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It was upon this cue that Brittini ceased her work at my clit and pulled her fingers out of my pussy hole with a sodden slurp. Ignoring my disappointed groans, she pulled her cock from between my tits and climbed off of my belly. She also pulled my husband’s cock out of her mouth, leaving poor Rob standing there with his dick glinting wetly in the sunlight and a disappointed expression on his face.

“Don’t stop,” I implored my shemale lover. “I’m ready to cum.” 

“It’s not time for that, yet,” Brittini explained as she shuffled upwards and a little to the side, so that her cock was resting on my cheek, a tempting inch away from my hungry mouth. She had my husband kneel down opposite, with his cock on my other cheek. And then, I got to watch in incredible close-up as Brittini manoeuvered her glorious cock over my mouth, whilst at the same time taking a firm hold of Rob’s and squeezing the two together. Both of them groaned out loud as their hot, hard, slippery cock flesh ground against one another’s. I reached out with my tongue and lapped at the two dicks that hovered so close to my lips. This elicited yet more moans from the shemale and my husband, and as I looked up beyond the two frottering cocks, I saw that Brittini was kissing my husband. 

Once more I was astounded – whilst Rob and I had discussed my bisexual side on many occasions, we had never even touched upon his; and to be honest, I wasn’t actually aware he had one! And yet here he was, my dear husband of six years, indulging in a full-on, open-mouthed tongue kiss with a hot young futanari. And with his cock rubbing against Brittini’s long, black shaft too! 

***
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We made our way down to the secluded beach, picking our way through the small dunes, the sand delightfully hot beneath our bare feet. I followed closely behind my husband, Rob, my eyes fixed on his firm, round ass that was snuggled into the tightest pair of swim shorts I’d ever seen him wear. As for me, I had on the brand new swim suit I’d bought especially for this occasion – it was a bright, virginal white thong bikini with the thinnest of spaghetti straps holding up both the top and the bottom; the strings were so slim in fact, that from the rear my body looked to be completely naked. From the front, things were not all that much different - the miniscule twin triangles of flimsy white material barely covered my 38DD bouncing boobs – my large, semi-erect nipples were quite obvious, visible through the thin cloth – with goodly amounts of tit bulging out from all sides. The bottoms of the bikini comprised one tiny white triangle that covered my smooth shaved pussy – but only just – they snuggled into my damp slit so that my puffy outer lips bulged out either side of the tight cloth; it actually looked as if my vagina was trying to eat the thing! 

It felt wonderful to have the sun’s warm rays on my bare skin, a sensation that was a sure-fire way to make me feel incredibly horny. And being exposed in the bikini in that way also added to that frisson, knowing that anyone who we may happen upon would be able to see me in an almost naked state. 

Of course, I’d worn skimpy swim wear to the beach before, although this bikini was especially small; I’d bought it from an adult store a few weeks before, even going so far as coming out of the dressing room to ask the store assistant what he thought of it. Needless to say, judging by the bulge in the young man’s pants and the drool running from the corner of his mouth, he had approved. 

But this time was to be different. The reason why I’d selected such an inadequate thing to wear to the beach that day was because my dear husband was taking me to an all-nude beach – and I needed to build up the courage that horniness always gave me to bring out my exhibitionist side, plus I figured that if I was near-naked, it would be a relatively easy transition to going completely naked when the time came. As it was, we walked by several naked people making their way back from the beach, and I was delighted to note that I received admiring glances from all of them. I, too enjoyed openly ogling the sun-kissed bare breasts, pussies and cocks that were unashamedly on display, and I hoped that I would be able to go through with being naked when we finally got to the nude beach. 

“Here we are, baby,” Rob announced as we came upon a huge wooden sign, just as the sea grass covered dunes ended. 

“We are?” I replied, somewhat nervously. I read the sign that declared that from that point on it was a bathing suit free zone, and felt a tiny twitch of sexy anticipation deep down inside my moistening pussy. 

“Time to ditch the suits,” my husband declared as he peeled off his shorts to expose his gloriously thick, long cock to the outside world. I stared down at it, even semi-erect my husband’s dick was a beautiful thing to behold, and somehow seeing it so totally bare in the fresh sea air and with the sunshine dancing upon it, that penis looked all the more impressive; already I couldn’t wait to have it stuffed deep inside the hot, wet walls of my vagina.

“Okay then,” I said with a deep breath. “Here goes.” This was the moment of truth, time to remove the scant covering that my bikini offered. I swallowed hard and scanned the beach. There were a few people on it, all completely naked and enjoying the sun. Way down the beach, I could make out a young couple who were masturbating each other, their fingers moving lazily between each other’s bare, outstretched legs as they relaxed in the heat of the late afternoon sun. 

With fingers trembling in anticipation, I undid the thin string bow behind my back. As if it were spring-loaded, the bikini top fell away from my breasts, exposing my nipples to the soft caress of the sea breeze. Instantly, they stood to attention, thick like miniature thumbs, and with the gorgeous dark pink color of arousal. The fresh air on my bare tits felt amazing, so incredibly liberating – and unbelievably sexy. Rob stared at my tits, watching them as they jiggled gently whilst I secreted my top in our beach bag, his cock twitching and already beginning to stiffen. I stretched my arms high above my head and then caressed my boobs, twirling each ultra-sensitive nipple around between my fingers and thumbs, enjoying the touch of my own hands, delighting in the prickling heat of the sun on my bare flesh. In fact, having my tits exposed in the great outdoors was doing wonders for my libido – I could feel my pussy moistening and my clit beginning to tingle ever so slightly. 

And at that point, I simply couldn’t wait to introduce my freshly shaved pussy to the world. 

I stepped out of my bikini bottoms; the thin material peeling out of my hot, wet slit like it was reluctant to leave. I stuffed them into the beach bag along with the top and stood there completely naked – in front of my husband and outside. Gooseflesh spread the length and breadth of my body, my nipples tightening even more, and the warm air gently caressing my denuded clitoris. 

“Wow,” Rob gasped as he took in the sight of my naked body. 

“Wow, yourself,” I said with a coy smile and a glance downwards at his huge, throbbing dick. 
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