Lou’s South Beach Birthday 

             by R. Browning



 	It had been almost 6 months since Anne’s birthday evening.  During that time, we hardly spoke about happened that night, when I made Anne’s ultimate fantasy of having two men pleasure her at once, come true.   Our relationship had returned to normal, and, in some ways, our lovemaking had become better than ever.  Perhaps it was because that evening made us each appreciate more what we had in each other.  

As the summer heated up, we got away from work as often as possible to enjoy our 25 foot powerboat on Lake St. Clair.  We both love the water and boating.  Anne is an excellent first mate who never panics when the seas get rough, as they so often do on the 30 mile long lake that boarders Michigan and Canada.  Unlike Florida, Michigan has no beaches where topless sunbathing is permitted or thong bathing suits worn, although topless bathing is legal on the Canadian side of the lake.  Consequently, only after we were reasonably off shore, would Anne change into her sexy black thong bathing suit I had bought for her at South Beach the previous December.  She would often sit on the bow of the boat, remove her bathing suit top and sunbathe in just her tiny thong bottoms.  I would drive the boat slowly as she enjoyed the sun, trying to give us some degree of privacy by avoiding passing too close to the many boaters on the lake.  Sometimes there were just too many boats passing to avoid close contact, and I am sure more than several lucky fishermen and guys out for a cruise got a look at her beautiful, firm breasts as she laid there on the bow.  Occasionally she would sunbathe completely nude.  She would usually restrict that activity to weekdays, when the lake had much fewer boaters.  Occasionally, as she sunbathed in the nude, I would not see an approaching boat full of guys out for an afternoon together and they would certainly get a eyeful of my sexy bow sprite, as Anne liked to refer to herself.  When there was a lot of boat  traffic on the lake, she would open the fold-out seat next to the helm and stretch out nude as the boat’s freeboard shielded her from the view of passing boats unless they had an extremely elevated helm or flybridge and passed very close to our craft. 

Lk. St.Clair has several islands that have uninhabited areas where boaters congregate on hot summer days and nights, anchoring in the shallows to swim and party.  Those parties can get very wild with nude swimming and more than occasional orgies on boats and the beach.  On one weekend afternoon with the temperature over 90F, we decided to go over to Gull Island, one of the most popular anchoring and partying destinations on the lake.  Its remoteness, located at the  point where the middle channel meets the lake was a well known for its wild, uninhibited parties amongst the boating crowd.  

As most of the more adventurous activities happened there at night, we stopped in mid-afternoon to relax, swim and have a leisure glass or two of wine.  After anchoring, I set out our two small foam rafts on a tether behind the boat.  Anne, wearing her black bikini with the string top, grabbed her paperback and climbed down the latter into the waist deep water.  I followed suit, with each of us then climbing aboard our individual rafts to relax in the midday sun.   Anne read her paperback and I tried to just close my eyes and relax as the small, cooling waves refreshed my body.  I soon became bored just laying there and decided to hop off and join three guys engaged in a game of frisbee in the waist deep water.  Seeing beautiful Anne there alone floating on her raft, one of the guys left the game and went back to their boat where he proceeded to strip off his bathing suit and swam back over to her in the buff.  It was a pretty bold move for mid-afternoon.   He stood in the chest deep water talking to her for a few minutes before asking if he could join her on the empty raft tethered next to her.  She politely refused, saying the other raft was reserved for me.  He persisted and although denied the raft, continued to talk to her.  Even though I know she must have wanted to be left alone to relax and read the paperback without  being bothered, she never likes to hurt anyone’s feelings so she continued to talk to him while trying to figure out how to gently rid herself of the guy.  One of his friends who was muttering how embarrassed he was by his friend’s actions, tried to divert his attention back to the game by throwing the frisbee to him, calling out his name in an attempt to get him to react to the incoming disc.    He turned and leaped for the frisbee his friend threw at him, and as his body cleared the water, Anne finally realized he was butt naked.  When he turned back to resume the conversation with Anne, she told him she couldn’t talk further as she wanted to finish her book.  With that rebuff, he finally returned to his own boat.  Later she told me she really didn’t realize that he was naked until he dove away from her for the frisbee, revealing his bare ass.  She said she never got a good look at his cock but she thought it must have been sizable for him to boldly want to show it off at midday.   She went on to say that he told her he was 21, and though she was about the same age.   It certainly flattered Anne to have a guy that young think she was about his same age and hit on her.  I told her she certainly could pass for much younger, but as far as the guy swimming bare ass, he was typical of a lot of the crowd that partied at Gull Island. 

Sometimes, I would just shut off the boat when we were in the vast middle of St.Clair, unable to resist the sight of her lying naked on the fold-out seat, slip off my trunks and have sex with her.  The freedom of being naked out on the vast lake on hot summer days seemed to make  both of us extra horny.  Just looking at her gorgeous naked body as she sunned, got me hard.  It didn’t take much to read my thoughts as I looked down at her.  She would tease and open her legs in invitation.  When I could stand it no more, I’d drop my trunks and shove my cock into her already wet and inviting pussy.  The boat allowed us that sense of freedom away from our harried and demanding work schedule.  It was a place we could unwind and relax, free to enjoy the sun and each other’s bodies in that tranquil marine setting.  

	When fall came, we solidified our plans to again vacation in south Florida.  We decided to leave in December, just after Christmas as she liked to spend the holiday at her family’s traditional get-together.  We could still get to Miami in time to enjoy New Year’s Eve at a club in South Beach.   When late December came, we both more than ready for vacation.   

Upon landing in Miami, we rented a small car and, before checking into our hotel, visited Anne’s favorite swimsuit store. She bought a new hot pink bikini with a string top and two different bottoms.  The one bottom a thong, and the second American cut, so she could dress more conservatively if the occasion necessitated it.  The hot pink color would look good against her body as she tanned.  She also picked out a dark brown and black silk sarong with a fringe bottom in a tropic print that she could use as a wrap or skirt over the bathing suit and a second, dark blue patterned two piece outfit made of rayon with a tie halter top and wrap around sarong bottom.  . 

The weather in Miami was surprisingly hot for the end of December.  When we arrived at our hotel, it was not yet one in the afternoon and it was already 88 degrees.  Our room was great, on the second floor, with several large windows facing the ocean and overlooking the beach just a few blocks north of South Beach.  We changed quickly and headed down the few blocks to our favorite area of Sobe.  It hadn’t changed much from the year before.  Lots of beautiful women in skimpy bathing suits, many going topless.  Anne wore her black suit as she was saving the pink one for when she was more tanned.  Having gone topless the year before,  Anne showed no hesitancy and removed her string top as soon as we settled onto our rented white chaises.  

Anne hadn’t changed much from the preceding year, as she was still strikingly beautiful… maybe more beautiful than the previous year.  Large, oval shaped brown / green eyes with long natural lashes, and shoulder length auburn hair, maybe an inch longer than the previous year.  Her smile could stop traffic and her body was well toned from top to bottom as she constantly worked out, either riding her bike or running our dogs.  Her firm 34B breasts were topped with small,  hard and pert nipples that proudly pointed skyward when she was cold or aroused. She had a flat stomach and smooth toned legs ending at her terrific round buns.  If I had dreamed of the perfect woman, and then thought about Anne, the image would have been one in the same.

Having just left cold Michigan, I was not ready for a scorching hot day.   88 degrees soon became 91 and I quickly overheated and headed for the water to cool off, as Anne continued to read the paperback she had brought to read.  Like the year before, I quickly found that whenever I left her side to go into the water or go buy us snacks or pop from the beach stand, she would get approached by strange men, soliciting her with promises of exotic evenings at the hot clubs in Sobe.   She would be polite with the men that hit on her, but refused all offers.  When I would return from my swims, and laid down on my chaise next to hers, I saw more than a few dejected guys pick up their beach towels from positions they had selected nearby, and leave, realizing she was already taken. 

Most of the time, if she did not head into the water with me, she would follow in a minute or two.  The cool touch of the ocean against her skin would quickly crinkle and harden her nipples. Sometimes we would play in the ocean, with me surface diving towards her.  I usually ended that dive by swimming through her sexy legs under water.  Sometimes I would just pull her against me and feel those hard nipples and nearly naked body as we embraced.  Other times I would approach her from behind in the water, and slip my hand downward, after first massaging each of her breasts before moving my hand down across her smooth flat stomach and then under her tiny tong bottoms to slip a finger between those inviting lips, teasing her as I kissed her neck.   Occasionally I’d slip a finger or two into her opening.  As she was approaching her ovulation, she was very slippery, even under the water.  She would respond by extending her hand down and teasing my cock through my bathing suit trunks.  Aside from the kisses, the ocean mostly hid our caresses under the gentle surf.  

We had gone to the tanning salon prior to our trip to accumulate our tan ourselves enough to avoid burning under the intense Florida sun and not look quite so white on the beach.  However, it was our first day on the beach so we decided not to press our luck and stay too long under the almost cloudless sky.  It was almost three and we had been there for over two and a half hours.  We packed our things in our beach bag, Anne put on her pink string top, wrapped her new sarong around her waist and we were off.

As we both were hungry, we decided to stop at one of the lively bars across from the beach for a sandwich before returning to our hotel.  Loco’s was a big, airy open bar with a tropical decor and a reggae band always playing.  We found stools at the bar and ordered sandwiches and a round of drinks.  The band was great and we soon ordered another round of drinks.  Even as early as it was, the bar was packed with beach goers looking to party.  Anne looked hot in her sarong and pink string top.  There were a number of beautiful women in the bar, but Anne garnered more than her share of appreciative looks.  The music was enticing and we soon joined other couples and a couple of the sexy Latin waitresses on the small dance floor just in front of the band.  Anne looked sexy as she moved with the music.  The entire length of her right leg was exposed through the opening where her sarong tied together, probably making more than a few guys that watched her dance wonder if she was wearing anything under that sarong.    We ordered a last round of drinks and I excused myself to visit the men’s room.  When I returned, a man who seemed to be an employee of the bar, dressed in a tropical print shirt and shorts was leaning on the bar next to her engaged in a conversation that had her head shaking no while she smiled back.  I thought it was another of the many come-ons she got when we were at the beach.  I pulled my stool from the bar and sat down close enough to the other side of Anne for me to pick up my drink in one hand while slipping my other around her waist.  He quickly picture that we were together.  He said a few more words to her and, as she turned to me, he walked away.

“Well that was interesting,”  Anne laughed as she spoke to me.

“Let me guess, he has a jet and wants to fly you to Monaco for a party this evening.”

“Not exactly,” Anne replied.

“Let’s finish these drinks and go back to our room, relax a little while and then maybe go out this evening,”  I said.

“Don’t you want to know what he wanted?”

“I can probably guess what he wanted, but if you want to tell me the details, please do.”

“He’s one of the managers here, and they are having their annual Loco’s Most Beautiful Girl in South Beach Contest tomorrow evening.  He wanted me to enter,”  Anne replied proudly, obviously flattered.

“Well, he obviously has an eye for beauty.  What are you planning to wear for the event?”

“I’m not going to enter, silly.  I told him so but he was very insistent.  He offered me unlimited free drinks and food for the evening and told me there was a thousand dollar first, $500 second and $300 third prize.  He also told me I would have an excellent chance to win.  I told him I was married and would be more than 10 years older than any other contestant.  Of course I’m not going to enter.  Did you think I would?”  She said, handing me the flier he gave her, advertising the event.

“I don’t know,” I replied, half kidding.  “You would win.  You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve seen here.”

“Thanks, but if you think so, you haven’t been looking around much.”

 I didn’t reply to her statement, knowing no response to her comment could be an acceptable one.  Instead, I replied, “So, when’s the contest?”

“Tomorrow night at 9 o’clock.”

 We left the bar and got back to our hotel room about 7.  After our first day at the beach and after lying there nearly naked in public all day, coupled with the fun and drinks at the bar, Anne was in a relaxed and sexual mood.  She was already wet as my hand slipped between her legs.  Sobe was like a foreplay to our sex.   I asked her if it still turned her on as much as it did last year when we were there, being on a beach in public nearly naked wearing just that tiny suit bottom that barely covered her waxed pubic area while being approached by handsome strangers.  I ran a finger slowly up and down the wet slit of he pussy as we talked, my hand covering an area larger than what her tiny thong had covered during the day.    I’m sure it excited her thinking about all those men who approached her lying there topless in just her thong bottoms.  I’m equally sure all the men who approached her on the beach or walked by and saw her, would have loved to have taken her back to where they were staying and fucked her endlessly.  She knew how beautiful she was, and like any beautiful woman, relished the attention she got from men. 

 In turn, she teased me back, asking which, of the beautiful topless bathers I saw or would talk to when I went into the water or to the refreshment stand without her that I would most like to fuck, if given the opportunity.   I tried to tell her it was her that most excited me.. and that was true.  But then Anne would then tease me further, slowly stroking my cock and ask me which bather I saw that day I would like most like to fuck is she wasn’t there.  She wouldn’t believe me when I told her if she was not there I would still be thinking about her, but to further the fantasy, I commented briefly on a few of the more remarkable women I had encountered.  After all , I wasn’t blind and there were certainly more than a few stunning women on that beach.  I couldn’t help getting hard thinking about some of them as Anne teased my cock with her hand.  It was kind of safe sex, fantasizing about strangers but then winding up madly fucking each other.  

I bent a finger and slid it slowly in her pussy.  

“What are you going to wear for the contest?  If they saw you like this, you’d win for sure.  I’m sure some guys that saw you today on the beach or in the bar are fantasizing about you this very minute,”  I said, slipping a second finger into her wet channel.

“Is that what you want?  Lots of guys looking at me naked, parading around in some South Beach bar?  Would that turn you on?”  She teased in a sexy tone, sliding her hand up and down my cock.

“I don’t know, how much did you say the contest paid?”  I joked back, stroking my fingers inside her.

“A thousand dollars first prize.  Why don’t you slide your cock into me and fuck me.”

I didn’t need further encouragement and slid between her legs.  My hardened cock slid effortlessly into her until my balls rested against her ass.  I pulled back and slid back hard into her.  Her inner muscles clenched on my driving cock.  I pulled back and banged into her again and she arched back to meet my thrust, our pubic bones colliding in our quickening passion.  I increased the pace and we both began to rush to orgasm.  

“Cum with me,” I whispered, as I felt my balls tighten.  As I started to push back into her, her pussy clenched around me and she came.  I felt her flower open inside and clamp down on me again.  

“Oh, right there!  Don’t move, “ she said in a half whisper, half moan as her orgasm overwhelmed her.  When I felt her flower open again, I pushed my cock completely into her and against her cervix.  Her buttery muscles clamped on the entire length of my cock and I began to shoot my cum deep within her.  

As she felt the force of my ejaculation hit the back of her pussy, her orgasm intensified and she crushed her pelvis against me, opening herself further to my onrush.  I shot a last volley inside her and rolled off, exhausted.  Anne rolled against me, and whispered, “I love you.”  

I said nothing but just smiled back at her.

“What are you smiling about?”  She asked.

“I’m smiling because I just fucked the most beautiful girl in South Beach,” I replied in an obvious last reference to the contest.

Moments later we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

The next morning, was cloudy with rain in the forecast.  We got up at 9AM and talked about what we should do as an alternative to the beach.  As Anne showered, I could not resist the impulse to shower with her, pulled the curtain aside and joined her.  She had lathered up her long hair with shampoo and had her eyes closed.  I took the opportunity drop to my knees and run my tongue up her pussy.  She gasped at my touch and reached down with her soapy hands to grab both sides of my head to keep me against her as I continued to slowly stroke the length of her slit with my tongue.  Her head arched back as I tried to push my tongue into her opening as deeply as possible.  I reached behind her, clutching her ass cheeks with my hands, steadying her quaking body against my face as she came.  I then rose and kissed her, letting her taste herself on my lips.  As we broke the kiss, I reached over and picked up the her bottle of shower gel pouring a generous amount on the scrubby she had also brought.  I sensually lathered up her entire body, head to toe.  As I lathered her breasts and pubic area, my hand would linger longer.  When she was completely covered with the slippery gel, I pulled her against me and kissed her.  My cock rose against her stomach as we kissed.  She reached down and wrapped her small hand around its growing length and commented that the previous evening must have not worn me out completely.  I laughed and pulled her under the shower spray with me, the water washing the soap from our bodies as we kissed again.   

Then, pulling back from her, I said, “Maybe we should save a little for later,” and exited the shower.  

  As Anne put on her black shorts and a white tank top.  We talked and quickly decided that we should use the cloudy day to visit the Miami Seaquarium.   After a continental breakfast at the hotel, we drove to the Seaquarium.  It was a good choice as they had just opened an impressive giant exhibit of West Indian Manatees.  We spent the day looking at the thousands of colorful salt water fish, invertebrates and marine animals on display before heading back to our hotel at almost 4 in the afternoon.  

As I drove back on US 95, Anne playfully ran her hand up my leg onto the crotch of my tan shorts and asked if I was still horny, despite not spending the day on the beach.  Her question was answered as she felt my covered cock grow beneath her hand.  She reached up, unbuttoned my shorts and slowly lowered my zipper, then slid her hand under the waistband of my underwear and touched my cock with her fingertips.  She pushed my underwear down and released my growing erection.  

“I’m a little hungry,” Anne said, a little smile broke out on her face.

She lowered her head until her lips touched my cock, then sucked the head into her mouth.  There we were, on the expressway, with trucks and recreational vehicles all taller than our small rental car, and Anne was bent over, her head between the steering wheel and my stomach, sucking my cock into her sweet mouth.  I could barely concentrate on keeping the lane.  Lots of motorists in the taller vehicles looked down and saw what was obviously happening in our car.  One trucker smiled broadly as we passed him, and gave me the thumbs up sign.  Another guy in a pick-up truck almost caused an accident, swerving into the next lane, as he strained to see what Anne was doing as he passed.   Suddenly Anne pulled her head back, her mouth releasing my cock, and sat up.  My cock exposed and pointing up at the steering wheel for all who passed to see.

“Maybe we should stop somewhere for food, and save that for later,” she teased.

Disappointed, I pulled my underwear up over my still hard cock and adjusted my shorts.

At the restaurant, Anne ordered just a salad, telling me she wanted to insure she would look her best the next day in her tiny swimsuit.  We returned to the hotel room about 7 to change for the evening.  Anne showered again and put on her black tong panties, that were cut even skimpier than her bathing suit bottoms beneath her two piece blue silk outfit.  She tied the sarong loosely around her waist, exposing a long length of leg where the material met.  The top also tied.  She looked terrific.  I wore my tan shorts and a black knit shirt.  

“Is that the outfit you are wearing for the contest?” I asked as seriously as I could muster.  “It’s what I’m wearing, but not for any contest,” she replied, smiling.

“You should wear your bikini beneath that outfit in case you change your mind.  Your top covers too much for you to compete, and I don’t think you want to take off your sarong and let a lot of people see you in those skimpy undies,”  I added.  She just smiled but did not reply.  We finished dressing and headed back to South Beach, to the bars for some entertainment.  

When we got to South Beach Anne turned to me and said it might be fun just watching the contest, so we headed to Loco’s.  The place was packed.  There must have been 400 people jammed into the place.  Luckily, we found one stool at the oval shaped bar near the band.  Anne sat down and I stood next to her.  Her beautiful tanned leg exposed through the slit in her skirt as she sat there.  Anne ordered a Long Island Ice Tea as her first drink and I ordered my usual Fosters.  As we listened to the to the reggae band play, the same guy that had approached her the day before, again came over to us, with a clipboard and pen in hand.  

“You decided to enter the contest after all,” he said to Anne.

“No, only here to watch,” she replied, smiling but waving him off with her hands.

“You’d have an excellent chance of winning, and its a thousand dollar first prize,” he continued.  “All you would have to do is to walk around the dance floor when your name is called and answer a couple of silly questions from our MC.”

“That’s a little more than I want to do,”  Anne said, glancing back at me for support.

“Go ahead,” I encouraged her.

“No nudity required?”  She asked.

“No nudity required,” he answered.

“No, I don’t think so.  Besides, I’m a little too old,”  she responded, obviously thinking about reconsidering her decision.

“We don’t ask ages.  It’s what you look like that counts, and baby, you look hot enough to win, if you don’t mind me saying,” he replied, glancing over at me.  “Besides, the gentleman you are with obviously thinks you could win too.”

“I’ll think about it,” she said, trying to end the discussion, turning back to the bar to find her nearly finished drink.  

“Think about it,”  he said.  “I’ll check back with you in a few minutes so we’ll have time to  sign you up before the contest.”  He turned to the bartender and said, “Give these two another round of whatever they are drinking, and,  whatever food or drink they want while they are here tonight, is on the house.”

“Thanks,” Anne said, “But I still don’t think I’m going to be in the contest.”

He smiled, turned and disappeared into the crowd.

Anne finished her drink and another was quickly placed in front of her by the attentive bartender.  

“This is silly,” Anne said nervously.  “I’m not going to compete in a beauty contest in some South Beach bar with a lot of big busted women a lot younger than me.”

“Your breasts are real, and firm, I might add, but that’s not what will win for you.  It’s your face.  You are more beautiful than anyone that will be in the contest.”

“What happens if the contest gets wild?”  Anne asked in a nervous tone.  “I’m not taking my clothes off in front of a bunch of hooting guys for any amount of money.  You don’t want me on display naked in front of hundreds of people do you?”

“Not much different than on the beach is it?”  I smiled.

“A lot of difference,” Anne retorted.  “I’m not the focal point or on display on the beach, just one of a lot of women there in skimpy bathing suits enjoying the sun.”

“Maybe, but if you don’t think you are a focal point, even on the beach, you are wrong.  Besides, the guy said you just have to walk around and answer a few questions, not strip to win.”

She took a long drink from her second Long Island Iced Tea and looked out onto the dance floor where several couples swayed seductively to the music.   As Anne finished the second drink, the man with the clipboard was suddenly back.  

“What’s your name?”  He asked, looking up at her then down at an empty line on his pad of paper.

“Anne,” she replied.

“And where are you from Anne?”

“Michigan.  Wait a minute, I’m not sure I want to do this.”

“Anne from Michigan,” he repeated back.  “You’ll have a great time,” he said, turned and  disappeared back into the crowd.

As nine o’clock approached, Anne started on her third Iced Tea.  She was nervously silent but reached into the small purse she had brought, applied a fresh coat of deep red lipstick and ran her brush through her long hair a last time.  

“How do I look?”  She asked.

“Ravishingly beautiful.”

 The music stopped a couple of minutes before nine and the MC stepped to the mike.

“Welcome to the forth annual Loco’s Most Beautiful Girl in South Beach Contest.  Tonight we have 16 of the most beautiful women ever to grace our eyes here at Loco’s.  They come from all across the country, Europe and we even have an entrant from Australia.”  The backed housed cheered as he continued;  “Ladies, if you would please come forward as your name is called, walk slowly around the dance floor and off as we show you to our anxious audience tonight.”

	The bar was now even more packed than when we had arrived.  Not only was every chair and stool taken, but the place was jammed with people standing, making any movement through the crowd difficult.  The MC began the roll-call.  Anne’s outfit was hot, but not nearly as revealing as several other’s before her.  Most of the contestants had on small bikini tops that barely covered their nipples.  Several wore very short skirt cover-ups below, and two more contestants wore tight shorts with thong bottoms beneath that showed through the thin material.  There were certainly a some beautiful women in the contest, some with much bigger breasts, most wearing less, but none as stunningly beautiful as Anne.  Several of the contestants shook their breasts or ass at the appreciative audience as they did their round of the dance floor.   When it came to Anne’s turn, she simply walked around the dance floor, smiling and stopping center-stage only briefly to wave at the appreciative, cheering and whistling audience, before completing her initial walk.  

A guy standing close to me turned to the two buddies with him and said in a voice loud enough for me to hear;  “God, what I’d give to fuck that.” 

I heard another guy say; “She’d get my vote.  She’s hot!”

Another guy who was cheering loudly, was quickly quieted by his unappreciative girlfriend who tugged at his shirt to pull him back down to his seat as he stood and cheered as Anne completed her walk.

The second round of the competition was the questioning session.  The MC asked some leading questions of the candidates, like:  “Tell us something personal about yourself.  What’s the strangest place you’ve ever had sex?  What is your favorite sexual position?”  He also occasionally turned the microphone over to audience members for their questions.  

When the contestant from Georgia was asked by a guy sitting at a table with a group of his buddies;  “Are they real?” she responded by pulling off her tank-top and baring her large set of breasts, shaking them seductively at the questioner.  The place went appreciatively wild.

Another candidate, from England, was asked by a guy in the audience what she liked most about American men.  She responded; “Its a hard one.”  

	Another girl, from South Caroline, who was wearing a skimpy string top and shorts, was asked to just turn slowly around.  She responded by turning her back to the main part of the audience, bending forward and sliding her shorts down her legs, revealing the tiny thong bottom she was wearing.  From the backside, only the small string at her waist and top was visible as otherwise nude seen from behind.  She gave her ass a little wiggle to the cheering crowd and then turned slowly back to the audience, revealing a bathing suit that barely covered her nipples and obviously shaved pubes.  

	Anne followed next, in her relatively conservative outfit by previous standards.

	“Where is the strangest place you have ever had sex?”  The MC questioned.

	“On the freeway in traffic,” was her reply.  I thought she was referring to our afternoon on I-95.  The audience applauded madly.  “In a convertible, with the top down, so lots of people saw what I was doing,” she continued.  The audience roared, picturing what she had described.  It obviously was not the afternoon with me she was referring to.  

	“What exactly did you do on the freeway?”  He asked, delving further.

	“I better not say, my husband is out there,” she responded motioning towards the audience.

	“Tell us something about yourself sexually,” he then asked.

	Anne responded in her sexiest voice;  “I’m very good..”  

	With that answer to a loud and boisterous applause, she turned and exited the dance floor.

	The MC then announced there would be a slight pause in the action as the judges would select the three finalists.  The final order would be selected by the applause of the audience as each of the three finalists made a last appearance.   Anne finished her drink while she awaited the selection.  

	Fifteen or so minutes later, the band stopped playing and the MC returned to the mike.  “Here are your finalists for Loco’s Most Beautiful Woman of South Beach.  First, from South Carolina, Tammi!”   As her name was read, she strolled back onto the dance floor, this time foregoing the shorts, wearing only her bright yellow string top, thong bottoms and heels.  She had a nice body, tanned and toned with medium sized breasts and blond hair that hung in long waves  almost to her shoulders.  Her body was better than her face as she didn’t have full lips and her nose was somewhat thin and pointed.  At a glance she was pretty, but mostly because she had a good body.  On closer inspection, she wasn’t in Anne’s league.

	“What would you like to say or do to convince this audience that you should be Loco’s Most Beautiful Girl in South Beach?”

	“Well, a picture says a thousand words…”  she replied, turning her back on the audience as she moved seductively to the recorded Latin music in the background, slowly rotating her backside to the audience while she reached back and tugged at the string that held on her top.  As the single knot came undone, she turned slowly back to the audience with only the neck string holding the tiny top over her nipples.  She stopped moving and grasped the string between her breasts, pulling the top up and off.  The audience went wild, whistling, cheering and applauding.  She was left with only the tiny bottom in place as she started off the floor.  Just before exiting, she turned and stuck her fingers in each string side of the bottoms as if she was about to pull them off too.  The audience hooted and shouted for her to tale it off.  She pulled the strings down an inch or so, then smiled, shook her head no, and exited the floor to a loud ovation.

	“Our second finalist is Tina, who comes to us all the way from Italy!”

	She was the one that wore a very short clingy dress that was not cut particularly low but sleeveless with arm openings that showed virtually all of her small, pert breasts as she moved.  She said she was 18, but looked more like 16, cute, with a post-pubescent body, but certainly what I would classify as a beauty contest winner by any stretch of the imagination.  Her short, straight light brown hair added to her virgin awaiting her first lover image.

	“OK Tina, can you tell us something in Italian?”  The MC asked.

	“Mi chiamo Tina.  Uscirebbe con me stasera?”  She replied in a purposely her little girl voice.  

	“What did you say?”

	She grasped the hem of her short dress with both hands, slowly raising it as she bent at her knees and said;  "My name is Tina.  Would you like to go out with me tonight?”  

	The audience cheered as she raised her short dress until her white panties were visible, then abruptly dropped the hem and smiled.  

	“Tina, show us how ready you are!”  Someone shouted.

	She turned her head to the direction of the shout and again gripped the bottom of her dress  with both hands, hesitated a moment, then raised it up, over her head and off.  Beneath she wore only white cotton panties that, while not thong, were small and almost sheer.  Her small, dark patch of pubic area was clearly visible underneath and the nipples on her small breasts pointed out and up.  She stood there facing the audience, looking like September Morn, innocent and nearly naked, her hands at her sides as she slowly turned to one side of the appreciative audience then the other.  She then moved her left hand down her flat belly until her fingers were under the waist of her panties, as if she was about to touch herself.  The audience went wild.  She pulled the hand out, turned around and, with her back mostly to the audience, slid her panties down until her cute young ass was completely exposed.  She then turned around ever so slowly, as she pulled them back up.  When she was again face to the audience, her panties were still low enough to expose the top of her pubic hair.  With her panties at half mast, she walked off the floor, smiling innocently at the audience as she exited.  The act was good and enticing, but she was not nearly as beautiful as Anne in either face or body.

	“Our last contestant is Anne from Michigan!”  The MC said.

	Looking a little nervous, Anne walked barefooted onto the floor.

	“You are our last finalist.  What would you like to do or say to our audience?”

	She had not anticipated the nudity before her.  The MC handed her the mike.  She looked across the darkened audience in my direction and said;  “I didn’t anticipate being in this contest, so I didn’t wear much under my outfit.”  The audience applauded and cheered.  

Then someone shouted;  “Show us more!”

Anne looked through the singular spotlight that was on her in the direction of the voice, hands at her sides, seemingly undecided what to do or say next.  Then she handed the mike back to the MC and gazed around, looking at the vast audience  without moving for a moment.  The cheering audience grew silent.  I thought she would just walk off the floor, but then she turned and looked back across the audience in my direction, reached behind her and untied her halter top.  The audience started to cheer in anticipation.  As the back tie became loose, the neck string still held the ample material in place over the tops of her breasts.  Without moving her body, she reached behind her neck and untied it, then moved the ties apart as if to demonstrate nothing but the loose string in her hands now held the top in place.  The applause built and shouts to take it off came from all directions.   Anne hesitated for just a moment, then simply opened her hands, releasing the ties, the rayon top slid down and off her terrific breasts to the floor.  The nipples on her firm breasts stood out, hard and pointed..  She was an extremely sexy sight, as she stood there, motionless, her arms at her sides.  The audience applauded wildly and yelled for more.  She forced a sexy little smile and started off the floor.  

The spotlight followed her until she was a step or two from the exit, she then stopped abruptly and turned to the audience.  She reached for the tie that held her sarong in place and slowly started to undo the knot.  I couldn’t believe she was about to strip down to just that micro thong panty in front of all these people.  As it barely covered her trimmed pussy, she would be all but completely naked and the sole focus of hundreds of cheering spectators.  Just as it appeared she was about to finish undoing the know, she abruptly stopped.   The cheers turned to howls of disappointment.  Then, instead of shedding the sarong, she grasped the hem with both hands and raised it almost to her thighs, barely an inch from her thong panties, exposing almost all of her beautiful legs, then reached underneath it, and slowly pulled her thong panties down her legs, the curtain of her sarong followed her erotic move.  Her beautiful breasts hanging invitingly between her outstretched arms as she bent forward to step out of her panties.  She stood up and raised the panties for the appreciative crowd to see.  The cheering was wild.  Although the sarong covered her, she was now obviously naked beneath it, and her leg was exposed through the slit in the skirt so completely that if she moved in the wrong way at all, her pubes would certainly be uncovered for the crowd to see.  The, just before leaving the floor, she turned to the audience and tossed her panties into the crowd to a great ovation and walked off.  Lots of guys probably got an even closer inspection of those beautiful breasts as she pushed her way through the crowd to backstage.  Anne had shown her class.  Her hesitations and tease created a larger response than if she had removed the skirt and stripped down to just the tiny black thong panties.  I wondered if her moves were spontaneous or planned. 

	Although her thong panties had become a souvenir of the evening, a barmaid did retrieve her top, and, a couple of minutes later, after putting it on backstage, she joined me where I was standing back at the bar to await the judging.   

	“I need to smoke a joint and calm down,” she said in a low, but excited voice.  “I couldn’t believe I did that!” She continued, looking for my reaction.  

	“I thought you were terrific,”  I replied.

	As we talked, seven or eight men came up to Anne and told her how hot they thought she was.  Several of them tried to linger and engage her in conversation but didn’t get far beyond polite responses.  As she sat there on the tall barstool, her leg was again exposed through the slit in her sarong.  Remembering she had lost her panties, she was careful to keep herself covered at the point where the sarong tied at the waist less as she was not anxious to expose her privates to the many eyes that were still looking her over as she sat awaiting the contest decision.

After consulting with staff that was judging the audience response to the three candidates, the MC returned to the mike.  

	“Would our three contestants please come forward.”  

	As soon as they were lined up next to him, he continued.

	“How about a hand for our beautiful finalists.”  The crowd stood and cheered.  “Our third place finisher is….. Tammi, from South Carolina!”  He gave her a hug, her check and then she exited the stage to the deafening cheers of the audience.

	“This was difficult folks, but runner-up in a very close decision is……”  He hesitated a long moment.  “All the way from Italy,.. Tina!”  As the decision sunk in, Anne looked dumbstruck.  As the cheering subsided, the MC turned to Tina, raised the mike and said;  “Yes, I’d like to go out with you tonight!  How about you guys, would you like this for a night?”  He said, turning to the cheering crowd.  She then took the check, hugged the MC and started off the floor.  Before exiting the floor, she stopped, smiled to the crowd, then turned her back to the crowd and flipped up the back of her short dress, flashing her little white panties, and then left the floor.

	“And now, with enough heat to thaw the harshest Michigan winters….. I present to you the new Loco’s Most Beautiful Girl in South Beach,…. Anne.”   She smiled broadly as he handed her the check for $1000. and a small trophy.  As the audience stood, applauded and cheered, she slowly walked forward off the dance floor, the spotlight following her as she made her way through the standing room crowd back to where I was standing at the bar.  It took her a couple of minutes to reach me as guys stopped her, wishing her congratulations and showered her with offers for the rest of the evening. 

	We stayed and danced for an hour or so, but she continued to draw so much attention from admirers that she turned to me and whispered;  “How would you like to blow this joint, go back to our hotel and fuck the new Miss South Beach?” 

	I didn’t have to be asked twice, and we left.

	Back at the hotel, she was still on cloud nine, laughing in disbelief.  I told her she now had an extra thousand bucks spending money.  She said it would go towards our trip expenses, but I told her it was hers to spend on anything she liked.  She had earned it.

	“What I’d like is to feel your cock inside of me,” she replied, slurring her words a little as she slipped out of her clothes, pressing against me as I got undressed.  She wobbled a little, as the 4 or 5 Long Island Ice Teas she had consumed had taken their toll on her small body.  She threw back the covers and stretched out naked, her tanned legs open in obvious invitation.  

	I raised a finger to signal her I’d be just a minute and went into the bathroom to brush my teeth.  A moment later I came out to find her, still laying there naked with her legs apart… and sound asleep.   

The next day just after 10 AM we returned to our usual area of South Beach we liked, just north of 10th street.  We rented chaises and stretched out on the cushions.   She laughed as she recounted the last evening, saying again that she couldn’t believe she did that in front of all those people.  As usual, Anne took off her top and wearing only the skimpy thong bottom, began to read her paperback.  She got the usual appreciative stares from the men who would pass as closely as they dared to her chaise as they walked the beach looking down at the many beautiful topless bathers.   She also received a lot of hellos and waves from guys who had obviously remembered her from the Loco’s the night before. 

She tried to stay close by my side when I went into the water as she was quickly hit on any moment I was not close by.   Anne seemed a little taken by all the attention she got, saying that if she had known the contest would result in no rest at the beach, she might not have entered.

On one occasion, when I went into the water without her, a tall tanned man in blue shorts and a white cotton shirt approached her as she lay on her back reading and struck up a conversation.  They talked for several minutes and I could see her occasionally laugh as they spoke.  Eventually she put down her book and walked to the water, with her admirer close at her side still talking to her.  As she entered the water he kicked off his sandals and followed her in as far as he could without getting his shorts wet.  When he stopped and implored her to do the same, she just smiled and continued into the surf leaving her sad suitor behind.  

“He was certainly trying hard,” I said to her as she approached.

She smiled and said he certainly was insistent, offering to take her to a private party on a yacht his friends were throwing that night.  She told me when she declined, saying she had plans, he asked her out for the following evening telling her about another private party at some hot club.  When she told him she was with someone, he told she should lose the guy as he would show her a better time.  He confessed to her he had also seen her at Loco’s the night before but he truly thought she was the most beautiful woman on South Beach.  She told me she was flattered at the compliment, but reiterated that she was with someone.   He then continued to plead, following her into the water as far as he could.   Some guys never give up.  If he had really wanted to make an impression on her, he should have followed her into the water clothes and all.  I would have.  I could see he was still watching her as she talked to me.  She glanced back at him, smiled and put her arms around my neck and pressed close.  He finally got the hint and padded back to shore. 

A few minutes later we returned to our own chaises to find a beach towel spread on the sand very near our spot, with no bather upon it.   I though little of it as the beach was getting quite crowded.  I opened the magazine I brought and began to read.   A little while later,  I glanced up and saw a beautiful woman sans bathing suit top, with shoulder length dark brown, almost black hair, smoothing her beach towel on the sand just in front of us a few feet, before laying down on it.  Although she couldn’t have been much more than 5’1”, she had a beautifully proportioned body trim and toned.  She looked like she might have been in her late twenties or early thirties.  She had been obviously just finished swimming as her hair and body were still wet from the ocean.  She wore a deep blue thong bottom that disappeared into the crack of her small, round ass as she laid down on her stomach facing us.  Her thong, like Anne’s barely had enough material to cover her womanhood in front.  She had ample firm looking breasts for her size that hung enticingly between her arms as she lifted herself up on her elbows enough to open the book she had brought to read.  Her small pink nipples extended down and out from her breasts, still obviously deliciously hard from the effect the cool ocean must have had upon them.  She looked up and caught me staring.  

“How do you get a chaise?” she asked, smiling back at me.  

“Five bucks from that guy over there,” I said pointing to the pile of white plastic chaises a little down the beach.

“Thanks,” she said and headed down the beach.

Anne looked up from her paperback and told her to make sure the guy rolled the chaise where she wanted him to, otherwise it would be a pain to drag the it any distance across the sand.  

A few minutes she returned, with chaise renter and chaise in tow.  She positioned the chaise east towards the late morning sun, spread her brightly colored beach towel across it and laid down.  When I would glance over my magazine, I couldn’t help but to admire her nearly naked body, lying there alone on her back in her tiny thong with her eyes closed.   She drew almost as many stares from men walking the beach as Anne did.  Kind of a double treat for passer-bys at this spot.  As she looked like she was sleeping, no one stopped to intrude on her rest to talk to her.

After a while the heat again got to me and I turned to Anne to ask her if she would like to go back into the water, but she had fallen asleep, still tired from the night before.  I rose went back into the water by myself.  I walked along in the water down beach a couple of hundred feet going nowhere in particular, just enjoying the feel of the warm ocean.  I stopped to dunk my head under the water for a few seconds to cool myself off and slick back my hair.  When I surfaced, I discovered a pretty red-haired woman only a few feet away, speaking to me in a strong British accent.  She was quite pretty, with hazel eyes and full lips.  Unfortunately, unlike a lot of the other pretty women bathers, her sizable breasts were all bound up in a rather conservative bikini top (conservative by South Beach standards) that covered at least half of each breast.  She asked me if I was enjoying the beach, and where I was from.  I replied the beach, South Beach in particular,  was great and I was from Michigan.  She told me that she knew where Michigan was.. it was the mitten state where they made automobiles.  

We talked for a little while and she told me her name was Maureen, but her friends called her Mic for short.  She was alone and vacationing in the states for the first time from her home in Lymington, south of London located on the English Channel just opposite of the Isle of Wight.   She explained that while Lymington was a popular summer resort destination for the British, Miami, with its palm threes, and tropical setting was worlds apart from where she came from.  I told her I had been to London, and complimented her, saying she was much prettier than the women I saw in that town.  She smiled back and replied that London had the reputation of having a lot of “well fed girls.”   

Glancing back to shore, I saw Anne was now awake and looking in my direction.  I decided to cut my conversation short with Mic, telling her I had to get back to my lady whom I left unattended when I went into the water.  Mic looked disappointed to hear I was with someone.  Wishing her a pleasant stay in Miami, I turned, and headed back up the beach.  

I walked and swam in the chest deep water until I was back parallel to where our chaises were and then headed to shore.   Anne and the girl we helped rent the chaise had struck up a lively conversation.  She had pulled her chaise next to Anne’s so they could converse without having to shout.  When I approached, Anne introduced her to me saying, “This is Michelle.  She’s from West Seneca in northwest New York, which is not far from Buffalo and Hamburg, where I grew up.  She sells real estate there.

“Hi Michelle, real estate seller from West Seneca,” I said, delighted to have this beauty join us.

“Hope I’m not intruding on your day,” she said.

“Not at all.  We’re just enjoying the beach and I’m sure Anne would enjoy a little diversion from all the guys that hit on her whenever I leave for a second.”

They both smiled.

“Well, I’m going to let you two talk.  It’ll give me a chance to read my Sport Fishing magazine, if I can figure out how to concentrate on the magazine lying next to you two.”  I said,  politely trying to give Anne and Michelle an opportunity to continue to get to know one another better without intrusion.

As I read I couldn’t help to wonder about Michelle’s circumstance.  Why would a beautiful woman come to Miami alone on vacation, and if she was, why wouldn’t she want to lay back by herself to enjoy and weigh the offers she would certainly receive from all the guys that would approach her on the beach.  Through the rest of the morning and early afternoon they chatted endlessly with each other.  I didn’t mind Anne sharing time with her beautiful new friend.  Just after 12.30 I was baked and decided to go back into the water alone as they continued to talk.  No sooner than I was in the water, then two guys hit on them.  It wound up being a short conversation as the girls soon ended the guys’ attempt by joining me in the water.  I was mid-chest deep in the surf which was up past the shoulders on both Anne and Michelle.  As they approached, they both dove under the water.  Anne grabbed my legs and Michelle sort of jumped on my back, both teaming up in an attempt to dunk me.  I could feel Michelle’s firm breasts and hard nipples against my back as she tried to push my head under water.  I reached behind me as they pushed and pulled me forward, wrapping a hand around that cute bare ass of hers as we fell.  Accomplishing their task we all surfaced and laughed.  With the waves breaking just large enough to knock the girls off balance and make them hop to float high enough to keep their heads above the water, they both hung onto my shoulders and neck as we talked and laughed together in the surf.  Their nearly naked bodies brushing my sides and their legs brushing across the front of my bathing suit.  I put an arm around each of the girls to help keep their heads above the water.  Their bare bodies clung to me and the only time my hands encountered any material was when they brushed inadvertently brushed across their pubic area as I held them afloat in the shifting tide.  I’m sure they could both feel my growing stiffness as their legs bumped the front of my suit under water.  Playing with two beautiful nearly naked women in the water was great fun and quickly loosened the inhibitions of all.  

A little past three we had all had enough of the beach.  Anne and Michelle donned their string bikini tops and pulled on shorts over their thong bottoms.  Anne had told Michelle of her Loco’s experience and suggested that we all go somewhere else as she claimed she was tiring of all the attention.  We packed our beach bags and headed across the beach to where the Latin music was blaring at Mango’s.   We drank and I took turns dancing with both of them, sometimes dancing with both at once.  When I danced with just one of them, the other was quickly approached by men in the bar, but none got anywhere or was invited by either of them to join our group.  When I danced a slow number with Michelle, she whispered to me she was glad she had met us both and was having a great time.  She told me that she thought Anne was beautiful and that they had certainly picked the right woman as Miss South Beach,… and I was lucky to have her.  She pressed a little closer to me and told me she thought I was very handsome too, and would have talked to me even if she had not been with Anne on the beach.  Her breasts pressed against my chest through the tiny string top she wore.  I was flattered.  The three of us danced and laughed the evening away.  Nearly midnight, exhausted and a little drunk, we walked Michelle back to her nearby hotel.  She hugged Anne goodbye and then gave me slightly more than a goodbye kiss on the lips.  Anne and I then walked the four blocks back to our own hotel.  

Back in our room, after spending most of the day on the beach and then the evening at Mango’s with her new friend Michelle, Anne was in an especially happy, sexually playful mood especially in view of our long day and the lateness of the hour.  We quickly showered and climbed into bed next to each other naked.  I thought we’d go quickly off to sleep, but Anne had other ideas, immediately reaching down for my cock and then slowly began stroking its quickly responding length.  She turned her face to mine, smiled slyly and asked in a whisper if I would want to fuck Michelle.  She felt my cock jump a little at her suggestion.

“Who wouldn’t?” I replied.  “She’s a beautiful woman, from what I’ve seen of her,”  I said, laughing at my own remark, since I’d seen almost all of her already.

	“You’d rather fuck her than me?”  Anne said, as she continued to stroke the entire length of my cock with her hand, her fingertips sliding over its head with each stroke.  I thought she was kind of giving me a kind of penis lie detector test to see if my cock would jump or pulse and expand more quickly  when I was thinking of Michelle.

	“I didn’t say that.”

	“You did say that everyone would want to fuck her.  Doesn’t that include you?”

	“Not necessarily.  She’s pretty, but I wouldn’t trade you for anyone, “  I said, knowing Anne would like the comparison of my referring to Michelle as pretty, a word she viewed it as an inferior category to beautiful.  

	“What if you could have both of us for an evening?” Her other hand slid beneath my balls 

as she continued to stroke my cock.  I tried hard to concentrate on other things besides the job Anne’s skilled fingers were doing on my privates and the thought of what it would be like taking turns sliding into two different beautiful women in the same encounter.

	“You wouldn’t permit that.  You’ve told me that not only would it not be a turn-on to see me fuck someone else, and it would be a turn-off to you,”  I said, not knowing for sure if she was teasing or testing.

  	“You are probably right.  I wouldn’t like it,” She admitted. “But,… what if Michelle and I did things to each other… and you just watched.. without joining in.  Would that be a turn-on for you?  Let’s see, your birthday is just a couple of weeks away.”  

	“Sure,” I said, “You’ve said you have never done anything sexual with another woman, and now you suddenly are going to tell me that you’d get naked with another woman and go down on each other or share a vibrator while you rub your erect nipples against each other?   I doubt it.”

	“Maybe I lied, and I’ve already have had some experience with another woman.  You don’t know everything about my past.  Besides, I might do something with another woman if the chemistry was right between us.”

	“Chemistry?” I questioned.

	“You know, smell and taste are important to me.  I like my own taste, so who’s to say I wouldn’t like another woman’s if it felt right?”

	“Well, Miss Most Beautiful Girl in South Beach, queen of sex on the freeway, maybe I don’t know everything your past, but I think I know you well enough to know you didn’t lie when you told me you’d never been with another female sexually.  And, from what I remember, you would always choose a man to be with instead of another woman.”

	“Well, it might be interesting.  Michelle is sensual, and if I ever would be with another woman, it would be someone like her.”

	“Yeah, tell me you would go down on another woman and let her do the same,” 

	“I might.  Would you like to see Michelle and I make each other cum going down on each other?” Anne inquired in her sexiest voice.

	It was all I could do not to cum, as Anne continued to caress my painfully swollen member while she whispered to me in a soft, sexy voice, in detail about what she and Michelle would do with their tongues and fingers to one another while I watched.  �	“You could beat-off while you watched if you wanted, but no touching.  Could you do that?”

	“Let me get this straight.  You and Michelle would get naked together and I am supposed to keep my clothes on and just watch?  Don’t I get to do anything more than watch beautiful naked women from a distance and then beat myself off for my birthday? … I could do the same thing you’re offering watching a movie on cable… but that still might be interesting….,” I thought out loud. “You have never done anything with another woman but are always saying that you thought that only a woman truly knows what really turns on another woman.  Sure, I’d love to watch you have sex with another woman,”   I said, thinking the whole thing was just fantasy anyhow.  “What makes you think Michelle would go for anything like that anyway?  Doesn’t she have a boyfriend back home?”

	Anne continued to slowly stroke my hardened cock.  “Michelle just ended a two year relationship.  She joked to me she was really horny but swearing off men.. at least for a while.  She told me lots of stuff when you were busy wading around in the water.”

	“And I suppose you told her intimate things about our relationship?”

	“A few.  Mostly I told her great things about you and our relationship.”

	“I suppose you told her about your birthday evening and the threesome we had.”

	“Sort of.  We discussed fantasies a little, and I told her you made mine come true for my birthday.”

	“Did you discuss details?”  I asked, already probably knowing the answer.

	“A few,” she replied again, confirming my suspicions.  Anne’s hand still stroking my cock.

	“What makes you think she’d like to do anything with another woman sexually?”  I asked, wondering if Anne really knew something she was not telling me.  “Did you tell her the size of my cock too?

	“Well,” she smiled, “I did say you had good length and were quite thick.  Its the thickness that counts.  You saw how relaxed she was with us both,” she continued, “I think a woman can tell if she is comfortable enough with another person to try something new, something she has never done before, including maybe experimenting sexually with another woman.  Its a chemistry thing.  Kind of the same thing we’ve discussed about men and women.  She did tell me that she thought I was beautiful, and I told her she was beautiful also.  Her nipples sort of hardened when I told her she had a great and fit looking body,…. I think.  Also, it was kind of the way she looked at me.  I’m not sure, but under the right circumstance, I think she might be open to experiment with touching and being touched by another woman.”

	“Did she say that or are you guessing?”  I asked.

	“As a matter of fact, Michelle kind of laughed and said she should try a woman next time instead of putting her heart into another relationship with a man.  She said it jokingly, but I thought she might be half-serious.”

	“Great.  So when do I get to see you two naked together?”  I laughed.

	“Maybe tomorrow.  We’re all going to the beach together, but not South Beach.  If its OK with you, we three are going to the nude beach at Haulover.  I told her you had asked last trip if I would go to Haulover and I refused then, but I might reconsider if the three of us went.  Do you still want to go to Haulover?  You’d probably be the envy of everyone with the two of us along with you.”

	I almost came at the suggestion.  My cock stiffened even more as Anne stopped stroking and firmly gripped the shaft.  “I thought you said that you positively didn’t want to go to Haulover.  Wasn’t it you that said that complete nudity was unnecessary… leave something to the imagination?”

	“Do you want to take Michelle and me to Haulover tomorrow or not?”

	“Sure,”  I quickly replied, not wanting to encourage a change of mind.  “Have you asked Michelle if she’d want to go?”

	“We talked about it.. actually it was her suggestion, but she said she didn’t want me to feel  uncomfortable having you naked, and another woman with us.”   She started to stroke my cock again.  “Do you think you could behave yourself if she was with us and naked?”  Anne asked, smiling as she looked down at my throbbing cock.  A little pre-cum escaped from the tip at the suggestion, which she promptly rubbed over the head of my cock with a passing finger.

	“We’ll be on the beach, not alone in our hotel room,” I blurted out, forgetting our earlier conversation.  “Count on me not to do anything improper, but I hope you both just don’t spend the whole day comparing details about the sizes of all the cocks you will see there.”

	“We’ll see what we see,”  Anne smiled, running her small hand up and down the length of my throbbing cock.  My balls pulled tight against my body, wanting to explode.  “Maybe I should disarm you fully now, so you won’t be tempted tomorrow by anything you see.”

	Exerting all the self-control I could muster, I pulled Anne’s hand from my swollen member.  “Maybe I should save a little energy for tomorrow… just in case you two come back to our hotel room afterwards, and I decide to jack off while I am watching,”  I jested, half-seriously.  

	“Maybe if your balls are too full, we shouldn’t go at all,”  Anne retorted.

	“Never too full,”  I replied, turning off the light and rolling over away from Anne as far as my painfully swollen cock would allow.



Chapter 2.



	I spent a fitful night, tossing and waking up occasionally.  My dreams during the night were filled with fantasies of beautiful naked women on a beach.  I had a dream about my stunning wife and Michelle going down on each other while I watched, and another having sex with them both, taking turns sliding first into one than the other.  I imagined what it would be like having them both take turns stroking and sucking and licking my cock.   I awakened in the morning thinking about what it would be like cumming repeatedly in and on both of them.  

Nine o’clock came and I was tired after my restless night.  Anne had already risen, showered and was blow-drying her hair.  She had put on her sexy black thong under her gray cotton shorts and the matching string top that barely covered her perky nipples.  The sight of her dressed in that outfit alone would give any guy an erection.  

	“I thought we were headed to Haulover Beach.  What’s with the bathing suit?”

	“Bathing suits are optional there.  It doesn’t say forbidden.  I may chose this option, go nude or just go topless.  Besides, I’m not sure I want you staring at more of Michelle than you’ve have already seen.   Are you coming or are you going to spend the day having wet dreams?”

	“If that’s the case, why don’t we all just go to South Beach?”  I challenged, wanting to hear her reply.

	“Maybe I’ll keep my suit on, maybe I won’t.  We’ll see what happens.  It depends on how I feel when we get there.  Are you coming or do you want to argue?”

	I sprang from the bed and quickly headed to the shower.  My cock had a mind of its own, beginning to stiffen, thinking about Anne and Michelle, both naked on beach towels next to me on a public beach.  

I stood for a few minutes under as cold a shower as I could stand before exiting to put on my own fitted black nylon boxer swim trunks, a white tee shirt and sandals.  I was ready in five minutes… Anne was still finishing her hair when I asked if she was ready to go.  

Outside, the rising sun in the almost cloudless sky was already heating up the day.

	After a quick continental breakfast in our hotel, we retrieved our rental car and picked Michelle up at the lobby of the nearby hotel where she was staying.  She was wearing navy shorts and a white tank top.  I wondered what she wore underneath.  “Well, is everyone ready for Haulover today?”  Asked Michelle with a smile.

	“Ready as I’ll ever be,”  Anne smiled back nervously.

	The drive from 14th. street to Haulover took 20 minutes.  From Collins we could see the beach behind the hotels as we parked in the public lot a block away.  We had heard the stories of Haulover being a somewhat different world from the sophistication of South Beach.  There were stories of wild parties and people actually having sex on the beach.  As we walked across the sand looking for a spot, we could see what were probably a couple of hundred bathers scattered over the half mile of beach that was designated by a small sign that read; “bathing attire optional”.  The area didn’t seem much different from South Beach, other than the small signs that marked off the suits optional area from the rest of the long expanse of beach.  As we entered the beach, we could see people in varies states of dress, or, more aptly stated, undress.  Anne had worried that she would be forced to look at out-of-shape men and women, fat and ugly people, lounging on the beach like so many elephant seals.  She was wrong.  As we looked for a spot to lay down our beach towels, we hardly saw anyone, male or female that didn’t look in reasonable shape.  Not everyone was naked, but a lot of people certainly were.  More were naked than not.  Like South Beach, we saw several of the women topless but had on thong bottoms.  Others were pleasantly completely  naked.  We tried not to stare as we looked for a spot of sand to claim that was not right on top of other bathers.  There were white chaises to rent, as at South Beach, so we rented three, joking amongst ourselves about the problems that sand could cause against completely naked skin.  The girls quickly stripped off their outer garments.  Michelle was wearing a yellow bikini I had not seen before with bottoms that were a tiny bit wider than the blue thong she had worn at Sobe, and a string top.  It looked great against her tanned skin and flowing brown hair.  Michelle took the chaise closest to the water, Anne the middle one next to her so they could easily talk, and I took the one on the other side of Anne.  Both girls, at first kept their complete bathing suits on.

	We all had on dark sunglasses and the girls had both brought paperbacks to read.  I had another fishing magazine.  We all sort of pretended to read as we lay back on our chaises, but I could see them sneaking glances about while trying to appear casual.  A few yards down the beach lay a completely naked young woman on a white towel, whose tanned body showed no suit lines.  Her eyes were closed and she appeared to be sleeping in the morning sun.  Even on her back, her breasts appeared firm and natural, with the nipples slightly perked against the warm breezes from the ocean.  Below her lovely breasts, her flat stomach moved slowly up and down as she slept.  Where her slightly opened legs joined was a small, trimmed patch of pubic hair that matched her hair color.  She made an alluring sight.  Opening my magazine, I tried not to stare, as I didn’t want Anne to think I was overly interested in anyone I would might see on the beach.    To our left a few yards lay a group of three guys, also naked, looking young enough to be there on winter break from some university.  They had white areas where their bathing suits had previously been.  They were sitting up on the chaises they had rented and were talking to one another as they scanned the beach.  Although our chaises pointed in the direction away from them, they had certainly noticed Anne and Michelle, each looking more than occasionally in our direction.  It was probably the first time in their lives they were disappointed to see two beautiful women wearing tiny bikinis on a beach, as they were probably expecting everyone to be buck naked.   I was a little disappointed myself.  Up and down the beach everything seemed quite normal, even a little mundane.  The nudity began to seem almost natural and everyone seemed quite relaxed.  

	As we lay there, we saw nothing too wild or out of the ordinary for a beach.  No naked volleyball.  No one engaging in any overt sexual activity, with the exception of some naked couples laying close in each other’s arms as they relaxed on beach towels.  No one fucking or anything remotely close.  Like South Beach there were the many bathers who casually walked along the water’s edge, trying not to look too obvious as they took in the sights.  Unlike Sobe, a lot of them were also completely naked.  

	Anne sat up and casually took off her top.  Michelle soon followed suit, so to speak.  After a little while, the sun’s heat began to get to me and I headed the thirty feet or so to the surf.  The water, though warm, felt cool and refreshing against my warmer body.  I dove into a wave, did a surface dive and then surfaced, bending my legs slightly to keep my body submerged to my neck.  Looking back at the beach I hung there in the water and observed the various sunbathers.  I had expected the beach to be mostly guys looking for a great show, but the mixture of men and women was almost even.  Also, there were more couples bathing and swimming naked than I expected, and there were a lot of small groups of three or four women or men lying or sitting.  Safety in numbers I guessed.  There were a surprising number of single bathers too.  

I could see Anne and Michelle talking, so I decided to stay in the water a little longer to give them time alone together… maybe they were discussing the fantasies Anne and I talked about the previous night.  I wondered if they would ever decide to take off their bottoms, or if they were already at their limit of public undress.  My thought was quickly answered as suddenly Anne rose up from her chaise and slid her tiny thong bottoms off.  She tried to appear casual about the whole endeavor, but I knew she was nervous, as she placed the thong in her beach bag.  She was now completely naked except for those dark sunglasses that hid her eyes.  Michelle then stood up and did the same.  Tossing her bottoms in the bag next to her chaise before laying back down.  From the water I could see a very pretty tuff of pubic hair as she turned.  Both girls lay back down on their respective chaises on their stomachs, I guess both trying to be as modest as being completely naked in public would allow.  The three nearby guys also noticed as I could see one motion to the other two to look over at the girls as they stripped off their bottoms.  I couldn’t blame them.  I would have looked too as both Anne and Michelle were the most beautiful women I saw on the beach.  

	Two guys carrying beach towels under their arms approached the girls.  They were tanned and athletic looking but were not naked, although they wore those Speedo type bathing suits that were stretchy and tight, hiding very little.  Anne had laughed to me the previous day that Cosmo referred to those kinds of suits on men as “banana  hammocks.” 

 The girls looked up at the guys as they talked but neither ventured to turn over.  Even on their stomachs, both girls certainly were not hard to look at.  After a few minutes, the guys walked a few yards away, and spread their towels on the sand.  They both then casually took off their suits, glancing back at the Anne and Michelle, who were also looking at them, as if their Speedos hadn’t told them enough.  Both were white beneath their suits.  Their cocks were grew a bit as they looked back at my lovely ladies’ naked backsides.      

	A few minutes later, another man approached the girls.  He was naked and I could see no tan lines.  Standing above their chaises he talked to both of them.  His decent sized penis seemed to expand and rise slightly from his body as he tried to make casual conversation with them.  He had dark hair and looked European.  The girls couldn’t help but to look at his cock as they looked up to talk to him.  As he spoke to the girls they smiled and occasionally laughed at what was being said.  After a few minutes, he turned and continued his walk along the beach.  

I decided the girls had been alone long enough and headed back to the chaises.  Anne and Michelle still lay on their stomachs talking to one another.  As I was about to sit down, Anne turned over onto her back and spoke to me.  “We took off our suits, are you going to take off yours?”  

	Although I had seen her naked many times before during our years together, she was a breathtaking sight lying there naked on her back on that chaise in public.  Still on her stomach, Michelle rose to her elbows and looked over and up at me.  Her breasts hung seductively between her arms and her now naked ass seemed like it begged for the ‘old two hand grip.’

  As if to say;  “We both are naked, what are you going to do now?” Michelle then turned over onto her back, not breaking her stare at me.  Although I had seen her almost naked at South Beach, she now left nothing to my imagination.  Her smooth, toned legs ended at her beautifully bikini waxed downy pubic hair that barely concealed those inviting puffy lips.  I tried to concentrate on not having my cock overly respond to the erotic sight of two beautiful naked women lying there before me and have him embarrass me with any brash stiffness.  I hooked my thumbs in the sides of my bathing suit, and,  first looking down at Anne, and then over at Michelle, I slid it down my legs and stepped out of it.   My slightly stiffened cock bumped the waist band as it cleared the suit.  Michelle looked intently at my cock as if to check out whether the descriptions of it she had already heard from Anne were true.  She then looked back up at me and smiled.  I guess I checked out OK.  Girls, like guys, probably compare notes.  I settled back down on my chaise, trying to look casual as possible about the whole thing and reached for my magazine.    I hoped my cock would settle down and relax as I laid there on my back trying to read.   I thought I would look silly lying there with it pointing skyward, at the midday sun.  With the added blood flow already in the area, I must have looked decently hung, if the girls were comparing me to the cocks they had already seen on the beach.  

	Anne and Michelle remained on their backs, reading their paperbacks, stopping often to continue conversations with each other.  I tried to concentrate on the magazine, but it was impossible.  As it was temperature was already in the high 80’s, I soon decided to head back to the water.  The cool water didn’t feel much different against my cock then when I was wearing a bathing suit.  I have to admit it felt good to be naked.  I soon began to feel very relaxed.  As there were lots of other bathers naked, it all began to seem quite natural.  I was glad I had returned to the water.  I didn’t really want to lay on my stomach on the chaise, and, if I stayed on my back,  the unpleasant image of getting my privates sunburned crossed my mind.  A sunburned dick could certainly put a damper on the evening.  Catch-22.  I didn’t want to get a sunburned dick, but  I wasn’t about to lay there on my chaise and rub sun block all over my cock in public.  

I heard a female voice and turned to see a lovely young woman in the water just a few feet away from me.  Although she was almost neck deep in the water, I could see she was at least topless as the surf rose and fell against her body.  She was extremely good looking, her long blond hair ending at her medium sized firm breasts.  Her small nipples stood out very erect against the cool water.  

“Come here often?”  she asked a little nervously, as she noticed where I wasn’t just looking at her lovely face.

	“First time,”  I replied.  

	“Me too.  I didn’t know if I’d have the nerve to come here…. but here I am,”  she said with a continued nervousness in her voice.   

	“You came here alone?”  I asked.

	“All the way from Milwaukee.  It was my Christmas break time so I decided to go somewhere warm, away from the snow.  I went to South Beach a couple of days and decided that as long as I was going topless for the first time, I might as well go all the way and try Haulover too, before I left Florida.  I wasn’t sure I’d have the nerve to come here, but tomorrow afternoon I’m flying home, so today it was now or never…. so here I am!”

	That statement probably answered my question as to whether she had on any bottoms.   She then did a little playful surface dive towards me, exposing her lovely round ass before disappearing under the water.  She surfaced only a couple of feet from me and extended her hand.  “I’m Kelly.”

	“Hi Kelly, I’m Lou,”  I replied, shaking her hand.  The formality of the moment seemed surreal and a little absurd, in view of the fact we were both only wearing a smile.  “Well what do you think of this beach?”  

	“I’m not quite sure yet what to think.  I was here more than an hour before I got the nerve up to take off my bathing suit and get some sun on my chaise.  I brought dark sunglasses, put on earphone and read a magazine, but then I was constantly interrupted by guys so I decided to go in swimming.  Now I’m a little nervous about leaving the water and walking back to my chaise.  I guess I’m not quite used to prancing around naked in public and talking to strange men while they get to see everything I’ve got.”  

	“Well you are beautiful,”  I responded, commenting on the obvious.  “Didn’t you expect to be approached?  Even if you aren’t wearing anything, doesn’t not knowing who you are add mystery to an encounter,” I said, trying to sooth her nervousness with my well intended but clumsy statement.

	“I guess, but I really just wanted to see what it would be like going to a nude beach just once in my life.  There aren’t a lot of nude beaches in Wisconsin, you know,”  she said, forcing a little laugh.  “Where are you from?”

	I glanced towards the beach and saw that Anne and Michelle were watching us as we spoke.  I expected Anne to quickly enter the water as I thought she might become a little jealous or curious, but she just lay there and watched from her chaise.  

“Michigan,”  I replied.  “Not a lot of nude beaches there either.  Actually you can’t even wear a thong in Michigan.”  

	I glanced back at the beach where two new guys were now stopping to talk to Anne and Michelle, who were still on their backs talking to each other.  Neither of the guys had on bathing suits.  The taller one stood at the foot of Anne’s chaise and his slightly shorter friend at Michelle’s as they attempted to make conversation with the girls.  As they talked, I noticed Anne occasionally glancing back at my direction to see what I was doing, and maybe checking to see if I noticed she now was talking and laughing with two naked men.  What the hell, I thought, this was Haulover, and here, if you are talking with someone, there’s a good chance both of you will be nude.  Not much harm in looking I suppose.  

	I looked back at Kelly.

	“I bought a bikini for this trip.  I don’t have a thong.  A bikini was as bold as I thought I’d get, after two days at South Beach, I got the nerve to take off my top for an hour or so, but I never thought I’d have the nerve to come here and do this…but here I am, naked as a Jay bird, and talking to some strange guy who is probably also naked,” Kelly said, her eyes glancing downward nervously.  The ocean covered me from mid-chest and she could only surmise I was naked too. “Actually, I felt a little overdressed at South Beach wearing my bikini, with so many women there topless.  So, yesterday I finally got the nerve to take my top off in late afternoon, when the beach was starting to empty.  … I teach 6th grade and this whole Miami scene is a little more bold than I’m used to back home.”  She smiled nervously and tried to relax, lying back in the water attempting to float on her back, her long blond hair flowing in the water.  As she lay back her smooth, tanned legs reached the surface.  She certainly didn’t have on bottoms.  Her sparse silky pubic hair confirmed she was a natural blond.  Realizing her complete exposure next to me in the water, she quickly brought her legs back down and stood up.  She looked completely embarrassed, realizing what she had done as she looked back at me with her blue eyes, trying to read my thoughts in silence.  

	I smiled and she smiled back.  

	“With your body, you certainly don’t need a thong or any suit,”  I complimented her, trying to get her to appreciate her unplanned loss of modesty.  She relaxed a little.  Her nipples looked harder than they were a few minutes before.

	“Thank you, but as you can probably guess, I’m more embarrassed than enjoying this experience.  Are you having a good time here?”

	“Better every moment,” I smiled.  “The naked human body is beautiful… at least a lot of them are.  There were one or two chunkos I saw.  Its sensual, and, I guess, to a degree exciting.. but I’m trying not to appear too excited.”

	She laughed at my comment.

	I glanced back at the beach and was surprised to see Anne now standing, still talking to the taller guy.  His buddy had taken the liberty to seat himself on Anne’s chaise and was talking to Michelle.  Anne appeared to be enjoying herself, as she smiled and gestured with her hands and arms as they spoke to one another.  She shot a quick glance in my direction and then resumed her conversation with the guy appearing like she was very interested in what he had to say.  I thought she might be really sending me a message like: “You want to visit with some naked woman in the water… well, OK.  Two can play that game.”  They were standing so close that if the guy had an erection, it would have been touching her stomach as they stood talking, facing each other.

Are you here alone?”  Kelly inquired.

“Give me a couple more minutes and I might be,”  I said, beginning to worry a little about the prolonged conversation Anne was having with the naked guy.  “Actually I came this morning with two women.”

Kelly looked surprised as if she misunderstood the meaning of my comment.  “You did what?”

“No, I didn’t cum with two women, I mean that I brought two women with me to the beach,” I tried to explain, pointing to the beach where Anne and Michelle were still engaged in conversation with the guys.

“Three guys and two girls?” Kelly inquired.

“No, I don’t know who those guys are, the girls they are talking to are Anne and Michelle,” I said, naming them in an attempt to illustrate I was telling the truth.

“Well, it looks like your threesome is being cut in on, so maybe I should let you get back to your ladies and protect your interest,” Kelly said, starting to turn away in the water and leave.

“No, wait,”  I said, not wanting to be left standing there alone and let Anne win the one-up contest I thought we were suddenly engaged in.  “You where are you going?”

She pointed a little ways down the beach where I could see an empty chaise with a beach towel spread over it.

“Wait, don’t leave yet,” I said in a feigned warning voice.  “I think the camera guy from the Naked Beach Babes Internet site is coming back again,”  I said, pointing down at an indecipherable group of people further down the beach.  “He’s the one with the straw hat and the tie-dyed shirt.  He’s got a long lens on his camera,” I said, lying through my teeth.

“How do you know who he is?” She said in a suddenly worried voice, probably envisioning pictures of herself naked and spread eagle on some web porn site for all to see back in small town Wisconsin.  She suddenly smiled.  “You’re kidding, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I’m kidding,” I regretfully admitted, thinking my sudden honesty would certainly end the encounter.

Instead, Kelly laughed and I laughed and she splashed water at me slapping the water with  cupped hands.

I smiled and splashed a little water back at her.  I resisted the great urge to grab her and dunk her underwater, which might have been a playful beginning to more sensuous touching.  

Kelly moved closer to me in the water and said, “Why are you here talking to me when you came here with those two beautiful women, who now appear to be letting some guys move in on your territory.”  

“Its hot out and I get overheated, so I came into the water to cool off.  Those guys won’t get far with them,” I said with an air of false confidence.  I glancing back to see Michelle and the other guy now standing talking to Anne and her tall friend.  I watched for a moment as the four talked and laughed, and then headed towards the water together a little ways down the beach from us.  

	“They look like they are doing OK to me,” Kelly observed.

	I turned and was surprised to see the Anne and Michelle enter the water down the beach a hundred feet or so… along with the two naked guys.   I watched as the four continued to walk deeper, until Anne and Michelle were waist deep, the guys closely in tow.  Suddenly Anne bent forward and did a graceful surface dive.  Michelle quickly followed suit.  Seeing the girls disappear under water, the guys quickly dove after them.   Anne surfaced a moment later and the guy she had been talking to surfaced directly behind her.   As she stood up, he grabbed her around the waist and she yelped as he pulled her back with him under water.  They surfaced together a few seconds later laughing.  She must have turned around under water as she surfaced this time facing him.  He had his arms around her, probably with his hands on her ass under water.  Anne shot a quick glance in my direction and then turned back to the guy, settling down neck deep and very close to him in the water.  They both seemed to be enjoying each other as I could hear them laugh as they talked.  The water masked any physical contact there might have been between them.    

	Meanwhile, Michelle and her new friend were still standing a few feet away from Anne.  Michelle seemed less intrigued with her new suitor, as she constantly glanced over at both Anne and where I was, as the guy attempted to make time with her.  

	I turned back to Kelly and saw she was beginning to shiver as she stood there close to me, caught between waiting for me to say something and her fear of exiting the water. 

	“You’re cold,” I observed, looking at the goose bumps on her arms and across her breasts.  “You should go in.”

	“Yes, I probably should.  And you should probably get back to your friends…before someone takes your place…  I am cold…. but I don’t really want to leave the water quite yet though.. Do you mind?”  

	I glanced back at Anne who was doing something with the guy I couldn’t see as she hung in the water next to him.  

	“At the risk of seeming forward, put your arms around me and I’ll warm up your body.”

	“Yeah, I’ll bet,” Kelly replied.

	“No, I mean it.  I’ll tell you what.  I’ll turn away from you and you can press up against my back to warm up, if you want,” I said, turning away from her in the water to demonstrate my sincerity.  

	As I did, Kelly moved against my back, putting her arms around my chest and pressing her firm breasts against my back.  Her groin pressed against my ass as she struggled to warm against me.  

	“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Kelly said.  

	“Yes, what would they think of you in Wisconsin if they could see you now?” I teased.

	She laughed and relaxed a little, her legs wrapping slightly around me, not trying to be sexual, but rather in an attempt to hold herself against my warm body in the water.

	“Don’t even think about turning around!” Kelly warned.

	“I won’t, but can’t I at least think about it?  You feel great against my back, but I would love to feel your body against me face to face,” I said, resisting the temptation to reach behind me with my hands and touch her body.  “Are you warming up at all?  I certainly am.”

	As she relaxed a little, a sudden wave washed over us, making her lose her grip on me.  I  turned around under water and extended my arms, which she grabbed and pulled herself back against me, trying to steady herself.  As our heads surfaced together, Kelly found that she was now face to face, her breasts crushed against my chest.  As she felt my hardening cock against her stomach and lurched back as if her body had touched with a fiery brand.  

	She then held me at arms’ length, facing me, placing a hand on each of my shoulders to both hold herself near, but at a safe distance away.  I reached out and placed a hand around each of her hips, holding her, but not touching in a sexual manner.  Kelly said nothing but just looked at my face as we stood in the near shoulder deep water.  She was too far away at arms’ length, to warm up against me, but evidently wanted to be close enough for more conversation….or something else.

	“You’re a little too far away to warm your body,” I said as matter-of-factly as I could.

	“I’m close enough.  Maybe I could be closer, but I don’t want to have any sex with you here, so please don’t take advantage of the situation if I come nearer.”

	“I’ll try not to, but you are beautiful, and my body might react to you without my permission.”

	I looked over at Anne, who now had her back to me so I couldn’t read any expression on her face, but was obviously close enough to the guy to be touching under water.  The ocean wind and waves drowned out any conversation they were having.  

	Kelly pulled closer, bending at her elbows, then moved closer yet, placing her arms around my back.  Her breasts touched my chest again.  I lifted her slightly so my penis grazed against her thighs and pubic mound instead of her stomach.  I could feel her soft downy pubic hair against my cock as she moved against me.  

	“Are you warm yet?”  I said, studying her eyes as she nervously looked back at me.  “I hope you are not planning to go to shore in the next minute or two.  I’d be embarrassed following you in the state you’ve got me in.  I’m trying my best to behave, but it really is hard,”  I said with an obvious double meaning.  She smiled and relaxed more against me, opening her legs a little which allowed my cock to quickly find its way between them.  She closed her legs around my cock, trapping its growing length against the length of her womanhood.   I wanted to slide my hands down under her small round ass, open her legs and thrust myself inside her, but I resisted, relying on her reaction to me rather than aggressively pressing the situation.   

	I looked over to where Anne was in the water and saw her look back at me and then put her arms around his neck.  Anne was always trying to one-up me. 

	“Now I really can’t believe I’m doing this.  I don’t suppose you’d believe me if I said that I’ve never done anything remotely like this.  Not in public, not with anyone ever in private before.  I know I came to this beach.  …I was just curious, but I wanted to see if I had the nerve to come here and be naked in public.  I really did not come here looking for or expecting anything else.  …. I mean, I.. I’ve had three lovers in my life… that’s all, and I’m 27.  I’m not even on the pill.  I mean.. I don’t know why I’m telling you this.  I don’t know why I’m here….. I’m..” she hesitated and then said; “I am glad I came and you do feel so good against me…. but I’m scared.  I’m scared of you, …I don’t know you.  And I’m scared at how I am reacting to you… and you came here with two women already!  What am I doing?”  As she spoke, her body quivered against me.  My cock pulsed against the exquisite nakedness next to me.

	“Well, it looks like the women that came with me are occupied.  I have an idea.  If you are uncomfortable with me here, you could go ashore and you can pull your chaise over to our group if you like.  You do feel terrific against me, but if we stay in this position much longer, I’m not sure I can guarantee my behavior.”  

	I looked back at Anne and saw her feet surface behind and on both sides of the guy she was with.  His cock was probably buried in her already.  

	Kelly studied my face for a moment, and then, to my utter surprise, she kissed me, sliding her hand down and wrapped it around my cock which was still trapped between her shut legs underwater.  As her hand held onto my cock, she broke the kiss, opened her legs and pulled back slightly.  Without saying anything, she opened her legs again and brought them slowly around my waist, first touching her downy sex with the head of my cock, and then slowly rubbing it up and down the length of her slit.  If someone saw us above the water line, it all would have looked quite innocent.  Feeling the lips of her pussy caress the head of my cock under water, I arched forward, seeking her opening.  Her hand continued to guide my cock against her womanhood, without guiding me inside her.  

“You can’t go in me.  I’m not on anything…Oh, God… that feels good.. what am I doing?”  She continued to rub me against her.  I could feel her quiver each time she moved my the head of my cock up against her clit, which had risen through her lips into a small hard nub.  Although she tried to keep her movement subtle, I could feel her body begin to tense more with each moment of our touching.  Even in the saltwater, I could feel the slipperiness building between her lips as it escaped her opening into the sea.  She brought my cock down and I felt the head lodge between her inner lips at the mouth of  her opening.  She tensed and then relaxed, allowing just the head of my cock to penetrate her.  “Don’t move.  Don’t go in any deeper.  Please…”  She arched against me as her orgasm began to overtook her.  My cock slid deeper inside as her sex blossomed open and shut as she went over the top.  After she came, her pussy continued to quiver over my cock.  A moment later she flowered open.  Her inner muscles pushed at and then gripped my cock as she came again.  This woman had come twice in a matter of seconds on my cock, and I hadn’t even gotten all the way inside her.  I could feel my cock swell as it sought to penetrate her more deeply.  

“If we don’t stop soon, you’ll make me cum too,” I warned her.  She responded to my words by arching against me and I slid fully inside her.  She pushed hard until our pubic bones crushed against each other and held me tightly.  I felt her hand reach down and her small fingers touched my balls.  My cock swelled at her touch.  She felt almost weightless, my hands under her ass cheeks holding her in place against me, her lithe body suspended in the water.

“I want you to cum, but you can’t cum inside me,” she said as her fingertips explored my scrotum.  

“Then we have to stop.  You feel so good…you’re driving me crazy,” I said as my cock expanded to the brink. 

 She pushed back against me, the hard pebbles of her nipples burned against my chest, her head next to mine and whispered against my ear, “Oh, God,… cum.”

I felt the sperm leave my balls and rocket up my cock as she came for the third time in our brief coupling.  The head of my cock crushed against the mouth of her cervix as the intense long first volley of my sperm shot into her.  My body tensed again and shot a second volley, then a third, before my erection began to subside and I withdrew from her body.  I couldn’t believe what  had happened.  We were only a short distance from Anne and I had had sex with someone else who I had just met.  Anne was most likely doing the same.  My head spun with the thoughts.  

Kelly kept her arms around me, studied my face for a moment, and then pressed her lips to mine for a short, but passionate kiss.  She then broke the embrace and headed to shore.  I envisioned my cum oozing from deep in her body and disappearing into the ocean as she walked towards the beach.  I followed her until the water was barely waist deep and then stopped, realizing my erection had not fully subsided.

  “Wait a minute,” I said, “I can’t leave the water just yet!”

  “Will you join us?” 

She smiled, turned around and said, “I have to get my chaise.  That should give you time enough to compose yourself,” she replied as she continued to the shore and down the beach.  As I watched her exit the water, I got a look at her entire body.  Although I had certainly felt it against me, this was the first time I saw her completely.  She looked terrific.  Her long blond hair hung wetly to the middle of her back.  She was about an inch taller than Anne’s 5’4”, slim and had beautiful, firm breasts, great legs and a pert, round ass.  The white areas around her breasts and still whiter thighs suggested she wasn’t lying when she said topless and nude bathing were something completely new to her.  	 

When I had almost reached shore, I turned to Anne who still had her arms around the guy, but was now looking back to see what I was doing.   I padded the rest of the way in and returned to my chaise.   Michelle was already at hers, the guy she had been talking to was nowhere to be seen.  

	She turned to me, smiled slightly and said;  “I think Anne is trying to get even with you for whatever you might have done with the woman you were with in the water.  …If you were wondering…. those two guys were at Loco’s and saw the contest.  I thought they were both kind of jerks.”

	“Evidently Anne didn’t.”

	“I guess not,” Michelle responded, looking out to where Anne was still in the water with the guy.  “Who’s your new friend?”

	“Kelly.  You’ll meet her in a minute.  She’s alone so I invited her to join us.”  

	I looked up to see Kelly pulling her chaise over to our three, placing it down next to Michelle.

	“Kelly, this is Michelle.  Michelle,… meet Kelly.”

	They began talking and I returned to my magazine, acting like nothing much had happened between Kelly and me.   A couple of minutes later, Anne was exiting the water heading back to us, without the guy in tow.  I looked out to see him still in the water and figured he was in the same state I was in a few minutes before.   Anne glanced over at me but said nothing as she settled back down on the chaise.  Michelle made the introduction to Kelly and Anne responded with a quick hello, but not much more conversation as she appeared miffed that I had the nerve to invite someone I might have just had sex with, to join us.

	After a few more minutes, Anne put down her paperback, turned to me and whispered;  “Well, did you have fun there in the water with Kelly?”

	“Did you have fun with the guy you were with?” I responded.  

	“As a matter of fact, I did.  You didn’t seem to care as you were obviously occupied.  He saw me at Loco’s the other night.  Did you fuck her?”

	I didn’t respond to her question, not wanting to provoke a public argument.  Instead I shot back;  “Did you fuck him?”

	She hesitated a moment, then looked me squarely in the eyes and said with that air of indigence she gets when she’s angry but trying not to show it; “He did have a big cock.”

	Not wanting to be baited, I turned away and looked back at my magazine.

	“Well,” Anne continued, obviously not finished with the discussion.  “As a matter of fact, I didn’t fuck him.”

	I turned back to her and said; “Right.”

	“He held me close and I did touch his cock, but I didn’t let him fuck me.”

	“Give me a break.  I saw your legs around him,” I replied.

	“They were.  I figured you were fucking her so I put my legs around him and rubbed his penis against me.   He had a big cock.  I should have let him fuck me, in view of what you probably were doing,  but I didn’t.  He did turn me on so I let him rub his cock against my clit and pussy.  When he tried to enter me, I jacked him off and held him against my pussy when he came, but he was never inside me at all,” she said, testing my reaction.

	I said nothing as any response I would have made would have served no constructive purpose.  I certainly couldn’t get mad at whatever she had done or not done in view of my own behavior in the water, so I bit my tongue and looked back at my magazine.  Anne turned away and picked up her book.

	As Michelle and Kelly were chatting away, the tension with Anne gradually subsided  and she joined the conversation.  She probably realized that whatever had happened, happened, and she couldn’t fault me too much in view of her own behavior..   I guess she found Kelly interesting enough to talk to comfortably, and soon all three women were engaged in constant conversation.  Three beautiful naked women next to me on chaises.  God, I loved south Florida.		

  	I was soon overheated again and asked the three if they wanted to go into the water with me.  All declined, saying they wanted to continue their conversation with each other. The water felt good as I walked in until I was chest deep.  A few minutes later, as if on cue, all three girls got up and headed towards me in the water.  I should have suspected the set-up.   As they got within a couple of yards, Michelle suddenly dove underwater and disappeared.  She swam around behind me underwater and grabbed my legs below my knees, trying to pull me underwater with her.  Not succeeding, her hands slid up my legs, brushing my cock for a brief moment as she grabbed me around the waist, her lovely body pressed against me underwater as she tried to pull me backwards.   I could feel her firm breasts against my backside as she wrapped her naked legs around mine.  I rewarded her effort by falling backwards with her.  I could feel her groin press against me as she hugged me with her arms and legs.  A moment later we both surfaced laughing.  Before I could turn back to Anne, she and Kelly both jumped on my back and dunked me again.  It was great fun, feeling those three gorgeous naked bodies against me as we played.  Swallowing a little seawater was a small cost for the experience of having their naked bodies against me.   We played and talked a few more minutes and then headed back to the beach.  I certainly was the envy of any man that saw us exit the water together.

	Back on the beach we returned to our four chaises.   Three beautiful naked women were even better than two I thought as I smiled to myself.  The three really had hit it off and were soon laughing together as they engaged in continuous jabber.  I pretended to lay back and read, but my eyes were drinking in the sight of these three gorgeous women lying next to me.  

	Anne turned to me and whispered; “She’s nice.  Did you fuck her?”

	“I was just being polite to a lonely tourist from Wisconsin.”

	“Yeah, I’ll bet,”  Anne replied.  “Well then, let’s call what I did just being polite to someone that admired me at Loco’s and wanted a closer look.  He told me I was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen on South Beach and Loco’s had made a correct selection.  If it was a line, he certainly was expressive in his comment.”

	“Expressive?  That’s a curious definition of expressive,”  I responded.

	“When I got up and talked to him, he was trying to act cool, but he kept glancing up and down my body.. and kinda got a boner, so he asked me if we could go into the water as I think it embarrassed him.  So, did you get a boner talking to Miss Wisconsin in the water?”  Anne asked.

	“Maybe.”

	“Yeah, right,”  Anne smiled realizing I was not going to discuss the matter further.  Then she turned back to Michelle and Kelly.	

As they spoke I overheard Kelly confess that she had come to Miami to try to find some excitement in her life as she found the men back home in Wisconsin mostly boring.  Boy were the men in that state missing a gem.  There was more to that state than just a good football team, I thought to myself.

The day passed with the three chattering endlessly, like they had known each other all their lives.  Guys, some naked and some with trunks on often approached the girls, sometimes with me still laying there but always when I went into the water to cool off without the ladies in tow.  The women certainly got their fill of all kinds of exotic offers…..evenings at the various hot night spots and clubs, dinners, and parties on yachts.  They told me a one guy that approached them even offered to fly the three of them to a party on some private island in the Bahamas.  The guy that had been with Anne must have left the beach, as he never came by again.  

Some of the guys did try to linger and join our group, but none succeeded.  I was a little surprised as I thought Michelle and Kelly might be receptive to the right offer from some good looking guy who might approach them.  After a while, whenever I went into the water, all three quickly followed.  We laughed and splashed around together.  It was innocent fun, not intentionally sexual,  but still erotic, as hands often lingered a moment when bodies were close.  I struggled to try to keep my cock from giving away my thoughts.  At times we were all so close in the water, the girls had to be brushing up against each other as we played and talked.  When the girls would exit the water to return to their chaises, I would linger a few moments longer in the water until my cock settled down enough to make a less conspicuous exit.  When I looked down at the girls as I returned to my chaise, my cock would tense and jump a little, baring my thoughts.   What the heck, it was Haulover and nakedness is supposed to be a little sensual and a sexual.  The constantly hard nipples on all three girls indicated to me they too were enjoying the day.  

	Being there with those three, I certainly did not find myself looking around the beach much.  Why would I look elsewhere with these three great naked bodies so close at hand.  As the girls chatted, I seldom entered the conversation, contented just to be there amongst such beauty.  I By mid-afternoon, I tried to sleep a little, closing my eyes as I wondered if Anne had spoken to Michelle about getting together later that evening.  No, probably not, I probably wasn’t going to be that lucky.  I didn’t really doze off, but did pretend to sleep so the girls would talk more freely, I could pick up parts of their conversations and comments they made about the various naked guys that walked by or approached them.  They giggled as they compared cock sizes on the men that passed.  Too short, not stout enough, wow, I can see why that guy is advertising, etc., etc.  I heard Kelly say.  One black guy they saw certainly fit the stereotype as I heard Michelle comment on how his cock hung down 7 or 8 inches against his thigh without an erection.  He had hardly glanced down at them as he passed.  Michelle commented it was a waste as he joined a group of four other openly gay men down the beach.  Kelly commented that there was probably enough testosterone on the beach anyway. 

Just after 4 PM we all pretty well ready to depart the beach, as we had all had enough of the heat and unrelenting sun, and were quite hungry as there were no food stands on the beach like there had been at Sobe.   As we folded our beach towels, I glanced last looks at my naked beauties as they donned their suits and cover-ups.  “Nice meeting you,”  I said to Kelly as I thought we were going our separate ways.  

	“She’s meeting us later for drinks, and so is Michelle.  The day at the beach may be over, but the evening’s activities have yet to commence!”  Anne informed me, throwing me a small quick smile.  

	“Great.  Then we’ll see you later,”  I said.  It sounded like we four were going to be drinking buddies and nothing more that evening, but what the hell.  

	Kelly turned and walked down to the beach to her car.

	As we walked to our car, Anne commented that Kelly seemed like a lot of fun and was a welcome addition to our group, confirming my now wilting fantasies I had about spending an erotic evening in our hotel room with Anne and Michelle.

	We dropped Michelle off at her hotel, saying we would see her later at our usual meeting spot, Loco’s where they also told Kelly to meet us at 8.  

	When we reached our room, Anne flopped back on the bed and laughed, saying she was having a great time with her two new friends.  I took off my tee shirt and sandals, leaving on my swim trunks and joined Anne on the bed.  She had taken off her shorts and lay there in her thong bikini.  As the day in the sun wore us both out a little, I joined her on the bed for a quick nap.  We drifted off together, both thinking about the day at Haulover, and wondering what the other really did in the water.  A couple of hours later I awoke and immediately looked over at the clock radio, worrying we had overslept.  It was a few minutes after six.  I intended to let Anne sleep until I finished my shower, but my getting up from the bed awakened her.   She turned to me as I was about to enter the bathroom for my shower and said in a half sleepy, half sexy voice, “So, what do you think of Kelly?  What would you think about seeing three women naked and doing things to each other tonight?”

	“Right,”  I laughed in a flip manner, answering only her second question.  “As close as I am going to get seeing the three of you naked and doing sexual things to one another was this afternoon in the water, which I might add I unfortunately couldn’t see much of, as we were all mostly underwater,”  I said, closing the bathroom door behind me as I entered.

	I came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around my waist.  The cool air conditioning of the room felt good against my slightly sunburned body.  Anne lay naked on her back on the bed with her legs spread invitingly apart.  “Did you enjoy yourself at the beach this afternoon?” she teased.

	“Certainly.”

	“What did you think of Kelly?” she asked again.  Would you like to see all three of us girls naked together tonight on this bed?”  My cock rose under the towel at the suggestion.  

“I already saw all of you naked this morning and afternoon, if that’s all you’re going to let me do,”  I teased back.

“Well then, why don’t you come over to the bed and show me what you would like to do to each of us tonight if you got the chance,”   Anne said reaching down with a hand, gripping the top of her pubic hair, pulling it upwards, drawing her lips with it.

As we hadn’t made love at all the two previous days, I felt my cock quickly harden at her suggestion.   I dropped the towel to the floor, illustrating to Anne my growing interest.  “Looks like the man with no name is looking for his hat, or rather should I say hats?”  

	“Maybe I should save my strength,”  I teased back looking down at her puffy lips and hard nipples.  I laid down on the bed spreading Anne’s legs further, and placing myself between them.  Suspending myself on my hands and toes, I lowered myself until the tip of my hard cock brushed against her pubic hair and lips.  I moved my body, and directed my cock with my hand  so its head slowly slid up and down her dampening slit.  Her body arched back against me.  I reached down with guided my now fully erect cock slowly up and down the swelling lips of her pussy again.  Her lips seemed to quiver and nibble at the swollen tip of my cock as I teased her.  Her eyes were open, staring up at me,  I leaned forward and kissed her, my tongue sliding into her mouth.  She began to suck on my tongue as I guided my cock to her wet opening.  Her hard nipples burned against my chest.   

      She was extremely slippery and wet as she was entering the height of her ovulation.  During those two or three special days a month, she told me she could feel things more intensely when we made love.  I never complained as she felt wonderful any time I was inside her, but I did enjoy that how buttery she felt inside during ovulation.  She had not been on birth control for several months, even though we didn’t particularly want a child.  The thought of her body being open and unprotected during her ovulation seemed to invite me to seek her deepest recesses before I came, bending her legs up over my shoulders and pushing my cock head hard against the knot of her cervix before completely emptying my balls inside her.  Maybe it was the risk of pregnancy that excited me or how slippery, open and inviting she was at that time.  Maybe it was just primeval instinct.  Whatever it was, it was especially great to explode deep inside her during her ovulation.

	I resisted sliding my cock deeply into her as we kissed, entering her with only my hard, spongy cock head.  She involuntarily arched against me and my cock slid inside her a couple more inches.  Her internal muscles clenched on my shaft.  My cock swelled even further as she gripped me so tightly inside I held completely still, savoring the feeling of the moment that was so exquisite I could not describe it in words.  When her pussy muscles relaxed a little, I withdrew ever so slowly, until even the rim of my cock head had exited, leaving only the tip in her slippery opening.  I reached down, pulling my penis from her and rubbing it slowly up and down between her blood engorged lips, bumping her clit with the tip of my cock.  We continued to kiss and she teased my tongue with her own.  Seemingly to have a will of its own, my cock found her opening again and this time I couldn’t resist sliding my cock into her until its entire swollen length was buried and our pubic bones pushed mashed against each other.  It felt intense as her muscles again clutched the entire length of my rod.  She opened her mouth and half shouted in a frenzied voice, “Right there.  Don’t move.”   Her pussy muscles clamped tightly on my shaft as her body began to tremor slightly and she came.  Her pussy flowered open for a moment and then clamped down again on my cock as the full force of her orgasm fully overtook her.  My full balls pulled closer to my body and  tightened.  I wanted to spew my sperm deep inside her but resisted.  Instead, I pulled out of her and rolled over.  My hard cock pointing skyward.  “What are you doing? she asked disappointedly.  

	“Saving myself for tonight.”

	Anne forced a slight smile.  “Even if we get a little wild and crazy tonight, you aren’t going to screw Michelle or Kelly, remember?”

	“Aren’t I supposed to jack-off when I watch.  You wouldn’t want your girlfriends to think I was a little squirt, wouldn’t you?”

	“Yeah, I can just imagine you jacking-off in front of two strange women.  You hardly ever touch yourself when I ask you to, so I doubt you’d stroke your cock in front of Michelle and Kelly,  let alone beat yourself off until you cum.”

	“Well, you’ve never been with another woman sexually, so it could be a first all the way around,”  I jousted back.

	“We’ll see,” Anne said and smiled as she rose and entered the bathroom for her shower.  I laid there until I heard the water running and then entered the bathroom and climbed into the shower with Anne.  She had already soaped up when I pushed her back against the wall, placing my hands on her lovely ass cheeks and kissed her deeply.  She shivered against my touch as she was still very aroused.  Her soapy hand slid up my still hard cock and fondled my aching balls.  After a few savoring moments, I released her from my arms and kiss, rinsed off and padded out of  the shower.  

	I dressed in tan shorts and a white linen shirt and sandals.  A little dressy and relaxed at the same time.  Anne pulled on her sexy soft cotton black shorts, gray silk top and sandals.  Her nipples were suggestively outlined against the thin smooth fabric.   Her auburn hair hung in sensuous gentle waves down around her neck.  She has a face that never needs makeup, although her lips had a subtle color of deep red lipstick she had applied.  She was truly almost as beautiful dressed as she was there lying naked on the beach that day.  

	We made it to Loco’s just a couple of minutes after eight.  As usual, there was a great band playing a mixture of reggae and Latin music that could be heard down the block from the open-fronted bar/restaurant.  Michelle and Kelly were already there, seated at the long, oval shaped bar close to the small dance floor in front of the band.  They both looked hot.  Michelle was wearing a tan sleeveless tee, brown safari shorts and flip flops.  Kelly wore a white cotton blouse, gray cotton shorts and sandals.  It was obvious that neither hand on anything under their tops.  As it was still quite early, we had no trouble finding two additional bar stools and joined our friends.  We chatted small talk about the day.  The girls shared laughs as they reflected on the various offers they had received.   The offers continued throughout the evening as different guys approached the girls and asked them to dance.  Sometimes they danced, sometimes they refused, but none of the girls talked to anyone for very long or danced more than a dance or two before returning to our group.  I guess Michelle and Kelly were having too much fun with Anne and I to take anyone else very seriously.  They left a lot of disappointed guys in their wake as the evening progressed.  The drinks kept flowing and we were all feeling little pain.

	After dancing a couple of times with one guy,  Michelle left the dance floor laughing all the way back to our spot.

	“What’s so funny?”  Anne queried, finding herself beginning to laugh with Michelle.

	“He told me he wanted to take me out to the beach and get naked.  His suggestion suddenly seemed hysterical to me and I told him that I had already been naked on the beach all day, so what else did he have to offer?”

	“What did he say to that?” asked Kelly.

	“Ten inches.  I think he was either trying to shock or impress me.  Either way, it all seemed too funny and I just laughed.  He looked like the kind of guy that would have to screw three times and add the lengths together to add up to 10 inches.  I just couldn’t stop laughing and finally walked away from him.”  

Across the small dance floor the guy was still staring at Michelle.  She looked back across at him, smiled and held her hands apart about a foot and then pointed at me.  We all laughed as the guy looked pissed as he turned and looked away from us.  He might have thought that  Michelle was actually telling the truth as there I was with three knock-out gorgeous women with me.  I must have had a foot long dick to merit that harem. 

As the evening continued, I danced with each of the women.  When it came to a slow dance with Kelly, she pressed against me and whispered that in spite of having a wonderful time with us all, she wished I was alone at the beach when she met me and then we could have continued through the night what we had started in the water at Haulover.   Catching herself, she looked into my eyes as we danced close and told me with a distant ring of sadness in her voice, that Anne and I made a great couple together, and we were both very lucky.   Before the dance ended she pressed her lips to mine and gave me a quick but meaningful kiss. I was beginning to think maybe I did have a foot long dick and I had just mis-measured.  

As we talked together at the bar, the subject turned to drugs.  Pot specifically.  Kelly said she had only smoked it a couple of times in college, and had not even seen any in several years since.  Michelle, like me, said she never smoked cigarettes, but liked good weed.  Anne, had smoked briefly tobacco after college but gave it up when she began to feel enslaved to the habit.  She told her friends she now smoked and enjoyed only pot.  

“I’ve got a little pot with me,” said Michelle.

“In your hotel room?” asked a surprised Kelly.

“No, actually here in my purse, but I have no papers.”

Kelly looked more surprised but then gamely said, “Well, let’s light up.  After Haulover I’m game for most any new experience.”

We all laughed at her new found daring and exuberance.  

“Lou and I have a little too,” admitted Anne.  “But its back at our hotel room.  We do have papers though.   We got a smoking room, but I don’t think it matters much as the entire hallway of our hotel floor smells like pot every evening.  I don’t think anyone cares about a little pot in South Beach.”

“Well, it sounds like the makings of a party to me,” Kelly said.

“Sounds like a better offer than I got from Mr. 10 inches, who was probably Mr. Pencil Dick in disguise,” Michelle laughed.

“Sure, why not?” Anne responded, smiling as she glancing over at the shit-eating grin on my face.  “Are you still awake enough to have a little company?  Or are you too tired after your day at South Beach,” she asked me in a smiling but slightly sarcastic tone.

	“Sure, why not?”  I replied, knowing when to shut up and just answer the question.

	Male heads turned in envy as I left the bar with and headed back to our hotel with the three girls arm in arm in arm with me.  

	We walked from the bar to our nearby hotel.  I unlocked the door and the girls filed into the darkened room.  From our window you could see the ocean, and with the window slid open in the cooler evening air, you could smell the salty breeze.  

	“This is great, you must have paid a fortune for this room,” Kelly said, glancing around our spacious accommodation.  

	“Actually it was cheaper than much smaller rooms right on South Beach, but we wanted to avoid the endless noise of Sobe so we could get some sleep during our stay,” Anne replied.  

	Anne turned on the two bed lamps that hung from the headboard of our king sized bed, never turning on the ceiling light.  It was a full moon and its light shown into our room as well as its reflection shimmered against the waves as they broke on the beach.   I glanced at the clock radio on the nightstand.  It was just a few minutes past midnight.

	“We don’t have a huge variety of stuff,” Anne said, opening the small room refrigerator.  “Bacardi Rum, some beers and coke.”

	“I think I’ll have a rum and coke,” Michelle said.

	“I’ll have a rum and coke too,”  Kelly said next.

	“Rum and cokes coming up,” Anne said, lining up three plastic glasses on the dresser and handing me a beer..  “Sorry no limes.”  

	When she finished mixing and handing out the drinks, Michelle raised her glass and proposed a toast.  “Here’s to new friends.”

	“Here’s to new friends and the naked beach where I met all of you,” Kelly added.

	“Here’s to swimmin’ with bare naked women!”  I added, quoting my favorite Robert Shaw line from Jaws.  We clicked glasses, laughed and drank as we stood there together in the darkened room.

	Anne turned the clock radio to a quiet jazz station.  The soft music was a welcome change from the relentless pounding of the South Beach music scene.  She then joined Michelle and Kelly who were making themselves comfortable on the king size bed.  I pulled up the cushioned chair next to the bed and sat down.  

	She leaned over and opened the nightstand drawer and removed an already rolled joint from a group of five she had stashed in her jewelry roll-up.  She found her lighter and lit the joint, passing it to Michelle who sat next to her on the bed cross legged.  Michelle took a long drag, held it in for a few seconds, exhaled and then passed it to Kelly who was sitting back against the headboard.  Kelly took a surprisingly long drag herself, and, following Michelle’s lead, held it in for a few seconds, before coughing when she tried to exhale.  I took the joint from Kelly, inhaled a good toke and passed the joint back to Anne.  After a couple of rounds with each of us on the joint, it became a small roach and Anne put it out in the ashtray.  The combination of the drinks and pot changed our collective mood to one of sedateness.  After a few seconds of silence, Kelly began to laugh.  Michelle looked at her and began laughing too.  Anne, who is usually the first one in the crowd to loose control laughing, was the last to join, but finally cracked up with her friends. 

	“What’s so funny?” I asked, beginning to laugh myself.

	“Last week I was teaching grammar to elementary kids and attended a PTA meeting…and this week, hmm, I take all my clothes off and get naked on a public beach… and now I’m about to smoke a joint and get high.”  Kelly said, looking serious for a moment.  She broke a wide smile.  “The thing is….I think I prefer to be naked and get high than teach grammar.”  

	We all laughed.  It sounded good to me.

	We were all quiet for a moment.  It had been a great day indeed, and we all savored that thought.  But, tomorrow afternoon, Kelly was flying back to Wisconsin and the next morning Anne and I were headed down to the middle Keys for a couple of days of reef fishing and snorkeling off Marathon.  Michelle was supposed to stay two more days in South Beach but had told us that without us it wouldn’t be fun anymore, so she was planning to satisfy family wishes and visit her widowed aunt in Boca before flying home to New York.  

	This was vacation, not our real lives and we knew it.  This was going to be the one and only evening we would all share together before our new friendship would probably end.  As much fun as the day and evening had been, there was a certain sadness in that fact.  

	Michelle lay back on the bed, her legs draped over the side of the bed I was sitting on, and looked out the window.  “Well, I’ve had a great time today with you three, and I hate to see it end.  New York seems so far away and cold.”

	“Try Wisconsin for cold,”  Kelly added.  “I wrote in my diary last night that I was tired of being Miss Proper all the time.  Little Miss Perfect Teacher of Pershing Middle School.  I came to Miami to try to get a little wild and maybe get laid.  I guess this afternoon qualifies as wild, and God knows I have had enough offers to get laid,.. even preview the equipment, … the thing is, … even with all the guys that hit on me…don’t get me wrong, some were cute, some were hunks, and a few I saw today had nice.. er, .. equipment, but the only guy I really liked.. or thought about for more than two seconds,…” she paused and looked over at me,  “ The only guy that really made me feel good about myself.. was already taken.  God, you’re lucky Anne… you have everything.  You’re just gorgeous and have a great guy.”

	“You’re beautiful too,” Anne responded to the compliment, probably wondering exactly what Kelly and I really did together in the water.

	“Thanks for saying that,”  Kelly continued.  “I know guys like me, but it’s confusing.  I mean whenever I go out on a date with a guy I think has potential.. and there aren’t a lot of guys with potential in Wisconsin,… he immediately wants to get intimate.. fuck me.. and doesn’t really give two shits about getting to know me first.  I like sex.. God, who doesn’t, but I want,… I need more out of a relationship than,… who was that guy at Loco’s... Mr. 10 Inches.  Lou,” she said, turning to me again, “in the first two minutes after I met you in the water today,…you said more kind, nice things to me than I’ve heard in total since I’ve been in Miami,… and I didn’t think you were trying to get into my pants.”

	“That’s because you didn’t have any on,” I gently joked.

	“Yeah, you’re the best guy I’ve run into here too,”  Michelle added smiling warmly at me.

	“Hey, stop you two!” piped in Anne.  “You two are going to give Lou big head with your compliments.”

	“They have already caused my ‘head’ to swell a little today,”  I added.

	“Just how swollen did it get?” Chided Anne, now in a more playfully tone than before.

	“Painfully.”

	“Anne told me what you did for her birthday,”  Michelle said, sitting up and turning again to me.  “Maybe we all should do a little something for your birthday.  Isn’t it coming right up?” she said, studying my face for a reaction.

	“Not for another month,” I replied, answering before thinking.

	Anne reached for another joint, lit it and passed it back to Kelly,  who took a deep drag and held it in, passing it over to Michelle who was now back laying down.  She took a drag and passed it over to me.  The second joint got consumed in relative silence, almost like we were all already in tune with each other’s thoughts, making conversation unnecessary.  

	Anne broke the silence, turning to Michelle.  “What little something do you think we three should do for Lou’s birthday?”

	“I don’t know, maybe we should all play a game of strip poker or something and see what happens,” Michelle said, looking over at Kelly for her input.

	“I’m game,” she said, looking over at me with a suddenly renewed vigor.  “But he’s already seen all of us naked,” Kelly added.

	“Yeah, I’ve seen Anne naked more than once, and she still turns me on.  I’ve got some cards,” I quickly volunteered, wanting to illustrate to Kelly my interest and start the game without further discussion on the matter.

	I opened the pack of Bicycle cards I had bought for the trip but had not yet used, pulling my chair up to the bed.  

	“Lets review the rules,” said Kelly.

	“Its pretty simple,” Michelle said smiling.  “Lowest hand each round removes an article of clothing.”

	I figured each of us had five possible articles of clothing to lose, including sandals.  Anne tilted one of the two bed lamps towards the center of the bed so we could see.  

“I’ll deal the first hand,” I said, shuffling the cards.

“What’s wild?” asked Kelly.

“You are, remember?” I said back to her.  “Nothing’s wild, five card draw, you can discard up to three cards.  No winners, just a loser each hand, OK?”

Everyone smiled and nodded.

Michelle lost the first hand, losing with nothing paired up in her hand.  She took off a sandal and tossed it over her shoulder behind her.  She then proceeded to lose the second hand too, only gaining a pair of fours, losing to Anne’s pair of sixes, the next lowest hand.   She shrugged her shoulders, took off the other sandal and tossed it over her shoulder in the direction of the first.  I was beginning to like this game.

I lost the next hand drawing nothing and losing to Kelly’s non-paired but King high hand.  I removed one sandal.

Kelly lost the next hand and Anne the next.  After five hands, there had been no serious loss of clothing by anyone.   Michelle lost the next hand with a pair of fours.  She shrugged her shoulders again, smiled and pulled her tan tee shirt over her head and off, tossing it at me.  Her breasts had lost none of their appeal from the afternoon.  Her nipples already crinkled and hard.

Anne lost the next hand and removed her other sandal.  

I lost the next hand and tossed my second sandal with the first. Then, surprisingly, I lost the next hand with a pair of eights as Kelly and Michelle both had higher pairs.  Anne was better yet with a natural three of a kind.  I unbuttoned my linen shirt and tossed it over on the dresser.  

Anne lost the next hand and without hesitation, pulled her gray silk top off, exposing those firm breasts and hard nipples I loved so much.  The game was getting interesting.  

Michelle lost the next hand.  She glanced around at each of us for a moment, climbed off the bed, unbuttoned her brown safari shorts, and doing a little wiggle to the jazz beat in the background, let her shorts drop to the floor.  She was down to a cute little pair of black panties that barely covered her cuter little ass.  She then climbed back onto the bed, sitting cross legged and waited for the next deal.

Kelly lost the next hand, trying for a diamond flush, but missing by a card.  A second sandal joined the first.  Then she lost the next hand.  She hesitated a moment and then reached behind her and unbuttoned her white cotton blouse.  She looked across the bed at me and let it slide down her arms and off.  Another beautiful set of breasts were bared.  

“What happens when someone is completely naked?” asked Kelly.  “Are they out of the game?”

“That wouldn’t be any fun,” I said.  “Lets see, …the person who loses all their clothing first has to touch the next person that becomes completely naked in some intimate fashion… and the second person that loses all their clothing has to touch the third..and so on,” I continued, not wanting to be too specific and scare anyone out of the game.  I reasoned to myself, with these rules, the game could go on long after everyone was naked.  The possibilities seemed endless.  I began to get an erection thinking about it as these three slowly stripped down.   Anne kept silent, not announcing the “look but don’t touch” thing we had discussed earlier.

Kelly dealt the cards and promptly lost her third straight hand.  Without leaving her position, sitting back against the headboard, she unbuttoned, then unzipped her gray shorts and slid them down her legs and off.  Her white cotton panties beneath were a little fuller cut than Michelle’s, skimpy black ones.  I could have guessed.  

Michelle and Kelly down to their panties, Anne and I down to shorts and underwear. 

Anne dealt the next hand and Michelle lost.  Swinging her legs off the bed towards me, without getting up, she slid off her panties and was naked.  She then resumed her position, boldly cross- legged on the bed and shot me a quick smile.  I tried not to stare as I felt the crotch of my pants tightening.

Anne lost the next hand.  Off came those sexy black shorts, revealing her new black thong panties.  I whistled and she smiled, turning around slowly, modeling her only remaining garment.

Michelle already naked, Anne and Kelly down to just their panties while I had two garments remaining.  With a slight air of tension, Michelle dealt the cards.  If either Anne or Kelly lost the next hand, Michelle would have to do something intimate to the loser.  I couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

 Anne lost again.  She looked over at Michelle, removed her thong panties and climbed back on the bed, but instead of sitting cross-legged, she swung her legs up together and joined Kelly, leaning sitting up against the headboard.  I wondered what would happen next.

Michelle leaned over and whispered to me,  “This is OK.  I can’t get pregnant touching Anne.  After I broke up with what’s-his-name, I got off the pill.  I really wasn’t looking for anything here on vacation, but figured if I did have sex with someone in Miami, I’d make them wear a condom anyway.  I’m at a prime time in my cycle,” she said, glancing down at the growing bulge in my shorts, “but I guess I don’t need a condom with Anne.”

With that, she got up and walked around the other side of the bed to where Anne was sitting.  I thought she’d just touch a breast or something simple like that before returning to her place on the bed and continuing the game.  Instead, she sat down on the edge of the bed, leaned against Anne, placing her hands on Anne’s shoulders and kissed her on the mouth, their breasts touching each other.  The kiss lasted four or five seconds and I could see Anne was responding to her touch, putting her own arms around Michelle as their lips met.  Kelly and I watched in silence.

They broke their embrace and Michelle returned to her position on the bed next to my chair.  The nipples on both their breasts had gotten hard and extended as they rubbed against each other.

I lost the next hand, got up and removed my tan shorts.  As the scene with Michelle and Anne had especially caught my attention, there already was a sizable bulge in my gray briefs as I sat back down.  I didn’t care, I was enjoying what was happening and it showed.  Before the next hand was dealt, Anne mixed another round of drinks and handed me another beer.

Then my pair of fives lost the next hand too.  All three girls watched me intently as I stood up, hooked my thumbs in my briefs and off they came.  Naked with two extraordinary women also naked and a third almost naked, my cock was clearly giving away my desires.  I sat back down as Anne walked around the bed to me.  

She leaned over and kissed me, then kissed the back of my neck lightly.  That drives me wild and she knows it.  My cock stiffened with her touch.  She then boldly got to her knees and, without using her hands, gave the length of my cock one long sensual lick as Michelle and Kelly looked on, before rising and returning to her place on the bed.   My cock was now almost totally erect.   

As Anne picked up the cards to deal, Michelle leaned over to me again, and, as she looked down at my stiff member, whispered, “I don’t suppose you have any condoms do you?”

Avoiding an answer, I asked, “Do we have any pot left?”   

Anne lit the third joint and we passed it around.  As the jazz continued to play softly on the radio, the room had become quieter in an air of growing sexual tension as the third joint quickly became a roach.

Kelly lost the next hand.  Without leaving her position, sitting against the headboard, she slid her white panties down her legs and off.  It was my turn to touch.  I got up walked the two steps to Kelly’s position on the bed and sat down next to her, my legs over the side of the bed.  Her arms seemed frozen at her sides and her legs appeared closed tightly together as she look into my eyes and awaited my move.  I looked across the bed at Anne and then back to Kelly’s face, which had an air of frightened expectation.  Without breaking my gaze into her eyes, I placed my hands on her legs just above her knees, gently urging them to open.  I could feel her hesitate for a moment before giving in to my effort.  I looked down at her sparse downy pubic hair, leaned over and touched her navel with the tip of my tongue before slowly running it down across her flat belly and into her soft pubes until I touched her clit with its tip.  She tensed but did not move as my tongue lingered a moment on her clit.  I slowly backed away and looked into her eyes again.  Her head moved towards me ever so slightly, as the look in her eyes told me she resisting the urge to kiss me.  I moved back to my chair.  Things were getting hot.

“I’m not on anything,… I can’t get… I’d lose my job if I got… “ she said in a quiet, worried  voice.  She had apparently banked on the ocean washing away what I had already deposited in her earlier in the afternoon.  Now, without the natural douche of the Atlantic, the risk might be too great.

“Do you want to quit?” Michelle asked her.

“Yes….maybe I better…. ,” she hesitated for a moment.  “No I don’t want to quit.”

I lost the next hand.  At this point, losing a hand seemed better than winning.  She looked back at me and rose from the bed.  She then knelt down in front of me and placed a hand on each of my legs at mid thigh.  She looked up at me and then looked down at my now rock hard penis.  She slid her right hand slowly up my thigh and wrapped it around the shaft, not moving, just holding my cock as it pulsed madly in her small fingers.  

There I was, with three incredibly beautiful women.  All three, as well as myself completely naked and things were headed out of control.   None were on any sort of birth control and there wasn’t a condom amongst us.  I hadn’t thought to purchase any, even though there was a nearby drug store less than a block from our hotel we walked by on our way to the beach every day.  I never imagined in my wildest dreams that things would get this far.  Maybe we could continue and I just wouldn’t cum inside either Michelle or Kelly.  Other things could turn out to be a lot of fun too, I thought… yeah, sure.

As Kelly grasped my penis in her hand, she looked up at my face and then leaned forward on her knees looking down on my raging hard-on.  She looked up at me a second time and then brought her face down to my cock, running her tongue lightly across its swollen head.  Her long blond hair fell across my thighs as her tongue touched me.  Without releasing her grip on my cock, she tilted her head and looked back up at me.  

“I’ve been thinking of touching you like that all evening,” she whispered seductively looking back down on the prize she was holding.  A drop of pre-cum bubbled up from my cockhead like  smoke before a volcanic eruption..  She slid a finger up and rubbed it across the hard, spongy head, then suddenly released her hold, got up and returned to her place on the bed.  All of us were rapidly reaching the boiling point.  

I glanced over at Anne.  She looked back at me poker-faced and then smiled.  I knew what ever happened would be OK.

“I propose a rule change in the game,” Michelle said.  “Instead of playing an entire hand, let’s just draw a singular card to determine the loser each round.”  Things were speeding up.  Anne was playing a little poker too, as she looked across the bed at me expressionless.  I couldn’t tell if she wanted the game to continue or end.

“What happens is someone loses two hands in a row?” Anne said, always the thinker.  We hadn’t made any provision for that possibility.

“If that happens, they have to do something back to the next person who loses, or do something to themselves sexual,” I volunteered, smiling.  When no one objected to my suggestion, the game continued.  The combination of drinks and pot had certainly loosened up any apprehensions any of us may have had.

I shuffled the cards and dealt each a singular card.  Each of us looked at our card.  Michelle then turned hers over, a seven of hearts.  Kelly then turned over a five of spades.  Anne also had a five, but it was diamonds.  Mine was a Jack of Hearts. 

“Who looses?” Kelly asked as both Anne and her both drew fives.

“Anne looses.  Spades are higher than diamonds,” I answered.

Anne turned to Kelly who had resumed her position on the bed, leaning back against the headboard with her legs together on the bed in front of her.  Anne looked across the bed at me.  We had often fantasized about having someone watch us have sex.   I didn’t know how Anne would react as I rose from my chair and walked around the bed to her.  I pulled her legs off the bed and open, while gently pushing her upper body back prone on the bed, her arms relaxed at her sides.  Kneeling between her legs, I ran my tongue slowly down her womanhood starting just above her clit and ending by sliding my tongue deeply into her.  She was a swamp of desire as I heard that telltale little moan she does when she is really turned on.  I pulled out and then back slowly into her, fucking her with my tongue.  

Michelle leaned across the bed, pushing off the cards with her arm onto the floor.  She then moved her body across the bed onto her side, leaning on an elbow, looked down at Anne’s heaving breasts.   Kelly didn’t move but watched intently as I slowly licked and fucked Anne with my tongue.  I teased her with my tongue, slowly… ever so lightly running it up slowly between her outer and inner lips, around the bud of her clitoris, then down the other side.  Then I slid my tongue back deeply into her, then out and up until it bumped her clit.  She reached down with both hands and guided my face back down to her opening, as her clit had become too sensitive to touch.  I looked up to see Michelle had turned around, shifting her position so she was now on all fours, parallel and right next to Anne’s body.  She leaned forward and extended her right hand to caress Anne’s breasts and nipples before following her hand with her lips across those firm mounds.  Not to be left out, Kelly got off the bed, moved around behind me, and, knelling down, pressed her breasts against my back as her hands reached around me to grasp my cock with one hand while she gently weighted my balls with the other.  It was a scene so hot it could have only been improved with a video camera, so I could have watched it over again and again later.  

Kelly began to slowly stroke my cock as I continued to tongue Anne.  I pulled my head back and slid a finger inside Anne.  She was unbelievably wet.  I slid another finger in, and then still another, before curling my three fingers back to caress her bumpy little G-spot.  She thrashed her head from side to side as her inner muscles clamped down on my fingers and she came.  She didn’t move but just laid there, her legs splayed open in bliss.  Not being able to resist her the invitation, I rose up and moved between her legs.  Kelly rose with me, not letting go of my cock, but when it touched Anne’s swampy womanhood, she released it.  I felt Anne’s incredible pussy nibble at my cock as it sought her wet opening.  As soon as my cock head was seated, I slid completely into Anne.   Fucking one beautiful woman with two beautiful others watching and presumably awaiting their turns was so intense.  I tried not to lose control and cum.  I could feel the pressure building in my balls, so, after only a few deep strokes, I withdrew.   I turned around to face Kelly.  She looked down at my cock, stiff and glistening with Anne’s cum.  

Anne looked up at Michelle for a moment,  then rolled over and opened the drawer to her nightstand to retrieve her “blue buddy” as she called it.  It was a soft sided blue vibrator the size and shape of a good sized penis.  Turning it on, she then extended a hand between Michelle’s legs touched her dampening pussy with her fingertips as Michelle continued to kiss and suck on her breasts.   Michelle moaned as Anne pressed the blue buddy into her heated opening.  I pulled Kelly hard against my body and kissed her.  My cock, wet with Anne’s juices bent, as it pressed insistently against her flat stomach.  

“I want you,” she whispered.  I could feel her nervous excitement as I held her in my arms. “But its not safe.” 

Her words sounded more like a line from Marathon Man than a warning that she could get pregnant if I came in her.   I’m sure she thought that if the sea had washed me from her body earlier in the day, she might not be as lucky now if I came in her.

Turning around, I laid her on her back next to Anne on the opposite side from Michelle.  She lay there with her arms at her sides, unmoving.   Her legs opened at the touch of my hands on her thighs.  I moved forward and guided my cock to her pussy with my hand.  As it made contact, I could feel her tense.  She was very wet, but I still had to push to lodge the head of my penis in her tight opening.  I again pushed and slid in a couple of more inches into her hot tunnel.  Her inner muscles caressed and clutched my cock as I continued to slide inside her until I was completely inside her, my balls up against her opening.  I leaned forward to kiss her, but before my lips touched hers, she came, turning her head to the side, her mouth coming open in a gasp.  I felt the surge of her juices bathe my cock.  After a few moments, I withdrew until just the rim of my cockhead remained inside her and then slowly slid back down until our pubic bones ground against each other.  As I began a slow rhythm in and out, her inner muscles seemed to frantically grab and clutch at my cock.  Soon her body began to arch and push back against as the pressure of my pubic bone as it rubbed against her engorged clit heightening her excitement.  Her arms were no longer at her sides as she reached up, clutching my ass, pulling me back down inside her.  My cock swelled each time it bumped the hard knot at the entrance of her cervix as her body implored me to explode at the opening of her womb.   Her eyes were closed in ecstasy as her inner muscles clenched on my cock and she came.  It took all my resolve not to cum with her. 

Anne and Michelle continued to touch and explore each other’s body as I fucked Kelly.   As Michelle kissed and sucked Anne’s nipples, Anne’s blue buddy worked its magic on Michelle.  With Anne directing its movement inside her, Michelle quickly began to moan she was cumming, clamping down on the famous vibrator.  

I stroked the entire length of my cock back and forth in a slow, steady rhythm inside her tight pussy.  She quivered against me and came again.  I felt my cock balloon to the edge, and mustering all my resolve, I pulled back and out, not wanting to spend myself yet.  Kelly laid there on her back, her legs hanging open off the bed.   She opened her eyes and looked up at me with disappointment as I moved back between Anne’s legs and pushed myself back inside her, mixing Kelly’s juices with her own.  Kelly then reached down and touched Anne’s clit as I sunk myself back and forth inside her.  My cock was screaming for release.  As great as Kelly’s pussy felt, Anne’s muscle control when she’s fucked, coupled with how she blossoms open and shut when she cums, made her a dream fuck hard to equal.  

The sexual tension was extraordinary with my cock inside Anne and Kelly gently stroking her clit at the same time, all the while Michelle licked and sucked Anne’s hard nipples.  Knowing I was dangerously on the edge, I pulled out of Anne and looked at Michelle who was still on her hands and knees working on Anne’s breasts.  

I moved behind Michelle, standing next to the bed, my cock was at the perfect height to enter her from behind as she leaned over Anne.  Kelly picked up the blue buddy and began touching Anne around her clit, where her hand had been moments before.  Taking my cock in hand, pressed its tip against Michelle’s slick, engorged pussy lips.  

“I want you, but you can’t cum in me.  Let me taste you instead,” Michelle implored.  

I moved onto the bed in front of Michelle and she quickly placed her lips around my cock in invitation.  Her tongue swabbed the head of my cock and then sucked more of my cock into her mouth as she tasted the slipperiness left by both Kelly and Anne, as well as my pre-cum.   My cock was seconds from exploding in her mouth when Michelle suddenly pulled away and rolled over on her back.  I thought she was exhausted or had had enough, but she reached out and wrapped her small hand around my cock, pulling me towards her unprotected opening.  When it touched her womanhood, she quivered and ran it up and down between her slippery lips.  I held myself motionless as she teased herself with my cock, moving it up and down her lips without guiding it into her opening.  Her eyes were tightly closed and her nipples were as extended as they could be in her passion.  As she moved the head of my cock around her clit, she suddenly let go as her orgasm overtook her.  I moved my hand down and guided my cock to her opening and pressed forward until it slid a couple of inches inside her.    

“Oh, God, I’m not on the pill,” she said, suddenly opening her eyes and looking up at me.

“Do you want me to pull out?”

She didn’t reply, but just remained perfectly still, her legs wide open on the bed with my cock half buried inside her.  I could feel her tense and relax inside as she battled with her decision.  Her body began to shake more violently and suddenly her pussy muscles opened and she pushed back against me, drawing me fully inside her as another orgasm overtook her.  

“Right there.  Oh.  Cum now… no, don’t cum.  Don’t pull out. Don’t move. Oh, God.”  

Her pussy felt both hot and slippery against my cock.  As waves of pleasure rocked her body, she arched and drew deeper until my cock pressed against the womb of her little body.  My balls pulled tighter against my body as I fought off the urge to cum.  When she quieted down and regained some measure of control, I began moving in and out, gradually increasing the pace.  

Anne had never really watched me do anything sexual with another woman.   As I fucked Michelle,  Anne  turned her head and watched.  I looked back at her, wondering what effect the actual reality of all those verbal fantasies we had shared was having on her.  With my cock fully embedded in another woman, my wife watched in silence, without noticeable facial expression.

I felt Michelle’s body rocketing towards yet another orgasm.   As I felt her loose control,  I reached down and drew her legs around my waist, allowing me complete access to the depths of her body.  She arched back against me and stopped moving.  

I couldn’t believe this was all real.   My cock felt like bursting against Michelle’s womb and my balls pressed tightly against my body as I fought off the impulse to cum.  Even without moving at all, the feeling of myself fully inside her and her openness to me was so intense that I knew if I did not withdraw, my cock would soon to swell until my balls shot my sperm deep within her unprotected belly.  

“Don’t cum inside me,” Michelle whispered again to me, but her body said otherwise, clutching the length of my cock within her.  

I could feel the end of my cock inflate further as my balls sought to empty themselves within her deepest recesses.  I looked over at Kelly and Anne, who both were looking intensely  back at Michelle and me.  I looked down at Michelle.  Her eyes were open, the nipples on her small, firm breasts hard and pointing up at me.  She looked so beautiful lying there with my cock pressed up inside her, moments from shooting my sperm into her womb.  As my swollen cock bumped and pushed again against the tight opening of her womb.  I felt my cockhead swell to the bursting point. 

“Don’t cum in me,” she whispered again, but made no effort to pull back.  

I looked down at her.  Her eyes were glazed with lust as her legs wrapped more tightly around my waist.  My cock was as far as it could be inside her and, even without moving, I knew if I remained there, it would burst and fill her with my sperm.

“If I don’t pull out soon, I’ll cum inside you,” I whispered back.  “If you don’t want that, don’t keep your legs around me.”

She didn’t move.  My cock could feel all of her delicious naked slippery insides as it began to reach the critical point of no return.  I tried to pull back, withdrawing my cock slightly away from her exposed womb, but she kept her legs tightly around me.  I pushed back until my cockhead again crushed against her womb.  Her eyes were open and looking at my face.  Neither of us moved as her pussy held my cock deeply inside of her.  I felt the sudden rush of my sperm leave my balls and surge through my cock it swelled and burst inside her as the first volley of my cum splashed deep into her womb.  As she felt the first torrent fill her, she and clamped down on my cock and came with me.  Her tight little pussy flowered open and shut repeatedly.  Without moving, my cock seemed to almost come apart within her as that first stream of my sperm seemed endless. Her eyes never broke contact with mine as her body arched against me instinctively as I shot a second volley of my sperm deep inside her unprotected womb.   

“Sorry, I couldn’t…....”  I started to say, but she quickly raised her hand and put it over my mouth to stop my words, not wanting to take away from the moment.  I thought my cock would deflate as my balls emptied, but the feeling was so intense, it remained semi-hard and tight within her even after my orgasm had subsided as I looked at her small naked frame beneath me.   

I rolled off her, spent for the moment, and glanced at the clock radio.  It was almost 3 AM.  The alcohol, pot and sex had taken its toll as I laid back on the bed and closed my eyes.  Anne touched my shoulder and then pressed her body against my side.  Michelle remained on her back but moved against my other side, touching as much of the length of my body with hers as she laid there.  Kelly got up and used the bathroom and then returned to the bed, laying down on the other side of Anne.  Without further conversation, we all fell asleep.  As I drifted off to sleep, I realized that in all that sex, I had only cum once, but morning light was only three hours away…

The morning sun filtered through the window as it rose in the eastern sky over the ocean. As we never bothered to pull the curtains shut before falling asleep, by 6:30 in the morning, the room was already brightly lit. 

 I awakened to the touch of a female hand gently caressing my balls.  It was Anne.  She turned her head to me and whispered;  “Well, was three better than two….. or one?  Did you enjoy yourself?  Are we still together, or is our life now open to whatever?”

I responded by turning my body to her and drawing her close with my arms in a warm embrace.  My movement awakened Kelly, who stirred, placed her own arm over Anne, resting her hand on my shoulder and rose up on the other, looking over at me.  Michelle remained on her back, sound asleep.

My mind filled with images of the night as I realized this had not been a dream, as I was still in bed with all three women.  

Anne whispered again in my ear;  “Since we’ve gone this far, why don’t you give Kelly a morning she will remember for a long time after she flies back to Wisconsin today.  I’m going to take a long shower, which should give you ample opportunity.”

I couldn’t believe what she was saying, encouraging me to make love again to another woman.  Anne kissed me and then made her way down the bed, off and into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her and leaving me there with Kelly and Michelle.

Kelly turned her head and looked over at me for a moment, and then moved over against me, occupying the warm space Anne had just left.  My cock rose and hardened against her small flat stomach as she pressed her body against mine.  

I reached up and tenderly touched the side of her face, looking deeply into her blue eyes.  

“Fuck me,” she said in a low, urgent voice.  “I don’t want to think tomorrow or Wisconsin or anything else.. Please, just fuck me.”

“We don’t have any condoms, remember?”  I said.

She reached down with her small hand and took hold of my rigid cock, trying to pull me to her.  

I said nothing, holding her against me as I rolled on top of her.  The alcohol and pot from the night before had worn off and I could see the mixture of fear and desire in Kelly’s face as she opened her legs and wrapped them around my waist.  Her hand released its grip on my cock as she touched its tip to her womanhood.  She was already slippery and inviting.  I needed no further urging as the inner lips of her pussy and soft pubic hair nibbled and teased my hardness.   Reaching between us, I rubbed it one slow time up and then down between her lips and then directed the head into her small vaginal opening.  As I sought entrance, she arched against me and I pushed slowly into her tight passage until I could feel my cock press against her cervix.  Suspended above her on my hands, I looked down at her lovely face, her small, pert breasts, flat stomach and finally to where my body joined hers.  I then realized that although I was already pushing against the opening to her womb, I was not fully inside her yet, as her vaginal tunnel was as small as the rest of her.  I withdrew a couple of inches and pushed back in, looking down into her open eyes.  When the spongy head of my hard cock pushed hard against her cervix again, she closed her eyes and suddenly tensed as her orgasm quickly consumed her body.  Her already tight pussy tightened even harder as she came, her body arching again against me as she sought to open herself up to me as much as she could.  

Feeling our movements, Michelle had awakened and rolled over on her side to watch as I began sliding my hard cock out, then back into Kelly’s body as deeply as I could.  In a matter of a minute or two, Kelly quivered and tensed against me as she came again, even harder than her first orgasm.  

“Oh, stop moving, please stop,” Kelly implored as her body almost immediately began to stiffen and shake as she rocketed towards yet a third orgasm.  

Instead of stopping, I put my head down next to hers and, reaching down, took her firm little buns in my hands and pulled her hard against me and began pounding my cock harder into her.  As my fingers touched her anal opening, she lost control, bucked up against me and came again.  

“No more, no more,” she whispered.  I could feel her heart pounding wildly against my chest, her eyes glazed over in passion.  I pushed my cock as deeply into her as it would go and stopped moving.    

“Do you want me to stop?  If you don’t want me to cum inside you, I’ll pull out.”

“Don’t cum.  Don’t pull out.  Don’t pull out.  Just stay there inside me.  Can’t you just stay inside me?  Can’t we all just stay here forever?”  Kelly implored in a half-whisper, half cry.

 I looked down into her pleading eyes, and whispered,  “I wish we could.”  

I could feel my cock begin to strain against her cervix as it swelled even more against her tightness.  Remembering she wasn’t on birth control, I started to withdraw, but she locked her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck held me tightly against her body.  

Looking back into my eyes, she slid her small hand between our bodies and down until her fingers touched the portion of my cock still outside her body.  I remained motionless as her fingertips reached back and touched my balls.  They drew tighter to my body as her fingertips  lightly probed their shape.  My body tensed as my balls threatened to burst at her sensual touch.  I tried again to withdraw and her response was to spread her fingers and cup both my balls, holding my cock deeply inside her unprotected sheath.

“Cum.  I want to feel you cum.  Fill me.  Cum inside me.”

I reach back and pulled her legs over my shoulders, bending her body up and open.  My cock crushed against her cervix as I pushed into her as deeply and hard as I could.  Her cervix opened against my cock as I felt my sperm rush from my balls and the surge down the length of my cock.   As the first shot of my cum splashed into her womb, she came, her body convulsed and then stopped moving as the orgasm overtook her.  A second surge of my cum shot into her womb as her body remained completely still.  Her pussy, filled with my lust, open and pressed  against my pubic bone.  I felt a third volley of my cum bath her insides and my cock finally began to recede.  I rolled off her and looked back into her face.  I saw passion, remorse and sadness.

I laid back and looked up at the ceiling.  A few minutes later Anne emerged from the bathroom, a bath towel wrapped around her body, still wet from her shower.  Kelly got up and, without saying anything, went into the bathroom to shower.  As Michelle waited her turn, she sat up on the bed and talked to Anne.  They promised each other they would keep in touch and remain friends.  When Kelly came out of the bathroom, she said to Anne that Wisconsin would never quite look the same again.  No palm trees in Wisconsin.  A half hour later both Michelle and Kelly had left.  



	We had never been to the Palm Club before.  Our choice of clubs in which to spend New Year’s eve ad been based on what we had read in a Miami guide we had purchased at a bookstore.  Knowing we would be in Miami, we had made our reservations way back in August.  Our tickets to the evening covered all expenses including hor-d’oeuvres, prime rib dinner, premium open bar and dancing to what was billed as the finest Latin orchestra on the beach.  The guide said the club, just off the Ocean Blvd., in South Beach, was one of the most happening places in south Miami.  Pash, trendy club where both high rollers, movie stars and the pretty people passing through town hung out.  It certainly had the reputation of being “the club” to see and be seen at.  The Miami guide said happenings at the club occasionally got “wild.”  Michelle had told us that she had heard stories about people going to the Palm Club and then getting invited to some extremely wild and uninhibited after hours parties.

	Anne wore her gray, clingy, stretch-knit skirt with a sizable gap of skin between it and the matching top.  She didn’t want to wear anything under the skirt, not wanting to have unsightly panty lines ruin the smooth, unbroken look.  However, as the skirt was only held up by a thin, elastic waistband, a chance mis-step upon the hem would expose more than she wanted, so she decided to wear black thong panties,… just in case..   The soft, thin fabric of the top clung to the beautiful outline of her breasts, and to a lesser degree, her nipples.  Although she disliked heels, she wore black 3 spikes.   Her silver “liquid” silver string necklace and matching earrings completed the outfit.  Outfit completed, she was as head-turning beautiful as any woman at the club.   I wore my black tux, elegant but traditional.  

	We arrived a few minutes before nine, which still allowed us ample time to indulge in the elegant buffet the club had for its guests.   

	The white linen covered round tables were set up to accommodate four couples each, with no particular assigning of seating, so we selected our table based upon best proximity to the orchestra and dance floor we could find.   After we greeted the other three, well dressed couples at our table, making polite introductions.  There was an older couple, who looked to be in their later sixties.  They were dressed very formally, the man  in a black tux and his wife in an elegantly layered evening gown and decked out in some very expensive looking jewelry.  They were vacationing, down from Chicago to their Palm Beach condo.  They looked Palm Beach and out of place in a club known for hard driving music and a young to middle aged very trendy crowd.  They looked uncomfortable with the venue and I couldn’t help but to think someone had made a serious mistake booking their evening there.  They didn’t talk much, rather choosing to whisper as they pointed out some of the more outrageously dressed couples to each other.  

	The second couple, in contrast, didn’t look much over 21.  He was dressed in a gray tux with a plaid tie and matching cummerbund.  She wore a white, straight dress, slit up the side to her waist and a that was dangerously low cut top that threatened to unleash her large breasts whenever she moved.  Anne would have labeled her body as “voluptuous.”  I would have said she was a pound or two overweight and trying to stuff herself into a dress a size or two too small.  She looked like she definitely was trying to be amongst the “let’s see how much flesh we can expose” crowd.

	The third couple, who introduced themselves as Heather and Bradley looked like they knew what Miami was all about.  She wore a spaghetti strapped black sequined dress with a loose, scooped neckline and a fitted bottom cut up the side to expose her leg to mid-thigh.  She was quite tall in her heels, approaching 5’8” or so, and had a well proportioned body with medium sized breasts that were mostly exposed as they moved freely in her loose fitting top.  Her dark blond hair was pulled back tight to her head and done up with a French twist in back.  She had a sculptured face and full lips, combining elegance and considerable natural beauty.  She looked to be in her early thirties. 

 He had black hair combed straight back and slicked down against his head.  He wore a white tux and wide black bow tie.  He looked to be in his mid-forties.  They made a handsome couple. 

 Frankly, I really didn’t give a damn who was sitting at my table as I wanted to spend a romantic evening with Anne, and not have to enter into any meaningless chatter with other people.  Our relationship, which was once exclusive, now was open, inclusive of anyone that fit our boundless imagination for an evening or more.   What the fuck were we doing?   In our rush to refresh our relationship, in our haste to bring something new to our lovemaking, we were losing what was most important.. each other, and we both felt it.   We were at a point where we needed to show each other what was most important.   Our relationship had been opened to living out our fantasies without much reservation.  I thought that somehow, if we spent a romantic evening together, dancing and enjoying each other’s company, we could rekindle the flame that we had both felt deeply enough to marry each other.  If we couldn’t, our bond would become more fragile and eventually break over the meaningless sexual encounters we had opened ourselves up to.  We were throwing away the bond of our souls for a few hours of sexual abandonment.  God, sex felt good, but was it worth losing each other over?



Although I had heard the South Beach clubs partied all night, by just 1:00 AM some of the guests were beginning to leave, probably heading to private parties we had heard about.   I noticed, out of the corner of my eye, that Heather and Bradley were off standing together, scanning the crowd as if discussing some important thing.  I could see Heather sort of motion in our direction as Anne and I danced.  

As the song ended and we were returning to our seats, Heather and Bradley approached us, and Brad said, “At the risk of seeming too forward, if you two would like to continue the New Year’s celebration, … in a little less noisy setting than this club, we’re having a little after hours get together at our home….  Actually not to little as we are expecting 40 or so guests…. To be honest, I’ve forgotten just how many people I invited.  I have a small group of musicians playing, some hor-d’oeuvres.”

	“After hours party?”  I questioned, remembering Michelle’s comments.  

	“Yes.  It’s New Years and just because the party winds down here is no reason that it shouldn’t continue elsewhere, right?”

	“I guess,” I replied, wondering why they were at the Palm Club at all if they were having their own party… and wondering why the invitation had been extended to us.

	“Well, how about it?”  Brad asked.  When I didn’t quickly respond he continued.  “I’ll tell you what.  Why don’t you two think about it,  Heather and I have to scurry off to make sure things are set up for our guests.  If you decide to come, here is a sheet with directions.  We’d love to have you,” he said, handing me the folded piece of paper.  They smiled warmly, turned and disappeared into the crowd.

	“What do you think?”  Anne asked.

	“I don’t know, we don’t know these people at all, and it’ll be going on two in the morning when we get there.  We don’t even know if they are for real,” I said, looking at the invitation.  “What’s a ‘WB’ party anyhow.”

	“A WB party?  What are you talking about?”  Asked Anne.

	“Before the word ‘party’ on the invitation, are the capital letters ‘WB’.  Do you know what that means?”

	Anne shook her head no.

	“I mean, why us?  And, if they are having some sort of a special party at their house, why weren’t they there preparing for their arriving guests, instead of spending the evening at the Palm Club, handing out invitations to strangers?  I certainly don’t know.  The guy certainly fits my stereotype of someone named ‘Bradley’. … You remember what Michelle said about those after hours parties in South Beach.  Besides, don’t we want to get some rest tonight so we can get up tomorrow and relax on the beach?”

	“Come on, where’s your sense of adventure?  It doesn’t take much energy to lay on the beach.  We can get some rest on the lounge chairs there if you’re tired,”  Anne said.

	“You really want to go to their party?”

	“I would like to see what it’s like.  If we don’t like it, we can always leave,”  Anne replied.

	“Well, let me finish my drink and we’re off.”

	

	The directions brought us to the nearby exclusive part of south Miami called Gables By The Sea.  As we drove along the spacious, well landscaped ocean fronted homes I turned to Anne and said.  “You know this is one of Miami’s most exclusive areas.  I’ve heard the mix is everyone from land developers and stock brokers to big time drug dealers.  What category do you think ole’ Brad belongs to?”

	“Do we really care?  We’re not going to do coke, even if others there are, we are only going to see what kind of a party people like these throw,” Anne suggested.

	“I guess.  What is the address again?”

	“415 Ocean.”

	“We’re at 291, so it’s got to be just around this curve on the ocean side.”

	As we rounded the small bend, we saw a magnificent, huge, ultra-modern looking two story white home that had lots of large glass windows.  The expansive grounds were surrounded with 40 foot stately Royal Palms which set the property apart and added a degree of privacy from the other large adjacent estates.  Behind was the beach and sea.  There were 20 or so cars parked in the lighted, circular drive out front.  As the drive was already filled, we pulled into the side lot and joined several other cars parked there.  We walked up the drive and several steps to the oversized glass double entrance doors and were immediately greeted by an elderly man dressed in a butler’s outfit greeted us.  He was holding a leather bound pad that obviously was the listing of invited guests.   

	“Good evening Miss and Sir.  May I have your names please?”  He politely requested.  

	“Anne and Louis Bannerson,”  I responded.  “I’m not sure our names are on guest list….”	“You certainly are sir!”  He responded, scanning down the list.  “Please go right in…. but first, please select a mask.”

	To his right were two large boxes, both of which contained half masks for the guests to wear.  One box contained brightly colored and ornately made feather masks for the ladies, and a second contained more plain masks for the men.  Anne and I looked at each other, shrugged and set about the quick task of each choosing a mask.  I selected a plain black mask, much like the one the Lone Ranger wore, which covered my eyes, part of my forehead and part of my nose.  Anne took longer, and then also selected essentially a black feather mask in which each individual feather was tipped in gold.  Her mask, while covering her identity, did not hide her beautiful eyes or smile, although the feathers plumed out around the top half of her face.

	Anne and I donned our masks and looked at each other.  She shrugged and we proceeded by, turning right into a huge room.  Inside this first room were 20 or so guests dressed in elegant evening wear, all wearing similar masks.   The crowd was a mixture of both style and ethnic origin, with the common link being beauty and sophistication.  The house lights were dimmed throughout, creating a subtle atmosphere more like a nightclub than home.  Although we couldn’t see faces well, there looked to be quite a diversity of ages, and all the couples were dressed and looked like they had just stepped out of either Vogue or GQ.   There was a slight of build Asian woman with flowing black hair wearing traditional high collared far eastern evening gown who was accompanied by an equally well dressed man with think, jet black hair.   In contrast next nearby that couple stood a showy bleach blond woman in a black sequined evening gown that was so low cut her breasts flashed her nipples as she moved.  She was accompanied by a man that wore a thick gold bracelet watch and wide black tie instead of the traditional tuxedo bow tie.  A stunningly beautiful tall black woman in a layered tan evening dress was accompanied by a man more than a head taller than herself, standing at least 6’ 7” in height.  No matter where we looked, the common one common link we could easily see was that all the couples appeared attractive.  Tall, short, black, white… no fat or unattractive people anywhere to be seen.  Everything looked quite elegant.

We could hear music that sounded as if there was a small orchestra playing somewhere beyond our sight.  The crowd mixed and chatted festively and servers, who were also wearing masks, were on hand with trays of fancy snacks while others quickly refilled the drinks of the guests.  Other than the masks, nothing looked to be much out of the ordinary, we grabbed a couple of glasses of sparkling from a server and began to explore the home.  As we walked, I could detect the sweet smell of pot coming from somewhere.  There was a large sectional couch in black leather that must have wrapped around the room for more than forty feet, which contrasted from the otherwise mostly white decor.   

	“Well, does this look so bad to you?”  Anne snipped.

	“We haven’t seen the whole place yet.  And.. what’s with the Halloween garb?  Ask me for my opinion after we complete the tour.  I wonder where our hosts are?”  I responded, walking through the crowd to the next room.  

	We walked through the open pass-through into a long room that had almost an equally long table in it.  The entire back wall of the room of a series of glass doors leading onto an elevated deck that overlooked the large, kidney shaped pool.  An eight piece orchestra perched on the deck played big band tunes from the 40’s.  Even the orchestra wore masks.  The area around the pool was paved with large imported pieces of fitted white patio stone.  From the dining room, deck or pool area one could readily sea the beach and ocean that lined the back of the property.  All around the pool were assorted padded tubular aluminum chairs and lounges, upon which guests sat and chatted.  Dim, filtered lights lit the area, similar to what we had encountered in the house.  No one was in the pool.  The entire scene looked pretty sedate.  

	“I’m glad you both could make it,” said a voice from behind.  We turned to recognize our hosts Heather and Bradley.   Heather was wearing a bright black and red mask while Brad wore a black one similar to mine.   “Did you have any trouble finding our place?”

	“None,” I said.  “The map on the invitation worked just fine.”

	“Well then, please enjoy our home and party.  If there’s anything you need, please just ask a server.  Things will be warming up very soon, so enjoy.”  

	“Thank you,”  Anne said.  “Oh, by the way… what does ‘WB’ stand for?”

	“Without bounds,”  Bradley said, smiling warmly and then turning away to greet other guests.

	“What did he mean by that?”  Anne asked.

	“I’m not sure, but I think we’re about to find out,”  I replied.

	Bradley and Heather climbed the four steps up to the elevated deck.  As they approached, the orchestra abruptly stopped playing.  As if on cue, people began filing out of the house onto the deck and patio to listen to what was about to be said.  With his arm around Heather, Bradley pulled the mike from its stand and said, “Welcome, old friends and new friends.  Thank you for sharing this New Year’s night with us.  I’m sure those of you who have been to our parties before… make yourselves comfortable.  And… to those newcomers.. relax and enjoy.  The entire house is open and available for your pleasure.  Try not to wear yourselves out before dawn.”  With that short statement, he raised a glass and toasted the guests and disappeared into the house with Heather.  The orchestra began to play again and the guests filtered back to where they had been.

	“What was that all about?”  I asked, turning to Anne.  

	“Beats me,”  she replied.  It was almost as if old Bradley was somehow suggesting that people were going to get “worn out” just standing around, talking and drinking.  Up to that point, no one was even dancing to the orchestra.

	We decided to return to the living room, where now, instead of guests randomly standing around, many were seated around the circular couch that ringed half the room, while others were standing in a circle around it and the room.  As we approached, it looked as if the center of the room was the stage and the guests the audience for something that was about to happen.  As we approached, suddenly a singular small spotlight illuminated the floor in the center of the circle.  There was a plush circular white rug in the center of the ring I had not seen before in the room.  The room was quiet with expectation.  

	Suddenly, a couple appeared and silently walked to the center of the circle.  It was Heather and Bradley.  When they reached the center of the circle, the small spotlight shown directly upon Heather.  Bradley, although only a foot or so away, was in the shadows.  They stood there next to each other for a moment, then Brad said,  “Without bounds.”

Heather did a slow pirouette.  As she completed her turn, Bradley extended an arm from the shadows and touched her shoulder.  With his touch, she stopped and stood motionless.   Brad  reached behind her and pulled the zipper on the back of her dress slowly down until her back was completely exposed to the waist.  Anne and I watched as he then extended his other hand, and, placing a hand on each of her shoulders, sliding the straps of her dress off and down her arms.  The dress caught for a moment on her breasts and then slid down her body, like a curtain dropping, until it pooled around her feet.  She wore nothing under the dress.  Then, as she stood naked under the spotlight wearing only her mask, Bradley moved slowly back away from her and seemed to disappear into the crowd.  The room grew completely silent as Heather stood there with the small spotlight illuminating her naked body in the darkened room.   Moments ticked by as she stood there, her hands down at her sides.  Then, from the circle of guests around her a man stepped forward into the circle with her.  His tuxedo contrasted to her nakedness as he faced her.  He then extended both his hands and placed them on each of her bare shoulders.  Her body shuttered slightly at his touch and then stood there motionless as he slid his hands slowly down the front of her body onto her breasts, touching each hardened nipple with a fingertip before moving his hands further down her body,  touching her flat belly,  then his hands met at the junction of her thighs, touching her pubic hair.  He then stepping back to study her naked body for a moment.  

	I could feel the tension in the air as he stepped back to her, and, placing his hands again upon her shoulders, urged her to her knees in front of him.  Her face showed no expression as she sunk to her knees in front of him.  Once upon her knees, she reached forward with her hands and undid the button of his fly, then pulled his zipper down.  We could hardly believe what we were seeing.  A moment later she pulled his already hardened cock from his pants, and, leaning slightly forward, slid it’s growing size slowly into her mouth.   

	Another male guest stepped forward, already unzipped and his cock extended through his open zipper.  He reached down and, taking her hand in his, guided it up to his cock.  She immediately began stroking the second cock, without taking the first one from her mouth.  After a few moments, the two men switched positions.  

	Someone threw a large, flat, bright red cushion on the floor next to the trio.   The two men stepped back and rolled her over onto her back on the large cushion.  They then each stood and removed their own clothing until they were as naked as she looked up and silently watched.  Both men then got on their knees, one on each side of her, and guided their cocks back to her face.  They rubbed their cocks across the sides her face and, as one touched her lips, she again opened her mouth to take it in, reaching up with a hand to touch the other.   After a few moments she took the cock from her mouth, and, turning her head to the other side, took the other one into her mouth. She looked beautiful, but vulnerable as she lay there,  one stranger’s cock in her mouth while her hand teased the another.

	A third man approached.  He too stood there in front of her and began shedding his formal attire.  I glanced over at Anne who stood there transfixed, staring on what was taking place a few feet in front of us.  Looking around, I couldn’t see Bradley amongst the crowd.  As soon as the third man was as naked as the others, he knelt down, spreading her legs with his hands as he positioned himself between them.   His cock was much longer and thicker than the two by her face.  Without formality or foreplay, he placed its large head against her womanhood and pushed.  She winced at the touch, then seemed to push back against him.  Once the head of his cock was in, he continued to push until he slid himself almost completely inside of her.  

	I looked at Anne and then back around the circle of people, many of whom were starting to remove their own clothing or the clothing of the person they came with.   Servers, who previously were distributing food and drink were now placing additional cushions on the hard floor as guest after guest became naked and joined the growing sexual frenzy.   Elegant clothes lay in scattered heaps as guest after guest became naked.  The only thing we saw anyone keep on was their masks and jewelry.  

	Turning to Anne I forced a slight smile and said,  “Want to see what’s happening by the pool?  Maybe a little shuffleboard?”   I glanced back towards Heather as one of the men she had been giving head to suddenly yanked his cock from her mouth and began shooting his hot sticky cum all over her face and hair before shoving it back into her mouth as he finished his cum.  As quickly as he was done and withdrew his still dripping cock from her mouth, the second man took his place, sliding his cock into her waiting mouth, while yet a totally new man took the place of the guy who had just finished.  “Yeah, ole’ Bradley is just a regular guy having a regular, run-of-the-mill South Beach party.  I wonder what they all do at PTA meetings.”  I turned and headed deeper into the house.  “Are you cuming or going?”  I asked in an obvious double meaning.

	“Coming… I mean going,”  Anne quickly replied, quickly following me.  “Definitely going.”

We walked through the dining room and out onto the deck.  The orchestra had resumed playing.  They, and the servers had retained their masks and clothes.  The scene around the deck and pool area was much like the room we had just left.  Naked bodies were everywhere, in the pool, on the chaises, on the deck.   Groans, grunts and moans coming from all directions as we found ourselves amidst an orgy in full swing.  

	We watched a young woman standing at poolside still fully dressed.  She looked as surprised as we, stand standing by the poolside, holding the hand of her escort and looking around in amazement, when suddenly another man approached her from behind, placing his arms around her, grasping her breasts.  When she first tried to pull away, seeking the safety of her date’s arms, he stepped back as the stranger who had approached them continued to hold and fondle the young woman.  She looked around her, and suddenly stopped her struggle and stood there, in obvious bewilderment and submission, silently looking at the man she had come with while the second man began to remove her clothing.  When her dress slipped from her shoulders to the floor, she stood there wearing only her mask, necklace and pantyhose.  Her nipples on her breasts stood erect as the stranger immediately hooked his hands in her pantyhose and stripped them down her legs.  Surrendering to her fate, she allowed the stranger to remove them, along with her shoes, and immediately push her back upon one of the many large cushions that had been placed around the pool.   When he had her on her back,  the man who had stripped her immediately pulled her legs open and crawled between them.  She looked up pleadingly towards the man she had come with, looking for some help or response.  She got none.

“Do you want me to do this?” She said, her face still flush with shock, as the stranger pushed his bare cock against her exposed vaginal opening.   Her escort did not respond, standing expressionless and watched as a stranger positioned his rampant cock against her vaginal opening.  She looked at her man for a moment, and then, realizing he would not intervene, laid silently back, her arms at her sides and looked up as the masked stranger began to push himself into her.  As he began sliding back and forth, another naked man walked up and knelt down, and positioning himself over her breasts, with a leg on either side of her, leaned forward, dangling his cock in her face.  When she did not immediately respond, he pulled the mask from her face and moved his body forward until the tip of his cock touching her cheek.  He then began gradually dragging it across her face as she stared blankly up at him.  A small amount of pre-cum left a sticky trail marking his movements.  A few moments later he stopped moving, and placed it at the entrance of her mouth.  As the first man continued to stroke his cock in and out of her, her mouth opened to the second, in total surrender to that was happening to her, as her escort stood by, watching.

	Another woman lay back with her legs dangling in the pool with a man kneeling down next to her with his cock in her mouth.  Between her legs in the pool was another woman, her face buried in the juncture of her thighs.

	Everywhere we looked, people were entangled in the sexual free-for-all.  No one seemed to mind people switched partners and randomly joined others in the heightening sexual frenzy.  Hard cock shooting cum splashed on or in the bodies of willing participants as the orgy grew further out of control.  Without bounds…   

	“Enjoying the party?”  Brad said, suddenly appearing behind us.   Except for his tuxedo jacked, which he had now shed, he was still fully dressed.  

	“You certainly know how to throw a party,”  I responded glibly.

	“It is interesting,”  Anne added, a hesitant degree of careful observation in her voice.

	“Follow me.  I have something to show you,”  Brad said.

	“I don’t know….”  I said.

	“Nothing to worry about…. nothing you have to do…if you don’t want...  Follow me,”  he said, turning and heading back into the house.  When we got to the living room, instead of entering, Brad turned and headed up the stairs.  We followed.  I looked at Anne and shrugged my shoulders.  �	At the top Brad walked down a darkened hallway a few steps and opened a door.  Inside was a large bedroom with six couples milling about inside.  The room was lit only with candles placed on various tables and dressers and a singular chromed bed lamp, which illuminated a large circular bed, curiously placed centrally in the room, away from any wall.   All were still dressed in their evening wear.  

	“This is the room where first time guests often come.   Sometimes my parties take a little getting used to, so we do this little thing to make our first time guests comfortable.  After that, they seem to all have lots of fun and come back for all my little get-togethers.”

	“What exactly goes on in here?”  I asked, already guessing the answer in my mind.

	“Wait and watch,” Brad replied.  “Anne, by dear, please sign this little sheet.  Write your first name and only the initial of your last name.  And, please, Lou, sign your name on this numbered sheet, again please only sign your first name and last initial.”

	“What is this for?”  Asked Anne.

	“It’s sort of a surprise, so, if I can beg your indulgence a few minutes…,”  Bradley said.

	She took the pen Brad extended to her and signed the small pad of paper he gave her.  When she finished, he took the pen and pad back, tearing off the small sheet upon which she had signed her name.  He folded the sheet over and placed it into a small glass bowl with some other folded sheets.  I then took the pen from Anne and signed my name next to the number seven.  “Lucky number seven,”  I thought to myself.

	“I hope you are all enjoying the evening,”  Brad turned and addressed the guests.  He continued,  “Each of you were invited because you each made truly handsome couples, worthy of joining our very select and exclusive parties.   If I may be straight forward, I would presume that if what you saw downstairs offended you in any serious manner, you would not still be here.   And, as you are still here, we will play a little game which I hope will show you how erotic and pleasurable this evening can, and will be, for each of you.  If you remember, when each of you first came into this room, the ladies each signed their names on a small sheet.  I will now draw a name from this bowl, and, upon hearing your name, would the lady I draw please step forward.  If I do not draw your name from this bowl, at first, please ladies, do not dishearten.  In a little while I will draw a second name, than a while after that, a third…if necessary…, until each of you get an opportunity…..”

	He reached into the bowl and drew out a piece of paper.  I looked at Anne and then back at Brad as he read,   “Kara S.”  

There was a moment of silence as everyone glanced around, then a young woman stepped forward nervously.  She, like all the other women in the room, was quite beautiful.  She had dark brown eyes that peered through the black feather mask she wore, full lips and medium length dark brown, almost black hair hung in long waves over her bare shoulders.  She wore a rather sheer strapless black evening that wrapped around her ample cleavage and high heels that lifted her a couple of inches above her real height of probably only 5’4”.   After glancing back towards the man she had come with nervously, she walked slowly to where Bradley was standing next to the bed.  

Bradley immediately reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a large, black kerchief.  Then, as the couples gathered around the bed to watch what would happen next, he turned her away from him and around until she faced the other couples.  Pulling off her mask, the guests got a look at her entire beautiful face for a fleeting moment before Bradley placed the large kerchief over her eyes, and tied it securely in back, blindfolding her.  As he tied the blindfold, she started to reach up to stop him.  Brad touched her arms lightly with his hands and she abruptly stopped her effort, handing her arms down at her sides.  I could see her body trembling with fear and anticipation.   

“Nothing to fear, Kara.  On the contrary, what you are about to experience will only bring you pleasure,”  Bradley said, stepping back from her and quietly walking to the door.   Everyone watched in silence as Brad opened the door and, as if on cue, the very tall black man that we had seen downstairs earlier, entered.  

He immediately walked up to where Kara was standing.  He was naked as he entered the room.  He had a strong, athletic looking dark skinned body and a cock that must have hung down 7 or 8 inches and it was not yet erect.  As she was blindfolded, she could only guess which of the men she had already seen in the room with her, was bending down to pull off her high heels, one at a time.  Then, rising and standing behind her, with one swift motion, he unzipped her evening gown completely down her back.   As he did so, the top fell to her waist, uncovering her full breasts and quarter sized nipples.  He immediately hooked his long fingers in the open sides of her gown and pulled it the rest of the way down and off her body until it fell in a heap around her feet.  She stood there frozen as he then hooked his fingers in her pantyhose and pulled them down, leaving her naked except for her blindfold, pearl necklace and rings she wore.   The diamond she wore on her left hand probably meant that her escort was also her husband.  

Her mind was probably spinning, wondering which of the men she had seen in the room was undressing her, not knowing someone new had entered.   He then turned her around towards him and pushed her back until she fell back upon the round bed, her legs dangling over the side.   As the black man looked down at her his cock had already begun to rise.   He then looked around the room and, upon spotting the only man without a woman at his side, obviously her husband, he motioned to him to come around the bed to where his wife lay.  The black man put a finger to his lips to signal the man not to say anything, and then motioned to him to take off his clothes, pointing to his shirt and pants.    The man complied and took off his clothes.  When he slid off his underwear his cock was already almost hard.  When he finished undressing, the black man pointed to him to get between his wife’s legs and penetrate her.   At first, feeling hands on her legs urging them apart, she tried to keep them together.  He then slid his hands up her body and onto her breasts and she relaxed.  I think she recognized his touch and maybe the cologne he was wearing.  He then moved between her legs and began to push himself into her.  By how easily he slid in, it was obvious that in spite of her fear, she was already wet with anticipation.  He then began to move in and out of her.   She slowly began to react to his movements and began to arch back against him, drawing him in deeper with each thrust, even though she knew there were many eyes watching her.  

The expression on her husband’s face said that he was rapidly reaching his boiling point, as his movements became harder.  The black man, who had been watching suddenly put his hand on his shoulder and motioned to him to withdraw.  As he attempted to pull out, his orgasm overtook him, and, upon exiting her pussy, shot a stream of sperm across her stomach and onto her breasts.  A second stream of cum quickly followed.  She reached her arms up to keep him near, but he had already risen and backed away from her body.  

Before she could fully react to what was happening, the black man took up the position between her open legs.  Feeling the touch of a larger body against her legs, she immediately sensed it was not her husband, and tried to close her legs.  Instead, the tall black man placed his large hands under her knees and pulled her legs further open, bending them back against her chest.  She struggled for a moment then stopped and waited for what she had to know would be a new, unfamiliar cock penetrating her.  He reached down and guided the head of his massive cock to the slit of her womanhood.  Her arms remained at her sides.  She winced at the first touch and he responded by guiding the head of his cock up and down her pussy, slowly teasing her.  Soon she began to squirm as he continued to rub himself against her.  Then he stopped moving and positioned the head of his cock against her vaginal opening.  It was only then that she realized the enormity of the penis about to try to penetrate her.  She reached down, probably wondering if it was real or someone with a large vibrator about to enter her.  When her hand found his cock, she slid it down its thick length until she reached his golf ball sized balls and only then fully realized what was about to happen to her.  She released his cock and tried to pull back away.

“If you’re not my husband… and I know you’re not,  but please, for God’s sake,  put a condom on before you go any farther.  I’ll do this, but put on a condom,”  she stammered.

“They don’t make ‘em big enough,” was his reply, as he pushed until the head of his cock was wedged within her.  He stopped for a moment, allowing her to adjust to his huge size, then pushed three or four inches into her and stopped again.  She tried to squirm back away from the intruder but his big hands wrapped around her thighs holding her firmly in place.  

“Lady, you are about to experience the fantasy of all you white women…. getting fucked by a big, handsome black man with a great big cock,”  he said to her.   She reached up with both hands to his wide chest, as if still trying to push him away and off, but upon touching him, she suddenly jerked her arms back and down at her sides and stopped moving.  He hovered above her for a moment and then slowly withdrew his cock, her stretched inner pussy lips clinging to him as he withdrew.  He pulled back until just the head was still in her, then pushed hard back into her, opening her up to his giant size until he was almost buried to his balls.  

“No, please.. you’re too big.  It hurts.  Put on a condom!”  She trembled as he then began a slow rhythm, pulling out and then forcing her apart as his cock would penetrate her with each thrust.  Her husband, still naked stood a few feet away, silently watching the spectacle.  

A few moments later another naked man entered the room and immediately positioned himself upon the bed kneeling next to her head.  With her attentions focused on up in what was happening between her legs, she didn’t react to the movement upon the bed next to her as she was and, bending forward, touched his already ridged cock to her lips.   Feeling the insistent touch of his glans against her lips, she opened her mouth, allowing him to slide several inches of his penis into her.   She had begun to experience what Bradley had promised, pleasure, without bounds.  

“Barbara G,”  Bradley called out as he again appeared at bedside.   A second woman, startled at her name being announced, stepped forward.   She wore a bright red, off the shoulder evening dress and matching red feather mask.   Even in heels, she couldn’t have been over 5’2” in height, her long dark brown hair handing to the center of her back.  She started forward, then stopped and looked back at her escort with a “do you really want me to do this” look.  He signaled with his hand that she should proceed, and she turned to Brad, who had a second blindfold already in hand.  He immediately reached forward and took her feather mask off, revealing her lovely large brown eyes for a moment, before placing the blindfold on her.  As soon as it was secured, he stepped away.  We looked to the door, but no one entered.   With no one entering the room, her own escort stepped forward and, stepping behind her, unzipped her gown and pulled it off her arms and down her body until she stood there wearing only her thong panties and high heels.  The nipples of her small, firm breasts stood up and out, not large but remarkably long and perked for such a small woman.  Another guest immediately stepped forward and, roughly hooking his fingers in her panties, pulled them down her legs.  When she was naked, the second man knelt and put his mouth on one of her terrific nipples.  Another man stepped forward and ran his hand between her legs.  She trembled at the touch of the hands and mouth upon her body.  I looked around and did not see Bradley amongst the participants.

Bradley had succeeded in getting the room going, as men and women began to take off their clothes and join the growing orgy.  Clothes were being stripped as quickly as they could be taken off, leaving the guests naked except for their masks.   Anne and I just stood there for a couple of minutes and watched, looking at each other, deciding what we should do next.. fish or cut bait.  The huge black man with the first woman suddenly pulled his cock from out shot a long string of cum across her stomach, reaching all the way up to her face, before suddenly plunging back into her, filling her with the remainder of his sperm. 

“Aren’t you going to join in?  What are you waiting for honey?”  A tall guy wearing nothing but his black mask and short black beard asked Anne, as he slipped arms around her bare midsection from behind, pressing his naked body against the thin material of her evening wear.  When she did not immediately answer, he slipped one hand up, and under her thin knit top to her bare breasts beneath, and another hand down, under the elastic waistband of her matching skirt.  

I waited a moment for her reaction to the guy, which would tell me is she wanted to participate or leave.  The sights of all that nakedness and sexual frenzy had evidently gotten to her.  She just moaned softly, closed her eyes and leaned her head back against the stranger’s bare chest.  She dropped her arms limply at her sides as one of his hands squeezed and caressed her  naked breasts under her top and the other hand slid down beneath the front of her thong panties.   A second naked man quickly approached her from the front, and, grasping her knit top with both hands, pulled it up and off her breasts.  She opened her eyes and hesitated a moment, then raised her arms, allowing the top to be pulled up and completely off.  Her nipples were already hard from the caresses of the man behind her.  The second man leaned forward and tried to kissed her.  She didn’t really respond to the kiss, but didn’t push him away either as he pushed his tongue between her lips and his growing erection pressed against her legs through her thin skirt.  The man behind her slipped his hand down from her breast and his other hand up until he grasped the elastic waistband of her skirt, pulling it downward, until the skirt slid below her thong panties and down her legs, pooling around her feet.  He immediately slipped his hand back into the front of her thong panties and onto her bare pussy.  She stood there, sandwiched between the two naked men, one pressing his naked body and penis against her from behind and the other kissing her from the front, his penis now pushed against her bare stomach.  

“Why me?”  Anne asked in a weak voice.  “Where are your dates?”

“Why?”  Whispered the man behind her.  “Because I want to fuck you.. and so does my friend.  Our wives are enjoying themselves too.  I think the guy you came with is about to get a little taste of Bob’s wife right now!”

As I watched Anne being aroused and stripped by the two men, I felt a hand reach around me from behind, grasping my cock through my tuxedo pants as I felt firm naked breasts pressing against my back.  I turned to see the stunningly beautiful body of a woman with long sandy blond hair standing behind me, naked except for a black feather mask.  

I glanced over at Anne as I felt the zipper of my pants being drawn down.  The man behind her was pulling her thong panties down, leaving her naked between the two naked men.  Part of me wanted to stop the whole proceedings and get the hell out of there.  This was not what I had envisioned.  I had planned to have a romantic evening with Anne and try to rekindle what we were losing.   God, I like to fuck probably a lot more than most, and new, strange women was certainly a turn-on, but in truth, I wouldn’t have traded all the great pussy on earth for the woman I loved.  I was torn, but, if Anne wanted to stay and join in, I knew I wasn’t about to create a scene and try to stop her.  Life is about choices, and it was apparent that she wasn’t doing anything to stop the two men exploring her body, and from the sounds of her gentle moans, she didn’t want me to intercede. 

The woman next to me was gorgeous, but so was Anne.  The difference was that I loved Anne, and I knew that anything more we did to open up our marriage to others would wind up being destructive to our relationship. 

 Reluctantly I turned away from Anne and looked at the woman next to me.  Fuck it.  What the hell.  I might as well get some pleasure from the evening even though the person I really wanted to be with.. the person I really loved was about to have sex with two other men… or possibly a lot more before the night was finished.  I turned to focus on the woman next to me.  She simply smiled back and sunk to her knees, along with unbuttoning my pants as she knelt down.  A moment later she had pulled my pants and underwear down to my ankles freeing my already hard cock.  She looked up at me and leaned forward, wrapping her full lips around the head of my cock.   The sensation of having this beautiful woman, without hesitation, suck me into her mouth was intense.  She suddenly pulled back and released my cock and looked up at me, then down at my clothes heaped around my ankles.  She then proceeded to untie and remove my shoes and socks, allowing me to step out of the clothes at my feet.  I stood there with just my shirt on, naked from the waist down, my rigid cock pulsing inches from her lovely face.  She looked up, and, without hesitation, captured the head of my cock again with her lips, her hands reaching around my ass to pull me into her mouth.

The man that had been kissing Anne moved a step back from her as first man continued to reach around her and caress her breasts with one hand while the other moved down her stomach onto her pussy.  He slid his fingers down her now wet slit and pushed first a finger, then two into her.  The man in front of her then reached forward and grasped her hand, guiding it to his sizable erection.  She wrapped a hand around it, sliding down its length.  She swayed and looked unsteady on her feet from the intoxication of the seduction as she grasped one cock with her hand while the other pressed against her beautiful round ass.  

The woman in front of me slid more of my cock into her mouth, reaching forward with a hand, her fingers lightly caressing my balls.

I looked over at Anne and started to unbutton my shirt.  She was looking back at me, watching as the sandy blond moved her mouth back and forth on my raging hard-on.  The man in front of her placed his hands on her shoulders, urging her downward, onto her hands and knees, then followed her down to the carpeted floor.  The man in back of her knelt behind, positioning himself between her legs on the floor, his cock rubbing up against her ass as his hands reached around her body and grasped her hanging breasts.  She again looked up at me as the man in front of her pressed his cock to her closed lips.  Without breaking eye contact with me, she opened her mouth, allowing him to slide the head of his cock inside.   She didn’t move her head to try to give him more pleasure, but didn’t pull back either, which allowed him to push himself deeper into her mouth before withdrawing slightly and then push back again into her waiting mouth.  

The man behind her moved his hands to her waist, raising her ass as high into the air as he could, as he arched forward, rubbing his cock lower against her ass, then her womanhood, seeking her opening from behind.  A moment later he reached a hand down and guided his rigid cock up and down her wet slit until its head caught her vaginal opening.  

She pulled her mouth back from the one guy’s cock, turned to the guy behind her and implored, “Put on a rubber.” She turned back and looked up at me as he disregarded her request as the head of his bare cock sought the opening of her unprotected pussy.  It found her slippery opening and pushed his way inside her.  Her eyes rolled up slightly in her head as he continued to pushed forward until his cock was almost fully seated inside her body.  When barely an inch was left outside, he withdrew a few inches and then pushed back into her until his balls pressed tightly against her ass.  Anne instinctively pushed back, opening herself fully to meet his plunging cock.  The second man pushed himself back into her waiting mouth.

The woman kneeling before me continued to caress my rock hard penis with her tongue as her fingers massaged the back of my balls.   I looked down at the exquisite naked woman in front of me and then at my beautiful wife.  With one cock sliding back and forth into her mouth and another exploring the depths of her pussy, she was still looking up and back at me, even though her eyes were starting to glaze with lust.  As turned on as I thought she must be, even through her feather mask, her eyes had a remote, sad look, as if to say, “Is this what we’ve come to?”

The woman sucking my cock suddenly backed off slightly and lay on the floor in front of me, her naked legs opening in invitation.  I knelt between them, myself now as naked as she.   I pressing my cock into her swampy opening.  She was so wet with anticipation, I slid completely into her with the first thrust.  Her inner muscles clenching on my cock as I entered her.  Her delicious pussy gained my attention.  Her legs came up and wrapped around my waist.  I hadn’t been inside of another woman in the ten years since I had married Anne, and now I was fucking my third one in two days.   She looked erotic in her feather mask as I began a slow rhythm in and out of her clenching pussy.  Her body began to tense as she approached her first orgasm.  I could feel my testicles begin to tighten as my cock explored her slippery depths.  

I looked down at the beautiful creature below me, and then over at my wife.   This was not what I wanted in my marriage.  No rules, no boundaries, with nothing sexually private between us any more.  This was New Years, and I had wanted to bring our lives back to the exclusivity we once had.  Sex is one of life’s greatest pleasures, and there is a unique, erotic thrill that is achieved only through the touch and feel of an unfamiliar body… a different smell, a different movement, a different size, a nervous lust in anticipation.   But that newness was coming at a cost and that cost was the closeness two lovers and life companions can only feel through an exclusivity of a relationship.  Life is short, and no one as sensual as Anne and I wanted to miss out on any of the great pleasures life has to offer, but this new openness was damaging and we both knew it.  For an instant, I flashed back in my mind, remembering some of the beautiful woman I had slept with before settling down with Anne.  What I remembered was not how good their bodies felt. (At various times in my life I had enjoyed privately reflecting in my mind the array of terrific women I had been with, a number that, in reality had vastly exceeded my wildest high school dreams.) But that was not what I was thinking now.  What flashed though my mind was the countless times in my life after spending the night with some new beauty, I had awakened the next morning with nothing to say to them, wishing I were somewhere else.  

Sex with Anne, while often skyrockets,.. and sometimes not, never left me the next morning wishing I was somewhere else.  Even when we were tired, or angry with one another, or during those times when we were just out of sync sexually, I always wanted to wake up with her at my side.  I knew she felt the same.  During the night and next morning, even when we were not laying in each other’s arms, she always wanted a part of her body, an arm, a leg, a hand to touch me, and know I was there next to her.  

 For me, everything was suddenly clear.  As hard as my cock was, and as much as it would have felt great to slide in and out of her for a few more minutes and then feel the rush of my sperm flooding into her body, I stopped.   I pulled my cock from her pussy, backed away and stood up. 

“What the fuck?” She said, looking up at me in surprise.

“Sorry,”  was the only thing I said to her as I looked back at Anne.   

I fully expected Anne to continue.  I knew she truly enjoyed being the focus and sexual object of two men, and I also knew she probably felt she had to “one up” me from what had happened with Michelle and Kelly the previous days.  I thought she would just cut loose and fuck these two men and then probably fuck her way through the night with abandon.  Then, whatever was left of “us” we would try to deal with the next day or later.             

I picked up my clothes as the woman I had been fucking looked up in disbelief.  It was probably the first time in her life anyone had stopped in the middle of having sex with her.  I glanced over at my beautiful Anne.  The guy behind her was pounding deeply into her and the guy who had his cock in her mouth was moving like he was about to cum.  Anne was still looking back at me but did not move as the men used her body.   I turned and started towards the bedroom door.  I suddenly did not want to be there anymore.  I thought I’d walk along the beach and wait for Anne to satiate herself.  I loved her but she was free to seek whatever pleasure she wished.

 As I walked to the door I suddenly heard her say, “Wait!”  She had pulled her mouth away from the guy’s cock and stood up, almost breaking off the guy’s cock behind her as she dismounted him.  The guy behind her tried to pull her back onto his raging hard-on, but she turned around and said sharply, “No!”  The two men just watched, as she reached for her clothes and stood up, their hard-ons wagging in the air.

“Want some company?”  Anne asked, looking imploringly at me.  

“If you’re the company, I do,”  I replied.

“Do you still want to be with me?”  Anne asked.

“I want just you, don’t you get it?”  I replied, looking into her eyes.

We left the room, hastily dragging on our clothes as we left.  A naked and skinnier than I had expected Bradley spotted us as we descended the stairs.  “Leaving already?”  He asked in a surprised voice.

“Great party.  Thanks for inviting us,” I replied, smiling dryly, peeling the mask from my face and handing it back to him as we passed.   

Anne pulled the black feather mask from her face and started to hand it back to him, then thought better and pulled it back.  “Mind if I keep this as a remembrance?”  She asked.  Anne was always a sucker for a great feather mask.

He nodded a surprised nod, and we left.

We drove back to our hotel in silence.  Anne tossed her mask on the back seat, her hand rested on my thigh as I drove.

When we arrived back at our hotel room, it was almost 5A.M.   Anne turned to me, putting her arms around me and said in a soft voice,  “I’m going to take a hot bath and wash this night off me as best I can.”

“Let me take a quick shower first,”  I replied.

“Sure,” she said, thinking I wanted to go first to then get to bed quickly and go to sleep.  

I did my usual 5 minute quicko nighttime shower and slipped between the fresh hotel sheets.

	“Do you want me to turn off the light?”  Anne said with a distant sense of loss in her voice as she reached for the lamp on the nightstand next to the bed on her way to the bathroom.

	“No, leave it on,”  I said, laying back on my pillow and looking up at her with a smile.  “And then take your bath and come back to me.. I’ll be awake.”

	She forced a small and nervous smile and turned to go into the bathroom.

	“Anne,”  I said.  She turned back to me.  “I love you.”  

	She turned and took a step towards the bathroom, then turned back to me.  “We’ve got four days more vacation here,”  she said.  “Fuck South Beach.  Let’s head to Marathon and go fishing.  Could we just do that?” 

	“You bet.  Do you think you can be satisfied the next few days holding the same old rod?”  I asked smiling, but with a little nervousness in my voice.

	“I like that old rod.  Did I ever name it?”  she replied, turning and heading in for her bath.

	As she went into the bathroom, I turned and looked out the window at the ocean.   The water, the sea,… fishing were things we both loved and shared.   I knew most of all, I wanted to recapture that magic we had together.  My head spun with many thoughts.  Fleetingly I thought about all the people we had recently allowed to enter our sexual lives.  Then, almost mysteriously, my thoughts became filled with visions of reef fishing with Anne off Marathon.  I thought of how mystically beautiful she looked when we were alone, somewhere on or by the ocean together.  God, who could want anything more in life.  I knew what a rare treasure I had in her and I hoped she thought the same of me.  As I looked out through our window across the vast moonlit Atlantic, my thoughts turned to thinking about her finishing her bath and her naked body slipping into the bed next to me… and the covers began to rise.
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