you can hide behind those Wayfarers?" she asked smirking.

Edward did not answer. Of course it had not gone unnoticed that a few women were topless on the beach. But that was not unusual. They had been to this island several times in the past and there were always a few topless women on the beach. The resort was Spanish-owned and attracted clientele from Europe and South America where topless sunbathing was not unusual.

"So, did you?" Susan persisted.

"Ahhh...are we fighting? I mean, is this a trap? I'm not sure how to answer that."

"How about start with honesty!"

Edward paused; he knew one wrong word could ruin the night and perhaps this entire holiday. Truth was, he watched with admiration as a few women doffed their bikini tops and sunbathed topless. And he was jealous of the men who stood proudly next to their confident topless women.

And the reality was, for years Edward had a fantasy of seeing his wife sunbathing topless on a public beach. It really excited him. He suggested it, almost to the point of begging, a couple times in the past. He knew his wife was relatively shy, particularly as it related to her body. Consequently, he was always met with a curt, "No!"

But Edward's fantasy never waned and he persisted, with hope. He hoped his wife would get past her self-deprivation. He hoped that Susan would regain confidence. He hoped his wife would allow herself to be unmastered, free and uncontrolled by moral issues. And he hoped she would shed her inhibitions and re-awaken that sexy, adventurous woman she once was.

He thought this holiday offered the perfect opportunity. But now it appeared his hopes would once again be met with disappointment.

Instead of groveling he decided to take a different approach.

"Well, I admire their confidence."

"Yah, sure...your gawked with open mouth at their confidence!" Susan said mockingly.

"I'm serious! I admire women who are confident enough to pop their tops and not care what other people think. And a confident woman is a sexy woman!"

After a brief pause, Edward decided to go for broke while pulling himself out of whatever potential hole he had dug for himself. "You know, it would seriously turn me on to see you sunbathe topless - and whether you want to admit it or not, you do have a great body."

Susan gave Edward another one of those "yeah right!" kind of looks. This was not the first time he posed this suggestion. But this time, for reasons she did not quite understand, she did not outright dismiss it. And strangely, she felt a small thrill run through her from her husband's compliment and suggestion.

"Really, now. So let me get this straight, if your wife took off her top on the beach, you would think that was sexy?"

"Fuck ya!" Edward responded quickly and without thinking. Was she really thinking about this?

"Is that what you want? You want me to show my tits to other men?" she mocked. "You really wouldn't be jealous that your wife's tits would be exposed for all to see?"

"No! I mean, I would be jealous. But...It's not a sexual thing," he lied and fumbled through his explanation. Of course it was a sexual thing...for him.

"I mean, you have great tits, and you should be proud to show them off," Edward continued, trying to refocus the course of the discussion.

"I should be proud? I'm asking how YOU would feel!"

"Okay, if you want to know the truth, I would absolutely love it! Look Susan, if you haven't noticed our sex life has been in a rut recently. I know we love each other. But when people are married for as long as we have, don't you feel like the passion seems to have gotten 'lost?'

Susan continued looking down at her dessert plate. She knew her husband was right. For the better part of 20 years, she put the kids first and all her time had been overtaken by the stresses of life. She was completely dedicated to their children and would drop everything and do anything for them. Since having kids she simply lacked the energy, or maybe the discipline, to do anything sexy.

She had always considered their sex life to be satisfactory - but gradually and continuously, even she had to admit it had lost its spark and had settled down to be rather routine and, well, boring.

Edward picked up his wife's hands into his and looked her in the eyes. "Okay, I must confess. It's hard to explain and maybe even harder for you to understand, I expect. You are the smartest, kindest, and most beautiful woman I know; and you are an exceptional wife and mother, and I love and appreciate that and all that you do. But the thought of showing off this woman who also happens to be my wife would excite me greatly. And maybe, just maybe you will enjoy it as well. We are in desperate need of adding some spice in our relationship. We need something to re-ignite that passion we once had. And if you remember, I asked you to pop your top on our previous trips."

"But we were with our family! I couldn't chance being seen by one of our kids! That would be so embarrassing."

"Well, we're not here with kids. So..."

"So what?" Susan snapped.

"Well, will you at least consider it?" Edward immediately had wild visions of his wife daringly removing her top. He couldn't help but get a growing thrill from the idea of his wife confidently sunbathing topless, and very turned on at the thought of other folk taking in the sight of her tits.

Susan shook her head giving Edward that familiar dismissive look. Although she loved her husband and knew they were in desperate need of excitement, there was still hesitancy to go along with some of his more extreme suggestions. And she considered exposing her breasts in public to be very extreme. She knew what he wanted, but her conservative upbringing and religious beliefs kept her from exploring the kinkier side of life.

Further, Susan had societal pressures. Magazines, social media, TV were geared to the younger woman. Older, particularly those considered middle-aged (40+) were to conform to a certain expectation. She felt she was just too old. So the internal battle between her insecurities and wanting to please her husband raged on.

"I couldn't do anything like that. I just couldn't -- I'm too old!"

Edward just sat there with that look in his eyes. He had visions of being resigned to a life of the sexual mundane and boredom. He saw all his fantasies slipping away.

"You know I would never force you to do anything you didn't want to do," Edward paused before continuing. "I had just hoped you would allow yourself to explore some things and...just...experience the moment."

Perhaps because she saw the extreme disappointment in her husband's face, or perhaps because she had several glasses of wine, or perhaps because she finally wanted to face her own insecurities, something compelled Susan to utter words that she never thought she would.

"Well, we'll see."

*************

They had been coming to Punta Cana, Dominican Republic since 2002. On their first visit, Edward was pleasantly surprised to see several women sunning without tops on the sun beds; with the braver walking along the beach or swimming in the ocean. The women were of all ages and sizes; most were European or South American, and only a few were American. No doubt a result of the puritanical beliefs imbedded into Americans from an early age.

Although they were with their family, Edward always fantasized about his wife shedding her inhibitions and sunbathing topless -- just one of his many perverse fantasies involving his wife. He had encouraged Susan to participate on numerous occasions, but she always turned him down. And as she got older, Susan had become less and less comfortable showing off her body.

Now approaching his 50th birthday, Edward, like many men, was experiencing symptoms akin to a mild depression -- what some call a 'mid-life crisis.' He started to look back on his life, examined his successes and failures, and scrutinized his relationship...and his marriage. He desperately wanted to try to make up for things he thought he missed in life. And he had a desire for more excitement and thrills.

He loved his wife dearly, but he saw Susan falling further into the trap of what society considered acceptable, or 'normal' for a mature woman, mother, and wife. After raising kids and having been a devoted housewife for nearly 25 years, her thinking and fashion choices had become more and more conservative. Simply, she thought she was too old for 'sexy.'

And as a result, the frustration that was building within their relationship was magnified.

Edward never thought about cheating or even leaving. He had a few opportunities for extra-marital naughtiness, but through all the 'problems,' he remained faithful to his wife and never gave serious consideration to an extra-marital affair. He also believed Susan had similar opportunities.

Edward was desperate to change the trajectory of their relationship. Because he also knew that communication was key to a successful relationship, he had several long, heartfelt, and at times painful and embarrassing conversations with Susan about how to improve their relationship. He explained his 'kink' to her, and how he hoped to see her open up and become the sexy woman he once knew. It was a big step for him to open up to his wife, who had shown a penchant to be judgmental and unforgiving.

In the end, they both agreed that they needed to explore ways to add some excitement, some 'spice' to their relationship.

So for the first time in nearly a decade, Edward planned a holiday without kids. It was late January and this would be their fourth time staying at this up-scale resort in the Caribbean, but the first without kids. This holiday presented the perfect opportunity to reconnect and, perhaps, inject the 'spice' they both knew was desperately needed.

**************

Edward lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, the first to awaken the next morning. He looked over at his wife. She looked beautiful sleeping naked next to him. He thought about the conversation at dinner the night before. They had sex when they returned to their room after dinner. The sex was more passionate, and more intense than usual. He didn't know what happened to stimulate his wife, but he hoped they had turned the page to a new and exciting chapter in their relationship.

After breakfast, they returned to their room to get ready for the beach. He thought this would be a good time to give Susan his surprise. Edward had purchased a new bathing suit for his wife, since he knew Susan would not shop for on her own, in the hopes she would shed her conservative style suits she typically wore on holiday.

"I got you something," Edward said nervously handing his wife a small box. "I hope you find it as exciting as I do!"

As Susan unwrapped the little box, her eyes opened in surprise seeing what was inside -- a two-piece hot pink bikini!

"I know you have worn the same style swim suits the last couple years and, well since we are here without kids, I thought it would be great to ditch those outdated one-piece things. You have a fantastic body, so...why not show it off a little?" Edward asked her as he blushed nervously.

Susan blared at Edward in disbelief. "Edward! I can't wear something like this! I'm too old for a bikini!" And it wasn't just the size; she knew if she wore such a thing she would be drawing attention to herself just by how bright the color was.

"And a hot pink bikini? Are you kidding?" Her stare was enough evidence of her shock.

"No, I am not kidding -- I am serious!"

"Look," he continued. "It's time to get rid of those one-piece swimsuits and tankini style suits you wore in the past. They are not only outdated, but they do not you justice. You have a great body and should be proud of it," he told her as she blushed. "You've seen what other women wear. Just try it on. I'm certain that you will look great!" Edward said calmly.

Susan stood silent looking at the small garment. Despite the fact that she kept herself in great shape and her body still turned heads, she remained rather shy by nature.

"Honey, with your body, I am certain you will look great and...I would be proud to be holding hands with you walking on the beach showing you off," he told her sincerely. "We have two full days left on this holiday, nobody knows us, so let's make the most of it."



Susan gave him a look; that 'look' of wanting to kill him. She had no doubts about her attractiveness for a woman her age. But she had never had any desire to compete with other women and never purposely wanted to 'flaunt' her body by wearing something revealing. "Why does he want to embarrass me?" she thought.

"Go ahead. Just try it on! Do it for me?" Edward pleaded, his eyes continuing to urge her on.

She finally relented and closed the bathroom door behind her. She looked at herself in the mirror while holding up the pink bikini. She shook her head; the little garment just wasn't something she would ever consider buying. Revealing attire was not befitting of a married woman and sent the wrong message; she had been raised to believe.

While she would admit she DID need a new bathing suit, she never would have picked something like this. And besides, the idea of another man picking out and buying her clothes made her uncomfortable.

But her husband was right -- she knew from past trips that many women wore two-piece bikinis on this beach, and a number with thong bottoms, although most of those women were European. Now was the time for her to shed her inhibitions. After all, Edward did ask her to dress sexier and to show more 'skin' when they go out. And maybe this would spice things up a bit. Why not start right now, right here?

She decided to give it a try.

**************

Edward's 'kink' didn't just happen. It started years ago. He was a voyeur. Not a creepy look-thru-the window-at-your neighbor type of voyeur. His proclivity had one focus -- his wife. In fact, it was what attracted him to Susan years ago -- back in her carefree days of braless tops, short shorts, and mini skirts, he loved to show off his wife.

But unfortunately through the passage of time, Susan lost confidence in herself, became less and less comfortable showing off her body, and believed her time had passed.

But still, years later, Edward found himself incredibly aroused at the thought of his wife acting naughty. His arousal increased with the thought of his wife going out dressed provocatively. And while he knew it was wrong and perverse, he would fantasize about Susan acting a bit naughty.

Mostly, he would fantasize about Susan being a lot less conservative and a lot more uninhibited. Were these fantasies healthy for his marriage, or was he "weird"?

As he neared 50, Edward couldn't help but think about what he was missing; things that he had not had a chance to experience, and now may never experience. Although going through his personal 'mid-life-crisis,' Edward never lost the desire for a great sexual relationship with his wife.

Coupled with the belief that time was running out, Edward sought to change his wife's attitude. But if his quest to bring his wife out of her conservative shell was to be successful, he had to re-establish his wife's confidence. Confidence, after all, is the most important foundation of a sexy woman.

He understood that this was not like flipping a switch. It was going to be a long process that required patience, encouragement, understanding and maybe, a little outside help. But "The Beginning" would be now.

**************

As Susan fastened and adjusted the bra-like top, she looked at herself in the mirror. Although covering her tits 'adequately' enough, the construction acted like a push-up bra, resulting in a tremendous amount of cleavage making her boobs look bigger than her 38B size. She turned to the side. The bikini top showed a hint of 'side-boob' as well. As much as she hated to admit, the top was actually very flattering for her body.

Next she pulled on the bottoms. The bikini bottoms sat low on her hips and felt even smaller than she could have imagined. Turning around and looking into the mirror, she saw the rear of the bikini was more revealing than expected, exposing about a quarter of her butt cheeks. And when she turned back, she could see the faint outline of her pussy profile through the thin material. This was borderline obscene!

She took a deep breath and reached for the door.

Edward watched with great anticipation as Susan slowly opened the door and peeked out before finally stepping out to model the new swimsuit. His jaw almost dropped!

Edward's eyes ran up and down her body without control. Focusing on her chest, even in her 40's, her breasts were pert and defied gravity. But the way the top was constructed, there was a push-up action that made them look bigger, and with a lot more cleavage than usual. Her breasts simply looked fantastic!

As Susan turned, his eyes continued down to her trim waist and to the curves of her hips with her killer ass. And the cut of the bikini bottom made her long legs on her 5'8" frame look even longer. Wow! His wife looked even hotter than he could have imagined!

"Satisfied?" she said, mockingly. "Do you really want me to wear this? And do you really want to see your wife parading around the beach in this?"

Edward knew his wife worked hard to keep her body fit. And it paid off. Although 47 years old, Susan was blessed to have the body of someone 10 years younger. And this bikini just enhanced her features and made her look like a hot MILF!

Edward's grin gave his answer. "One hundred percent! I love it! Sweetheart, have you looked at yourself? It is very flattering and you look absolutely beautiful, and soooo sexy. It would be nice to show off my wife, and, you have absolutely nothing to worry about -- you have seen some women wearing even less."

After so many years of marriage and after having children, Susan was flattered that her husband still thought she was sexy. But she was somewhat confused by Edward's requests. She didn't mind dressing up for him when they were alone, but wearing something like this at a public beach in front of all those people? She couldn't understand why her husband would have her parade around half-naked.

Plus, she thought she was just too old for sexy.

"Are you sure about this? It's just that...well..." Without needing to look at her figure in the mirror, Susan knew almost all of her body would be exposed at the beach.

"But if it makes you more comfortable, I also bought you this cover-up," Edward interrupted as he handed his wife a black semi-transparent cover with buttons up the front.

Susan held the garment up and could see her husband's devious grin right through the sheer fabric. "Edward, you're incorrigible!"

Seeing her reflection in the mirror Edward continued, saying, "Take a look at how hot you look. You know I am right!"

She broke her gaze only to give her husband one of those "yeah right!" kind of looks. Then she went back to viewing herself in the full-length mirror in their room. Over her shoulder in the reflection, she could see the eager and excited face of her husband in the mirror. Her eyes went to his and his to hers; pleading, hoping, begging.

Susan knew of her husband's particular fetish; one of wanting her to flaunt her body and wear more provocative clothes, and even to be more 'flirty' - he had admitted it many times. But she was typically not the type of girl to parade around and tease anybody. Although the idea of her dressing and acting 'slutty' made her uncomfortable, and only because she loved him so much, Susan was willing to try within reason to help get her husband out of his current 'funk' and to add some 'spice' to their relationship.

Edward's eyes continued urging her on. Although she was still reluctant and uncertain, Edward finally broke her resolve. Against her own reservations, she finally relented and agreed to wear the bikini this one time only.

But to assuage her sense of indecency, she pulled on the cover-up and buttoned a few buttons. She looked at herself in the mirror. The cover-up was quite sheer and extended only to just the bottom of her butt cheeks. But it did serve a purpose of providing an extra layer of covering, mollifying her exposure. She thought she could decide later if and when the cover-up would come off.

Susan did not say another word. Instead, she put a few things into her beach bag and stomped towards the door. "Well then, let's go!"

Edward stood frozen. Although reluctant, his wife finally gave in and she was heading out that door wearing less in public than before they had kids! Excitedly, he followed her closing the door behind him and hopefully opening a new door to the next chapter in their relationship.

*************

The resort was a cluster of buildings with paths interconnecting the pools and beach. Edward walked behind his wife as they made their way down the pathways to the gorgeous white sand beach. He noticed that the cover-up he purchased for Susan was unable to hide much. First, because it was so sheer, the hot pink bikini stood out clearly through the thin fabric.

Second, the garment was short, coming just to her butt cheeks. Edward smiled with delight as her hips swayed with each step and the little butt crease at the top of her legs became visible as the hem of her skirt played peek-a-boo with his wife's ass cheeks. His wife looked so hot and he couldn't wait to show off his sexy wife!

It was a perfectly clear, sunny day, so there were quite a few people on the beach already, even though it was still before 11:00 AM. They were fortunate to find a palapa with two loungers at their preferred location -- front row nearest the water. Susan loved to watch the people walking by, and Edward loved hearing the relaxing sounds of the waves.

Edward spread the towels on the loungers and noticed Susan nervously looking around. He sat down, pulled his hat and a magazine out of the bag, and leaned back. Edward could feel a knot of nervous anxiety in the pit of his stomach over the inevitable unveiling and presentation of his sexy wife to a crowded beach.

Meanwhile, Susan stood pondering her next move. She looked around while contemplating if she should remove her cover-up. Nobody seemed to be paying attention. Once she was on the lounger, she rationalized; she would be mostly out of sight.

She slowly unbuttoned the front of the cover-up not trying to call attention to herself. To say she was nervous would be an understatement. She never had a desire to purposely 'flaunt' her body, but here she was, about to expose more than 95% of her body to others on this beach. "Damn you Edward!" she thought to herself.

Nervously, Susan reluctantly let the cover-up fall off her body and tossed it over her beach bag. Now standing in front of the entire beach in nothing but an immodest bikini, she looked around. She thought every set of eyes would be upon her, laughing, or pointing, or snickering. Instead...nothing.

"Maybe this won't be so bad after all," she thought to herself, relieved by her first step.

Although she did not actually know if anyone was watching her, it still felt very awkward. Thank god for sunglasses.

She lay back on the lounger and began to apply sunscreen. Wearing a bikini certainly allowed more exposed skin and required a greater area to be applied. She pulled the straps of the bikini top off her shoulders to more easily apply the cream.

A waiter came over and asked if he could get anything for them. Susan was nervous having another man so near knowing that she was revealing far more skin than she felt comfortable with.

"¡Hola! ¿Cuál es tu nombre, amigo?" Edward asked the man.

"¡Hola amigo! Sammy, señor," smiled the waiter. "Your Spanish is very good!"

"Great to meet you, Sammy. Well, my Spanish-speaking ability is limited, but your English is great! By the way, my name is Edward and this is my wife Susan. We'll take two mojitos please."

As her husband directed the man's attention to her, Susan felt completely exposed. She looked up and noticed the server's eyes seemed to focus on her cleavage as she massaged the sunscreen onto her chest. Embarrassed, she stopped immediately, replacing the cap and flipping the sunscreen into her bag.

The waiter smiled. "Very nice to meet you pretty lady." After a longer than acceptable pause, Sammy finally turned to make his way to the bar.

Susan smirked confusingly at the man's action and laid back, more than a little bit perturbed at her husband for carrying on a conversation with a stranger while wearing so little. She normally would have belittled her husband for doing such a thing, but she didn't. Instead she shook her head and closed her eyes.

In no time, the warmth of the sun's rays and the cooling of the gentle sea breeze felt good on her skin. She was finally able to get past her earlier trepidation and just simply relax.

"Here we go. One for you sir, and one for the lovely lady," interrupted Sammy, back with the drinks.

Looking up Susan saw the waiter smiling down on her. The man did not seem to be disgusted with her choice of beach attire. Ironically, the reaction from the waiter actually helped her overcome her anxiety.

"Gracias, Sammy!" Edward said as he handed Sammy a ten-dollar bill. "Keep us re-filled, okay?"

"Yes sir! And please, if you need anything else, all you need to do is give me a wave and I will come right over." The man bowed and moved on to serve the couple in the next palapa.

Edward looked over at his wife. "Cheers, my love! To a wonderful holiday!"

They clinked glasses and Susan took a sip of her drink. The tropical drink was delicious and somehow tasted so much better on a lounger, in the sun, on a beach with toes in the soft sand, and with this incredible view of the aqua-green water. As they chatted, perhaps due to the calming effects of the alcohol, Susan actually became more comfortable.

In no time Sammy was back with a re-fill. This time, Susan smiled and did not hesitate. "Thank-you Sammy! These are delicious!"

"Of course you are welcome, pretty lady!"

After another thirty minutes, Edward announced he needed to cool off. "Join me for a dip?"

"No, you go ahead. I may join you later. I want to get some sun first." The reality was, she still felt angst and uneasiness about parading around the beach in a bikini. Susan felt more in control on the relative safety of the sun lounger, under a palapa.

"Okay!" and Edward made his way into the sea.

Susan saw him stop to let two women pass in front of him. Susan smirked -- the women were walking the beach topless and she knew her husband was not being chivalrous; he just wanted a better view. She flipped over. "Sure, I bet you were looking at their 'confidence'," she thought.

She picked up a magazine and flipped through the pages. The sun felt warming on her back. To minimize any odd tan lines, she pulled the straps of her bikini top off her shoulders.

"Here is Sammy - with another mojito for the pretty lady!"

Sammy's arrival interrupted her thoughts and startled Susan. She quickly flipped over and sat up while Sammy placed the cocktail on the table.

"Oh, thank-you so much, Sammy!"

As she thanked Sammy, Susan saw him staring down her chest smiling. She looked down. She had forgotten that she had pulled her shoulder straps down and, leaning forward, the cups of her bra-like bikini top gaped open causing a sort of 'wardrobe malfunction.' Sammy had a perfect view inside her bikini top to her nipples!

Strangely, as the man looked down at her with a knowing grin on his face, something possessed her NOT to immediately 'correct' her misfortune. Instead, she held her pose allowing the stranger to look.

She looked up and sure enough, Sammy was still there, still smiling, and still brazenly looking down her top. Surprisingly, having another man see parts of her she normally reserved only for her husband sent a completely unexpected tingle through her body. She could feel her nipples hardening against the material of the small bikini. She nervously smiled back and casually pulled her straps up and adjusted her top.

Suddenly, she was chagrinned and embarrassed by her actions and silently admonished herself. "Why would I do such a thing to this nice young man?"

"Thank-you Sammy!" Edward's abrupt arrival ended the 'stand-off.'

"Ahh, what a good man! Keep 'em coming!" Edward quipped as he arrived from the water. He reached into his bag and offered another five-dollar bill to Sammy.

"The water feels great!" Edward said enthusiastically as he adjusted the towel on the lounger before lying down. He looked over and had to again complement his wife. "Sweetheart, I have to say again, you look so hot in that bikini!"

Susan was appreciative that her husband still found her attractive, and his kind and encouraging words eased her trepidation somewhat. But she wondered if he might have witnessed her temporary indecent exposure. She felt she needed to come clean and be honest with her husband.

"Thank-you! But...you need to know," she started with apprehension. "Because of you making me wear this damn bikini, I may have flashed a little too much skin earlier!"

Edward put his drink down. "Really? This could be interesting! Please, explain!"

Susan took a big gulp of her cocktail. "Well, I had pulled my bikini top straps down, you know, to avoid tan lines. And I didn't realize that the cups of my top gape open when I lean forward, like this, and I caught Sammy looking down my chest!"

As she leaned forward trying to mimic her earlier predicament, Edward's smirk pissed off Susan, "So, I hope are you happy!" she scoffed.

"Honey, it was harmless," her husband said indulgingly. "Can you blame him for looking at you? Hell, let's face it, if I had the opportunity to see the tits of a beautiful woman like you, I'd look also. And I am certain every man on this beach would love to see your tits! What man wouldn't?" her husband said.

Susan could only look over at her husband in astonishment, startled to hear her husband's complete lack of concern. "You're okay with that?" Not only had she inadvertently shown off her tits to an innocent young man but, on top of that, her husband could have cared less!

"I think that was so hot!" Edward smiled, telling her, "Look, you meant no harm - it was accidental," He picked up her hand and kissed it. "It was only an innocent flash," Edward explained sincerely. "And Sammy didn't have to look. But he did, and he no doubt enjoyed it. Knowing that is thrilling for me, and if I were you, I would take it as a complement!"

Susan remained silent. She took another big gulp of her cocktail and looked out to the sea, trying to process everything. Although somewhat troubled by her husband's attitude, even though it was accidental, she had to admit...it was somehow thrilling for her as well.

***********

"Join me in the water?"

The sun and the sea had such a calming effect on Edward; he had inadvertently nodded off for about thirty minutes. He opened his eyes to find his wife staring at him.

"Sure!" He wasn't going to pass up an invitation to walk around and show off his scantily clad wife.

Susan reached out, took her husband's helping hand, and walked hand-in-hand with her husband. Just standing up in this immodest bikini was a big step for her. But now walking she felt self-conscious and quickly waded into the water.

The water was a cooling complement to the hot Caribbean sun. Even in January, the temperatures reached the mid-eighties every day, and being positioned close to the equator, the sun was much stronger.

As they talked and laughed and playfully splashed each other, Susan's trepidations lowered. Although still nervous, she noticed nothing unusual, and still nobody laughing or pointing. She also now noticed other middle-aged women wearing two-piece bikinis, albeit most not as revealing as hers. Susan now understood what her husband meant about her old one-piece swimsuit. For now anyway, she felt much more at ease.

Meanwhile Edward noticed that the water had an unexpected but pleasant effect on Susan's new bikini. First, her nipples were hard as concrete, their outline distinct in the thin material of her bikini. Second, he could make out the darker outline of his wife's nipples! The water caused the hot pink bikini to be ever-so-slightly transparent!



"I love it! But Susan is going to freak out if she finds out!" he thought to himself. "And once she does, that will be the end of her wearing this ever again!" He wondered if he should have purchased the black bikini that the sales girl showed him instead.

"Should I tell her now, or wait?" He looked to the beach. Every palapa and every sun-lounger was taken and everyone faced the sea. "Everyone on this beach will see her nipples when she emerges from the water!" as he continued trying to digest this predicament. In an odd twist, he felt his cock move. There was something strangely erotic about the possibility of his wife walking out of the water with her nipples visible through the thin, wet fabric of a tiny bikini top.

As they bobbed with the waves, Susan noticed a couple walking into the water towards them. "Look who it is!" Susan whispered.

She recognized the couple immediately as the Dutch couple they met at the lobby bar after dinner the night before. The man was slight of build and wearing a speedo, but the woman was larger; not obese, but what some would describe as a 'big woman.'

The couple waded directly to them and said hello. Although 'Rolf' was wearing sunglasses, Edward thought for sure he saw him do a double take on Susan's chest. The possibility of another man eying his wife's tantalizing cleavage and perhaps seeing her nipples caused his cock to move again.

They briefly chatted about nothing in particular - the weather in comparison to the cold snap in Europe, politics, etc. Then, out of nowhere, 'Inge' pulled the straps of her one-piece bathing suit off her shoulders, and rolled the top down to her waist! The conversation stopped briefly as her massive breasts swung free.

As the chatting continued once again, Susan found herself distracted. She couldn't help but marvel at the woman's brash attitude. Rolf appeared neither embarrassed nor stunned by his wife's tits on display; and Edward acted 'normal' as if there was nothing unusual. The two men continued chatting unmoved as the woman's breasts, with large saucer areoles, bobbed independently up and down with the waves.

Little did Susan know, the outline of her own nipples was on display as well.

Then, as quickly as they arrived, Inge and Rolf said their good-byes and waded towards the beach. She didn't even bother to roll her top back up! Susan watched as Inge's tits hung lower, without water to buoy them, and now freely swaying with each step. They found their palapa and sat on their sun loungers while Inge reached for the sunscreen and applied it generously over her large breasts and areole. The casualness of Inge's attitude could not be overstated.

"Well?" Susan asked as soon as they were out of earshot.

"Well what?" Edward asked inquisitively.

"Enjoy looking at Inge's tits?"

Edward pulled his wife closer, his arms hugging her tightly. He kissed his wife passionately.

Perhaps fueled by Sammy's cocktails, Susan's mind and body were being overtaken by the reassuring love of her husband. And oddly, despite her initial insecurities, wearing this bikini in front of her husband and others made her feel sexy and confident. She kissed her husband back, deeply, passionately, fervently, allowing her tongue to dance an erotic dance with his.

It was sensual. It was arousing. It was amazing! They were in their own little bubble, acting like teenagers, kissing and pressing their bodies into each other. Even though Susan knew people were likely watching, she allowed her husband's hands to roam down to her chest, resting on and squeezing her left breast.

"I would rather see these tits getting some sunshine!" Edward whispered as he hugged his wife. "So, tell me. Will you have a surprise for me?"

"What do you mean - surprise?"

"Well, perhaps...you will give me a treat and sunbathe topless also?" Edward teasingly asked as he playfully began to knead her tit and flick her nipple.

While he had asked her to sunbathe topless in the past, her conservative upbringing had not left her. And they had been with the kids after all. But now, in a surprising twist, Edward's request released an unexpected series of thoughts. Yes, she was curious. And yes, she wanted to be more confident and carefree. She wanted... maybe...just for a day on this holiday away from the kids...to break free from the handcuffs of parenthood, and the shackles of being a 'good girl' in today's society.

She knew their sex life was good, but was not as passionate as in years past. It was in desperate need of some spice. And Susan knew that her husband wanted her to be more open and adventurous.

Apparently the effects of the alcohol combined with seeing Inge's carefree attitude and confidence gave her the courage to actually consider her husband's request. She wanted to rekindle her sex life. She wanted to be as confident as that woman. She wanted to have her husband lust after her once again.

And in a brief moment of perverse narcissistic pride, she yearned to be seen in a different light and desired by men.

Susan bit her lower lip and looked at her husband and said shyly, "Well...okay!" Surprisingly, she came to the conclusion that perhaps it would be fun to try, and after all, her husband was right...no one knows her here. And besides, if she did agree to it, her husband would owe her big time.

Edward was in total shock! What? She said she would! He could not believe what he just heard. The fact was, he had been begging her to do this for some time, and this was the moment he had hoped to experience for years!

Perhaps the fact that other women were topless helped keep her at ease. Perhaps Inge was her inspiration. Perhaps it was because they were far away from home and there was no chance they would be seen by anyone they knew. Whatever it was that gave her the courage, he didn't care.

Edward's head was spinning, unable to develop a sentence or any intellectual response at that moment. He simply took his wife's hand in his own, and smiled while squeezing tightly.

*************

As they quickly waded out of the water, Susan's feelings changed. She started to get some nervous butterflies flittering around in her stomach. What possessed her to acquiesce to taking her top off on a crowded public beach? Why didn't have she think things through logically?

They arrived at their palapa. She needed time to think. She asked her husband to get her a drink first. Edward thought Susan might be stalling or perhaps changing her mind. He quickly waved towards Sammy.

Susan looked around. There were still a lot of people on the beach. And since it was later in the afternoon, the sun was behind them. "Can you move my chaise to face the sun?" Susan suggested, trying to buy more time. After all, if she was going to sunbathe, it made sense to face the sun, she thought.

Meanwhile, Edward's adrenaline kicked in and his excitement kept building as he moved the chaises. Then he realized, for his wife's first time, she would be removing her top in front of an audience since she would now be facing everyone who faced the ocean!

Susan lay back on a lounger. The moment of truth came. "What have I gotten myself into?" she asked herself. The internal battle between her own insecurities and wanting to please her husband roared incessantly within her.

She looked around and saw others were watching her. "Shit!" she thought. She now came to the sudden realization that by moving the sun-loungers, she would be much more on display.

The butterflies started to fly a little faster giving her pause. She felt self-conscious. Although she had become more and more comfortable with her body, she was a middle-aged woman, not a young twenty-something. And with that came reservations about exposing her body. Now facing an audience, it would certainly be far less intimate and personal.

Edward thought for a moment Susan would back out. He looked around. Sure enough, everyone was looking towards his wife. All of a sudden he felt anxious about his wife's inevitable exposure in front of dozens of onlookers. Was he really prepared to see other men ogling his wife?

Susan hated herself for being so indecisive. "Oh, come on, get a grip and just do it," she thought to herself. She looked around with the hope that no one was paying any attention to her. It appeared some people were reading or chatting in groups -- and not really focused on her. She felt somewhat mollified.

Susan looked to the sky and took a deep breath. Slowly, she undid the clasp on her bikini top. She noticed the couple in front of her looking up at her. Feeling diffident and sheepish, she had to force herself from instinctively crossing her arms over her chest.

Edward noticed his wife's nervousness. He held his breath when she slowly started to undo her top. When she hesitated, looking around to see who was watching, he was convinced she would not go through with this. But to his surprise, Susan began slowly pulling at the clasp in the back. He stared in disbelief. Was she really going to do it?

He turned his head to face her. He was nervous too and could feel his heart beating out of his chest.

His mouth fell open as the bra straps of her bikini top fell to the side. He continued staring with captivated eyes. The odd voyeurism of watching his wife in public had him under a strange spell. And the growing bulge in his board shorts gave evidence to his excitement.

And then, just as he thought it would happen, just when he was prepared for it to happen, Sammy showed up with another round of drinks. "Fucking Sammy - your timing is horrible!"

The man's arrival startled Susan. There was no doubt he noticed her top undone as he handed her the cocktail. Awkwardly shifting her arms, Susan tried to stay covered with one arm as she accepted the drink. Her attempt was far from successful, as the shifting caused one breast to briefly pop out. Then handing the other cocktail to her husband, Sammy turned, nodded, and smiled at her.

Susan took a long sip of her drink once again attempting to calm her nerves as she looked around with one arm still across her chest holding her top in place. Although Sammy had finally left, she was convinced more than ever the eyes of everyone on the beach were waiting for her to 'pop' her top. She closed her eyes not wanting to see the stares and pointing of fingers from strangers.

Reluctantly, she finally dropped her arm. She actually did it!

As Edward watched his wife holding her top against her chest, he could feel the nervousness in the air. Somehow it seemed different than he imagined. He hadn't thought this would be so torturous for his wife to strip off in public. He was close to telling her to stop.

Then, without saying anything, he watched as she finally leaned forward slightly and let her top fall into her hands. Suddenly, his wife was topless! He gasped out loud. There she was, for the first time his wife's tits on display, in the daylight sun, on a public beach, with no less than a hundred people within eyesight.

Time seemed to stand still...he remembered the long journey just to get to this point. It had taken years of what some would say, plotting and scheming, to convince his wife to shed some of her inhibitions and accept that, even in her 40's, she was still a sexy and desirable woman. He realized with excited delight and gratification that this was how he had hoped it would be. He had seen his wife's perky tits thousands of times before, but seeing them out in the open sunshine made it that much more exciting.

They always led a very normal, very 'vanilla' life. But after years of marriage, there was something bizarrely arousing to Edward about his wife leaving her typical 'good girl' persona and purposely exposing her tits on a public beach, throwing all social taboos out the window.

He watched as his wife methodically folded her top and neatly laid it over the back of the lounger. He smiled proudly as she laid back, the sun casting a golden glow on her body, acting as if it was perfectly normal to sunbathe topless wearing nothing but a pair of tiny bikini bottoms. She looked so damned seductive and there was no doubting his excitement - his cock fighting for more room in his board shorts ample evidence of his arousal.

Feeling vulnerable, Susan kept her eyes closed and laid dead still. Although her eyes remained closed behind her sunglasses, she was acutely aware that for the first time in her life her breasts were on full display for anyone to see. She should be proud of her breasts; they were firm defying her age and were topped with delicate pink nipples. But she had never blatantly flaunted them. She felt like she was having an out-of-body experience, a dreamlike state where her body was overtaken by an alien force.

After a few minutes, although still incredibly anxious, she had to admit the warming sun on her boobs and the slight ocean breeze caressing her nipples felt incredible. Suddenly a warm feeling of pure freedom and exhilaration, and an extraordinary sensation of liberation, flowed through her.

Susan opened her eyes and found Edward staring at her. "You better close your mouth, my love!" she teased with a pleased smirk on her face, trying to appear all cocky at what she had just accomplished. The reality was, her heart was racing and she was just hoping no one could see her blushing nervousness.

But Edward couldn't take his eyes off his wife. She never looked more beautiful or sexier in the golden hour light of the late afternoon sun. "I can't help it. You look incredibly gorgeous, sweetheart," Edward beamed smiling proudly.

"So are you sure you are comfortable with this?" she asked.

"Oh yes, definitely! This is my fantasy!" Edward insisted with enthusiasm, making it plainly obvious on his stance on the matter. And just like that, with one small step, his wife injected that 'spice' that was sorely needed. Edward felt the passion return.

"Thank you so much for this treat! I love you so much!"

Susan smiled and took another sip of her drink. She felt a small thrill run through her from her husband's compliment and the satisfaction that she did it! She really could not believe she went thru with it - she was topless on a public beach! She breathed a sigh of relief, her initial trepidation soon yielding to a notion of accomplishment to finally conquer her inhibitions.

Her relationship with her body has always been one of criticism. Like many women, she saw flaws others didn't. She always thought her boobs were too small and her butt was too big. It felt empowering to be able to face her fears, and she felt encouraged to celebrate herself just as she was, unapologetically. And it felt exquisite to wipe away years of body shaming.

The reality was, her husband was correct - she had nothing to be ashamed of. She spent a lot of time maintaining her figure, exercising and eating right, and she SHOULD be proud of it. As her initial nervousness began to wane, she now felt a sense of pride -- proud that she had the nerves to sunbathe 'tits out' in public.

And as an unexpected side benefit, she loved that her husband's attention was no longer focused on other women.

Edward finally took his eyes off his wife and looked around to find several other guys focused on the woman lying topless next to him. He noticed the man in the palapa directly in front of Susan. His chubby wife was busy reading a book, but the balding man's eyes never left Susan's naked chest. He left little doubt that he was enjoying the view.

Edward felt his stomach lurch. Somewhere inside he probably should have been jealous, and certainly protective from another man's open gawking. But right now he was enchanted by his wife's brazen behavior.

He looked back at his wife lying next to him and could see why. The late afternoon sun cast a golden glow and highlighted the detailed contours of her breasts. Her nipples were noticeably erect and pointed towards any potential voyeurs. She could not be more captivating.

The fact that his own wife was lying with her tits on display in front of a complete stranger was having the unexpected effect on Edward. Strangely, Edward did not even feel a hint of jealousy at the notion that his wife was showing off her goods. Instead, a rush of excitement overtook his sensations. He felt his cock thicken inside of his board shorts, and whether he wanted to admit it or not, he absolutely craved her exposure.

Sammy came up from behind and showed up with another round of drinks. Their glasses were not even half empty, so it was clear he watched the entire scene unfold and wanted a better, closer view.

Susan became aware of somebody standing near her in her peripheral vision. Turning around, she saw Sammy standing behind to her. Nervousness enveloped her again and she felt like her heart was lodged into her throat as the young man just stood there, staring. Feelings of embarrassment and humiliation coursed through her body at exposing herself before the young man.

As the young man stepped closer and placed her drink on the table, her breathing got a little labored and a flush spread across her cheeks and neck while she attempted to hide her nervousness.

But for reasons that she herself did not understand, although fighting the desire to cover her boobs, she didn't. Instead, she smiled nervously while accepting the refill, and then thanked the young man for the service. As she casually took a sip of the cool drink, she noticed the young man still standing there, but this time smiling.

How dare he just stand there, staring! Anger, shock and uncertainty flowed through her as he just stood there. A part of her was pissed at her husband for not intervening and shooing the young man on his way. But then surprisingly, another part of her had pushed to the forefront - a part she hadn't realized was within her. Having such rapt attention from another man, and a much younger man, gave her an unusual, yet exhilarating, feeling.

"Well, here you go, have a look!" she thought, finally relenting to her mysterious inner urge. She held her head high and pushed her chest out, accentuating her exposure. Maybe she wanted to get back at her husband for 'forcing' her to remove her top. Perhaps she wanted to prove a point to herself. For whatever reason, she surprisingly no longer felt a desire to hide her tits from another man's inspecting gazes. She might as well, she thought. It was not as if she was going to be able to keep them covered all day.

Edward realized he too was breathing heavily as he watched his wife's reaction to another man's proximity. He noticed an initial blush of embarrassment appearing on his wife's face. But then, he saw her clearly becoming much more comfortable.

He looked up to confirm Sammy's focus. He followed the young man's eyes back to his wife, lying there with her tits exposed in front of the young man. With arms along her sides, she remained exposed as she drank her cocktail. He did notice, however, that Susan clasped the towel she was lying on with her 'free' hand, as if resisting an urge to cover up.

Meanwhile, with Sammy still hanging around, Edward reached into his bag to offer Sammy a tip. But strangely, Sammy waved it off.

"No, thank-YOU! It was my pleasure, sir and madam!" Sammy smiled still staring at Susan.

Susan blushed. "Did he just thank my husband for seeing my tits?" she asked herself, perhaps digging too deep into the man's words.

Susan felt a drop of condensation from the cocktail fall onto her breast. As the cold moisture traced a path down her breast, across her areola, to her nipple, she could feel her nipple tightening from the sensation. Her body's natural reaction only heightened the sensuality of the moment.



Edward noticed as well. What a rush! He looked over proudly as his wife's nipples stood proudly in contrast to her fair skin. Perhaps serving a topless woman was truly his pleasure.

The voyeur inside Edward was eternally grateful for this unexpected treat. Edward knew his wife wasn't totally comfortable about going topless in public. But here she was chatting up a man while brazenly allowing the man to eye-fuck her tits. Who was she doing this for -- her husband or for herself?

Did it really matter? Whether from jealous anxiety or from excited arousal, watching his wife openly and unashamedly keep her tits exposed with another man so close was provocative on a different level for Edward. He noticed his cock pressing against the confines of his board shorts.

Then he watched as his wife set her cocktail down, lay back, and closed her eyes. The fact that she remained unabashedly topless not only in front of the young man, but also in the middle of, and facing, this crowded public beach made it more seductive, more naughty, and more than a little erotic. And the primary emotion he felt, besides his pulsating arousal, was pride -- proud that his wife could be so bold, and proud that she was HIS wife.

So in the end, it really didn't matter 'why'.

As his board shorts continued to tighten, he reached down to re-position his cock, but found himself unconsciously giving it a few squeezes through the thin material.

"Satisfied?" Susan asked mockingly, turning to her husband just as he pulled on his cock one last time. Susan always had a knack to divert any blame to someone else. And in this case, she did not want to confront her own feelings un-expectantly coursing through her body.

"Incredibly satisfied, my love! You look absolutely gorgeous!" Edward beamed smiling proudly, both thankful and privileged to be a witness to this monumental event.

"Wouldn't you agree Sammy?"

After closing her eyes, Susan was temporarily distracted and forgot her young admirer was still hovering alongside her sun lounger. Her heart pounded in her chest as she looked up just as the young man smiled slyly, then slid his glasses down his nose slowly revealing his eyes.

"I agree sir, your wife is a very sexy lady! And if I may say, you are a very lucky man, sir!" Sammy announced in a voice too loud for Susan's comfort while staring directly at her tits from no more than four feet away.

Susan was always uncomfortable gleaning so much scrutiny from men. She never wanted to be the center of attention. And when she received complements, she felt embarrassed. She typically preferred to remain prim and demure. But strangely, the young man's unabashed attention made her feel good; she felt desired.

Through the cover of her sunglasses, Susan noticed an unmistakable outline of a bulge straining within the young man's white pants as she took another sip of her cocktail. "Is that...? Did I cause that?" she wondered. Could this really be a sexual response from this young man?

She was immediately surprised with herself, body feeling flush, ashamed for allowing her mind to wander to such a place. She tried to shake the image away, but couldn't.

She expected to feel embarrassed, nervous even; but now, all she felt was invigorated by the attention she received. She thought she would be self-conscious with another man being so obvious about inspecting her tits from so close, but ironically she wasn't.

To her amazement, the young man's continued intent stare caused her heart to palpitate. Even though she knew it was wrong, she realized she enjoyed the reaction and the look of desire for her in the young man's eyes. It was unexpected, but she simply could not deny the thrill of it!

And surprisingly, the obvious enjoyment her husband got in watching her, and now the unexpected reaction she gained from this young man, had an unexpected consequence -- she felt the unmistakable warm tingling of arousal beginning to spread through her body, radiating from her sex. Confused thoughts fired through her mind. Lying there practically naked and letting a much younger man ogle her was wrong, she thought. Yet there was no doubt those feelings of arousal grew as it appeared as though he was only too happy to look! Could it be even more wrong to get pleasure from being that young man's object of desire?

"I am at your service if you need anything, anything at all!"

While staring directly at her, Sammy's choice of words, his double entendre, echoed in Susan's head. "Did Sammy just hit on me?" she asked herself.

She had no doubts that men found her attractive. It was not arrogance or ego -- but over the years she had been 'hit-on' by some of the men at her office. She also observed the looks she got when she went out on the town with her girlfriends. And she knew black men, in particular, found her attractive. She speculated her curves and particularly her rounded booty were the main attraction.

But she was a middle-aged woman! And here, at this resort, on a public beach, with her husband right there? She immediately dismissed that thought as overconfident narcissism on her part.

Yet there was little doubt -- for reasons still unknown, her body was inadvertently becoming aroused. She was ashamed to admit that the mere thought of another man appreciating her body was affecting her. It was not only a confidence-booster, it also validated all her sacrifices -- eating right and exercising regularly. Having another man admire, appreciate, and dare say, lust after her made her feel beautiful.

Susan gulped down the rest of her cocktail in an attempt to cool off her thoughts. She handed it to Sammy, who was still hovering alongside her lounger.

"Thank-you Sammy," Susan quipped playfully, yet in a way intended to finally persuade Sammy to leave.

And finally, Sammy moved on. She shook her head, blaming the effects of the cocktails as the cause of thoughts that were now eliciting a sexual response from her body. As soon as he was out of earshot, Susan turned to Edward. "Is it my imagination, or does he seem to be hanging around us far more than anyone else?"

Edward grinned from ear to ear, obviously enjoying his wife's exposure. "Well, I am pretty sure the young man truly appreciates a beautiful woman!"

"But he is just a kid! THAT was so embarrassing!" Susan finally spoke, trying to rescue her morality.

Edward chuckled at his wife's feeble attempt at innocence. "The young man is certainly old enough to appreciate the view of a woman with nice tits! Be honest sweetheart, you had to feel good while another man admired you?"

"Embarrassed!" emphasizing the word.

"Well, don't be embarrassed," Then with an elfish smile Edward offered, "Let's do a test. If you remain topless, I bet we won't have to wait long to get service. I am certain he'll be back soon to check on us," Edward said.

"God, I hope not. I don't want to see that young man again before we leave."

Susan paused while looking around the beach. With Sammy finally gone, she was finally able to direct her attention elsewhere. A man walked directly towards her on his way to the sea. She thought about covering up, but she stopped herself. The man looked down at her and nodded. She was surprised by her own boldness, and delighted by the man's response.

She noticed another man under the nearby palapa to her right side. The result of shuffling the loungers towards the sun, she was now facing the man. When she looked over at the guy, she saw him quickly look the other way. It was clear to her that she had become the center of attention. She felt a tingle down her spine from the 'feel' of eyes inspecting her chest. Surprisingly, while still oh-so terrified, she was ashamed to admit she liked the feeling other men looking at her body.

"Need anything?" It didn't take long; Sammy was back offering his service.

Susan could feel her face blushing, and heart pounding. This time she instinctively covered her boobs with her arm in embarrassment.

"We are good Sammy," Edward said, laughing knowingly at his wife the entire time.

As Sammy turned away, Edward smiled proudly. He leaned over and whispered to his wife, "I told you! I must say...I can't blame him! You are truly a beautiful sight, and I think the hottest woman on the beach!"

Of course, he knew his wife was an attractive woman, but he wanted to make sure she knew it.

"And he is not the only one -- you have other admirers! Take the bald guy over there. I am not sure you noticed, but his eyes have not left you since you popped your top!"

Susan glanced over and saw the man gawking at her. Unlike the man to her right, this guy was unabashedly staring directly at her, and more specifically, staring at her tits.

"I just can't understand your thinking," she admonished shaking her head. "You are perfectly okay with your wife being ogled by other men?" Strangely, she did not cover herself from her blatant voyeur who, judging from the lump that had risen in his swimsuit, was clearly enjoying the view.

As her husband, Edward had mixed feelings. In fact it was a powerful combination. The fact that other men desired and found his wife attractive made him feel both anxious and jealous, but at the same time filled him with pride and excitement. And strangely, those feelings of jealousy served to inflame and heighten Edward's arousal. But the voyeur inside him was entirely grateful.

"Well...yes...and no. I mean, I have feelings of jealousy, but at the same time I am also filled with pride that my wife is so hot that other men cannot keep their eyes off her."

Susan turned her attention away trying to ignore her voyeurs. She could feel the sun providing a warming sensation on her skin and throughout her body. And without her bikini top, every sense was amplified. She could feel the slight breeze caressing her nipples and, she could feel them hardening and sticking out more and more now since they were unencumbered by fabric.

The warm rays of the sun combined with the calming effects of alcohol and her husband's complements had an unexpected result. She found herself becoming...horny!

She took another, much longer, sip of her cocktail trying to shake the odd and perverse feelings from her mind. Although now her third cocktail in a short span, the chilled drink was welcomingly refreshing as it traveled across her tongue and down her throat. Several others walked past, yet she continued to lie there. She closed her eyes enjoying the sensations, while trying to make sense of everything.

Meanwhile, Edward had his own mixed feelings he was trying to sort out. How could it be so erotic to have watched his wife strip her top off and casually lay topless in public? Should a stranger blatantly gawking at his wife anger him?

He looked around again. He realized his voyeurism was highly selective. There were plenty of beautiful women on the beach, a few of whom were topless. Yet, he barely gave them more than a brief glance before returning his focus to the woman by his side. He felt hypnotized by the sight of his bold wife, her breasts exposed in the Caribbean sun and her nipples proudly pointing forward. It was hard to believe that after so much prodding, his wife had finally did it.

And further, for reasons he couldn't grasp, he concluded he had no problem with the men who openly ogled his wife. And strangely, the fact that she was either deliberately or unintentionally teasing them made it even more arousing!

He found himself momentarily unable to move, paralyzed by the confusing excitement of his sordid thoughts.

***********

Susan opened her eyes, recognizing she had nodded off. She turned to see Edward looking her way.

"Nice nap?"

"Whew, I shouldn't drink that much." Susan tried to re-focus her thoughts. She looked down and realized she had fallen asleep without her top on. How long had she been asleep? How many people saw her like this? She looked over and saw a refreshed cocktail on the table. How long was Sammy hovering over her surreptitiously ogling her chest?

She became filled with uncertainty, even a little fear. She had to admit that deep inside her she felt a thrill of excitement, her long-standing conservative side trumped by her new fledgling desires.

She didn't think wearing a bikini was something she could pull off, and even if she did, she was convinced she would be too self-conscious about it to enjoy the experience. And she never imagined she would remove her top in public. But yet, as she looked at her chest heaving from nervous excitement, along with being exposed and, dare say, admired, her pussy tingled and she felt her secretions wetting the bottom gusset of her bikini bottoms. Why was her body reacting like this?

She always had difficulty accepting that she could still be desirable to men. She was simply reluctant to believe she was garnering any special attention. Perhaps she was naïve or embarrassed; or perhaps she did not want to seem vain. Plus, having been brought up in a culture where public nudity isn't accepted, seeing a woman's bare breasts can be highly sexualized for some men, and she didn't want to be labeled a cock tease.

Mortified by her thoughts and her body's reaction, Susan reached for and donned her bikini top, much to Edward's disappointment, as she tried to halt any potential embarrassing moments.

"Another ten minutes and we will need to leave," Susan quipped.

Edward checked his watch. His wife was correct; regrettably it was time to go to their room to shower and change for their dinner reservation. He looked to the bald man who had finally halted his incessant stare. He imagined the man later reviewing photos and jerking off to his wife. Why did that perverse fantasy excite him? He shook any further speculation out of his head

As he helped his wife off the lounger, Susan grabbed her bag and did not even bother with her cover-up.

"See you tomorrow?" Sammy urged as the young man ran over quickly to gather the remaining empty glasses and re-position the loungers.

**************

As they got to their room and opened the door, Edward couldn't contain his enthusiasm further. He felt a passion for his wife he had not felt for years. "Sweetheart, thank-you! Thank-you for the sexiest day in, well, years!" he said as he closed the door behind him.

Susan turned toward her husband and without a word, pulled Edward into her for a deep kiss with an obvious passion sorely missed in recent times.

Edward laid her on the bed without breaking the kiss; he undid her top and ran his hand down her body. While her heaving chest left no doubt about her own arousal, he moved to her right tit and felt that her nipple was fully erect. Susan moaned as he squeezed it hard.

Susan looked at him with fire in her eyes - a combination of desire and affection that he had seldom seen in years. She raised her ass up in the air as Edward slid her bikini bottoms off. As his wife lay before him legs spread and panting, he couldn't believe what he found. His wife's pussy was engorged, throbbing, and dripping wet! Not just wet, but sopping! Her juices had oozed out and actually were running down to her ass!

Susan's heart began to race, recognizing with certainty that her husband had noticed her body's physical response. She was reluctant to admit to her husband that she had gotten incredibly aroused by the once-forbidden act of exposing her tits in public. But there was now no ability to hide her little secret.

"You are the sexiest woman alive!" he whispered, grinning triumphantly as he leaned in and began an assault on his nipples -- the same nipples that were exposed at the beach earlier. There was no doubt; he was not the only one in the room that was incredibly aroused that his wife went topless!

She pulled him up to her and kissed him with more passion than he could remember, her lips smashed against his, her tongue probing and exploring his mouth.

Meanwhile, Susan moved her hand down her body and began penetrating herself. Edward watched with undivided attention. His amazing wife could not be more sensual and glowing with sexual energy. He knelt next to her, pumping his fist over his cock, not wanting to disturb such an erotic sight, while his free hand continued to massage her breasts, pulling at her excited nipples.

While her own hand gave her some much-needed relief, Susan needed her husband's cock.

"Fuck me, now!" Susan implored him. Talking like this, in such a vulgar tone was something so unheard of, so foreign to her. She normally remained quite submissive allowing her husband to take the lead. Yet, she needed to FUCK - right then, right now!

Edward obediently knelt between his wife's legs, his cock as hard as a rock. He looked down. His wife's pussy was soaked and ready, begging to be violated. Without hesitation he buried his cock into his wife in one quick movement.

Susan gasped, then wrapped her legs around her husband pulling him further in. Edward withdrew and slammed his cock into her again and again as hard as he could.

Susan grunted and squealed as Edward pounded her methodically, over and over. She thrust her hips against his, her hips rising to meet each thrust. Normally she was quite passive, preferring to just lie there and let her husband do what he wanted. But this was totally different. From her pussy to the ends of her fingers and toes, Susan felt electrical pulses zipping through her body. She never felt so alive sexually as she was at that moment.

And she was anything but quiet - she wondered if anyone in the adjacent rooms could hear her grunts and screams. This was not lovemaking - this was the fucking she wanted, the fucking she needed.

Edward couldn't hold back any longer and in less than a minute of fucking, he drove his cock into her one last time as hard as he could and held it as his erection erupted. Susan's legs wrapped around her husband and feeling his pulsated cock, it was all it took. She exploded, and together they grunted and moaned as their shared climax spiraled out of control.

As Edward collapsed alongside his wife, breathing hard in his post coital bliss, he thought about what had happened. No doubt he was thankful she indulged in one of his sexual fantasies. And her actions clearly brought that 'spice' to their relationship. It was a thrilling day at the beach for sure, but more than anything, he felt proud that his wife had the confidence to sunbathe topless. He hoped this would be just the beginning of a different sexy attitude from his wife.

Susan lay on the other side, breathing deeply re-examining everything that had happened. She finally relented to her husband's constant badgering and removed her top. It was the most 'skin' she had ever shown outside her bedroom since they were married. Her euphoria quickly turned to embarrassment. She did it only to appease him; she tried to convince herself, looking towards her husband.

Yet why did she get so aroused by other men seeing her nearly naked? And how could she have allowed herself to turn an innocent act of sunbathing into teasing other men? It had to be wrong, right? Was she a closet exhibitionist?

She struggled to answer these questions as she tried to wrestle with and justify her uncharacteristically wanton behavior.

*************

They had reservations at the "Gourmet" restaurant. They showered and got ready for their evening out. Edward was pleased when Susan elected to wear the tropical print dress that he gave her as a gift just for this trip. The halter-style dress was short with thin metal chain-like shoulder straps. A pair of strappy heels completed her look.

She walked across the room to gather a shawl and purse. Edward could tell she was not wearing a bra. Ever since they were married he had always wished Susan would go out wearing something sexy. But it was so unlike his wife to voluntarily dress provocatively, and especially to not wear a bra.



Something had changed in the demeanor of his wife - and he could not be more pleased. His wife had once-again become that sexy woman he craved, even if it was only for this one day.

They arrived at the restaurant and were escorted to their table, Edward walked behind his wife proudly. His foreplay always began as he watched his wife get dressed. Now he watched from behind. He loved how his wife's hips swayed with each step, and how her heels accentuated the curves of her long, tanned legs. She looked so elegant, yet so sexy.

He looked around and recognized guys from the beach turning their heads to get a longer look. He enjoyed seeing the jealous looks from other men and could not be more thrilled with the newfound confidence of his wife - and the attention of other men served as affirmation that his wife was a sexy woman. He wanted to tell Susan guys were checking her out, but he knew she wouldn't believe him or worse, it may upset her again.

But in fact, Susan noticed as well. She was not used to gleaning so much attention from men. And her anxiety arose from simply knowing that many of these people had seen her exposed on the beach earlier.

The maître' de pulled a chair out for Susan. As she sat, Edward watched as the hem of her short dress rode up and played peek-a-boo with her bare vulva. His eyes lit up, as he never expected his wife to go commando in public! What a sight to see!

"Well...I must say again, that dress looks so good on you!" Edward said. He paused and let his eyes travel down over her body before returning to her eyes. "And if I'm not mistaken, no underwear?"

"I didn't think it would work with this figure-hugging dress. I hope you don't mind - I didn't want visible panty lines," she said softly. "Is that okay?"

Edward picked up his wife's hand and kissed it softly. He could not be more delighted. "I love it!" he replied enthusiastically.

After a wonderful dinner that included a nice bottle of wine, Susan was feeling a little buoyant. Although the alcohol set her natural shyness and reticence aside, disorganized thoughts flowed through her head. Wearing a bikini instead of a one-piece bathing suit was a big step for Susan, and really for any middle-aged woman. And as much as she tried to deny it, she finally came to the realization that other guys noticed her.

And when she finally acquiesced to Edward's pleas to sunbathe topless, ironically, it made her feel good and gave her a boost of much-needed self-confidence. Who knew removing her top on a public beach could give her such a feeling of empowerment?

And maybe, just maybe, she really did enjoy the attention. Despite thinking that it was wrong of other guys to show interest in her, particularly knowing that she was married and with her husband right there, she had to admit it felt good -- it stoked her ego.

Yet for some reason, she still had difficulty accepting that she could still be desirable to men. Perhaps it was the expectations of society; perhaps she was naïve or embarrassed; or perhaps she did not want to seem vain.

As a bananas flambéed dessert was made tableside for them, Edward could not take his mind off the vision he had from earlier that day.

"Thank you again for a great day on the beach! It was so exciting for me! I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did!" Edward beamed sipping an after-dinner drink.

Perhaps fueled by the effects from the wine, thoughts of uncertainty, even a little fear, coursed through Susan's mind as she tried to deal with the consequences of her actions. She needed to push the 'pause' button and catch her breath. She really did not know what had come over her the last 24 hours. While she would admit that deep inside she felt a thrill of excitement, she didn't want to be shouldered with the guilt of those desires.

"I just can't understand your thinking," she admonished shaking her head. "You are perfectly okay with your wife being ogled by other men?"

Susan's words caught Edward off guard. They were having a nice dinner, and he thought they were beyond that question. This seemed to come out of nowhere. He paused and took a sip of his wine, knowing he had to choose his words carefully. But he also knew he had to tell her the truth.

"Well...yes and no," Edward explained. "I mean, I still have feelings of jealousy, but at the same time I am also filled with pride that my wife looks so hot that other men desire her and cannot keep their eyes off her!"

Edward was thankful when he saw a brief smile from his wife from the comment. But seeing his wife nervously circle her glass with her fingernails, he knew further reassurance was needed. He smiled and took his wife's hand into his and said, "Promise me, you will think about continuing down that road. Please, give serious consideration to it, okay?"

Edward's touch sent a pulse of electricity through her body. Susan loved Edward and she loved knowing she could still excite him. They had been together for almost 25 years and she was still determined to keep their relationship as passionate, exciting, and especially as adventurous as she possibly could and for as long as they could. But although she felt a small thrill run through her from her husband's compliment and suggestion, she still believed that they were playing with fire.

Edward continued, "Think about it, please? Will you promise me that?"

Looking at her husband, she saw him watching her intently, telling her with his eyes -- pleading, with desire and the loving look of affection. It simply was too appealing. Susan wanted nothing more than to make Edward happy, even if it was something she was uncomfortable with. It was the primary reason she had relented on wearing the bikini in the first place. And it was the reason she finally agreed to go topless.

While she still wasn't sure exactly how far she could go when engaging in her husband's fantasies, she could not deny that today's beach adventure proved arousing for her as well. Actually, very arousing.

But even though Susan loved Edward and she loved knowing she could still excite him, she was reluctant to tell her husband the truth. If she were to be absolutely honest, it was so exciting to push the 'envelope' of her limits. So although she was a shy and conservative girl at heart, she was willing to consider doing it again, for him...and for herself. After all, she enjoyed it...immensely.

"I promise...I will."

***********

They had fallen into a pattern -- dinner, then drinks at the Lobby Bar. The lobby area was lively, with a band playing, and a place where many people went after dinner to relax. Edward and Susan enjoyed meeting and chatting with other couples from all around the world.

They arrived at the lobby. As is typical in a resort like this, while making their way towards the bar, many of the couples they saw on the beach were at tables and couches scattered about the lobby area. As he walked hand-in-hand proudly with his wife, Edward found it thrilling wondering how many of the men that smiled and said hello had seen his wife's tits earlier.

As they stood at the bar and the bartender worked on their drinks, Edward turned and looked his wife over, smiling proudly. "Let me say again, you look really sexy tonight, sweetheart. And absolutely stunning in that dress!"

Susan smiled and blushed. Strangely, she found it invigorating to push her conservative boundaries wearing something in public she considered risqué.

Her husband's compliment awakened something inside her again. Despite her best efforts, the warm tingling feeling of arousal began to spread through her body from the thought of wearing something a little naughty. And the thought of being totally bare underneath her dress made her smile mischievously.

The bartender set up their drinks, a mojito for her and aged rum, neat for him. Edward held his drink up "To my sexy wife! Thank you for the best day -- one that I will remember for a long time! Here's to GREAT MEMORIES!!"

Susan smiled and took a sip of her cocktail. For some reason that she herself did not understand, she felt a tingle down her spine as she thought about the 'memories' her husband referred to. The fact was, he had been begging her to be more open for some time. And to her surprise, she enjoyed it.

A man walked up to Susan's right to get the bartenders attention to order drinks. Susan turned and recognized the man immediately -- it was the chubby bald man from the beach. Their eyes met momentarily.

The man's smile confirmed she was no longer able to disguise her identity. She immediately felt embarrassed with a tinge of guilt. While sunbathing topless earlier, she preferred to remain relatively incognito. She had not planned for a circumstance such as this.

"Good evening. Pleasure to see you again," he told her. Susan looked in surprise at the little man for his choice of words, and his emphasis on one word in particular. Even though she was not the type of person to construe double-entendres, she once again became conscious of her predicament.

But it was his gaze that turned from a welcoming greeting to a creeper, as the man eyed her openly, slowly looking Susan up and down and lingering for more than a moment at her bra-less tits, her stiff nipples prominently poking at the fabric from her earlier arousal.

And because he was so short, it was that much more uncomfortable - his eyes at the level of Susan's chest. The man showed a complete disregard towards her own dignity, his gaze blatantly telling of his intention if he could have his way with her.

"Let's go," Susan demanded as she pulled her husband from the bar, feeling an inherent urge to turn and run as the creepy little man continued to ogle her.

Shock, uncertainty, and anger flowed through her as she rushed out of the hotel lobby. "How dare he look at me like that!"

"You okay?" Edward asked as they quickly exited the lobby.

"Well, THAT man, that little bald man, was just creeping me out. The way he was looking at me, it was, disgusting!"

"How was he looking at you?"

"He...I know he saw me on the beach.... he was looking at me...like I was...like he wanted to fuck me!"

"Sweetheart, I know it feels odd," Edward said as he stopped and turned his wife to him. "So what if he saw you topless? You have a great body and people notice. It is something you should be proud of," he told her sincerely.

"I am not his or anybody else's plaything!"

Looking at her intently Edward continued. "Your whole life you've been taught that your body was something to shield and protect - something to hide from other people. But I hope you can let go of that thinking. Be proud of it. I am!"

"You're truly are okay with it? I cannot believe that my husband would be okay with another man acting so blatantly deviant towards me!" She asked incredulously.

"To be honest, I am upset and angry, and if you want, I will go back in there and have a little talk with him," Edward pulled his wife to him. "But it is also kind of thrilling knowing that my wife is desired by other men!"

Susan looked at him expressing her surprise and apprehension.

"Let me remind you...men are visual creatures," Edward continued. "You were topless on the beach, and whether you realize it or not, you were noticed. And whether you want to admit it or not, you have a great body and because of that other men find you not only attractive, but sexually desirable as well."

"But at the same time it makes me feel uneasy," Susan pleaded. "I love you and never want to do anything to jeopardize our relationship."

"I know sweetheart...I love you so very much as well! I understand you may be confused by these conflicting thoughts...because I am too. But, I really enjoy the fact that other men appreciate your body. And I kind of like what it is doing it to us! I mean, you have me aroused constantly and we have been having sex more than ever!" He took her into his arms and kissed her. He moved his hands down over her body, raised her short dress, and grabbed her kneaded her luscious butt cheeks just outside the busy lobby entrance.

"Perhaps we should just stop analyzing it and just enjoy what it is doing to us!"

In fact it was a powerful combination for Edward as well. The fact that other men desired his wife, made him feel both anxious and jealous, but at the same time filled him with pride and excitement. And strangely, those feelings of jealousy served to inflame and heighten Edward's arousal even more, and brought him closer to his wife.

Despite her initial reaction of anger and embarrassment, she had to admit this whole thing had put a spark in their once mundane sex life. It was the 'spice' they needed. And Susan had really enjoyed all this amorous attention from her husband. There was a newfound passion, as if they were new lovers.

However, Susan still felt unsettled and apprehensive to continue down this road.

**************

On the beach the next day, their final full day of this holiday, Edward was ecstatic that Susan chose, on her own, to wear the new bikini. This was a big step for her, and he was grateful.

After the discussion last night, he wasn't sure how she was going to react, and he was not going to push her.

They always loved to take long walks on the beach. The day before, likely because Susan was nervous about wearing the bikini, they stayed near their palapa. Although he did not know how his wife would react, he decided to ask her to take a walk along the beach.

"Come, let's take a walk," Edward got up and held out his hand to his wife. "It's a beautiful day, let's see what is happening up the beach and at some of the other resorts."

Although she loved their walks on the beach, Susan knew her husband's intent. And she still remained averse to parading around in a bikini.

"Don't worry about it, you look fantastic!" Edward said, smiling down, knowing her thoughts and still holding his hand out.

Susan looked up. Her husband's eyes continued urging her. "Might as well, let's do this!" she finally relented. She took her husband's hand and got up. After all, it was not as if she was going to stay under a palapa all day.

She looked down to consider donning a cover-up, but her husband guided her, hand-in-hand, away from the 'safety' of the only clothing that may assuage her modesty.

They had not walked ten meters before they passed a couple walking hand-in-hand; the woman was topless. Another five minutes later, they saw four younger women, likely in the late twenties to early thirties, walking towards them. Three of the four were also topless.

Edward was pleased to see this. He hoped for a repeat of yesterday and perhaps seeing other women topless on this beach would give his wife some needed "inspiration."

After they passed, Edward used it as an opportunity to try to persuade his wife. "I need to say again; you looked so sexy sunbathing topless yesterday. And just thinking about it again, you can see how excited I am getting!"

Susan looked down at the bulge forming in her husband's board shorts and blushed. She hated to admit it, but she did get a crazy kind of high from sunbathing topless. She felt naughty and sexy and, from her husband's 'performance' yesterday, she knew that her husband was turned on by it.

Surprisingly, something pushed her to admit her epiphany to her husband.

Shyly, she nodded to him, saying "Well...I'm not going to lie - I found it exciting as well," she admitted. "This bikini seems to have released something within me -- it seems to be giving me confidence in my body...and it feels so exhilarating!"

His wife's words surprised Edward. His wife never admitted something excited her sexually. In fact, she did not like to talk about sex in general. And she rarely volunteered to do something of a sexual nature.

"Holy shit!" Edward felt his heart skip a beat. THAT admission was totally unexpected.

"Well, you DO look V E R Y sexy! And did you notice the appreciative looks you got?"

She nodded to her husband. Shyly, Susan had to admit she noticed both the looks and blatant stares by other men. "Actually, yes I'm not going to lie. I have noticed..."

Susan stopped as she saw her husband grinning with obvious delight. "You know I only did it for you!" she leaned in and whispered coyly, while nonchalantly reaching down to playfully grab her husband's crotch.

"I may even try it again!"

"Really?" Edward paused as he tried to find the right words. He did not know what made him say it, but out it came, "why not do it again...right here, right now?" he challenged as they continued walking.

Susan hesitated. She did just pass five women walking without a top. But could she actually be so bold as to remove her bikini top and walk topless on this public beach?

Normally she would have dismissed such a thought - her conservative upbringing, starting with her time as a Catholic schoolgirl to present, demanded strict societal conformation - expectations on how a 'good girl' should think, act, and behave.

But now, things seemed different. She wanted to confront the cause of her apprehension; not only her husband's perverse desire to parade her around this beach, but her own fears built from years of puritanical indoctrination. And deep down, she did enjoy it.

"Don't be such a prude," she thought to herself.

Defiantly, Susan reached around and unbuckled the clasp and in one movement, she instantly removed her top! No hesitation this time. And after pulling the bikini top up over her head, without thinking, she handed her top to her husband.

Edward stared in disbelief as he took his wife's bikini top. He saw her hesitate, looking around to gauge her surroundings and didn't think she would really do it.

And this was certainly different from the day before. She was in fact front and center on a crowded public beach, far away from the 'safety' of the palapa, about to walk around topless blatantly exposing her body.

Immediately Susan regretted her decision. After only a few steps, she felt as if every eye, and specifically every eye with a 'Y' chromosome, was upon her. She once again felt exposed. Yet she could do nothing about it - she had handed her top to her husband and was unable to offer any façade of decency!

Her heart skipped a beat at what she saw ahead. Approaching them were two men in their 40's, two very keen onlookers who witnessed her brazen act. Susan instinctively moved her arm to cover her tits.

"You look beautiful, Honey. Let them enjoy you!" Edward whispered as he felt her tense up, trying to coax her confidence.

She looked down and let her hand go, a realization of her complete lack of control, having given her bikini top to her husband. Nervous excitement coursed through Susan's body as the men came closer. Would they notice? She felt her chest compress into her throat. Would they 'accept' her as is, or ridicule a mature woman wearing only tiny bikini bottoms?

She was aware of the looks focusing upon her, inspecting all of her curves, and then watched warily as the men's eyes remained glued to her tits. After all, how many times do you witness a woman whipping her top off in the middle of a public beach?

As they passed, both men smiled directly as they greeted her and nodded approvingly.

Instead of embarrassment or timidity, she felt relief and an ironic sense of power garnering the attention and approval of strangers. Her confidence soared. Somehow, she felt the urge to walk taller with her shoulders back and her tits pushed out. It was not only incredibly liberating, but also very exhilarating and very stimulating.

And their appreciation of her body caused an unintended and unconscious reaction. She realized this reaction was not from her anxiety, but shamefully from the thrill of her exposure.



So here she was, walking along this beach with her tits out and tingles in her groin, readily allowing each and every man to take the liberty to blatantly and unabashedly gawk at her. What was happening to her? She was simply not the type of girl to parade around half-naked. And on top of that, she was, once again, getting excited! She hoped her husband would not notice her body's inappropriate response.

Edward felt a hint of jealousy at strangers ogling his wife so blatantly. This was, after all, his wife! But overshadowing that sensation was a rush of excitement that became even more amplified when the men made eye contact with Edward and nodded their approval. There was something profoundly exciting receiving the ultimate complement and appreciation of his wife's body from strangers.

Although temporarily relieved, Susan had little time to consider her own reaction. Immediately, another couple approached. This time, Susan stood upright with no attempt to cover her chest. She could feel her tits jiggling with every step, unencumbered by support. And without looking down, she knew her nipples were hardening.

Meanwhile Edward could see the middle-aged man's eyes traveling over his wife's body as they approached. Yet with no hesitation, his wife's posture remained straight, expressing a perception of a bold, self-assured woman. He noticed her hips swaying perhaps a little more exaggeratedly, naturally causing his wife's breasts to sway enticingly with each step.

The man's wife slapped her husband, unsuccessfully trying to draw his focus from Susan.

Edward enjoyed watching the encounter and smiled to himself. Remarkably, this time he felt no jealousy at all. To the contrary, it was strangely thrilling to look directly in the eyes of others as his wife walked boldly in nothing but her bikini bottoms, now undeniably proud to show off his wife.

Susan noticed another couple walking towards them. The woman was about the same age as Susan, and also topless. Her husband walked proudly, hand-in-hand, next to his wife. As they passed, the man nodded to Edward and the woman smiled broadly as she nodded and said 'hello' to Susan.

The encounter was telling in that the woman showed no obvious signs of envy or jealousy, but instead respect. Susan immediately felt an even greater boost of confidence and self-esteem. She felt like she had been accepted into a sorority, a sisterhood of women liberated and free from the constructs of a puritanical society that frowned greatly on any exposure of a female's breast.

Hand in hand they continued walking down the beach. The beach parade had not lessened, and with each person they passed Susan became that much more confidant. And he couldn't get past how poised and self-assured his wife had become. He could see his wife stand more upright and push her chest out defiantly. God, her confidence was sexy! He loved this woman!

He wanted to run ahead just so he could get a straight-on view -- to see what others were seeing. He wanted to see his wife's tits jiggling up and down and swaying back and forth freely with each step. But instead, he put his arm around her, pulling her tightly to him and kissed her head.

Susan was startled from her own thoughts with her husband's kiss. But her body immediately relaxed upon Edward's shoulders. She looked up at him and found him smiling, focused on her chest.

"Are you staring at me?" she asked as she saw a look of lust she hadn't seen in her husband in years.

Edward turned his focus to look directly into her eyes, "Couldn't help it, you look so damn gorgeous! Sweetheart, I hope you realize what you're doing to me. This is about the best day of my life!"

The hug brought Susan back from a lust-filled haze. It felt good. She felt such closeness with her husband at that moment.

As they continued walking along the beach, with each step Susan separated herself from years of puritanical prudery and conformist expectations. There was no doubt, walking topless on this beach evoked feelings of sexual liberation and power. For the first time in years, her body feeling alive in a way she had forgotten it ever could. She felt sexy. It was if she had taken some drug that heightened her senses and increased her femininity.

And although Susan could feel the physical sensation of eyes roaming across her, some men blatantly staring and openly gawking at her, despite the fact that she was holding hands with her husband, it didn't matter. First, she felt a deep sense of pride that men still appreciated her body, although admittedly still with anxious shamed excitement.

Second, while she still couldn't understand how men could be so obvious in their intentions, or even her husband's perverted way of thinking to allow men to leer so openly, somehow she found it thrilling! Was she a closet exhibitionist? And almost to validate that question, her arousal level was increasing to the point that she could feel moisture building between her legs.

Meanwhile, Edward shook his head to make sure he was not dreaming. This was not a deserted beach. It was in fact very crowded. And yet here was his wife, who was typically bound by cultural and societal norms, allowing others to openly gawk, ogle, and stare at her tits. He was witnessing a powerful and provocative identity shift from boring homemaker, to daring wife.

They came upon a sand artist working on a sculpture. Edward thought they would take a quick look and move on. But surprisingly, Susan stopped to chat with the artist. As the man turned towards her, Edward noticed the artist, a local black man, smile at the unexpected treat of a topless woman.

What happened next stunned Edward. His wife, his once shy and reserved wife, leaned her body forward to more closely view the man's work, her tits hanging at eye level a mere few inches from the man's face, and all the while acting so nonchalant! The man stopped working and unsurprisingly turned to chat while unashamedly maintaining a laser-focus on Susan's chest.

There was an air of eroticism that permeated the encounter -- the casual sexiness of his confident topless wife speaking unabashedly to the man, his face a mere few inches from her tits, while Edward remained a first-hand witness to another man enjoying her indecent exposure.

Was she aware of, or was she oblivious to, her proximity to the man's open stare? It didn't matter; this was a huge step in his wife's transformation from a straight-laced puritan to a sexy vixen! Just yesterday, Susan was averse to even wearing a bikini in public. And now, was it possible his wife was knowingly teasing this man?

Edward felt his cock growing and pre-cum leaking into his board shorts at the notion of his wife purposefully teasing and tantalizing this man. There was now no doubt -- all this was profoundly exciting for him, his hard-on filling the confines of his board shorts! This elevated his voyeurism vice to another level!

As she and the black man continued to chat for an extended period of time, it was evident that the attention from the man was having an effect on his wife as well. Edward could not help but notice her nipples had grown hard and stood out proudly.

After about two minutes of banter, the subject unimportant, Susan waved good-bye. As they turned to walk back towards the palapa, Edward couldn't get past how comfortable his wife had become. Walking topless on this crowded public beach seemed so natural to her now. She walked tall with her chest out, her posture expressing the perception of a beautiful, confident, sexy woman.

Susan's heart was beating out of her chest. She knew what she was doing - and God she found it exciting! She hadn't intended to go anywhere near that far, but purposely allowing a complete stranger openly gawk at her chest from so close brought the excitement to a whole new level. Strangely, she found it invigorating to push her conservative boundaries. Was it possible that she was able to ignore the clamor of other voices and push back on outside opinions of what's "normal" or "acceptable" for a mature woman?

And betraying all her dignity and self-respect, with each step Susan could feel a cooling sensation in her bikini bottoms. She could not deny her bodies involuntary reaction. She was becoming aroused in the middle of a public beach!

Her mind was in turmoil, completely confused as to why her body was responding so strongly. Yet the moisture welling from her pussy was unmistakable. And there was no doubt a wet spot had formed against the moistened crotch of her suit. Feelings of shame, humiliation, degradation, and betrayal filled her mind as her arousal was presumptively on clear display!

She looked up at her husband. He had such a loving look on his face. She wondered what he would think of her if he knew what was happening.

Edward pulled Susan to him, hugging his wife. "That was so hot!" he whispered.

She pressed her body against Edward's and gave him a deep passionate kiss. Her tongue danced an exotic dance on his; her excitement and passion evident. She could feel her pussy tingling and getting wetter. At this point, she didn't care. She loved the sensations coursing through her body.

"What?" Susan asked playfully. "You liked seeing another man close enough to lick my nipples?" she said sporting a sly grin before purposefully leaning in to her husband so that her breasts brushed against his chest.

Edward was stunned. Those words! What the hell? She KNEW what she was doing and actually ENJOYED another man's face so close to her tits!

Susan could feel her husband's cock hardening. She reached down and briefly squeezed his erection. She didn't care that they were amongst others who no doubt were watching her on this public beach.

"You might want to hide that," she said softly, playfully.

Susan decided she needed to 'come clean' with her husband. After all, with the flood of her arousal seeping out of her, it was simply a matter of time before he noticed the soaked wet spot on her pink bikini bottoms. She leaned in close, pressed her hard nipples against his chest, and whispered with exaggerated sensuality in Edward's ear. "Honey, please don't get angry...I just feel...well... I can feel my bikini bottoms getting so wet! I hope others can't see my wet spot!"

"Let me see," Edward whispered as he stopped and took a stop backward. And there it was, between her legs he saw a wet patch glistening in the sun, the telltale signs of her arousal.

"Oh my God!" Edward gasped, pleased and so, so aroused at the same time. He had not been this aroused in years. She was no longer shamelessly exposing her tits just for his benefit, or to show that she was brave enough; she was doing it because it turned her on! It was as simple as that. The realization made it even more exciting, if that was possible. Edward could barely walk from his growing excitement.

"God, you're so fuckin' hot!"

***********

They made their way back to the palapa. Edward tossed his wife's bikini top into the beach bag and proceeded to move the sun loungers, turning them to face the sun. He remembered Susan preferred to face the sun when sunbathing. But also, a perverted part of him saw this as another opportunity to show off his still-topless wife.

Sammy, on cue, arrived with another round of cocktails. Standing eye-to-eye with the young man, Susan gulped the cocktail, finishing most of it. The chilled drink was welcomingly refreshing as it traveled across her tongue and down her throat. She handed the glass to Sammy who had now made a profession out of hovering nearby. Fortunately, another couple signaled him for service and he quickly moved on.

Meanwhile, Susan grabbed a towel and ran it over her body. While standing, she noticed a man in the adjacent palapa watching her. He turned away quickly.

But another man, the man she recognized as the same chubby balding guy from the lobby the night before, was also laser focused on her.

Susan turned away trying to ignore the creepy voyeur before placing the towel neatly on the sun lounger and lying down.

After a few minutes, Susan glanced over and saw the chubby man still gawking at her. Unlike the man to her right, this guy was unabashedly still staring directly at her.

"I need to cool off," Susan announced. As she sat up quickly, she felt a strong buzz from the alcohol.

And just like that, Edward watched as his wife walked slowly down towards the water. He noticed a certain sexiness in her movement, as she confidently waded into waist-deep water, passing several people who turned towards her, his wife acting like there was nothing odd about the fact that she was the only woman in eyesight topless.

He watched as his wife bounced in the water, splashing water over her chest, obviously even more confortable and carefree. It had been a long journey, but clearly Susan had come out of her shell and seemed very confident now. Edward shook his head in disbelief. "What happened to my demure wife?" he asked himself.

And with the water covering her bikini bottoms, she looked completely naked! Immediately, thoughts of his wife removing her bottoms coursed through his mind. Would she ever? He tried to shake the racy and perverse feelings from his mind - another fantasy for another day.

As she made her way back to the 'safety' of the palapa, it was particularly exciting for Edward to see his wife's tits jiggling with every step without restraint, but with her pussy outlined in her nearly transparent bikini bottoms, he was conflicted where to look. He had just managed to get his arousal levels under control, but now he was dealing with a full-on hard-on. And the wet spot in his board shorts from pre-cum indicated how much his wife's new attitude had affected him.

Susan had pretty much forgotten that she was topless. However, as she emerged from the water, Susan could feel the slight breeze caressing her nipples and could feel them hardening and sticking out more and more.

She looked around the rest of the beach and realized several men were now watching her intently. It was almost like a commercial when everybody stops what he or she was doing to take in an unusual display. Apparently, as the woman that emerged from the sea topless, she had become the center of attention.

There was one man, in particular, that caught her attention. The good-looking dark haired forty-something man with a short-cropped beard nodded towards her, apparently offering his 'approval' of the spectacle.

Susan tried to lie back on the lounger, but immediately felt her body overheating. The warm rays of the sun combined with the knowledge she was the target of a really hot man had an unexpected result. Despite her best efforts, the warm tingling feeling of arousal spread across her body. It appeared the man was only too happy to look! And he did appear to applaud her brazenness! She looked at her chest heaving from nervous excitement.

She closed her eyes and, perhaps due to thirst or perhaps due to nervous energy, took a long sip of the refreshed cocktail Sammy had set up for her. And lying there, still without her bikini top, every sense was amplified. No longer did she feel herself recoil in embarrassment or horror at the thought of strangers seeing her naked breasts. As she found herself imagining exactly what the stranger had seen and thought, the tingling from her mounting arousal increased, no doubt due to the dark and depraved part of her relishing the attention of strange men.

With the sun was still dangerously hot, Edward realized Susan needed sunscreen protection. "Hey sweetheart, you were just in the water and you should probably re-apply some sunscreen on your chest. You don't want your nipples to burn!" Edward teased.

Susan sat up and looked at her chest. Her husband was correct; after a long walk on the beach and a dip in the sea, her boobs looked like they were burning. She reached for and took the cap off the tube of sunscreen. She paused for a moment, and then turned to her husband.

"Would you mind?"

Edward sat up quickly, his heart beating like crazy as he took the tube of sunscreen from his wife. He was about to touch his wife's tits and nipples in public. What would it look like to her voyeurs? Could he keep his own arousal under control?

With his hands shaking, he nervously squirted some of the cream into his hands and started applying the lotion onto his wife's exposed upper chest and shoulders.

Edward squeezed another dollop into his hands and proceeded to apply the sunscreen protection over her breasts. Slowly and deliberately he carried on rubbing the sunscreen on his wife's supple boobs and nipples. He took his time, enjoying it too much to stop. And he could feel his own cock straining within his shorts.

He paused; the sun glistened off her tits from the oil and looked incredible.

Feeling emboldened, and with his cock crawling down his leg, Edward pushed further. He squeezed another dollop and his hands took liberties with his wife's chest, pulling and squeezing on her nipples under the pretext of dutifully covering his wife with the sunscreen protection. He could see his wife's chest rising quickly with every shallow breath. But still, she was still willing to allow him to apply the lotion to her chest, and continue massaging clearly more than was really necessary.

As he did, Susan glanced around and found the attention was now upon her, the entire beach watching intently as her husband massaged and squeezed her flesh. Their explicit gazes caused her pulse to quicken, and her breathing to become shallow and fluttery at their attention. She swallowed hard, feeling an odd rush of emotions within her. She was certain every man wanted to take her husband's place, to touch her, to grope her intimately.

She really did not know what had come over her the last 24 hours. Yet her heart skipped a beat at the idea of pushing her limits even further. It was devilish, but she was curious how far she would go, and how far her husband would 'allow' her to go.

"Here, let me help." Susan's words startled Edward as she grabbed the tube of sunscreen.

As Susan squeezed a little more onto her index finger, she proceeded to massage the cream onto her own chest. She concentrated on her nipples, slowly, nonchalantly rubbing the sunscreen in circles covering her areolae.

As Edward watched, he knew this was somewhat insidious. Although his wife's 'innocent' act made sense -- her nipples would be her most sensitive bits in most need of protection, the way she was doing it; slowly, methodically, made it oh-so erotic. He looked around. He didn't know if his wife realized, but Susan now had several men watching her.

He looked back to his wife; there was something different. He blinked a couple of times at her to make sure this wasn't a dream. But it wasn't. His once conservative wife had a look of confident sexuality and seemed to be purposefully putting on a show for a few guys who were watching intently.

He watched as Susan's thumb and forefinger circled one then the other nipple applying extra cream to that more sensitive area. "Does my wife know she is being watched?" he asked himself. What began as innocent sunbathing was becoming a lewd display! He felt his cock aching within his board shorts -- his wife looked so hot -- he loved it!

Susan was well aware of the attention on her as she worked the lotion into her exposed chest - her voyeur's envious and lustful stares irrefutable. And she was surprised - she didn't feel violated as she had in the past. Instead she felt delirious by the attention and even more empowered.

Susan decided to continue her flirtatious act, taking much longer than necessary to massage extra dollops of sunscreen onto her nipples. She tugged on her nipples, pulling on them under the guise of protection. The attention on her own nipples felt electrifying and, perhaps elevated by the effects of the alcohol, served only to increase Susan's arousal. Glancing around again, there was a look of lust and desire radiating from the men as they continued to watch her suggestive spectacle.



And along with being exposed and, dare say, admired, she found herself once again becoming... horny. Why was her body reacting like this? It was strange, particularly for her.

Meanwhile Edward noticed the same man with the chubby wife from the day before sitting under the palapa in front of Susan holding up his cell phone. It was difficult to see exactly where the man was looking behind his sunglasses, but he was tapping his phone continuously and his phone appeared to be pointed at Susan. Was this man sneaking photos of his topless wife?

He sat back and continued to watch, trying to make sense of this. The urge to tell his wife, to suggest she cover up, grew. But there was a stronger part that desired to let the man take his photos. Why was it so erotic to watch a stranger unabashedly take photos of his wife's tits?

He looked back to his wife. The sun glistened off her tits from the oil and looked incredible. And just like that his erection was back in force.

He looked up and could see the balding man holding his phone directly towards Susan. The man was not even trying to be subtle. Perhaps he was now shooting a video as well? Edward considered alerting his wife, but he knew that would quickly bring an end to her brazen behavior. He decided not to risk it. Instead, Edward held his hand up to warn the rude scopophiliac that he had crossed the line. The man nodded and put his phone down.

Edward swallowed nervously, feeling an odd rush of emotions. All of a sudden, his voyeurism craved something entirely different, something more extreme. Yes he enjoyed showing off his wife to others. Yes, he enjoyed seeing his wife become a confident woman. Ever since they were married, he craved for her to go out wearing something sexy. And although guarded and possessive, he kind of enjoyed it when she would get looks from other men.

But this was next level. He found he absolutely loved seeing his wife outright teasing other guys. And it was intoxicating seeing other men lust after his wife. Perhaps it was wrong. Yet it was undeniable. And he found himself vicariously being turned on by vividly picturing her experiencing inordinate pleasure in other ways.

All of a sudden, his breath grew heavy as various scenarios played out in his head, each involving his wife doing a lot more than flaunting herself.

"What do you say, another half hour and we should go?" Susan asked breaking his perverted thoughts.

She was right, it was getting late and they would not want to miss their dinner reservations.

"Oh! Ahh...yes. We should," Edward answered swallowing hard, "before I get in trouble," finishing his thought quietly.

As she finished, Susan tossed the sunscreen into her bag, leaned back, and closed her eyes. She smiled to herself, relishing in the feelings of liberation and the power of control. Despite initially thinking that it was wrong to allow other guys to see her breasts knowing that she was a married middle-aged woman, she found she enjoyed the attention - it stoked her ego. The sun provided a warming sensation on her skin; but she knew the genesis of the heat building throughout her body was amplified by the feeling that she still could garner the attention of men.

And so it was. It was such a freeing sensation walking topless on this beach. She was acutely aware of the admiring stares of every other man that passed her, each man wanting to inspect every curve of her body. Instead of embarrassment or humiliation, Susan felt a thrill course through her.

And she knew the black artist was staring at her tits from so close she could practically feel his heated breath on her nipples.

And while she initially did it for her husband, and loved the reaction from him, she had to admit that she undeniably found the entire journey quite exhilarating and...arousing!

These last two days gave her a new and refreshing vision of herself; a woman no longer enslaved or confined to the narrow roles expected of a middle-class wife and mother. It was totally harmless, wasn't it? After all, what woman doesn't enjoy being attractive to others?

Meanwhile, Edward looked at his wife, stretched out on that sun lounger, still lying topless, with the oil from the sunscreen giving her tits a seductive glow. She looked so incredibly sexy. This was what he wanted - watching his wife ignore the clamor of other voices and allow herself to be free to explore her femininity.

Tomorrow, this fantasy holiday would come to an end. They would return to their home, their life, and their family. He hated thinking about going home. He did not want this to end.

He thought about everything they had been through to get to this point. They needed a jolt to wake up the passion in their marriage, and his conservative wife had pushed her inhibitions aside and delivered the 'spice' they desperately needed. He could not believe how far his wife had come in such a short time. A once domesticated relationship had once again become romantic, passionate, and lust-filled. It was great to share this experience together and to add a layer of excitement to their sex life.

No doubt, this holiday was a pivotal moment in their relationship. He felt closeness and a passion for his wife he had not felt for years. No longer was their relationship taken for granted. No longer would their sex life be mundane. No longer was Edward questioning their marriage!

Susan turned and smiled at her husband. But her smile was different, perhaps more of a smirk, a little naughty even. Was it the effect of the cocktails lowering her inhibitions - perhaps her judgment somewhat loosened from the copious amount of alcohol she had been drinking?

Or was it possible she knew exactly what she was doing?

Was it a show of defiance; her husband having pushed a once dutiful wife into this re-awakening?

Or was it her ability to finally, at least temporarily, dismiss familiar anxieties about keeping her sexuality in its place, and instead simply allow herself to be female and sexual, and even allow a hidden exhibitionist in her to take over?

His fantasy had become a reality. An unmastered wife was re-awakened.
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