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Introduction

Ashley was your typical housewife. A true soccer mom until her two boys became older and went off to college. Early in her marriage with husband Chris, she was adventurous and willing to try new things. That was particularly true when it came to sex. A more than willing partner in those days, she would go along with whatever her husband wished. She found it exciting to surrender herself to him. However, as with many marriages, her desire for lovemaking would eventually die and become nearly nonexistent leaving her loyal husband frustrated. Ashley's life is about to change entirely when she finds herself accidentally exposed to strangers in a public place. Unexpectedly, this will cause her to become incredibly aroused, rekindling a secret desire which lay dormant inside her for many years. This prim and proper housewife will soon go through a sexual transformation as exhibitionism becomes her obsession with an insatiable desire for more. With her husband's encouragement to help test her limits, Ashley explores these burning desires with a hunger for more. When she is caught naked in a public park and seduced by the lesbian park ranger, well, we'll leave that for later!

My accidental exposure changed my life!

During my early teens, my friends and I spent a day at the beach. My friend, Rick, had recently turned sixteen and had received his driver's license a few weeks before that. Besides myself, there were six of us, three boys and two other girls. Rick had told his mother that he was going to a friend's house for the day. He knew that if he had mentioned to her that he was taking girls to the beach, she would not have allowed him to take her car.

We had a great time splashing in the waves when someone came up with the idea of playing a game of horse, also known as chicken fight to some. Each of us girls climbed upon a boy's shoulders preparing for battle with the objective being to knock the other girls from their "horse" until only one remained. I was a petite girl and still growing, so it was no wonder that the boys wanted dibs on me.

My tiny bikini had strings on both the top and bottom to keep them together. My body was already developing quite well by that time, with pert little breasts and a tight round butt. I could still get away with wearing the minuscule swimsuit without attracting too much attention due to my young age.

After we had mounted our steed, Karen, who was my best friend at that time, whispered to me that we should join forces and take out Rose, the other girl who came along with us that day. One of the boys said, "ready go!", and the game began. With all the splashing going on, Rose didn't realize that I had teamed up with Karen and was focused on knocking me off my horse while Karen snuck up behind her. She surprised Rose by grabbing her by the shoulders and pulling her into the water.

As I waited for Rose to come up to the surface, Karen turned her focus on me. At one point she pulled my head forward, and I thought for sure that I was going in, but I fought back and was upright within seconds. We continued to battle each other playfully for the next few minutes. I realized that when she had my head pulled forward, she pulled the string from behind my neck, allowing my top to drop, exposing my pert breasts for all to see.

I was shocked when I discovered this and tried to pull my top back up to cover myself, but Karen had other plans. She pulled the end of the remaining string around my back and whisked my top right off as I tried in vain to stop her. As I attempted to cover myself, Karen held my arms and resumed her attempt at knocking me off into the water. Within seconds, I had forgotten about my northern exposure and went back into battle mode, wanting to get even with my friend by winning.

It's hard to say if I was getting the upper hand, or if she just wasn't trying. Our challenge lasted for several minutes while those within our group, as well as those in the water nearby, watched the young topless girl playing in public. I was a size 34B and my tits must have looked mighty tempting to the boys. Judging by the looks on their faces, I wouldn't doubt whether mine were the first that they had ever seen.

Eventually, I knocked Karen off her mount and raised my hands in victory. I was too happy to think about my nakedness and, truth be told, I actually began to enjoy the feeling of my breasts being free. The feel of the cool water splashing on them felt sensational, but more than that, the fact that others were watching gave me butterflies in my lower abdomen. 

When my top was returned to me, I didn't put it back on immediately, as one would have expected. Instead, I continued talking and joking around with my friends in a small circle, with my breasts on full display. By that time everyone had seen them and, strange as it sounds, I enjoyed showing them off. When I got home, I found myself still aroused by the thought of others seeing me nearly naked, and wound up locking my bedroom door to masturbate on my bed.

That was my first experience with exhibitionism, and you might wonder how many other times I have exposed myself to others in public. Well, the simple answer is zero. As much as I have fantasized about it throughout the years, I just didn't feel that I could go through with it. After I married Chris, I felt that he would never understand and think I was crazy if I told him about it, so I never pursued my desire to try it again.

That was twenty-five years and two children ago. My kids, now grown boys off at college, kept me busy and my mind off sex for many years. Chris and I had great sex when we started dating, and that lasted until we had our first child. I don't know if it didn't feel the same again after, or if we just lost interest. I know that I did.

I spent most of my time raising the boys and let myself go, gaining a bit of weight in the process. But after a health scare from sky-high cholesterol, I've kept myself in shape, we both have, so it isn't something physical keeping us from enjoying intimate times together. With that kind of history behind us, it's hard to believe what was about to come.

“Ready to go, Honey?”

I had been lying on the beach and must have dozed off, when my husband’s voice brought me back to reality. It was a hot day last August during the dog days of Summer. My husband and I don’t frequent the beach as much as we did when the kids were still around, but today was forecast to be a scorcher, and it’s usually a good 10 degrees cooler by the ocean. I am not what you would call a sun worshiper, which is why I always bring along my beach umbrella to avoid the sun whenever possible.

“Sorry, I must have fallen asleep. Give me a minute to wake up and I’ll be ready.” I responded, looking around to regain my bearings.

It was late afternoon and many that had been on the beach earlier were now gone, perhaps to beat the traffic on the highway, which can be frustrating as rush hour approached. Once we gathered our things together, we got in our car and left. My husband suggested we stop at a nearby convenience store before heading out on the highway to grab a drink for the ride home. 

Barring traffic, it typically takes us an hour to get home once we’re on the highway. We live in the U. S. northeast, where most people live within an hour’s drive from the coast, with everyone taking the highway, which is the most direct route. It can become quite congested when people leave the beaches together.

I had still been wearing my two-piece bathing suit due to the excessive heat along with the fact that I wasn’t thinking about stopping until we were home in our driveway. So, when Chris suggested stopping, I was a bit apprehensive about it but didn’t argue because it did sound like a good idea. 

We often stop at this one particular chain of stores near home because they always offer cold fountain drinks for a dollar, and we can make them however we like. It may sound cheap, but it hits the spot, and you can’t beat the price for what you get. They also sell gas at a lower price than most, so we frequent them regularly. 

As we approached, I asked my husband if he could run in and get them both while I waited in the car. 

“Ashley, I know that you are very particular about the way you make your drinks. Remember the last time that you asked me to go in for you? You still bring it up to this very day. So, if you want a drink, you’ll have to come in with me and make it yourself.” He said this just as the store appeared up the road ahead. 

“I can’t go in like this.” I explained, demonstrating how I was wearing my swimsuit.

“Didn’t you bring your shorts along?” 

“Yes, they’re in my bag in the back seat.”

“Well, put them on!” 

My husband can have a temper at times, but he is usually very patient with me.

“Okay! Park over at the end so that I can put them on without a lot of eyes on me.” I instructed.

My husband parked in a space at the far end of the building. As you would expect, there were a lot of costumers at that time, with traffic going in and out constantly due to people gassing their cars before getting onto the highway. There was sand inside the bottom of my swimsuit that was very irritating, and I knew that it was going to drive me crazy if I didn’t do something about it soon.

I glanced around and saw that there was nobody nearby, and skinned down my bottoms while my husband watched, surprised by my sudden nakedness, figuring that I was merely going to put my shorts on over them. As I brushed off the fine sand from my newly exposed white flesh, a smile grew upon his face as he looked down at my bare crotch. I didn’t shave down there but made certain that my pubic hair was neatly trimmed so that I wouldn’t have any unsightly hairs sticking out from my suit. 

I was about to reach in the back seat for my shorts when he grabbed my arm to stop me.

“You look pretty nice down there with your hair trimmed like that. I don’t remember it looking that way before.” He complimented.

“I always trim it before going to the beach.” I explained, nervously looking around to be sure that I wasn’t being seen. 

He held my hand for a while, gazing at me while I waited nervously.

“You ever wonder what it would be like to ride home in the car like that?” He teased, with a smirk growing on his face. 

“Chris!” I gasped, giving him a playful slap on his arm.

“You won’t know until you’ve tried it.” He continued.

I knew that he was only joking, but I couldn’t be certain. At that moment, I felt flush like I did when I was young and the boys saw me topless. I had to get dressed before my husband realized what he was doing to me. When I looked him in the eyes, I could see a spark that I hadn’t in quite some time, and I knew that I was blushing. Blushing like a schoolgirl. He could tell that the situation was having an effect on me when I broke eye contact and looked down at my lap, submissively. 

We both felt something. Something new. It would be the first spark of the inferno soon to come!

He let me go, but didn’t realize it right away, and just sat in my seat, half naked. As if in a trance, it took me a moment to shake out the cobwebs before I realized that I was free. When I glanced back up at him, he was still looking at me, his demeanor changed somewhat. Instead of teasing me, I could see the look of desire in his eyes. He leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. It was the first time in a while that he kissed me spontaneously, and I could tell that the little spark was growing. 

The time had come for me to retrieve my shorts, so I turned, knelt on my seat, and reached back to retrieve my bag. It took me longer than expected to get the shorts out, as I decided to pull out the t-shirt that I had brought along as well. All the while, my husband was getting an eyeful of my naked butt while it was raised in the air close to his face. Again, absent-minded me forgot all about my situation, and after I accomplished my mission I turned to sit back down with my garments in hand. 

The problem is that during the time that I was bent over the seat a car had pulled up into the parking space right beside us and there were two stunned teenage boys staring at me with their mouths open. It is obvious that they were there long enough to see it all and pleasantly surprised by what they had witnessed. As I sat with my shorts in my lap to cover me from view, the boys left the car joking and high-fiving each other on their way into the store. 

“Why didn’t you tell me that I was being watched?” I asked, upset by this turn of events.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t notice them. I was too preoccupied looking at my sexy wife!” He explained. 

How could I be angry with him? I did this all on my own, so if someone were to blame, it should be me! I gave him a pat on the thigh to reassure him that he was right, and I wasn’t angry with him as I watched the boys entering the store in the distance.

Figuring that it was now safe, I pulled my shorts up my legs and raised my butt off the seat to get them on. After fastening them up, I took one more look before reaching behind my back and unclasping my my top. I let it slip off my arms as my husband watched. The feel of the cool breeze from the car’s air conditioner brought my nipples to full attention, which is about the reaction they got from my husband when he saw them.

I allowed my boobs to shake from side to side once they were free for my husband’s benefit before picking up the t-shirt. Once again, he grabbed my arm, with me sitting upright, topless, as cars passed by behind us. It was quite a rush for me to be exposed in such a busy location, and it must have been a surprise to Chris as well that I did not object or try to cover myself. This was not like me at all, but it excited me immensely.

“You know, you’re still as sexy as ever. I’ll bet you can tell what I would like to do with you right now.” He said, licking his lips.

“Oh, Chris, you’re always joking around.” I said, looking demurely as my face turned a bright shade of crimson. 

“Who’s joking? I’m serious. You have never looked hotter to me than you do right now.” He reiterated. 

We looked into each other’s eyes for an extended period before he released my arm. Realizing that the boys from the nearby car should be returning soon, he knew that it wouldn’t be wise for his wife to have her naked breasts exposed to strangers in public. I took a glance toward the entrance to the store to see if the boys or someone else were in sight, and hesitated for another few seconds before pulling my top down to cover my naked breasts.

I've mentioned previously that when I was younger, I wore a size 34B bra, and that I was still growing. In the years since, my breasts have developed dramatically from those early days, especially after having children, as I now wear a size 36D cup. I don’t mention that to brag. Actually, I feel that my well-endowed breasts have become more of a curse than a blessing at times.

Finding clothes to wear can be quite a challenge at times, although I do look great in a low-cut dress. Unfortunately, my breasts no longer stand up as proudly as they once did, but they certainly filled out my thin white t-shirt quite noticeably, with each breast tightly wrapped. That would soon become a problem. A younger woman with smaller breasts can get away with not wearing a bra in public, however a mature woman with large natural breasts can not without receiving a good deal of attention.

“Are you ready, honey?”  Chris asked.

I nodded my head in response as he opened his door to get out, while I paused for a brief moment, attempting to gather some courage knowing exactly how I appeared. Finally, with my husband waiting on the curb to escort me to the door, I stepped out of the car. He took me by the hand, another show of affection that I haven’t seen from him in quite a while. Within seconds, I felt the material of my top tickling my nipples slightly as my breasts swayed freely to the left and the right with every step that I took.

As I walked into the store, I took a quick glance downward, with my eyes focusing on my breasts. My nipples became extended right away, and anyone could tell that I was braless underneath my white top. 

I attempted to disregard it, but was unable to do so as my husband escorted me towards the beverage dispensers, trying not to make eye contact with anyone while wishing that I could become invisible. We made it around the corner and came face to face with the two boys that we saw earlier from our car. They were making drinks for themselves, having fun and making a mess when they looked up and saw us. 

They were as surprised as we were when they spotted us. Both of them simultaneously dropped their gaze to my nipples. I froze for a second before deciding to turn away and leave, however my husband squeezed my hand, forcing me to remain beside him, facing the boys.  

You have to remember that this all took no more than a brief moment but felt like an eternity to me as my loving husband had me display myself to the boys as they enjoyed ogling my tits. 

Once I realized that my husband wanted this, I no longer tried to prevent them!

It wasn't like I was modeling for them or showing myself off to them openly. I just courageously went about my business as if they weren't there. But I knew they were watching, and it excited me like nothing has before. Having my husband put me on display to them was blowing my mind. I was getting incredibly hot as we made our way toward the dispensers with our cups in hand. The boys moved around behind us to fiddle with the covers and straws, and I could hear them talking about me.

“Do you see the tits on that chic?” Asked one, as I listened in on their conversation.

“Chic? I bet she’s old enough to be your mother.” The other replied.

“I don’t care. She has a fine ass too! Did we really see her pussy, or was that just my imagination?”

“That was her pussy, alright. I’m glad that she took her time reaching into the back seat. She puts on a great show. Mmmm, I could just bite those nipples.” 

“She must do this kind of shit all the time. Her husband doesn’t seem to mind at all that she looks this way. Hey, do you think that maybe he likes it?” 

“I don’t know, man. I’ve read a little bit about shit like that, but it can’t be real, can it?” 

They were whispering, but I could still hear every word, and I’m certain that my husband did too.

I squeezed his hand and closed my eyes when I heard what they were saying about husbands wanting to expose their wives to tease other men. His grip tightened too. It was as though he were helping me get through this uncomfortable situation, and in my case, it was all bringing me to the point of near orgasm. 

I was trying my hardest to fight it by keeping my head down and eyes clenched shut as I placed both of my hands flat against the counter, but Chris wouldn’t let go. He continued to hold my hand, squeezing it a couple of times to get my attention.

“Are you okay, Ashley?” He asked quietly.

I quickly looked behind me to find that the boys were gone, much to my relief. 

“You looked like you were having a hard time there. I’ve never seen you like this before.” He remarked. 

“Did you hear what they were saying about me?”

“What, those kids? Who cares what kids say anyway?” He replied, waiting for me to finish making my drink.

“No, I get it, but the fact is that I was actually doing those things that they said that I was doing. You were doing what they said too. Weren’t you? Tell me the truth, Chris, I really need to know. Did you really want the kids to look at me? My nipples. Did you put me on display for them?’”

He didn’t answer right away, perhaps searching for the best words to say in case I would be upset by the truth. In fact, I was hoping that he would confess that he intentionally allowed the boys a few extra seconds to get a better look at me, his wife. I wondered if he secretly enjoyed showing me off to others. 

As awkward as the situation was for me, on top of the fact that I was so nervous that I was visibly shaking, there was a voice inside my head preventing me from covering myself or leaving. For some strange reason, the thought of acting so submissively while my husband displayed my body in such a lewd manner was incredibly exciting, and I couldn’t fight those feelings washing over me. 

Needless to say, I was becoming increasingly aroused and could feel my pussy getting wetter by the minute. I was confused as to why I was feeling this way, as this was completely out of character for not only me, but also for Chris. 

“Uh, would you be upset if I said that I did?” He said, replying to my question of him putting me on display while preparing for my negative response. 

“No, Honey, I’m not upset.” I confessed.

By this time, I had finished making my concoction and put the lid on my cup. Chris turned my body to face him, looking me straight in the eyes to see if I was telling him the truth. I felt ashamed about my confession and broke eye contact, looking down meekly at my feet, to assure him of my truthfulness. When I raised my head, I noticed that he had a broad smile on his face. 

My secret was out. 

I couldn’t deny it.

Just then, another couple came around the corner and Chris took my hand to lead me to the cashier at the front of the store. There was a line of about six people waiting to check out, so we got in the cue. Again, my nerves were frayed when the burly construction worker ahead of us realized that someone was behind him and turned around to discover me holding my drink. 

His eyes locked onto my tits, and I could tell that he had a hard time pulling his gaze away. As before, it was another awkward moment that lasted mere seconds and felt like an eternity. Once he had turned back around, I glanced down to find that my nipples were still pointing straight out, causing me to squeeze my husband’s hand again. He could sense my nervousness but did nothing to alleviate my problem, standing stoically in line as I remained helpless to cover myself with my drink in one hand while he held the other down by my side.

The clerk seemed to be taking forever waiting on the person at the head of the line when to my surprise the construction worker turned back to begin a conversation.

“Nobody can find good help anymore. They used to have enough workers to open another register when it got busy, but now we all have to wait. I could probably finish my lunch here in line before I finally get to pay for it.” Said the man, showing us the prepared ham and cheese sandwich he had in his hand.

He did his best to keep our eyes on the sandwich to give him more time to to get a good look at my tits. Chris struck up a brief conversation with the man, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he did this just to allow the man more time to gaze at me. His eyes would go from my husband to my chest and back as he talked. I never shared in the conversation and was merely eye candy for the stranger. 

When we finally got to the front of the line, the construction worker turned to wish us a good day while getting one more glimpse of my breasts to remember me by. The clerk was a young woman with hair dyed a bright shade of blue on one side and her head shaved on the other. She was covered with tattoos and piercings, and very rugged. Very goth.

When she glanced up to acknowledge us, her eyes locked onto my tits. 

“Well, hello there!” She greeted me with a smile, her eyes shifting between mine and my hardened nipples. 

Obviously flirting, obviously a lesbian, as she entirely ignored my husband’s presence. 

I placed my drink on the counter and nodded toward the one that Chris was holding as he pulled out his credit card and offered it to her. She delayed taking it from him while blatantly ogling my tits, smiling as though giving her approval. Without taking her eyes off me, she took my husband’s card and ran it through her machine. 

“Live around here, sweetie?” She asked, giving the credit card back to my husband without ever looking his way.

“No. Just heading home from the beach.” I replied.

“That’s a pity. I can tell that you’re an interesting woman. Hope you stop back here next time, it would be nice to see you again.” With that, she gave me a wink, took one more bold look at my tits and shook her head chuckling to herself about my brazenness. 

By the time that we got back to the car, I was drained. Neither of us said a word to each other as he started the car to get the air conditioner running. Both of us sat silently, staring straight ahead, reviewing in our heads what had just taken place. I didn’t know what to say. It all happened so suddenly and completely contrary to the way that we lived our lives that it was utterly mind-blowing.

Chris put the car in gear and within minutes we were on the highway. There was dead silence inside the car as we were both deep in our thoughts. We didn’t even turn on the radio. Once we got home, we gathered our beach gear together and entered the house through the garage. Chris went into our home office to check his emails, while I went to my bedroom and flopped on my bed staring at the ceiling for about an hour.

I sensed my husband standing in the doorway and I could tell that he was quietly watching me.

“Everything okay?” He asked.

I continued staring at the ceiling.

“I guess.” I replied softly. 

“Do you still love me?” He asked, stepping into the bedroom to lie beside me on the bed.

“Of course I do. The question is, do you love me?” I responded.

“More than ever.”

“How can you after what you witnessed me do today? People looked at me like I was a slut or something.” I said, choking up with emotion.

“Wait. You think that I might be upset about what you did? Actually, I didn’t see it that way at all! I thought that you would be upset with me for putting you in that situation to begin with. You didn’t go out dressed like a hooker or anything. It was a hot day, and you were returning home from the beach, that’s all.  I’m sorry, baby, I won’t put you through that again.” He began.

“People go braless all the time, and you can’t help it if you have been blessed with great breasts. I doubt that you looked one bit slutty. In fact, it made you look innocent but in a sexy way. You didn’t flaunt it, you didn’t work to get anybody’s attention, and most of all, you showed no skin. I have to admit, I never thought that you had it in you to be seen in public without wearing a bra, but I am proud of you for being so brave. That being said, I can see that you felt uncomfortable and for that, I am truly sorry. I do have to tell you, though, it was the hottest thing that I’ve ever seen you do, and it was great while it lasted, but I understand how it made you feel. I promise never to put you in a situation like that again, okay?” He sincerely declared.

I paused for a moment, trying to come up with the right words to let him know how I really felt. So I decided that it would be best if I came right out and told him the truth and live with the consequences. He could sense my trepidation and searched for my hand to hold as I fought back tears. I gripped his hand tightly and took a deep breath before I spoke.

“Honey, I know that you believe that you kept me from leaving when we approached those boys in the store. To be honest with you… now, how can I say this? I had hoped that you would keep me there. It took the decision to stay completely out of my hands and left that decision up to you whether you wanted them to see me looking the way that I did. Actually, something inside me wanted this. When they saw my naked backside inside the car, it triggered something. I felt a tingling in my stomach that I can’t explain.” I had to pause for a brief moment before continuing my confession and took another deep breath.

“When I was reaching into the back seat to get my clothes, I saw their car pull up beside us through the back window. My first thought was to hide myself in case there were young children in the car or anyone else that I wouldn’t want seeing me like that. But, when I noticed that they were two young men and after watching their reactions to seeing my bare bottom, I gave them time for a better look.”

“You wanted them to see you naked?” 

“I don’t know for sure. It doesn’t make any sense to me. Of course, it was nothing that I had ever considered doing and was completely accidental. However, I felt that tingling down below and wanted it to continue as long as I could because it was getting me hot. After they left, I felt as though I needed to see how far I could go with it. That’s when I decided to remove the top of my swimsuit before putting on my t-shirt. I never thought that I would look as obscene as I did until we entered the store. I nearly backed out but seeing that you weren’t going to stop me from going into the busy store dressed like that, I felt the decision was out of my hands. Was I nervous? Yes. Did I want to run away and hide? Absolutely! The thing is that I was turned on, not from having others see me like this, but from the thought that you wanted them to. You saw how excited I was by how my nipples stood out and the more they did, the more I felt it, which got me even hotter.”

I covered my face with my hands and began crying like a baby after confessing to my husband that I intentionally flashed my naked ass to strangers in public. My shocked husband quickly sat upright and looked down at me, and I couldn’t bear to look him in the eyes as I attempted to hide my shame. 

“Wow. I don’t know what to say. This is incredible. I was thinking you were really mad at me for not stopping it from happening, but in reality you wanted more of it. So, are you telling me now that you want to show yourself in public and want me to stand by and watch?” He asked, anxiously awaiting my answer, 

“I don’t know. Maybe?” I responded between sobs.

“Maybe? Maybe what? Do you actually want me to patiently stand by while you get off flashing other men?”

“No. It isn't like that at all.” 

“Then what is it that you want? Tell me!”

That was when the flood gates opened and tears began streaming from my eyes. I rolled over and buried my head in my pillow, unable to tell him the truth.

“Honey, it’s alright. I can see that this is all upsetting to you. It’s upsetting to me, too. Just take a breath and tell me what you’re thinking. Don’t worry. I just need you to be truthful with me.” 

I felt him gently tapping my shoulder, so I rose to sit Indian style on the bed to face him. As I tried to regain my composure, Chris reached for a tissue to wipe my eyes. All the while I was trying to come up with the right words until I finally got up the courage to speak. 

“I’ve been racking my brain thinking about it since we were in the convenience store. I can’t believe that I’m saying this, but when those boys saw me today, I got super horny. Don’t worry, I wasn’t fantasizing about having sex with them…or anybody else but you for that matter. But there was something about showing myself to them that really got me hot! Please don’t get angry with me for this, but I think that I would like to try it again.” 

“So, you want to be an exhibitionist. How long has this been going on?” He asked.

“Just today. You have to believe me, I’ve never exposed myself deliberately to anyone before.”

I would rather not mention the time at the beach when I was a teenager. That was an accident, although I didn’t rush to cover myself even then.

“What’s changed in you that makes you want to do this?” 

“I don’t know. It just got me hot, and I can’t get it out of my head.”

“And where do I come in with all this?”

“Well, uh, I need you to give me a little push. I can’t do this without you.”

“You want me to give you a little “push” so that you can expose yourself to other people?”

“It's not just about other people. I ‘m thinking that it would be fun if I could play private games with you as well, without others being aware of it. Maybe if things go well, we can eventually be a little more adventurous. But I have to say that when you held me in place to give the boys time to get a better look, I felt helpless to stop it. Knowing that you were showing me off to them was an incredible turn on for me. You’ve already said that you thought it was hot for you, too.”

“I didn’t mean that I wanted to make a habit of it. So, let me get this straight. You’re saying that you want me to take you out and make you show off your body in public? What do I get out of this?” 

“You get this!” 

While he watched, I hopped off the bed and pulled my top off over my head. Our conversation had been working on me, as he noticed immediately that my nipples were puffing up. Next, I unzipped my shorts and let them fall to the floor. My pussy was already soaking wet, my pubic hair matted, and his eyes lit up upon seeing it. I know that I should have showered the moment that we got home, but I was so wrapped up in my thoughts that I hadn’t yet. All I wanted was for him to see how horny I was and to feel his cock inside of me as soon as possible. The fact that I hadn’t washed didn’t matter to either of us. As I stood naked, I watched his eyes go from my pussy to my swollen breasts and then on to my face, where he saw the lust in my eyes. 

He was still wearing his swim trunks and t-shirt and whisked them off within seconds. His cock was at full attention, so I know that our conversation had him worked up as well. He pulled me down onto the bed and we kissed passionately.

I felt his heat as his chest pressed against my full breasts. He showed more fire than I had seen in him in quite some time as he rolled me on my back and prepared to mount me.

“Oh, baby, I’m so hot right now!” He exclaimed as he guided his hardened tool into my dripping pussy.

He easily entered me with one thrust, driving his tool into my hot pussy as deeply as possible. It was no wonder, seeing that it had been drenched with lubricant since that afternoon. I love the way that his cock feels inside, and now regret that we have rarely had sex at all lately. As he fucked me, he continued kissing me ravenously on the lips, to my neck, and back, all the while mauling my tits with his firm hands. 

Our passion was boiling as he drove his hard cock into me, but I needed more and pulled my legs back as far as I could to feel all of him. He hooked my legs with his arms, forcing me to open even wider as he began to get a good rhythm going, pounding me harder and harder with each thrust. I knew that he would not last long this way.  He never does when we haven’t fucked in a while. But, I wanted to prolong having him ejaculate and grabbed him by the cheeks of his ass to pull him into me, and held him in place to avoid him cumming too soon.

I pulled him down tightly against me and kissed him, our tongues entwining like snakes battling wildly. Within seconds, he was back in motion and couldn’t help picking up the pace. He was going to cum very soon, and I needed release as well, so I reached my hand down between our bodies to work on my clit. My hand was going at a rapid pace, moving in tight circles as he pounded my hole with fervor. 

It felt slick. Wet from my day long, pent-up arousal and dire need to cum. I could hear myself moan. He heard me as well. A broad grin appeared on his face, knowing how hot I was at that moment. It was the most torrid sex that we had ever had, and all the while as my dear husband fucked me, I was fantasizing about having him force me to expose my body to other men. 

I imagined him telling me what to wear, where to go, how to show myself to strange men while he watched me from the wings. Where did this come from? Was I holding it inside my entire life, and it now was finally becoming reality? I remembered that time on the beach when I was a teen and how hot that made me, so why did it take me so long to act? 

My mind was a blur. My thoughts, sinful. My body, desperately wanting to be shown.

He latched onto my hardened nipple and sucked it in. It felt so wonderful when he licked it with long strokes that I moaned loudly.

“Ohhhhhhhhhh!”

A moment later, my husband let out a low grown and buried his cock deep within me with one final thrust.  As he remained in position, I could feel his hot spunk shooting deep into my womb with his cock pumping me full of his jizz. 

My hand had been frantically working my clit when I was finally rewarded with a much-needed orgasm.

“Oh, Oh, Ahhhhhhhhh!”

Chris slowly withdrew his softening penis, and I could feel his hot cum flowing out of my gaping hole. My husband's cock is very thick, and I feel it stretching me whenever we have sex.

While he rolled onto his back, I cupped my vagina to catch his spunk and keep it from dripping on the floor as I made a beeline to the bathroom to clean up. By the time that I got there, I had a wad of cream in the palm of my hand, as it continued to flow.

Moments later, as I was in the shower, the curtain opened and Chris joined me. It was the first time that we had showered together since early in our relationship. As the warm water sprayed over us, he pulled me tightly against himself and kissed me passionately while thrusting two fingers deep into my pussy.  He worked his hand like a jack hammer, pushing me back against the tiled wall. I bowed my legs to give him better access as he ravaged my hot cunt and began wailing with ecstasy as he covered my mouth with his own, while his hand slapped against my sloppy pussy. Another moment and I was having my second orgasm within minutes. Another first!

I was spent after that. Legs weak, as I caught my breath. Chris washed up and left while I was recovering, and by the time I got finished and back to the bedroom he had already dressed and made his way out to the living room. I had never felt more like a woman than I did at that moment. My cunt was sore, but in a good way, as I knew that I had been fucked good and had my husband to thank for it. 

When I eventually made it to the living room, I found him sitting on the sofa watching a ballgame on the television. I told him that I was going to make dinner, and he surprised me by informing me that he had ordered takeout, and it should be delivered in half an hour. So, as I sat beside him on the sofa, he put his arm around me to watch the ballgame together.


My husband’s hard decision

The next morning I awoke feeling alive. I slept in while Chris dutifully went off to work. My mind was still reeling from thoughts of the events of the previous day, and I couldn’t get it out of my head. It was hard for me to believe that I actually did those things, and wondered if I had gone too far. As I fantasized about exposing myself for real, I wondered if I actually could. What I had done was nothing compared to what was in my head, and those thoughts were getting me hot.

I know that you’re thinking that I really didn’t do anything terribly bad. However, you do have to remember that I’m not very adventurous and would rarely go without wearing a bra, and that would be in the privacy of my own home. If I hadn’t been feeling frisky that day from flashing my naked bottom, the thought of going into a public building braless would never have entered my mind. 

While I fantasized, my hand naturally disappeared under the sheet down to my sex. As I had expected, I was wet again. Usually, it takes a lot of fantasizing for this to happen, but my mind was becoming obsessed with sex, keeping me in a constant state of arousal. I couldn’t help myself and masturbated to my ribald imagination. I came in record time, with it being my fourth orgasm in just the past 12 hours. That one extra time being with my husband the night before. He was all over me when we got into bed, and I couldn’t deny him one last fuck before we went to sleep. 

He didn’t talk about what had happened the day before, which made me wonder how he felt about my confession of wanting to pursue my desire to expose myself to others. His actions underscored the fact that it was an obvious turn on for him. However, I was left to wonder if he was going to go along with the idea of me actually doing it going forward. 

In a rare show of affection, he called me during the day to tell me that he loved me. It was completely unexpected, and it assured me that my request to pursue my new fetish did nothing to lessen his love for me. 

When he arrived home from work, I was in the kitchen preparing dinner. He immediately walked directly to me, pulled me tightly to him, and kissed me. He then walked away to wash up for dinner without saying a word, leaving me longing for more.

Dinner went as usual, keeping our conversations between current events and his job. After we ate, we went about our evening routines and ended up on the sofa watching TV. It seemed as though the events of the day before had never happened, and I was getting a little nervous that he would soon forget about them, and we would just go back to our lives as usual. I decided to give him time and see if he would eventually come around and begin a conversation about it. 

That night, I came into the bedroom to find him already in bed under the covers. I went around to my side and took off my clothes, and decided to climb into bed beside him naked in case he was ready for more sex, snuggling up tightly to him. He was staring at the ceiling, daydreaming, and showed no reaction to my presence. I took that as a bad sign, as I had hoped that he would give me the same kind of attention that he had the previous night. Time passed, the outlook dimmed. Just when I was about to lose all hope and roll over to go to sleep, he spoke up.

“Ashley, honey? You know, I’ve been thinking a lot about what you told me yesterday and I still don’t understand it, but I’ve made a decision. This seems to mean a lot to you for some reason, and I don’t believe it would be fair for me to deprive you of this fantasy of yours. As much as I’m not thrilled about the whole idea of having you tease other men by showing off your body in this way, I will allow it. But, you will have to agree to a few ground rules, okay?”

“Oh, thank you. Yes, yes, I’ll do whatever you want!”

“I’m glad that you said that because I’m going to make that rule number one. You must follow my orders and do whatever I tell you to without question. That includes what I will and will not allow. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“I will follow your orders without question.” I replied, feeling a bit apprehensive of what his orders may require me to do.

“Good girl. Next, you’ll have to promise me that you will do so only in my presence and finally, that you won’t allow another man to touch or have sex with you. It will be up to me to make any changes to these rules, but I need you to be completely honest with me at all times, okay?” 

I rolled on top of him and gave him a big hug. This is the news that I’ve been waiting to hear!

“Really? Oh, baby, thank you. Thank you so much! I don't need another man when I have a husband like you. This will be so exciting.” 

“So, what do we do now?” He asked.

“That depends. Are you going to help me?” 

“Yes. If you truly want me to be a part of this, then yes, I will assist you as long as you do exactly as I say. It may take me time to figure out how I want to proceed, but if you have any ideas, write them down, and I will decide whether they fit into plans that I’ve already come up with. Remember, if you fail to abide by my rules, or I decide that you shouldn’t do it any longer, it’s over.” 

“Great! I haven’t thought of any ideas yet because I didn’t know if you would be onboard, but now that you are, I’ll begin working on a list. Meanwhile, I believe that you deserve a reward for being so understanding.”

I quickly pulled down the sheet and found my husband semi-hard within his underwear. It was quite obvious that he was aroused with the thought that he would soon be watching me expose myself to strangers. I wasted no time in skinning them down his legs as his stiffening cock rose before my eyes.

I began by teasing the head of his cock, flicking at the tip with my tongue before allowing it alone to enter my mouth. Within seconds, I had engulfed his hard member and gave him something that I had only given him on certain rare occasions years ago. As much as it was a reward for him, it was for me as well. I had been considering sucking his cock for the past 24 hours and was enjoying myself nearly as much as he was.

His cock is great, circumcised with a perfectly shaped smooth crown that filled my mouth. As I began bobbing my head up and down, a soft moan escaped his lips. It pleased me to know that he enjoyed what I was doing considering my lack of expertise, as he began to give me encouragement. 

“That’s a good girl. I love the feel of your tongue on the head. Yeah, that’s right, baby, just like that. Mmmm.”

I rolled my tongue around its thick head for more friction, and he showed his appreciation. I knew that he truly enjoyed my manipulations, and figured that now would be a good time to get him to open up to me about our partnership. Crawling down between his legs, I laid on my stomach facing him and took his stiff cock in my hand and began licking the underside like a lollipop, all the while looking him in the eyes. 

“You miss having me suck your cock, don’t you, baby?” I purred.

“Oh, you know I do!” He responded, closing his eyes briefly from the sensation as my tongue worked on the sensitive head. 

“Oh, God.” He moaned.

“It gets you hot thinking about me flashing my titties for other men, doesn’t it?” 

He didn’t respond. I knew that he didn’t want to tell me his true feelings, so I persisted while gazing up into his eyes from between his thighs with a sultry look.

“Don’t you?” I repeated, pausing to await his answer.

“Okay, yes. Yes, it does make me hot!” He confessed.

“Good boy. Now, is there something else I can do for you?” I purred.

“I’m dying to fuck you. I can’t wait any longer!” He exclaimed.

“That’s what I was hoping you would say.” I replied, giving him a satisfying smile.

I crawled up over him and lowered myself down on his hard cock. My pussy was dripping wet, which wasn’t a surprise considering my constant state of arousal those past few days. It slipped into me with ease, with its girth stretching me, making me feel full. 

“Ohhhhhhhhh!” 

As I lowered myself, I could feel his thick cock rise into my hot, wet cunt until the full weight of my body was upon him as I sat upright. I raised myself until it felt as if his cock was about to fall out, and then I lowered myself quickly, impaling myself on the full length of his rigid tool. I began to raise my hips over and over again, riding his cock with abandon.

He reached up and grabbed my tits, squeezing them with force to give me the kind of pain that I badly needed, clenching my eyes shut while giving out a loud groan. My head spun rapidly to the left and the right, causing my long brown hair to cover my face. 

“Oh God!” I cried out. “Fuck me Chris. Fuck me hard! Yes! Yes! Yes!” 

I screamed so loudly that I’m certain that the neighbors could hear me, but I couldn’t help it as he began raising his hips to meet mine. The sound of my soaking wet pussy slapping against him was unmistakable. We fucked for what seemed like hours. I was dripping with sweat and gasping for breath, and knew that I was nearly fucked out. He continued to pound his cock into me at a torrid pace, leaving me feeling as if I were helpless to stop him. 

“Uh, Uh, Ahhhhhhhhh!”

He grabbed my hips and pulled me down hard as he shot his load deep up inside my canal as I collapsed onto his heaving chest. My chest was covered in sweat, as was his, causing them to feel slick as I lay on him panting. I could only take that for so long, and once I caught my breath I sat back up, feeling his cock wilting inside me.

When I arose, his now soft member fell out as a stream of his thick cum flowed out of my body onto his. I waited for a few moments, watching his sperm create a growing puddle on his lower abdomen, until there was only one last long string hanging from my well-used gash. I began shaking my ass until it snapped off to add to the accumulated ejaculate on his stomach. 

Once assured that there was no more semen to come, I hopped off the bed and into the shower. As I felt relief from the cool water raining down on my body, I thought about how horny my husband had gotten when he talked about allowing me, his own wife, to show off my body to other men. It made me wonder if he subconsciously had these feelings or if I had triggered something new and different that he was willing to explore.


My first fantasy ride

For the following week I was on pins and needles, constantly wondering what, if anything, my husband would think of having me do for our first experience in the world of exhibitionism. I did tell him during our conversation that I would be more than willing to start off by flashing him without others being aware. As the week wore on, my nerves were becoming frayed and ultimately hoped that this would be the case.

It was Friday, and I was preparing dinner, knowing that Chris would be home from work shortly. He hadn’t mentioned our talk over the course of the week, but I could tell that it was on his mind by the way that he had been so attentive to me lately. The sex we had every night was incredible, unlike anything that I could have imagined. He has become an entirely different man, and I am thankful for that. 

During the week, I had searched for the topic of exhibitionism on the internet, and found many ideas that intrigued me. I wrote these ideas on a pad of paper and left them in plain view of my husband on the nightstand beside my bed, expecting him to see them and let me know what he thought. He didn’t mention reading them and I had no way of knowing if he had, but hoped that he did. 

I have to tell you that the stories and videos I watched every day made me very hot, and I found myself masturbating a lot!

“I’m home honey!” I heard Chris announce when he returned from work.

“Dinner will be ready in just a few more minutes.” I replied, looking in at a casserole that I had in the oven.

I was pleasantly surprised by the unexpected touch of my husband’s hand caressing my bottom through my cotton shorts while I was bent over and quickly turned to face him. As I faced him, he pulled me tightly to himself with both hands gripping my bottom and gave me a deep kiss. I felt his cock against me and could tell immediately that he was already rock hard. When he backed away, the sight of the pronounced bulge of his thick cock through the thin material of his dress slacks was unmistakable. I couldn’t help but wrap my fingers around its shaft.

“My goodness, this is quite a surprise. What brought this on so early?” I asked, gliding my fingers up and down the shaft through his trousers.

He smiled and said, "You'll see," before leaving to wash his hands before dinner.

I could tell by the look in his eye that he had something planned for later and, judging by the bulge in his trousers, it would be something exciting, at least it would be for him. By the time that he got back, dinner was on the table waiting.

“What took you so long?” I asked.

“I figured that I would take my shower now so that you can take one after dinner.” He explained. 

“Why? Are we going out?” 

“I just thought it would be nice to take you for a drive, like we did in the old days. Nothing special.”

He began eating his dinner and didn’t say another word as I waited briefly for a bit more elaboration, which did not come. Once we had finished eating, I began to clear the plates from the table when he put his hand on mine to stop me.

“I’ll take care of things here so that you can shower and get yourself ready.” He offered.

Ready? Ready for what? Why was he being so mysterious? I began to feel a nervous tingle in the pit of my stomach. Is tonight the night?

He stepped up to carry our plates to the kitchen sink, leaving me to wonder what he had planned to be so kind and help me with the chores. I was left puzzled as to where he was taking me, as well as what to wear, and had trouble determining what I should. I searched through my closet and drawers, deciding on a beige pair of Capri pants and a knit top, just in case he intended to take me to a nice place. A pair of white panties and a bra should do it, I thought, and laid them out on the bed before going into the bathroom for my shower.

My head was spinning during the entire shower, trying to imagine what my husband planned to do with me. Did he want me to flash him in a store or something? I think I can do it if nobody else can see me. Oh, God! The thought of actually exposing myself in public with no one else being aware of what we were doing was so exciting. So naughty. 

Once I had dried off and fixed my hair, I came out to the bedroom wrapped in a towel. I was a bit confused when instead of finding the clothes that I had left on the bed, I found a single summer dress that I had only worn a couple of times before. Again I felt a nervous excitement knowing my husband searched through my closet and decided to incorporate this into his plans instead of the more conservative outfit that I had chosen for myself.

Standing before my full-length mirror, I took off the towel and held up the dress to see how I would look wearing it. The dress was pretty and light with a floral design, buttons down the entire front, and a hemline that ended just above the knee. The perfect dress to wear for an informal event during the summer. I had nothing at the time that one would call risqué, so please don’t think that this was anything that would get me a lot of attention. 

Thinking that my husband had unintentionally removed my undergarments, I went to my dresser and opened a drawer to pick out another pair of panties when I heard him clearing his throat while standing in the doorway.

“Ahem! What are you doing?” He asked. 

I froze, standing naked with my panties in hand.

“I thought that I would just…..”

“There’s no need for those.” He said, interrupting me half sentence. “You will wear what I’ve laid out for you, that’s all. On second thought, a pair of stockings would be nice.” 

“Nude or black? I have both.” I replied.

“Um, what do you think? Maybe we’ll go with the black ones. Yeah, the black ones. I think that will work.”

He really hadn’t thought things through and acted a bit awkward and unsure of himself about how to proceed. I thought that it was cute the way that he was trying to dominate me, but just didn’t quite know how to go about it. Keep this in the back of your mind moving forward because it will change in a short period of time.

While he watched me from the doorway, I sat on the bed and began to put on my stockings. Once they were on, I stood and caught him smiling. He obviously enjoyed the sight of me wearing nothing but my black thigh high nylons. I felt a little more comfortable after putting on the dress, but by not wearing a bra underneath, it showed off the natural shape of my tits just as the t-shirt did on the previous weekend. I was a bit nervous as to where he was taking me dressed this way, but I hoped that he would come up with something imaginative. 

“Ready to go?” He asked.

“Can I have a minute to put on some makeup? I’d hate to be seen dressed like this without it.”

He put his hand to his chin as though deep in thought. 

“Alright, I’ll give you five minutes. We don’t have much time before it gets dark.” 

Dark? Why would that matter?

Feeling grateful that I was allowed the extra time, I jumped up and down excitedly, feeling my breasts bouncing within my dress, and then headed toward the bathroom. 

When I returned, I stood awaiting his approval. I had added a little extra eyeliner and red lipstick to make myself more seductive for him, and he nodded his approval. One last detail was to put on a stylish pair of sandals, and we were headed for the car. As I got in on the passenger side, I noticed Chris reaching beneath him to secretly hide something under his seat.

We got up on the highway and drove for a brief time in silence. Unaware of what he had in store for me, I wondered if he may have read the note I had left on his night stand, hoping he might follow one of the scenarios that I had jotted down. 

A moment later, he was pulling off into a rest area. It wasn’t an actual rest area in itself, merely an abandoned weigh station for trucks, but many will pull in to take a break from driving often. I could see a spattering of cars as well as a few trailer trucks parked to the side, and Chris found a spot within a wide gap between them to park our car. 

He parked behind one of the tractor trailers and shut off the car's engine. I wondered, was this it? Am I supposed to flash him here inside the car or something?

I glanced around, noticed nothing of concern nearby, and patiently waited for his next move. Chris, however, looked nervous, always looking in the rearview mirrors and up ahead, as if he was expecting someone.

After about ten minutes of total silence, I noticed the driver of the truck getting out and walking around it, giving it a quick check before heading out. He was a muscular man, probably in his mid-thirties, sporting a thick, bushy beard. As he came around to the rear, he noticed us sitting in our car parked behind him and went right back to what he was doing, checking that the back doors were securely shut.

Before he left, he turned around once more and locked eyes with me for a few brief seconds, smiling as though acknowledging my presence. I almost gave him a wave in return but thought better of it, realizing that I had no idea who the man was, and gave him a slight nod of my head in response. 

It felt awkward seated beside my husband with a stranger exchanging greetings with me, especially while ignoring him, but Chris merely kept his eyes on the man and didn’t appear to notice that I had responded to him. The driver went back about his business and was soon back inside his truck. I could hear him starting his engine, preparing to leave, and noticed Chris retrieving what he had hidden under his seat. I was a little surprised to discover that it was one of the few scarves that I keep in a drawer at home.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“The rule is that you do as I say, no questions asked, remember?” 

I looked down at my lap, having just been reprimanded.

“Yes.” I replied quietly.

“Good girl. Now close your eyes.” He ordered.

I played along and let out a slight giggle when I felt the scarf being placed over my eyes. This is so exciting! He tied it in place behind my head and checked to make sure that it was on snugly. 

“Put your seat back and recline it. A bit more. That’s perfect.”

I did what he asked and couldn’t see a thing, but was a little confused when I heard the car starting up. I thought he had brought me there to play with me, but instead we were getting on the highway to go somewhere else.

A minute went by, then two, then three. I wondered if other people on the highway could see me blindfolded, but was told later that by reclining, the door jamb blocked the view of my face to any passing motorists. The car windows were up as we rode along, and Chris put some music on the radio. At first, I thought it was for my benefit, but soon realized that it was meant to mask the sound of traffic outside and keep me unaware of my surroundings.

“Are you ready?” I heard him ask over the music.

“For what?”

“To play our game. You do want to play, don’t you?”  

“Yes.” I replied softly.

“Good. Loosen the top four buttons on your dress.” He instructed.

I took a deep breath and loosened the buttons as he wished, leaving the top closed so that my breasts would remain covered. 

“That’s a good girl. Now move it out of the way. Show me your beautiful tits.” He ordered, loud enough to be heard over the blaring music.

Oh, fuck. This is it. I’m really going to expose myself to him on the highway!

My hands were shaking as I opened my top to reveal my breasts to him, hoping to God that I couldn’t be seen from the outside. 

“More! Let me see those magnificent melons of yours.” 

My nerves were getting the best of me, but I knew that I couldn’t turn back now, especially after confessing to him that I had been fantasizing about doing this very same thing. So, I took both sides of the material and moved them from my breasts off to the sides. 

The shoulder strap of my seat belt was a bit of a hindrance, but I was able to work around it. I placed my hands down by my sides as the feel of the cool breeze from the air conditioner upon my skin was all that I needed to assure me that my breasts were now fully exposed.

My head was spinning, fully aware that I could be visible to anyone that may pass by, and the thought of that happening excited me greatly. I could feel the effects of my arousal on my nipples, which I could feel swelling as they tightened up. 

Within seconds, I was shocked to hear two quick blasts of a horn just outside my window from a truck that was riding along beside us. I quickly covered my breasts to hide myself from whoever had seen me. Chris told me afterward that it was the same driver that I saw at the rest area and that he seemed to enjoy what I was about to for him next.

“Ashley, you know the rules. You promised to do whatever I said, did you not?” he asked.

“Yes, of course, but………..”

“No buts about it. You will either do exactly as I say, or our games will end now, is that clear?” He scolded.

My husband planned this. Planned to have me expose myself in the car, knowing that I could be easily seen by anyone nearby. Of course, at the time, I was oblivious to the fact that for anyone to view my nakedness, their vehicle would have to be higher than our own. 

I hesitated giving my answer, feeling a knot in the pit of my stomach after being startled by the loud blast from the truck’s horn, but I had to remember that this was my husband’s plan. So I had no choice but to obey or risk ending our fantasy play entirely, and I couldn’t do that considering how much I wanted this. By doing everything that he wished me to, I should have considered myself free of any guilt, but that is easier said than done.

Without waiting any longer for my answer, I felt his hand touch my arm and gently pull it away from my body to rest on the seat beside me, exposing my left breast. He did the same with my right one, leaving my breasts fully exposed, unaware of whether the truck driver was still beside us. The radio was playing an old Fleetwood Mac song quite loudly, which was his plan to mask any sound from the outside.

“Ashley? Our friend just motioned to me that he would like to see a little more. Would you like the nice truck driver to see more?”

“Oh God, please no! I’m not sure that I can do it.” I pleaded.

Already, the thought of a stranger staring at my tits was making me crazy. Now he wants me to show him more? How much more?

“It isn’t your decision to make, so relax and take a deep breath. I would like you to begin by loosening the bottom two buttons of your dress.”

I took a breath before doing what he asked. 

“Excellent! Now unbutton the rest from the top down. Do it slowly, honey. I’m sure that your new friend will appreciate the wait.”

My fingers were trembling horribly as I clumsily unfastened them until I got to the very last button. I knew that it was what I fantasized about and that there was no turning back, but I still hesitated for as long as I could before it was done. I held the two halves of my dress together where they met at my crotch until my husband gave me his final order. 

“Open your dress now, honey. Let’s show the man what you’ve got.” He said calmly.

Robotically, I did as he commanded and opened the two sides of the dress fully, just as I would imagine how a flasher would. Another two short blasts from the air horn assured me that the man had a view of my entire naked body, which now included my vagina! I was willingly showing my nude body to an unseen stranger, and the realization of that fact suddenly got to me.

I was actually exposing myself to a stranger and began to squirm in my seat as I felt the juices begin to build up in my pussy. Chris must have noticed and immediately came back with another command.

“Ashley?” He asked softly. 

“Mmmm, yes.” I cooed, lost in my thoughts, as I squirmed in my seat.

“Would you like to continue?” 

As I was getting increasingly turned on by thoughts of my own shameful acts, I began breathing heavily, almost to the point of hyperventilating.

“Yes.” I responded, in a throaty voice. 

“Our friend wants to see a little more of you. Sorry, honey, but I’m afraid that you will have to oblige him. I will need you to part your legs a little to allow us both to see you, but your pubic hair is blocking his view, so you will just have to open your legs a bit wide for him to see it better.”

I couldn’t believe that husband wanted me to spread my legs to show a stranger my pussy! I knew that if I did, they would both see how wet I was becoming and know that exposing myself was really turning me on. 

I opened my legs just a few inches, finding it difficult to get up the nerve to comply with his order. Suddenly, he grabbed my left leg and pulled it toward himself. I was ashamed and turned my head to the side to hide my shame in case the man could see my face. Chris tapped the inner thigh of my other leg, prodding me to move it the other way, and there I was with my wet pussy spread wide open for all the world to see!

“Mmm.” I moaned, feeling as hot as I ever have thanks to the effects that my obscene display was having on me.

I slid down and began to writhe in my seat, my ass moving in tiny circles limited by my seatbelt. My pussy needed attention badly, but I couldn’t get myself to touch it with a stranger watching when, to my surprise, I felt my husband’s hand rest on my crotch. He quickly stuck his middle finger into me to the knuckle, and it was precisely what I needed. 

“Ohhhhh!” I moaned, quite loudly this time. 

A moment later, with four eyes upon me, I unconsciously grabbed my tits, pinching the hardened nipples.

Another loud blast from the truck's horn was heard over the music as the driver showed his appreciation. Chris was now working his finger in and out of me like a piston, adding a much welcomed second digit. I could hear his palm slapping hard against my juicy cunt, and instinctively opened my legs even wider, desperate to cum as quickly as possible. 

My mind was filled with lust, and I couldn’t help but tweak my engorged nipples harder, needing to feel that pleasurable kind of pain that helps to get me off. As my husband fucked me with his magical meaty fingers, I wondered how both he and the truck driver were able to drive such a long distance side by side without blocking traffic or getting into an accident. He purposely chose this road, knowing that it has only two lanes going each way. It is almost entirely straight and there was very little traffic most evenings, making this perfect for his plan.

It was like being on an aphrodisiac, and felt so wonderfully dirty for a woman my age to be acting with such depravity while out in public. These thoughts along with my dear husband’s manipulations brought me over the edge and I could feel myself nearing the point of orgasm.

“Oh, Oh Ahhhhhh!” 

I moaned loudly, slamming my legs tightly together while clamping my husband’s hands to my sex, his fingers entrapped deep inside me. With my eyes clenched shut, my body spasmed again and again as I came to my much needed and welcome climax. It was an utterly remarkable experience that would forever alter the course of my life. 

As my orgasm diminished, my body went limp, and my legs relaxed, falling off to the sides. This freed my husband’s hand, allowing him to remove it from my juicy cunt. A moment later, I could feel the car increasing speed. The sound of one last blast of the truck's horn in the distance told me that I was no longer being watched, and the episode was over. 

Chris shut off the radio, with only the sound of my heavy breathing left to hear as he took an exit to reverse course for the ride home. I’m not certain whether I entirely forgot about my nakedness, but enjoyed the feeling and continued riding along exposed for a while longer.

“Ash, are you okay?” Asked my husband, after we had driven for several minutes.

It was the first time that he said anything for quite some time, and hearing his voice brought me back to some semblance of reality.

“I don’t know.” I replied, my head still reeling from what I had just done.

“You can take off your blindfold now, honey. That is, if you’d like to.”

I removed the scarf from my eyes, surprised to find that it was now dark outside. Time had flown by, and I had to wonder just how long I was putting on the show for the trucker. 

When I looked down at my nakedness, I was shocked at just how obscene I looked with my legs spread wide and my well-used pussy with its pink inner lips open and inviting. I looked whorish, and I have never seen anything so lurid before in my life. One might think that I would have covered myself immediately at the shock of seeing myself this way, but ironically I didn’t. 

It was impossible for me to believe that the shameless slut that I saw was actually me, Ashley, the mother of two college age boys who was known for being prim and proper while out in public. I wondered what those people would have thought of me at that very moment if they were to see me this way.

“I have to admit, honey, you really surprised me today. It was incredible to watch you get so hot. Would you like to try something like that again sometime?” Chris asked.

“If you wish.” I replied, catching a drop of accumulated nectar that dangled from my still gaping hole. 

Chris looked on in amazement as I held it up for examination, darting out my tongue for a taste before I licked it off my fingers.

“Oh, I do wish.” He continued. “In fact, after watching you in action, I can’t wait to take you out for another fantasy ride. Before we do, however, I want that fur removed from your pussy. It would look better shaved, and I’ve held off for years to ask you to do it. But now I demand it, so the first thing that you will do when we get home is to shave it clean, do you understand?” 

His tone had changed from the way that he spoke to me before we started out. It was more direct. Domineering. It was a side of him that I had rarely seen before. He was ordering me to obey him, and I wanted him to, needed him to. 

“Yes.” I replied submissively.

I had changed. He had changed. 

I wanted nothing more than to follow his orders with hope that we can continue on this path. My mind was made up. I realized then that I truly was eager to explore exhibitionism and allow my husband to test my limits!


Our hottest sex ever!

Once we arrived home from our first fantasy ride, I immediately went into my bathroom to take another shower. The reasons were twofold as I needed to wash off some of the residue from my sex as well as to obey my husband and shave away my pubic hair for the first time in my life. Of course, I’ve seen X-rated pictures and videos of women with nearly every one in them shaved, but I thought that it was limited to younger women or those really into sex. Now I realize that I had been denying myself the look and feel that I should have enjoyed all these years by refusing to do so.

While I showered, I thought about the ride home and how I left myself exposed for the entire time that we were on the highway. If it wasn’t for my husband reminding me to cover myself due to the great risk of being seen once we exited, I might have remained on display all the way home. 

Although I knew I was still taking a risk, I was too sexually aroused to end it and merely pulled the two sides of my dress together without buttoning it up. When we got home, my husband had the good sense to pull the car into the garage where nosy neighbors couldn’t see me. 

All of this had my libido raging!

Once I had dried off, I went to my dresser for something comfortable to wear, deciding on a large t-shirt that I typically wear for housework or as a cover-up for the beach. I checked myself in the mirror and chuckled at the fact that it was easy to tell that I hadn’t worn a bra and how I would have felt about going without one before these recent developments. 

I found my husband already searching for a movie to watch on the TV and came to sit beside him on the sofa. Once a movie was decided on, we got ourselves a drink and started watching. It was one of those long 3 hour epics and after watching for about an hour, we realized that there was still a long way to go, so Chris asked if I thought we should order a pizza. 

He put in his order, which was to be delivered in a half hour, and went back to the movie. When he came to sit beside me, he turned and gave me a kiss. Well, one thing led to another, and before we knew it, we were necking like schoolkids with my husband mauling my tits through my thin top. 

We were going at it hot and heavy when the front doorbell rang. I had forgotten all about the pizza, but was thankful it showed up when it did because I knew that any later, and we would have been doing more than necking. 

“Wait here, I’ll get this.” Chris instructed as he stood to go to the door. 

He left so quickly that I didn’t have an opportunity to remind him about the massive bulge he had in his shorts. I could hear them talking for a few minutes before Chris called out to me.

“Honey, do you have any cash? I need a few more bucks for this kid.” 

I jumped to my feet and started his way. When I came around the corner, I found the delivery boy to be a skinny kid, probably in his late teens. When he saw me, his eyes went directly to my tits, which jiggled with each step I took. As if they weren’t already enough to grab his attention, my nipples were still rock hard from the heavy petting that I was having with my husband minutes before and stood out prominently through my shirt. 

“Do you have a few ones? I would rather not stiff the kid.” He said, giving the kid a reassuring wink to show that he was going to take care of him. 

I went to my pocketbook, making sure that my back was to him to keep his eyes out of my purse as they waited patiently by the door. It was left on a small table that we have near the front door to toss our keys on or, in this case, my pocketbook. I bent to rummage through it and found 3 ones inside my wallet. When I turned around, the young man’s eyes were as big as saucers and Chris had a broad smile on his face.

Not knowing what to make of it, I gave the money to my husband, who added it to what he already had in his hand before giving it to the boy. Once he left, we brought the pizza out to the living room and sat down.

“So, what was that all about?” I asked, referring to the expressions that they had on their faces.

“Forget your panties, did you?” He asked, showing a wry smile.

I knew immediately what I had done and put my hand over my mouth as I gasped.

“Ha ha ha, don’t sweat it, honey. You probably just made his day! Besides, your tush looks pretty sweet under there, which gives me an idea.” He teased while giving me a wink.

I smiled demurely, knowing exactly what he was thinking and hoping that I was right. We went back to finish the movie, forgetting about my embarrassing error by the time that we took our first bite of pizza. It wasn’t so long ago that I would have been embarrassed by this and run away in shame. 

As I watched the movie, I lost track of the characters and plot line because my mind was off fantasizing. I would constantly ask my husband what was going on and the more that I was lost in the story, the more I found myself lost in my daydreams. Eventually, I gave in and let my mind wander as I appeared to be interested in what was showing on the screen while Chris watched intently. 

We had a few drinks during the movie and were both feeling pretty good by the time that it was over. By now, I was getting quite horny from thinking of nothing but sex for the past hour or longer, and one thing led to another when we began playfully wrestling around on the sofa. 

Eventually, he pinned me down on my back. That was when he saw my freshly shaved pussy for the very first time. He smiled, staring down at it for the longest time. It amazed me how it took him so long to notice it, considering the t-shirt that I wore barely covered it at all the entire evening. 

“It looks fantastic! When did you do this?” He asked, still staring.

“As soon as I got home, exactly as you asked me to.” I replied, happy with the fact that he appreciated me doing it for him.

I was on my back, knees-up, with my husband now at the far end of the sofa closely examining my bald vagina when I spread my legs for him. All that fantasizing had made me wet and ready for sex. 

Chris didn't lick my pussy right away, as I waited, anticipating his tongue. Instead, his hands slid down my bare legs, feeling the smoothness, before finally resting around my inner thighs. He slowly kissed and licked each thigh, making his way down to my sweet spot.

He teased the sides, licking as close to my pussy as possible without actually touching it. I panted and tensed with each lick. Finally, I was rewarded when he gently tickled his tongue against my sensitive clit. He flicked his tongue over it again and again, and I’m certain that he noticed my body squirm from his manipulations. 

My husband then shocked me by taking a long, drooling lick from my asshole all the way to my clit. He kept his tongue out and repeated the lick all the way back down. Chris had only tried licking my ass once before, and I rebuffed him, feeling uncomfortable as well as a bit disgusted by the act, and abruptly ended our lovemaking that evening.

This time I found myself squirming not only from the intense pleasure that I received, but also from the thought of how dirty I felt by allowing it. I could tell that my newly shaved pussy was getting the response from him that I had hoped. 

“I see you like the new me. Mmmm, that’s my good boy. Lick mama’s pussy. Mmmm!” I have never talked dirty to my husband during sex before, but it had the desired effect as he began lapping at my new vagina with vigor.

“Mmmm. Oh, God, ohhh!” I moaned.

He knew what I wanted, and it showed as he was getting to me, causing me to arch my pelvis up to assist him. I felt a finger gliding up and down my slit and welcomed the feel of a finger entering my hole as his tongue performed its magic. He licked me from top to bottom, up and down, while his tongue worked deeper each time. It felt exhilarating!

“Oh, God. Oh, God! Yes. Yes. Yes!” I moaned, rhythmically thrusting myself up into his face. 

He stopped and looked up from between my legs, my juice glistening on his chin. Please no. Don’t stop now!

“"God, your pussy looks so beautiful and tastes so delicious! Do you like what I'm doing, Ashley?"

“Yes!”

“Would you like me to continue?” He teased.

“Yes. Yes. Oh, God yes! Lick me. Lick your naughty wife’s pussy, please!”

I was desperate, and he knew that he had me hooked, as I spread my legs even more, inviting him back in. He didn't let up, pulling me back to him, devouring that sweet pussy, bringing me to the very edge of orgasm as I writhed in pleasure with his every move. I felt my body begin to shudder and knew then that he had to slow down as I would rather not climax this way. I needed to feel his thick cock inside me first, but when I pulled away, he insisted on continuing.

“Fuck me, Chris. I need to feel you inside me.” I pleaded.

He was more than willing and had his shorts off in record time. Seconds later, I could feel his cock running up and down the slit between my juicy lips, teasing my clit. I gasped when he found my hole, driving it into me with one mighty thrust. He wasn’t gentle at all, nor did I want him to be.

I threw my head back, crying out as I nearly came immediately with the feeling so intense. He quickly worked up a steady rhythm with enough fervor that I could feel something different, a change in his attitude, the way that he was doing it. He wanted me to know that he was fucking me, and I did! It was a welcome change from the way that he had always fucked me before, more energy, more passion. 

Before this, he seemed more self-gratifying. Wham, bam, thank you ma’am was his motus operandi. And as I said, he really wanted me to feel it and appreciate what he was giving me. It was working because I did! He was also acting with a self-confidence that I had never seen in him before. 

He didn’t seek my permission or guidance to what he did, he treated me the way that he wanted to and by me letting go to allow him this freedom, we were both rewarded for it. During the years that we were married, I gradually became the boss around the house, with Chris accepting his role as my subordinate. Having my husband commanding my moves in the car earlier the way that he did, along with his taking liberties with me uninhibited in this way, was a welcome relief. I loved this new dominant side of him!

My breasts were rocking back and forth on my chest with each mighty thrust of his hard cock. He grabbed them both with his strong hands through my top and squeezed like he was testing a ripe melon. The pain added to my pleasure as another gasp escaped my lips. He bent down and placed his open mouth on mine to muffle the sounds, leaving me to feel helpless to stop him. 

He was forceful, and I loved every second of it. Where was this passion before? Did it matter?

He was giving it to me with long strokes, trying to feel its entire length sliding in and out when he rose too far and his cocked slipped out.

“Oh, God no. Not yet!” I screamed as I reached down to desperately guide it back into my hole. 

Chris looked into my eyes with a devilish grin. He knew that he had me now. Knew that I would do whatever he wanted to be fucked by him in this way, and he was right. I don't understand why I fought it for all those years, but was certain that from that point onward I needed sex and truly wanted to test my limits.

He grabbed my legs, pushing them back to the point that my knees were nearly beside my head. I was amazed by how flexible I still was after all these years. His breath now became labored as his pace quickened. I heard his body making contact with my own as I rose to meet him with each thrust.

“Fuck me, baby. A little harder. That's it.” I panted.

I watched his eyes roll back in his head and was all too familiar with what that meant.

“We’re almost there, baby. Almost….Aiieeeee!” I squealed as I climaxed.

It happened at just the right moment because within seconds he gave one more thrust and I could feel his hot load shoot into my body. His cock spasmed as he shot one jet after another into me until he was drained and collapsed on top of me. 

We laid in this position until we had finally caught our breath, and he rolled his hot and steamy body off me. It was the most torrid sex that we had ever had and became the turning point in our lives. 

No longer was I Ashley the goody-two-shoes of the neighborhood. Sex would from then on play a major role in my life, and I needed my husband to help me explore this journey into exhibitionism to keep the fires alive.

Best of all, it was only Friday, with the rest of the weekend still to come!


Shopping and the Walmart voyeur!

When I awoke the following morning, I could still feel the tingling in my pussy from the night before. It had quite a workout between the car ride and the sofa that evening, but I’m not complaining. The fact is that I actually enjoyed how it felt, as it would continue to be a constant reminder of those events, as well as giving me a desire for more.

Chris was still asleep. He usually sleeps in on Saturday mornings, trying to catch up from getting up so early during the workweek. I decided that he might enjoy waking up to a good breakfast and quietly made my way to the kitchen to surprise him.

He typically has already left for work most days before I ever get out of bed. It isn’t so much that I’m lazy as much as the fact that we live on such different schedules, with myself being a night owl and watching television until the wee hours of the morning at times.

As I was frying up some bacon on the stove, I was lost in my daydreams about recent events when suddenly I was surprised by my husband sneaking up behind me to reach around and grab my tits. It made me jump and spin around to playfully punch him on the arm. I had gone to bed wearing the same oversize t-shirt that I wore the previous night, so I was vulnerable to his advances. 

“Sleep okay last night, honey?” He asked, giving me a quick kiss on the lips.

“Yes. You really wore me out.” I said, flipping the bacon over in the pan.

“Don’t put on like you didn’t enjoy it.”

“It was okay, but I've had better.” I teased with a sly grin.

He raised the back of my t-shirt and and gave me a hard spank on my bare bottom, causing me to let out a loud yelp from the pain. While I rubbed my sore butt, he made his way to the kitchen table to wait for his breakfast. As much as it hurt like hell, it reinforced to me the fact that he was in charge now, and I wished for nothing more in life than to be his obedient plaything.

“Here you go, dear.” I said, placing his plate of bacon and eggs on the table in front of him.

Don’t ask me why I did this, but after placing his food on the table, I paused for a moment before getting my own. I thought to myself, why did I do that? Could it have been that I was waiting for his approval and showing how submissive I was becoming to him? 

“What would you like to do today?” Chris asked casually.  

Of course, I wanted to scream that I just wanted to fuck him all day, but that was just my imagination running wild. Wasn’t it? Is that who I am becoming?

“I have to run down to Walmart to pick up a few things for the week. You want to come with me?” I asked jokingly.

My husband hates shopping, and that is especially true when it comes to Walmart, so I laughed it off. He continued eating while I looked at him awaiting some kind of response, and when it never came I shrugged it off with his answer being so obvious that it didn’t warrant one. I went back to eating my breakfast when I heard him speak.

“Do you want to play?”

I glanced up to find him smiling at me.

“What?”

“Do you want to play? I have an idea, but only if you're ready so soon.” 

Ready? My God, I’m beyond ready!

“What are you thinking?” I asked, acting patiently, when in actuality I felt like jumping in the air with glee.

“I'm thinking that I might be interested in going with you under one condition.”

“And what might that be?” I asked with an alluring smile.

“I want to take a few pictures of you.” He said.

I was taken aback by his answer and didn’t know what to say. 

“What I mean is to have you pose for a few cheesecake photos for me while you're shopping. They can be as innocent as you wish. We can go around a corner, do it out of sight of anybody. What do you say?” 

“You mean like flashing, and I can pose as innocently as I want?”

“That’s right.”

“And you promise that we won’t be seen by anyone?”

“Swear to God!”

“Okay, I’ll do it. I’ll get myself ready as soon as I finish cleaning up in here.” 

Chris went off to do do some chores in the garage while I cleaned up the kitchen and went to the bedroom to get dressed. The more that I thought about the idea of posing for my husband, the more that it sounded like fun. 

After washing up, I came out to the bedroom to find something to wear. I pulled out some tight jeans that highlighted my tush, a top that showed a hint of cleavage, then went into my lingerie drawer to pick out a pair of panties and bra.

Before I got to put on my panties, Chris came walking in unexpectedly.

“Uh, Ashley? Don’t you think that I should choose what you should wear today? I mean, it is my shoot being the director and all. So, what do you have in a skirt? Something short, a little loose, maybe.”

“I have a short dress like that, but the hemline is probably longer than what you’re thinking. If you remember, I bought it for that Christmas party at your boss’s house because you wanted me to compete with the other wives to see who looked hottest. I don’t know how I would feel wearing a cocktail dress to Walmart on a Saturday, though.” 

There was no way that I could wear that dress today, so that was that!

“You know what, honey? I’ve decided. You’re going to wear that dress. We’ll just have to say that we are on our way to an event where everyone will be nicely dressed. That’s it. That’s the one!” He announced without giving me a chance to argue.

I went to my closet to find it and decided to hold it up for my husband to see how it would look on me to give him one last chance to change his mind. He smiled and gave me a wink as his approval, so it was decided. I laid it on the bed and went back to my panties, but as I picked them up I heard Chris from behind me.

“Ashley, it’s warm out, so don’t you think that you might be more comfortable by not wearing them today? Let’s just leave them there on the bed, alright? I don’t know whether you’ve decided to wear a bra or not, but I recommend that you do. I would prefer not to bring more attention to you than we need to. I think that the bra that you wore with that dress last time looked nice on you. Does that sound okay with you, my dear?”

The garment that he was referring to is a matching strapless blue half bra that came along with the dress. Although the material of the bra is thin, it would be much safer than going without. 

“Yes.” I replied while breaking eye contact. 

Can you imagine that I agreed to go to our local Walmart wearing my shortest dress without panties because he offered to allow me to wear a bra as a trade-off? That was a sneaky way to do business, but it definitely worked in his favor. He was right about one thing, however. The way that I would look in public in that dress without wearing a bra during the daytime would surely be improper, and I wouldn’t want that!

He stayed to watch as I pulled my t-shirt off over my head, put on the blue half bra, and step into the dress. Chris helped me to zipper it in the back and I thought that I was done.

“How about those stockings that you wore last night?” He asked.

“I was going to wash them.”

“The hell with it, put them on. Nobody will know that you wore them twice.” 

Against my better judgment, I obeyed and retrieved them from the hamper. They were much easier to put on this second time from being stretched by my legs the previous evening. I saw a gleam in his eyes as he watched me pull the stocking up my naked thighs and repositioned himself to try and catch sight of my bare pussy under my dress. It did give me a tingle throughout the day whenever I thought about how naughty I had been while wearing them the previous evening. 

I stood up and went to the closet for shoes that would go along with the dress, knowing that wearing sneakers or flats wouldn’t work at all. I chose a simple black shoe with a low heel that I sometimes wear when I don't need to dress up. 

My choice received no negative comments from Chris. He seemed pleased by the way that I looked and figured that it would now be his turn to come up with something to wear, as we were using the excuse of dressing up for going to an event.

“So, what are you going to wear?” I asked.

He had on his usual cargo shorts with a logo t-shirt, and if he planned to give the appearance of going somewhere special with me, he would certainly have to change. 

“What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” He asked, stepping over to see himself in the mirror. 

“Aren’t you going to change? We would look like quite the odd couple going out to a special event together with you dressed like that, don’t you think?” 

He thought for a moment.

“I have a solution. We’ll just tell anyone that we may run into that you’re going to a baby shower and stopped on the way to pick up a gift. I’ll say that it’s a surprise party, and I’m just dropping you off. There. Now that’s settled, so let's go.” 

I was amazed by how quickly he came up with this new twist to his story, but even though I didn't like it, I found it hard to argue that it would actually work. Please don’t consider me to be some air headed bimbo because I’m really not. At least, I was never considered one before. It is just that I can feel myself wishing to become more and more submissive to him and need him to push me. So I let go of the reigns to see just how far we can take this. 

One more look in the mirror and I found that I really did look nice! The dress, a shimmering royal blue, looked perfect for a romantic night dancing, not for a Saturday afternoon of shopping at Walmart. The hemline came to about 6 inches above the knee with just enough cleavage showing that it looked pretty, not trashy. 

Minutes later, we were pulling into the Walmart parking lot. The place was bustling as it is every Saturday, but this has been my routine, so I’m used to it being crowded. It’s located in a plaza just a couple of miles from home, so it’s convenient as well as cheap.

As we entered the store, I pulled a shopping cart from the corral and began pushing it into the store.

“Do we really need that, honey?” Chris asked.

“Like I told you before, I’m doing my weekly shopping. Of course, I need a cart! I don't understand why you insisted on doing something like this here today.” 

We had just arrived and he started complaining already. It was not a positive sign for us, considering how things were beginning. 

“I thought that you were only going to pick up a few things. Why is it so damn crowded?” 

“Because it’s Saturday! People work during the week. When do you expect them to shop?” I responded, becoming irritated by his attitude.

I continued on and began shopping, while Chris rolled his eyes whenever I stopped to look at anything. He continued to make annoying grunt sounds from behind, trying my patience.

“You know, if you want to go home, I can call you to come back and pick me up when I’m ready.” I suggested. 

He merely ignored me and backed away as I made my way down the aisle.

“Ashley! My goodness, you look great!”

I turned around and saw my neighbor Dave coming up from behind me. He’s semi-retired and works in the store part-time to keep himself busy, and we bump into each other occasionally when I shop on Saturdays. I found that he had a bright smile on his face as he admired my dress.

“Wow, you look like some kind of fashion model. You must have something special going on today.” 

As he spoke, I could see Chris off in the distance making a beeline toward us.

“I’m going to a shower and want to get my shopping in while I have some time before I go. You remember Chris.” I said, as Chris arrived. 

“Hi ya.” Dave responded offhandedly, barely acknowledging my husband’s presence.

Noticing this, Chris merely gave a slight nod in response. I have seen Dave nearly every week for the past couple of years, and we usually chat briefly, but there has never been any contact with him beyond that. He and Chris barely know each other at all. However, judging by the way they acted toward each other, you would think that there was a hint of jealousy between the two. 

“You should dress like this every week. It will bring a touch of class to this place. You’ve certainly made my day. You’re lucky to have such a pretty wife!” He complimented while giving my husband a nudge with his elbow. 

Dave waved and hurried off to get back to work, leaving my husband feeling guilty of not truly appreciating what he has. He didn’t say a word but continued to follow me around as I shopped without making any more childish noises. I could tell that he was disappointed that his plan wasn’t going to work out for us. However, as I finished with the groceries, I got an idea. 

“What would you think about me getting a new outfit?” I asked.

His eyes lit up immediately.

“What kind of outfit?” He asked, giving me his full attention.

“How about if I let you choose?” 

“Really?” 

“Sure, why not?”

“And you’ll wear whatever I pick for you?” He asked eagerly.

I was about to back off a little but decided to throw all caution to the wind and agree. He smiled like he had just won the lottery and followed me like a puppy as I made my way toward the women's clothing department.

“Okay, we’re here, what do you have in mind?” I asked, pointing out that he has the entire department to choose from.

He looked lost as he slowly made his way around the racks of clothes and paused when he saw a mannequin above a turnstile wearing a short skirt with a tank top. It was obvious to me that we were in the young women's department, with the mannequin representing a teenager.

He gave me a wry smile as he checked for my reaction.

“No way! You know I can’t wear something like that. This stuff is for kids. I’ll look like some bimbo wearing that. Especially with a figure like mine!” By figure, I meant my large breasts.

“Come on. Humor me. Just try it on and then we can decide.” He reasoned.

I relented and took a deep breath before looking for those same two items in my size, hoping that Dave or some other neighbor wouldn’t see me with it and ask questions. Once I had found them, I made my way toward the changing rooms to try them on, with my husband right behind me.

“What the fuck? They want you to change right here in the middle of the store?” He asked, a bit confused. 

As with many Walmart stores, the clothing department along with their corresponding dressing rooms are located near the middle of the store. Of course I was used to this, however my husband found it unusual as most department stores would have them tucked away behind a wall or partition. This area in particular was cheaply built and had only curtains to hide one from the outside as they changed.

“Wait here and I’ll be out in a minute.” I advised as I stepped inside one of the stalls and closed the curtain.

After I had been inside for less than a minute, I heard Chris speaking to me through the curtain. 

“How are things going in there?” He asked.

A moment later, I saw was his finger opening the curtain enough for him to peek inside.

“What are you doing!” I asked, shocked by his intrusion.

“Just checking on you.” He said with a laugh as he playfully snapped my picture with his phone.

I had only removed my dress and bra at that point and was hanging them up when he took the picture of me naked but for my stockings. At first, I was upset, mostly because I didn’t want him to get caught peeking into one of the women’s changing rooms. He glanced around to see if there was anyone nearby, and when he didn’t see anyone around, he opened the curtain several more inches.

Anyone walking between the racks of clothes would have certainly seen me naked, but that only encouraged him more. I instinctively closed the curtain, only to have him open it again. Instead of continuing with this game of his, I just went about my business and began to put on the clothes that he chose. He took pictures throughout the entire process until I was fully dressed.

Once I was dressed, I opened the curtain about a quarter way for him to see me wearing it. Judging by his reaction, I knew just how I must have looked to him. 

“Satisfied?” I asked.

“Come out here in the light where I can see you. There’s a mirror right here, so you can see it for yourself.”

I was reluctant to come out into the open, but I looked around and saw that there wasn't anyone nearby. I couldn’t believe that the woman that I saw in the mirror was really me! The hem of the skirt ended about three quarters up my thigh, and looked really hot with my dark stockings. The top appeared to struggle to contain my boobs. Shocked as I was, for some strange reason my nipples suddenly hardened and were plainly visible through the thin material. 

Before I could get back to the dressing room, a woman came toward us carrying an armful of clothes to try on in another stall. I saw her reflection in the mirror glancing at me from behind, her gaze lasting longer than one might expect as her eyes moved up and down to take it all in. I immediately turned to get back to the privacy of my changing room when Chris grabbed my arm to stop me.

As before, I froze in place and allowed myself to be put on display to a stranger. But that wasn’t the end of it, as the woman’s husband suddenly appeared, having been walking several paces behind her. I felt my husband’s grip tighten around my wrist as panic began to set in. While Chris and I looked at my reflection, I noticed the man standing back a short distance to wait for his wife, looking me over all the while. 

He wasn't directly in front of the stall where his wife was, but rather angled more toward mine, keeping it subtle enough to avoid being obvious. The man knew what he was doing. He knew exactly what he was doing.

I was well aware of how I looked and was feeling mixed emotions knowing that this voyeur was watching me the entire time. On the one hand, I was a nervous wreck, while on the other I could feel that tingling down below, knowing that I must have appeared pretty hot to the man. My face felt flush, while my body felt that newly discovered feeling of submissiveness. 

“I bet you know what I would like to do to you right now.” Chris whispered in my ear.

I just smiled demurely with my eyes fixed on my reflection in the mirror. Anyone could tell that I shouldn’t be dressed this way, especially inside a Walmart store on a busy Saturday. Other than this man and his wife, nobody else had seen me, and I hoped that would continue.

“I’ve got an idea. Go inside and get out of these clothes. I’ll see if I can find something else that you might like instead.” Chris instructed.

Before I could protest, he was off, so I went back in the stall to remove my clothes. It wasn’t very long before I realized that I should have waited for him to get back before I undressed. Now I was left to remain standing in only my stockings for an uncomfortable amount of time, getting more nervous by the second. 

I could hear people approaching through the thin curtain which was all that separated me from the outside world, when unexpectedly the curtain flew open, and I found myself face to face with a young Asian couple. They appeared to be as shocked as I was and apologized in their own language over and over again before I ended up closing the curtain myself. 

During those few extra seconds of endless apologies, I saw the voyeur that had been waiting for his wife getting one hell of a good look at me! He was staring brazenly, enjoying my nudity, and I could do nothing to stop him. My initial instinct was to cover myself, but the shameful fact of the matter is that I instead I let my arms fall by my sides, allowing him an unrestricted view of my entire naked body. 

It happened so suddenly that I didn’t have an opportunity to think about it, as this action was spontaneous. So there I was for all to see wearing nothing but my black thigh high stockings. My nipples were standing out prominently, while my newly shaved muff was in plain view for my voyeur to see, and the thought of showing off my naked body to a stranger in public was driving me wild! 

“Sorry that it took me so long, honey, but it was hard to find anything in your size. I did find some things that might fit you and couldn’t decide which to bring, so I brought them all.” My husband said, speaking to me through the curtain.

I didn’t respond, as I was still in a state of shock, with my mind reeling.

“Ashley, you alright?” He asked while peeking inside.

I was sobbing.

“What’s wrong honey?” He asked sympathetically. 

“They saw me.” I replied softly.

“Who saw you?” 

“Somebody opened the curtain, and they saw me naked.” 

“I’m so sorry!”

“Is he still out there?”

“Who, the guy that had his eyes on you earlier? Yes, he’s still there.”

“He saw me. Someone else opened the curtain and he saw me. He saw everything!”

“Should I go have a talk with him? Do you want to leave?” 

I didn't know how to respond, so I said, "No, just give me what you have. I’ll try them on.” 

He handed me the clothes that he had picked out through the curtain. They included two short dresses and an outfit similar to what I had just taken off. It was the strangest thing. For some reason, I hurried to put on the first dress and wanted to go back out before the voyeur had left. 

The dress, an ultra-short baby doll, looked more like a nightie than a dress, showing off plenty of my robust cleavage as well as a hint of my stocking tops. It was going to take all the courage that I could muster if I was going to open the curtain and step out of the stall wearing it. But who was the person who opened the curtain? It was me! I don’t even remember doing it, but something inside made me do it. 

The man’s eyes lit up the second he saw me wearing it, and I pretended not to notice him as Chris took my hand and led me out to check myself in the mirror. The look on my husband’s face was priceless! It was a mix of both shock and joy. As he watched me standing before the mirror, he couldn’t help but snap a few pictures. I could have probably gotten away with wearing it had I been eighteen, but it was a definite head turner for a woman my with my body type. 

About that time, the man’s wife came out of her stall and saw me. Again, her eyes grew to the size of saucers when she saw how I looked and turned to her husband, catching him studying me. The wife quickly took her husband’s arm and marched him away. He tried to get one last glimpse of me, but she kept him moving along. 

“Well, there goes your new fan.” Chris joked.

He looked around to be sure that there were no other onlookers before he asked if I would let him take a shot of me bending over while smiling for the camera. I balked, but he persisted, so I gave in and gave him a pose with my naked bum peeking out from under my dress. He wanted more, but I just couldn’t risk it and went back into my stall, where he took another of me sitting on the bench for an upskirt shot. It didn’t dawn on me until later that I might have been seen by one of the store’s many security cameras, and realized that I should probably be more discrete in the future, which was becoming evermore difficult.

I never thought that I would say this, but I truly enjoyed exposing myself for his pictures and wanted to keep going. After he closed the curtain, I tried on the next little dress, which was considered club wear. There was barely any material to it at all. It was made of Rayon, a thin silk like material, with spaghetti straps. The top fit loosely, draping over my breasts, showing so much cleavage that if I were to turn quickly my nipples would be exposed. As with the others, the hemline was super high. It amazed me to find clothes like this available at Walmart, so I guess you really can find almost anything there these days. 

As I posed for him in the mirror, another woman passed by us. However, this time, I didn't cover myself and simply went about my business as if she weren't there. Everything changed for me in this short period of time, as I now found myself displaying myself more willingly.

As the woman stepped into a stall, I began posing for my husband on my own, taking risks that I knew I shouldn’t. I even had him snap a quick one of me flashing my vagina to the camera outside the fitting room for his enjoyment. 

Who is this woman?

The final outfit matched a stretchy crop top with an equally stretchy mini skirt. As I had already mentioned, my nipples were as hard as pebbles and stood out prominently. The skirt stretched around my ample bottom, delving into the cleft between my cheeks. It would be near impossible to sit without exposing my vagina, as the length was so short that it barely covered my crotch even while standing upright.

All that aside, I couldn’t get myself to come out of the fitting room wearing it because the hemline was just above my stocking tops and would look totally inappropriate if seen in it. My husband was understanding, but he still snapped a lot of pictures of me before taking it off. 

By the time that I had finished trying on the outfits, I was on fire. Seeing myself in such revealing outfits while imagining myself out in public while wearing them was turning me on immensely, and I couldn’t wait to get home and have sex with Chris. He asked me which outfit I chose to take home.

“You do realize that I can’t go around wearing things like that. We’ll go out another time and find something more my style.” I explained.

“But, you promised.” He whined.

“Okay, okay, I’ll take the first one, but I’ll only wear it for you inside the house.” I relented, knowing that he would have persisted endlessly until I gave in.

I removed the mini skirt/halter top combination and put the rest of the clothes on the returns rack nearby. When I put my choice into our cart, I made sure that they would be hidden from view, just in case I ran into Dave again. 

Luckily, I didn’t see Dave on the way out, but unfortunately, we entered the self-checkout area while the woman with the voyeur husband was scanning her items. Chris saw the backup and, having no patience for such things, told me that he would be waiting for me outside in the car.

My first instinct was to go back until the couple had finished checking out, but being such a busy day, I found myself stuck in line waiting for a register to open while other shoppers lined up behind me. The husband was standing out of the way while his wife did all the work, scanning and bagging the items. He spotted me waiting in line and a smile appeared on his face immediately.

This is the man who saw me naked a few minutes ago, looking me over once again. He understood the type of clothing that I was trying on and had to think of me as being some sort of floozy. When a register was available, I hesitated to move because it was only two spots away from where the voyeur and his wife were located. I hoped that a momentary delay might be enough time for another to open up further away.

Within seconds, I felt a shopping cart bumping into my backside, pushed by a rude, impatient woman behind me. I glanced back quickly, only to find a massive woman with several unruly children scowling at me. To avoid a confrontation, I immediately moved my cart toward the open register and began scanning my items under the watchful eye of the voyeur, who would now become closer to me than ever.

His wife was moving at a snails pace while he patiently watched me scan my items. I  was hoping that he would leave before I scanned the clothes that I planned to purchase, while trying my best to keep them out of his sight. Finally, the moment that I dreaded arrived. 

While the voyeur watched me intently, his wife was having trouble trying to get the register to accept a coupon that she wanted to use and pushed the call light for assistance. That was the moment of truth for me, as I had no choice but to scan the skirt and top. I glanced over to find him smirking at the fact that I did indeed plan to purchase one of the skimpy outfits, even though I tried my best to prevent him from seeing it. 

He positioned himself so that I had to pass right by him on my way out and knew that he wanted to say something to me, but at the last second he merely stepped aside to let me proceed. So ended my stressful shopping experience. 

It was the second time within 24 hours that a stranger had seen me naked and although it was accidental, as well as a bit uncomfortable for me, it was a learning experience and another step forward for me. I now find myself thinking about nothing but sex all the time, which keeps me in a constant state of arousal.


Caught naked by the park ranger

That day, Chris and I had sex two more times, once right after shopping and again while we were watching TV in the living room after dinner. We both had so much pent-up arousal after I was exposed to some strangers at Walmart that we couldn’t wait until we made it home to fuck. He pulled the car around to the back of the building for a quicky, and we went at it like teenagers. It didn’t take him long to cum, which was a blessing seeing that it was daytime, and we could have been caught easily. However, I didn’t get an opportunity to orgasm, leaving me to remain aroused even after we had finished. 

He admitted that seeing me dressed in sexy outfits turned him on immensely, and after he heard that another man saw me naked when he wasn’t there with me drove him over the moon! On our way home, he confessed this to me and asked if I wanted to continue playing while we drove. Of course I said yes, so he ordered me to raise the hem of my skirt enough to expose my freshly fucked pussy. I did as he asked without hesitation, raising my skirt for him to plainly see it. What made this different from the fantasy ride we had the night before was that this time we were driving in traffic, where numerous vehicles could be coming up beside our car.

While we were waiting at the first red light, I saw a pickup truck approach and stop at the light beside me. I quickly attempted to lower my skirt, but Chris told me to leave it alone and dared me to keep myself exposed for the entire ride home, risking being seen by other motorists. I took him up on his challenge because we were only a few blocks away. But he threw me a curve when instead of turning left at the next intersection toward our neighborhood, he turned right to drive in the other direction.

“Where are we going?” I asked, realizing that I’ve been duped.

“You’ll see.” He replied, resting his hand on the naked flesh of my upper thigh, close to my exposed vagina.

Of course, close was not what I needed, with my pussy still on fire regardless of having sex only a short time before. I wanted so much to pull his hand to my pussy so that he could feel just how hot and wet it was. 

After driving a few miles, he drove the car toward the entrance of a national forest located near our home. He eventually turned onto a dirt road which took us deep into the woods and parked at the edge of a small field of tall grass about 50 yards off the road. I remember taking our boys there hiking when they were younger.

The setting was beautiful and as private as it could be.

“Ready to play?” My husband asked with a sly look on his face.

“Chris, what are you up to now?”

“It’s picture time, let's go!” He announced, opening his door to get out.

I remained in the car until he came around to open my door. He put his hand out to help me up and once outside, I checked our surroundings and found that we were completely alone. The only sounds heard were those of birds chirping in the trees. 

“Okay, let’s have it.” He said, holding out his hand.

“What?”

“The dress. Take it off.”

“Here? Now?”

“Yes, right here and right now. I dared you to keep yourself exposed to me until we got home. Well, I don’t see it!” He reasoned, motioning toward my crotch, which was now covered by my dress.

“But what if a hiker comes by?” I asked nervously.

“I guess it will be his lucky day then, won’t it? So, unless you want to wait for one to come along, I would recommend we get started now.” 

It was obvious that I was being manipulated, but since there was no one around to witness it, I gave in and waited for Chris to unzip my dress. As he watched, I lowered the dress and stepped out, leaving me in only my stockings and shoes. He tossed it into the car so that I wouldn’t have access to them in case I chickened out.

“Should I take these off too?” I asked.

“No. Maybe later. I think you would look really hot with them on in a setting like this. Let’s go.”

He took my hand and led me toward a tree, where he had me begin with some innocent poses while leaning against the trunk. It was fun, with both of us enjoying it equally. Of course, it didn’t take him long before he got a little more daring with me and had me in more erotic situations, spreading my legs and displaying my boobs for the camera.

I’m sure that the stockings made me look like I was in a porno movie, especially when he really tested my limits. After taking a couple of dozen pictures, Chris asked me to remove the stockings, and he put them into his pocket. 

We held hands as he walked me out to the field for something more natural. The sun felt wonderful upon my naked body, especially those parts that have never been exposed to the warmth of its rays before. Never had I felt so free and alive! Before Chris began to tell me what to do, I enjoyed myself by dancing and twirling in the tall, dry grass.

It wasn’t long before we felt comfortable venturing further out in the field, forgetting our proximity to the car. Without hearing its approach, another vehicle surprised us by pulling up behind ours. It was a park ranger in a big green pickup, and I knew immediately that we were screwed!

Chris and I were in a panic when a short, highly official-looking uniformed woman emerged and inspected our vehicle while scratching on a notepad. We had no choice but to start walking in her direction, full of dread. How was I ever going to explain being naked? Worst of all, I had no way of covering my body from her sight. The woman stopped writing and waited for our approach.

“Looks like we have a difficult situation here.” She announced.

The ranger, looking very proper, was dressed in a full olive green uniform which included the all too familiar wide brim hat. A shiny badge was displayed prominently on her chest. In her leather belt she carried a walkie-talkie, and of course, a handgun in its holster. She appeared intimidating, to say the least.

“I’m sorry about this, but being such a beautiful day, we decided to take some nature pictures and got a little carried away. I hope we’re not in too much trouble, ma’am.” Chris explained.

As we got nearer, I noticed that the woman was watching me intently, checking me out from head to toe as I did my best to cover myself with my hands.

“No worries. You can relax, honey, I don’t bite.” She said with a chuckle, motioning for me to lower my hands. 

The woman smiled upon seeing me totally exposed and couldn’t help but study my body while I was resigned to stand before her naked. She had a particular interest in my bald pussy, with her eyes fixed on it while she talked.

“I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but you are quite a beautiful woman. So I genuinely understand why your husband wanted to photograph you, especially in such a picturesque setting like this. I love artsy people like yourselves. I only wish that I could be so daring.”

The woman stood about 5 foot 4 inches tall at most, and about the best way to describe her would be stocky with short hair and a cute round face. What really caught my attention was that she had the most adorable dimples that I have ever seen, along with a bright smile that would melt your heart. She was actually much friendlier than she first appeared, some of which was disguised by her wearing the intimidating uniform.

“So, are we in trouble then?” Chris asked.

Her expression suddenly turned more dour.

“Well, you did violate directive 91-3 regarding public nudity in our national parks, and we can’t just let serious infractions like that go unpunished, can we? But I will let it slide if you do one small thing for me.”

Her comments were directed toward me, making me quite nervous about what she had in mind. I could tell by the way that she had been studying my body that she had a great interest in me. What was I to do if she demanded sex in return for letting us go? 

Just as suddenly, the woman began to laugh.

“I’m just messing with ya. You should see the looks on your faces! I can never keep a straight face when I do this sort of thing. I’m not really good at acting tough, it's just not me. But I really did have you two going there for a while.” She laughed. “Don’t worry, I would never tell anybody about this. I’m sorry if I upset you. What is your name?” She asked.

“I’m Ashley and this is my husband, Chris.” I replied, relieved by the fact that our names weren’t going to be posted in the local paper. 

“I’m Becky, nice to meet you!” She said as she reached out to shake hands. “Do you do this kind of thing frequently?”

“No, this is our first time.”

“That’s a shame. With a body like that, you should show it off more often.” She complimented.

If she only knew!

“Thank you for the compliment. I know that you’re just being nice.” 

“I’m serious, you look spectacular! Sorry that I interrupted your day. You both seemed to be having such a great time. Would you mind very much if I hung around to watch you take pictures for a little while? I promise not to interfere.” 

“You’re so sweet. Of course, you can stay, Becky.” 

We hadn’t intended to take any more pictures, but seeing that she won’t be charging us with indecent exposure and was truly interested in watching me pose, we gave in and strolled back out to the field. She enjoyed watching me in various poses with the beautiful natural background, and it was quite obvious that she was smitten by me. 

“I think that you should call me before you come out her next time for more pictures. I know a lot of great spots for nature photos. Here’s my card. Please give me a call and I’ll meet you at the entrance. You can follow me to a private area that nobody knows about, so you can can be more relaxed.”

She handed the card to my husband as I stood nearby.

“I wish I had a body like yours because I would like to try something like this. I really love to be out in nature, and to run naked with the wildlife would be a dream come true for me.” She confessed.

“I’m sure that you have a lovely body. Everybody has a different shape, so if this is something that you’ve wanted to do, then you should go for it. Do you have someone that can share this with you?” I asked.

“I lived with a girl named Tammy when I first moved here, but it didn’t work out, and she took off with someone else. Now it’s just me and my cat, Sam. I don’t get out much.” She spoke in a sorrowful tone. 

“I’m sorry to hear that. You’re too pretty to be alone. How old are you, dear?” I felt sympathy for the poor girl. 

“I’m twenty-three.”

“You have your whole life ahead of you. I’m sure that you will find someone else if you give it a try.” 

“Thanks, but you’re just being nice. Besides, look at you. You keep your body looking smooth. I don’t know if I can do that.” She said while motioning toward my shaved vagina.

“Don’t be silly! You can do it tonight if you really want to. It might give you a new lease on life as well as more confidence. Hell, it did for me. I only shaved mine for the very first time a couple of days ago.” I explained.

“Really? What made you do it?” 

“Chris asked me to. I had thought about it for the longest time but needed some encouragement to actually do it, just like you do now.”

“But I don’t know if I can show myself nude in front of others like you can.” She said, glancing briefly toward my husband.

“Becky, believe me it’s exhilarating. After you’ve done it the first time, you’ll understand. I love it. So, here is what I want you to do. When you go home, take a warm bath and shave off everything. You will probably have to trim your pubes with scissors or an electric trimmer first before using a razor to do it properly. I guarantee that you are not only going to love the way that it looks, but the way that it feels as well. When we come here next time, you can join me. Does that sound good?” 

“Really? Do you really want me to join you? We’ve just met.” 

Becky was ecstatic, clapping her hands with joy. Just then, we heard static from her walkie-talkie.

“Becky, you out there?”  

She walked a few steps away before replying.

“I’m here, Charlie.” 

“How did you make out with the car in the woods? Any problems?”

“No problems. Just a very nice couple enjoying the sights.” She responded while giving me a wink.

“I’m going to need you to move to the dirt road at mile 9 where there’s been a report of smoke. Probably just a campfire, but it will need to be extinguished with the burn ban going on.” 

“Roger, I’m on the way.” 

She placed the device back into place on her belt and turned toward us, appearing disappointed.

“Sorry, but I’ve got to go. With all this going on, I forgot to tell you why I stopped. Because of the drought that we’re having, there is an elevated risk of fire out here. I noticed that your car was parked on the dry grass, and there is a chance that the heat from your catalytic converter could cause the grass to ignite.”

“So you didn’t stop because you saw me naked?”

“To be honest with you, no. That was just luck. I couldn’t see you until I pulled up behind your car. I hope you're not angry with me.” 

“Angry? About what? Becky, we couldn’t be happier that you came by. You’re a wonderful young girl, and we only wish the best for you.” I said.

Becky appeared to be about to break down into tears.

“Would you mind very much if I give you a hug before I leave?” She asked, filled with emotion.

I reached out my hands, and she came closer to wrap her arms around me. As she pressed herself tightly against my naked body, I could feel the cool steel of her badge against my bare breast. Her soft hands stroked my back, with one sliding lower until it was on my bare bum, where it paused to caress its tender flesh. She let out a quiet moan as her fingers gently glided over the surface of my soft bottom, and I did nothing to deter her while enjoying her touch.

As we hugged, I thought about how I wanted so much for Becky to experience this along with me, but I could sense her trepidation, especially if my husband would be there to see her naked. So, I decided that I would help to lessen her fears by having her join me alone without my husband present, and whispered this to her without him over hearing me.

“I know that you would much rather do this alone with me, so what if I give you a call during the week while my husband is working, and it can be just the two of us. Would that make you feel better? Please say yes.” 

Upon hearing this, I could feel her giving my bottom a gentle squeeze while she nodded her head. I could hear her sniffle, trying to hold back her tears. 

After a moment to regain her composure, she broke contact and stepped back, perhaps anticipating a negative reaction from her being so forward with me. I merely smiled, giving her some relief, as she took my hands and looked up at me with doe-like eyes one final time. 

It was a strange situation for me because I had never desired being with a lesbian, but she was so sweet and innocent that she melted my heart. Once I felt her tenderness, I didn’t want it to end, and just might have let her continue on with her advances if she wished. 

“I guess I should get going.” She truly regretted that she had to leave.

I could see the sadness in her eyes as she turned to begin walking back to her vehicle, located some distance away. Chris walked up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist while we watched her leaving together. 

“Looks like you have another fan.” He commented.

“Poor girl. She seems so lonely. Nobody should be alone like that.” I replied.

“I’ve got to tell you, watching the two of you together was pretty hot, especially the way that she was feeling your ass.” 

“That was just innocent touching, a show of friendship.” 

“Sure. You just keep telling yourself that.” 

One of his hands came up to grope my breast, while another made its way down until it cupped my crotch. This was what I had been dying for.

“Ohhhh!”

I melted in his arms with my legs feeling weak as he brought his hand up to show me his fingers glistening in the sun.

“Innocent touching, huh? So why are you so wet? I bet you were hoping that she would go down on you, didn’t you?” He asked, slipping a finger between the lips of my juicy pussy.

“Ohhhhh G-o-d!” I moaned, putting my arm around his neck for support. “Chris, we should really wait until she’s gone. Mmm!”

I didn’t want the woman to see me this way and think poorly of me. However, I needed it so badly that I couldn’t help but to surrender myself to his touch as he buried two digits deep inside my dripping cunt, finger fucking me in the open field.

“Oh God. Chris, make me cum. I need to cum!”

I was standing bowlegged while my husband supported most of my weight, working his fingers into my hole. Becky had reached her truck and was standing outside its open door watching me, expressionless.

Chris was now working his fingers in and out of me rapidly, his open palm smacking against my tender flesh, causing me to tilt my pelvis up to allow him more access. Suddenly, he pulled his fingers out and to my surprise, a jet of my girl juice sprayed out of my pussy, landing a few feet ahead.

“Ohhh!”

It was the first time that I had ever squirted, and the feeling was indescribable! He immediately dove back in with his magical fingers, repeating the process, creating another jet of juice to shoot from me.

“Oh my God, Chris, I love you! Make me cum, please! Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Oh, oh, YES!” I cried out, throwing my head back. 

With my legs widened to open myself for his manipulations, my hips began gyrating wildly. He went in again, only this time, as a third strong jet of ejaculate shot from my scalding cunt with force, I came to a thunderous orgasm.

“Oh Ohhh Ohhhhh!”

I clenched my eyes closed while my body shuttered, spasming over and over again until  it finally relaxed and went limp. It was a good thing that my husband was supporting me, or I would have surely collapsed to the ground. He held me as my body continued to jerk and quake from the most tremendous orgasm of my life, which was quite obvious by the fact that I actually ejaculated three times!

It took a minute before I had finished savoring my extreme orgasm and opened my eyes. I could see that Becky’s truck was now gone, with no idea how long she stayed and witnessed the scene. But I was sure that she must have thought differently of me if she had stayed to watch my lewd display. After what I had done with her watching, how could she not?

Chris helped me walk back to the car while I was still on wobbly legs. When we got there, I stood outside for a few extra minutes. I’m not certain whether I was secretly hoping for another person to come by to see me naked, or I just wanted to savor those last few minutes of freedom before putting my dress back on. 

My husband noticed my reluctance and told me that I should not be considering riding home naked, causing me to relent and put my dress on once again. We drove home in silence, both remembering the events of the day in our own way.


My enlightening romp to the sex shop alone

Chris helped bring in the groceries from the car and went back outside to do his Saturday chores. I hadn’t expected that we would be gone as long as we were. Thank goodness that I didn’t buy anything that needed refrigeration, as it would have spoiled from the heat in the car. Typically, I only get our canned goods and paper products from Walmart to save a few dollars.

After dinner, Chris went to the living room to watch TV. I came in later to find him with a blank stare watching some lame network show. He definitely looked unhappy while deep in thought. I feared that he was having reservations about our fantasy games and, after watching my lewd display in the park, perhaps wanted to end it. 

I came in to sit beside him on the sofa.

“Did I do something wrong?” I asked, turning to face him.

“No, not at all.”

“Then what’s the matter?” 

“I don’t know. I think that I might be pushing you too far with this stuff.” He replied, looking straight ahead.

“Pushing me? How are you pushing me?” I was confused.

“By forcing you to do things that you know aren’t right. I’m influencing you to do bad things.” He explained.

I reached out to cradle his face between my hands and began kissing him on the cheeks over and over again.

“My dear sweet husband. You haven’t had me do a single thing that I truly didn’t love to do. If anything, I should apologize to you for wanting to do these things in the first place. I really love that I have you to share this with, and my deepest fear is that you think that I’ve gone too far and will want me to stop. I’m not certain I can at this point.”

He looked puzzled.

“You mean that I haven’t embarrassed you? What about my having you orgasm in front of the park ranger?”

“Embarrass me? Good God, that’s the best part. Sure, making me show myself in those situations might be a little embarrassing, but that’s what I want. I need you to test my boundaries and the more humiliating it is, the hotter it makes me. Please don’t stop now, or I don’t know what I’ll do!” I confessed.  

I left the room to allow him a little time to digest what I had just revealed to him. The last thing that I wanted was for him to say that he didn’t want to help me, and hoped that he understood that I truly needed his support if I were to continue. 

When I walked back into the living room, his eyes lit up the moment he saw me. I was wearing a black see-through baby doll nightie that he bought for me several years ago for Valentine's Day. I wore it for him that night, but left it tucked away in a drawer ever since, thinking  that I would never wear it again. 

“Is that the one that I bought you years ago? I thought by now that you had thrown it out.”

“I’ve been waiting for the right opportunity to wear it again, that’s all.” I replied.

“I guess opportunities are few and far between.” He said with a laugh.

“I’m really, genuinely sorry about that, honey. I know that you’ve tried and all I did was make excuses and push you away. You’ve missed out on so much because of me.” 

My husband had tried to get me to have sex with him many times, but I completely lost interest soon after we had our two boys. He eventually gave up entirely. He didn’t deserve that at all. I wanted nothing more than to make it all up to him.

“That’s okay, honey, I love you anyway.” He said.

“I understand that now. Most men would have run off with some bimbo and told me to go fuck myself, but you stood by me all the way, and I couldn’t have been any luckier than I was to marry you. That’s all in the past, and I have a lot to make up for. I just need you beside me again, if I haven’t already spoiled it for you.”

“You’ll always have me, you know that.” 

I got up and straddled his lap facing him and gave him a deep kiss.

“I do have to say that seeing you with that girl today was a real turn on for me.” He said said once we broke contact.

“You weren’t jealous?”

“Jealous? We’ve been married way too long for that. I’m just glad that the two of you were getting along so well. But I need you to tell me something, and I want you to be honest with me. If she had tried to kiss you, would you have let her?”

I broke eye contact and turned my head away. The truth is, I wasn't sure if I would.

“Well, I think that tells me what I wanted to know. Here’s another one. When the two of you were holding each other, and she was touching your ass, if she couldn’t resist the temptation, would you have let her have sex with you. I mean, there on the grass right in front of me. Would you let her go down on you?” He was looking me straight in the eyes and this time kept me facing him until I gave my answer.

“I don’t know, Chris. I’ve never seriously thought about sex with another woman, but you saw how aroused I was, so to be perfectly honest with you, I can’t say that I wouldn’t.” 

“That sounds honest enough to me, so I thank you for that. One more thing. I saw you whispering something to her before she left. What did you say?” 

I wasn’t expecting this question and dreaded his reaction to what I was going to tell him.

“Well, you saw the way that she became nervous about the prospect of going naked outdoors with me and I believe that if she does, it can change her life for the better. She seems like a really sweet girl, and for her to fret away her life alone worried about her looks would be a damn shame. I would really like to help her with that. I’m sure that she can’t do it with you watching, so I told her that I’ll give her a call and meet her alone some time next week. Please don’t be angry with me!” I pleaded.

“I’m not angry at all. I know that you’re a caring person, so it doesn’t surprise me that you would like to help her. I’m just sorry that I won’t be there to watch the two of you naked together. You’ll make quite a pair!” He joked. 

“So you don’t mind me doing this?” I asked excitedly.

“I don’t mind at all as long as you promise to fill me in on every detail when I get home from work. As I said before, we’ve been married far too long for me to worry about stuff like that. It doesn’t matter to me what you do from now on as long as you are a hundred percent honest with me about it, okay?” 

Hearing him say that I can do anything without getting upset with me was a welcome revelation. My mind was spinning, thinking about the possibilities this might open up for me in the future.

“Thank you, honey, I love you so much!” I said, giving him another deep kiss. “And for that, you deserve a reward.” 

Giving him my sultriest look, I backed off his lap to kneel on the carpet between his legs. As he watched, I slowly lowered the fly of his shorts and pulled them off. His cock was semi hard as I took it in my hand and wrapped my lips around it. In no time at all, he was hard as I began giving him a nice slow blowjob, pausing occasionally to glide my tongue up the shaft from his balls to the tip before engulfing it once again. 

I couldn’t let him cum without first feeling his thick hard cock inside me and rose to take the same position on his lap as before. I reached back and guided it into my already steaming hot pussy and moaned from the incredible feeling as I lowered myself, feeling it stretch me.

“Mmmm!” I moaned. 

Chris grabbed my bouncing breasts through the thin material of my nightie while I worked up a good rhythm. I would raise my ass until his cock nearly slipped out, then quickly let my body fall until he was fully inside, and would repeat this motion until I could do it more rapidly. Chris threw back his head as my wet pussy slammed down onto his cum filled balls.

He began pinching my nipples hard as he groped my tits, heightening my arousal and bringing me closer to my much-needed climax. Suddenly, he let out a loud grunt and pulled my body down hard onto his cock as he shot his hot load deep up inside my body. 

As I felt him pumping me full of his cum, I ground down on his crotch, feeling my slick pussy sliding around on him. His cock began to wilt, but I still hadn’t cum and needed to desperately, so I raised myself up to allow his limp dick to flop out. Now on my knees with semen draining from my pussy onto my husband’s chest and stomach, I began to masturbate violently inches from his face.

He had a bird's-eye view of my used cunt lips as my fingers rotated in circles over my clit to get myself off as quickly as I could. I could hear my sloppy wet lips slapping together, my hole still wide open from being stretched by his thick meat. Finally, I could feel myself building up for my climax and couldn’t help myself when my pelvis rocked forward, and I pressed my cunt firmly against my husband’s mouth! 

I put my hands beside his head to grab onto the cushion and ground my crotch against his face, with him helpless to stop me. 

“Oh God!” I cried out while he grabbed my ass cheeks and began lapping at my sloppy cunt, still dripping with his cum. 

I began to orgasm intensely, holding his head and rocking my pelvis too-and-fro for more friction. My body made several quick jerks as I came and collapsed forward, pressing his head back against the cushion while he dutifully continued to lick my pussy clean. 

I know that I only did it because I was in the throes of passion, but considering his reaction and the way that he ate me out with such fervor, it was something that I hope to try again someday. To me, what he did was the greatest show of devotion that a man can make, and he deserves a ton of credit for performing such a selfless act. 

Wild thoughts ran through my mind that entire night, allowing me little sleep. So much had happened in just the first couple of days of the weekend that it was hard for even me to believe the things that I did. Most of all, I thought about Becky, the park ranger, and how close I was to having sex with another woman for the very first time. I have been thinking about her ever since. I could only hope that the lewd display she watched me perform with my husband would not make her reconsider getting together with me during the upcoming week.

I would have preferred to sleep in with Chris that morning, but was wide awake and saw no reason to waste any more time in bed, so I got up to start making him breakfast. While at the stove, my back was to the doorway when he entered the kitchen.

“My goodness, this is a pleasant surprise!” He exclaimed as he put his arms around my waist and kissed me on the cheek.

I had slept in the baby doll nightie and decided to wear it for him that morning. The next moment, I could hear his cell phone ringing in the other room, and he went to answer it.

“Hi Roger, what's up? I’m not sure, so I’ll have to ask my wife. She might already have plans for us today. What’s that? I understand. Give me a minute and I’ll ask.” 

I could hear him speaking to his golf buddy Roger. He came back into the kitchen holding his phone against his chest.

“Honey, Roger asked if I can run out to play a quick nine with him this morning. He said that he got a call from the golf course about a cancellation and had to give them an answer on the spot. I guess he already said that he would take it, and I’m the first one that he called. It’s really tough to get a tee time on Sunday mornings, so it was hard to say no.”

I was immediately disappointed upon hearing this and gave him my pouty face.

“But I was hoping that we could play a little more today.” 

“I can be home by noon, I promise.” He pleaded. “They might never ask him again if he backs out now.”

“You promise to be home by noon?”

“Cross my heart.”

“Okay.” I agreed and turned back toward the stove. 

“Thanks honey. I love you!” 

I kept my back to him and didn’t reply. How could he prefer golfing with the guys over me, especially with all that we’ve done this weekend?

“Yeah, Rog, she said yes. Nine o’clock? Sure, I’ll meet you there.” I heard him tell his friend.

He came up to hug me again, but this time I ignored his advances to show that I was not happy with him for planning to leave me home alone.

“I’m sorry, honey. I’ll make it up to you when I get home.”

I turned to face him.

“Well, I guess you had better go get yourself ready for your friend. Too bad you won’t be getting any of this while you're gone.” 

I raised the front of my nightie to show him my sweet pussy and when he went to reach out for it, I covered up and backed away.

“You’re cruel!” He joked.

“You had better be back by 12 or this might just be off limits to you for a long, long time. Now sit down and eat, or you’re going to be late.”

He hurried to take his seat while I put his plate on the table in front of him. After a few minutes, he paused long enough to swallow and speak.

“I’ve been thinking about something, honey. After shopping with you yesterday, I realized that I never gave you a chance to pick out something for yourself. What are your thoughts on going out this morning while I’m gone and picking out a few new things to upgrade your wardrobe? I know that you won’t get many opportunities to wear the one that I chose for you, and you deserve to have some new things.”

I could tell that he was trying to appease me.

“Alright, but you had better not complain about what I choose.”

“You can get whatever you want. I’m sure that it will be fine.” He said, rising from the table, he kissed me on the top of my head before heading off to get himself ready to leave. 

I made myself a second cup of coffee and sat for a while to think about where I wanted to shop to find the kind of clothes that I might like. It was surely not going to be Walmart again! Once Chris was out the door, I took a shower and noticed some stubble growing back on my vagina and shaved it once again. I have to admit that I love the look and feel of it when it’s shaved smooth and don’t mind the few minutes that it takes to clean it up. 

Macy’s has an anchor store at my local mall, so I decided to give them a try. I figured that if I didn’t find the types of things that I was looking for, that I only had to walk over to another store nearby. 

You may have expected me to wear something a little naughty, especially after the clothes that wore in public recently, but I decided not to risk it. I couldn’t chance being seen by a friend or acquaintance wearing something revealing, at this particular stage of the game. I opted for a favorite pair of shorts and top to give me peace of mind and avoid any issues. 

As I was stopped at a red light on my drive to the mall, I was casually looking around at the businesses in the area when I glanced over at a building located at the corner. The place had been there for many years and started off as an adult book and video store before changing to adult novelties. It was the first time that I had noticed that the entire building had been renovated to look modern as well as becoming much larger than it was previously. 

There was something else that I hadn’t noticed before that day. The name was now changed to Intimate Essentials and there were mannequins showing off some of their clothing inside the display window out front. The clothes were sexy, but not at all what I would have expected from this type of store, nor were they something that I couldn’t see myself wearing for a special fantasy night out with Chris.

I was brought back from my daydream when the driver behind me blared his horn due to my delay in moving after the light had changed. I quickly started off, only to have the irritated driver come around and flip me off. It was my fault entirely, so I just shook it off and continued driving.

When I arrived at Macy’s I began shopping in the women's department to find a nice summer dress. After searching through the racks, I found one that, I thought, would look pleasant on me. But pleasant wasn’t what I was looking for. I wanted hot and kept thinking about that adult store that I had passed on the way out. I couldn’t go to a place like that on my own, could I? What kind of people would I find inside?

I must have stood there fretting about it for a good ten minutes before I made up my mind and decided to throw all caution to the wind and go for it. The dress that I had chosen may have been a difficult choice for me to make only a week ago. With its hemline being a few inches above the knee as well as showing a tad more cleavage than I would have previously been comfortable with, it appears to be just a simple Summer dress to me now. I wouldn’t hesitate to wear it today, so I decided to buy it and brought it over to the checkout. 

Typically, I would have tried on the dress before purchasing it. However, I decided that I would rather not waste any time so that I could spend it at the adult store if need be. On the way, my palms were as sweaty as a schoolgirl waiting for her prom date, and could feel my pulse racing, especially as I made the turn into the parking lot. I had hoped that there wouldn’t be many people there and was happy when I saw only one car in the lot.

When I opened the door and stepped inside, a buzzer sounded to notify the clerk that a new customer had entered. The clerk, a young man, probably in his early twenties, glanced up at me for a second before going back to reading a book that he had open on the counter. I gave him a nervous wave, but he didn’t acknowledge me. The interior of the store was brightly lit, clean and quiet.

Obviously, I had no idea what to expect before I got inside and was amazed by how many items they had for sale. Within the spacious store I found a large selection of sexy clothing including dresses lingerie and leather bondage gear lining the walls as well as on the many racks that took up much of the floor space. 

One thing that I wasn’t ready for was the great variety of sex toys and devices they had. Furthermore, the sheer size of certain dildos and vibrators, with many exceeding a foot in length, was of utmost significance. This included some that appeared to be molded after an actual forearm with a fist as well as, God forbid, a life-size rubber horse cock! For the life of me, I can’t see any way that I would ever be able to accommodate taking that in any orifice without it tearing me apart! 

I’ll describe the rest of my shopping experience along with my multiple, yes multiple, purchases a bit later when I model them for my husband. I had lost all track of time when I realized that it was 11:30, and I wanted to get my purchases home and into the house before Chris made it back from golf. The fact is that I became incredibly comfortable while in the store, especially being the only customer for most of the time there,

I took my purchases to the counter, having to make two trips because of how many items there were. The clerk slid his book off to one side to make room for it all.

“Where is everyone?” I asked, glancing back toward the empty store.

“You can get everything that we sell here online, which is where we get most of our business.”

I noticed a display of something called Fleshlights by the register and wondered why in the world anybody would ever buy one. If you don’t know what a Fleshlight is, it is a device with its functional part made of soft rubber with the plastic outer casing shaped like a flashlight, hence its name. Its purpose is to mimic a woman’s vagina, or her lips in other variations, that a man can insert his penis into to give the sensation of intercourse. 

“Sell many of those?” I asked, pointing out the display near the register.

“They’re some of our best sellers. Probably saved a lot of marriages.” He replied, busily sorting through my items to remove security tags from the clothes.

“How’s that?”

“Most are sold to middle age men that can’t get their wives interested in sex anymore. It fills that void for them so that they don’t have an urge to cheat. I’m just guessing, but I wouldn’t be surprised if they put a dent in the prostitution industry. There is a reason why they call things like this marital aids. People really shouldn’t be too quick to judge others, in my opinion.” He explained as he continued checking out my items. 

His words gave me a new perspective on everything else that I saw around me.

I glanced down at his book, surprised to find that it was a college textbook on metaphysical philosophy. Truth be known, I had no idea what that even was, so to say that I was impressed would be an understatement.

“You’re a college student?” I asked.

“Yeah, going for my masters this year, studying for my thesis.” He replied while he continued scanning my items.

“What on earth are you doing working here?” 

“I needed a Summer job to help pay for my expenses when I get back to school. This job doesn’t require much effort, and it gives me plenty of time to study during the day, so I can spend more time with my girlfriend at night without having to worry about it. It works out pretty well for me, to be honest with you.”

“What does your girlfriend think about you working here?” 

“Like my parents, she wasn’t thrilled about it at first, but I told them that it’s really not what people would expect in here. I was intimidated when I started here, never seen anything like what we sell, but it only took me a short time before I became indifferent to it all and now see everything as merely stock.” 

He had finished ringing me up, so I handed him my credit card but wanted to continue our conversation.

“Has your girl ever been inside?” I asked.

“She would never even consider it. Kate’s a devout Catholic. Thinks she’ll go straight to hell if she stepped foot in here!” He joked.

“To be honest with you, before I walked in the door this morning, I thought the same way.”

“Then why did you? I’m not supposed to ask our customers personal questions like this, but considering what you’re buying and now after speaking with you, why did you come in here today? You appear to be a very nice, intelligent woman.”

“You’re a sweet young man, thank you so much! I have two boys off at college out of state now, and I can only hope that they are even half as dedicated to their education as you. The fact is that I was just wasting my life away, becoming old before my time. I had little interest in doing things and neglected my husband for far too long. Looking back, I’m surprised that he didn’t run off with another woman years ago. It took me much too long to realize all of this and had an epiphany recently that I should change my life and things have been fantastic for us ever since. “ I explained.

“He sounds like a good man, your husband.”

“Oh, he is, and I wish that I hadn’t been so self-centered all these years. Now I’m working to make it all up to him, and so far, so good!” 

“I’m sure that once he sees you wearing these, he’ll forget about the past. I wish the best for the both of you.” He said, passing me two large shopping bags just as the buzzer went off to announce another customer entering the store.

“You’re a wonderful young man, and I’m sure that you will be great at whatever you decide to do with the rest of your life. Good luck on your thesis. My name is Ashley, by the way. It was a pleasure to meet you!”

“Kyle. Nice to meet you as well, Ashley.”

I shook his hand and walked out of the store with my head held high. No longer was I concerned about anyone judging me, knowing that there was nothing whatsoever wrong with my shopping at the store or what I chose to purchase. The fact is that I was glad that I went. I learned a lot about myself and the rest of the world from talking to Kyle, and wouldn’t hesitate to shop there again.

Once I got home, I dashed inside with my bags and put them in the bedroom out of sight just as I heard Chris pull up in his car. I made it back to the kitchen just as he opened the door.

“I told you that I would be home before noon!” He announced while pointing toward the clock.

He was right, but he made it with under five minutes to spare.

“Good thing you didn’t get caught in traffic.” I replied, pretending to be angry at him, although it was only for show.

“You can’t still be upset with me. What can I do to make it up to you?” He was trying his best to get back into my good graces.

“You’re taking me out to dinner tonight.” I announced boldly.

“Not a problem. Where would you like to go Joe’s Place, Applebee’s?” 

“Applebee’s? Is that all I’m worth to you? Not a chance! I want to go to the Blue Coral Inn down by the beach and I won’t take no for an answer.” I declared.

“That new restaurant on the waterfront? I hear it’s super expensive. Can’t we work out some kind of compromise? You know, I have to work in the morning.” He pleaded.

“So, I don’t deserve to go to a nice place once in a while? I don’t look good enough to be seen in a fancy restaurant, is that it?” I was really playing it up at this point.

“That’s not it at all! You look sensational, honey! It’s just that I was hoping to take you there for a special occasion, that’s all. Besides, it’s an hour drive each way.”

“And you don’t believe that what we’ve done together lately to renew our marriage isn’t something special? I hope you enjoy that crow that you’ll be having for lunch. I’ll be in the bedroom if you change your mind.” I said, appearing heartbroken as I turned to leave. 

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry. You are absolutely worth it. Please don’t be mad with me, we’ve gone too far for that. I’ll take you there tonight if we can make a reservation. I hear that it’s always booked.” He conceded.

I still had my back to him and smiled out of his view. I couldn’t hide it and didn’t want him to notice, so I answered without turning around to face him. 

“Well, you had better call them right away and hope that they still have an opening. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” I announced as I headed off through the doorway.

I waited just out of his sight to hear his conversation, praying that he could make a reservation. I knew that the odds weren’t with us to get in, but I really wanted to go. If he couldn’t get the reservation, I would have stopped my act and appreciated his efforts. 

As he spoke, I heard him questioning something about the time, but eventually, he gave his name, which assured me that we were in. I jumped for joy and got all excited as I dashed into the bedroom.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I exclaimed, pumping my fist in the air.

This would be the perfect time to show him some of the outfits that I bought for a reward, and quickly took off my clothes and went behind the bed where the bags were hidden. I decided to model the most modest of them, which was the first one that I purchased at Macy’s while trying to ease him into it. Once I had slipped it on, I made my way back toward the kitchen. 

“Could you make a reservation for us, honey?” I asked from the living room. 

I didn’t want him to see me wearing my new dress until he confirmed that he could get us in, so I waited for his answer before I allowed him to see me. 

“Yes, honey, we’re in.” 

I stepped into the kitchen with a bright smile on my face, and his eyes lit up upon seeing me. 

“Like it?” I asked, twirling around to cause the hem to flare out. 

The dress wasn’t short enough to show more than my thighs, but it was shorter than most anything that I had before that point.

“Ashley, you look outstanding! That’s an excellent choice. You’re going to look great tonight wearing that. Now I can see why you wanted to go so badly.” He gushed. 

“Well, I haven’t made up my mind about that yet. In fact, this one isn’t for tonight. Too plain.” 

It wasn’t plain at all. I could wear that one just about anywhere any day of the week, so I wanted that choice off the table right away.

“Oh, so you bought another one too? That’s alright. Let’s see it.” 

“How about I make you a nice lunch first, hmm?” I asked. 

He seemed confused that I wasn't going to show him the second dress right away, and agreed to wait. Not wanting to soil the dress, I changed and came back to make his lunch. As we ate, he told me his golf stories from earlier in the day as I pretended to show great interest to keep him happy. Chris can be quite frugal at times, if you haven’t already noticed, and I knew that I would have to avoid overwhelming him about how much I spent on myself that morning. 

As he was finishing his lunch, I stood and gave him a kiss on the top of his head. I needed him to be as happy with me as possible to prepare him for the fashion show.

“You wait right there. I’ll be back in a jiffy!” I advised with a smile before dashing off.

As before, I knew that I needed to start with something that would be the most conservative. However, not a single one of the dresses that I bought at the adult store would qualify, so I went with the next best thing, which was a camisole style mini with spaghetti straps in a baby blue color. It was backless and because of the size of my breasts, showed off an ample amount of cleavage. 

Chris did a double take as I entered the kitchen, but this time when I twirled for him, the short hem rose to show off my panties. It was shorter than the last one, but not quite as short as some of the others yet to come.

“Well, what do you think?” I asked, while in a teasing pose.

“My God, Ashley, I don’t know what to say? Is this something that you’re actually thinking of wearing tonight? I mean, it’s so short and everything.” 

“I will if you want me to. So, do you like it?”

“Of course. You look great in that, but I’m not sure if….”

“Wait, I’ll try another one.” I interrupted, scampering out of the room.

“Another one?” He asked, raising his voice loudly enough that I could hear him from the kitchen.

I preferred not give him an opportunity to to stop me, and rushed out to put on the next one. My next choice would be a tan form-fitting body con with a round collar that snapped behind my neck. It looked much more elegant, showing little flesh, however the hemline ended probably six inches below my crotch. The stretchy material fit my body like a glove, showing off the natural shape of my breasts and bottom perfectly. I knew that if I were to wear this one tonight, I would have to find the right bra to go with it. 

Again, my husband’s jaw dropped when he saw me approaching. He looked me up and down, almost in a state of shock.

“Honey, do you really think something like this would be appropriate to wear to a restaurant? I mean, from a distance, you might appear naked. Couldn’t you find one in a different color, maybe? I don’t know how you will ever feel comfortable sitting down in something like that. Besides that, I can see every curve in your body!” He exclaimed. 

“You don’t believe that I still have a nice body? Maybe I should be asking somebody else what they think about it. How about the other men who have seen it lately? I didn’t hear any complaints from them!” I teased.

“No, no, no baby, you have a terrific body! It’s just that it will all be right out there for everyone to see.” He explained. 

“Okay, we’ll just call that a maybe for now. I’ve got one more, be right back!” 

“Honey?”

I rushed back to put on one last dress, but the fact is that I still had four more to choose from. However, I knew that I had already reached his limit of dresses for one day without risking him having a coronary. This final dress had to be something truly special, and I couldn’t wait to see his expression when he saw it on me. 

“Are you ready?” I asked, from around the corner.

“Sure. Why not.” He replied, sounding exasperated. 

As shocked as he was by seeing me in the last one, this one left him totally speechless!

“Do you like it? I should turn a few heads tonight wearing this, for sure.” I said posing for him.

“Um, um.”

He literally didn’t know what to say. This one, sold as club wear, was actually lingerie in my opinion. It was a black ultra-mini with a seer top and rayon skirt slit up one side to expose my bare hip to the waist. The hemline barely reached below my crotch and when I turned to show it from the back a hint of my naked bottom could be seen easily.

“Uh, you do realize that I can see your tits, don’t you?’” He asked, still in a daze.

I looked down and shrugged my shoulders.

“Do you really think so? I can’t see a thing.” I replied, examining my chest.

The only way that my boobs wouldn’t be visible would have to be in a dark room and at a distance. I just wanted to see how long I could tease him.

“Sorry, honey, but I have to draw the line with this one. We’ll be arrested if you’re seen in public wearing that!”

“Wouldn’t that be fun? Do you think that some big, strong policeman will want to frisk me? I could be hiding something dangerous in here. Maybe they will all frisk me just to confirm it, what do you think?” I was really pushing his buttons at this point, and I could tell that he wasn’t having any of my jokes.

“I’m just kidding with you, honey. Relax! This one is for your eyes only. Daddy like?” I asked, stepping closer to him.

He paused for a moment until he realized that I had been toying with him.

“Yes, daddy likes it a lot! In fact, daddy wants to show mommy how much he likes it in the bedroom right now!” 

He stood up and wrapped his arms around me, his hands gripping my ass cheeks through the thin material of my skirt, and I could feel his hard cock through his shorts pressing up against me. He wanted me badly!

But I couldn’t allow him into the bedroom, where I had everything that I bought laid out covering a good portion of our king-size bed. So I had to come up with an excuse fast.

“How about we save that thought for tonight. If you're a good boy today, I might even have another surprise for you then. But this is decision-making time for you. Which of the dresses will you have me wear tonight?”

“How about that one? Yeah, I really like that one.” 

“Really? You want me to wear that one on our special date? Wouldn’t you prefer to show me off a little, some eye candy to make the other men jealous? Do you understand what women wear these days to a posh place like that? No. As I said before, that choice is off the table. Try again. I’ll wear either of the other two, but it’s up to you which one it will be.” I said remaining steadfast.

Chris put his hand to his chin, deep in thought.

“The blue one.” He said reluctantly.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I want you to wear the blue one.”

“Oh, thank you, honey. I love you so much!” I exclaimed, excitedly kissing him on both cheeks over and over again before I danced off, giving him a good show of my naked bottom beneath the short mini as I left. 

I was on cloud nine as I entered the bedroom and couldn’t be any more delighted by the way things were coming together for that evening. Chris went out to cut the lawn, giving me time to actually examine everything that I had purchased all at once for the very first time. 

Seeing it all spread out on our bed before me was overwhelming, with my initial thought being that I had gone completely overboard and purchased far too much. Why didn’t I just return some of the items to the store? Because I really liked everything that I had bought and would have been embarrassed to go back to Kyle and return any of it. Besides the dresses, I had purchased some sexy panties, stockings, and bras as well as other erotic lingerie for the bedroom which I’m sure will be discussed as they become relevant later. I just have to be sure that my husband doesn’t see the credit card bill when it arrives. 

I held up the three additional dresses to review them and felt a tingle in my loins imagining how naughty they would each look on me. It would take some courage for me to wear any of them, but I hoped that things would go well enough that evening for Chris to be more receptive to the idea and ultimately encourage me to wear them. 

He was beginning to be a little more lenient toward this already by allowing me to wear the dress that he picked out. However, I knew that I would need him to be even more so to the point of encouraging it for me to actually do it. Once I had sorted through my clothes, I put them away in my closet and dresser drawers, removing those that I swore to myself I would never wear again.


My wildest night ever!

The hours dragged on for the rest of the day, with me trying to keep myself busy to help expedite the time before I could begin getting ready. After a while, I gave up waiting and took a nice soothing bath, shaving my legs and nether regions to be sure that I was silky smooth. Once done, I put on my short robe and spent the rest of my time working meticulously on my hair and makeup to look as attractive as possible.

By the time that Chris came into the bedroom to get himself ready, I was just about done, with time to spare. A rarity for me. I laid out my new dress on the bed along with a pair of panties, opting not to wear stockings with the hope that we would have time to take a stroll along the beach after dinner. 

Chris chose to wear a pair of slacks along with a Hawaiian style dress shirt, which looked great on him. Once he was finished, he went out to the living room to wait for me to put on my new dress. I stood looking down at it lying on the bed for a good few minutes, thinking that I had never worn anything so sexy before, and nearly got cold feet and opted for something more conservative.

I took a deep breath, convinced myself that this was what I really needed to do, and decided to take the plunge. So, ready to prove myself, I picked up the sexy new pair of panties and was literally stepping into them when I hesitated. Feeling that same tingle that I had before, I glanced toward the doorway to be sure that Chris wasn’t in sight and took them back off.

I don’t know what possessed me to do it, but I thought that it would be quite naughty if I were to go without and placed them back in my drawer to avoid his objections. If I was cautious, I figured that I could get away with it and hopefully surprise my husband by flashing him at some point while we dined or when we were alone. I quickly returned and slipped on the dress to conceal my impropriety.

The dress struggled to conceal my ample breasts, cradling them like two full sacks while showing more of my white flesh than I would have felt comfortable with previously. They would soon be getting more attention than ever before as well. 

As I stood before my full-length mirror to check myself one last time, it was hard to believe that it was really me. I admired myself front and back, bending this way and that to be certain that nothing would be exposed with normal movements until I was satisfied. I hoped that it wouldn’t be too much for my husband to accept. 

When I stepped out into the living room, Chris smiled the moment that he saw me. He told me that I was the most beautiful woman that he had ever seen and that I looked like a movie star. I could tell by the way he said it that he was telling me the truth, and it was more than enough to give me the confidence needed to go through with it.

For the entire drive to the beach, I was smiling, with my husband looking over to check on me whenever he had the opportunity. I have to admit that it made me blush several times when I caught him in the act. 

When we turned onto the ocean road, I was filled with nervous excitement, which was amplified when I saw the sign for the hotel up ahead. I reached over and grabbed my husband’s hand to give me support and ease my mind. 

We pulled into the lot and Chris drove toward the sign for the valet. They have a valet! As we drove up to the entrance, a young man, looking proper in his official valet outfit, came promptly to help me exit the car. He reached his hand out when the inevitable happened. 

As I went to place my foot on the ground, my legs spread enough to allow him a perfect view of my freshly shaved vagina. It was completely accidental, and there was no way that I could have avoided it while wearing such a short skirt. 

After pausing temporarily to take in the view, he glanced up to find that I had caught him in the act and proceeded to help me from the car. Of course, I blamed myself for not having worn panties, but after a moment I felt that tingle again for flashing my bald pussy to the young man. 

Chris came around to join me and noticed the expression that I had on my face due to my indiscretion. Thinking it was merely caused by my nervousness, he took my hand to escort me inside. From the very moment that we stepped inside, we were both overwhelmed by its opulence. Everything was perfect, from its decor to the waitstaff.

We stepped up to the maître d’, a handsome man wearing a black tuxedo. He had been going over the reservation list by candlelight at his station, and once he noticed us approaching, he greeted us.

“Welcome to the Blue Coral Inn, can I please have your name, sir?” He asked politely.

Chris gave our name and reservation time. I was sure that he was going to tell us that our table wasn’t ready yet. Many restaurants would make us wait in the bar area so that they could make more money by selling drinks until our table is available. To my surprise, this place didn’t operate like that. 

“Oh yes, you are right on time. Please follow me.” He instructed, picking up two large menus and leading us to our table. 

I literally felt like royalty from the treatment that we received. Later, I discovered that they never overbook and will hold a table open so that their guests can be seated upon arrival, instead of constantly having every seat filled to force them to wait for the next available. It was refreshing to find that they aren’t working to grab every dollar that they can get.

As we passed diners seated at their tables, I received several glances from men and women alike. It was hard for me to act as though I didn’t notice them, but I tried, and it made me feel special to receive so much attention. The maître d’ continued on until we passed through a large set of doors to the outside patio. 

It was like being in an entirely different world! I heard the sounds of the ocean, crashing waves, seagulls, along with people enjoying their time on the beach. Best of all was the view of the ocean, unobstructed, directly ahead. It couldn’t have been a more picturesque setting.

“Is this table satisfactory to you?” Asked the Maître d’.

“Oh yes, thank you!” I replied.

It was a table located right by the rail with perhaps the best view of all.

He pulled my chair out to seat me, and I could sense that from his vantage point he had a great view of my breasts from above as he pushed my chair back in. I didn’t choose to buy this dress and not show them off, so I can honestly say that I enjoyed the attention that they received so far.

“This place is incredible!” I exclaimed to my husband once the man left.

“Yes it is. I’m sorry that I put up such a fuss about it. You deserve to enjoy things like this more often.” 

Without having to wait another second, our waiter greeted us to take our drink orders. After giving him our orders, we spent the time waiting by taking it all in. The patio, actually a balcony about ten feet above the beach, was permanent and quite decorative in its own right.  

It has a finished ceiling above and white rails wrapped with a string of lights that look beautiful after dark. Above, I could see thick rolled up plastic neatly hidden from view, which when lowered and connected to each other would seal out the elements to allow dining year round. 

Before our drinks arrived, I felt a cool breeze off the ocean that gave me a slight chill. It wasn’t much, but enough to cause my nipples to harden right away. I could feel them pressing out against the soft material of my dress and hoped that it wouldn’t be noticed. 

I found that my fears were justified when the waiter returned with our drinks and spotted them immediately. As much as he tried, he just couldn’t remove his gaze, keeping his eyes on them as he placed our drinks on the table. As you can expect, I felt a bit uncomfortable with no way to hide myself without being obvious, so I had no other choice but to allow him to look. 

My discomfort soon changed as I fantasized about how he would react if I had exposed them completely to him. As it was, the material ended no more than an inch from my nipples, and it wouldn’t take any effort whatsoever to slip it off to the sides and have both my breasts fall out entirely. 

“Are you cold, honey?” Chris asked, breaking my trance.

The waiter had left, and he was now staring at my erect nipples himself.

“No, I feel great. Why?” I asked, appearing clueless about my appearance. 

“Oh nothing.” He replied, opting not to make it an issue.

I had ordered an apple martini or Appletini as I call it, while Chris, true to form, ordered his favorite draft beer. My drink came in a typical wide rim martini glass that appeared larger to me than I remember. It was filled nearly to the rim and I took two big sips which barely put a dent in what was in the glass. 

“Better take it slow. Those things can creep up on you and really pack a punch.” Chris advised. 

The thing is that they taste so delicious, you don’t realize how much alcohol you’re drinking.

“So, you never did say where you bought that dress.” Chris began as he reached across our small table to hold both my hands while gazing into my eyes. “I have to tell you that you look absolutely gorgeous in it. People keep peeking over at you, and I can’t blame them. Hell, I would too! You know, I’ve been thinking about this ever since we arrived. From now on, I want you to always look nice. I love this new look on you and want to see more. You were right. Some of the women here are wearing dresses a lot shorter than yours, and I don’t see their husbands complaining, so I realize that I was being selfish, maybe even a little jealous. I trust that these things that you desire to do these days aren’t aimed to pick up other men and I thoroughly enjoy seeing you in public dressed like this, so from now on, you can wear anything you wish, no restrictions.” 

He was right. I looked around and saw a few women wearing mini dresses that were even shorter and just as revealing as mine. I immediately thought back to the valet and wondered just how many upskirt shots he gets during the night. Talk about having a job with great benefits!

“Thank you so much, my darling. It really eases my mind to know that I have your support, but I want you to know that I’m really going to need you to help me along. I’ll do anything you ask. Anything! So please don’t hesitate to push me, and as I said before, test my limits. When you have me do things for you, like yesterday in the park, it turns me on incredibly. That may have been the best day of my life because of you, and so unexpected! I'm going to need more of that, and you have to be the one that commands me, leaving me with no choice but to obey. I’m not looking for sex with other men to satisfy me when I have you to share my fantasies with.” I confessed.

“Are you still going to call Becky?”

“Yes, unless you say no.”

“I’m not going to say no. On the contrary, I know how much you care for her and want to help her spread her wings, so I’d like to encourage you to meet her and dance naked in the field all you want. Of course, I would like nothing more than to be there to witness it, but I understand her being self-conscious of her looks and wouldn’t feel comfortable with me there. So go ahead and have a ball!” 

“You saw the way that she was acting toward me. What do I do if she tries to seduce me?” I asked with apprehension. 

“I wouldn’t worry about that if I were you. Like I said before, you can do whatever you like as long you're not having sex with another man. I’m not sure of the girl’s intentions, but I think that you’re overreacting to what they may be. Again, you must be completely honest with me about whatever happens, okay? No holding back. No secrets.” 

Hearing these words made me so happy that I began to tear up. Seeing this brought a smile to his face. Without telling me directly, he was essentially giving me the green light for anything that may happen between Becky and me, and it was hard for me to believe that this was all real!

“I’m so lucky to have you!” I spoke softly just as our meals arrived. 

Before the waiter left us, we ordered another round of drinks. I was already feeling pretty good after my first Appletini and realized that they made their drinks very potent. No scrimping here!

“So, as I was asking before, where did you ever find a dress like that?” He asked, without diverting his eyes from his plate.

I almost choked on my food! After I had just promised him that I would tell him everything and not keep any secrets, I now had to come clean that I had been holding back telling him about where I bought the dress. I was planning to tell him later, I really was, but now I had to at his insistence instead of being open with him about it from the beginning. 

“You promise that you won’t be angry with me?” 

“I've already said it a couple of times: I won't be angry if you're honest with me. So where did you get it, Nordstrom or some other overpriced store?” He asked once again, giving me his full attention.

“Well, honey, do you remember that place where you went to buy me the vibrator back when you were trying to spark things up again between us?”

It was hard for me to ask, as I truly dreaded the reaction that I was about to receive,  especially with our evening going as well as it had so far.

“Do you mean the old dirty book store? What in the world would give you the idea to go to a place like that? I mean, if you wanted to go there so badly, all you had to do is tell me and I would have taken you. But you chose to go on your own?” He was obviously becoming quite upset.

“It isn’t like that at all. Please believe me! It’s all modern and new. No more porno books and movies. They’ve changed the name to Intimate Essentials. Now they sell women’s clothing like this.”

“And dildos,” he added.

“Yes, and dildos, but I wasn’t even thinking about anything like that. All I wanted was to find the perfect dress to please you.” I pleaded my case.

“What ever gave you the idea to go there in the first place?” 

“I was stopped at the red light and just looking around when I spotted the store and the dress that the mannequin was wearing inside the display window out front. I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was precisely the kind of thing that I knew you would love to see me wearing. I continued on to Macy’s and couldn’t find anything that I really liked, and kept thinking about what I saw earlier. Believe me, it took every bit of courage that I have in me to actually go there. But I was determined to get just the right dress to look my best for you, and as hard as it was for me, I knew that I had to do it.” I began, trying my best to twist the story to make it sound as though I had to force myself to go there for his benefit.

“So when you went inside did you have a bunch of old bald guys ogling you?” 

“Not at all. In fact, the only other person in the place was the clerk at the register.” 

“Another pervert, I suppose.” He said, acting as negatively as possible.

“Not even close. He was actually a fine young man that left me alone the entire time. He was so engrossed in a book he was reading that I could have stripped and walked around the store naked and he would have never known. I spoke with him for a while when I was checking out and discovered that the book was a study guide for his thesis in metaphysical philosophy. It was required to help him with getting his Master’s degree when he returns to college in a few weeks. His name is Kyle. Great kid!” 

I took a break to take a big gulp of my martini before I continued.

“I never saw any cars in the lot and figured that it must be a front for the mob.” Chris surmised.

“Kyle told me that most of the store’s business is done online. They get busy occasionally in the evenings, but he won’t work those hours so that he can spend as much time as he can with his girlfriend before he goes back to school. Believe me, that place isn’t what you think it is, or I would have walked right back out. I swear that I was going to tell you all this later, I really was! I’ll go back with you sometime if you’d like, and maybe you can help me find something else that you like. I’ll even let you pick out some toys to play with me at home, just as long as it isn’t a horse dong!” I said, giving him a wink.

“A what?” He asked quizzically. 

“Never mind.” I replied with a chuckle as I took a sip of my drink. 

I hoped that my story would be enough to get him back, and judging by the smile he gave me, I think it was.

Now that everything seemed settled, we finished our meals in peace. Things were going so well that evening that I was relieved that we could continue without him being angry with me. Once we had finished, the waiter placed the folder with the check on the table in front of my husband. 

He opened it and looked at the bill for a moment. I honestly expected his eyes to bug out when he saw the total, but he merely took out his credit card, stuck it into the slot in the folder, and calmly placed it on the corner of the table. I can only imagine how much the check came too, so this was a welcome breakthrough for him. I’m sure that all this new stuff that he’s been doing along with me had a lot to do with it. 

After the bill was settled, we got up to leave. I was expecting him to rush back home, considering the fact that he had to go back to work in the morning. However, to my surprise, he took my hand and led me to a stairway that led us directly down to the beach. We both removed our shoes and began a romantic walk on the sand toward the water.

The restaurant had spotlights mounted along the edge of the balcony, illuminating the entire beach area after sunset. This allows the hotel guests a chance to walk the beach or splash in the surf after dark. The view from above while we were eating our dinner was sensational, as we could easily see the waves crashing on the shore even at night. 

It felt so romantic to walk hand in hand toward the water with my husband, especially at a time when I have never loved him more. As we got closer, the breeze became a bit stronger and I began to feel my loose skirt flipping about when suddenly a gust blew my skirt up, exposing my nudity beneath. Chris discovered instantly that I had left home that evening without wearing panties, and the surprise shown on his face.  

Naturally, I attempted to push my skirt down, considering there were quite a few people on the beach, with the best view of all being for those looking down from the balcony. Under the bright spotlights, I’m sure that they had a bird's-eye view of my white fleshy bottom. 

As I desperately worked to keep my skirt down, I felt Chris grab my arm firmly to stop me. I was confused and quickly turned to find him with a steely look in his eyes, shaking his head. Needless to say, I was a bit shocked by this, knowing that if the wind kept blowing I would be exposed to everyone and helpless to prevent it. 

Reluctantly, I let my hands hang by my sides, feeling the cool breeze blowing on my naked pussy, while hoping that my short dress wouldn’t rise enough for it to be seen again. He took my hand, and continued leisurely walking as though nothing were amiss.

“Forget something tonight?” He asked, with a chuckle.

“I was going to surprise you with it during dinner, but I couldn’t risk showing you with so many people around.” I explained.

“Well, we will certainly have to work on that for the next time, won’t we? Because, now those same people that you were worried about seeing you before have a much better chance. Lucky them! Next time, you’re going to let me know that you forgot your panties and show me that sweet pussy whenever and wherever I choose to see it. Right honey? No secrets, remember?” 

He said this to torment me for not sharing my impropriety with him sooner, and I was getting a dose of humiliation to teach me a lesson. 

“Yes dear.” I obediently replied, feeling the breeze whipping up my skirt against the naked section of my back above my bottom. 

That meant that anyone behind me, including many on the restaurant patio, could see my naked bum perfectly as I walked along the waterline holding hands with my husband. I’m sure that it was quite obvious to everyone looking on that I was completely naked under my short dress. 

Luckily, there weren’t very many people remaining on the beach, and children are not allowed in the water after dark, so there were none around to witness this. Besides, by then we were just about out of range of the bright spotlights from the balcony anyway, making it difficult to see us clearly from a distance, but of course, I couldn’t be certain of that. 

A minute later, I looked back, relieved to find that we were now out of the sight of those behind us. There were, however, still a smattering of people scattered about sitting on the beach, as well as a few occasional walkers. It was at this point that the martinis got to me and I had to pee urgently.

“Honey, maybe we should turn back. I probably should have gone to the lady’s room before we left. I have to pee badly, and I can’t hold it much longer!” I exclaimed, pressing my thighs together, desperately trying to hold it in. 

Chris looked around and saw only shadow figures well away from us. 

“Well, I guess you’d better go then.” He said, folding his arms to watch.

I had no time to argue, and squatted, spraying my urine into the thirsty sand, where it disappeared almost instantly. It felt wonderful to relieve myself and when I was done, I remained in position waiting for the last remaining droplets to fall. I was still holding up my short skirt when I moved a short distance to avoid the wet sand. 

With nothing to wipe myself, I wished not to get any on my new dress and remained in position a moment longer just to play it safe. Chris, realizing my plight, dropped to his knees before me, my pussy exposed to him as I continued to hold up my skirt. He knelt and surprised me by gently lapping at the tender folds of my sex like a kitten to clean me. 

It felt incredible for my pussy to receive this much-needed attention and I could feel myself wanting for more, so I grabbed the back of his head and pulled it against me. 

“Ohhh, Chis, I love you!” 

We were still close enough to the lights for them to illuminate us slightly if anyone were to approach, but I didn’t care. I didn’t care, that is until I saw two silhouettes approaching us from the other direction along the shore in line with where we were. I began tapping Chris on the shoulder furiously.

“Honey, someone's coming!” I announced anxiously in a hushed tone.

Chris got to his feet while I let my skirt fall to hide the evidence, just in time before two older women strolled by us. I couldn’t be sure that they hadn’t seen what we were doing, but they didn’t appear to, as they both smiled and said hello as they passed, to my great relief. 

I was amazed that my husband was so considerate of my needs as to lick my vagina clean for lack of a tissue. However, he later told me that he couldn’t wait to eat my pussy from the very minute he saw me wearing the new dress and could no longer resist when he thought it was safe to do so. I wondered if other men that saw me that evening had that same thought. It was obvious at this time that his displeasure with me had been merely a ruse that he used to challenge my resolve. For his reward, I kissed him passionately as my skirt continued to flip to reveal my nakedness beneath. This would have easily been seen by the two women if they had lingered to chat, which made me curious about whether Chris would have allowed it. 

It was an absolutely gorgeous evening, and the cool breeze heightened my awareness of those parts exposed at any given moment. I put my head on my husband's shoulder as we walked, while he freed his hand and placed it under my skirt on the naked flesh of my bottom.

I noticed people coming toward us a good ten feet away, and we crossed paths. Regardless, I could still make them out fairly well and wondered if Chris would remove his hand from under my skirt before they were close enough to see it. He did not. 

In fact, his hand began to move across my flesh in exaggerated circles, causing the hem to rise and expose my bottom to them if they were to actually glance our way. It made me feel so dirty and excited all at once! I would never have believed that my dear husband would ever expose me to strangers, encouraging them to see me in such a lewd manner! 

I don’t know if the couple saw me, as I was nervous and kept my eyes focused straight ahead. What I was sure of is that my husband wanted to see just how far he could take this, and I didn’t disappoint, obliging him each step of the way. He has certainly proven to me that he enjoys showing off his naked wife to strangers as much as if not more than I enjoy being seen. 

Suddenly, he stopped walking. I thought he figured that we had gone far enough, and he was ready to turn back. I would have been disheartened if that was the case, but luckily, it wasn’t. As I turned to face him, wondering what caused him to stop, I found him holding his hand out. Now, you can call me naive, but I was confused.

“What?” 

“The dress.” 

“What?” I asked once more with apprehension. 

“The dress, now!” He demanded more sternly. 

My God, he wanted me to strip naked right there, with a good chance of being caught!

Sure it was dark, but if someone were to get reasonably close they would plainly see me. I could see that my husband was serious, so I relented and reluctantly slipped off the small garment. Once it was off, I draped it over his hand. He quickly switched it to his other hand to keep it away from me in case anyone approached, and I was to get cold feet. No matter the number of times I have been exposed recently, it still causes anxiety. 

The cooling breeze across my naked flesh felt delicious. This was what I needed from him, and he came through for me. As nervous as I was, I felt alive. The only thing that would enhance it more for me at that moment was for Becky to be there to watch me. Regardless of everything that I had done with my husband, I couldn’t keep her out of my mind. Having someone to witness me doing these things heightens my excitement, and I truly enjoyed how she was unable to keep her eyes from me.

The restaurant was now too far away for anyone to see me well enough to know that I was naked, so that left only those that might be ahead to worry about. We resumed our walk holding hands while enjoying the evening like anyone else strolling the beach. There was a dim orange glow on the horizon, indicating that the rising moon was fast approaching.

By this time, we must have walked about a mile. The sounds of the people back at the Inn were replaced by the crashing of the waves. We were completely alone, with the setting as calm and peaceful as one could imagine. It made me wish that it could last forever.

“Ashley, I’m so glad that you talked me into coming here tonight. I don’t know what I was thinking before. We should make it a point to do this more often.” Chris acknowledged. 

“Mmm, yes, I love this.” I replied softly. 

Chris looked back to be sure that there was nobody around and said, “Hold up a minute. I have to take a leak.” 

He turned to face away from the wind and was about to open his fly when I stopped him.

“Here, let me help!” I announced.

I came up behind him, reached around to unbuckle his slacks, and quickly pulled them down to his thighs. As his cock sprang out, semi hard, I positioned myself the best I could with my fingers around its thick shaft to experience what it’s like to pee as a man.

“And who were you thinking about to cause this?” I asked teasingly.

“I think you know who.” He replied.

“I have always wanted to feel what it was like for a man to pee.”  I said, aiming his penis as it began to flow.

As he peed, I couldn’t help but to direct it to fly out all around. It was innocent fun.

“Do men like to pee so that they can hold their dicks like I’m doing? I think that if I was a man, I would want to hold it all the time!” 

“It doesn’t work like that, Ashley. Guys piss several times a day for a lifetime. It isn't a sex thing with us to take a piss.” He explained. 

“May I ask you something? I want you to be completely honest with me, and regardless of what you say, I won't get mad.” I asked, milking the remnants of piss from his cock. 

I shook it a few times and then started stroking it again.

“Of course honey. I’ll tell you anything that you want to know.”

“Have you ever had sex with another woman since we’ve been together? I mean, I would truly understand why you would want to after all these years of my being selfish and uncaring about your needs as a man.”

“No, of course not! Ashley, I have always loved you. I would never do that. What prompted you to ask me that now?”

“Have you ever heard of a Fleshlight? It's a device that men use.” I explained as I continued to stroke his rapidly hardening cock.

“Yeah, I know what a Fleshlight is. That's a strange question to ask. Where is all this coming from?”

“I was talking to Kyle about them today.” I began.

“Oh, Kyle, the innocent scholar. Was he trying to sell you on the latest sex gadgets?” 

“I brought them up. They were on a display at the checkout, and I asked him what kind of man would ever use one, figuring that they had to be some kind of pervert.”

“And Kyle’s response?”

“He said that it wasn’t like that at all! They probably sell as many of them as anything else in the store. It’s meant for guys that don’t have anybody, and especially for husbands that have wives who no longer want sex with them. It keeps them satisfied so that they don’t have to cheat or find a hooker. They save marriages and they keep couples together. Hearing all this broke my heart and made me realize how selfish I had been. I am so thankful that I still have you here to share my life with. I’m sorry Chris, I really don’t deserve you. I am such an asshole!” I declared as I was becoming emotional. 

Chris quickly spun around and took me into his arms.

“Ashley, I love you. I have always loved you and always will. You are all that I ever wanted. Those days are all behind us now. We found a new lease on life, and I’m excited to explore this life with you as long as we live!” He said, leaning forward to give me a deep kiss.

Hearing his heartfelt words made me feel warm inside and I wanted to show him my appreciation. So I dropped to my knees and took his hard cock into my mouth.

By now, the full moon had crested the horizon. Things that were impossible to see just a short time ago could be seen clearly. 

Realizing this, I preferred not to spend very much time getting him off and jerked his cock rapidly while I sucked on its magnificent head. He has a great penis, thick and straight. Best of all, no foreskin to deal with.

I tried my best to work it as I would suppose a pro would, to make him cum as quickly as possible. Soon I got the result that I had hoped for. He let out a soft grunt as his cock shot its load into my mouth. I could feel it spasm as he let out three shots of jizz against the back of my throat. 

Never having been a fan of the taste of semen, I spit it out on the sand in front of me and went back to suck him dry as he caressed my head gently with his hand. Once I was finished, he reached down to help me to my feet and shocked me once again when he kissed me passionately. My body went limp, thinking how erotic this was to have my husband kiss me in this way with remnants of his semen still in my mouth. 

I know that I had practically forced him to lick his own semen from my cunt the previous evening, but this time he did it wantonly on his own! That thought alone made me incredibly hot!

“We should head back now. It's getting late.” He announced, while offering me the dress.

I shook my head and pushed it away as we began our walk back. At this point, my mind was filled with lust. No longer nervous about being seen naked, I walked with renewed vigor. In fact, if someone were to come by, I hoped that they did see my naked body. 

The bright full moon was now completely above the horizon and appeared huge, illuminating our surroundings. It was spectacular. I could now see the buildings beyond the dunes as plain as day. We were no longer hidden in the darkness. As we approached the restaurant, the only people that I could make out on the balcony were the employees cleaning up for the evening. 

There was now scarcely anyone left on the beach. While making our way closer to the lighted area, I expected Chris to offer me the dress once again at any moment because I was certain that someone would soon see me, but he didn’t.

There was one couple remaining in the water. The young woman was topless, her breasts bouncing as she jumped with each crashing wave. That gave me solace in knowing that if they weren’t concerned about anybody taking issue with her, then neither should I. 

Suddenly, the spotlights were shut off, which changed the entire atmosphere of the beach. The moon still shone brightly enough to allow me to be seen, however, it was only a small fraction of the light given off by the spotlights in comparison. 

We continued walking hand in hand. I was on the side facing the water with my husband shielding me, albeit slightly from those working in the restaurant or watching from their hotel balconies. The couple in the water stopped frolicking in the surf when they saw me approaching and appeared delighted by my nudity. They smiled and waved as we approached, and we returned the greeting.

I was naked for all the world to see, no longer nervous about my environment or whether others could see me. Chris turned us toward a gate located to the right of the stairs to the restaurant, which would provide access to the parking lot without us having to go back inside. He still made no attempt to have me cover myself, even with the workers on the balcony being ever so close. 

The gate was part of a six-foot-high vinyl fence, and without knowing what would be on the other side, he paused just before opening it.

“You are going to dress for the ride home, aren’t you?” He asked to tease me.

I really wanted to beat him at his own game and say no, but I just didn’t have it in me and held out my hand. He helped me put my dress on before we put our shoes back on and passed through the gate. We walked around to the front entrance, where I found the valet seated in a chair playing with his cell phone. 

When he noticed our approach, he jumped to his feet, locked eyes with me and smiled. He remembered! He then jogged out to the lot to retrieve our car, which was the only one that remained in the valet area. Recalling the expression on his face when he looked up my skirt the last time, I got a devilish idea.

He returned and dashed around the car to assist me, hoping for another show. This time, when he helped me get in, his eyes were fixed on my legs and I obliged him. He opened the door while I waited behind him. I pinched the sides of my skirt and raised it the few inches needed so that it would be impossible for me to hide myself from his view. 

When I passed by him, my skirt was raised to the point where it barely covered my ass, and I could see his reaction to this discovery. Meanwhile, Chris was getting into the driver's seat and glanced over in time to witness the show. 

Before getting in, I bent to sweep away an imaginary piece of lint off the seat, giving the young man a perfect view of my bare ass. As I remained in this position for an extended period of time, I was looking right into my husband’s eyes. He had an ear to ear grin on his face, knowing  exactly what I was up to, and could imagine the view of my bare bottom jutting out, completely exposed to the boy.

I smiled back, giving him a sly wink before rising to take my seat. The valet’s eyes were as big as saucers, and he was half in shock from my lewd display, with the best yet to come. When I sat down, I had one foot inside the car while leaving the other out on the ground much like before, except this time it was deliberate and much more exaggerated.

Even I could see my bald pussy as I left my legs spread wide for his pleasure and allowed him extra time to take in the view. I would bet that none of the upskirt shots that he got from other women that evening could compare with mine!

“Thank you. I hope you enjoyed your tip!” I said, with a mischievous grin.

“Yes, ma’am, thank you. Have yourselves a great evening!” He replied, realizing that what he saw was not accidental.

He closed my door and gave me a wave as we drove away.

“That was quite a surprise. I’m sure that you made his night!” Chris said while he drove the car out of the lot.

“He could have gone home a long time ago, but he was nice enough to wait for us to come back, so it was the least that I could do for him.” I replied.

“This was a far cry from how you were acting when we first arrived.”

“Don’t tell me that you didn’t enjoy it.” 

“I wouldn’t say that at all! The thing is that I don’t understand what’s gotten into lately. You’re like an entirely different person. ”

“You don’t like the new me?” 

“Oh, baby, I’m loving it. The fact is, you keep surprising me every day, and you’re driving me wild!”

I gave him a pleasant smile. It made me happy to know that he was really turned on by our game, and It assured me that there would be more to come.

He glanced down and noticed that I had not lowered the hem of my dress, leaving my pussy exposed to him, and he wondered if it was done accidentally.  

“Are you going to stay that way for the entire trip home?” He asked.

“Would you like me to?”

“Yes.” He answered.

I smiled again and stared out the window to daydream, allowing my husband to enjoy the view of my vagina left on display for him. Occasionally, he would reach over to play with it during the hour-long ride home, which was enjoyable for me as well. 

It was late by the time that we made it home and my husband needed to get to bed, so I did a few things in the kitchen to keep out of his way. I began thinking about some of what we had done that evening and how he was now intentionally showing off his naked wife to strangers. 

These thoughts got me hot as hell on top of my already pent-up arousal from the events of the evening, and I was certain that I would never be able to sleep while left in this condition. I knew that it might be too much to ask of my husband for sex, but I was about to explode and came up with a wicked idea.

I stepped into the bedroom to find the light off and my husband comfortably under the covers. Without making a sound, I retrieved something from my dresser and took it into the bathroom. It only took me minutes before I opened the door to strike a pose in the doorway.

Silhouetted by the bathroom light behind me, I leaned against the door frame with one hand raised above my head while the other rested on my hip. 

“Would you like some of this?” I asked in a sultry voice.

Chris, who had been facing away from me, nearly asleep, rolled over to find me standing in the doorway wearing a sheer crotchless body stocking. He immediately sat upright.

“Holy shit!” He exclaimed, studying my body.

It was something that I saw on a mannequin in the store that morning, and I knew that my husband would love it.

“What the fuck, Ashley, are you trying to kill me? I have to get some rest, or I’m going to fall asleep at my desk tomorrow!”

“You don’t like it?” I pouted. 

“Oh my God, Ash, that's the hottest thing that I’ve ever seen, but couldn’t you wait to show me tomorrow?”

I walked over to the side of the bed and could see that he was trying his best to fight the urge to pull me down on top of him. He watched as I climbed over him to kneel, straddling his chest with my pussy inches from his face. I took his hands and placed them on my nylon covered breasts so that he could feel the silky smoothness of my new garment. He wasted no time groping them, enjoying the texture. 

That was it. I knew that I had him now and would soon get what I’ve needed the entire evening. When I pulled back his sheet, I discovered that he was already getting hard, which was a welcome relief considering that I had made him cum less than 2 hours before. 

“Just lie back and relax, I’ll take care of this.” I told him. 

I took his hard tool and guided it to my wet and wanton cunt, lowering myself down upon it. 

“Ohhh yes! I’ve needed this so badly.” I cooed. 

In no time at all, I was bouncing wildly on his cock while he mauled my breasts through the thin fabric. I was so glad that my new body stocking was crotchless, as it made my pussy easily accessible, and I wouldn’t have to remove it to fuck. 

I fucked him hard, grinding down and bending different ways to feel him touch everywhere inside me. We continued for over half an hour, and he hasn’t lasted that long since we were young, but I attribute that to the fact that that he had cum once already that evening. 

At this point, I needed relief, unsure if I could get him to cum right along with me. So I leaned back while watching his cock disappear then reappear from inside of me and began rubbing my clit hard to get off quickly, and it worked! It not only worked for me, I think that watching me with his bird's-eye view excited him enough to get him off as well. He gave out a loud grunt as both of us came together.

“Oh, Oh Ahhh!” I moaned, collapsing on his chest, trying to catch my breath.

He didn’t cum nearly as much as he had before, which helped with the cleanup. I felt that I may have been a little selfish making him fuck me at that late hour knowing how much he needs to be alert for his job the next day, but I couldn’t help myself! I had been aroused for the entire evening, and he was available. If he wasn't, I would have been resigned to masturbating on the living room sofa.


First Time Lesbian Seduction

When I awoke the following morning, I found that I had kicked my sheets down and had slept in my body stocking. Chris had already left for work, and I could only imagine what he must have thought watching me sleep like that. I was surprised that he could control himself and not call in sick. He has an important job and has always been a dedicated worker. However, it must have been very hard for him to leave me looking the way that I did. 

When I got out of bed I debated about changing into something more conventional but loved the look and feel so much that I wanted to wear it a while longer. I made my breakfast and was on my second cup of coffee as I daydreamed about our fantastic weekend and how much I had been transformed in such a short period of time. 

Only a week ago, I was nervous about people in the convenience store knowing that I wasn’t wearing a bra because my nipples were showing. Now fast-forward to how our Sunday evening ended with me lewdly spreading my legs to display my pussy for the valet at the restaurant while my husband watched! It was obvious that I was changing at a rapid pace and had no desire to go back to my old life.

I also thought about Becky, that sweet young girl that I’m certain wants me badly, and how I promised her that we would get together this week. I was aware that it could become more than an innocent rendezvous, and fantasized about what may happen and whether I could resist if she were to try to seduce me. 

After a few minutes, I got up to do some housework, unsure of what I should do if a delivery man or neighbor rang my front doorbell with me dressed the way that I was. I teased myself, thinking how exciting it would be to answer the door this way and see the shock on the face of the person on the other side. Of course, it was only a fantasy, but at the rate that I have become increasingly daring of late, I wondered if someday I would. 

I didn't mean to interrupt my husband at work, but I wanted to give him a call to say how much I loved him for his encouragement in creating this new me. We rarely use FaceTime to make our calls to each other, but I desperately wanted to see hm.

“Ashley? What's wrong?” He answered while at his desk, sounding concerned.

“Oh nothing's wrong, I just miss you, that’s all. Are you busy?” I asked, holding the phone so that he could see the sorrow on my face.

“I do have one of my coworkers sitting across from me, but I guess that I can spare a minute.” 

“I had a great time last night at the Blue Coral. It was sweet of you to take me all that way with you working this morning. I'm sorry to keep you up so late. I hope you didn’t mind.”

“Of course I didn’t mind, honey. We’ll have to do that again sometime really soon.” He replied. 

“You know what I’m doing right now?” 

“What’s that honey?” 

“Just a few chores around the house until you get home. Would you like to see?” I asked.

“Sure, why not?” 

I held out the phone at arm's length for him to see that I was still wearing my body stocking, with my tits showing through the sheer fabric while I did my housework. His mouth gaped open half in shock as he checked to be sure that there was nobody behind him that could observe the screen on his phone.

“Um, that’s great honey, really. I’m glad that you shared that with me.” He stammered. “Don’t you have an appointment to get ready for today?”

“Yes, but I’m mostly ready to go now. I just have to figure out what shoes to wear. I’m not overdressed for going out today, am I?” I teased, moving the camera down for a closeup of my pussy. “I’m getting this ready for you for dinner, I know how much you liked eating it the last time.”

“Uh, yes, I can’t wait to eat it. That looks delicious, dear. It was nice speaking with you honey, but I think I should go, I’ve got something coming up that's going to need my attention right away.” He said playing along.

“Okay honey, I’ll just grab my purse, and I’m out the door. You’ll miss me!” I said, scanning my body for him one last time to see how I would look if I did actually go out. 

“Oh, I already do. I’ll see you at dinner time, it really looks yummy! Love you!”

“Love you!” I replied as he ended our call.

I didn’t mean to torment him but thought that he would get a real kick out of it. I could just picture him squirming in his chair with his coworker looking on. I’m sure that I got him hard and would have to remember to ask if he did anything about it or whether he could even get out of his chair without everyone knowing that he was.

After I hung up, I chuckled to myself about how the conversation went between us with a fellow worker sitting a few feet away unaware of what we were actually talking about. If only this man saw what my husband did on his cell phone!

I began to think about Becky again. When she left me on Saturday, I told her that I would call her sometime during the week and wondered if I would appear too anxious if I were to call her this soon. Our plan was for her to find a safe spot in the National Park where I would help her get out of her shell, and we could spend a little time naked together. Chris had already given his blessing, so all I had to do was call her to make the arrangements.

Monday wasn’t the best weather wise, and I wanted to be sure that the weather would be perfect for our get-together to help make everything perfect. I checked the forecast on my phone to find that Tuesday would be warm and dry, while the rest of the week might be unsettled. My only concern was whether I went too far when she witnessed me getting fingered by my husband and the way that I lost all control out in the open in the park. 

After discovering that the following day would be the safest day for this, I decided to give her a call, only this time without it being a video call. I was concerned that it might be too forward of me to show her what I was wearing. 

“Hello?” She answered, unsure of who was calling. 

“Hi Becky, this is Ashley. Can you talk?”

“Ashley?” 

Becky sounded shocked to hear my voice. I waited for her to continue, but didn’t hear a sound.

“Are you still there?” I asked.

“Yes.” She answered, her voice cracking.

There was silence again before I heard her sniffle.

“Becky, are you crying? What's the matter, sweetie?” 

She sounded quite upset about something and took a moment to regain her composure before she could speak.

“You called me. You really called!” She exclaimed, sounding quite emotional.

“Of course I called. I promised that I would, didn’t I?” 

“Yes.”

“Then what’s up?” I asked.

“I can’t believe that you really called. After I left you, I thought about it. A lot! I asked myself why in the world would a woman like you ever call a girl like me. You have it all. You’re beautiful, you have a terrific figure, and you’re married. Why would you ever want to speak to someone like me?” 

“Because I like you and want to get to know you better.” I explained.

“But why?” She continued.

“Becky, you’re a sweet young girl, I really like you. Besides, you told me yourself that you’ve always thought about what it would be like to be out in nature nude. To be perfectly honest with you, it was exciting to have you there to watch me the other day. I think that it would be a lot of fun if you were to join me. Even if you’re too nervous to go through with it the first time, just having you there with me when I do it will make a world of difference to me. Can we make it a date?”

“A date? Really? But II can’t do it with your husband present. I know I can’t.” She explained.

“Don’t worry, he’ll be working, so it will be just the two of us. What do you say?”

“My goodness, you don’t know how much of a relief that is to me! Yes, yes a thousand times yes! I would love to go on a date with you, Ashley. I’m going to cry again. Will you be coming today? I don’t think I’m prepared to do this today.” She said nervously.

“I was thinking tomorrow, if possible. The weather should be beautiful then. Can you do it tomorrow?” 

“Yes!”

“What time works for you?”

“I’ll meet you any time that you wish. I know just the perfect spot where no one will bother us. It’s beautiful there, you’ll love it. What time?”

“How about noon. I’ll pack us a lunch, and we can have a picnic and see where things go from there.”

“I would love that! That’s so nice of you.”

“Did you take my advice and clean up, um, down there?” I asked, trying not to sound too explicit.

“Not yet, I will if you really want me to.”

“I believe that once you see how much nicer it will look, you will really like the change, but that decision will be up to you. This should be so much fun. See you tomorrow!”

“Oh, I can’t wait. I love you, Ashley!” She blurted, perhaps unintentionally.

“I love you too, sweetie. Bye.” I replied. However, my response was meant more in friendship as hers sounded authentic. 

Once we had finished our conversation, I took a shower and dressed for the day. It was hard for me to change out of the body stocking because it felt so wonderful wearing it, but I had a routine checkup with my doctor to go to and had to face reality. 

When Chris got home from work, I was busy making dinner. He sounded excited when he first walked in, but upon seeing me dressed as I normally would, he appeared a bit disheartened that I wasn’t still wearing the sexy outfit. 

I made up for it later while he was on the sofa watching a ballgame and I came out in a new nightie that I had purchased on Saturday. As he watched his team, I sat close beside him to give him a nice hand job.

“I called Becky today.” I said as I stroked his hard cock.

“And?”

“I’m going to meet her tomorrow. Are you still okay with this?”

“Like I told you before, you can do whatever pleases you as long as you don’t fuck another man or keep secrets from me like you did about the sex shop.”

“I was going to tell you about that, I really was!” I pleaded.

“I’m just screwing with you, honey, calm down. Go have fun with your new girlfriend, but I want to hear everything when I get home from work, okay?” 

“I will. Thank you, my love. I’m thankful for you being so thoughtful to me. You’re wonderful, but how can you be this trusting of me after the things that I’ve done?”

“I just figured that if all you need to do to keep me happy is that one thing, we can both rest easier and enjoy the ride. But if another man touches you, then this all ends. That's where I draw the line.” He confessed. 

“But what about Becky?”

“As long as she doesn’t have a cock, you can run naked and play with her all you want.” 

Hearing him reiterate his position on this was a welcome relief, and I felt much better after that. I was now assured that I had the green light to spend time with Becky without worrying about Chris being mad with me. 

I wondered if he was fantasizing about me having sex with Becky, as I heard him quietly moan, so I began to jerk his cock faster. It didn’t take him more than a minute before he shot his load into the air. It was obvious, judging by the amount of semen ejaculated, that he must have been thinking about me since my phone call that morning and had it building up in him for the entire day.

It was hard for me to get to sleep that night, excited about thoughts of spending time naked with ranger Becky the following day. I got out of bed early that next morning to have plenty of time to prepare for our meeting. To be honest with you, I didn’t know exactly what the girl’s intentions actually were or what to expect to happen once we got together, so I decided not to appear overly anxious and act casual toward her instead.

After breakfast, I made a good lunch for the two of us before going to take a long soaking bath which would include my best scented bath oils. I laid back in the tub, feeling luxurious, and fantasized how my day would go with another girl. As hard as I fought the idea, all I could think about was sex with her, although we may end up merely having a picnic while I alone got naked. 

What if she had second thoughts and backed out entirely? That would be devastating to me! I knew that I had to tread lightly and not let this growing lust for her ruin it for us. She was just a woman that I had met briefly and knew nothing about. All the improper thoughts I was having were no more than my imagination running wild, and for all I knew Becky just wanted us to be nothing more than friends. 

As I soaked, I shaved myself smooth, double-checking that I didn't leave a hint of stubble behind. After my tub, I had to decide what I should wear. I so wanted to wear something that would entice her but reconsidered and put on a more conservative pair of shorts and top, not wanting to come off as some type of bimbo slut to her. I had to remind myself that between the two of us, I was expected to be the more mature adult.

As the noon hour approached, my anxiety increased. I put our lunches into a small cooler and stepped outside, taking a long deep breath and blowing it out before getting into my car to help relieve my nerves. To avoid any mishaps along the way, I drove extra cautiously all the way there. At last, I came to the large wooden sign at the entrance to welcome me to the National Forest. 

Becky advised me to meet her at the same location as we were on Saturday, after which I was to follow her to the spot that she chose for us. I arrived about ten minutes early because I couldn’t wait any longer, and when I got there, I saw her green pickup truck stopped on the side of the road. I pulled up alongside her so that she knew that I was there, and she mouthed for me to follow her before moving on. 

After driving for miles, she eventually signalled and turned onto an obscure dirt road that I would probably miss seeing if I were on my own. The narrow road was a bit rough but maintained enough for vehicle use, so my car could tolerate it, at least initially. We travelled for another couple of miles at least before she stopped in the road. I thought that we had gotten to our destination, which would have been quite a disappointment as we were in the middle of the thick forest.

As I opened my door and attempted to get out, I saw Becky approaching toward my car.

“No, no, no, we’re not here yet. I’m going to pull forward. You’ll see a spot wide enough to get your car off the road. Grab your stuff and come with me. I’ll take you the rest of the way.” She instructed, sounding very official. I was impressed that she could be so forceful if she needed to be.

I took the cooler from my car and put it on the floor at my feet once I got into her vehicle. She gave me a pleasant smile before quickly putting it in gear. Her truck was much taller than my car and gave me a different perspective of my surroundings. This was a good thing because the road practically disappeared at that point and eventually was no longer a road at all. 

But Becky was a pro and knew exactly where she was going, cutting the wheel to miss a rut or a bolder jutting out from the sides. I turned toward her, and she smiled to assure me that everything would be fine.

“If anything were to happen to your truck, would someone be able to find us? I mean, it is awfully far from the road.” I inquired, bouncing in my seat.

“We’re too far out for cell service here. The walkie won’t work either.” She had to pause to maneuver around some obstacles ahead.

Was she serious about us not being able to call for help if we need it? I was surprised that we made it as far as we had already!

“I don’t know, Becky, this is beginning to make me a little nervous.”

“Not to worry. Ashley, I’ve come here a hundred times. There aren’t many people lucky enough to have ever been here, and I wanted to make this special for you. Believe me, I would never put you in harms way, and I mean that. I’m sorry that I didn’t finish telling you about the lack of service out here. Whenever I come up here, I call Charley to let him know my coordinates before I begin. If he doesn’t hear from me by the end of the day, he will come out to find me. He knows right where we are. Does that ease your mind?” She asked, with an assuring smile. 

I just smiled back and put my hands in my lap to enjoy the bumpy ride. We had been driving on an uphill plain for a while when I noticed a clearing up ahead where Becky stopped her truck. There was an open field of grass to the left and an enormous rock up ahead. Beyond that, I could see only the sky, telling me that we must be at the very top of the hill.

Becky shut off the engine and turned to me with that bright smile that I missed. She had appeared so businesslike earlier that I thought that I might have misjudged who she was, but that wasn’t the case at all. She wanted so much for everything to work out for us that she was completely focused on getting it right, not to mention that she was as nervous as I was. 

“Ready?” She asked excitedly.

I nodded.

“Let’s go. You are going to love this place!” She exclaimed as she hopped out of the truck. 

I came around the vehicle to find her already laying out a blanket for us on the grass. 

“We can have our picnic right here.” She said, patting a spot where she wanted me to put my cooler. 

As she sat down on the blanket, I remained standing to study my surroundings. It was pretty, but not the improvement over where we were on Saturday to warrant such a gut-wrenching drive through the roughest terrain that I’ve ever experienced. 

“I’m sorry about that ride, but I try to come up here at least once a week, so I never gave a thought of us having a problem getting here. These park vehicles are pretty rugged. This is my place of solitude, where I come to enjoy nature and forget about the bad stuff.

“It is pretty, but isn’t it a lot of work to get here when there are other places in the park that might be just as nice?”

A broad grin appeared on her face.

“I was holding back showing you this until just the right time, but I just can’t wait any longer. You are going to love it!”

She abruptly stood and helped me to my feet, holding my hand as she briskly walked me toward the large rock. From one side, it was easy enough to climb the sloped incline leading toward the top. I began to feel vertigo as we were approaching the summit, realizing just how high we actually were. 

As I peered over the dome like top, I was absolutely astounded by the breathtaking view before me. I discovered that what, I thought, was just a hill turned out to be a mountain of granite with a sheer cliff ahead. I gripped Becky’s hand tightly as my legs became ever more wobbly with each step that I took toward the edge, even though we weren’t close enough to worry about falling. She helped steady me and could tell that I was very nervous, and had me sit instead so that I would feel more relaxed.

“Well, what do you think?” She asked, eagerly awaiting my answer as she sat down beside me.

“It’s about the most beautiful view that I’ve ever seen. Absolutely breathtaking!”

“I’m so glad that you think so. I fell in love with it the first time that I came up here. I call it Rocky Top. Well, actually it’s Anderson’s Ridge after the settler that discovered it, but I like Rocky Top better. It’s my little secret and it’s all mine. You are the very first person that I have ever wanted to bring up here, so this is special to me. But you have to promise me that you will never tell anybody where it is, or it will spoil everything.” She pleaded.

“I don’t even know where we are, but I swear to you, I will never tell anyone where it is. How did you discover this place?” I asked, looking out across the vast valley below.

All I could see was trees stretching out for miles with a swift meandering river splitting the forest running from below the base of the mountain out as far as the eye can see. I couldn't find a single road, structure, or other evidence of man's impact on the environment.

“I’ve always been one that loved to explore and spent a lot of my time alone in the woods. I have been this way since I was a kid. One day, I came up the road to the spot where I had you leave your car, which is at the point where the park service deemed that it wouldn’t be safe for the public to travel any further. I was curious about how far I could go and wondered what I would find beyond.” She began.

I had my hand resting on the rock by my side and felt her place her hand gently on top of mine to await my reaction. When I didn’t object or pull my hand away, she felt more confident and continued.

“Believe me, if you thought that you were worried about making it here, it was double for me. Unable to contact anyone if I ran into trouble, I realized that nobody would ever find me, and I never thought to tell anyone where I was. By the time that I made it to the clearing, I was a nervous wreck and, like you were when you first arrived, a bit disappointed about what I found.”

She took a moment to point out an eagle soaring above, which only enhanced the entire experience. I watched as it floated in the air as if it defied gravity.

“Magnificent, isn’t it? I can see that being me in my next life. I’ve thought many times about what it would be like to jump off and join her.” She said, studying how peaceful it appeared. 

I didn’t realize at the time that she was talking about actual suicide until we spoke later about her life. That being said, this was was a poignant moment that touched us both. I couldn’t help but mingle my fingers with hers to hold her hand, bringing a pleasing smile to her face. She cleared her throat before continuing.

“Anyway, I truly thought that I had wasted my time coming all this way, risking my life. I was about to go back when I figured that, seeing that I was already here, I might as well climb over these rocks to find out what was on the other side. When I saw what you see now, it brought tears to my eyes. This is a once-in-a-lifetime dream come true. I don’t know how many have seen this place in the centuries since it was discovered, but I doubt it’s many. Even local hikers have no clue that it exists because if even one were to find out about this place, eventually it would all be ruined. That's why I beg of you never to tell anybody about it.”

”It will be our secret, I promise.” I assured her.

“We’ll come back later for pictures. Ready for lunch?” She asked, perking up a bit.

“Pictures?” 

“You mean that you forgot about the pictures that I was going to take of you, like your husband did the other day?” She asked, showing some concern that I had forgotten the purpose of our coming here.

“Ohhh, those pictures. Of course! I was so fascinated by the view that I forgot why we’re here. You are going to join me so that I can get some nice shots of you too, aren’t you?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Why would someone as fat and ugly as me want to spoil a background as beautiful as this.”

“Becky, you stop that right now! You are not ugly at all. In fact, I think that you're adorable. When you smile, you melt my heart, and those dimples are to die for!”

“You can’t really mean that.” 

“I would never lie to you.”

She smiled and briefly glanced off into the distance, before abruptly rising to her feet.

“Let’s eat!” She announced excitedly.

Becky reached down to help me up and walk back down the slope on the side of the rock. She displayed a childlike spontaneity and unpredictable behavior that I found refreshing.

When we got back to the blanket laid out on the grass, I reached over for my cooler when she stopped me.

“Wait, I have something to make this a little more special for us!” She announced before dashing to her vehicle to retrieve a bag. 

I was surprised when she pulled out a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses.

“Should you be having that while you're on the job?” I asked.

“That’s okay, I’m done for the day. Whenever I call Charley to say that I’m coming up here, he knows that he won’t hear from me until I sign off. He’s more than capable of handling things on his own. Alcohol is not allowed in the park, but nobody will ever know. It will be our little secret. I’ve never done this kind of thing before, but I’m ready to take a chance for our special day!” 

She popped the cork and poured us each a glass full of wine. 

“To our new friendship.” She toasted, clinking glasses.

“And the first of many special days together!” I added.

We were sitting Indian style, our knees nearly touching, as we looked into each other's eyes while enjoying our wine. It was becoming such a wonderful day that I couldn't help but smile. As we were finishing our drink, Becky’s expression changed to a more desirous look, staring deeply into my soul with her baby blue eyes.

“Ashley?”

“Yes?”

“Would you mind very much if I kissed you?” She asked nervously.

“No, sweetie, I don’t mind.” I replied.

Becky put down her glass and took a deep breath before getting on all fours, leaning forward to bring her face close to mine. She slowly continued leaning toward me until her lips were barely making contact with my own, testing the waters so to speak. The soft touch of her lips tickled, which caused me to giggle. She did the same as we both acted like teenagers kissing for the very first time. It was, of course, the first time that I was about to kiss another woman in this way, so you can understand the nervous tension that I felt.

She closed her eyes and parted her sweet lips, then paused just long enough to savor the moment. Placing her lips against mine, she began the slow process of seducing me.

She gently worked her mouth side to side, still moving slowly, teasingly sliding them from mine each time I tried to hold them against my own. As our kiss deepened, her hand edged up further and began caressing my soft skin. Her hand worked its way up along the bottom of my breasts, cupping one through my top as a soft moan emanated from my throat. 

Becky released a tiny whimper when my lips pressed against hers, and I was aware of a sound of pleasure from mine as well. Her full lips were even softer than they appeared. Delicious! Exerting what was close to being my last bit of control, I lightly teased my lips across them, resisting the desire to kiss her much harder. My holding back paid off immediately as Becky came to me, pressing her lips more firmly against mine while she gently eased me down beneath her.

I stopped moving my lips and, growing bolder, Becky began kissing me harder. I opened my mouth wider, driving my tongue into her mouth, and moaned at the sound of her squeal of delight. 

Becky didn't pull back at all, and I purred as I felt her soft, wet tongue begin to slide across mine. I drew her breath into my lungs, and it tickled, causing my body to go limp. I sighed as our tongues slowly danced across each other, and after a moment, she eased the mouth from mine. 

Kissing her was an entirely different experience from kissing my husband. It was much more passionate where he is more forceful, especially when he aggressively uses his tongue. Don’t get me wrong, I love the way that he kisses, taking full control, but kissing a girl seemed like an entirely different experience altogether, and I enjoyed it immensely.

“Wow," she said, breathing hard, "That was…um."

“Incredible?”

“Mmm, yes!” She replied.

Becky moaned while burying her face in my hair, her lips found the soft creamy skin of my neck and began to suck gently on it.

“Mmm, you smell so good.” She moaned, detecting the scent of lavender bath oil on my skin.  

I let my head fall back, giving her better access to my smooth skin and moving her hand higher, she gently squeezed my full breast. She placed her lips to my ear and asked, "May I see them?"

“Yes.” I replied breathlessly.

Without hesitation, she removed her hand from my breast, grabbed the bottom of my top, and pulled it up over my head as I raised my arms to assist her. I reached back to unbuckle my bra and let it slide down my arms as Becky’s eyes grew wide, focusing on my chest. My pussy throbbed from the look of anticipation on her face. 

Her gaze was transfixed upon my erect nipples, and my heart raced at the thought that I was now before her topless. Showing myself to another girl like this was exhilarating! I watched Becky’s pink tongue slide across her lips at the sight of my large breasts and hard, rose colored nipples.

"Oh my god, they're…whoa." She shook her head, "They're beautiful!"

She lifted her hand from her lap and I could tell that she wanted to touch them, so I took her wrists and brought her hands to my yearning tits.

"Go ahead, sweetie," I told her as I placed her palms over my nipples. "Play with them, they're all yours."

"They feel so…good!" she exclaimed as she began to squeeze them. “I’ve never touched any this big before, and they’re so soft!”

I moaned, sliding my hands under hers, and started rolling my nipples between my fingers. 

"Like this." I told her. “You can feel them getting harder.”

Becky nodded, capturing my swollen buds between her fingers and thumbs, she  pinched them. 

“Oh God!” I exclaimed, throwing my head back. 

At that moment, I felt that we should slow down. Things were moving too fast, and I really wanted to enjoy our day and make it last.

“Oh, Becky, we should stop now. We’re moving too fast.” I panted, backing away.

“But why? Don’t you like this?” She asked, becoming upset.

“I love this, but I want us to take things slowly. Why don't we take a break, have some lunch, and maybe we can take some of those pictures that you were asking about? We have the entire afternoon, so let's make the most of it. What do you say?” 

She nodded her head, a little discouraged that we had to stop after getting her so worked up, but she understood why. We sat on the blanket side by side as we talked to learn mare about each other. 

Becky told me that she was bullied in school for being the quiet one in class and never felt comfortable with others having girls that she thought were her friends turn on her to be a part of the clique. She always felt better when she was out in nature alone, and when she was offered her job felt like she had died and gone to heaven.

I asked if she always knew that she was a lesbian, and she said that she had dated a few boys but was never attracted to them. However, seeing other girls in the locker room at school gave her a funny feeling inside, no matter how hard she tried to fight it.  

Before she had moved here, she still hadn’t had any contact with other women and being away from home where nobody knew her, she was eager to explore the possibilities. She discovered a local bar nearby that catered mostly to lesbians, and after days of fretting about it, took the plunge and stopped there for a drink. 

As she nervously sat at the bar sipping her drink, she glanced over to find a young woman down the other end looking at her. She was thin, with blonde hair and an abundance of tattoos. They made eye contact and, long story short, became friends. 

The woman was ecstatic about the fact that Becky was not only a virgin but had never been with another woman before, and took the opportunity to teach her the lesbian way. As mentioned before, the woman’s name was Tammy, and she wasted little time dominating every aspect of Becky’s life.

Initially, Becky was in love, thinking that Tammy felt the same way toward her as well. The following month, Tammy moved into her apartment with her and that was when her true nature became apparent as she would spend her days at the lesbian bar while Becky dutifully went off to work to support them both. 

Tammy became abusive, forcing Becky to go down on her any time she wished without reciprocation. Becky paid all the bills while Tammy lounged around the apartment, refusing to find a job so that she could help out. Becky could tell that Tammy was having sex with other women during the day while she worked, and knew that she was texting other girls during the evening. 

Becky was too timid to call her out about this, hoping that she would change her ways, but it was to no avail. One day, Becky returned home to find a sexy, statuesque brunette leaving her apartment and found Tammy naked in their bed with the scent of pussy permeating the bedroom. When Becky confronted her, she said that she was leaving to go live with the new girl and abruptly ended their relationship. 

It did nothing to help with the girl’s self-confidence, leaving her depressed with a distrust toward women until she met me. I was touched and wanted to help her now more than ever. As she talked, she would occasionally glance over at my naked breasts. I was comfortable and gave little thought to my appearance. However, I could tell that Becky couldn’t wait for another chance at them. 

We each had another glass of wine with our lunches, which helped us relax. 

“Are you ready?” I asked, finishing my wine.

Becky cocked her head, unsure of what I was talking about.

“The pictures. Are you going to join me?”

“I don’t think you would want me to if you saw my body naked. I’m just fat and hideous. I would rather not ruin your day.” She said, sounding depressed.

“What would ever make you think that? We’re all different and beautiful in our own way.” I said to console her. 

“Tammy called me names all the time to make me feel bad about my looks. She liked the feeling of being superior to me. I could tell that I wasn’t attractive to her by the way that she barely ever touched me at all, and I had to be the one to serve her needs any time that she wanted.”

“Because she thought you were fat? Honey, I was in the same boat as you for quite a while. After having my two boys, I didn’t feel very attractive and let myself go. All my attention was on them, and I gained a lot of weight and didn’t care about my looks any longer. A few years ago, my doctor told me that my cholesterol had gone through the roof and if I didn’t start taking better care of myself, I would probably end up with a heart attack. That was my wake-up call, and I’ve been exercising and watching my diet ever since.”

“You were fat? No, really? How much weight did you lose?”

“Lost 40 pounds, and I’ve never felt better! So, you’re telling me that you’ve lost some too?”

“Yes. I’ve lost a ton of weight since we broke up, and I take long hikes in the woods just about every day. Part of my job is to be watchful of poachers, so I use that as an excuse for my being in the woods so long. Most times that I come up here now, I leave my truck at the bottom where you left your car and I hike the rest of the way. It wasn’t easy at first, but now it is.” She said.

“I don’t know how much weight you lost, but I think that you’re looking pretty good now. I believe that the hikes are working for you. Is that it, though? She didn’t think that you were attractive because of your weight, is that it?”

“That, and the fact that I’ve always been very hairy down there. She said that my vagina was ugly because I had such a thick bush, and it turned her off. In hindsight, I probably should have been more conscious of how others saw me. I’m not sure that I would feel comfortable letting anyone ever see it again after that.” She admitted.  

“You don’t want me to see it? Did you trim down there as I suggested?”

“Yes.” She replied.

“There’s my answer right there. You wouldn’t have done that if you didn’t want me to see you, so if you don’t want me to be upset with you, then show it to me.” I wasn’t trying to be mean, but the fact is that I knew that she needed my encouragement to go through with it and I wanted her to enjoy this experience. 

“Can you go first?” She asked nervously.

“Of course sweetie! Would you like to help?” I asked as I stood up to allow her to remove my shorts.

Her eyes lit up at the prospect of stripping me naked and got up on her knees to prepare. I was wearing simple cotton shorts with an elastic waistband that made them easy to remove as she slowly pulled them down, leaving me wearing only a pair of pink bikini panties. She just stared at them for a minute. 

“You're not done yet, honey. Go on.”

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them down to the ground, watching with anticipation as I stepped out of them. When she rose her head back up, she was greeted by my freshly shaved vagina, appearing to be mesmerized by the sight of it.

“What do you think now that you have a better view than you did on Saturday?” 

“Oh my God. You are beautiful.” She said, speaking directly toward my bald pussy, inches before her face. 

“How do I compare to Tammy?”

“Tammy’s looked gross compared to this. I had never been up close to one before and figured that was just how they must have looked on other women.” She explained, leaning forward for a better look.

“Ohh, and it smells so good!” She added. “Is this the way that other women are supposed to smell?”

“Thank you for the compliment, sweetie. To answer your question, I don’t really know how other women smell. I’ve never been that close to one before. But I do know one thing, they shouldn’t smell bad like that skank Tammy!” I assured her.

“Now it’s your turn, do you want me to help?” I offered.

“No, I’ll do it. Just give a little time. I have a lot more stuff to take off than you.” 

She was right about that, but it didn’t take as long as she made it out to be. She had already removed her thick leather belt and holster, and now unbuttoned her uniform shirt to reveal her bra. That was followed by her pants, which she sat on the blanket to remove. 

She stood dressed only in bra and panties and slowly unclasped her bra to allow it to fall to the ground. Her breasts were not as big as mine; however, they stood up proudly all on their own to my surprise. I smiled with the knowledge that her tits were actually very nice.

Now was the moment that I’ve been waiting for. Becky showed little confidence that what I was about to see wouldn’t turn me off and ruin everything that she had going with me. I waited in great suspense as she slowly lowered her panties to reveal her own freshly shaved vagina to me.

The moment that I saw it, I impulsively started to laugh before looking up to discover the reaction that I had caused upon her face.

“I told you. You hate me!” She exclaimed with tears welling up in her eyes.

“No, no, no it isn’t like that at all! Please tell me that you’ve been playing me all this time.”

“What do you mean?” She asked, wiping away a tear.

“You were just joking around when you said that you were fat and ugly, right? My goodness, girl, don't you have a mirror at home? Look at you! Sure, you’re a little overweight, but who isn’t these days? The thing is that it only enhances your beauty. You may be a little more round in some places, but that's good. Honey, you have more curves than a racetrack. I could use a little of that myself!” I gushed.

It wasn’t like I was throwing her a line to build up her confidence or anything. She had a very nice body. I have to admit that after seeing her naked like she was, she was actually turning me on!

“Ashley, are you serious? I can’t possibly compare myself with you!”

“You already have, my sweet, you are what they call built like a brick shit house! And your tits! My God, I only wish that mine could stand up firm like yours. Oh, and don’t get me started on those buns. Are you Brazilian? I’ve only seen pictures of a butt like yours on women from Brazil.” I said half-jokingly.

“Mmm, perfectly round and so tempting. Do you mind if I touch it, Becky?” I asked as I dropped to my knees.

“I g-g-guess so. Are you sure you want to? Mmm.” She closed her eyes and moaned when she felt me touching her fleshy globes.

I turned her hips so that her bottom faced me and smoothed my hand across her flesh. It felt so wonderful that I couldn’t help myself and leaned forward to plant a few kisses upon it. 

“But, best of all,” I said as my lips broke contact with her bottom, “is what I see in front.”

I turned her to face me, her freshly shaven cunt mere inches from my face. 

“Your muff is about the most adorable thing that I have ever seen. It’s looks like it belongs on a baby.” I told her.

The outer labia appeared thick and full, creating a perfect camel toe with just a hint of the pink inner lips exposed. The vagina was virgin territory and showed no signs of use at all. 

“But it's so fat. Look how thick it is. It's hard to go out in anything tight. Yoga pants are definitely out!”

“It looks so sweet that it makes me want to nuzzle up to it.”

“Really? Would…you like to?” She asked softly.

I stared at it for a good minute, taking in its interesting features as well as its scent, which was intoxicating, and wondered if I should stop before I wouldn’t be able to. 

As before, I came to the conclusion that we should take another break to give us a little time to be sure that this was what we really wanted. I figured that if I stopped right now while she’s aroused, it will only increase her desire for me even more. Besides, if I did go through with with having sex with her but ended up breaking things off because I had second thoughts, it would crush her, and she has already been through plenty.

To mimic her impulsive style, I suddenly jumped to my feet, wrapped my arms around her and gave her a kiss. I have to tell you, though, feeling her naked tits pressed against my own turned me on so much that I nearly changed my mind and went through with it.

“I have an idea. Why don’t we take a break and take those pictures you were expecting? Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

“But, I thought we were going to….”

“Shhh!” I hushed her, placing my index finger to her full lips. “We have plenty of time. Let’s see how things go when we're finished. I’ve never done this before and just need a little more time, okay?” I asked.

She looked devastated when I cut things off just as she was about to get what she had always longed for. I didn’t mean to be cruel to the poor girl, knowing how much she wanted me. However, for me, fantasy and reality are two different things and as much as I did imagine having sex with her, I had never been with another woman before. I wanted to be certain that I wasn’t just leading her on, and truly desired to make this kind of relationship with her last. 

I grabbed my cell and gave it to her to take some shots of me dancing and posing naked in the field so that I could share them with my husband later. Becky was camera shy at first, but I was eventually able to coax her into allowing me to snap some great photos of her. 

The best pictures were the ones taken on the rock, overlooking the scenic vistas of the forest below. When I showed her the shots that I got of her up there, she got emotional to see how awesome she looked with such a beautiful background behind her. It turned out to be an exhilarating experience and one that I will never forget. It didn’t matter who took the pictures because later we shared what pictures we had taken with each other anyway. 

By this time, it was late afternoon, and we went back to the blanket to talk about how wonderful things had gone so far that day. There was still enough wine for two more glasses, and we sipped it as we chatted. We both felt totally at ease with our nudity, and it was no longer a distraction at this point.

“I want to thank you, Ashley.” She said.

“Thank me, for what?” 

“For making me feel better about myself. Following your advice and being with you today is going to change my life forever. I’m no longer going to fret about my looks, and I owe it all to you.” Her words were filled with emotion.

I came closer and wrapped my arm around Becky’s shoulder to comfort her. It made me feel good to know that I might have helped change her life for the better. Her warm naked body felt incredible against my own. I touched her cheek, gently stroking her tender skin, and she turned toward face mine. 

With her face mere inches from mine, looking into each other's eyes, she leaned toward me and kissed me. I couldn’t resist her advances and melted as she wrapped both arms around me to hold me tightly.

Breaking contact, she whispered softly, “I love you, Ashley,” and began kissing my face and neck gently.

“I love you too, honey.” I replied.

“But I love you so much that it hurts. I’ve never had anyone care about me like you do. I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

“Sweetheart, don’t be silly, I’m old enough to be your mother. You should find someone your own age to spend time with.”

“I don’t care if you’re older, I need you.”

“We barely know each other. Besides, I’m married, you know that.” I reminded her.

“I know, and it tears me up thinking about it. There has to be some way to make this work. I’m not asking you to leave him, all I want is for you not to leave me. I am agonizingly in love with you, and I knew it from the very moment that I saw you. I have never felt like this before. Please promise me that we can be together always, or I don’t know what I’ll do!” She pleaded.

I could tell that she meant every word of it, and realized that I was beginning to have the same feelings toward her. She needed to have someone in her life that really cared for her, and I wanted her to know that I did. As Becky wiped away a tear, I took her face in my hands and drew her in for another long, deep kiss.

A pair of ample, beautifully shaped perky breasts with the most delicious little pink nipples caught my eye as I backed away. Placing my hands under them, I cupped each one and gave them a gentle squeeze, amazed at how firm they were. Oh, the advantages of youth!

"Do you like them? They're not all that big."

My thumbs caressed the swollen nipples. "Oh, honey, they're perfect," I whispered.

"Mmm, that feels so good!" she cooed. Her eyes were closed, and her breasts were heaving in my hands with her breathing becoming heavier.

“Yes, they feel great.”  I said.

Her hands quickly found my own nipples as I played with hers. 

"Hold them." I offered her my breasts 

Now facing one another, Becky placed her hands beneath my heavy tits and lifted them. I leaned forward, pressing my hard nipples against hers. I began to move side to side, causing us both to moan as our swollen buds rubbed across each other. 

Becky couldn't resist the urge and leaned over with her eyes closed, and her lips seeking mine. I happily accepted her kiss and was surprised when she put her tongue in my mouth. She was pushing her tits harder into mine as I placed my hand behind her head.

I leaned back and lifted my right breast higher, pulling her towards me.

“Suck on it," I said softly, "I can see how much you want to."

Becky didn't need more encouragement. Lowering her head, she began flicking her soft tongue around my nipple.

"Mmm, yes!" I arched my back and shoved my tit into her face.  "Just like that. Now put it in your mouth, my dear."

Becky obeyed, and my hand stroked her hair as she gently sucked my aching flesh between her hot, full lips. She whimpered as she began to suck harder and felt my hand sliding from her tit, down to her soft stomach.

"Mmm, that’s nice, but the other one wants some too." I quipped, turning to the side to offer her my other nipple.

My young friend giggled and quickly took it between her lips. Her hand found my other nipple and I began to grind my hips into the blanket. My pussy began to heat up as she took more initiative and enjoyed my body. 

As I dragged my hand down her supple stomach, she tensed up again as I teasingly slid my nails along the tender flesh. I twirled my fingers around, enjoying her reactions and the attention she gave me as she sucked on my extended nipples with her sweet tongue.

Unable to wait any longer, I slipped my hand down and rested it on her puffy pubic mound, glowing pink to show her arousal. My fingertips were right at the crevice of her pussy and I could feel the heat from between her legs.

"Oh," she moaned, the vibrations from her lips tickling my nipple. “Please…”

Becky’s words were cut off as I eased my fingers down and slid them through the soft, smooth, and incredibly wet lips of her pussy. Knowing that I had gotten the girl so wet, excited me as I lingered there for a moment to enjoy the warm, slick surface of her inner pussy. After the pause, I then worked them back up to find her hard clit.

"My God!" Becky cried out, “I can't believe we're really doing this!”

"You deserve it." I said softly as my fingers took another quick trip through the folds of her soft pussy.

I again paused at her clit and rubbed my fingers in a circle around it. Becky groaned as her hips jerked, pulling her pussy against my fingertips. She stopped sucking my nipple, but I could feel her steamy breath on it as she gasped, while my fingers played with her sweet little button. 

Placing my hand under her chin, I brought her face up and as my fingers lightly caressed her pussy, I kissed her. Becky whimpered into my mouth as she pumped her hips into my hand.

I gently squeezed her clit between my fingers, and as we parted our kiss, she cried out, "Oh, Ashley, please make me cum!"

Those words were about the hottest I'd ever heard, and placing my hand between her breasts, I gave her a gentle push. 

"Lay back, honey, and let mama give you what you need."

The dear girl fell back onto the blanket. Keeping my hand between her legs, I leaned over her to devour her perky tit. With half of Becky's breast in my eager mouth, she cried out when I sucked hard before releasing her soft flesh and tonguing her swollen pink nipple.

"Oh, yes, suck on it!" She ordered. 

"Listen to you," I mused. "Naughty little girl, aren't you?"

She whimpered as I began to swirl my tongue faster around her hard flesh.

I switched to tonguing her other pretty titty, and as I did, I worked my fingers down and eased one inside of her. Becky let out a low moan and I did as well. My God, did this sweet young woman have one hell of hot, tight, little box!

My finger slowly pumped in and out of her as I sucked her nipple. She squeezed my arm while closing her legs, trapping my hand between her trembling thighs. Again, she whimpered while squirming, rubbing her legs together.

Her reaction caused my hips to move as well, my pussy yearning for her youthful touch. But I was the mature one who needed to show some patience that day. Despite that, I could certainly use some pleasure myself while giving my young friend some.

I removed my finger from her juicy hole and whispered, “You're a hot little thing, aren't you?”

This change in her demeanor was not only surprising to me but refreshing all the same. 

"You will put your hand back down there, won't you?" She pleaded, her large eyes staring into mine.

"Of course I will!" I assured her. “And if you’re good, maybe something else as well!” I teased by flicking my tongue at her.

"Really?" she gasped. "You'll really lick my…. uh, pussy? Nobody has ever done that for me."

“Not even Tammy?”

“Never. She was very self-centered and wanted me to do everything for her without reciprocating even once. She made me lick her any time she wanted, whether I wanted to or not. Said that if I didn’t do as she asked, she would leave me. I had nobody and hoped that she would change in time, but she got worse. Are you sure that you actually want to lick my pussy?” 

"Honey, I can't wait to taste you! But please be patient with me, I’ve never done this before."

I stopped speaking and laughed when Becky impulsively drew her legs up to show me how eager she was. Her smooth, pink pussy, was glistening as it winked out at me from between her thighs.

When I looked down from above, a shudder went through me, anticipating my first taste of another woman’s vagina as I grabbed her ankles. I paused, licking my lips teasingly to get a nervous giggle from her, then spread her legs open and eased them down toward the blanket. 

My eyes were still fixed on her sweet vulva, and the fact she was nearly half my age, sent another thrill through me. Having this young woman with her virgin pussy naked before my eyes assured me that I wanted to expand my horizons and enjoy this new experience!

"Do you like it? Does it look okay?” 

"Like it? Honey, I guarantee that I am going to love it!"

"Can I see yours again too?" She asked, with a smile that was now as devilish as it was shy.

"Sure. I’ll do whatever you want, baby."

I rose, exposing my bottom, and while I was bent over caught Becky staring between my thighs with her big blue eyes far from innocent. I saw the look of lust in them as she took in the sight of my own smooth, wet pussy peeking out from between my thighs.

I was feeling playful and stood up, shaking my tits at her.

"Isn’t this fun?"

"Ashley, you're…." she whispered, "So hot!"

Until recently, I had never considered myself as being hot and laughed at the irony as I put my hands on the blanket to look her in the eye.

"And you, Becky, are one sexy little kitty, now how about I make you purr?"

"I…oh wow."

I was on all fours on the blanket and began to slowly crawl up the length of her warm nude body. I kept my chest low, to allow my hard nipples to drag along her leg with my ass pointed in the air.

Her eyes were glazed over with desire as her tongue glided across her soft lips. With her legs spread, I straddled one, causing me to moan at the feeling of my tender hot pussy sliding along her soft flesh.

Her breasts jiggled invitingly as her chest heaved. I stopped moving and took her left nipple into my mouth. Becky’s hands wrapped around me and pulled me down harder onto her chest. With our bodies pressed tightly against each other, she began to move her leg back and forth between mine. My breathing picked up from the sensation of her smooth skin rubbing against my aching clit.

I moved my head up higher over her body, shaking it back and forth, allowing my hair to tease across her sensitive nipples. Becky moaned with her leg moving faster against my hot flesh, her entire body writhing beneath me. 

Her desire to cum was unlike anything I had ever seen, and I enjoyed teasing her while trying not to be excessively cruel. As I leaned higher, I continued to move side to side, but now it was my hard nipples gliding across her lips that was driving her wild.

She flicked her tongue out to catch them as they passed, and I couldn’t hold back a soft whimper of my own. Then I stopped moving and let her take my right nipple and put it in her warm, wet mouth. While she was sucking on it, Becky's hands touched my shoulders and pushed against them to get me to move.

"Becky, sweetie, are you trying to tell me something?" I gave her a wry smile as I looked down upon her.

"Ashley please…" she begged, "Please lick my pussy. I need it badly!"

"Mmm, you're so hot, I love that." I told her. "If you keep moving your leg back and forth like that, I will."

The smooth flesh of her leg working across my cunt was having a wonderful effect on me. 

"Does that feel good?" She asked.

"Yes, wonderful."

I wasn't kidding, as my hips were moving on their own, grinding my clit against her thigh.

"I’m so glad." She smiled. “I want to make you feel good too!”

"Oh, you will." I assured her.

As I spoke, I worked my way back down her body as she wished, stopping to briefly tease each nipple with my tongue. I placed my tongue down against the supple flesh of her stomach and trailed it down, making my way towards her needy pussy. As I slid my hot pussy along her leg, her knee now against my pussy, I let out a moan from the sensation. 

I placed my hands on her soft thighs, enjoying the way the flesh was visibly trembling. Licking my lips at the sight of my new friend's pink slit oozing its clear nectar inches from my face, I was now more than ready to make her dream come true.

Unable to resist any longer, I inhaled and rolled my eyes back at the exhilarating scent of my first pussy, feeling nothing but pure lust. As I slid my hands inward, I slipped my fingers between the supple lips and opened them up to tease her by gently blowing on her clit. It drives me crazy when my husband has done that for me lately, so I knew what kind of effect it would have on this girl for her first experience receiving cunnilingus. 

Becky moaned as her hips lifted, straining to push her pussy into my face, grinding in circles. I knew that I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I spread the thick labia of her wet pussy wider and, lowering my tongue, I plunged it directly inside of her hot little box to taste another woman for the very first time.

"Oh, Ashley!" Becky cried out as my tongue sank deep into her hot flesh, feeling it swirling around inside her.

I sucked hard and was rewarded with a tasty sample of her delicious juice. Becky was squirming, as I moaned directly into her pussy from the sensation of her leg pushing up against my swollen clit. I began to rock back and forth, causing not only my rigid tongue to slide into her pussy, but also my pussy to rub harder along her leg.

My legs began to tremble from my own need to cum, and I had no doubt I was soon going to do just that against Becky’s innocent leg. I wanted one for her, too, so I stopped fucking her hole with my tongue and started working it up through the soft, wet folds of my young lover's pussy.

Inspired by her touch, I searched for her clit and traced a slow circle around it before taking it between my lips. Hers was much larger than my own, similar to a tiny penis while engorged. 

"Oh God!" She moaned as I gently sucked on it.

With my mouth upon her rigid clit, swirling my tongue in circles around it, her hands tightened in my hair and her hips started rocking faster. Sliding one hand up her soft stomach, I captured her right nipple between my fingers. As I began toying with it, I slipped two fingers of my other hand into her surprisingly tight, virgin passage.

“Oh, please be gentle.” She pleaded as I slowly worked them in to my knuckles.

I gave her tight hole a chance to adjust to my fingers, letting it stretch around them, and started flicking my tongue across her sweet clit. With no prior experience, I mimicked those wonderful manipulations that my husband has performed on me that had always made me squirm. 

Becky began to gyrate her hips with my fingers inside her, as I allowed her to work them in and out with her own movements and pace. Watching her fucking herself on my hand was a thrill. With eyes closed and lips parted, her face was now glowing pink as she began to pant.

I realized then just how precious this was for her after waiting a lifetime for someone to give her what she needed, instead of selfishly being used for their own pleasure. Hearing her passionate cries was about to send me over the edge as well. I began working my hips faster along her leg to feel more friction while swirling her amazing clit with increasing speed and pressure.

Her hips pumped hard into my fingers as her moans became louder. Originally, I had planned for us both to savor this first experience together. We were in the throes of passion, and I knew that I couldn't hold back any longer.

I worked my fingers in and out, thrusting them deeper into her scalding pussy as I rode her leg as hard as I could.

Becky began moaning louder.

"Ashley, I think I'm going to…. Oh, God, please!"

"Cum for me, my sweet girl! It’s alright honey, don't hold back. Let yourself go."

I wanted so much for her to enjoy this special moment.

Becky gasped, her hips lifting off the blanket and remained there while her thighs shook wildly.

“Oh yes!” The girl screamed loudly, her voice echoing through the forest, while her love hole spasmed around my fingers. “Don’t stop!”

While her pussy ground hard into my face, Becky cried out again and again with her massive orgasm rushing through her young body. 

“Oh, oh ahhh!” She screamed. 

I continued to suck hard on her clit and could tell right away that this was the hardest she had ever orgasmed. It gave me a feeling of sublime joy to know that I was able to give pleasure to another woman, especially one as special to me as Becky had become.

Now it was my turn as I glided my crotch back up her leg and pressed my clit firmly against her knee, grinding my hips in a circular motion.

The combination of Becky's squeals of delight and the action of her knee on my clit brought me to the brink. My pussy spasmed and as I lifted my ass and arched my back, I screamed loudly myself.

“Oh my God!” I cried out as I came with my own thunderous orgasm.

After a brief moment to savor the incredible sensation, I bent forward and drew the young woman’s face up toward mine, pressing my lips against hers. It didn’t seem to matter to her that I was covered in her delicious girl juice, as she reciprocated with equal vigor. 

I was exhausted and rolled to the side to lie on my back to catch my breath. As we laid side by side, gazing upwards toward the sky, we were both overcome with a sense of joyous satisfaction. I could hear Becky weeping and searched for her hand to assure her that I felt the same.

“That was the best thing that anyone has ever done for me. It was more than I could ever imagine. I love you so much.” She spoke softly.

“It was incredible for me too, and I will always remember this time with you.” I replied.

Becky rolled over to hold me tightly as we enjoyed the moment. We remained in each other’s arms for some time before I realized how late it had become and that I should get back before my husband returned home from work. Neither of us wanted this day to end, and it will always be remembered as one of the most special times of my life.

When we got down the mountain to my car, we sat in silence briefly, as neither of us wanted to leave the other so soon.  

“Well, I guess I should go now. It’s going to take me a while to get home from here. I do want to thank you for sharing this with me and making this day special.” I told her to break the silence.

“Do you really have to go? You can come over to my place for a while if you’d like. I’m terrified that I will never see you again.” She confessed.

“Don’t say that. Of course you’re going to see me again! I truly enjoy being with you, so you have nothing to worry about. I’ll call you soon, okay?”  I said, cradling her cheeks between my hands. 

Becky pulled me against herself to hug me tightly. 

“Tomorrow?” She asked.

“Okay, tomorrow.” I promised.

She backed away, and I noticed her eyes welling up with tears of joy. I kissed her one last time before I left. That was how I ended my first lesbian experience, and I can’t wait to do it again.

My ride home was hectic. I had to make it there before Chris got home from work because I thought it would be best to shower and change so that what I had done with Becky wouldn’t be so evident. The problem was that it was rush hour, and my usual brief ride home wasn’t so brief.

When I eventually pulled into the driveway, I dashed into the house and got in the shower just as my husband arrived. Minutes later, I heard the bathroom door opening.

“So, how did things go today with Becky? I’ve been calling you all afternoon. Were the two of you able to get together?” He asked, peering his head inside.

He was obviously eager to find out what I did that day and couldn’t wait to ask me about it. 

“Yes. I’ll tell you all about it later.” I shouted back.

“Okay. But I’ve been anxious to hear about it the entire ride home, so don’t be too long.”

I heard him close the bathroom door as he left and took a big sigh of relief that I made it to the shower just in the nick of time. Now I had to think about just how much I wanted to disclose to him. I know that I promised to tell him everything, but it went beyond what I could have ever expected, although at the same time it was more rewarding than anything I had hoped for.

As the warm water cleansed my body of the evidence of my delightfully romantic tryst that afternoon, I couldn’t keep myself from fantasizing about my behavior. Originally, I thought that it would be Becky seducing me and was fully prepared to allow her to take the lead. However, as the day went on I could feel myself losing all control and couldn’t keep myself from having my way with the young woman, and I couldn’t wait to do it again. 

The problem was that I didn’t know just how my husband would react if I told him the truth about everything that I did, not to mention how much I wish to continue exploring sex with Becky moving forward. Would it be considered an affair if I could get him to give me his blessing? 

I know that he told me that he would be okay with whatever happened that day between myself and the girl, but I doubt that he could have expected it to go as far as it had. To be honest, neither did I! There was no way I could have expected things to go as well as they did for me, and I had only minutes to decide how to explain this to my husband. 

Once done with my shower, I walked out to the bedroom to get dressed and laid out my clothes on the bed which consisted of a pair of shorts, tee shirt, and panties. I stared down at them for a full minute before picking them back up and putting them away.

After spending so much time naked during the past 24 hours, I just didn’t want to wear anything cumbersome, especially since I was inside my own house. Instead, I opted to go into my husband’s drawer and picked out one of his oversize tee shirts to wear. Of course, this left me bottomless, and I just had to go to the mirror to see how I would look to Chris when I went back to begin preparing dinner. I also hoped that by looking enticing to him, he would be more understanding about what I was about to tell him.

He was seated at the kitchen table working on his laptop as I entered. When he glanced up, he was surprised to find my bare pussy winking out at him from under his shirt. 

“Wow, Ashley, you are full of surprises. You’re really rocking that t-shirt! Come on over, so I can get a better look.”

“You’re going to have to wait, honey, I’ve got to get dinner started. If you’re a good boy, maybe I’ll let you have some of this later.” I replied, before turning my back to him to prepare dinner.

“Does that include you telling me how things went today?” 

I responded with a simple nod of my head, hoping that he wouldn’t persist in asking until I thought the time was right. Realizing that he wasn’t getting any answers from me, he left the kitchen to shower and change, with plenty of time to go before dinner would be ready. I felt relief in knowing that I had more time to think about what I was going to say.

After dinner, I asked him to go to the living room while I cleaned things up in the kitchen. Before he left, I reached into the fridge and grabbed him a beer. He was puzzled by that and cocked his head with a suspicious gaze. 

“You go and relax, and I’ll be in shortly.” I advised, pushing him through the doorway.

Generally, we don’t drink on week nights, but I was trying to loosen him up before our talk. I took plenty of time with things in the kitchen to stall for more time. When I finally went out to the living room, I placed two beers on the coffee table and continued on toward the bedroom without saying a word while he continued watching television. I figured that he must have been finished drinking his first by that time and added one for myself, knowing that it would help calm my nerves as well.

I returned from the bedroom wearing a sheer pink nightie that I had bought on Saturday. When I found it, I knew that it would be perfect for a special evening alone with him, and when he saw me wearing it, he stopped drinking his beer mid-sip. 

“What has gotten into you tonight?” He asked.

“I just wanted to see if you liked my new nightie.”

“Of course I like it, but what made you think of wearing it now? I thought that you already looked pretty hot in my t-shirt.”

“I wanted to show you how much I missed you while you were at work today and hoped that this will get you in the mood to play with me.”

Initially, I was going to change into something hot and sexy but decided that it would be best if I were to appear less so instead. I didn’t want him to think that I was becoming some kind of tramp outside the house when I told him about what I had done with Becky. Instead, it would be better that he felt comfortable knowing that at the end of the day, I was still his sweet and innocent wife.

Chris seemed to be happy when I snuggled beside him and started on my beer, but his patience was growing thin.

He turned to me and said, “Okay, enough stalling. So what happened today that requires all the theatrics? I’ve known you long enough to tell when you’re hiding something from me, so what did you do today that you can’t tell me about? You know the rule.”

I knew at that point that I couldn’t stall any longer and if I didn’t tell him the whole truth, and he were to find out later that I hadn’t, it could spoil everything. On the other hand, I could disclose to him that Becky and I had unbelievable sex together that afternoon and take my chances. He had already suspected that something might happen between us, but I doubt that he could have imagined that we would have taken it to this level.

“Okay, here you go.” I said, reluctantly, prepared to begin my story.

I started off by telling him about Becky taking me to her favorite spot on the mountain top and how I was sworn to secrecy about its location. He got a kick out of the fact that I couldn’t tell him how to get there, even if I wanted to. When I talked about her childhood of being bullied for being overweight, he began to understand why I had an interest in helping her. 

His sympathy grew when I described her abusive relationship with Tammy and how it made her contemplate suicide. I took my time explaining this to him to avoid the inevitable, but I could tell by is actions that he was getting impatient and wanted me to get to the juicy parts.

“Okay, so did you get naked with her?” He blurted.

“Yes.”

“Well, let’s have it. Did you just strip down and let her photograph you? Did she take off your clothes for you? Did she take off hers? Let’s go!”  

He was becoming agitated and wanted answers, and I knew that I couldn’t hold off any longer.

“Becky was too nervous to take hers off, so I had to get things going by taking off my top. We had some wine and talked for a bit…”

“You had wine too? What was this, some kind of romantic interlude?” He interrupted.

“Well, I think she brought the wine to get over the jitters of letting me see her naked.”

“And did she get naked?”

“Yes, eventually, after some encouragement on my part.”

“Okay, so you took off your top, then what?”

“We talked some more to get comfortable before I took off my shorts.” I continued.

“She just watched?”

“Not exactly. I had her take them off for me.” 

I didn’t know what he was thinking at that point as he gulped down the rest of his beer. That gave me the chance to get up and fetch another and give him time to digest what I had told him to that point. When I returned, I found him with a glassy eyed stare looking straight ahead, trying to visualize what I had just said. 

“Are you okay?” I asked, placing his beer down on the coffee table in front of him.

“Yeah, I’m just trying to picture all this happening in my head.”

“Do you want me to continue?” I asked.

“Oh yeah. I can’t wait to hear how this ends.” He replied.

I continued.

“I gave her my phone to take some pictures of me, and after a while I talked her into taking off her own clothes to join me.” 

“Can I see them?” He asked, perking up and anxious to see pictures of my young friend in the nude.

“I promised her that I wouldn’t show them to anyone.” I explained.

“Then let me see the pictures she took of you.” He said, sounding disappointed.

I picked up my cell phone and began showing him the first naked pictures that Becky took of me in various poses. They started off innocently enough, showing me enjoying the beautiful day outside with the picturesque natural background. It was the first time that I had seen them myself. I didn’t know what to expect and was a bit surprised when, after the first set, the next picture was of me bending over with a closeup of my ass and pussy plainly visible from behind. 

“Wow, that one’s a keeper!” Chris joked. “Pictures don’t lie, so I can tell where her mind was. Did you get any shots of her like that?”

“Maybe.” I replied, obviously hiding the fact that I had.

“I told you that she had the hots for you. Did she try to kiss you?” He asked.

He was still under the assumption that we only took pictures and there was nothing sexual between the two of us. I thought that when he gave me the green light to do as I pleased with the girl, he knew what that could mean. My face felt flush, and I knew that I couldn’t come right out and tell how far we actually went with each other, so I couldn’t help but break eye contact.

“Yes.” I said simply, before turning away so that he was unable to see my discomfort.

“I knew it!” He exclaimed.

I needed a break as well as another drink at that point, and abruptly jumped to my feet.

“How about a shot?” I offered, as I opened the doors to our liquor cabinet. 

I poured each of us a double shot of Fireball, hoping that it would be enough to not only calm my nerves, but to get my husband more receptive to what I was about to tell him. The nightie that I wore seemed to help already, as he appeared to enjoy the view of my naked body through the sheer material.

As I handed him his shot glass, I noticed a well-defined bulge in his shorts. Regardless of how he may have acted to the contrary, the thought of me being with another woman turned him on, and he couldn’t hide it. When I sat down beside him, I placed my hand directly on his crotch and squeezed it gently as I began to drink. He quickly swallowed half his shot without making a move to stop me from groping his penis through his shorts.

Chris was becoming more aroused by the minute, assuring me that I should increase my manipulations with the hope that he would be more open-minded as I eased deeper into my story. 

“So, did you like it?” He asked.

“The shot?”

“No, the kiss. Did you like kissing another girl?” 

“Yes, it was very nice.” I replied.

“What did you like about it?”

“Her lips are soft and full. She kisses with a lot of passion.”

“And I don’t?” He snapped back.

“No, no, no, it’s like apples and oranges. I love the way that you kiss me, but hers was different. How do I explain it?  Hers is more tender, while yours is manly. I guess what I’m trying to say is that I like it both ways, so I don’t want you to think that I like hers better than yours.”

I could tell that my fingers had worked their magic, with his cock now as hard as it could be. It let me know that he wasn’t going to object to me taking it out to stroke it while I continued. The alcohol had done its job in helping him to relax and enjoy the feeling as I slowly jerked off his cock.

“You have never kissed another girl before, not even in college?” He asked, comfortably leaning back in his seat. 

“No. I wondered what it would be like, but couldn’t get myself to do it. Who knows? Maybe if I had, I wouldn’t have married you.” I joked.

“Very funny.” He replied, not appreciating my humor. “Is that it, you just kissed?” 

“Not exactly.”

“What else did you do with her?”

I knew that it was time to step up my game before I said anything further and got on my knees between his legs to take off his shorts as he clasped his hands behind his head to relax. Once his shorts were off, I remained on my knees, taking his stiff cock in my hands, and ran my tongue up the underside of his cock while looking him in the eyes.

His cock jerked when I bit down gently on the tender head, causing him to close his eyes and let out a soft moan. I knew that I had him now and went for the finishing touch. With my husband at the point of no return, I rose to kneel on the sofa straddling his legs and aligned his stiff tool with my pussy, well aware that I was already wet and ready for penetration. 

Chris didn’t open his eyes and just sat back, enjoying the felling as I lowered myself down on him. I began by allowing only the head to enter me to tease him, and when he attempted to raise his hips, I would do the same to limit his access. Eventually, I allowed his hard cock to enter me a little at a time to control the action. I knew that this was driving him crazy, and that was my main objective.

Finally, with nearly his entire cock inside, I allowed my entire body weight down on his lap and bent forward to whisper into his ear.

“You asked me what I did besides kiss her. The first time that we did, she asked me if it would be okay for her to kiss me. After we kissed that first time, I couldn’t wait to try it again. It was even better after we were both naked. When we hugged, our breasts and nipples pressed against each other. Oh, it felt so good!”

I began to move my hips as both our breathing got heavier. It’s safe to say that he was getting into my story and wanted to hear more. 

“She kept telling me that she was fat, but that isn’t the case at all! In fact, after seeing her naked, I found that I love her body. Do you remember when I asked Becky to shave off her pubic hair?” I asked.

Chris nodded his head.

“Well, she did, and her pussy was about the cutest thing that I’ve ever seen. If you’ve ever heard of a girl with a perfect camel toe, that was it. It was thick and puffy and as soft as a baby’s behind. I put my finger inside her hot little hole and found her soaking wet. And so was I! The fact is that I really wanted to get closer and taste it. Honey, please don’t be mad with me, but I just couldn’t help myself and I did.”

I began to work up a good rhythm as my husband’s heavy breathing became more evident.

“That's right, honey, this naughty little wife of yours licked another girl’s pussy! I ate her out and made her scream. She tasted wonderful, and I only wish that I had tried it before.”

“Oh God!” He cried out loudly.

Hearing his former goody two-shoes wife tell him how much she enjoyed eating another girl’s pussy was driving him over the edge.

“Yes, that’s precisely how I felt too, my darling. It was delicious! Baby, now I understand why you like to lick mine so much. She was so juicy and sweet. I know that I can’t do it as good as you do, yet, and I’m going to need more practice at it, but I made her orgasm! I discovered that she likes it done the same way that I do, and I was actually able to make her cum. Does it excite you to think about your sweet wife going down on another woman?” I teased while twerking my hips more rapidly.

“Yes.”

“Would you like to see Becky naked along with me the next time we have our fantasy night? She’s really shy, but I’m sure that I can convince her to let you see her sweet young body if promise to help her along. That is, if you really want her to. Wouldn’t that be fun?” I teased.

To entice him even more, I raised my bottom to the point where barely the tip of his penis remained inside my vagina until he gave me his answer, which drove him wild.

“My God, Ashley, this is so fucking hot! Yes, I really do want to see her naked!” He panted.

“You told me before that I can do whatever I wanted to as long as I didn’t keep any secrets from you. So, are you saying that you don’t mind that I had sex with her?”

He shook his head.

“And it will be alright with you if the two of us to get together and do it again? I mean, I’ll tell you everything when I get back home, of course. It might even help me to entice her to let you watch us sometime. What do you say?” 

“Yes! God, yes. Please, Ashley, put it back in. I need to cum!” He shouted. 

“Thank you for telling me how you truly feel about this, honey. I love you so much!” I replied, lowering myself down hard onto his stiff cock just as it exploded inside me. 

I felt his hot, pent-up cum shooting into my already dripping wet hole, which brought me to a thunderous orgasm along with him. As my pussy spasmed around his meaty cock, I gave him a long, deep kiss as a show of my appreciation. 

I still can’t believe the changes that I’ve gone through in this short a time, but what I do know is that I’m a different person now. That night, as we were lying in bed, Chris and I shared our feelings and I gave him some ideas for more naughty things that we could try in the future. He is now fully onboard with my desire to expose myself to others and said that he enjoys it as much as I do. He added that he has some ideas of his own to test my limits even further. 

As for Becky, although we have only known each other for a short time, we have become more than mere friends and I can feel a burning desire for us to be together. I’m new to lesbian love, but I am eager to explore it more deeply with her. I will also try to convince her to join my husband and me the next time we go out to play.

I don’t know what lies ahead, but I do hope that I’ll be able to share more of my experiences with you in the future. It’s been one wild ride for us so far, and I can’t wait for more! Thank you for being a part of this along with me.


THE END
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My Wife: THE BOSS'S WHORE Part one: She will do anything for the company to save her husband’s job!
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Secret Sex Club For The Lonely Housewife: What Does Your Wife Do When You Go To Work?
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Daisy May: My Sweet Little Lesbian Exhibitionist
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You will fall in love with sweet little Daisy May, but be careful or she might break your heart!


Or something wild from exhibitionist Candy!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Exposed Naked On The Dance Floor in A Crowded Bar!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy To My Poker Pals – The game got much more interesting when my wife showed up!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Submissive Slut Wife Is Used By Strangers To Win A Game Of Pool! 

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy to the Truckers at the Rest Stop! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 4)

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy To My Friends During Our Super Bowl Party! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 5)

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Becomes a Wife Gone Wild on Her Beach Vacation! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 6)
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Exhibitionist Wife Training: Watching My Wife Seduce The Plumber On Her New Sex Webcam! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 7)
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If you're looking for something completely different these titles will not disappoint!

CLUB LIBERTINE: The Boss's Dirty Secret

The Company’s Dirty Secret: Forced Feminization.: Damned to Become the Boss's Femboy!

MY TRANSGENDER BRIDE: Wedding Night Surprise!
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