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Chapter 1: The Flight

I looked at my wife. Her arms were crossed across her chest and there were goosebumps on her arms.

“I told you not to wear your sun dress on the flight.”

She nodded and tried to hitch the thin orange cotton down her bare thighs.

I looked behind me as if to check if the toilet was occupied.

The young guy with blonde hair averted his gaze. That was the third time I’d caught him staring at May’s smooth, caramel legs. Maybe he could see that delicious part of her upper thigh where her deep tan graduated to a lighter honey shade.

I pulled out the in-flight magazine from the pocket of the seat in front of me. “Here, look at the pictures. Pretty, pretty.”

My wife took the magazine and started flicking through it.

I took another swig of my gin and tonic. This weekend was our 7th wedding anniversary and coincidentally was also May’s 40th birthday. But then I’d done enough shady stuff to be able to be able to retire five years ago, at the grand old age of 50. I had two grown up sons, money in the bank, a detached house in the south of England and a stunning Thai bride. Happy fucking me, I thought.

My wife tapped me on the shoulder. I turned to her and she pointed to a silver necklace in the duty free section. “Pretty.” She said.

“You want?”

She nodded.

“I’ll buy.” I reached into my pocket and took out my wallet.

I looked around for the air hostess. I didn’t see her, but I noticed the guy sitting three seats ahead of us was staring back at May’s legs. From the angle he was looking I was sure he could see my wife’s crisp white panties. Today she’d worn the spandex ones with the high leg and the lace cutout front that showed her black pubic hairs if you looked closely enough.

The guy looked away, no doubt irked that he was taking his own wife to Barcelona, and not Bangkok.

I spotted an air steward at the front of the cabin. I waved my credit card in his direction and he came striding down the aisle, his eyes sparkling at the thought of a little extra bonus payment this month.

I craned over the armrest. “Hi, my wife would like this necklace please.”

“Very well sir.” He replied in a camp voice reminiscent of 1970’s game show hosts.

“Oh, and could you get me another gin and tonic.”

“Sure.”

“Anything else?” He said, looking at May.

I thought about asking for a blanket to cover my wife’s bare legs, but she had to learn that under dressing in public was not without consequences.

“No thank you.” I said, and he scurried off towards the galley.

The air steward brought the box containing the necklace and another drink for me.

May clutched the box in one hand and held my hand in the other. She was fond of pretty, sparkly things, and I liked to think she was fond of me.

A few minutes later I felt the plane turn, and I saw the coastline float up from the bottom sill of the window.

I tapped my wife on the arm. “Look, Barcelona.”
She craned her neck. “Wow, sea.” She said, really stretching those long vowels of hers.

She squeezed my hand tight. May had spent many apparently happy years in Pattaya, and though she hated Europe, she did love the sea.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we will shortly be landing at Barcelona Josep Tarradellas airport. The outside temperature is a balmy 28°C.”

“Did you hear that honey?” I asked my wife. “It’s the same same temperature as Pattaya.”


Chapter 2: The Hotel

“Morning love.” I said, pulling back the curtains to our first floor room. May had chosen this modern style hotel, maybe because she liked the big, floor to ceiling windows. I thought it made us look like goldfish, but I had to admit the room was spotless and our frenetic lovemaking hadn’t broken the queen sized bed.

May put her slippers on and padded over to me at the window. I put my arm around her warm, naked body and looked up at the sky. “Sunny again.”

“Good.”

“What do you want to do today? Shopping or beach? I’ll let you choose, as it’s your birthday.”

She stretched her feet and kissed me on the cheek. “Beach.”

An old man clutching a newspaper and a French bulldog on a lead walked past on the pavement opposite. He looked in the direction of our window. I saw a mischievous grin fill his face, as if he was recalling some good times in his past.

May tugged the waistband of my boxer shorts. “Come to bed again?”

I rubbed her deliciously soft ass. Her face may have started to show the hardships of her previous decades, but her body was still youthful. And she still had the energy that had allowed her to work fourteen hours a day beating the shit out of farangs at pool.

I sat on the bed and pulled on my Bermuda shorts. Usually I liked to wear a jacket and trousers, but hey, you had to let your hair down once in a while.

May stepped out of the bathroom, her hair tied up in a towel.

“Are you really wearing that?” I asked, pointing to her dress.

She looked down.

“Yes. You like?”

“Come here.” I said, beckoning her with my outstretched arms.

She walked towards me and I drew her closer, rotating her body so I could nuzzle the Belgian lace of her short white sun dress with my nose.

I lifted up the hem of the dress. “Is it lined?” I asked her.

She peered round to give me one of those looks.

I jabbed a finger through one of the holes and poked her ass. “You know it’s see-thru? Many men will looky looky.”

She grinned. “You don’t like?”

“I like.” I said, gliding the backs of my hands down her marble smooth legs. She opened her legs a little. She always liked it when my angular wedding ring scratched her thigh.

I pulled her towards me and she sat on my knee. I felt my cock stirring again, even though she’d milked me completely dry overnight and again in the morning.

I bounced my knee up and down a couple of times. After seven years of marriage, she was still the exotic busty Asian babe I’d fallen head over heels in love with in a Pattaya beer bar.

I moved my right hand closer to her crotch, then I lifted her lace dress and put my hand on her wiry public hairs. I rubbed a couple of hairs between my fingers. My wife moaned with enjoyment. She might tire of the endless gifts I bought her, but in seven long years of marriage she had never once pushed me away.

“You wearing knickers today?” I asked her, scrunching her public hairs together so they formed a neat tuft.

“No, too hot. You like?”

I continued playing with her crispy hairs. Sometimes she surprised me by waxing everything off, but I always anticipated those stubbly buds of fresh growth.

I withdrew my hand from beneath her dress and placed it on her left breast, giving it a gentle squeeze. Finally I found her nipple. It was stiff and erect and almost poking through the lace, though the holes were smaller around the bust.

I leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. “Come on then, let’s go to the beach.”


Chapter 3: The Restaurant

I tipped the taxi driver 5 Euros. “Adios señor.” I said in my worst Spanish.

May smiled and reached out for my hand. She always appreciated it when I handed out our money to ordinary people.

We stepped onto the pavement and the smell of cooking wafted into our noses. I looked at May’s dainty silver platform stilettos.

“Take care walking on this surface.” I said, and she clutched my hand even tighter.

There were throngs of people here, and even more pouring out of the entrance to the metro station.

“Let’s eat.” I said and lead May into the restaurant that had the most diners sat on the terrace.

We sat beneath a huge parasol. “Okay?” I asked my wife.

“Okay.” She said, smiling.

I handed her the large menu. She started flipping through it, looking at the pictures.

“What do you want to eat? Special birthday lunch.”

She pointed to something.

“Paella?” I said in a quizzical tone. “But you eat rice every day.”

“It’s good.”

I nodded. “Okay, but you’re not having rice for dinner. Or noodles.”

I waved to the waiter. “Garçon, we’d like the seafood paella for two please. And bring a bottle of white cava.”

The cava arrived in a bucket of ice. The waiter poured us each a glass.

“Chon gaew.” I said, clinking my glass with my wife’s.

I looked around. The terrace was mostly full of middle aged couples who were probably also here for their wedding anniversaries.

A couple of guys gave May the odd glance. Nobody appeared to have yellow fever and neither did they care to stare at her dress and try to establish whether she was wearing panties or a bra.

Our paella arrived. May dismembered the langoustines with expert hands. I stuck to the rice and the prawns. It was tourist trap food, but May was enjoying herself, especially since she’d just had a ‘congratulations’ phone message from her daughter. May might have often yearned for her homeland, but she got teary eyed at every little victory her daughter achieved in her studies at Bournemouth University.

“Good food?” I asked my wife as we left the restaurant.

“Okay food.” She said in a matter of fact voice. “Good wine.” She smiled, and lead me down the pavement towards the sea.

We passed some food kiosks. “Do you want an ice cream?” I asked her.

“No ice cream. Make me fat.”

I put my arm around her. “You’re not fat. And think how skinny and beautiful Jasmine is.”

She put her head on my shoulder that wasn’t loaded down with our beach bag. I saw a tear roll down her cheek. She had many untold stories of her tough life growing up in Thailand, but she never once regretted having Jasmine.

As we walked towards the beach, the on-shore breeze picked up. May’s dress flapped about at bit but I was disappointed to see that it didn’t billow up.

“Nice breeze, huh?” I asked her.

She looked down at the hem of her dress. “Yes. It feels good.”

I put my hand on her ass and gave it a squeeze. A couple of old guys sitting on a bench stared shamelessly at my wife.

“You still got it, babe.” I told her.


Chapter 4: The Beach

“Wow, busy.” May remarked.

I scanned the surroundings of Barceloneta beach. “Let’s head over there in front of those restaurants.”

We walked along the boardwalk until we reached the beach showers. I pointed to a section of beach. “Look, it’s less busy there.”

I dumped the bag on the golden sand. May unzipped the bag and rummaged around, then pulled out her bikini. It was the black and white striped one with the side ties.

I looked in the bag and pulled out a large white towel my wife had taken from the hotel bathroom. “We’ll need this first, love.”

I unfurled the towel and laid it on the sand. May fiddled with her bikini trying to get the back tie directly behind the front.

I looked in the bag. “You know you only brought a single towel? Now you’ll have to change in public.”

“I know.” She said, reaching back to give me a full kiss on the lips.

May hitched up her lace dress above her hips then pulled it over her head. Now she was sitting on the towel completely nude.

I looked around. There were at least a hundred people within visual range of us, maybe more.

A few French students were having a sangria party ten or so metres away from us. A guy nudged his friend and they both gazed in our direction.

“You’ve got some new admirers.” I told May.

She smiled, and lifted her bikini top over her bare breasts.

“Here, I’ll tie it for you.” I said, pulling her long hair up then reaching for the black ties. I tied the halter top in a bow, then reached round to the front for the back ties. As I did so my hands lingered on her deliciously enhanced breasts. I gave them a squeeze. They were a gift from a former boyfriend. I’d seen some tragic breast enhancements in Pattaya, usually on ladyboys, but Danish guy was loaded and he’d spared no expensive to keep May happy.

The French guy kept eyeing May and fiddling with his shorts.

“Comfortable?” I asked my wife.

“Yes.” She replied, picking at the drawstring triangles.

“Look.” She said, pushing the material together so it showed most of the sides of her breasts. “Sexy.” She pulled the material out so it covered her breasts. “Good girl.”

I laughed.

A tall tanned guy with blonde hair walked slowly past our towel. He stared at May’s crotch and I’m sure he saw a few wisps of her neatly trimmed bush.

“You’ve got many admirers here.” I said, patting her soft, pert ass.

I felt a stirring in my own Bermuda shorts. I’d not seen any other Asian women here, save for a couple of Chinese tourists in fairly conservative long sun dresses and big floppy hats. May was exotic and her natural caramel tone was attracting a lot of attention from the pasty Northern Europeans. Tonight, when my wife thought I was sound asleep, she would reach down and finger her pussy as she thought about the tall tanned guy and the French students and the numerous other guys who fancied a bit of an Asian takeaway.

“Stand up.” I said to my wife. “I’ll help you put the bottoms on.”

May shamelessly stood up and rotated towards the French students. Both French guys started fiddling with their shorts.

I took the bikini bottoms out of her hand and pressed the triangle of the stripy material against her buttocks. I pushed the front of the briefs under her parted legs. “Here, hold these.” I said, feeding the drawstrings through.

May didn’t move. I looked towards the students. Another one of the group was staring towards my wife’s crotch. This guy was tall with curly hair and he was wearing turquoise swimming briefs.

I touched my wife’s left hip. “He wants to fuck your pussy.” I said. She started tying up the sides of her bikini bottoms, but was definitely distracted by the sight of a very large banana shaped object in the guy’s swimming briefs.

“If we don’t get these bottoms on you that guy’s cock’s gonna poke out of the top of his briefs.”

May tied the sides securely and pulled up the fronts.

“Show’s over folks” I muttered.

May turned to face me. “You like?”

I scanned her body. I was pretty sure she intentionally ordered the small size where the medium or even the large would have been more suitable. Her boobs were barely contained by the stripy triangles, and there was plenty of underboob and side boob showing, not to mention cleavage our female friends always stared at when we had them round for dinner parties.

“It’s very nice.” I said, reaching into the bag. “Here. Sit down and I’ll rub suntan lotion on you.”

As I oiled May’s back and then her still surprisingly flat tummy, I noticed a couple of the French girls had now stripped off their sun dresses and were sat in their bikinis. No doubt they had seen May drawing a little too much attention from their own harem of horny males.

We had another admirer too. A guy with his family had clearly been taking the odd sneaky photo of May on his smartphone. I imagined the strife he was in for when his wife searched his mobile phone’s gallery while he slept off the sangria and paella they’d probably eat later.

“You hungry again?” I asked May.

“A little.” She reached into the bag and pulled out her sunglasses.

“I’ll go and get us some ice creams.” I said.

I bent down and kissed her on the forehead. “Be good.”

I trudged through the sand to the ice cream kiosk. There was a long queue so I glanced back at May. She was sitting up and looking at a couple of women in their mid 30’s. I took them to be lesbians, and wondered if May had come to the same conclusion.

In front of me a family were walking away with their ice creams. The queue shuffled forward. I looked at the lesbian couple again. I realised the redhead was topless. Maybe that was what had drawn May’s attention.

My wife looked around, scanning the boardwalk. I waved. She waved back. In seven years of living in England her English still hadn’t got much better from when she worked in the beer bar. We had some Thai friends, but she was mostly suspicious of other Thais. I was too, after a so-called distant relative had tried to rip us both off.

I shuffled forward again. A middle aged German woman three people in front of me was wearing a yellow thong. I hadn’t noticed before. Her ass was in better shape than it should have been for a woman of her age. I wondered if she too would lie in bed at night thinking of all the guys who had got off on seeing her wearing such a skimpy outfit in public.

I gazed across at May. I could no longer see her, then I realised she was lying on the towel.

At last I reached the head of the queue. I ordered a chocolate for myself and a mango for May. She might have preferred Durian but I’d never seen that flavour of ice cream outside of Asia.

I trudged through the sand back to our towel. May was facing down and her bikini top was lying on the towel.

I handed her the ice cream. A couple of drops dripped on my hand and I licked them off.

“Here, I got you mango.”

She licked the rapidly melting ice cream. “Good. Reminds me of home.”

“Eat it quickly, it won’t last long in this heat.”

She pushed herself up with one hand, then turned around. I sat down beside her and admired her staggeringly magnificent chest.

More gooey liquid dripped off her ice cream. I ran my forefinger down her right boob and scooped up the drips. I put it into my mouth and grimaced. The delicious mango didn’t go well with suntan lotion.

“I’m not doing that again.” I said as a big dollop of ice cream fell off and bounced down her front, landing on the towel.

“You’ll have to wash yourself in the sea afterwards.” I said, putting my arm around her.

She looked down. “Maybe hotel worry about towel.”

I laughed. “We’re on holiday. We’re not doing their laundry for them.”

“Finished?” I asked her as she wolfed down the cone.

“Yes.” She said, showing my her sticky palms.

I laughed. “You’re worse than Jasmine. Remember her tenth birthday party and that ice cream cake?”

She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “I remember.”

That was the first time I’d visited my future wife to be’s village in Udon Thani. Her family had treated me with respect, and I felt that I wasn’t just another walking ATM machine.

“Let’s go and rinse off in the sea.”

May jumped up, her firm breasts jiggling as she did so.

I tucked my wallet in the sole of my shoe where no thief would ever think to look, and stuck my shoes under the towel.

I picked up May’s bikini top. “Do you want to wear this?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “No need.”


Chapter 5: The Sea

We walked hand in hand down to the shore. A couple of sunbathing wives looked at us. I sensed envy at seeing May’s spectacular breasts but also scorn at what they took to be a mail order bride.

There were plenty of people in the sea. “Nicer beach than Pattaya.” Said May, paddling in the surf.

I looked around. Pattaya was fun but the beach was narrow and the sea shelved down steeply and many a drunk farang had soon found themselves out of their depth.

Still holding hands, we waded further out from the shore. Soon it was up to May’s upper thighs. An inflatable beach ball landed near us. May picked it up and threw it back to them with surprising force.

“Thanks.” Shouted a British guy and his eyes lingered over May’s full breasts.

Now the sea was up to May’s groin and I could see a damp patch spreading up the front of her bikini bottoms. She playfully splashed me with water.

“Hey!” I shouted and scooped her up in my arms. Her legs flapped around, drenching us both in sea water.

I let go of her and she screamed as she dropped like a stone. She hit the water with a deep splash and almost went completely under.

She regained her footing and gave me a playful slap. She bobbed up and I saw the distinctive dark patch in the white parts of her striped bottoms. She looked down and grinned.

“Did you know those bottoms were unlined?” I asked.

My wife put her arms around my shoulders. I reached down and clasped her ass. She kissed me and her tongue probed my lips. She drew back and said “A gift. For you.”

She reached down and untied both sides of her bikini briefs. She pulled them between her legs and wrung the material tight. Then she handed them to me. “Take them with you. I’ll follow.”

“Okay.” I said. “But now you have no clothes and everybody will look at you.”

“I know.” She said, licking her lips.

I gave her bare ass a playful tap, then turned and waded back to the shore.

I looked back. May’s arms were outstretched and she was floating in the water. I wasn’t confident in the sea but one of May’s ex-boyfriends had taught her how to float in water like an Asian Ophelia.

I ambled up the beach towards our towel. I was relieved to see that it had remained untouched.

I sat down and looked out to sea. Now May was doing the doggy paddle, and seemed a lot closer to the guys with the beach ball than I had remembered.

I looked around the beach. There was a new retired couple sitting on deck chairs and eating chips, but the other people were all doing much the same as before.

I saw that one of the French girls had now taken her top off and was sitting up, looking at the sea. I wondered if May had inspired her to get her own boobs out.

The guys they were with were fooling around with a brightly coloured set of beach boules, no doubt vying to see who would fuck the girls tonight and who would sleep alone while masturbating to images of May’s pneumatic rack and the French girl’s petite curvy chest.

A guy came up to me with a tray and a jug of Mojito. “Only 5 Euros, Sir.”

“I’ll take two, thanks.” I said. I’d long stopped worrying about money.

I sipped the Mojito and swirled the minty liquid around my mouth. From a tourist trap beach vendor it was actually pretty good.

May was standing up facing the shore. I waved at her and pointed to my glass. She shot me an OK sign and started wading towards the beach.

She started padding up the beach in her flip flops and absolutely nothing else. My beautiful, exotic Asian goddess.

The retired couple stopped eating their chips. They stared at May and I distinctly heard the husband say ‘and that’s not something you see at Yarmouth’.”

One of the French guys tossed a bright red boule and it landed just inches away from May’s feet. She stopped to pick it up. He trotted over to her apologetically, but I knew he’d purposefully thrown it in her direction.

The other two French guys stared at May’s dripping torso. She extended her arm and handed the guy the red boule.

“Merci beaucoup mademoiselle.” Said the guy and May beamed.

She reached me and I held up a glass of Mojito. “For you. Sorry, I’ve drunk mine so no chon gaew this time.”

She took the glass and had a sip. “Strong.” She said. She made no attempt to cover her nakedness.

I looked down. “Sorry we only have one towel.”

She rubbed her arm. “Sticky.” She looked in the direction of the beach showers. “I’ll go and rinse.” She said, and handed me her cocktail.


Chapter 6: The Shower

I watched as my wife made her way over to the shower, still completely nude on a public beach. A lot of people were gazing at her, but nobody seemed offended.

She reached the shower. A local looking girl in her mid-20’s was already showering. She was wearing a red thong bikini bottom and was topless, her pert breasts in full public view.

May smiled at her and stood under the adjacent shower head. She pulled the lever and water cascaded down her glistening body. She rubbed her skin trying to clean off the sand and water and remnants of suntan lotion.

The girl passed her a plastic tube of shower gel. May smiled and said something. They started having a conversation, but I was out of hearing range.

I looked at the boardwalk. A few people, mostly guys, had stopped to gather and take in the sights along the beach. But mostly they were watching my wife and her new friend shower.

Seemingly emboldened by my wife, the girl peeled off her thong and stepped out of it, hooking it over the shower pipe. She turned to face me and I saw that she had a neat Brazilian wax, skinnier than May’s, and a little more manicured.

The two women continued chatting, seemingly oblivious to their growing army of admirers.

I looked along the boardwalk. A woman in her early 40’s was tugging her husband by the arm, but he seemed totally spellbound by May’s curves. I guessed his own wife would be on sex strike tonight, but he could always lie in bed stroking his cock and thinking of my wife’s full breasts and bushy pubic hairs.

I reached over to May’s largely untouched Mojito and took a long sip. Then I reached down and felt my cock through the slinky material of my nylon Bermuda’s. After the relative disappointment of the restaurant, this was turning into a good afternoon, maybe even a great one. We hadn’t yet reached the heady heights of our trip to Berlin, but the Mojitos were much better here.

I felt the presence of somebody close by me. It was a tall muscular man with a pair of yellow swimming briefs and a matching latex swimming hat. Some people took their swimming very seriously. He pumped his buttocks as he passed me, and several womens’ eyes followed his progress around the encampments of people.

Soon he reached the showers. He nodded at May and the other woman. He strode over to the remaining empty shower stand and pulled down the lever. Water flowed over his chiselled and completely smooth torso. I realised that not only were his swimming briefs two sizes too small, they were also completely sheer. Maybe he was a fellow exhibitionist and had cut the lining out of his briefs like May frequently did. I suspected she might even have cut the lining out of her white sun dress. I made a mental note to check if this was indeed the case. But for now I was taking in the delicious scene of my wife and her new friends making almost everybody on the beach stop swiping through social media feeds and take in the pleasures of the flesh.

May pushed the water out of her eyes and turned off the shower. She said something to the other lady and her eyes lingered at the level of the swimmer’s crotch. Whatever she was imagining, she had probably done it for real in her Pattaya days.

She strolled back to me, combing her fingers through her sleek black hair and presenting her near damned perfect breasts to all who cared to look. Behind her, swimming guy and thong-less girl were now sharing the same shower cubicle and trying to upstage May in stretching what was decent in public.

May stood next to me and I grasped her soft thighs. She shook her hair like a dog who’d just bounded out of the sea. I looked up at her pussy lips and they were glistening, a combination of water, lingering shower gel and her own excitement at being desired by dozens of men of various ages and nationalities.

I reached into the bag and took out her lace sun dress. “You want to wear this again?” I asked.

She nodded.

“We’ll walk up to Plaça de Catalunya, eh?”

I looked at her cocktail, which was now appeared to contain just as much sand as rum and mint. “Maybe we’ll find a bar too.”

She nodded as she smoothed the dress over her nakedness.

I looked in the bag. “Did you pack any panties?” I asked.

“Only one pair. Rest in England.” She said with a mischievous look on her face.


Chapter 7: The Boutique

We walked up Carrer de Pelai, arm in arm. May spotted a store called Kitty and pointed it out to me. “Hey, we go look?”

She trotted towards the store in her dainty heels and I followed. I looked at the window display of neon bikinis and a couple of nightdresses. “Oh, your kind of store.”

“Yours too.” She laughed and pulled me over the threshold.

The store was small with a central display dividing it into two. There were wall to wall swimsuits that graduated to lingerie and nightwear as you looked towards the back.

May felt the green material of a skirted bikini. “Soft but too much cover.”

I felt the material too. “It’s nice but I think this is for the Chinese tourists.”

She sidled up the narrow aisle, trying to brush past a large Scottish woman holding up a bikini for her uninterested boyfriend to make a cliched comment about.

May pulled a bright pink thong bikini set off the wall. “You like?”

I nodded, squeezing past the Scottish woman. “Sorry.” I said, “Too much paella for lunch.”

May rotated the hanger so I could see both sides of the bottoms. “Which side’s the front?” I asked her.

She laughed.

“You’re thinking of your shower friend, aren’t you? I think she was wearing the same bikini.”

My wife nodded. “She told me she went to Pattaya three years ago. She and her boyfriend fucked a ladyboy.”

The Scottish woman threw me a disgusted look.

I turned to my wife. “Okay, do you want that one? Anything else?”

She held up a navy blue men’s brief. “This is nice for you.” She rotated the hanger too and I saw it had a thong back.

“I’m not wearing that!” I teased her.

Her face fell. “Well maybe I could, but don’t tell me I look ridiculous in it.”

I took both hangers from her. She moved towards the back of the store. “Many pretty things here.”

I put my arm around her waist and poked my fingers around, probing for the holes in the material of her sun dress. I caught a young single geeky looking guy staring at my fingers, no doubt trying to figure out if May was wearing underwear.

He looked away, but I smiled as if to say ‘keep looking’.

May was oblivious to her admirers, and reached up on tip toes to take a pink and leopard print lingerie set off the wall.

Through the corner of my eye I saw that geeky guy had definitely confirmed that my curvy Asian wife was not in fact wearing anything beneath her short and revealing dress.

The young shop assistant was finally free and walked over to me. “Hello.” She said. “Can I help you with anything.”

I looked at my wife, who had now taken a couple more lingerie sets off the wall and was busy stroking a long nightdress. “Uh, do you have a changing room?”

She shook her head. “Sorry, no. The lease is so expensive here we have to use every inch of the store for our products.”

“Not to worry.” I said.

She mentally tallied up how much we were likely to spend. “If you want I can hold a towel up around your wife.”

“Thank you. We’ll manage.”

The large Scottish woman was jumping and trying to snatch a yellow swimsuit off the wall.

“I think that lady over there needs your help more.”

The assistant looked and nodded in agreement.

I went over to May and took more hangers from her. I was starting to look like a human clothes horse.

Now she was eyeing a shiny silver cutout minidress. She leaned forwards and started shuffling through the rack looking for her size.

“I think it only comes in one size.” I said.

She nodded and took one off the hanger. “I’ll try it on.” She said.

I licked my lips in anticipation. The dress was hot and so was my wife. I’d been married before, but this was different. May was my world, my life and I’d do anything for her. I wouldn’t hold a towel up for her now though. She was on her own.

My wife slipped the shoulder straps of her dress down her arms then pulled the dress over her breasts. It tumbled over her waist and into a heap on the floor. Now she was completely naked in the shop, save for her heels and a smudge of red lipstick.

The geeky guy stared at May’s naked body as if it was the most amazing thing he’d ever seen in his life.

“Made in Thailand.” I remarked.

“Uh, yeah. Very nice.” He said, not sure if he should be looking at another man’s wife, or whether he should really be in a lingerie store.

May stepped out of her dress then bent down and picked it up. “Hold this.” She said, piling her own dress on top of the mountain of hangers I was already holding.

I gazed around the cramped store. The Scottish woman was seemingly buoyed on by my wife’s display of flagrant exhibitionism and was now stripping out of her own sun dress.

The goings on in the shop seemed to be good for business as three more women entered the shop. I guessed they might be in Barcelona as part of a hen party.

The store assistant seemed totally relaxed about things and was maybe looking forward to the influx of Euros.

May took the shiny silver dress off the hanger and stepped into it. She pulled it up her body and there was a delightful swoosh of spandex against her smooth skin. She pulled the arms up over her shoulders. It looked a tight fit, but it was now clinging deliciously to her curves.

She pulled the front into place over her boobs.

Meanwhile the Scottish woman was now standing in her bra and g-string panties pulling the swimsuit up over her curvaceous body.

“Looks like you’ve started a trend.” I remarked to my wife.

I noticed a couple of tall guys were stopped outside the store, peering in.

“Anything else you want to try on?” I asked my wife, anxious that the audience were getting restless.

She shook her head. “I want to wear this one, okay?”

“Okay.” I said. “We’ll get the assistant to snip the labels off first though.”

I walked over to the counter to pay. “And that silver dress too.”

May came swooshing over in her clingy spandex dress. Her perky nipples were studded against the material of the chest. “You like that one don’t you.” I remarked.

She looked at my crotch, laughing. “You like it too.”

Years spent working in a beer bar had made my wife meticulously observant of guys’ moods.

The geeky guy queued up behind us, holding an identical silver dress to the one my wife was wearing.

“Good choice.” I said.

“Yes it’s great.” He replied nervously. I just knew he was a crossdresser and as soon as he returned to his hotel he’d put on the dress and the bra and panties he was also clutching. Then he would rub himself raw, thinking about my wife’s stupendous breasts and her hairy little cunt.


Chapter 8: The Window

“Good birthday?” I asked my wife.

“Good birthday. Thank you.”

She padded over to me by the window. She was wearing the leopard print lingerie set with the bright pink trims.

She nuzzled my ear. “You like?”

“Absolutely.”

I reached down and lifted the micro-skirt that barely covered her ass. She was wearing the tiny thong panties it came with. I teased the g-string out of her ass, then pulled it back and released it so the elastic slapped against her ass. Then I felt around to the front and rubbed the thin material over her wiry pubic hairs.

She kissed me, then turned and walked over to the shopping bag resting at the foot of the bed.

“Your turn.” She said, pulling the men’s swimming briefs out of the bag.

I started walking over to the bed.

“No. Stay there.”

I stood rooted to the spot.

She walked seductively over to the window in a way my ex-wife never quite managed to pull off. She put the swimming briefs up to her mouth then held them between her teeth. Next she pulled my t shirt over up my chest and over my head. She threw it over towards the bed.

Without saying a word, she knelt down beside me in full view of the open window and yanked down my Bermuda shorts. My semi-erect penis spring up as I wondered who might be looking in at us at this very moment.

She tapped my feet and I stepped out of my shorts. She picked them up and threw them over towards my t shirt.

She opened her mouth and the swimming briefs tumbled out. She caught them and looked up to me.

“Make sure you get them the right way around.” I said, pointing to them.

She laughed and stretched them out for me to step into. Then she pulled them up my legs, hitching them over my thighs.

“You finish.” She said, making me do the last few inches. I pulled up the material, rubbing my fingers over the delicious wet patch where she’d been holding them in her mouth. I pulled the briefs over my throbbing cock and hitched the thong up my ass.

“Good?” I asked my wife, giving her a miniature twirl.

She stood up and faced me, then pulled the material away from my ball sack with her thumbs. “Better.” She replied.

I turned and faced the window. A young couple were stood on the pavement opposite.

“Do you think they enjoyed the show?” I asked my wife.

“It hasn’t started yet.” She said, stroking the sleek nylon encasing my cock and balls.

I had to admit, the material felt good. Normally I was a cotton guy and I drew the line at anything containing more than 5% spandex. But maybe crossdressers were onto something. Maybe it was time for a new fetish.

May pulled my thong down and my cock sprung up. “But I’ve only just put them on.” I protested.

“I strip too.” She replied, and pulled off her skimpy bra.

I glanced at the window. The couple were still watching us, motionless.

May sunk to her knees and took my member in her mouth. She started sucking, probing, her tongue exploring every vein and bump on my erect member.

I grasped her head and pushed her towards me. Now my entire cock was in her mouth and yet she didn’t flinch, didn’t gag.

I reached down and gave her right breast a hard squeeze. I teased her erect nipple between my middle and ring fingers. That spurred her on to carefully grind the base of my cock between her incisors.

I glanced at the window again. Now the woman had her hand in the guy’s jean pocket, and was slowly massaging his cock.

“We’re not the only horny couple.” I said, as my wife’s fingers began squeezing my balls.

I moaned.

My wife tapped me firmly on the thigh then pulled her mouth away from me. Trails of pre-cum and spit dribbled out of her mouth and down her bare chest. She stood up and faced the window. She pulled down her g-string and felt behind for my cock.

“Fuck me hard.” She said in an unusually firm voice.

I motioned for her to move her legs further apart and she spreadeagled herself against the window. I gripped her hips and pushed my cock into her Asian little cunt. She moaned in ecstasy. She might now live in England in a nice house and have nice clothes and prim and proper neighbours called Keith and Jackie but she was still a whore and she enjoyed getting her little hole filled with cum.

She turned her head to look out the window. I noticed she was looking up and I followed her gaze. In the building opposite a middle aged guy was staring down at us. His dressing gown was open and he was stroking his cock in rhythm with my thrusting hips smashing into my wife’s stupendous ass.

“The best show in town.” I said moving my hands forward to feel my wife’s solid breasts. I took them in my hands and squeezed them as hard as I dared. She pushed back on my cock with greater vigour. I put my left hand up to her face and she started biting my middle and index fingers.

“Remember shower guy.” I whispered close to her ear.

I felt my wife’s pussy tighten around my cock. She whimpered.

“Remember seeing his massive cock beneath the yellow spandex.”

She moaned and her pussy muscles squeezed my cock.

“I bet he wanted to fill your mouth with cum you filthy, filthy bitch.”

She pushed back and I could hold out no longer. I squirted cum in her tight little slut hole, grabbing her hips and nearly losing my footing. I thought of all the guys we’d seen today who would be back in their hotel rooms furtively looking up Asian porn while their wives and girlfriends were in the shower.

I drew back and my wife turned to face me. I kissed her and stroked her shiny jet black hair.

“Show’s over folks.” I said and ran my finger down her inner thigh to catch a dribble of cum.

She looked down. “Oooh.” She said and guided my hand towards her opening. I rubbed her labia while she kissed me as passionately as when we had first made love all those years ago in a shabby Pattaya hotel room overlooking the sea.

We lay in bed, May’s right hand stroking my hairy chest.

“So where do you want to go next time?” I asked her, brushing the back of my hand against her soft ass.

“Maybe France.” She said as her dark brown pupils moved upwards as she thought about the young French guys and their colourful boules.

I gave her a playful slap on the ass. My hot Asian wife was the most gorgeous woman on the planet, and I wanted to whole world to see her.
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The Gradual Feminization of Professor Sissy

The mostly female students of The Asian Fashion College love designing and wearing sexy outfits. They’ll attempt to feminize anyone who dares enter the university’s gates. When a cute new foreign professor arrives from England, they have him firmly in their sights. This is an erotic series for guys (and girls) who love crossdressing or are curious about what it would be like to put on a pair of panties, a skirt and some killer heels.

My eyes kept wandering over to where I’d left the plaid skirt on the computer’s desk.

I couldn’t… Could I? Should I?

I guessed there was no harm in trying it on.

And panties too - I’d try the pair of panties Candy had delivered to me.

I flicked the white lace that was attached to the waistband and ran all the way round the panties. They were so pretty.

Why weren’t guys’ briefs ever this awesome?
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His First Time in a Bikini

David’s fantasy is to buy a bikini and sunbathe on a public beach. So he hires a personal shopper to guide him through the process of choosing a hot little number that will get him noticed. Then it’s off to the beauty salon to transform himself into his inner blonde. When he eventually acts out his fantasy, things get really wild…

The water felt so good that I started wading further out. When there seemed to be a lull in the waves I ducked down and immersed myself up to my chest.

I looked down. My bikini tops were now saturated.

I turned and saw a couple of ladies were paddling on the shoreline. They were between me and my towel. Did they realise I was a guy?

I wondered what I should do. I stood frozen to the spot.

They made my decision for me. They started wading out, playfully splashing each other. One girl was wearing a white one piece swimsuit. I wondered if it was as sheer as mine was. The other was wearing a red two piece with a really high leg and a twisting halter top.

The ladies kept on bobbing up and down in the surf. Now I knew they were heading straight for me.

Browse my entire collection of exhibitionism, crossdressing and feminization books here: https://amazon.com/author/cccollette


About the Author

I’m CC Collette. I write steamy tales of feminization, crossdressing, voyeurism and exhibitionism.

Mostly I write about Asia and Asian girls, because once you go Asian, you’ll never go back.

Check out my Amazon author page for a list of my other titles. You can also email me at cc@thecczone.com or visit theCCzone.com where you can find story trivia and more.
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