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 For All to See

 


by Syndy Light

 


I tell him to kiss me. "Here?" he queries.
My man thinks me a prude. He's right. But that's something I want
to change. And this beach seems like the perfect spot for it.

 


We're taking some time off. It's the middle
of the week – not quite summer. There are maybe a dozen other
people there. College students, from the look of it. No kids. "Kiss
me," I repeat. He finally understands that it isn't a request.

 


He finds it amusing that I had brought a
sweater to the beach. Good thing. It's actually a bit chilly in the
shade of the bluff he has me pressed up against. His kisses are
deep and passionate. They remind me of the early days of our
relationship. Is it my recent weight loss for him? I know for me
it's why I'm suddenly being so bold.

 


His hands slide inside of
the sweater, touching my soft hips. They feel so rough, but he's
being gentle. It doesn't end with just the kiss. I kiss him along
his cheek, feeling the little scratches of a day's worth of
stubble. I breathe warmly into his ear. He responds by pressing his
body against mine. God!
I think. I can feel his cock hardening against my
tummy. I grind back against it.

 


"Oh, baby…" he says in a low, hoarse voice
that only I can hear. "Maybe we should go back to the hotel." But
that's what he wants. I want something…

 


Something else.

 


I slip back just a little, just enough so
that I can slide my hand between us. I grab his cock, stroking it
through his shorts. He asks me what I'm doing, but he still smiles
as I jerk him. "Let's go back to the hotel," he says again. I tell
him no.

 


"I want you to fuck me right here."

 


He looks at me incredulously, then quickly
glances around. Yes, there are others there, but they're a good
couple of hundred yards down the beach anyway. Just a bunch of
college guys playing touch football. And a couple of young women
ostensibly watching them, but really just gabbing with one another.
"Here?" he asks.

 


I squeeze his cock. He tenses and folds
inward just a bit. "Oh God," he replies. He's always been the
aggressor, and I've never turned him down. Not once. As long as we
were home, with the curtains drawn and the lights out. But, like I
said, I had that recent weight loss. I'm wearing a bikini for the
first time in maybe ten years. I feel sexy. I really feel hot!

 


"Don't tell me you don't want it," I say.
For a reply, he reaches down and tugs on the string of my bikini
bottoms. I know it's what I want, but I still gasp as I feel the
side fall away. A quick tug on the other bow and they fall away
into the sand. I tremble with excitement.

 


My pussy, already wet from my dirty thoughts
and our making out, is positively drenched. I can't remember the
last time it ached for him the way it's aching now.
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