
        
            
                
            
        

    
EXHIBITIONIST WIFE TRAINING

Ashley's Obsession – Becky on the Beach

Lexi Cummings

Steven Vane

[image: ]

We dedicate this to all free spirits around the world.

Text copyright 2024 Lexi Cummings /Steven Vane

All Rights Reserved

Cover photo courtesy Jonaorle/Pexels

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

This is a work of fiction intended for mature readers. All characters and incidents are products of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual people or events is coincidental or fictionalized.

Exhibitionist must reads!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Ashley's New Obsession!

[image: ]

Exhibitionist Wife Training (3 Book Series)

[image: ]

You can find many more exciting books on exhibitionism or receive updates when the author's next book becomes available by clicking on the yellow follow button on their author page here.

There will also be more great titles listed for you following this story.

ENJOY!


Exhibitionist Wife Training

Table of Contents

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Ashley's New Obsession!             1

Exhibitionist Wife Training             

Introduction             

A Sheer Beginning             

Gas Station Exhibitionism             

Becky's Bottomless Escape             

Pleasure in Plain Sight             

Beach Day Dare             

Voyeur's Fancy             


Introduction

Encouraged by her husband Chris, who delights in orchestrating her public displays, Ashley’s relationship with Becky, the naive yet eager park ranger, heats up. Their affair leads them to an audacious day at the beach, where Becky is body painted to appear as though she’s wearing a swimsuit, a ruse that leaves her naked yet seemingly clothed in the eyes of those around them.

Ashley’s daring grows as she pushes her own boundaries and explores the electrifying connection with Becky. The sandy shores become a backdrop for their passionate lesbian love, intensified by the thrill of public exhibitionism. With Chris watching and driving their adventures from behind the scenes, the lines between desire and decorum blur in mesmerizing ways.

As Ashley and Becky indulge in their lustful games under the sun, they risk drawing the eyes of curious strangers, stoking Ashley’s hunger for more daring exhibitions. This beach escapade is just the beginning of their uninhibited adventures. Will they satisfy their burning desires without getting caught, or is discovery part of the thrill? Dive into this sensational sequel and find out.


A Sheer Beginning

"Chris, I'm begging you, I don't think I can handle this!" I was a wreck, my nerves completely shot.

"You promised me that you would do anything that I said, and I say you will wear that top tonight," my husband demanded.

Gazing at the transparent material in my hands, I blurted out, "But it's practically see-through!" I raised it towards the window, hoping to illustrate my point to Chris.

"You wore it just last week," he reasoned.

"Seriously, you knew no one would notice me inside the movie theater. But if I wear this to a bar tonight, I might as well be naked. Do you really want your friends to see me like that?" I implored.

Chris paused for a moment.

"Just avoid any bright lights and throw on a sweater to cover it. No one will notice your breasts if you’re careful. That bar doesn’t have great lighting anyway."

I realized he had a point. This was precisely the kind of command I wanted him to give me, and he was aware that I couldn't refuse his request.

Facing the mirror, my heart thumped loudly in my chest. The nearly transparent white button-down blouse Chris picked out for me left little to the imagination, and I was certain everyone at the bar would clearly see my breasts through it.

My thoughts swirled with a mix of shame and excitement—the prospect of revealing myself to my husband's friends as well as complete strangers was both horrifying and thrilling.

My pulse quickened as I heard Chris call out to me from the other room, "Ashley, are you ready to go?" I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. I knew what awaited me at the bar – an evening of flaunting my body for all to see at my husband's request.

The flimsy fabric of the blouse felt almost nonexistent against my skin, offering no protection from the hungry eyes that would soon be devouring every curve. Part of me wanted to refuse, to cling to my modesty, but a deeper part thrilled at the prospect of being so vulnerable and exposed. Chris's power over me was intoxicating. With a final glance at my reflection, I stepped out to meet my fate, both fearful and eager to obey his command.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself. "Yes," I replied, trying to sound confident.

As I walked into the living room, Chris's eyes widened in appreciation. "You look stunning," he said, his voice low and husky. "You're going to turn heads tonight."

I blushed, feeling self-conscious under his gaze. "Thank you," I murmured, glancing down at my outfit. The sheer blouse clung to my curves, highlighting every dip and swell of my body. It was both exhilarating and terrifying at the same time – assuming that soon everyone at the bar would be able to see my naked breasts beneath it…

I paired it with a new pair of jeans my husband selected during our recent shopping trip. He was adamant that they should be snug, and they are! The addition of a light sweater helped with my self-confidence, nonetheless.

"Come on," Chris said, taking my hand and leading me out to the car. "You've got nothing to worry about."

As we drove to the bar, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and apprehension – this was uncharted territory for me: pushing boundaries and exposing myself in public to his friends was something I had never done before. But as we pulled up outside Rusty's Pub, I saw Chris's workmates waiting for us in the darkened parking lot, and felt a surge of adrenaline coursing through my veins.

Inside, the atmosphere was electric – loud music pulsed through the air from the jukebox as people talked and laughed around the bar. But despite the noise and chaos, I couldn't shake off my feelings of nervousness and anticipation – knowing that soon everyone there would be staring at me.

Yet, as we settled into our seats in one of the two booths located away from the bar, I began to relax a little more. The lighting was dark at this end of the building, with most of it coming from the light over the single pool table nearby. Regardless, I couldn't be certain of whether my secret was out.

Sitting across from me were Chris's friends, Ron and Stu.

I was first introduced to them at a retirement party, where the four of us were seated together, sharing a table for the festivities. Stu was married and Ron single, we hit it off right away. Each of them had asked me to dance, and we ended up being the last to leave. We vowed to hang out again, and here we were.

This would be the first time that Chris and I were going to include anyone that we knew in our exhibitionist activities, and it felt quite different exposing myself to people that we knew.

Stu is a rugged guy in his thirties while Ron was younger, taller, and may I say, better looking.

I tried to ignore it, but as we talked, I couldn't help but notice their eyes wandering down to my chest when they didn't think that I was paying attention. The color of my top was close in color to my skin tone beneath, and it fit fairly snugly, showing off the natural shape of my ample breasts.

If you haven't read my initial story yet, let me provide some background before I continue. Chris and I tied the knot when we were young. We now have two sons who are off at college, giving you an idea of our ages. Shortly after having kids, I let myself go, putting on weight and dealing with health problems that sapped my interest in sex. Recently, I've been embarking on a health kick, shedding the extra pounds and looking better than ever. Now that I've discovered an insatiable craving for exhibitionism, sex is constantly on my mind, and my husband is the lucky recipient of that.

It didn't take long before their gaze began to arouse me and prompt my nipples to swell. This caused the men to blatantly stare. I pulled my thin sweater over to cover them, but knew that my poorly veiled secret was already out.

Stu kept anxiously looking toward the bar as we talked and realized the bartender was working solo, so we'd have to get our own drinks. He asked what we would like and left to retrieve them.

"So, Ashley, Chris says that you've been spending a lot of time out in nature lately," Ron remarked while we waited for our drinks to come.

"Yeah. I've been hitting the trails with my friend Becky. She's a park ranger and really knows her stuff," I replied.

"I'm relieved that you're not going out by yourself. You do realize there are bears out there, right?" he remarked.

"I've spotted them before. Becky is well-prepared for any situation we might face out there, so it's not an issue. The important thing is that we get some fresh air and stay active," I said.

"I must say, you're definitely in great shape, so it's clearly paying off," he noted.

"Yeah, Becky really gives my wife quite a workout!" Chris chimed in.

I quickly kicked his leg to stop him from revealing my personal details. My first encounter with Becky was when Chris had me strip down in the park one day, and she caught me. I saw her approach in her ranger vehicle, dressed in her uniform, and I was completely naked in a field with no way to cover myself.

She told me that she would have to report me to the authorities. We thought that she was going to arrest us for public indecency, but luckily, she was only joking. As it turned out, she is a lesbian and enjoyed watching my display.

One thing led to another and before long we were good friends, well, more than friends. With my dear husband's blessing, Becky and I have had numerous intimate experiences together, sometimes during our nature hikes. I covered this in great detail in my initial story about how I accidentally began my journey into exhibitionism.

Stu returned with a tray of drinks and placed it on the table between us. His eyes were glued to me as the sweater had shifted, leaving one of my breasts on display through my top. At this point, he was confident that I was braless and could make out the darker hue of one nipple. Stu confirmed my hunch with a nod toward Ron.

Following that, they paid closer attention to me, aiming to catch a clearer glimpse of my breasts. Before we finished our initial drinks, Ron stood up to get refills and returned with not just the beers we had earlier, but also a round of shots of bourbon to accompany them.

Their goal was to get me loosened up so that I could feel more at ease. By the time Chris got the next round, I was feeling pretty good, and we were all having a great time.

"Anyone for a game of pool?" Ron asked.

"I'm really not that good," I admitted.

"You can be my partner. I play a little now and then," he offered.

Rusty's wasn't very busy with all the other patrons sitting around the bar.

The pool table was tucked away near the booth in the back, and since there wouldn't be anyone close by to critique my lack of skill, I decided to give it a shot.

It took me some time before I sunk my first ball, however on his next turn Chris sunk the eight-ball and won the game. Ron declared that the losers had to buy the next round and went off to fetch it. I offered to go, but he refused and left me with Stu and Chris.

"You play a nice game!" Stu said in praise.

"You can't be serious, I stink at pool," I argued.

"Don't put yourself down. With a little practice, I bet you can beat me. Maybe if that sweater wasn't always getting in the way, you might have gotten a few more balls in," he said, motioning toward my sweater.

He was right. Every time that I bent to make a shot, my sweater would hang down over the table to become a distraction.

"Here, honey, let me take that for you," Chris offered, stepping behind me, he slipped it off before I could protest.

Without my trusty sweater, I felt exposed and vulnerable. The light from above the table was about to become a big factor.

When Ron got back with the tray of drinks, he took a double take when he saw me in the light without the sweater covering me. The look in his eyes assured me that he could now plainly see my breasts through the thin material, and I couldn't keep my nipples from swelling. He passed out the shots to us all and made a quick toast before we drank them down. At that point, I was really feeling them and knew there was no way that I could keep up with the men.

As Stu broke, I noticed Chris across the pool table smiling at me. I knew what he was thinking, and it made me nervous. These were Chris's friends, for God's sake! He came around the table and walked right up to me.

"Having fun, honey?" he asked.

"Absolutely, they both seem very nice. But, I'm a bit worried that I may be overdoing it and may be giving them the wrong idea about me. These are your friends, after all."

"Relax, they think you're fantastic. I'll tell them to ease up on the drinks, okay?" he reassured me, leaning in to plant a quick kiss on my lips.

He backed away to watch Ron take his turn, and I hadn't noticed that he had loosened a button on my top. Instinctively, I began to raise my hand to fasten it when he grabbed my wrist. I knew what that meant and lowered my hand back down to my side. He never said a word or even looked in my direction, but it was all I needed to encourage me further.

The thin material parted, showing just a hint of cleavage. Had Chris undone a second button, a significant portion of my chest would have been on display, and I have no idea how I would have reacted. For the moment, though, it wasn't anything overly extreme, so when my turn arrived, I stepped up to the table.

As I bent over to line up my shot, Ron and Stu went to the far end of the table to watch. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Stu give Ron a nudge and point toward my top. I felt a tingle in my loins, knowing that they were watching me attentively.

I sunk the eight-ball and jumped with excitement. The men cheered me on and each gave me a high five before Chris went to buy the next round. While he was away, the others came up beside me to continue with their praises as we took a sip from our beers.

"I knew you had it in you," Ron remarked.

He gave me a pat on the back and draped his arm over my shoulder while he kept showering me with compliments. At some point, his hand moved from my shoulder to wrap around my waist as we chatted.

It must have been the drinks because it took me a moment to realize that his hand was stroking my side and each time would come a little closer to touching the side of my right breast.

As the two lauded my achievement, Ron's wandering hand crept nearer, his fingers grazing the curve of my breast. A feeble tremor ran through me at the thought of his caress with my spouse merely steps away. Then Chris arrived, bearing another round, shattering the tense moment. Ron lowered the position of his hand to keep my husband unaware of his intentions before removing it entirely.

"I thought you were going to ease up on the drinks," I said as he handed me another shot from the tray.

"Sorry honey, but they already bought, and I didn't want to appear cheap now that it's my turn. This is the last shot, I promise," Chris said loud enough for his friends to hear him.

"Don't be a killjoy, buddy, we're just getting started," Stu chimed in.

"Ashley can't hold her liquor, and we don't need any problems, so I promised her this would be the last shot for her," Chris explained as he began to rack up the balls.

I have a hard time controlling myself when I drink a lot and sometimes get a little crazy. After I downed my last shot with the boys, I excused myself to go to the ladies room.

Chris quickly came up to me and spoke quietly so that our friends wouldn't hear. "Are you ready to play?"

I was a bit puzzled, "What do you mean?"

"When you come back, I expect that third button on your blouse to be undone," he demanded firmly.

"Chris! These are your friends!" I exclaimed, half in shock.

"Just do it." He let go of my wrist and went back to his friends.

It was hard for me to believe that he wanted me to expose myself to his friends, let alone anyone else within range of taking in the sight of me. My head was spinning as I entered the ladies room.

I could tell I was already making an impression on the guys, judging by how they couldn't stop staring at me and the fact that Ron had tried to grope my breast.

When I went to wipe after my pee, I found my pussy creamy wet and knew that the events of the past couple of hours were having an effect on me. I actually had a brief urge of masturbating right then but thought better of it and finished up in the stall.

When I stepped out and checked myself in the mirror, I was half in shock by the way that I looked. Under the bright lights of the restroom, I could see my breasts through my shirt quite plainly, especially the dark hue of my areolas.

As I made my way back to the pool table, I noticed my gait was slightly unsteady and I became self-conscious. I could feel my breasts sway with every step, and the fact that I staggered a bit only exacerbated that. The men were standing across the pool table when I approached, and all conversation stopped when they saw me.

Naturally, I followed my husband's instructions, undoing the third button on my blouse. This left my ample bosom barely concealed by the thin fabric. My entrance left Ron and Stu gaping in astonishment, their mouths hanging open at the sight of me. Chris, on the other hand, grinned from ear to ear, looking as smug and self-satisfied as could be.

"Welcome back hon, you're up!" Chris announced.

Oh, God!! How could I play pool looking like this?

My mind went blank as my husband handed me a pool cue. Robotically, I circled the table, unable to make eye contact with anyone. I knew how I looked to them, and I was getting so turned on that I had to keep myself from having an orgasm right in front of them.

As I bent down to line up my shot, I was acutely aware of my revealing top gaping open, exposing my bare breasts to everyone's delighted stares.

"Ashley, we've got solids," Ron said to keep me from sinking our opponent's ball. I was in such a daze that I had no idea what I was doing.

As I shifted my stance to aim the cue in a new direction, the guys moved in unison, ensuring they had an unobstructed view of my exposed breasts, brazenly on display for their enjoyment. I was so nervous at that point that I nearly missed hitting the ball with my cue stick.

After my errant shot, I rose and stepped away. Unbeknownst to me, my top had shifted a bit to one side, exposing a partial view of my left nipple. It wasn't until it was my turn again that I checked and realized what I had done. The problem for me now was that I couldn't let on that I knew that I was exposed because that would indicate that it was done deliberately, and I would lose any pretense of innocence.

Before long, I had forgotten my precarious situation and felt more relaxed. The guys became more playful, with my husband watching from nearby, enjoying having me expose myself to his friends. The drinks continued to come, and after a while I had lost all my self-control.

My inhibitions lowered, the four of us returned to our booth. By then, Chris had undone another button on my blouse, just above my navel. The silky fabric now hung precariously over my breasts, barely keeping them concealed.

He did this by approaching me and teasing about his intentions and when I didn't resist, he went ahead and unbuttoned it. I'm not certain, but I think that he hadn't planned to, but when I didn't object to his dare, he went ahead and followed through. This was all much more than either of us expected.

As I slid into the seat across from my husband's friends, the back of my seat brushed against the material of my top, causing it to pull to the side, exposing one breast entirely. Chris was seated on the other side and didn't notice, as I, on the other hand, knew exactly how I looked and did nothing to cover myself.

There I was sitting in the corner of the booth with my top open and one of my breasts totally exposed. I have been blaming it on the drinks, but the truth is that I enjoyed being on display for these men that I hardly knew. As we talked, it was quite difficult for me to pretend that I was unaware, especially when I became more animated in my conversation.

I could feel my tits bounce and jiggle when I laughed, as the two across from me stared at them nearly continuously. At one point, after some very animated discussion, I reclined, resting my arms on the back of my seat. That was it. The thin material spread apart, leaving both my tits on full display as I caught my breath.

Chris turned toward me and was in shock at the sight of his wife casually seated beside him with her tits on full display for his friends.  My husband's stern look caught me off guard as he gestured for me to conceal my exposed breasts. I suppose he realized the situation had gotten out of hand.

"Oh my God! I'm so sorry, guys. I don't know how this could have happened," Feigning embarrassment, I quickly fastened the buttons on my blouse.

"Don't even worry about it, Ash! Stu and I didn't see a thing, right, buddy?" Ron said, elbowing his pal in the side.

"I wish I had noticed it sooner, or I would have told you," Stu added, the look of guilt upon his face.

"No harm done. Accidents happen, I guess. I hope you guys don't tell anyone at work about this. I don't want people to get the wrong impression of my wife," Chris added, watching me fumbling with the buttons.

"Worry about nothing. I've already forgotten that it ever happened," Ron said, his eyes focused on the areolas still visible through the sheer fabric.

It's funny that I had forgotten that my tits were still visible, and as we left I brought the tray of empty glasses back to the bar and everyone seated around it turned to watch me. Chris handed me my sweater as we walked out the door. In the parking lot, Ron and Stu each gave me a hug and I could feel my breasts pressed against their chests, which was obviously their intentions.

"What was that all about?" Chris asked as soon as we had gotten into the car.

"What was what all about?"

"You were blatantly showing your tits off to my friends."

"And you didn't want me to? Aren't you the one that unbuttoned my shirt?"

"That was just to tease them a little. I didn't mean for you to show them off like that."

"So this is where you draw the line, showing off my tits to your friends? Don't you dare say that you didn't like putting me on display tonight."

"Well, I guess it was pretty hot. I was a little surprised, is all. No idea what they're going to tell the other guys at work. I have to come up with something before Monday."

"Just tell them that your wife had too much to drink, and it was all just an embarrassing accident. That would be much easier to believe than two horny guys letting their imaginations run wild, don't you think?"  I reasoned.

When I didn't hear a response, I turned my head to find him smiling at me. It quickly became a sly grin, and I've seen that look much too often lately. This could only mean that he had an idea, a devious idea.

As his friends drove out of the parking lot, the scant few cars remaining were parked away from us. The only lighting was above the door to the business, leaving us in the dark for the most part.

My husband's gaze lowered to my top. It would have been difficult for him to see my breasts in the dim lighting, but I knew that wasn't his goal. He stayed put, not starting the car, clearly waiting for me to make a move.

"What?" I questioned, glancing down to check if something seemed off.

"That was quite a show you put on for my friends in there. I honestly didn't think that you had it in you to show yourself off to them like that. I'm really proud of you," Chris praised.

"Isn't that what you wanted me to do?" I asked.

"I was expecting you to show some cleavage, maybe a hint of nipple, but that's all," he explained.

"I'll be more careful next time," I said.

"That's not what I mean. The truth is, it really excited me," he admitted.

"So it turns you on to have your wife show her bare tits to your friends?"

"It was incredibly hot, and it's a shame to keep them covered even now."

"What are you telling me?" I asked.

"I think that you should take off that top and let those puppies free, at least for the ride home."

I glanced around the parking lot for any sign of life.

"What if someone sees me?"

"They'll get over it," he laughed. "What do you say?"

I hesitated. It was quite obvious that having so much to drink had lowered my inhibitions earlier, and I was still feeling the effects, so as he watched I slowly began to undo the buttons on my blouse. He was watching intently as I reached the last of them, without exposing myself to him until I had finished.  After checking one last time to be sure that I couldn't be seen,  spread the two sides apart to expose my breasts to him before removing it entirely.

A grin grew across his face as he took the garment and tossed it into the back seat. I quickly made a move to retrieve it, but he grabbed my arm to stop me. When I looked back at him, he merely shook his head and started the engine, leaving me topless with nothing to cover myself.


Gas Station Exhibitionism

Instead of him taking a right out of the lot toward home he turned left. I had no clue of what he had planned and was resigned to sit patiently with my breasts on full display as he drove. Before long he pulled into a gas station one of those big ones that sell just about everything and are always busy.

He drove up to one of the pumps and when I checked I found the gauge it showed the tank half full, so it was quite obvious to me that there was no reason to be there. The convenience store/gas station was open 24 hours a day and always busy. Under the bright lights, my naked breasts could be seen easily through the car windows, and I became nervous instantly.

"I'll only be a minute," he said, giving me a pat on the knee before leaving the car.

This was too stressful for me, I thought, and was about to turn to reach into the back seat for my top to cover myself when the back door opened, and he snatched it before I could reach it. He looked up at me and grinned before closing the door and walking to the back of the car to toss it in the trunk.

Shit!

Now I was a nervous wreck inside the car with the bright lights shining down on me as my husband took his time with the pump. A car pulled up to the pump across from me, with the driver getting out to fill his car. I had to slouch down in my seat as he stuck the nozzle in his car, facing me from across his trunk.

As the gas flowed, he turned to check the digits on the pump before turning back my way when he noticed me inside my car. My position in my seat caught his attention, and I found him casually glancing my way, trying his best not to be detected. I doubt he could see that I was topless, but he certainly made an effort to confirm it.

Finally, I was relieved when he put the nozzle back. I was ready to sit up when instead of him getting right back into his car, he decided to walk all the way around the back as though he were inspecting it for some reason. It was obviously his way of getting a better look at me, and when he turned my way, he could see me right through the front windshield.

I had my arms across my chest, but he could definitely see enough of me to know that I was topless. He paused for a moment, seemingly deep in thought, before walking by me close enough to brush up against our car. Moments later, he was getting into his car, but not before taking one last look over his car's roof right at me.

Another car pulled in on the other side of the pump from Chris. It was another man, and he wound up pumping his gas facing the other way, but when he looked back at his pump he noticed me in my car and stared for an awkward few extra seconds. When my husband had finished and opened the driver's side door, the man had an unobstructed view of me.

"Excuse me. Do you know of any good places to eat at this hour? My wife and I have been driving for hours and could really use a good meal," the man asked Chris.

Instead of closing the car door to talk, my husband left it open and took a step toward the man to chat about the possibilities. Did he do this purposely to make me uncomfortable, or was it completely unintentional? Either way, the man was looking directly at me as he spoke, and he had a bird's-eye view of me, leaving no doubt of my precarious situation.

I could feel beads of sweat forming on my forehead as the man continued to extend the conversation. No matter how I tried, he could easily see plenty of skin and probably a nice side view of my ample breast.

As their discussion wrapped up, the man leaned in my direction, flashed a bright smile, and said, "Have a good night!"

Chris finally settled into the driver's seat, and I gave him a firm smack on the arm. He attempted to justify himself, but his laughter revealed that it was all deliberate.

"Why'd you do that?" he questioned, deflecting another, more forceful smack.

"You totally did that on purpose and you know it! I can't believe you'd actually do something like that," I fumed.

"If you hated it so much, then why are your nipples hard? They always betray your true feelings," he remarked.

I glanced down and couldn't argue with the undeniable evidence; they were prominently extended, revealing the truth as always. He had discovered another way to test my limits and goes a little farther with each challenge.

He restarted the car to begin our journey home, but not before driving slowly past the entrance to the building, where anyone could see me under the bright lights as we passed.

Thankfully, nothing more happened there because I didn't know if I could handle anything else. Aside from a few red lights where cars idled beside us and the occasional truck passing by, the remainder of the drive home was uneventful.

When we got home, I was faced with another challenge as Chris refused to open the garage and had me go into the house through the front door. Typically, he would just use the garage door opener and pull in, but he wanted to torment me further by having me walk to the front of the house and unlock the door. We had left the front light on as usual, and I knew that if a car drove by or a neighbor looked out their window, I would surely be seen.

I had already shown my breasts to my husband's friends that evening, and I couldn't bear to go through that again and have my neighbors see them too. Chris didn't say a word, just shut off the engine and sat back, waiting for me to exit the vehicle and head toward the house.

It took me a minute to get up the nerve as my husband waited patiently. My mind was a blur as I checked to be certain that no one was nearby to see me, and after one last car passed, I opened my door. This turned on the car's interior lights and I knew that I couldn't wait any longer as this made matters even worse.

Before I got out, I took a deep breath and walked briskly up the walk toward the door. Chris began to follow several feet behind me. Needless to say, I was a bundle of nerves and fumbled with the keys to find the right one. Because I usually enter through the garage, it took me an extra few seconds of precious time to find them.

Unfortunately, that time was crucial because I heard a car coming down the street behind me, causing me to drop the keys on the door step. Panic set in as there was no chance that I could pick the keys up and get inside before the car got to me. I instead had no choice but to wedge my body against the corner of the door frame to avoid those driving by from seeing me topless.

To make matters worse, the driver of the car was our neighbor George, returning home and happened to notice us out front and gave us a quick beep of his horn. I turned my head to see Chris wave before the car turned into the neighbor's driveway. Now I was desperate because it is only rarely that my neighbor will see us outside and not want to chat.

I quickly snatched the keys from the ground when I heard his car door close.

"Having trouble over there?" George asked, walking across his lawn toward us. George is much older than Chris and me, and probably has lived in the neighborhood longer than anyone else.

He was approaching fast, coming directly toward me, and would soon be able to see me clearly as I frantically tried one key after another into the lock.

"Women. They don't grasp the concept of keys, I think," Chris joked, trying to take our neighbor's attention away from me.

"I'm pretty good with those, Ashley. Why don't you let me help you with that?" George asked. He was always there to lend a hand, however now really wasn't the time.

Chris stepped over to stand between us, trying to obstruct his view and hopefully delay him. By that point, he could probably see my bare back clearly, and was just a few steps away from seeing everything!

At the very last second I got a key into the lock and with trembling fingers it turned! I quickly opened the door and hustled in just as George was coming up the walk. Once inside, I collapsed against the door, my chest rising and falling as I gasped for breath.

"What's with your wife, Chris? She didn't care to talk?" I heard George asking.

"Oh, she's got to use the bathroom really bad," Chris lied.

"I understand. With my prostate issues, I feel that way constantly. Hope you don't mind me asking, but what was she wearing? From my vantage point, it appeared like she was half naked! Ha Ha!" he joked.

"I wish!" Chris laughed. "It's just some new top she bought recently. So don't go getting yourself all excited."

"I may be old, but I'm not dead yet, so you have to forgive me for letting my imagination run wild. Don't want you getting the idea that I look at your wife that way, though. You young folks can pull off wearing almost anything nowadays," he said apologetically.

"No worries, my friend. I'll have her come by to model her new top for you the next time she wears it," Chris assured with a wink.

A broad smile appeared on George's face as he imagined me coming to his house in a revealing top. As they continued to talk outside, I attempted to regain my composure. Having my neighbor nearly catch me topless was nerve wracking. It was also incredibly exciting.

With my bare back against the door, the only barrier preventing George from seeing me, I couldn't help but wonder what would have happened if that last key hadn't worked. I would have had to face the embarrassment of him staring at my exposed chest without a good reason for being outside with my husband dressed like this.

My guilt quickly turned to arousal as I closed my eyes and squeezed one of my ample breasts. My other hand gradually traveled down my stomach to my crotch, where I could feel the warmth building. Why on earth was I getting so turned on when I should have felt embarrassed and ashamed?

It's difficult to put into words, but it's true—the more dangerous the situation, the more aroused I become, and it gives me an incredible rush.

The mere notion of strangers catching a glimpse of my nude or partially clothed body has been fueling my desires as of late. I've taken to poring over tales written by like-minded individuals, pleasuring myself to their words nearly every day while my spouse is off at work unaware.

Without Becky, I can't imagine how I'd manage these days.

I've mentioned her earlier, so I won't repeat myself now, but I've taken her under my wing, and we have been exploring a lesbian relationship for months.

Becky is kindhearted, significantly younger than I am, and deeply infatuated with me.

Actually, she will do whatever I ask her to do, and recently, I've been urging her to delve into exhibitionism with me. Now that she's shed her insecurities about her body, she's truly embraced it.

She had been body-shamed by her former girlfriend before I met her, but I love her body. Becky is a bit overweight, at least she used to be anyway. I had her modify her diet, and she works out with enthusiasm; she's in great shape now.

When she saw the way that her vagina looked after I had talked her into shaving it smooth, all nice and puffy, it had only very limited action previously.  Like virgin territory.

But here I am, my naked back pressed against the cold front door. I was as horny as hell already before Becky popped into my head. My fingers started to glide up and down over my scorching hot pussy, as the fabric of my snug jeans weaved through the fleshy creases.

My mind raced with the titillating notion that my neighbor was just beyond the door, mere steps away, imagining him watching my wanton display. His remark about wanting to see me in my new "outfit", followed by his insistence that he didn't view me in a sexual light, led me to believe that he actually does think about me.

My mind swirled with thoughts of his response if he were to catch a glimpse of me right then.

My desire was intense, hoping that Chris would barge in and take me right then and there on the floor. Underwear soaked, with jeans restricting access, I hurriedly fumbled with the button and fly to wiggle out of them, desperate to touch my throbbing mound without obstruction. I yanked apart the zipper with urgency and plunged my fingers into my searing, drenched panties.

I hadn't masturbated at all that day and, as had been the case for weeks, my mind was on sex the entire time.

If you were to add in the fact that I had exposed my tits to my husband's workmates that evening and had to ride home topless, you will understand why my pussy was as wet as ever.

With my pants down just enough for access, I masturbated with abandon, needing to get off fast!

As I stood there, flushed and breathless from my frantic self-pleasure, I heard Chris's soft knock at the door. "Ash?" he called out, "You left the door locked. You gotta let me in, babe." His voice was filled with concern, having just finished a conversation with George.

I hesitated for a moment, my hand still buried between my legs, before I unlocked the door and peered out to ensure that he was alone. Satisfied that we had a moment of privacy, I stepped back and let him in.

The look on Chris's face when he saw me was priceless – a combination of shock and arousal that made my heart skip a beat. His jaw dropped as he took in the sight of me, standing before him with my pants pulled down just enough to give him a peek at what I'd been up to. I could tell from the growing bulge in his pants that he was just as turned on as I was.

As he stood there, taking in the scene, I could feel my arousal growing even stronger. I knew that I needed to finish what I had started, and I wanted Chris to be a part of it. Without a word, I reached down and pulled my panties aside, giving him a full view of my wet, needy pussy.

Chris's eyes locked onto my naked flesh, and I could see the desire burning in them. Without hesitation, he stepped behind me and placed his fingers on my aching clit, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I moaned softly as he began to rub me in earnest, his touch sending me spiraling towards the edge.

Lost in the pleasure of his touch, I knew that this was precisely what I needed. Chris's fingers were magic. He groped my breast from behind as I fell back against him, and I could feel my orgasm building with every passing second. I reached back to pull him closer, wrapping my arm around his neck as I trembled with anticipation.

And then, in a sudden burst of ecstasy, I came. My body convulsed with pleasure as waves of bliss washed over me, leaving me weak in the knees. Chris held me close, his fingers still working their magic on my sensitive clit, until I had ridden out every last tremor of my orgasm.

Breathless, I sagged into Chris's embrace, realizing this was merely the start of a thrilling yet dangerous new phase for us – one that set my pulse racing with both excitement and trepidation.

From that moment on, I knew that we would be tapping into each other's unexplored desires and pushing each other to new heights of pleasure. And I couldn't wait to see where this wild ride would take us.


Becky's Bottomless Escape

The next morning, a Sunday, I had the chance to sleep in while Chris headed out to play a round of golf with his buddies, Ron and Stu.

As I lay in bed, my mind raced with thoughts of what the guys were probably discussing during their golf game. I had no doubt that the events of last night, particularly my embarrassing flashing incident, would be a hot topic of conversation. Part of me hoped that Chris would stand up for me, but another part feared he might disclose the details of my behavior during the ride home. All I could do was wonder and wait anxiously for his return. 

The thought of my husband's buddies discussing me like this filled me with both humiliation and exhilaration. When I touched myself, I found that I was already wet and the day had just begun. It feels as though I have been in this state at all times lately. Anyone who knows me would be shocked at the transformation I've taken in only a few months. My husband is one of them, but now enjoys being the beneficiary of this new me.

Since my recent transformation, my husband struggles to keep pace with my insatiable sexual hunger and unrelenting longing. Hard to believe, given that I had essentially shut him out sexually for many years after losing all interest.

I think that's why he has had no objection to my affair with Becky. He's already told me that I can do whatever I please as long as I don't allow another man to touch me, and this includes having sex with my sweet Becky with his blessing.

Just as I was fantasizing about her, my cell phone rang.

"Hi honey, what's up?" I asked happy that she called.

"I've been thinking about you and haven't seen you in a few days. I really miss you," she said.

"That's so sweet. I miss you too. In fact, I was just thinking about you," I said.

"I hope they were good thoughts!" she joked.

"Mmm, yes, always."

"Are you available? I'd love to see you today if it works for you," Becky mentioned.

"Well, as luck would have it, I'm free right now. Chris went off to play golf for the day, leaving me alone with my thoughts, especially thoughts of you," I said.

"You can come over here if you have time, I'm off today." She offered.

"I'm naked in my bed and would really hate to have to put on clothes this morning, so you can come over here and cuddle with me if you want," I teased.

"I'll take a quick shower and be right over!" Becky answered excitedly.

"Don't take too long, or I'll have to start without you," I joked. "No, seriously, take all the time you need, my husband will be gone for hours," I added.

"Okay, thanks. I can't wait to see you. See you soon!" she said melodically.

"Love you!" I replied as I hung up the phone.

I knew that It would take Becky a while to get to my house, so I had a quick bite for breakfast as I filled the tub for a nice warm soak. Before getting in, I turned on the living room stereo and streamed some Taylor Swift music. I shaved my legs and any stubble that I may have had around my pubic area and once done, I put on my short silk robe and made the bed, preparing for my girlfriend's arrival.

A short time later, my doorbell rang. When I opened the front door, I was thrilled to find Becky with a bright smile on her face, wearing a t-shirt and the tightest pair of shorts ever. We hugged before entering the house where I could get a better look at her outfit.

She has gone through a miraculous transformation since we first met, she was about as introverted and self-conscious a girl as I ever knew. Today, with my encouragement, she is more confident and sometimes surprises me by wearing something to tease me.

I had her model her clothes and couldn't believe that she wore them in public. The shorts, a pair of cheeky Lycra boy shorts, had to struggle to contain her impressive round butt.

Her voluptuous curves left little to the imagination, especially the way those shorts hugged her full, round backside, leaving a hint of flesh exposed. The sight of her meaty vagina and pronounced camel toe sent a jolt of desire through me.

Her t-shirt was nothing unusual except for the fact that you could make out the shape of her breasts easily to show that she was braless. I was quite impressed with her being so bold.

"Did anyone see you like this?" I asked.

"Not really, except the old guy next door. He was watering his lawn. I'm sure that he saw me, but he was far enough away that it would be difficult to see much."

"Oh that's George. He's harmless, except for when he catches me outside without wearing a top," I laughed.

"He saw you topless, when?" She asked.

"Last night. We went out to meet some friends and Chris made me ride all the way home topless. George saw me before I got into the house, but he wasn't sure about what he had witnessed and thought it was just his imagination," I confessed.

"What did Chris do?" she asked.

"He watched it all happen and waited until the last second to distract him until I got in the house. The whole evening got me as horny as hell, and I couldn't wait until Chris came in, so I started masturbating right here with the two of them just outside the door. It gets me as hot as hell," I grabbed her by the wrist and put her hand against my pussy. "See? I'm dripping wet, and I haven't even touched you yet."

"Mmm, you're wet alright," Becky brought her glistening fingers up to examine them before licking off my juice like a lollipop. "Is that Taylor on the stereo?"

"Yes. I was taking a soak and listening to her. Want to dance?" I asked, swaying to the music.

She pulled me tightly against herself with a quick kiss on the lips before we began to writhe our bodies to the music. I pulled the draw string on my robe and brushed my naked tits against hers. She in turn pulled her top off so that we could feel our soft flesh against pressing against each other.

I reached my hands behind her to grab hold of her ample bottom and ran my fingers down over the smooth material until they reached the soft, warm flesh below. There were a few inches of her exposed, and I was delighted to think that George might have seen it and could be wondering what we were doing together inside.

When an upbeat song came on, I turned up the stereo and we started shaking it.

I knelt down and pulled at Becky's shorts, eagerly anticipating what lay beneath. My heart raced as the fabric slid down her legs, revealing her tantalizing freshly shaved pussy that beckoned to me. Sure enough, she was bare beneath those shorts, just as I had hoped.

When I leaned forward to give her plump pussy a kiss, she grabbed the back of my head and pressed my lips against her hot box.

"Ohhhhhhhhhh!" she moaned as I flicked my tongue into her slit.

In no time, I stood up, grabbed her hand, and headed straight for the bedroom, where I gently pushed her onto the bed.

As Becky lay on the bed, her eyes closed and a soft smile on her face, I crawled between her legs and could smell her arousal. It made my own pussy tingle with anticipation. I leaned in and kissed her inner thigh, feeling the warmth of her tender flesh, and moved higher, kissing and licking my way up to her pussy.

Becky moaned softly as I ran my tongue along the length of her slit, teasing her clit with the tip. She tasted sweet and musky, a combination that drove me wild. I slid two fingers inside of her, feeling how wet she was for me. I curled them up to stimulate her G-spot, making her moan louder.

As I continued to pleasure Becky, she reached down and grabbed my head, pulling me closer to her pussy. Oh God, yes," she whispered hoarsely. "Keep doing that."

I increased my pace, sucking on her clit while finger-fucking her harder. Her moans grew louder and more urgent, telling me that she was close to orgasm. I wanted to make it last as long as possible, so I slowed down again, teasing her with light flicks of my tongue.

Becky writhed beneath me, arching her back and pressing herself against my mouth. "Please," she begged, "make me come."

I knew she was at the edge now, so I gave in to her pleas. I plunged three fingers inside of her snug hole and sucked hard on her clit as she cried out in pleasure. Her pussy contracting around my fingers said that she was about to come, I knew she was ready.

As Becky regained her composure, I slid up next to her, and we kissed fervently, our tongues intertwining as I let her sample her own flavor, eliciting moans of pleasure from her.

We broke apart for a moment to catch our breath before moving her into the scissor position on the bed. Our hot wet pussies ground against each other hungrily as we kissed again, our hands roaming over each other's bodies searching for sensitive spots to explore.

The friction between us was intense as we both approached orgasm together. We could barely hear each other panting over the blaring music from the other room as we ground our scalding sex together to the sound of Taylor's song Cruel Summer.

"What the fuck?" A voice shouted over the music.

Chris was home!

Becky and I were both startled by this and separated. Chris was standing in the doorway wearing his golf attire with his hands on his hips and a look of disbelief on his face. Chris was aware that Becky and I had shared intimate moments, but I suppose seeing it firsthand is a different reality altogether.

I knew that this was the first time Chris had seen Becky naked—his eyes were glued to her body as we quickly pulled apart, our legs still spread wide, our wet, pink pussies exposed. The timing couldn't have been worse.

"Chris! What are you doing here?" I shouted, covering myself in a veiled attempt to show modesty, although it was totally unnecessary with how much he had seen already.

"Our fourth didn't show, and Stu's wife was in an accident or something. Anyway, we all decided to leave when he got the call. My question is: What's this? If you told me, there would be a show, I would have blown off golf altogether to stay and watch. Is this what you do every Sunday? What happened to your nature romps in the park?" He asked.

"We do that all the time. Becky called today and I asked her to come over. One thing led to another and, well, here we are. Is it what you expected?" I asked, wanting to know his feelings about seeing his wife having lesbian sex for the first time.

"No, not what I thought at all. I've never seen anything as hot as this in my life! I wish I had never interrupted you." He gushed.

Becky was still embarrassed at being caught, and I knew that she felt uncomfortable.

"Perhaps I should go," she said, trying to rise from the bed.

I grabbed her arm to hold her in place.

"Not on your life honey. We're not done yet." I said keeping her with me.

"Anything I can do to help?" Chris asked with lust in his eyes.

"I'm not so sure that Becky is ready for anything like that." I explained.

"That doesn't seem fair, does it? What about if I just stay and watch for a little while? I promise you won't even know that I'm here. Please?" he pleaded his case.

I turned to find Becky quiet and thought that she might protest, but she didn't so I took the initiative and gave my husband a nod of my head.  A bright smile appeared on his face as he stepped off to one side to prepare for the show.

I knew that Becky was nervous, so I took her hand to kiss it before placing it on one of my breasts. As she caressed my delicate skin, I leaned in and captured her lips in a passionate, open-mouthed kiss. Her body swayed against mine, surrendering entirely to the moment.

As Becky and I continued our passionate lovemaking, our bodies soon entwined in a 69 position, I could feel the heat between us building. My heart raced as I ran my tongue over Becky's sensitive spots, causing her to moan loudly. She returned the favor, sending shivers down my spine as she expertly pleasured me.

Her experiences of repeatedly being ordered to service her self-centered ex whenever the mood struck her has made Becky an expert at cunnilingus, and I have now become the beneficiary of that.

I glanced over at Chris, who was sitting in a chair beside the bed. His eyes were locked on us, and I could see the bulge in his shorts growing larger by the second. Without hesitation, he began to unbutton his pants, revealing his hard cock standing proudly between his thighs.

My heart skipped a beat as I watched him masturbate wildly, his hand moving up and down the shaft with reckless abandon. The sight of him pleasuring himself while watching us was incredibly arousing, and it only fueled our passion further.

Becky's moans grew louder as she neared her climax, and I knew that she was just as turned on by my husband's display as I was.  Her eyes were riveted, unable to tear away from the erotic sight of Chris pleasuring himself so wantonly before us.

Becky had never witnessed such a sight before. The throbbing member, standing tall and proud, was a new and captivating experience for the young lesbian.  The thought of him watching us made me feel even more exposed and vulnerable, but also incredibly excited.

Chris watched us intently throughout our passionate encounter, his hand moving faster and faster on his cock until he finally reached his climax. With a loud groan, he shot his load onto the floor between his spread legs, leaving a trail of come that glistened in the sunlight shining down on it through the bedroom window.

I watched as he leaned back in his seat, eyelids shut and an expression of blissful satisfaction etched across his face. My attention turned back to Becky, who was absolutely devouring my steaming pussy.

As I glanced over, I noticed that at some point Chris must have gone to the bathroom to get a wet washcloth. He was now crouched down, cleaning up the sticky evidence of his pleasure from the carpet. Eventually, he got up and disappeared back into the bathroom, and shortly thereafter, I heard the sound of the shower running.

My fingers tangled in Becky's hair as her tongue brought me to the brink of ecstasy. She moaned against my slick folds, the vibrations sending shock waves through my core. I arched my back, grinding against her eager mouth until finally, the mounting tension burst into pure ecstasy. A guttural cry tore from my throat as I quivered and quaked, my essence coating Becky's lips and chin as rapture consumed me.

The sight of my orgasm sent Becky over the edge as well, and she let out a loud scream as she climaxed again right along with me.

As we caught our breath and lay there entwined in each other's arms, I couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration at having been watched so intimately by Chris. It was an experience like no other, one that pushed all of our boundaries and left us feeling more connected than ever before.

As I tugged the sheet up to cover our intertwined bodies, Becky and I remained locked in an intimate embrace. Our heads shared the same pillow as we stared deeply into each other's eyes, savoring the intense connection we had just experienced together.

Chris stepped out of the bathroom in a towel, he paused to take in the sight of us together in the bed and smiled. I returned his smile, my eyes following his movements as he grabbed a fresh pair of shorts and a tee from the dresser. He then headed out, giving Becky and me some privacy while he slipped into his clothes elsewhere.

"Hungry? What do you say about some lunch?" I asked.

"I think I'd better go. I really need to wash up a bit," Becky confessed.

"Feel free to freshen up in our bathroom. You'll find clean towels in the cabinet below the sink. Take your time, and I'll whip us up something tasty for lunch in the meantime. Just meet me in the kitchen when you're ready," I offered, planting a quick kiss on her lips before slipping out of the sheets naked and bounding out of the room.

I made a quick detour to our primary bathroom for a quick rinse, then wrapped my body in a fluffy towel before heading to the kitchen. There I found Chris seated at the table, engrossed in reading emails on his cell.

"Hey there, beautiful! Since you're all wrapped up, I guess that means it's my turn to unwrap you and have some fun, huh?"  Chris joked.

"You can have a turn later, but right now, we have a guest in the house, so you'll have to wait," I replied, walking by him to find something to eat in the fridge.

He reached out to snatch the towel from me, but I was too quick for him and avoided his effort.

"Are we talking about the same guest that you were just devouring in our bed?"  he asked.

I ignored him and continued making lunch when Becky walked in wearing only her t-shirt, naked below. This was both surprising and most welcome as she was displaying a side that I had never seen before. She obviously was shedding her inhibitions and quite comfortable showing herself to not only myself but my husband as well.

"My, you look simply delectable!" I proclaimed, noticing Chris's eyes were glued to her exposed, delicate flower.

Her supple body glided across the room until she stood before me. Our lips met in a sensual embrace as Chris looked on, his eyes drinking in the erotic display of feminine passion. I alone had Becky's attention, as she barely acknowledged my husband's presence.

With constant effort, I have gotten Becky to lose her inhibitions and learn to love her body. For years, she had been body-shamed and after having a bad relationship with her girlfriend Tammy, who treated her cruelly, it took me a while to get her to regain her self-confidence.

The delightful lunch found me relishing in Becky's nearness, her body pressed against mine as we dined, her clear signal to Chris of our intimate connection. We talked and laughed, and eventually, she warmed up to Chris.

I recounted to Becky all the juicy details from the previous night when Chris and I went out to meet his friends at a local bar. She listened intently as I recounted the events.

She seemed particularly interested in Chris having me ride all the way home topless, and how I was almost caught half naked by George as I frantically tried to unlock my front door.

Becky remained by my side well after our meal was done, and I could tell that she was getting aroused hearing about my naughty escapades. That immediately gave me some ideas for future endeavors, which would involve Chris as well.

"Chris really puts me to the test every time. He's got a wild imagination, and I think you should come out with us next time. He will get your blood pumping, that's for sure." I gently grasped his hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze as he returned my smile.

"You really believe I could do that? Join you and Chris out in public, letting someone else see me that way? I don't have your kind of courage," Becky replied, though the expression on my face betrayed more eager anticipation than apprehension at the prospect.

"That's a plan, then. We'll figure something out today and let you know when to get ready," I said.

"When, tonight, tomorrow? When?" she inquired, showing a mix of nervous excitement.

"Don't you worry your pretty little head, I think we should surprise you and keep you off guard," I teased.

Becky looked over to my husband for any help, and he gave her a sinister grin to add to her nervousness. She took a deep breath and blew it out to calm herself.

"I think I should go now. There are a few things that I have to get done at home. Thank you for the lunch and the…you know." She crooked her head and gave me a bright smile.

As I wrapped my arms around Becky, I couldn't resist the touch of her full naked bottom. I gave it a playful slap, and she let out a contented purr that sent shivers down my spine. Our embrace was warm and intimate, filled with a deep connection that words could hardly express.

"Oh, I left my shorts in your bedroom. I'll get them," she said, breaking contact with me.

"Wait here. I'll get them for you." Chris jumped and dashed off before Becky could move.

A few minutes later, he returned. "I can't find them anywhere. They're just gone. Sorry about that," he apologized.

"Chris, they're right there on the floor behind the bed." I paused when I saw the look he was giving me and quickly understood. "You're right. Now that I think about it, I couldn't find them either." I turned to see Becky looking surprised.

"I'm sorry, hon, but you're just going to have to ride all the way home without them. I'll have Ashley call you if they turn up." Chris said, offering to walk her out.

Becky took a step and stopped in her tracks. "Please don't make me do this, somebody might see me!"

"You'll be just fine, watch for old George out there. I can hear his lawnmower, so he's around," he assured her.

"Ashley, please, I can't!" she turned to me and pleaded.

I brushed her hair and gave her a warm smile, then cupped her face between my hands and kissed her softly on the lips.

Then I slowly pulled back, my eyes locked with hers, innocent and pleading, that seemed to surrender completely to my will.

"Are you ready?" I asked softly.

Becky took a breath and gave one slight nod of her head. We walked hand in hand to the front door. She had parked her car in our driveway. To get there she had to go down the walkway past my husband's car which was parked closest to the house, then into her car before George could get a good look at her.

Chris went to the window and put his hand up for us to wait. "He's cutting his grass when he's turning to cut the other way, you'll have about 30 seconds to get to your car before he's coming back your way. Don't waste a second."

"You can do this," I held her by the shoulders and said.

Becky was shaking with fear, but I knew that this would all be a thrill for her when it's over. I grabbed hold of the door knob.

Chris was peering through the front window, watching for the optimum time. "Ready. Ready. Go!"

I opened the front door and gave her a slight push to get her out the door. She briskly stepped down the front walk while Chris and I stood in the open doorway to watch.

Her naked bottom looked scrumptious below her t-shirt, her tits bouncing along enticingly. I gave a quick peek up and down the street on the lookout for neighbors or cars approaching.

George was now nearing the end of his yard and about to turn around when I saw Becky opening her purse for her keys. I don't understand why she didn't have them already in hand before she left the house, but she was about to pay the penalty for that.

She stopped between the garage door and my husband's car, searching through her purse for the keys, and now George was coming!

Becky didn't notice him at first, but must have heard the machine growing louder. Luckily, George didn't see her until she dashed toward her car, where he couldn't see anything below her chest.

Now he was walking directly toward her and I could see him staring. She was frantic, trying to find the keys and get into her car before he got so close that he could see her condition.

"Having trouble over there, Missy?" he asked over the roar of the engine.

George was now at the end of his yard, just to the other side of Becky's car. I thought about going out to help, only I was still in my bath towel and that would be even worse.

"Uh, no, just looking for my keys," Becky explained.

"I'm pretty good at finding things, maybe I should come and give you a hand," he offered. George can be helpful at times, but for the most part, he's a bit of a busybody.

"No, no, no, no! I-I'm fine. Don't want to interrupt, err, your mowing," she said nervously. Relief set in momentarily when she pulled her keys out of her purse.

The girl raised her keys triumphantly, jingling them, so George could see that the search had ended successfully. His assistance was not required, and she believed her troubles were over, but little did she know…

We heard the lawnmower shut down, and I knew that couldn't be a good sign. 

"Are you friend's with Ashley? Nice woman. Good neighbors." George said, removing his cap to wipe his forehead with his sleeve. 

Oh no, I thought, as Chris and I heard the mower shut off. We both tried to remain out of sight in the doorway, but he could have readily seen us if he glanced up toward my house. However, his attention was focused on the young woman that he saw arrive hours earlier with her butt cheeks exposed, and it appeared that he was eagerly coming around for a better look.

Becky was still holding her keys, her delicious naked bottom barely concealed to him by her car. If George made it around to her side, he would get an eyeful of her bare ass and pussy, and that is precisely what he was about to do.

She was caught in an impossible dilemma. If she stayed put, it would lead to a humiliating situation, but getting into the car wouldn't help either, as he'd still catch an unobstructed view of her half-bare body through the vehicle's windows. 

I couldn't help but tense up as I heard the sound of a car approaching. It slowed down as it passed by my house, and Chris and I ducked around the corner to hide from view. We heard a quick beep of the horn, signaling that whoever it was had noticed someone in my driveway.

Becky pressed her body against the car door to cover what she could from whoever was driving by, but her ivory white bottom remained in plain view as though framed against the dark background of her car. George paused, raising his hand high in the air to give a wave to the driver in return, although I am not certain that the horn was meant for him.

My heart raced as I watched the scene unfold, helpless to intervene without exposing myself in just a towel. Becky's face was flush with embarrassment and fear as she tried to act casual, praying George would turn around and leave. Regardless, he turned his attention back to her and was coming, and she had no way of stopping him.

"So, how do you know Chris and Ashley?" George asked, making small talk as he made his way around Becky's car.

Just then, a shrill voice rang out through an open window in his house across the lawn. "George! George, you need to come in right now. It's time for me to put on your hemorrhoid cream! You remember the last time forgot to put it on, don't you?" It was his wife Agnes, who has never shown an inkling of decorum.

George froze, his face turning beet red as he grimaced. He mumbled a quick goodbye to Becky and hurried back to his lawnmower.  It was like a scene from a comedy show.  Chris and I both snickered in the doorway, although we had to feel sympathy for his crushing humiliation.   

As the engine roared back to life, Becky quickly hopped in the driver's seat and shut the door. That was too close. She breathed a sigh of relief before letting out a squeal of delight, shouting, "Yes. Yes. Yes!" The thrill of nearly being caught seemed to energize her.

As Becky's car vanished from sight, a sly grin spread across my face. I had a feeling that this close call was just the beginning of her adventure – one in which she'd break free from the constraints of convention, inspired by my sometimes irreverent guidance.

I couldn't wait to call her later to tell her what Chris and I had planned for her next. The sight of Becky reveling in her brazen public display left me beaming with pride…and more than a little aroused myself.

And as we drifted off to sleep that night, wrapped up in each other's arms, we knew that this was just the beginning of many more exciting adventures to come.


Pleasure in Plain Sight

As Chris and I went back into the house, delighted that Becky was able to get away without her impropriety being detected by George, I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement. The thrill of her being caught in such a compromising position had sent shivers down her spine, and I knew that Becky was ready for more.

Chris and I sat down at the kitchen table, our minds racing with ideas for what we could do next to push Becky's limits even further. We wanted to create an experience that would be both exhilarating and terrifying for her, something that would challenge her in ways she never thought possible.

At first glance, this might seem harsh for such an innocent girl, but I believe that once she experiences the same thrill I've felt recently, she'll be grateful for what we've done.

As we brainstormed, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in myself as well. I had come so far since my first encounter with exhibitionism, and now I was more than willing to take things to a whole new level. It was clear that I have become addicted to the rush of adrenaline that comes with exposing my body in public. I knew that if I played my cards right, I could transform Becky in the same way.

After some discussion, we weren't able to come up with a plan. It had to be right, or she may back out and decide that she can't take the stress and never want to do it again.

We couldn't risk scaring Becky off, so we decided to put our plan on hold and enjoy the rest of our day together. It was a tough call, but we knew it was the right thing to do. After all, the ultimate goal was to help her discover the thrill of exhibitionism without overwhelming her. And who knows, maybe we'd stumble upon the perfect idea later on. For now, we'd just have to be patient and continue exploring this newfound passion together.

"I need to pick up something at Home Depot, do you want to come with me?" Chris asked.

"Gee, Home Depot, every girl's favorite!" I replied sarcastically.

"What's wrong with Home Depot?"

I couldn't help but roll my eyes. "I was hoping that we could do something enjoyable today, and you suggest Home Depot?"

"We could make it fun," he said with a sly grin.

I knew exactly what he meant and immediately could feel a tingle in my loins.

"What's your plan, Chris?" I inquired with a playful smirk.

"I have an idea. wait here," he instructed.

As I waited for Chris, my mind raced with possibilities. What could he conceivably have in store for us at Home Depot? I couldn't help but feel a thrill of anticipation, so I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in my chest as a rush of excitement filled me.

I stayed in my kitchen chair and, with a soft pull, removed the towel that had been draped over my lap. My breath caught in my throat as I gently parted my thighs, revealing a tantalizing view. My pussy, flushed and engorged, seemed to pulse with an irresistible invitation.

The sensation was euphoric, and I couldn't help but run my fingers through the soft folds, feeling the warmth and moisture that had gathered there. It was a powerful reminder of the desires that raged within me, and I couldn't help but wonder what other pleasures awaited me in the hours to come.

As I sat, lost in thought, I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of anticipation building within me, a yearning for the unknown that was both thrilling and terrifying all at once. But for now, I was savoring this moment, basking in the raw, unadulterated pleasure of my own body.

As I delved a finger into the slick crevice before me, an electric jolt surged through my body. Upon withdrawing my digit, I discovered it coated in my own sweet nectar, which I eagerly lapped up with my tongue. Just as I did so, Chris reappeared in the kitchen.

"My God, Ashley, you're insatiable!" he announced.

I couldn't help but smile as I was caught savoring the taste of my own essence on my finger, and Chris watched me intently, his gaze fixed on my inviting pussy. He dropped to his knees between my legs ready to bury his face into my nether region when I put a hand on his head to push him away.

"You'll have to wait for that. Don't we have something else to do right now?" I asked. I know it was cruel of me to keep him at bay, but there would be time for that later.

Chris's shoulders slumped, and he slowly climbed to his feet, the look of defeat etched on his face. He quickly pulled me away, leaving my towel behind and me completely naked.

As I followed him into the bedroom, my hand in his, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and apprehension. With each step, my heart pounded in my chest, and I knew that whatever was about to happen would be memorable. As we entered the room, I was ready for whatever he had in store for me.

As I crossed the threshold of the bedroom, my gaze was drawn to a solitary dress lying on the bedspread. Over the past few weeks, I'd been on a mission to revamp my wardrobe, replacing my outdated "old lady" attire with pieces that better reflected the person I was becoming.

It was a playful floral mini, sleeveless with a ruffle-trimmed V-neck and adjustable spaghetti straps. I knew it wasn't the usual attire one would wear to a hardware store, but I was ready for whatever adventure awaited me.

"Put it on." His tone was demanding, and I could tell he was upset over our exchange of a moment ago.

I picked up the dress, still sporting its price tags, and held it up to my body to visualize how it would look. The hem of the skirt was several inches above the knee, so it was noticeably short.

When I slipped into the dress in the fitting room at the store, I couldn't help but notice that the low-cut V-neck revealed quite a bit of cleavage. The open back design also allowed for a nice show of skin, making the dress quite daring.

"I don't have a bra that could go with it," I said as I checked myself in the mirror.

"You won't need one," he said sternly.

"Panties?"

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I saw Chris shaking his head. I knew then that I would have to be cautious when wearing the dress in public without any underwear. As he watched me slip it on, an evil grin grew upon his face, knowing that I might feel a bit uncomfortable wearing it where we were going. 

My husband guided me out of the house and into the car, leaving me with a blend of anticipation and unease. The dress he picked out for me was bold for our destination, to put it mildly, and I realized that donning it in public would be quite a test. But there was also an undeniable thrill in pushing boundaries and exploring new territory.

As we pulled up to Home Depot, my heart raced with anticipation. I knew that wearing this dress in such a public place would attract attention, but I also knew that Chris wanted me to truly embrace my exhibitionist side. And so, with a deep breathless sigh, I stepped out of the car and onto the pavement.

The moment my feet hit the ground, men began to take notice, and it was no wonder as I fought to keep my loose skirt down with a stiff breeze blowing. They craned their necks to get a better look at me as we made our way through the store. My nipples swelled beneath the thin fabric of my dress, becoming quite visible as they hardened against the coolness of the air conditioning, and it became both exhilarating and embarrassing all at once.

Chris led me straight to the aisle with the bathroom faucet displays, where he began inspecting various models with meticulous care. While he examined the faucets, I couldn't shake the feeling of being dressed inappropriately in such a public setting. But Chris seemed oblivious to my discomfort, instead focusing on finding just the right faucet for our bathroom renovation project.

As we continued our search, Chris seemed intent on putting me in increasingly uncomfortable situations.  My heart pounded in my chest as Chris pulled out his cell phone, a wicked grin spreading across his face. "I want you to pose for me," he said, his voice low and husky. "Show some skin for the camera here in the aisles."

My eyes went wide with shock, but I noticed the excitement growing in Chris's gaze. I knew that refusing him would only lead to disappointment and frustration, so I took a deep breath and nodded my agreement.

We made our way back through the store, my heart racing as we slipped past unsuspecting shoppers. I flashed my pussy whenever we passed down an empty aisle, my cheeks burning with shame and excitement.

At times, he would have me reach high up on a shelf or down low for an item while he took a picture of my naked bottom peeking out from under my skirt. Once I was asked to bend over across the aisle from a man unaware that I was behind him. I wondered what he would have thought if he had merely turned his head and seen me.

The thrill of being caught was almost too much to bear, but I pushed myself further each time. It was both thrilling and terrifying all at once, knowing that anyone could see me like this if they happened to be in the right place at the right time. But there was also something undeniably liberating about embracing my exhibitionist side so openly in public.

It was clear that this was all having an effect on Chris too, as I couldn't help but notice the distinct shape of his erect penis stretching out along his inner thigh through his shorts.  When he had reached into his bedroom drawer to retrieve his clothes that morning, he failed to pull out any underwear, leaving his manhood unhindered. As a result, his penis was free to grow and expand unencumbered.

We noticed a man that we thought suspicious of our activities. It seemed like every time we went around another corner, he would show up, so we quit taking pictures at that point.

Finally, after what felt like hours (though it was likely only thirty minutes or so), Chris announced that he was ready to leave. With our mission accomplished (or so I thought), we headed towards the checkout counter.

As we left the store and walked towards our car, Chris suddenly got an idea and stopped short. He led me over to some empty prebuilt sheds that they sell, located off to one side of the parking lot. I've rarely noticed anyone looking at them before, and didn't see anyone then. Chris pulled me into one and once inside he dropped his bag and reached under my short skirt to find me wet with anticipation.

There was something incredibly erotic about being so dirty in such a public place while cars drove by outside in the parking lot. It was like living on the edge of danger, teetering between pleasure and fear at every moment… And it was absolutely exhilarating!

His eyes lit up with desire as he pulled me close and put me up against the wall inside the shed. "You want this just as much as I do," he whispered hoarsely into my ear before slipping two of his fingers into my hot pussy with one swift motion.

The sensation was overwhelming and I gasped for breath. They felt wonderful inside me, and I'm almost ashamed to say it, I wanted more.

"Oh, Chris, I can't stand it any longer. Please — take me now. I'm absolutely on fire!" I breathed into his ear.

"Here? Are you sure?" He questioned, my hand gripping his erection through his shorts, my response.

He cupped my face in his hands and kissed me deeply as I furiously opened his fly and pulled out his engorged cock.

Chris lifted my leg as he thrust his rigid erection into my slick opening in one forceful push. The sensation was indescribable, a mix of pleasure and fear as cars passed by just beyond the thin walls of the shed. I closed my eyes and moaned softly, lost in the moment.

He pounded me hard, his hips slapping against mine with each thrust, and I couldn't help but feel a rush of adrenaline. His every motion sent shivers down my spine, and I found myself clinging to him, wanting more.

"Please don't stop," I whispered softly, my voice barely above a whisper. "I need you." And he didn't disappoint.

He continued to pound into me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. It was like we were two halves of the same whole, connected in a way that defied explanation.

The sounds of shoppers in the garden center nearby were clear as a bell, as if they were just outside our secret hideout. I knew that at any moment, someone could walk past us, but we were determined to reach our goal as quickly as possible. I could feel it building inside me, and I knew that I was close.

And as the seconds passed, I knew that I would never forget this experience, this intense connection with my husband. It was something that went beyond mere physical pleasure – a thrilling experience that left me feeling completely and utterly alive, a testament to the intensity of our love and the excitement of living on the edge.

Sounds of our bodies colliding echoed within the small space, mingling with the distant hum of traffic outside, and the thought of someone discovering us only fueled my desire. My heart raced as I imagined the potential consequences, but I couldn't help but crave the thrill of the forbidden. It was as if the danger itself was arousing, adding a layer of excitement to our intimate encounter that I had never experienced before.

As I felt Chris getting closer to climax, my body shuddered with anticipation. The realization that he would soon fill me up sent chills through me.

Suddenly, he let out a low growl and slammed into me one last time before releasing a torrent of hot come deep inside my pussy. I cried out in pleasure as his seed filled me, feeling it spill out over my folds and trickle down onto the floor beneath us.

We remained in place for a moment, panting heavily as we caught our breaths. The adrenaline rush from our impromptu encounter left us both feeling exhilarated and alive.

As we pulled ourselves apart, I felt his wilting cock slip out of my hole as a stream of thick semen dribbled to the wooden floor. We couldn't help but smile at each other knowingly, this was what our marriage had become: a never-ending game of lustful exploration and daring escapades in public places. And for some reason, that thought made us both incredibly contented…


Beach Day Dare

We had to hurry back to our car afterward. A dark spot was growing in the front of Chris's shorts as remnants of semen continued to ooze out. I guess that having worn underwear would have helped him avoid some of that.

Meanwhile, I was dealing with my own issue. A bit of residual was trickling down my inner thigh as his ejaculate seeped from my vagina. It was cleaned up quickly but made the situation slightly more intense, ultimately adding to the overall experience.

We came home to find our neighbor George outside as usual. He hates to be indoors in the nice weather, and I believe that getting away from his overbearing wife has a lot to do with it.

He was already walking across his lawn toward our car to chat before I even got out. I hesitated for a brief moment before exiting because I knew that it would be difficult to step out of the car without him looking up my short skirt. Then it dawned on me that if he got any closer, it would make matters worse, so I got out as fast as I could. Chris had already exited his side.

I have no doubt that George got a great leg show, and hoped that he didn't see even more.

"Good afternoon, Miss Ashley. My goodness, you look pretty today. You two go to some sort of special event today?" He asked, admiring my dress as he approached.

"Oh, nothing special," I replied lightly, "Just went to the hardware store."

George looked at Chris, confused, as if wondering whether I was pulling his leg. Chris held up the bag with the Home Depot logo and grinned.

Still somewhat puzzled, he inquired, "What did you pick up?" and began circling the car to inspect our purchases.  Chris knew that George would see the stain on his shorts, so he held the bag in front of himself as he approached.

"A new faucet for our bathroom. Just trying to spruce it up a bit," Chris explained, trying to avoid George looking too closely.

"Need help? I'll go get my tools," George offered, always one to lend a hand.

"No. I might tackle it next weekend, so I'll let you know when I do," Chris explained.

"Who was that young woman that I saw here earlier? Quite a nice figure on that one too." George said with a wink, obviously intrigued after seeing Becky wearing her skimpy shorts.

"Just a friend of mine. She's actually a park ranger. We like to take walks together occasionally," I interjected.

"Well, I hope you'll introduce me to her someday, but you best be careful. I've heard some terrible stories lately. It isn't always safe for two pretty girls to be out walking without a man around to protect you." George advised, showing concern.

"Thanks, George, we'll be fine." I laughed.

After a while, George excused himself and went back to his business as we went inside our house. It had been quite a day, and it felt good to be home to unwind. Chris took a shower while I ordered a dinner delivery, not in any mood to cook that evening.

I took a shower myself as we waited for it to arrive, and put on my short robe when I was finished. It had been a warm day, and we had no plans, so I made myself comfortable.

When dinner arrived, I went to the door in just my robe, certain that the young man knew that I wasn't wearing anything beneath it, as he stared at my breasts the entire time he was there. With the material being so thin, the shape of my nipples were plainly visible.

I decided to give him a little treat as well. When I bent over to retrieve some cash from my purse, I purposely allowed him to catch a brief glimpse of my bare bottom as an extra tip.

As I carried the food into the kitchen, I caught Chris's grin as he took in the sight of my prominent nipples through the silky material of my robe. I knew he'd figured out that I'd been a little playful with the delivery man and just took it in stride.

As we sat enjoying our dinner, I brought up the subject of Becky. "So, any thoughts on what we should do about Becky? You know she's probably expecting to hear from me soon."

"There is one idea that I've always wanted to do, but I'm not so sure that she will go for it," he said without hesitation.

"I'm sure it'll be a good one, so go for it," I encouraged, eager to hear his plan.

"I remember reading a story by Steven Vane where the husband takes his wife to the beach and has an artist body paint her to look like she's wearing a bathing suit. Afterward, he takes her out in public like that, I thought it was pretty hot," he said.

"Are you suggesting we make her walk on the beach completely bare, with just paint as her 'clothing'? I can't help but wonder how that would even work, wouldn't people see that she's actually naked beneath the paint?" I questioned.

"If it's done by a pro, you can't really tell, especially from far away. If we do it right, maybe no one will even notice.  We can hope, anyway," he explained.

"Who could even pull off something like that? I mean, it's not a job that just anyone would take on, considering it involves painting a naked woman," I asked.

"Oh, you'd be surprised. Have you ever heard of a tattoo artist refusing to work on a naked woman before? Anyway, there's an artist who does body painting right at the beach inside that big pavilion there. I'm sure that he'll do it," Chris added.

"And if he refuses?"

"I'll just have to make him an offer that he can't refuse. Everybody has their price," he laughed.

"You really think Becky's going to agree to walk along the beach naked?"

"We just won't give her a choice, that's all. I've seen you become very assertive when you want to be. We'll take her down to the beach tomorrow and when we meet the artist, you can spring it on her," he said casually.

"Spring it on her, huh? Just like that, you want me to spring it on her?" I asked.

"I know that you can be very convincing. Tell her she can wear her beach cover over it, and we can work it out from there. I think it should be hot! Give her a call later and ask her if she would like to join us tomorrow. I'll bet she would jump for the opportunity to spend the day with you," Chris concluded.

I gave it some thought and after a while I really came around to the idea. An hour later I made the call and Becky answered on the first ring.

"Hello?"

"Hi sweetie. Chris and I were talking over dinner and, well, would you like to go down to the beach with us tomorrow? It's supposed to be a perfect day for it," I asked, barely getting the words out when she answered.

"Yes!" she exclaimed, her voice bubbling with excitement. "I haven't been to the beach even once since I moved here."

"I'm glad, sweetie, we're going to have such a fun time. How did the trip home go today?  Chris and I were worried when our neighbor nearly saw you half naked," I noted.

"I was trembling the entire time and didn't stop until I got home. Trucks were pulling up next to me at red lights, the police had set up a detour, and I had to halt right in front of an officer directing traffic. A homeless man even approached my car at an intersection. He must have seen me. The hardest part was getting from my car to my apartment without being noticed, but I managed it," Becky replied.

"So sorry, baby," I said regretfully.

"Oh, don't be. When it was over, I was exhausted, but it made me feel wonderful inside, so I have to thank you for doing that for me," she said.

"Don't thank me. That was my husband's idea. He's a mastermind when it comes to stuff like that. I have to say that your naked butt looked delicious out there, and I wanted to nuzzle up to it the whole time that I was watching you. Anyway, we prefer to get to the beach early, or we won't be able to find a good spot to lay out our blanket. Can you be here by 10?"

"Sure. What should I bring?" she asked.

"Just bring your swimsuit and any other beach essentials. I'll take care of packing a lunch for us. See you then, my dear."

"Thank you, Ashley. I love you."

I couldn't help but smile when I hung up the phone. The thought of having Becky with me naked on the beach was exciting. Now I just had to devise a plan that would get her to go along with it.

The next morning, I greeted Becky at the door with a warm hug and a kiss on the cheek. She looked stunning in her black one-piece swimsuit and beach cover-up. Her toned legs were on full display, and I couldn't help but admire her figure.

"Come on in, sweetie," I said, ushering her inside. "I've got something for you."

I led her to my bedroom, where I had laid out a new beach cover-up that I had recently purchased. It was white, semi-sheer, and quite short.

"Try this on," I encouraged, handing it to her with a smile.

Becky slipped off her own cover-up and put on the one I had given her. As she adjusted it, I could see the outline of her black swimsuit through the sheer fabric, and it barely covered her crotch. She looked a bit uneasy as she examined herself in the mirror.

"I don't know, Ash," she said hesitantly. "Don't you think it's a bit too revealing? You can see my swimsuit right through it."

I stepped behind her and placed my hands on her shoulders, meeting her gaze in the reflection. "Nonsense, you look absolutely gorgeous. It's perfect for the beach."

Becky still seemed uncertain, but I continued to reassure her. "Trust me, sweetie. You'll turn heads in this. It's sexy and confident, just like you."

With a pat on her butt and a bit more coaxing, Becky finally agreed to wear the cover-up. We gathered our beach bags and headed outside to load up the car. Just as we were packing the last of our things, I noticed our neighbor George walking towards us from his yard.

George quickened his pace as soon as he spotted Becky with us, his eyes lighting up with intrigue. With a broad grin plastered across his face, he approached us, his gaze darting between Becky and me.

"Well, well, well, looks like you folks are heading to the beach today! What a perfect day for it," he remarked, his eyes lingering on my two-piece swimsuit before settling on Becky's sheer cover-up.

I could sense Becky's unease as George openly ogled her, his eyes roaming over her barely concealed figure. Becky has lost a bit of weight since we first met and although still stocky, she has a very curvy figure, and it was obvious that George likes them that way.

Trying to ease the tension, I introduced them. "George, this is my friend Becky. Becky, meet George."

Becky managed a polite smile, but I could tell she was uncomfortable with the way George was staring at her. His eyes seemed to be trying to penetrate the thin fabric of her cover-up, and I felt a pang of protectiveness towards her.

Chris, sensing the awkwardness of the situation, stepped in. "Hey George, it's great to see you, but we really need to get going if we want to snag a good spot on the beach."

George reluctantly tore his gaze away from Becky and nodded. "Of course, of course. You folks have a great time out there. Don't do anything I wouldn't do!" He chuckled, giving Becky one last appreciative glance.

We said our goodbyes and quickly loaded ourselves into the car, with Becky sitting alone in the back seat. As Chris pulled out of the driveway, I reached back and gave Becky's hand a reassuring squeeze. "Don't mind, George," I said softly. "He's harmless, just a bit of an old flirt."

Becky nodded, but I could tell she was still a bit shaken by the encounter. I made a mental note to keep a closer eye on her throughout the day, determined to ensure that she felt safe and comfortable.

As we drove towards the beach, I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement at the thought of what lay ahead. With Chris's plan in motion and Becky along with me, I knew we were in for an unforgettable adventure.

We had quite an enjoyable ride talking, laughing, and playing music. The air conditioning was on in the car for most of the trip, but as we got closer to the ocean it was cooler so we lowered the windows to enjoy the fresh air.

Becky's face was lit up with pure joy, she looked so innocent and carefree, completely oblivious to what was about to happen. It made me question if we should just forget the whole thing and enjoy the beach like everyone else.

Though I realized the challenge we had planned for Becky would be daunting, our phone conversation about yesterday's events and her gratitude for pushing her boundaries encouraged me to continue. I decided to move forward with challenging Becky's limits, understanding it would contribute to her personal development in the long run.

We arrived at the beach, and the sun was already heating the pavement beneath our feet. Becky and I gathered our things from the trunk while Chris went ahead to scope out the perfect spot. He found a nice stretch of sand off to one side, not too far from the water's edge, laid out our large beach blanket, and set up an umbrella to block the sun's rays.

As Becky and I began applying sunscreen, Chris excused himself and headed toward the pavilion. I knew what he was up to and to distract her I focused on making sure Becky was well-protected from the sun. Her milk white skin was so soft and smooth under my hands, and I took my time rubbing the lotion in, enjoying the closeness between us.

Becky seemed to be in high spirits, chatting away about how excited she was to spend the day with us at the beach. I smiled and listened, all the while keeping an eye on the pavilion, curious about Chris's progress.

The pavilion was a large, open structure with several concession stands and a carousel inside at one end. It seemed to be in the process of preparations for the day's visitors, with staff bustling about and the smell of popcorn and hot dogs starting to waft through the air.

I noticed that there weren't many people inside yet, given the early hour. My mind wandered to the plan Chris had devised, and I wondered how Becky would react when we eventually revealed it to her. A part of me felt a twinge of guilt for not being completely upfront with her, but the thrill of the unknown was too enticing to resist.

As I lounged on the blanket with Becky, listening to the crashing waves, my mind kept drifting to Chris and his mission inside the pavilion. I couldn't help but wonder how he was faring in his search for the body painter.

Becky seemed content to lay back and soak up the rays, her eyes closed and a serene smile on her face. I, on the other hand, found it difficult to relax, my nerves on edge as I anticipated what was to come.

Inside the pavilion, Chris scanned the various booths and concession stands, his eyes searching for any sign of the body painter. The pavilion itself is a vast, circular, open area that folks can walk through as they make their way from the parking lot to the beach.

It took a few minutes, but eventually, he spotted a small curtained booth tucked away in a corner, a young man with a beard parted the curtain and placed a colorful stand-up sign out front advertising his craft.

As he approached, Chris could see that the booth was set up with two chairs, one for the artist and one for the subject.

Ordinarily, he would paint decorations on kids with a brush or spray, but I've witnessed instances where grown-ups seized the chance to take advantage of his artistry just for laughs.

He couldn't help but feel a twinge of anxiety as he eyed the thin curtain separating the booth from the rest of the pavilion. Would it provide enough privacy for what he had in mind?

Chris knew that Becky would be hesitant to bare all in such a public setting, even with the curtain drawn. He would have to find a way to convince her, to make her feel comfortable and safe. But that was a challenge for later. For now, he needed to focus on securing the artist's services and ironing out the details of their plan.

"Could I speak with you for a moment?" Chris inquired as the man glanced up from his tasks.

"What's up man?" Answered the young man who looked to be in his early twenties.

"What's your name?" Chris asked.

"Doug," the young man replied, barely pausing to speak.

"Doug, I'm Chris. This curtain that you have up, it doesn't give much privacy, does it? I mean, for people who don't want others watching you working on them," Chris pointed out.

"Did someone complain about me or something? I'm doing my best here, man," he said defensively.

"Oh no, it's not that at all. It's just that if you were to work on a woman, for example, she might feel uneasy with just a flimsy curtain keeping her hidden from anyone walking by," my husband clarified.

"Well, typically, I leave the curtain open when working with kids, so everyone can see what I'm doing and there's no chance of me being accused of any funny business. I always make sure the parents stay with their children. It just works better that way. But if an adult prefers the curtain closed, I'm totally fine with that. There's also the back room, although I only use it for storage." He went on setting things up as he talked, but my husband's interest piqued when he brought up the back room.

"Can I see it?" Chris asked, sounding more excited than would be expected.

"Why? Dude, what's going on?" Doug stopped, eyeing him with suspicion.

"Alright, you seem like a pretty open-minded guy, so I'll just be straight with you. My wife invited her friend along, and she's planning a prank. She wants you to paint her friend and then take her back out to the beach," Chris explained.

"No problem. I do women's faces or fake tattoos and such all the time, so that's no biggie. Bring her in," Doug said with a shrug.

"Here's the kicker, we want you to paint a fake swimsuit on her. I've seen it done, and you can't even tell that it isn't real."

"The paint doesn't always work well over fabric," he explained.

"Um, we want you to paint her nude."

The young man appeared to be stunned by this revelation.

"You mean she's going to come in here and let me paint her in the nude?" he asked, gesturing around to indicate how his makeshift setup wasn't designed for that.

"That's why I asked about the backroom. There is no way that she will agree to this behind a curtain with families walking by. Is there room enough back there for something like this?" Chris asked.

"Maybe, but I don't know if I can do that. I'm an art student doing this as a Summer gig. If I got caught by the manager, they would probably kick me out. I don't know about this, man," he said, shaking his head.

"How much would it take, a hundred?" Chris offered, pulling out his wallet.

"I don't know. That stuff takes time and I'll be losing business…"

"Two hundred?" Chris quickly increased the offer, which immediately caught the man's interest. My husband was aware that he had reached a nearly irresistible price.

Doug scratched at his beard, deep in thought.

"Okay, two fifty and that's it, or we'll just have to find someone else."

"Two fifty and not a word to anybody. My future is on the line here. So how do we work this?" The struggling art student knew that this was more than he would make in a week and couldn't resist the offer.

"I would recommend that you make enough room back there to set things up and make her comfortable.  We'll bring her around in a short time," Chis said.

"Just give me a half hour. I'll have to stay closed until we're done. I may need you to keep watch for the boss, just in case," he said, glancing around for the manager.

"Not a problem. I'll be right back." Chris replied as he set off.

As I finished applying sunscreen to Becky's back, I saw Chris emerge from the pavilion and make his way back across the sand toward us. He had a determined look on his face, and I knew that he had likely found what he was looking for inside.

My heart raced with excitement, knowing that we were about to embark on a daring adventure that would push Becky's boundaries like never before. I took a deep breath and prepared myself for what was to come, eager to see how the day would unfold.

Chris arrived, giving me a sly grin along with a nod of his head enough to tell me that he had everything under control. He gave me a kiss on the cheek and said softly, "Everything is set. Tell Becky that we want to show her something, but we have to go now."

His look emphasized that we needed to act immediately, so I turned to Becky and said, "Chris has something to show us and wants us to come inside now."

"But what about all our things here on the beach?" she questioned, gesturing around us.

"Take whatever you're worried about but leave the blanket. Nobody will bother it," I said with urgency.

Becky rose to her feet, slipped on her beach cover-up, and picked up a small purse she had brought along, leaving everything else behind.

As we headed toward the pavilion, she kept glancing back, clearly worried about the things we left on the beach. She held my hand as we walked into the pavilion and looked awestruck when she saw the magic inside for the very first time.

We stopped walking near the center of the building and watched Becky take a 360-degree turn to see all the lights, vendors, and the video arcade around her. The carousel was running with the sound of a calliope filling our ears. Seeing her eyes light up with fascination at all the wonders surrounding us made me feel almost motherly.

Chris veered to the left, and we headed toward a young guy who was pulling various items from a storage area concealed by an open curtain. I watched my husband approach the man, give him some cash along with instructions, and realized everything was now set in motion with no chance to back out.

Chris came back to us and announced, "I made arrangements with the guy to paint some temporary tattoos on Becky. Follow me, this will be fun!" Chris offering to take Becky's hand.

She blushed and reached back for my hand instead. I looked at Chris for direction while Becky pulled me along behind her. Chris shrugged his shoulders and nodded his head that it will be alright. Becky didn't know what to expect, but when the young man opened the backroom door, we found it to be tiny, no more than a large closet.

I felt Becky grip my hand when she saw where she was supposed to go, but I smiled to reassure her that it would be okay. Inside the small room was an air compressor and a couple of chairs, leaving barely enough room for anyone else. He had my husband step out beyond the curtain and shut it behind him.

My husband hadn't time to tell me what to expect, and Becky eyed him nervously. We introduced ourselves, but that did little to ease her mind.

"Did your husband explain to you what he wanted me to do?" Doug asked me.

"Yes, but let me explain it to Becky first. Can we have a minute?" I asked him. He understood and stepped out through the curtain.

"What's going on?" Becky asked with trepidation.

"Sweetie, do you remember telling me last night how exhilarated you felt after driving home half-naked and nearly getting caught by my neighbor?" I began.

"Yes, but…"

"Well, Chris and I decided that to make this day truly memorable for you, we would give you another challenge."

"I'm not doing anything with that guy with the beard," she interjected.

"No, it isn't like that at all, honey, he's going to paint you with his air brush. It should be fun."

"Paint me? Paint me where?" She asked suspiciously.

"We want him to use his airbrush to create the illusion that you're wearing a bathing suit. If it's done perfectly, no one will ever be able to tell the difference."

"Notice that I'm naked, you mean? And this guy is going to see everything?" At this point, she was feeling incredibly apprehensive.

"He's a professional, dear. Think of yourself as just another canvas for his artwork. I'm sure that he works on nudes all the time. Besides, I'll bet he's gay, so he wouldn't be thinking of doing anything inappropriate with you," I lied, but at this point I had to say something before she backed out entirely.

I had her sit and did my best to calm her nerves, and after what felt like an eternity, she agreed to go through with it. I poked my head through the curtain to find the man talking to Chris, and they both stopped, awaiting the answer. When I gave them a thumbs up, they smiled and gave each other a high-five as though they had won a contest of some sort.

As Doug stepped back through the curtain, I helped Becky to her feet, "Let me help you out of your swimsuit, honey."

Becky gripped my hand and shook her head, looking toward the artist. He got the message and turned his back to give her privacy while she undressed. It seems a little absurd that she was showing modesty when this stranger would be staring directly at her privates for the next several minutes. Once naked, she slipped the sheer cover-up back on to give her some feeling of comfort.

When Doug turned and saw her undressed, the expression in his eyes told me everything I needed to know—he definitely wasn't gay. I just hoped Becky wouldn't catch on.

"I'm stepping out now, but I'll be just outside the curtain waiting for you, alright dear?" I said, prepared to exit.

"No, you can't go! Please stay," she pleaded, clutching my arm.

I glanced back into the cramped space and realized it would be a very tight fit for three people, then turned to Doug for direction. He shrugged and gave a nod, seemingly confident we could manage if necessary, then removed one of the chairs, seeing that Becky would be standing the whole time regardless.

"Will the paint smudge or come off if she starts sweating?" I asked.

"Ordinarily I use a water-based paint for the kids, but your husband asked if I had something longer lasting, so I'm going to apply a high quality alcohol-based paint that can last for days. It's expensive, so I only have it in shades of blue and black. It's the best, but she should still be cautious. I wouldn’t advise letting her go into the ocean with it on or anything like that," he remarked, setting up a spotlight on a pedestal in the room to provide better lighting as we got ready.

We went over a few designs he had in mind, ranging from one that resembled a skimpy bikini to one that offered much more coverage.  We decided on a full cut bottom with a top much like mine that is playful without being too daring.  Doug had me wipe the area to be painted with a towel to remove the sun tan lotion along with any perspiration so that the paint would better adhere to her skin.

Becky stood nervously in the small room with its door now closed as I whisked away her beach cover-up. She instinctively reached out to grab it back, but I held it out of her reach, leaving her entirely exposed in front of a man she had just met.

There she stood, my dear sweet girl, completely bare and vulnerable in the public beach pavilion, facing the seated artist. I stood mere inches behind her, watching intently with an encouraging smile while Doug prepared his airbrush, adjusting the nozzle and testing the spray on a paper towel.

"Alright, Becky, I'm going to start with a light base coat," he said professionally. "I'll need you to stand with your feet shoulder width apart and your hands on your hips."

Becky did as instructed, her heart pounding as she assumed the vulnerable pose. Doug leaned in close and began spraying a fine mist of navy-blue paint onto her breasts. Becky inhaled sharply at the cool sensation and the ticklish feeling of the compressed air against her nipples. Doug carefully airbrushed around each areola with practiced precision.

As he painted her breasts, he realized he needed to cover the undersides as well. He asked if he could touch her, and with her consent, he lifted each breast in turn to paint underneath. He held them for a few extra moments to ensure the paint was completely dry and not still tacky before moving on to the next.  It was clear he had never painted a naked woman before and was just improvising.

Next, he directed the airbrush lower, coating her lower tummy and around the pubic mound with the thin coat of paint. "Now spread your legs a bit more," Doug instructed. Blushing deeply, Becky widened her stance, opening herself fully to him. She held her breath as the artist aimed the airbrush between her legs, delicately spraying her inner thighs, keeping clear of her vagina.

The stream of air seemed to brush very near her most intimate areas, and I noticed her eyes shut, savoring the feeling.

"You're doing outstanding, baby," I purred into her ear. "I can't wait to see the finished result!" I felt my own excitement rising as I observed my girlfriend being sensually painted.

Becky met my heated gaze, drawing strength from my support. She willed herself to stay still as Doug airbrushed the base coat around her privates with skilled, even strokes. It was nerve-wracking for her to be so exposed and vulnerable, but also thrilling to have her naked body transformed into a work of art before her lover's eyes.

I watched her shiver in anticipation, knowing Doug would soon sculpt intricate details onto her breasts and pubic area. For now, she savored the erotic intensity of the moment.

Doug had her turn around to work on her backside. The artist needed to paint between her buttocks first, and would have to spread them slightly to ensure no skin showed when she moved.

I watched as he tried to figure out how to place his hands on her as beads of sweat began to form on his forehead. At last, he resolved to just go for it and wrapped his fingers around one of her generous curves, gently pulling it aside to create enough space to apply the paint between them.

After he believed he had painted a sufficient area, he needed to hold it in place while it dried, softly blowing on it to hasten the process. It was difficult to tell how much he enjoyed having his face so close to her rear as he blew on it.

I could tell Becky was mortified by having a man so close to her intimate areas, and the flush in her cheeks was a dead giveaway. He continued covering her bottom, leaving just a hint of butt cheek showing below.

The beach is filled with women showing off their bottoms in skimpy beachwear to varying degrees, so this added a touch of realism. Doug was seated in his chair, his face inches from Becky's bottom as he finished covering the entire surface, when he paused for a moment, deep in thought.

"Is there a problem?" I asked.

"Well, I uh, have to get the paint into her privates down there, otherwise the color of her flesh will be easily visible when she moves and give away the fact that she is actually naked," he explained, pointing toward her vagina.

The sight was so arousing that I felt a shiver run down my spine. Despite having seen it numerous times before, it never failed to take my breath away.

So inviting, in fact, that I was tempted to push the man aside and delve my tongue between the luscious folds of the meatiest vagina that I have ever seen.

As I stepped around him, I couldn't help but notice the captivated expression on his face. His gaze was locked on the most enticing sight I had ever seen – her open and inviting pussy, framed by the blue paint. The sight of her perfect, round ass, covered with just a hint of blue paint, was breathtaking, but it was the glimpse of her most intimate folds that truly captivated me.

Her pussy was a work of art, a luscious, full set of outer lips that seemed to beg for attention. They were slightly parted, revealing a hint of the pink inner flesh beneath. The contrast of the blue paint against her smooth, creamy skin was stunning.

Her slit was framed by the prominent outer labia, surrounding her tender, pink opening. The sight was mouthwatering, and I imagined running my tongue along those soft, puffy folds, tasting her essence. The thought of having this man paint over such a delicate, intimate area was almost unbearable.

I felt a surge of possessiveness as I gazed at her exposed flesh, realizing that this stranger was about to touch and caress her most private parts. I wanted to pull her away, to keep her all to myself. Yet, I knew that witnessing this act would heighten my own arousal and push my boundaries even further. It was a thrilling and agonizing mix of emotions.

"I don't think spraying this type of paint down there would be smart," he began, gesturing towards the space between her thighs. "I'll switch to the water-based stuff that's safe for kids and use a brush instead. I'm only going to paint what's necessary but will probably have to get a little in between, or it's gonna show. I won't need much, but it'll be a challenge for me to work in that area without touching her again…"

"I'll do it!" I piped up before he got any ideas about putting his fingers near my girl's virgin pussy.

As the artist readied his brush, I squatted beside Becky and quickly spread her lips slightly apart. Doug, on the other hand, seemed to be taking his time, perhaps a little too much time, preparing his paint.

He indicated to me that he noticed moisture that had to be removed before he could proceed. Her lubricant was starting to leak, showing that she was turned on by the situation, revealing her actual feelings. I quickly picked up the towel to clean it up before the artist could react and do it himself.

I gently held her inviting pink lips slightly apart while Doug prepared to apply his paint to her delicate folds first. I had to pray that the paint wouldn't cause any negative reaction to her most tender region, and luckily, she showed no sign of any discomfort either during or after. 

"Okay, please let me know if you need a break, alright?" Doug said, reaching for her hip to steady himself.

Becky nodded, her face flushed with embarrassment. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what was to come. As I gently held the lips apart, exposing her most intimate recesses, I held my breath, anticipating his next move.

He leaned in, his brush hovering just above her exposed flesh. With slow, deliberate strokes, he began painting the delicate skin. Becky tensed at the sensation of the brush tickling her most sensitive areas.

"Just try to relax, sweetheart. Breathe and let him do his thing," I murmured, watching intently.

Doug carefully painted every inch of exposed skin, his brush dancing along the edges of her pink folds. I watched, captivated, as he transformed my lover's body into a living, breathing work of erotic art.

The blue paint accentuated her soft, feminine curves, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and ownership. This stunning, courageous woman was mine to cherish and explore.

As Doug continued his work, I noticed his hand lingering a little too long on her smooth skin. His touch seemed to linger on her soft curves, his fingers gently caressing her soft flesh. I shot him a warning look, but he just smiled back, seemingly unaware of his transgression. It was probably just my own maternal instincts to protect her more than anything. 

From behind, Becky's vagina was a captivating sight beckoning for attention. The blue paint seemed to enhance its natural beauty, outlining the soft folds of her labia and highlighting the delicate curves of her inner lips. I had no idea how we were going to be able to pull it off without others being aware that she was actually naked, but we were certainly going to try.  

It took about an hour for Doug to finish painting the faux bathing suit on Becky's private areas. He added what looked like stitching and a pattern, along with highlights and shadows. When it was completed, I was amazed at how real it looked. The colors and lines gave the illusion of fabric stretching over her skin, almost convincing even up close.

"Wow, Becky," I whispered, stepping back to admire the finished artwork. "You look incredible. No one will ever know."

She blushed, a mixture of relief and embarrassment washing over her face. "Do you really think so?" Her voice trembled slightly, her eyes wide with apprehension.

"Absolutely," I reassured her, squeezing her hand gently. "You're stunning."

Doug stepped back, wiping his hands on a rag. "You're all set," he said, giving Becky an encouraging smile. "Just remember not to rub or scratch."

He came up close to me and whispered, "I had no idea what I was doing, so I hope that everything works out for you."

Doug's confession caught me off guard, but I didn't want Becky to sense my unease and grow more anxious. I gave him a discreet nod, ensuring she didn't notice, then turned to her with a warm smile and asked, "Are you ready to go, dear?"

Becky sighed and reached for her beach cover-up, slipping it on with trembling hands. The sheer fabric draped over her painted skin, barely hiding the art beneath. She took a deep breath, steadying herself before leaving to face Chris outside the curtain.

I gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze. "You okay?"

"No," she confessed with a nervous chuckle, then gave me a nod.

I held her hand as we stepped out from behind the curtain, and there was Chris, leaning against the pavilion wall with a casual confidence that always managed to both infuriate and excite me. His eyes lit up when he saw Becky.

"So, what do you think?" I asked my husband with a touch of pride.

Chris's gaze traveled slowly over her body, taking in every detail of Doug's handiwork. "You look spectacular," he said finally, his voice low and approving.

Becky's face flushed with pleasure at his compliment, but I could see the underlying tension in her posture. She was scared—scared of being seen this way in public for the first time.

"We'll be right here with you," I whispered in her ear as we walked out towards the beach. "You're not alone."

As we stepped onto the sun-drenched sand, Becky took a deep breath and squared her shoulders. Her trembling hand slipped into mine for support as we made our way toward the crowded shoreline, where curious eyes would soon turn our way.

I squeezed her hand tighter, feeling the excitement build within me as well. This was just the beginning of our daring adventure together.

And as we walked closer to the throngs of beach goers under the glaring sun, Becky's fear was clearly evident, but so was her courage—ready to be tested in public for the very first time.


Voyeur's Fancy

As we navigated the gauntlet of blankets, I couldn't help but wonder what others might have been thinking as they caught a glimpse of her bare, painted torso peeking out from beneath her short beach wrap from below.

I could feel Becky trembling as we headed for our blanket. Her eyes darted nervously to the people around us, though they were sparse in this part of the beach. She carefully lowered herself onto the blanket, her every movement deliberate to avoid smudging the paint that barely concealed her nudity.

"Relax," I whispered, my hand finding hers. "You're safe."

She took a shaky breath, nodding but still looking unconvinced. Her cover-up barely concealed what was beneath, and I could see her fighting the urge to pull it tighter around her body.

"Why don't you take it off?" I suggested softly, trying to keep my tone light and encouraging. "It'll help you blend in more."

Her eyes widened, and for a moment, she looked like she might refuse. But then she swallowed hard and nodded again, slipping the sheer fabric off her shoulders and letting it pool around her waist.

My breath caught as I took in the sight of her. The painted swimsuit clung to her curves, outlining her breasts and dipping down to frame her well-defined pubic mound. The blue paint was an exquisite contrast against her pale skin, making every inch of her look both tantalizingly real and impossibly surreal all the same.

"You look delicious," I murmured, unable to tear my eyes away.

She managed a small smile, though her cheeks were still flushed with embarrassment. "Thanks."

As she laid back on the blanket, I felt a surge of arousal at the sight of her exposed body. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, and I could plainly see the outline of her nipples through the paint.

The most captivating thing about her was the distinct camel toe, rising above Becky's pelvis like the dunes on a beach. I can't express enough how her luscious vagina is the most magnificent I've ever seen, and how it never fails to arouse me each time I lay eyes on it. The sun kissed her skin, highlighting every curve and dip in a way that made my pulse quicken.

My husband was stretched out beside me, taking in the scene. The noticeable bulge in his swim trunks revealed how much he enjoyed watching the naked woman, who was half his age, lounging on the blanket nearby. I could easily make out the shape of his hard tool, along with its well-defined head. Maybe I should have been upset that he was ogling another woman's bare body, but honestly, it didn't bother me at all.

Actually, I enjoyed that we both had an interest in my girlfriend. From the start, he assured me that I could do anything I wanted with her, and he has stayed true to his word, showing no hint of jealousy at all. Thanks to his blessing, Becky and I have shared countless hours of blissful intimacy since.

Chris knows that Becky isn't into men, but he's more than content to watch us whenever we spontaneously make love with him around. It certainly heightens the mood for me to know that he is there watching us.  

Every time we head to the beach, Chris picks a quieter, less crowded area off to one side where there aren't any kids running around kicking sand on us. Beyond us were just a smattering of people and some strolling the water's edge. "Come on," I said, tugging gently at her hand. "Let's go for a walk."

Becky hesitated, but eventually stood up, gripping my hand tightly as we made our way along the shoreline away from the crowd. The waves lapped at our feet, cool and refreshing against the hot sand.

As we walked, I couldn't help but notice the way people's heads turned to follow us. They did double takes, their eyes lingering on Becky longer than they typically would. She squeezed my hand tighter each time it happened, her anxiety palpable.

"It's okay," I whispered. "They can't really tell."

But even as I said it, a man approached us for the third time. His eyes flicked from me to Becky and back again, a knowing smirk playing at his lips. He was too interested—too aware.

Becky's grip became almost painful as he watched us walk by, his gaze following us until we were out of earshot.

"I think he knows," she whispered urgently.

I squeezed her hand back reassuringly but felt my heart race with excitement mixed with apprehension. We continued walking down the beach hand in hand, each step a thrilling dance on the edge of exposure. After a while, she felt more relaxed and playful, enjoying the freedom of being nude while forgetting that she actually was.

She would bend down in the surf to flick some water at me, urging me to chase her. 

What a vision as she dashed ahead, her bare backside tempting me to reach out.  Becky's chest isn't as ample as mine—she's a 36B compared to my 36D—but seeing her run with her breasts bouncing freely was still an exhilarating sight.  I bet my own breasts, bouncing around in just a bikini top, looked pretty enticing to anyone watching too.  And don't think for a second that I wasn't dying to take off my top and set them free!

We had been walking for quite some time and were perhaps a mile from our starting point before we decided to turn around. As Becky and I strolled back along the shoreline, the man who had been watching us earlier stepped into our path on an isolated section far from the main beach.

He was an older gentleman, probably around sixty, thin, with gray hair and a weathered face that suggested years spent under the sun. His Speedo's left little to the imagination, a noticeable bulge pushing the stretchable material down in front, exposing his tan line.

Becky's hand tightened around mine as we came to a halt. Her eyes darted to me, wide with anxiety. I felt my own heart race, unsure of what this man wanted but suspecting it wasn't anything wholesome.

"Hello there," he greeted us with a sly grin. His eyes lingered on Becky, drinking in the sight of her painted body.

"Hi," I replied cautiously, trying to maintain some semblance of politeness despite the unease gnawing at my stomach.

"Lovely day for a walk on the beach, don't you think?" His gaze never wavered from Becky, making her shift uncomfortably beside me.

"Yes," I said curtly, hoping he'd take the hint and leave us alone. "We were just heading back."

The man's grin widened, as if he found my discomfort amusing. "Oh, no need to rush off," he said smoothly. "Just enjoying the view."

Becky took a step closer to me, seeking my protection. The vulnerability in her eyes made my protective instincts flare up. I wanted to shield her from this man's intrusive gaze, but my nerves kept me rooted to the spot.

"We should go," I said more firmly this time, taking a step forward and gently pulling Becky along with me.

"I used to play games like this with my beloved wife Amy," he remarked as we started to move away.

I stopped in my tracks, "Like what?" I asked.

"Amy used to love when I had her do this, God rest her soul. We had a great life together, her and me. She was quite the exhibitionist in those days. That first time that I had her walk the beach in body paint was probably my fondest memory of her," the man said, looking off toward the ocean.

What an incredible turn of events to find a man who has already experienced the very same thing that we were in the process of at that very moment.

"What happened to your wife?" I asked.

"Melanoma. She worshiped the sun as much as I do, and it took her a year ago. Never thought that I would ever meet anyone else with the same interests," he said. "My name is Steve by the way, and you are?"

"I'm Ashley and this is my friend Becky," I reached out to shake his hand. He did likewise with Becky but continued to look her over keeping her off guard.

"May I ask where you had it done?" he asked stepping around her to examine the quality of the work.

"A guy named Doug who works inside the pavilion did it for us. It was all my husband's idea," I told him.

"Husband? But I thought that the two of you were a couple," he said with a look of confusion.

"Oh we are. Well, it's complicated," I said.

"You're quite adventurous, aren't you?" he said with a wry smile. "Have you explored any other avenues for her exhibitionism?"

"Becky's just beginning to get the hang of it. She still gets nervous about people seeing her like this," I replied.

"Oh, my dear, that's the best part!" he said, looking Becky in the eyes. "Isn't it exhilarating when you're about to get caught. Doesn't it get your adrenaline flowing?"

Becky nodded that it did.

"My Amy felt that way to the end. She never refused to do anything that I asked, no matter how daring, but was shaking with fear each and every time. I can't tell you how many times she thanked me for doing this with her. And you? Do you challenge your pretty young girlfriend to push her limits?" he asked, turning his attention back to me.

"We're trying. My husband Chris is just like you. He discovered that I have a weakness for exposing myself to others and has taken advantage to put me through my paces as well," I said.

"You like to show yourself to strangers too? I'm sure that you look magnificent naked," Steve complimented, stepping back to check me out. "I would give anything to see that."

I paused for a moment, checking our surroundings, and found no one near enough to us to tell whether I was naked or not. Steve seemed like a nice enough man and I felt safer knowing that he has a lot more experience with exhibitionism than I, so I figured that I would give him a thrill.

His eyes grew wide when he saw me reach behind my back for the clasp. I let my top slide down my arms, exposing my naked breasts to a stranger that I had met no more than five minutes ago. Becky was surprised by my brazenness.

"Your husband is a lucky man to have such a beautiful wife," he said, glancing around to be certain we couldn't be seen. "And to show such courage!"

I took this last statement as a challenge and quickly skinned down my bottoms to leave me completely naked on the beach. A broad smile appeared on his face as he gazed at my freshly shaved pussy.

"I have to thank the two of you. Really. I haven't felt this alive in years!" he said, looking over my body. "Would it be awkward if I were to join you? I am a bit of an exhibitionist myself." Steve motioned toward his erection, forcing its way through the material of his skimpy swimsuit.

"Feel free!" I replied, waving my hand to show that there was nobody around to see him.

He quickly stepped out of his Speedo's when perhaps the biggest cock I had ever seen sprang to attention.

I couldn't believe my eyes. It was enormous—the longest, thickest cock I'd ever laid eyes on. Perfectly cut and sculpted, it was a work of art. I felt a surge of desire course through me as I imagined taking that cock into my mouth, feeling its thickness on my tongue. It's good that I'm not the cheating type, and Becky was right there, but the sight of Steve's massive erection made me want to fall to my knees before him.

It had a piercing through the tip, which I later discovered is called a Prince Albert, and it really caught my attention. We began to have a pleasant conversation with my eyes dropping to his erect cock and his scanning both mine and Becky's naked bodies.

We leisurely started heading back toward the pavilion, side by side, as naked as the day we were born, completely carefree. He told us some details of his experiences with his wife and how it would always excite her to expose herself and how it would lead to them having wild sex together afterward.

I couldn't help but feel a bit of sympathy for him; he genuinely loved his wife, and they had shared some extraordinary, albeit sometimes inappropriate, experiences together.

In time, I had forgotten that I was naked and noticed a couple walking toward us along the water line. When Steve saw me getting my swimsuit ready to put back on, he placed his hand on mine. "Just give it another minute," he said to stop me.

Steve's suggestion sent a thrill through my body, a sensation I knew well.  This reminded me a lot of what my husband had me do in my earlier experience, as I was now being dared to test my boundaries once again. The faces of those coming toward us were not recognizable as yet, but I could tell that it was a man and a woman.

"Does it excite you that soon they will be close enough to see your naked body?" Steve asked, checking my face for signs of my trepidation.

The idea of the three of us strolling naked along a public beach as others approached felt exhilarating. Becky appeared so concerned that I would be caught naked that she had forgotten that she was bare as well.

Steve's erection had subsided somewhat and hung down between his thighs, swinging like a pendulum. It was still massive and to me, it appeared to be every bit as obscene as it was when erect.

"Can you feel it too, that rush of adrenaline coursing through your veins? It is a part of you, I can see it. The love for adventure," our new friend surmised as we continued to walk along.

My heart raced as the couple drew nearer, their proximity now sufficient to discern our state of undress. Despite the increasing risk of being caught, Steve seemed determined to maintain our brazen display until the last possible moment.

The couple paused, looking directly at us, when Steve finally gave me the okay to put on my suit. We tried to be discrete, but it must have been quite obvious to the couple what we were doing.

Once we had our suits on, we resumed our walk, just as the couple continued toward us.  Since we were all by the water's edge, it was inevitable that we would be close when we passed them.

The man was staring directly at me as they came closer, knowing that two minutes before I was totally naked. He had a grin on his face as he scanned my body from head to toe.

What's amusing is that he hardly paid any attention to Becky, likely thinking she had been wearing her swimsuit the whole time. If he had, he would have clearly seen that she was actually nude.

They seemed like a nice couple, late twenties, just enjoying a stroll on the beach. "Great day to be a live!" the man announced, singling me out.

"Yes, it is," I responded in kind.

The woman accompanying him, who I took to be his wife, couldn't take her eyes off Steve's Speedo's. The thrill of nearly being discovered in the nude had aroused him once more.  It looked like he had a rocket in his bathing suit, and the woman's mouth fell open when she noticed it.

It seemed like she wanted to linger and chat, perhaps to ogle Steve's impressive bulge a bit longer, but her husband also noticed and tugged her away.  Meanwhile, there was a nude woman standing right in front of them, and she barely received any notice at all.

Steve turned out to be quite a fascinating character, having penned several adult novels on exhibitionism, some of which drew from his own real-life adventures with his wife. You can find some of his works here if you're interested in reading them.

I was confident that he and Chris would get along well if they ever met, but I figured it might be best to arrange that meeting for another time. Should that occur, I'll certainly write again to share all the details with anyone who's so inclined.

I don't know how my husband would react to the fact that I was naked together with another guy because that is where he told me that he would draw the line. I'll opt to keep this my little secret until the right time.

Before we reached the main beach, Steve gave me his email address, so I could stay in touch. We exchanged farewells and parted ways, and I headed back to join my husband. No touching, no sex, nothing out of the ordinary for a couple of like-minded exhibitionists.

We got back to the beach to find my husband fast asleep under our umbrella. I instructed Becky to remain quiet and not wake him so that he wouldn't realize how long we had been gone. By the time that he awakened, I was lying by his side.

"Oh, sorry, sweetheart. How long have I been out?" he mumbled sleepily, glancing around to reorient himself.

"Long enough. Did you go in the water?" I asked.

"Yeah, and it must have wiped me out. Are you two ready to get going?" he asked.

In no time, our belongings were gathered, and we were making our way back to the pavilion.

One noteworthy thing was that Becky had grown so at ease with her appearance that she nearly forgot she was completely naked. In fact, she never closed her cover-up completely and walked by those on their blankets with it partially open.

As soon as we were back inside the pavilion, my suppressed desire took over. I set down the items I was carrying, grabbed Becky by the arms, and kissed her tenderly on her soft, full lips.  I drew her close and started to glide my hands down her bare back. Just before reaching her paint-covered bottom, I remembered where we were and paused.

I pulled back and spun around, almost colliding with my husband, who stood spellbound by what he had just seen. It was an incredibly awkward moment, standing there face to face with my husband while my practically nude girlfriend looked on in disbelief.

"Sorry, honey, I don't know what came over me," I said, feeling uncomfortable as people continued to go about their business around us.

Chris replied, "We should go," glancing around to check if anyone had caught my moment of indiscretion.

As we made our way out, we walked by the artist. His curtain was drawn back, and he was painting a young girl's face to resemble a pussycat while her mother watched. Doug noticed us and grinned, waving as we walked by. I caught him chuckling to himself before resuming his work. I couldn't help but imagine what that mother would think if she knew what had taken place there just a few hours earlier.

Not a word was spoken between my husband and me as we put our things into the car and drove off. He is difficult to judge at times, and I couldn't tell whether he was angry with me about my actions in the pavilion. I admit that it was stupid of me to kiss Becky in public like that and if I could relive that moment again I would choose not to.

We drove in silence toward the highway, no talking, no radio, nothing. Without a word, he turned into the parking lot of a convenience store located just before the on ramp.

We always make a stop there on our way back from the beach to grab a drink for the journey home, and I'm positive Chris was acting out of habit. He pulled into a parking space out front and got right out. The fact that he didn't ask us what we wanted to drink assured me that he was still upset and Becky and I would have to fend for ourselves.

I turned to Becky in the back seat, "We usually stop here to grab a drink for the ride home. I like that I can make my own iced coffee just the way that I want, and they're cheap. Come on, I'll show you."

Just as I was about to get out of the car, Becky spoke up, "But, I can't go in there like this. Everyone will see me."

Panic flashed across her face as she looked at her unsuitable outfit, certain that everyone would notice, and a shameful scene might happen in the store. I recalled that first time I revealed myself in this exact spot and how it introduced me to the world of exhibitionism, altering my life forever.

Could I really put my sweet Becky through the same gut-wrenching scenario that I went through that time? She looked so vulnerable sitting behind me, her sheer cover barely concealing her naked body beneath. After a brief moment, I made up my mind to put her to the challenge and go for it.

"Honey, you'll be just fine. Just stay close by, and I'll try my best to block anyone's view of you. Follow me in, we'll go to where the fountain drinks are located in the back of the store, and we'll be out of there in no time, okay?" I assured, giving her a pleasant smile to ease her discomfort.

I stepped out and opened her door to assist her. She looked nervously at all the traffic coming and going, with this being a busy place this time of year. She closed her beach cover tightly to give herself a little self-confidence and began to follow me in.

I bought the cover-up online and found it to be too short for me when it arrived. When I tried it on, nearly half my butt was exposed, and I immediately realized it wouldn't work for me. However, Becky is shorter than I am, and on her, the hem fell to just below her crotch, which was precisely what we needed in this situation.

I continued to hold her hand as we entered, and numerous people waiting in line at the register glanced our way as we walked by. My cover-up was more modest, but I left it unbuttoned, giving those around me a peek at my swimsuit-clad figure underneath.

When we came around the corner, I found Chris making himself an ice tea.

He noticed us but didn't acknowledge our presence, and I couldn't stand his silence any longer. I stepped closer to him and said, "I'm truly sorry, babe, but I just couldn't resist back there.  Thoughts of what we had been doing all day got me worked up, and when I watched Becky walking the beach virtually naked, I lost it. I'll make it up to you when we get home, I promise. Okay, sweetie?"

I stole a quick glance around to ensure no one was watching, then reached out to gently squeeze his swelling cock through the fabric of his swim trunks. Chris let out a soft moan, and I knew I was getting him worked up. He had entered the store wearing only his swim trunks, a floral Hawaiian shirt, and sandals. 

"Okay, just watch yourself next time. There were children around for Christ’s sake," he advised, as I continued to glide my fingers along the shaft and feel it thicken to my touch.

Just then a woman came around the corner and caught me, so I removed my hand and went over to join Becky who was trying to navigate one of the many drink dispensers. When I glanced back at Chris, I could clearly see the bulge I had caused and realized he must have felt awkward, especially with the woman standing close by.

"How are you making out?" I asked Becky as she fumbled with the plastic cover for her cup. I had her move her hand and casually snapped it on for her.

"Did you see everyone staring when we walked in?" she asked under her breath.

"Don't sweat it, people stare at everyone at the beach. Especially when they're as gorgeous as you," I complimented her.

She blushed, "But I'm sure that they can see me right through my wrap!"

"Ignore them. As long as you keep it down below your crotch, nobody can tell what they're looking at. You might want to cool down those nipples, however. They can be real attention grabbers." I motioned toward her chest to indicate that her nipples were unmistakably visible, standing out as if they were trying to poke through the delicate material.

"Are we almost set?" Chris asked as he walked up to us.

"Becky has an issue," I told him nodding her way.

Chris glanced over and looked astonished at how easily he could make out the shape of her nipples, "Oh my! That may be a slight problem. Well, there isn't much we can do about that now. Maybe you shouldn't get her all hot and bothered in public places," he said sarcastically.

He was right, but this wasn't the time to debate it, so we picked up our drinks and walked to the back of the line to check out. Becky wedged herself between my husband and me so that prying eyes couldn't get a good view of her.

It felt like an eternity before we got to the register, and when the large man ahead of us finished his transaction and stepped aside, I realized why. As soon as he moved out of the way, I found myself face to face with the very same woman that hit on me the last time we came in.

She was a tough-looking girl, with one side of her head shaved and the other half cascading down her back in a vivid shade of blue. Her nails and lips were painted a deep black, she had an excessive amount of black mascara, and a necklace featuring a black widow spider pendant dangled around her neck. If you were to search for the word "goth" in the dictionary, I wouldn't be shocked to see her photo right next to it.

In my earlier writing, I described in detail how, on my first day revealing myself, she fixated on my chest, barely hidden by a threadbare t-shirt.  The whole time I was at her register, she kept flirting with me. When she saw me in line once more, her face lit up with recognition.

"Hey, I remember you. Nice to see you again!" she exclaimed, leaning on the counter in an attempt to be charming.

I smiled back and said hi, feeling a little nervous with Becky by my side.  The goth girl’s eyes stayed on me, and I couldn't help but worry that Becky might get the wrong idea. After all, I've sworn to Becky that she was the first woman I'd ever made love to. That is the truth, and I didn't want her to think otherwise.

The girl's eyes roamed up and down my body, taking in every detail of my swimsuit, barely concealed by the open cover-up. Her gaze briefly shifted to Becky before returning to me, then snapped back to Becky, eyes widening in surprise. A broad grin spread across her face as she discovered Becky's secret.

"Well, well," the goth girl blurted, her voice dripping with delight. "Looks like someone's got a little more courage than most." Her eyes twinkled with mischief as they locked onto Becky's sheer cover-up, revealing her painted body underneath.

Becky shifted uncomfortably, glancing at me for reassurance. "Ashley, let's just leave the money and go," she whispered urgently.

The goth girl leaned in over the counter, her voice dropping to a playful whisper. "No need to hurry away. It's rare to find something so…um…artistic." She added a sly wink.

Chris stepped forward to pay for our drinks, his presence providing some relief from the tension. But the goth girl's attention remained fixed on Becky.

"You've got guts, honey," she continued, addressing Becky directly now. "Not everyone can pull off that kind of look in public."

Becky's cheeks flushed a deep red, and she fidgeted with her cup nervously. "Thanks," she mumbled, avoiding eye contact.

The girl chuckled softly, her gaze lingering on Becky's painted body. "Don't act shy now. I know what kind of girl you really are inside. You've made quite an impression on me, love."

I squeezed Becky's hand gently, trying to offer some comfort amid the awkward exchange. "Let's go," I urged Chris as he collected his change from the counter.

As we turned to leave, the goth girl called out after us. "Come back anytime! Always happy to see a familiar face." Her eyes were glued to Becky's bottom, plainly visible through the sheer material under the bright lights.

We hurried out of the store to the car, Becky's hand still tightly gripping mine. As we climbed into the car, I glanced back to find her catching her breath and offered a reassuring smile.

"It's okay," I murmured gently. "No one can see you now, so there's no need to worry. Are you feeling alright?"

Becky nodded but remained silent as Chris started the car and pulled out of the parking lot. The encounter had left us all feeling a nervous excitement, reminding me of the thrill that came with my own daring escapades.

Again we drove in silence for a time and hadn't heard a peep from Becky when she spoke softly from the rear seat, "Ashley? Ashley, do you have any, uh, napkins in your glove box?"

I looked back and squealed when I saw her holding up her hands, and they were blue! She had gotten so aroused by the day's events that she must have been touching herself and forgot about the body paint on her pussy.

When I reached back to hand her a napkin, she spread her legs to wipe up her mess, and I noticed that almost all the paint had been rubbed off her vagina. She must have had her eyes shut, lost in her fantasies, and it seemed like she'd been at it for quite some time.

"I'm sorry. I messed up your paint," Becky apologized, her eyes fixed on her bare crotch. Thankfully, Doug had switched to the water-based paint for her intimate areas, or this might have turned out quite differently.

By the time that she was done wiping herself, she was left with her beautiful pussy completely exposed and spread open invitingly before me. I just wanted to climb over the seat and run my tongue between the slit, but after seeing my husband's reaction to me kissing her in public, I decided that it's best to wait until we were alone.

"Holy shit!" Chris exclaimed, adjusting his rearview mirror to find my young friend seated with her legs spread wide and her swollen pussy framed in blue. "That's about as hot as it gets."

Becky blushed when she realized that my husband could see her and clamped her legs together, timidly. "It's alright sweetie, he's seen you before, so there's no need for you to be embarrassed." I assured her.

"I'm sorry that I did that, Ashley. I just don't know what came over me. One minute I was daydreaming and then this," Becky explained meekly.

"It's quite understandable, honey. I do that all the time." I confessed, reaching back to hold her hand.

"All the time?" Chris spun his head around with a startled expression, but I ignored it and stared into Becky's eyes instead.

When we got back to the house, George was outside puttering in his yard as usual. He immediately stopped what he was doing and made a beeline for our car. Chris and I got out to get our things, but Becky remained in the back seat.

I opened her door and said, "Come on, honey. We'll go in the house and have something to eat. " I reached for her, but she wouldn't take my hand.

"I can't get out like this," She said quietly.

I had become so accustomed to seeing her this way that I had forgotten that she was naked, and with George approaching it would become an issue very fast. Becky was in the back nude but for the paint and sheer cover and I got an idea. I pulled a towel out of the beach bag that I was carrying and gave it to her, "Here get out and wrap it around your waist. I'll get you in the house as quick as I can!"

George was just about to round the front of our car when Becky stepped out and swiftly wrapped the towel around her waist over her cover-up.  The only problem now was that in the bright sunlight her painted top was plainly visible beneath, and it would be hard not to notice the form of her tits within.

"So how was your day at the beach? Did our young friend have a good time?" he asked, looking directly at Becky's breasts.

"Yes, George, we all enjoyed ourselves," I answered rather curtly. George can be a pest at times, and although I try to act friendly to him, he sometimes rubs me the wrong way and I have to fight the urge to tell him to just go away.

I doubt he questioned why she had the towel wrapped around her, but he was definitely intrigued by the sight of her breasts.

Chris emerged from the trunk of the car, his hands full with the umbrella and other beach gear. When George saw him struggling, he stepped in to help, saying, "Here, let me carry some of that for you."

Becky had the same idea and moved between them to assist, saying, "I can handle it!"

She reached out her hands to take a few things from my husband when the inevitable happened and her towel fell to the ground. Becky felt the towel come off, causing her to fumble with the items in her hand and dropping some. When she bent to pick them up, old helpful George was bending down behind her to retrieve the towel, and there it was!

I could see it coming and felt helpless to stop it. Everything played out as if in slow motion. George's face was no more than a foot away, and when he looked up, he literally gasped at the sight of my poor Becky's pink pussy framed between her thighs.

My neighbor remained motionless, his mouth agape, as Becky dropped the rest and ripped the towel from his hands. "Can we go inside, please?" she pleaded with me as she wrapped herself again.

"Come on," I said grabbing her by the arm to lead her toward our front door.

As soon as I had the door open, she brushed by me to get in.

"Was that her…?" George asked Chris, who was desperately trying to think of a way out of the situation.

"Yeah, I guess so," my husband replied, unsure of what the man had actually seen.

"But how did she tear her bathing suit like that?" George asked, thinking that what he saw had to be an accident.

Chris was relieved that the man hadn't fully understood what he had seen, and that our world wasn't collapsing around us.

"Things are just made so cheaply these days. Everything comes from China, so we don't have much choice," Chris smiled and shrugged. 

"Here, let me help you bring that into the house. The poor girl looked really upset. I didn't mean to embarrass her like that. Maybe I should go in an apologize," George offered.

"No, thank you anyway George, but my guess is that she would prefer not to see anybody else today. It's been a very stressful day for her already," Chris explained.

"Yeah, you're probably right. I can't imagine what people on the beach were thinking when they saw her like that," George replied.

"I'm sure that quite a few got an eyeful," my husband said as George helped him gather the things that had fallen.

"You know, just between you and me, I haven't seen one of those in many years and I have to say that hers was by far the prettiest one that I've ever seen. But keep it under your hat. I don't want your wife to think that I'm a perv or anything," George confessed, giving him a nudge of his elbow along with a sly wink.

"Your secret is safe with me, my friend," Chris replied with a laugh.

When my husband came through the door, I was sitting beside Becky on the sofa wiping away a tear from her eye, trying to console her. I had been anxiously waiting to hear what George had said to him after we left.

When Chris came closer, I looked up and asked, "So, what did George have to say? I'm guessing his opinion of us has changed a bit now, right?"

"Well first off little lady George thinks that you have the prettiest vagina that he has ever seen. I, personally, think that it takes a close second to my wife's!" he began, a smirk growing on his face. "Fortunately, however, he must not have been wearing his reading glasses because he believes that you tore your bathing suit at the beach, and he feels badly that you had to endure this trauma."

Becky sat up, "You mean he doesn't know?"

"Not a clue. As far as he knows, it was just an accident, and you're an innocent victim of circumstances," he added, smiling.

"But he got a good look at her?" I asked.

Chris chuckled, "Oh yeah!"

I took Becky into the bathroom so that we could shower together while Chris cooked us up some burgers out on the deck.  As hard as I tried, the paint wouldn't come off, so I asked her to leave it for now because no one would be able to notice when she's clothed. We could look into ways to remove it later. Alcohol-based paints will not come off with water, as we were told.

I put on my short robe and had Becky wear another that I had in my closet. By the time we were done Chris had finished grilling the burgers and had the table set outside on the deck. His eyes widened when he saw us coming out to join him at the table in only our robes.

"Don't we look comfy?" he announced, with a wry smile. "Did the paint come off alright?"

I noticed Becky looking frustrated. "No, we need to figure out how to get it off. Nothing budged," I responded.

"Doug did say that it doesn't just wash off with soap and water. I'm sure we'll figure it out," Chris said, gazing at Becky as she sat down to eat.

We sat outside and had a few drinks, feeling much more at ease as the evening progressed. Eventually, my husband excused himself, saying that he was going to take a shower, which gave me an idea.

As soon as Chris left, I pulled Becky to me and kissed her deeply, not caring if our neighbor watched. I smiled at the thought and gave her a wink before taking her hand and leading her back into the house. My heart raced with anticipation as I playfully pushed her into the bedroom and onto the bed. I wanted her badly—the sight of her naked, painted body all day had me pent-up with arousal and aching for release.

I removed her robe, my eyes devouring her body as I stood above her, taking in every curve and stroke of color. I let my own robe fall to the floor, stepping out of it to join her on the bed. Our lips met again, hungrily, our tongues dancing together as I positioned myself on top of her.

Her breath quickened beneath me as I trailed kisses down her neck, my hands roaming over her breasts, painted a deep shade of blue. I teased her nipples with my thumbs, feeling them harden under my touch. Her hands gripped my back, pulling me closer as I made my way down her body, my lips and tongue leaving a trail of kisses across her skin.

I paused at her waist, admiring the intricate design painted across her abdomen, before continuing my descent. Her legs parted for me, inviting me closer as I kissed the inside of her thighs, my breath hot against her skin. I could smell her arousal, and it drove me wild.

lowering myself further, my tongue flicking out to taste the essence of her desire, my lips caressing her glistening folds. She tasted sweet, and I moaned at the sensation, my hands grasping her thighs as I delved deeper, my tongue exploring every fold and crease.

I felt her hands in my hair, gently guiding me, her hips lifting off the bed to meet my mouth. I looked up at her, our eyes locking for a moment as I savored her taste, before returning my attention to her core. I wanted to devour her, to make her scream with pleasure.

Suddenly, I felt a presence in the room and looked up to see my husband, a towel wrapped around his waist, watching us from the bathroom doorway. I paused, my heart racing, but Chris simply smiled and shook his head, dropping the towel to sit in a nearby chair. I realized he knew better than to interrupt, and so I returned my attention to Becky, determined to make her climax under my husband's watchful eye.

My mouth and fingers worked in tandem, devouring Becky's pussy. My tongue flicked and circled her clit, while my fingers plunged in and out of her wetness. I loved the taste of her, the soft skin I kissed and licked, and the way her hips bucked wildly. Her moans filled the room, a clear signal that she was close to the edge.

Chris's gaze burned into my back, and I knew he was watching with intense desire as his wife pleasured another woman. I could almost feel his eyes tracing the curves of our entangled bodies. His breath quickened, and I knew he was touching himself, caught up in the erotic display before him.

I have heard of wives cuckolding their husbands, but this was different. In those other cases, it is generally with the woman having sex with another man while her husband watches. Here, my husband enjoys watching me with another woman instead. Either way, he is not allowed to participate and has no other choice but to masturbate while I make lesbian love to a younger girl.

Becky's body tensed, her thighs clenching tight around my head as her orgasm took over. Her juices flowed freely, coating my tongue, and I moaned in response, my own desire spiraling out of control. I continued to prolong her pleasure, my tongue and fingers never ceasing their tireless dance.

With a cry, Becky's body arched off the bed, her hands gripping the sheets as she rode the waves of her intense climax. A sense of power coursed through me, knowing I had brought her to this state of pure ecstasy, and my desire burned brighter.

Suddenly, Becky sat up, pulling me into a passionate kiss. The taste of myself on her lips sent shivers down my spine. Chris's gaze intensified, his breath quickening as he witnessed our tongues entwine.

I pushed Becky back down onto the bed, her wild hair framing her desire-filled eyes. Straddling her face, I offered myself to her, knowing exactly what she craved.

Lowering myself onto her waiting mouth, I felt her hot breath on my core. Her tongue teased my clit, sending shocks of pleasure throughout my body. I moaned and trembled, my eyes closing in surrender as my hands grasped the headboard for stability during her feast.

I positioned myself fully, allowing her tongue to flick against my sensitive bud before covering her mouth with my dripping wet core. Her hands pulled me closer, her fingers digging into my thighs as she ate me out with abandon. Lost in the sensations, I rocked my body with each stroke of her tongue, feeling my orgasm building like a tidal wave.

I turned my head, curious, and saw my husband frantically stroking his cock with abandon. His hips thrust urgently as he worked desperately to reach his climax. With a final powerful stroke, he threw back his head and unleashed a low, animalistic growl. A thick stream of semen shot from his cock, landing on the floor in line. He kept grunting, his body still convulsing, as two more powerful jets of come joined the first on the floor.

Watching my husband come brought me over the edge as well, so with a cry, I unleashed my pleasure, shaking uncontrollably as I exploded on sweet Becky's face. My juices coated her tongue, and I collapsed breathless beside her, still trembling.

I locked eyes with Chris, his blissful smile revealing his enjoyment of the experience. My husband made me realize that we were bound to share many more moments like this in the days to come. Our journey has been thrilling up to this point, and I'm eager for more!

I'm grateful for you joining me on this adventure, and I genuinely look forward to experiencing even greater adventures with you in the future.


THE END
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Check here to see what is new and available on the Lexi Cummings/Steven Vane author page, or just follow us for notifications for future reads. If links don't work the book has been retired and no longer available.

See below for more hot reads!


We hope that you have enjoyed this book and will check out these other HOT titles as well!

Daisy May: My Sweet Little Lesbian Exhibitionist
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You will fall in love with little Daisy May, but be careful or she might break your heart!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Hot Wife Bares It All On The Golf Course
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Bonnie was devastated to have accidentally let her husband's golf partner see her naked. At least she appeared to be. The fact is that it aroused her like nothing else, so now she can't control herself and with the help of her handsome neighbor she uses this desire to spread her wings in public while her husband is working. This loving housewife has become one hot babe!


AWAKENING OF BRIE: Transforming A True Submissive Wife! Part 1: She learns what a true submissive is meant to be.
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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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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!

[image: ]


THE FEMINIZATION OF TIFFANY: The Sissification of a Submissive Cuckold Husband
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