Confessions of a Female Exhibitionist
by luv2custrip

1) one of my best times was the semester I spent at college with my older sister. She was a senior and I was a freshman but we tried to spend fun times together. 
I was surprised when she told me about a game she played, and that she wanted me to join her. We’d sit on the top of the library stairs at lunch, wearing skirts or dresses — and no panties. I think she was surprised at how quickly I agreed. 
We developed quite a routine: hiking up our skirts and stretching out our pretty legs. We were pretending to be two innocent girls trying to get a tan. 
We also developed quite a following: young men who sat on the bottom steps and pretended that they weren’t trying to get a glimpse of what was between our pretty legs. 


2) after I got married, my husband enjoyed my exhibitionist stories but made it clear he wasn’t happy if I exposed myself to other men. 
One thing he did like was sleeping in Saturday mornings. We would hear the garbage trucks and he would nudge me to get up. 
I would walk to the front window of our bedroom and open the curtains. There were bushes and a big tree in between but I could just see the end of our driveway. 

He would have me slowly slip off my nightie and then finally my little panties, moving closer and closer to the window all the time. He kept asking what was going on out there — could anyone see me?

At the end I would boldly press my body parts against the glass — tits, ass, even my pussy. Finally it would be too much for both of us and I would climb back into bed, my night clothes crumpled on the floor. He would scold me about what a naughty girl I was, stripping naked in a window, and then demonstrate what happened to bad girls like me. 


3) there was a neighbor three houses away who always creeped me out. Whenever I jogged past in my little shorts and t-shirt he would somehow be right outside, looking me up and down like he wanted to eat me up. 
I decided to get my revenge. I went out and bought some used clothes: a teeny micro mini and a sexy see through top. Underneath I put on my oldest but still sexiest bra and panties. I was ready to get rid of them anyway. 
I ran over all dressed up in my outfit one night around nine. I knew he never had front lights on so I was pretty safe. 

I took off my blouse and left it on his front porch. I slipped out of my skirt and dropped it on his side walk. I stripped off my bra and hung it very nicely on his front gate. Finally I opened his mailbox, peeled off my panties, and left them hanging half in, half out. I wanted it to look like a sexy girl did a full striptease on his front lawn that night. 
I ran home wearing nothing but my sneakers and my little white socks. I have to say I caught a glimpse of how I looked in a hallway mirror and had to take care of business as soon as I slammed the front door and collapsed on the floor. 


4) I don’t usually get horny and feel the urge to flash first thing Sunday morning but there I was. I went to my closet, took everything off, and put on an all button down dress. It was buttons from the neckline to the hemline. Not very sexy but then I was totally bare under it all. 
I got in my car and started driving around, looking for a man by himself. Of course there was absolutely no one around. I stopped and unbuttoned every button except at my waist. As I drove, my legs were hanging out and I was displaying quite the cleavage, but again, there was no one to enjoy the view. 
Finally I spotted an old man setting up for a garage sale. He had a sign up “10 - 2 only” and was putting up tables. I went past and turned around so I was on the other side of the road from him. He was watching me, glaring the whole time. It was only 9:30 or so and he was ready to yell at me, for sure. 
I parked, stepped out with the door open and the car running. I looked up and down the street, gave him a little wave, then unbuttoned my last button and held my dress wide open, striking a nice “look at me!” pose. 
He stared at my totally naked form for what must have been thirty seconds, then he actually said “Gol dang it!”  
Well. 
I closed things up, gave him a last wave and drove off. 
I guess everybody can’t be a fan. 


5) it wasn’t easy being a female exhibitionist. I had to find a place where enough men would see me to make it worth while, and I had to be able to make a quick getaway. 
I was driving around frustrated because I had a great idea for a nighttime flash with no where to go. Then I saw a dead end road and stopped. I could hear the highway already and my mind was racing. I drove to the end and it was perfect. 30 feet from the highway on kind of a natural stage, looking down. 
I returned late that night totally prepared and psyched. I drive my car to the end and stripped off my shorts and shirt. I was nude underneath. I put on a diaphanous kind of robe. I’m sure you’re supposed to wear it over lingerie. But I wasn’t wearing it over anything at all. 
I put my high beams on (my car!) and stood in front. I could see a truck coming up the low grade below me. I danced and swayed in front of the lights, shaking my ass at the end.

Nothing. Did he even see me?

Next truck I went a bit wild. I lifted up the flimsy robe and danced naked, front, side and back view. Finally a horn as he sped away!

My secret was I had a CB radio plugged in. I wanted to hear what the truckers were saying about me. Soon there were more trucks and more performances. There were saying incredibly dirty things but I didn’t care. How often do I get to hear what guys are really thinking?
At one point though, they started telling my exact location to the mile. Uh-uh. Time to go. 

One last truck and he was driving slow, flashing headlights and blowing his horn. I practically shrugged off the silly robe and sat naked on one of the headlights, my legs spread. I cupped a breast in one hand and slid a finger in down below. The guy went crazy. His window was down and he yelled I was a hot cunt or had a hot cunt. Whatever. 
I jumped back in the car nude and turned off my lights. Now I was invisible from the highway. I had to back up with my lights off. Not recommended! Finally I was in the clear, got dressed and drove home, my heart and other parts of me throbbing beyond excitement. 



