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Next Stop: Florida 

When I awoke I was alone. I heard voices from out on the porch, so I pulled on my jeans, and stepped out to see what was going on. 

DD and Ana-Maria were chatting amiably, setting out brunch from rattan trays, stacked high with steel covered plates. Ana-Maria squealed and jumped in my arms. She gave me a big kiss, then pushed me away.

“You are ripe. No breakfast for you until you shower.” She turned back to the food she was laying out. “And you better hurry ‘cause I’m starving.”

DD stepped over and pulled my face down to hers. She gave me a tender kiss. “Good morning sleepy head. Hurry up.” Then she pushed me away as well.

I took the hint and ducked back for a quick shower, not even shaving. I was back outside within five minutes, wearing boxers and my Jimmy Buffet tour T-shirt. I was going to have to do laundry; I’d run through about eight shirts in the last three days, between the dancing, young ladies wearing them, and morning and evening dress.

The girls were seated, their plates full, and they weren’t waiting. I took the open seat between them, and filled my plate with the soufflé and some sausages.

“How did you get breakfast served at this hour?” I asked between bites. 

“Turns out the ‘Romance Package’ comes with breakfast in bed, up until Noon. We made it by ten minutes.” DD answered.

The girls ate like starved lumberjacks, and I managed to keep pace. We devoured everything present, down to the last crumb.

“So what’s the plan?” DD asked, between bites.

“I’m headed to my friends place near Ft. Walton Beach. I haven’t seen him in years, and we were going to catch up on old times. He’s the co-owner of a restaurant/bar there, and I’ve never even seen it. He’s also got a place on the water, and I was going to spend the night there.

“If you guys would like to join me, I’ll give him a call, and we can all stay at his place. I’m sure he’d be happy to have the company.”

“As long as he’s okay with it, it sounds great to me. Although if I keep letting you feed me, I’m going to be big as a house.” DD leaned back and tried to push out her belly, as if she had more than a few ounces of fat on her anywhere.

“Well as long as we keep up the workouts, I don’t think you have to worry about that,” I teased.

“I think it’s a great idea,” Ana-Maria said, “although I’ll miss this place. The cottage is so pretty, and I had such a good time last night dancing and everything.”

“Ditto, especially the everything,” DD added.

“Then I think I’ll go in and make the call.”

With the girls approval I made the call and set things up with Mike. As accommodating as ever, he opened his home to us, and said he was looking forward to the visit. The girls even got in on the call and made their introductions over the phone.

After settling the bill, I took one last look around the place, thinking to myself that this place would hold a special place among all my memories, after last night’s incredible activities.

Ana-Maria was in the Porsche when I came out after one last scan of the place for anything forgotten, and we left shortly after, leaving behind memories I’d cherish for a lifetime.

The drive was uneventful, no blow-jobs on the road, just a lot of congenial talk, and some teasing reminders of what had been and what was to come—and who was to come.

After lunch DD asked if she could drive the Porsche, and I acquiesced. She was a good driver, hell, probably better than me, but she had a bit of a lead foot, not realizing how fast she was going half the time. No harm, no foul; we weren’t stopped by the police or anything, so I guess it wasn’t a problem.

At the next gas stop, the girls surprised me by asking if they could drive together for a while, in the 944 no less. I agreed, a bit reluctantly if the truth be told, but insisted we stop in about an hour, at the turn-off to the beaches, so I could lead the way into town and to the bar. 

I had a good hour to think about what was going to happen that night, and how I’d share my attention between the girls. Mike, I’m sure would be willing to help, in any way he could. The only decision I could come to was that I’d play off the girls’ reactions, and if either of them seemed taken with Mike at all, I’d encourage that reaction, and be happy with the other. Of course I hadn’t counted on Mike’s ingenuity, but more on that later.

I wasn’t even certain who I wanted to be with. Ana-Maria was so fun and willing to try anything, so cheerful, and so undemanding. She was very pretty, with an incredible sexy body, and a fantastic lay. Oh yeah, and she let me fuck her ass—big bonus points for that. DD was stunning and could be great to be with, but I wasn’t sure which DD would be there tonight. I was hoping that the change in her last night was a transition, and not an aberration. She was great in the bed, but hardly better than Ana-Maria, and certainly not as innovative or abiding. But there was something about her that made my blood boil—in a good way.

When we switched cars, just outside of town, the girls surprised me again when both of them climbed in the Escort. I almost felt like they were up to something, concocting some plan that I wasn’t supposed to be privy too. I didn’t mind, but I was a little surprised.

I found the place we were looking for, Fudpuckers, on the first pass. It was hard to miss, with a huge sign proclaiming Fudpuckers Oral Delights. The parking lot was about half full, so we pulled in around the side, and went inside to look for Mike.

The girls were a bit concerned that they hadn’t had a chance to clean up, but I assured them we were just here to hook up with Mike, before we went to his place so we could settle in, change, and come back out for some fun.

I hadn’t seen Mike in a while, but he looked great. Better than he ever looked in high-school. Mike’s about six feet tall, just a bit shorter than me, with blonde curly hair, contrasting my dark brown curly hair. We’d always been best friends, living near each other, before I moved overseas. 

I introduced the girls, and Mike immediately turned over the place to the night manager, and insisted we go back to his place to clean up. He offered to drive with DD in the Escort, while Ana-Maria rode with me.

“You never told me your friend was so good looking,” Ana-Maria teased. 

“I don’t need the competition.”

“He seems nice.”

“He’s great. It’s funny, I may not see him for years, but whenever we’re together it’s like we were never apart. It’s best friends all over again. I can always depend on Mike.”

His place was about a ten minute drive away from the city, to a large building right on the water, ocean side. Obviously, Mike was doing well. We parked in his covered carport, in front of a three car garage, and we came in through the back. His house was immaculate, with a huge eat in kitchen we walked through to get to a large open hallway, which extended up two stories and opened onto several different rooms. 

“I should have gotten into the bar business,” I kidded, looking around the place with open admiration.

“There’s still time. We’re opening a third pretty soon in Panama City Beach.” 

“As tempting as it sounds, I think I’ve got to give the whole high-tech entrepreneur thing another go. If I stumble again, I may just take you up on it.”

“Okay, just let me know. In the meantime, let me show you to your rooms.” 

He escorted us down the hall. We each had our own room. The girls shared a Jack-and-Jill bathroom, while I had my own. DD’s room had a queen sized bed, Ana-Maria had two doubles, and I had a king. The rooms were all nearly as large as my last master bedroom. 

Just as we were being shown the last room, a cute blonde came skipping down the stairs.

“Who’re the guests, Mikey?” she asked, looking us over.

“The big guy is Steve, don’t believe anything he might say about me. We’ve been best friends for years, and he knows where the skeletons are. Deirdre and Ana-Maria are friends of his. They’re just in for a few days. Guys, this is Angela.” 

“I’ve known you for three years and I’ve never seen him, or even heard of him. How can he be your best friend?” Angela shot back.

“Because he never asks questions, he’s just there when I need him. Not like some people who always ask questions, and are always underfoot when they’re least needed,” he teased.

“You don’t mean that do you?” she pouted.

“Of course not, babe,” he said, pulling her close and giving her a quick peck on the lips. “Steve, Angela works with me, and is between places so she’s staying here a while as well.” 

“And so are Jeremy and Michelle. Mike is the greatest! Whenever anyone gets stuck he’s always there to help. You just gotta love him.” She gave him a big hug and kiss, which appeared to more than just friendly. “I’ve gotta run, I’m on at nine o’clock, and the boss will kill me if I’m late again.” Her big smile, sparkling eyes and cute dimples made her look like the embodiment of cuteness.

“C’mon Steve, let’s get the cars unloaded while the girls clean up. You can shower after the manual labor, while I prepare some early evening libations.” 

The girls volunteered to help us but he shooed them back to their rooms. “If you want, you can use my shower. That way you won’t have to take turns.”

The girls disappeared in the back of the house, while Mike and I unloaded several bags. Once they were stowed he followed me to my room where we continued our conversation while I showered and cleaned up, and I let him in on the nature of my intimacy with the two lovelies I’d brought with me.

“So, anyone special in your life this week?” I asked.

“Not particularly, although you’ll meet a couple of close friends tonight. We’re going to have a blast. But for now I’m going to go make us all drinks to get the evening rolling.” He walked out while I decided on what to wear that evening. I really needed to do some wash.

It was almost as if Mike read my mind. “Hey, tell the girls that anything they need washed to just toss outside in the hallway. I’ll have Maria wash in the morning.”

I slipped on some khakis and a Mickey Mouse embroidered polo shirt. I then peeked in on the girls and enjoyed the view of the half-dressed beauties while I shared the laundry news with them. I urged them to join us in the living room when they were ready.


Making Friends at the Fud

Mike had a gift for making people feel comfortable. We polished off a pitcher of Martinis while he regaled the girls with stories of our youth, and humorous tales of running a bar on the beach, especially during Spring Break.

Cleaned up, our immediate thirst quenched, we finally headed out. Mike drove in his Range Rover, and before long we were back at the bar, and things were obviously picking up.

We walked to one of the smaller rooms in the back, and Mike introduced us to some friends of his who were holding a table for us. His partner in the business, Bob, was there, as well as a tall brunette introduced to us as Michelle. Angela came over and took our drink order as we chatted. Turned out Michelle was one of the other temporary tenants at Mike’s.

Just as our drinks arrived, another leggy blonde came over, apologizing for being late, and introduced herself as Nanette. She ordered two Long-Island Iced Teas, announcing her intent to get shit-faced. It was obvious she wasn’t wasting any time pursuing her immediate goal.

Mike’s friends were great. We danced, we talked, we snacked, and just had a great time. A lot of people wandered over from time-to-time, but the core remained steady. The group dynamics were fluid throughout the evening, but I seemed to find myself bracketed by DD and Nanette more often than not. I made a few overtures towards Michelle, but she was hard to pin down, and I settled for the easier prey. Ana-Maria flitted from conversation to conversation, flirting with everyone, and charming the pants off Bob.

I was as surprised as anyone when the lights came up and I realized it was closing time. I wasn’t feeling too drunk; most of the group looked worse off than I, with Nanette and Bob both drunk as skunks. At Mike’s suggestion, we moved the party to his house.

We lost no one in transition, five us piling into Mike’s vehicle, while Ana-Maria succumbed to Bob’s requests and rode back with him in his Corvette. On the ride back, I was once again wedged between DD and Nanette.

I was drunk and horny and feeling my oats.

“I hope the party doesn’t last too long,” I whispered to DD, “I was hoping you’d join me in my room in a little while.”

“Just the two of us?” she giggled in response.

“What, am I not enough for you now?” I answered, reaching out and squeezing her upper thigh.

“You know what I mean.” She laughed, leaning her breast into my arm, and giving it a rub.

“Well, you are more than enough to fill my dreams,” I answered, shutting off any response from her with a lingering kiss.

I guess Nanette was a little jealous of the attention that DD was getting. As I leaned back after my kiss, Nanette leaned into me and whispered into my ear.

“I need to get laid tonight.” She accented the comment with a nibble on my earlobe and a grasp at my hardening cock.

I turned to face her, and her lips descended on mine. Her tongue forced its way into my mouth, as she squeezed my cock, tugging on it.

I pulled away, a little put off by her aggression, and concerned about how DD was going to handle the interaction. I was justified in my concern. DD climbed across my lap wiggling her way between me and Nanette.

“This one’s taken.” She told Nanette, placing her hand on Nanette’s chest, and pushing her back. 

“Why don’t you let him make that decision?” Nanette answered, reaching across towards me.

“He already has, but he’s too nice to hurt your feelings.” DD turned back to me, and possessively gave me a big kiss.

I opened my eyes to find Nanette’s just inches from mine, while she whispered into DD’s ear. “Can’t we share? I can’t go home tonight. I can’t.” While I watched, her lips reached down for DD’s neck, and I could feel her arm worm it’s way between us, as she reached around DD, at chest level.

Nanette leaned back, pulling DD with her, her arm across her chest, Nanette’s hand on DD’s breast. The drunken blonde continued nibbling at DD’s neck. DD leaned her head back, closing her eyes and relaxed back against Nanette, who was whispering to her again. This time I couldn’t make out the words.

As I looked down, Nanette’s opposite hand pulled up at DD’s skirt, her hand tracing a path up her thigh, until I could see her panties exposed to my view, and Nanette’s fingers at the edge of the elastic.

I followed Nanette’s lead, reaching forward for another kiss, while my hand covered Nanette’s and helped caress DD’s breast. DD surrendered herself completely to my kiss, and I was prepared to rip off her panties and do her right there, when the car slowed down and I realized we were pulling into Mike’s driveway.

I looked up to see Mike regarding us in the rearview mirror, while Michelle chattered on, oblivious to the action in the back seat.


Another Hot Tub Adventure

Mike is the only guy I know that has a personal Margarita machine. He had loaded one side with Margaritas, and the other side with Hard Lemonade. We were just settling in and were filling our glasses when Angela showed up, just off work and eager to catch up. Still dressed in her restaurant shirt and short-shorts, she disappeared upstairs, returning minutes later in one of the skimpiest bathing suits I had ever seen. She had a dynamite body, lots of curves, with a shape a lot like Ana-Maria’s, with a little less breast, and wider, rounder hips.

“I don’t know about you guys, but I need to relax my dogs. Who’s joining me?” She looked around, looking for company.

I immediately knew that I’d be going along. 

Ana-Maria called out that she was in, and Mike offered Bob a suit. 

“I didn’t bring a suit. Does that mean I can’t play?” Nanette pouted. 

Michelle said, “You don’t have to wear one at Mike’s. I’m not going to.”

Bob hooted, and laughed. “If they aren’t wearing one, I’m certainly not!”

That was all it took to get the ball rolling. Thank you, Michelle. 

The hot-tub was huge, a custom built tiled model. It was set into his rear deck and overlooked the ocean. He claimed it held ten, but with the eight of us it was full. Eight naked beautiful bodies, pressed against each other, legs tangled, and all of us in various states of intoxication. Okay, let’s not exaggerate. Five beautiful naked bodies, plus Mike, Bob and yours truly.

I was leaning back, drink in hand, DD in the crook of my left arm, and Angela beside me on the other side, wonderfully filling the gap between me and Mike. When the others had stripped down, she’d abandoned her suit as well, and her breasts were floating just below the top of the water, her nipples occasionally making an appearance. 

Ana-Maria got up from the far side of the tub, and came across to me, glorious in her nudity. She sat in my lap a second, and whispered in my ear. “Here we go again. You okay with my being with Mike tonight? Looks like you’ve got your hands full.”

“Absolutely,” I answered her, following up my assent with a kiss. “You can tell me all about it later.” 

She laughed, gave me another kiss, then whispered to DD for a second before returning to her spot next to Mike.

Angela regaled us with a rambling tale of her evening, and I was asked to share the story of how I met the two young ladies, which I related as an ‘R’ rated tale with lots of additions and corrections from my young, college bound companions. During the telling Angela fetched a couple of pitchers of frozen drinks, topping everyone off again, and giving me quite an eyeful, both exiting and re-entering the tub, which caused me to get a little lost in the telling, to the great amusement of everyone.

Mike told a few more stories of our misspent youth which were followed by true confessions from Nanette. It turned out that everyone except the three newcomers knew that Nanette’s boyfriend/fiancée had just come back from a year long project in Italy. They’d only seen each other twice in the twelve months that he’d been gone, and as soon as he got back he told her that he had to break it off, he had a new girlfriend. That had been yesterday.

“For five months I’ve been waiting for that son-of-a-bitch. And he’s been banging some Italian chippy the whole time. I’m so mad I could spit.” She was obviously furious, but instead of spitting, she was crying, putting a bit of a damper on things.

“Forget the bastard. There’s a lot better men in the world,” Michelle announced. “Why look! Here’s one right beside me!” She was seated next to Bob, and pushed him towards Nanette.

Bob turned to Nanette and took her in his arms. “Any man that would dump you deserves to have his head examined.” 

“Right. You’re just trying to make me feel good,” Nanette whined.

“Let lightning strike me dead if I’m lying. You are an incredible woman that any sane man would give his eyeteeth for.”

“God, I hope what you’re saying is true, cause if you’re going to get hit by lightning, I’m going to go inside,” I joked.

I got a small giggle from Nanette, who answered, “He’s drunk. He’d say anything if he thought maybe it would help him get some tonight.”

Mike reached across, took her hand and pulled her to his own lap. “I’m not that drunk and I have to say that Bob’s right. You are one of the sweetest, prettiest girls I know. Frank is an asshole.” He turned her chin up and kissed her. “If you were mine, I would never let you go. I swear it. There’s not many women that could convince me to settle down, but you could make me rethink the lonely bachelor life.” He kissed her again, slowly, deeply.

“Lonely bachelor? Another one full of BS if you ask me,” Angela laughed.

Mike stood up, the gorgeous long-limbed blonde in his arms, and turned to me, extending his arms to drop her into my lap. I took the offering and gathered her to my chest.

“What do you think, Steve?” Mike asked, taking his seat again, between Ana-Maria and Angela.

I looked down at the vulnerable woman I held. Her slate blue eyes captured mine, and I could see the wetness of tears barely held back. Her golden locks hung down into the water, wet for half their length. She waited for my comment, and I felt as if I stood in judgment. I felt bad about the way I’d treated her earlier. And kind of stupid—she was a very beautiful woman, who wanted to be with me, and I had been hesitant.

“He’s an idiot,” I finally muttered, and pulled her up where I could kiss her. I pressed my lips against hers and lost myself in our kiss. Coming up for air I told her, “I’d kick his ass, once for what he did to you, and again just for being so stupid. You are far too beautiful, far too much woman, to be waiting for some jerk five thousand miles away. A body like this should be made love to every night, not put away on a shelf.” I leaned forward and whispered to her, “Maybe later, I’ll get a chance to back up my words. I hope so.”

I stood and placed her back in her place, leaving a final kiss on her forehead, before taking back my seat.

“I want to play!” Angela cried, and she climbed into Bob’s lap. “I can’t keep a boyfriend, why not? Aren’t I good enough for anyone?” Her arms wrapped around Bob’s neck while she waited for his verdict.

“What do you expect?” he answered. “You’re too damn picky. Don’t ask me; it’s not like I’ve ever gotten anywhere with you for all my trying, and God knows I’ve tried. Who wouldn’t?”

“But you’re always just joking and flirting. I mean someone serious,” she said petulantly. I could almost hear her foot stomping.

“I’ll show you serious.” He pulled her up to his mouth and kissed her almost desperately. I watched as his lips left hers and he kissed her on her eyes, her cheeks and neck. Whatever he was doing was working as I could see her nipples hardening.

Her breath was coming faster, when Bob stood and passed her to Mike. “Your turn,” he said with a smirk, dumping her in Mike’s lap.

“You know what I think of you,” Mike told her. “I love you madly, but after two failed tries, well, the sex is always incredible, but, you know.” 

“I know, oil and water,” she laughed. She sat up and turned to face him, her legs wrapped around his waist while they shared a long deep kiss.

She climbed off of Mike, and stood in front of me. She let me get a good long look at her. The water reached just above her crotch, and I was privy to a great view as she did a short turn in front of me. Another cute blonde, not as pretty as Nanette, but sexy as hell with all the right curves. Shorter and vivacious, she reminded me of a vanilla Ana-Maria. Then she dropped into my lap.

“Well? What do you think?” 

“Beautiful, cheerful, funny and smart enough to escape the clutches of the evil Mikey. Your ass is breathtaking. That’s pretty damn good credentials to me. I think you could hurt me; you seem pretty wild. It would be worth it though. You look so yummy. I could just eat you up.”

“Watch out, he means that,” Ana-Maria laughed.

“I may take you up on that, stud. How about a sample?” She wrapped her arms around my neck presenting her lips. Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I kissed her. I allowed my hands to wander a bit, as I stroked her skin, around her waist, thighs and that bounteous, bodacious ass. 

She finally pulled away with a smile and reached down and gave my hard-on a squeeze. “Mmmm, I guess you do like me!” She took her seat next to me, still grasping my cock, and whispered in my ear. “If you get tired of your little girls, my room is the first on the right, top of the stairs.”

Until she mentioned it I never really realized that everyone there was in their late 20’s and 30’s except for the two teens I’d brought to the party. 

Michelle got up and I thought she’d be next, going from lap to lap, but instead she reached out for Ana-Maria next to her, and pulled her up and in the direction of Mike.

“Pass the new girl! Pass the new girl!” Angela sang, massaging the back and neck of Ana-Maria, who was seated next to her in Mike’s lap.

“Okay,” Ana-Maria laughed, going along with the game, “I have no complaints, my life is great, I’ve been having the best sex of my life, and I’m in no hurry to settle down now with three years of school to go. So go ahead, what do you think? Give it some thought, you might consider this an interview, winner-take-all.”

“What can I say? You’re as hot as summer sand on the beach, and have the most incredible tits in this tub, and that’s saying a lot!” Mike laughed as he spoke, and reached forward and grabbed a breast, accenting his words with a tweak. Without realizing it, he’d hit her hot button dead on, and I was pretty confident he was going to have a warm little bundle of Latin love in his bed later.

She squealed and pulled him close, kissing him warmly. He continued to fondle her breasts while Angela snuggled in closer and nibbled on Ana-Maria’s neck while Mike had his fun.

Mike looked over to me. “Come and get her,” he told me, “I’m really in no state to stand right now.”

I did as he requested and scooped Ana-Maria up, and sat down with her in my lap. She wiggled out of my arms and turned around facing me, as Angela had done with Mike earlier. She leaned forward, raising up a little and whispered to me, “Put it in.” Her pussy was rubbing against my still hard cock, and I was too drunk and horny to be circumspect. I reached between us, and rubbed the head of my cock across her pussy lips, and when it was in place, she lowered herself onto me, with an evil little grin. The water made it tough going but she persevered and somehow managed to take it all.

It was incredibly exciting to be sitting there with my cock inside this hot babe, while sitting among six more beautiful naked people. I wasn’t sure who, if any of them, were aware of what was going on in their midst, but it was rather obvious.

“What do you think?” she asked me, with a teasing wiggle.

“Any guy fortunate enough to be with you tonight, or any night, should count his lucky stars. I know I will for years to come.” I pulled her close and let our lips meet lightly. She melted against me, while my breath caught in my chest. Finally she pulled away sliding off my lap, drawing off my cock, before she turned around and climbed into Bob’s lap. 

“Your turn, let’s hear your silver tongue,” she told him. 

“I would pay a thousand dollars to be with you. Seriously. Now. Cash. You make my blood boil. I can’t remember seeing anything as sexy as you, ever.” I believe if he had a wallet on him, he would have pulled out the cash then and there. He may have been drunk, but he sounded very sincere.

She looked over her shoulder at Mike, grinning. “Hmm, two finalists. You guys are amazing. I guess it’s time for the follow-up interview.”

She threw her arms around Bob’s neck and gave him a kiss, which he gladly returned while he allowed his hands to wander across her sexy body. One of his hands disappeared between them, and it seemed to me he was playing with her breasts.

Michelle leaned over and interrupted what I thought was going to be some raucous sex right there in front of all of us.

“Before things get too crazy here, we still have one more contestant for ‘pass the naked girl’,” she announced with a nod towards DD. Deirdre blushed as Ana-Maria slid off Bob’s lap, and pulled DD onto it.

I leaned across Angela to ask Mike a question which was gnawing at me. “Seems like there are two girls left. How about Michelle herself?” 

“Oh. Michelle is very taken. As in married. She is a bit of a tease and we had a thing a while ago, but she’s been married for almost two years now, and she doesn’t cheat. Believe me, I know.” He laughed, and Angela gave him an elbow. 

“That shouldn’t matter, she should have a turn too,” Angela insisted.

During our conversation, I missed DD’s entire interaction with Bob, but as she climbed out of his lap and onto Mike’s, Ana-Maria resumed her position sitting across Bob’s legs, and whispering in his ear.

Nanette had been pretty quiet since she’d started the little game, and she slid over next to me, while Mike declared his unending lust for the delightful DD. 

“I’m becoming a prune in here. Let’s go somewhere a little more private.” She made her intentions very clear by reaching into my lap and stroking my ever present erection. It was tempting, but she was slurring her words badly, and I didn’t want to take advantage of her just because she was three sheets to the wind. And then there was DD to consider. Then again, she was beautiful, drunk and willing. Decisions, decisions.

“I would love to, believe me, but I promised DD that I’d be with her tonight,” I confessed, while rocking my hips with the motion of her hand as she stroked my cock slowly and deliberately. I doubt anyone could miss the action if they looked our way, since her hand and arm broke the top of the water at the end of each stroke.

“Great! I’m not greedy. She can find us.” She blew my mind then, when she slid off the bench, under the water, and took my cock in her mouth, right there in front of everybody. She came up spluttering, just as Mike turned to pass DD to me.

I accepted DD, with just the slightest regrets for interrupting my first underwater blowjob. I took her into my lap, and as I did, Michelle spoke up. “This hot tub is getting a little too hot for me. I think I’m going to get out.”

“Not yet, cheater!” Angela cried out. “You have to take your turn. Hell, you started the game.”

“Oh! I can’t,” she answered sounding almost shocked.

“Sure you can,” Mike answered, “a few seconds in each guys lap ain’t going to kill you.”

“And we won’t tell Jeremy,” Angela added.

Ana-Maria and Bob chimed in their agreement, and finally Michelle bowed to the pressure and sat across Mike’s lap, which at the moment was the only vacant one, with Ana-Maria well established in Bob’s lap, while I held DD in mine.

“Having fun?” DD asked me as she settled in with a wiggle.

“Of course. And this is the best part so far!” I assured her.

She laughed heartily. “You are such a sweet bull-shitter.”

Nanette cuddled up to us, and clung to me while I made out with DD. I reached up and squeezed DD’s breast and she shuddered. 

“Steve …” she admonished, but couldn’t quite bring herself to say no to me. 

“I can’t wait to be in you again,” I confessed.

“And I can’t wait to see it,” Nanette giggled.

Nanette must have been watching the action around us. Good thing because I was way too distracted. Nanette reached over and gently pulled DD off my lap, back between us, while Mike stood in front of me, holding the luscious Michelle in his arms. He deposited her in my lap, and she quickly observed that I was in a very erect state. 

“My! This is a nice surprise. Sometimes I almost wish I wasn’t taken,” she teased rubbing her hip against my hard-on.

“Don’t even tease me like that,” I told her. “Am I going to get a kiss?”

“Don’t ask,” was her answer.

I thought about that. I could take it one of two ways. It could mean ‘don’t even think about it’, or it could be ‘if you don’t ask, then I can’t say no.’ I opted for the second choice, and pulled her close, slowly lowering my face to hers. She didn’t pull away, and when my lips met hers, she returned my kiss passionately. 

Something about the fact that she was forbidden goods prodded me to push the limits of behavior. I was holding her in my right arm while I kissed her, and I let my left hand reach down grab her inside hand and place it on my cock. She didn’t resist, and allowed her fingers to wrap around my turgid meat, slowly stroking it. I placed my hand between her knees, and slowly worked it up the inside of her thighs. I continued slowly sliding my hand upwards, expecting resistance, and was surprised when instead of closing her legs tightly she opened them a bit, allowing my hand to continue its journey of exploration. 

She moaned into my mouth, when my fingers finally reached her split. I expected to be rebuffed but she pressed against my hand as my finger entered her and continued tugging firmly on my erection. She finally pulled her mouth off of mine, but still didn’t pull away. She tucked her head into my shoulder and bit at my neck surrendering an almost inaudible moan. 

I looked around the tub as I kissed her neck and diddled her. Things had gotten completely out of hand. Ana-Maria was seated beside Bob now, and was clearly giving him a handjob, which he was vociferously enjoying. Angela was astride Mike, and although the action was all below the water level, I had little doubt he was inside her, from the movement that I could see. His hands were also wandering, one of them reaching out sideways, exploring Ana-Maria’s ass and pussy.

DD was pressed tightly against my side, and I was surprised to find her hand pressing mine against Michelle’s pussy. I stole a quick glimpse sideways, and nioticed that Nanette was glued to DD’s back and her hands were nowhere to be seen.

I turned Michelle’s face back to mine and kissed her again, deeply. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy, feeling DD’s replacing mine. I reached for Michelle’s breast, gripping it, squeezing it, while she leaned into my kiss.

Nanette drew away from DD, and crawled around Michelle to my opposite side. We now formed a triangle, DD, Nanette and I, with Michelle at the center. Nanette was leaning into Michelle’s back, licking her neck, nibbling on her shoulder. Her hand creeped around and joined mine on Nanette’s breast. I tore my lips off of Michelle’s for a moment, gathering a kiss from Nanette before turning back to the current object of my affection.

I placed my lips to Michelle’s ear and breathed, “I’ve got to have you.” She gasped as I returned my hand between her legs, sliding a finger inside her, then a second. Again she moaned, but made no move to stop me. I didn’t know if it was the alcohol, the atmosphere, or the constant teasing. I’m a bastard, and I really didn’t care.

Of all the outcomes I had anticipated, none had me fucking Michelle. And yet here I was and that was my new goal. I turned her in my lap, away from me, fingers still inside her, and slid down to make my access better. DD grasped my cock for me, and positioned it at Michelle’s opening, and with a grunt, Michelle slid down my body, impaling herself on my aching cock.

“Oh, God, Steve, I shouldn’t; I can’t.” Her gasping comment was lost in the noise around the tub. DD was rubbing Michelle’s pussy where my cock was entering her, while Nanette changed position again. She eased herself around Michelle’s leg and positioned herself between Michelle’s thighs, lying across her body, their breasts pushed together. She leaned her face over Michelle’s shoulder and kissed me again, while she rubbed her breasts against Michelle’s. She appeared to be so drunk I was surprised she was still making sense. Her eyes had that half-closed, glazed look; I expected to see them closing at any moment.

“Let’s go to your bedroom,” Nanette said to me.

“What do you think?” I whispered into Michelle’s ear as I rolled my hips driving my cock in and out of her, just enough to tease. 

“Please, not here, let’s go inside. Please,” Michelle whispered, reaching down and rubbing her hands along the outside of my thighs, while her pussy throbbed around my stiff cock.

I looked around the tub and saw that our group had broken up. Mike and Angela were walking through the doors back into the house, while Bob and Ana Maria were nowhere to be seen. All had left the tub while we teased and played with Michelle.

With a kiss, I nodded to Nanette and she climbed off of us, and hopped out of the tub without another word. DD, followed closely behind, and I lifted Michelle off my cock and placed her on the edge of the tub. I climbed out and pulled her to her feet. 

“I really shouldn’t do this,” she murmured as I lifted her up, took her in my arms and headed for my bedroom. 

I hushed her, and she buried her head in my shoulder, practically purring.


Michelle, Nanette, DD & Me

When I got to my room, dripping a path the whole way through the house, DD and Nanette met me and my armful, and dried the two of us off with huge bath sheets. Again, Michelle hesitated.

“I don’t know what I’m doing here,” she said, standing in front of me while Nanette dried her off. DD was making sure I was completely dry, using her lips to test the surface. I took the moment to study Michelle’s naked shape. Slender, with nearly waist long hair, she had that ‘girl-next-door’ look: lips too thin, nose too sharp, eyebrows too thick, all combined to be pretty, not beautiful, and for some reason sexy as hell.

My eyes traveled downwards, across her smallish breasts, with oversized dark nipples, across a pretty flat belly, to a finely cropped dark brown bush that matched her long hair perfectly. Her hips were wide on top of thick thighs, but not fat, just solid. I could imagine my hands grasping her hipbones, and pulling her back onto my cock while I screwed her doggy style.

I moved towards her, and she reflexively stepped back until the back of her legs hit the edge of the bed. She fell back onto it, and the view of this incredible brunette spread eagle before me was too much to resist. I lifted her legs and within moments had the full length of my cock buried back inside her.

DD lay down in the bed on one side of Michelle, while Nanette took up position on the opposite side. 

“Shit! You feel so huge inside me,” Michelle gasped as I plowed her off-limits pussy. 

I looked down to watch my missile slowly disappearing into her closely cropped pussy. I found it hugely exciting to watch the full length of my cock slip in and out of her, while DD and Nanette watched us.

“I want some of that,” Nanette slurred, reaching out and allowing her fingers to brush against us where I entered Michelle.

DD giggled. “Well, this should be interesting. I know for a fact that he can satisfy two women, but three? This I have to see.” 

The angle was perfect, the bed height just right for me to stand and screw Michelle as her ass hung off the edge of the bed. I was able to get a lot of leverage, using my entire body to pound away at her.

I fucked Michelle thoroughly, until she came on my cock. While I thrust in and out of her tight twat, the remaining two beauties teased her, kissing her breasts, fondling her body, and rubbing her pussy. 

I looked up after a prolonged period of pounding her pussy, to find all three girls lying down, DD and Nanette’s faces meeting over Michelle’s while all three of them shared a very wet kiss. DD and Nanette each had possession of one of Michelle’s breasts and were playing with them quite roughly. Michelle was moaning loudly under the attention of the three of us.

The erotic sight was enough to put me over the edge, and I finally came with a series of grunts and huge thrusts. Michelle squealed as my hot cum penetrated deep inside her forbidden zone. Her calves trembled where they bracketed my head, and I held her firmly by the front of her thighs, buried to the hilt inside her, feeling stream after stream of cum filling her.

I pulled out eventually collapsing onto the bed, but was given no rest as Nanette immediately went down on me, doing her best to get a rise out of my resting soldier. DD decided to help in her own way, and I soon found myself face deep into her delightfully familiar crotch, licking her smooth pussy, which was showing the barest hint of stubble after the previous nights shaving fun. I expected to be in for a long bout of licking, but it wasn’t long before she climbed off and lay down beside me, her head pressed against mine.

Nanette got the reaction she was looking for, and followed her oral attention with an even more intimate one, crouching above me and lowering herself onto my resplendent tool. DD gave a blow-by-blow account of the action, describing everything that Nanette did while fucking herself with my cock.

I had lost track of Michelle, but I saw her returning from the bathroom, with an odd little smile plastered to her face. She took up position opposite DD, cuddled up to me, while we all watched Nanette bouncing on my boner.

“That was really incredible,” Michelle told me softly. “I can’t remember ever being so excited. Your fat cock seems to touch every place inside of me that never gets attention.”

“Kiss me,” I commanded her.

She did, long and lovingly, then passionately while Nanette screamed out finally coming on my cock. She collapsed across me, falling atop Michelle, and gasping.

“God, I needed that,” she told us, before rolling off of me. She almost fell off the bed, and I was reminded again of just how drunk she was. Yet she managed to save herself, and she still knew what she wanted.

“Are we going to do Deirdre now?” Nanette asked, with a sloppy grin.

“I know I am! I’ve been thinking about this moment all day.” I told her, getting up myself and reaching out to the sexy little teen.

“Let’s not rush,” Nanette answered, sliding up behind DD and wrapping her in her arms. “She looks so young, sweet and innocent, I can hardly stand to keep my hands off of her.”

“Wow,” Michelle laughed, “you guys are crazy. This is insane.”

Nanette crabbed sideways in the bed, swinging around DD, and trying to get between me and the fair redhead. 

“I want to taste her first. I’ve been thinking about it ever since we were in the car on the way over here.” 

It sounded like a great idea to me, and I eased DD back on the bed, while Nanette took up position between her spread legs.

“Mmmm, I love a smooth shaved pussy,” she purred, just before lowering her face to the object of her admiration.

I felt Michelle’s breath against my ear. “Fuck me, Steve.” It came out a cross between a plea and a demand.

I couldn’t think of anything I’d rather do, at least not while I waited for Nanette to finish with DD.

I positioned her sideways on the bed, on her hands and knees. Her head was above DD’s waist, and her ass was in the air, just over the edge of the bed. I stood behind her, reached down and spread her cheeks, and allowed myself a taste of the treasure I was about to penetrate.

She moaned, and let her upper body sag, until she was resting her weight on her elbows, and her head was resting on DD’s stomach. I teased her for only a short while, before standing to stick my hard-on back in her before it wilted.

Placing the head at her opening, I slid inside her enjoying the sound of her gasp. DD was moaning herself, yet reached down and stroked Michelle’s hair, while Nanette did her best to bring DD off.

I fucked Michelle leisurely, sliding my cock in and out of her easily at a gentle pace, while I surveyed the field of feminine flesh before me. My hands traveled all across Michelle’s back, legs and ass, while she let me pound that pussy which was off-limits and all the sweeter for that fact. Getting more excited than I wanted at that moment, I buried my shaft deep inside her, and stayed there, holding her firmly by the hips, keeping her still, while I rested.

“God, I love that feeling,” Michelle purred, giving a little shake of her ass. “You fill me perfectly. I swear you are touching every inch of my insides.”

Nanette suddenly sat up, wiping her chin with a smile. “I’m dizzy.” 

I eased out of Michelle, after placing a kiss in the small of her back. “We’ll have to finish this a little later,” I told her, giving her ass a playful smack, as I walked around the bed, and climbed up between DD’s legs.

I looked in her face, and her blue eyes were smoldering. 

“Kiss me, first, you amoral bastard.” Her words were a little harsh, but the smile and laugh that accompanied them belied any ill feeling.

I lay across her body, taking her face in my hands and kissing her deeply. As our tongues tangled, I felt her hips shifting below me, and I did my best to line my cock up with the split between her legs. I felt a hand intervene and one of the other two lovelies helped guide me inside of the porcelain beauty. Then a mouth and tongue was bathing my balls while I slowly buried my stiff meat into DD.

Nanette had already brought DD to the cusp of pleasure and had held her there, preparing her for me. I lifted my upper body off of her, and penetrated her with long, slow strokes that quickly had her dissolving into a heap of passion underneath me. 

She stared into my eyes hungrily, and she whispered huskily, “Fuck me, fuck me.” Each stroke brought a repetition of her mantra, and like a metronome, I let the utterance instigate the outstroke, then allowing a short pause before sliding back in. 

“Fuck me.”

In. Out.

“Fuck me.”

In. Out.

Michelle cuddled up next to DD, lying on her side, and watched me fuck that hot little teenage body. Michelle’s hand caressed DD’s belly, from the far tit, down to where my pole disappeared into the bare flesh at the junction of DD’s legs. I slowly rose up on my knees, never allowing the rhythm to change as I drilled the delightful Deirdre. I continued lifting DD’s legs high and wide, and looked down to watch the glory of my fat cock buried deep inside my dream girl.

“Fuck her,” Michelle breathed, in time with DD’s moans. “Fuck her. Fuck her. Fuck her.” 

Nanette’s voice joined Michelle’s and I felt like I was on stage. I looked over and she was lying down, eyes closed, half asleep, yet still wanting to be involved. The chant echoed, getting louder and firmer. “Fuck her, fuck her, FUCK HER.” Three voices, urging me on.

The voices slowly picked up in tempo, encouraging me to fuck her faster and harder. As I pistoned in and out, I stared down at the beautiful DD, her body bracketed by the active Michelle and the semi-conscious Nanette. Michelle’s hand crept between our legs, and her fingers formed a V over DD’s slit. Each stroke caused her hand to shift minutely upward, her hand grinding down into DD’s clit with each subsequent penetration.

Without warning DD came explosively, crying out, her body stiffening, her legs pointing straight out, gasping. Nanette partially woke from her semi-stupor and climbed up and crushed DD’s lips with her own, her tongue driving into DD’s mouth while I fucked the co-ed hard. She was coming intensely and the action was rapidly forcing me over the edge. Michelle rubbed DD’s clit violently and I couldn’t hold back even a moment longer. 

I slammed my cock forward, bottoming out, and groaned, while I bathed her insides with my hot cream.

I drew out of her, and gently lowered her body back to the bed.

“Wow,” Nanette breathed, then giggled.

Michelle giggled with her, and for some reason the two fell into a fit of giggles from which neither could escape. Even DD joined them in laughter, while a huge shit-eating grin spread across my own visage.

“That was different,” Michelle laughed, stretched languidly out on the bed, her arms straining towards the headboard, her breasts suddenly drawing my attention. As worn out as I was, I inexplicably wanted her again, and I sat down next to her and reached out to play with one of her tits while we bathed in the afterglow of incredible sex.

I got up to pee, and when I returned to the room, DD and Nanette were curled up together, apparently asleep, and Michelle had her eyes closed as well.

Damn my bladder!


Michelle’s Story

I pulled on a pair of boxers and wandered back to the kitchen, grabbing a tall glass of OJ, and walked back out to the deck. The cool breeze off the water was invigorating, and I gazed out on the scenic view while I rehydrated. I was getting goose bumps and decided to hop back in the hot tub for a second to rinse off and warm up. As I was stepping out of the tub, feeling a little more comfortable and substantially refreshed, I spotted Michelle stepping out onto the deck. She acted surprised to see me, and tried to cover herself.

“Oh, so this is where you went.” She reached down and picked up her shirt and slacks off the ground, holding them in front of her. “I just came out to get my clothes before I headed to bed.”

“I’m sorry. I thought you all were napping.” I stepped towards her, reaching out for her. “Why don’t we head back? There’s a little unfinished business we had that I’m really looking forward to completing.” 

She stepped back away from me. “I really should just go back to my room. I’m sure that Nanette and DD can take care of you from here out.”

“And I should really go to bed.” I answered, reaching out again and catching her arm before she could pull away. I drew her towards me and she came, reluctantly. “But at least let me tuck you in.”

“I’m sure I’ll be fine on my own.”

“Please.”

She was slow to answer, but finally nodded with nervous grin. “Okay, but can you grab the rest of my things?” She nodded towards the underwear, shoes and socks piled at my feet.

I scooped them up and stepped in the door after her. She was in a bit of a quandary at first, not sure how to best cover herself, then realizing how silly she was, she laughed and rolled her clothing in a ball and hugged them to her chest.

At her door I expected to be turned away, but she walked into the room ahead of me, depositing her clothing on the dresser, and turned towards me. I entered the room behind her, closing the door behind me.

“You’re pretty damn confident aren’t you?” she said.

“Not really. I wanted to speak with you a second and thought you might prefer some privacy.” I approached her slowly turning at the last second to drop the rest of her clothing next to the pile she’d put down.

“So speak.” She leaned back, her arms behind her, legs crossed, breasts jutting out.

“I just wanted to say thank you. You were incredible. And of course, I’ll be the definition of discretion tomorrow. As will DD. And I really doubt Nanette will remember much of anything.”

We laughed at that, and she admitted that Nanette was pretty far gone.

“I’ve never done anything like that. I don’t know what came over me. I love Jeremy very much, and don’t want to hurt him.” She couldn’t keep her eyes up, staring down at the ground at her feet.

“It’s our secret.” I moved against her, letting my arms wrap around her. “Jeremy is a very lucky guy.” 

She turned her face up and I quickly bent down to capture her lips with mine. She responded, pulling me hard against her. 

“I can’t believe how badly I want you,” I confessed. 

She dropped to her knees, and spent the next few minutes restoring my manhood to its full glory. She was a great cocksucker, and I delighted in watching her devour me. I considered returning the favor, but didn’t want to waste such a nice erection after she spent so much time and effort developing it.

I sat on the edge of the bed, and Michelle climbed aboard my cock, wrapping her legs around me. We sat face to face, simply kissing and holding each other, while my thick prick filled her. We rocked back and forth, shifting slightly, enjoying the extended period of being joined. 

It was incredible, sensual, and exciting, but I needed more. 

“I need to fuck you again,” I told her.

“Good.”

And I did. I fucked her all over that bed, face-to-face, from behind, on her side, legs spread wide, legs held together. My cock was an iron rod, refusing to wilt, and I was able to make her come on demand. I felt all powerful. 

After she came for me for about the seventh or eighth time—I’d lost count—she collapsed on the bed, on her belly, completely spent. I rolled her on her side, and she was putty in my hands. She allowed me to position her as I would, and I left one leg pointing straight down the bed, and pulled the other leg up high towards her chest. Kneeling astride the bottom leg, I entered her again, easily now, and spent the next several minutes ravaging her malleable body. She was helpless under my assault, totally given over to being my sex toy.

I finally found myself peaking again, and she must have recognized the impending finish.

“Come for me, Steve, come in me.” She twisted her upper body, and stared back at me, while I pumped her. 

“I will beautiful, I’m close, close …” I gasped.

“Do it. Fill me.” 

Not one to deny the wishes of a beautiful, if married, woman, I finished, slamming into her to the hilt, in preparation for painting her insides with my cum one last time. I knew after this one, I’d have nothing left. I was completely spent.

Gripping her thigh and hip tightly, I pushed deep inside her, doing my best to push my dick all the way up to her belly, while I felt the tightening of my balls, and the first stream leaping forth into her.

“Oh … I feel it. That’s incredible,” she moaned.

Again and again, my balls sent forth their contents, and my hips drove forward with each effort, unable to get any farther inside her, but unwilling to give up the fight.

Done, at last, I collapsed to the side, gasping for breath, my legs trembling with exertion, my forearms aching, my lower back burning, the sweat on my body chilling me as it evaporated in the air-conditioning.

“Are you always like that?” she asked, rolling over towards me, and throwing her arm across my chest.

“Never. Never like that.” I thought to myself it must have been the knowledge that this was probably my one and only chance to be with her.

“Thank you,” she whispered. She kissed my shoulder, my neck, and worked her way up to my lips. “I’ll always remember this night. You have been incredible.”

“Inspired,” I answered, pulling her lips back to mine and kissing her tenderly.

I disentangled our limbs, and gave two last little kisses to her nipples, then her tummy, before I pulled the mess that was her sheets up around her neck, kissed her good night, and headed back to my room, hoping the girls were going to sleep in late.

I passed Angela’s room as I headed to the stairs, and saw it was empty. I was pleased to see that I wasn’t the only having a night of it.

Back at my room I collapsed into my bed, claiming a small piece of mattress which wasn’t covered by the sprawling lovelies already sleeping soundly, and promptly passed out.


No Regrets

The sun streaming through the window woke me and it took a few minutes for me to get my bearings. I was alone in the bed, which I found surprising, considering how crowded it had been just a few hours earlier. Noise from the bathroom caught my attention and I was pleasantly surprised to see the beautiful and completely naked Nanette stagger into the bedroom and plop onto the bed with an audible “Ooof!”

“God, I’m dying this morning,” she moaned, placing a cold washcloth across her forehead. 

“I think you might have had one or two drinks too many last night,” I sympathized. “Can I get you anything?”

“No, I think I’ll just expire as is,” Nanette groaned.

I lay there on my side, quietly taking in her gorgeous form, and felt a resurgence from my partner in crime, below the waist.

“You know,” she said softly, “I keep having flashes of doing some of the craziest things last night. I didn’t do anything too stupid, did I?” 

“No more so than the rest of us. You were pretty wild though.”

“Did I imagine it, or was Michelle in bed with you and me and some skinny redheaded kid?” 

“No, that pretty much sums it up.”

“Oh my God. What happened!” She rolled over and looked at me, appearing to see me for the first time. 

“A little bit of everything,” I joked.

“Shit. This isn’t good.” She sat up abruptly. “What time is it?” 

“Nine-forty,” I answered, peeking at the bedside clock.

“Oh. Okay. I need to be at work at eleven, I was afraid I had overslept.” She collapsed back onto the bed with another moan.

“I feel pretty stupid, and embarrassed,” she said softly after another relaxing quiet period.

“You look beautiful, and you were incredible last night,” I answered her. 

“Oh, please. I look a mess.” 

I reached across and let my fingers run down her arm. “You are beautiful, sexy as hell, and it is only with the greatest of willpower that I’m avoiding attacking you in your weakened state.”

“And I was just thinking that a little ‘hair-of-the-dog’ might be what I need this morning.”

“You want a drink?” I asked, surprised.

“No,” she giggled.

I finally caught on. “Oh.” 

I slid over next to her and allowed my hands to wander over her body for a few minutes while she sighed under my ministrations. She was adorable, her long blonde hair and long limbs catching the morning rays. I allowed my lips and tongue to follow where my hands had only just been, making a leisurely pastime of kissing and caressing every part of her I could find. She guided me occasionally with responsive moans, sighs and groans, to let me know when she was particularly happy with the attention she was receiving. 

When her legs spread apart, and her arms opened up for me, I was more than ready, and eagerly mounted her. All the play had her warmed up nicely and I entered her easily. It was a delightful, languid fuck, and when my arms started to tire, I rolled her onto her side, and sidled up behind her, entering her again, and massaging her back while I stroked in and out.

We had been silently screwing for a nice long while when she spoke. “Now this is the perfect morning-after cure.”

“Amen to that,” I concurred.

She lifted one leg, and shifted slightly offering me a little better penetration, which I felt obliged to respond to. Getting a little more motion into it, I was able to saw in and out of her for most of my length, with a firmer stroke now. The sensation was heightened, and I could feel her much better—the added friction was also getting me excited.

“Cum for me, baby,” she whispered.

It sounded like a great idea to me, so I got on my knees, leaving her on her side, tucked her legs back together, and finished with a flurry. It only took a few more seconds of long deep strokes to bring me to the edge, and then I was gasping as I finished deep inside her, my groans matching hers.

Moments after I collapsed to the side, Ana-Maria popped her head in the door. “Breakfast is on, and you guys are the only ones still in bed. You coming?”

Nanette and I both laughed.

* * * *

Brunch was a huge buffet, with people helping themselves and eating at the island, at the kitchen table, out on the deck, wherever they felt like it. I tried to help clean up, but was encouraged to bathe instead, and it wasn’t long before I was on the beach with a crowd of new friends, and one old one. 

We spread out blankets, beach umbrellas, coolers, beach chairs, and a variety of items that made it look like we were settling in for the duration, even though we were only thirty yards from Mike’s porch. 

There was a lot of mutual lotion application and I was too distracted and relaxed to even pay much attention to who I rubbed lotion on and who rubbed it on me. Nanette and Michelle weren’t there; they had lunch duty, and Bob had headed out, but the rest of the crowd from the night before was there, as well as a few faces I didn’t recognize. One turned out to be a house guest at Chez Mike and three others turned out to be neighbors.

We sunned, swam, played a little beach football and volleyball, and eventually I was all ‘beached-out’. When Bob showed up with lunch from the restaurant, I was one of the first to take him up on it and headed back to the house for a snack, and then a nap, I hoped, before we headed back to the Fud’.

I ate, showered and snuck off to bed, hoping for a few hours of quiet and rest. The trip had been incredible but my batteries were beginning to run low. Of course as things would have it, this wasn’t going to be much of a rest opportunity either.

I heard some noise from across the hall, and figured that DD and/or Ana-Maria had come up to the house, and I wanted to speak to them for a second about their plans for tomorrow. I was going to have to head back home. I turned the corner, and the noise was coming from Mike’s room, not the girls’. I peaked in and had to stop and catch my breath, when I saw Ana-Maria on her hands and knees, being plugged at both ends by Mike and Bob.

Mike saw me almost immediately and waved me over.

“Buddy, I owe you big time for this one. Your little friend here has got to be the hottest thing I’ve seen in years.” Mike accentuated his comments with a couple of firm strokes into Ana-Maria from behind.

Ana-Maria turned a little to look at me, but never let Bob’s dick escape her talented mouth.

“I know.” I laughed. “This has been one of the best weeks of my life, and little Ana-Maria there has been at the heart of it.”

“She told us a little more of just what you guys have been up to so far. That was last night, after Angela finally crashed. This one was insatiable.”

“She looks like she’s being ‘sated’ just fine now,” I laughed.

“Oh, I don’t know. Creative girl like her, I figure there’s always room for one more.”

Mike was right. Under his direction, I soon found myself underneath her, face-to-face, her big brown eyes gazing into mine, my cock buried in her amazingly still tight pussy.

“This is all so incredible,” she sighed into my ear, before groaning as Mike tried to cram his prick in her tight little back door.

“Fuck,” she hissed. “Hold me,” she begged, while I could feel Mike working away at burying his meat as deeply as he could.

I held her tight. Kissing her face, and neck, I kept telling her how hot and beautiful she was, while I comforted her against the assault on her bottom. It was quite a while before she was comfortable with the second intruder inside of her, and then she was able to relax on me, without the constant grimaces and grunts that I witnessed up close while Mike filled her ass. 

Then I saw another player enter the picture as Bob stuck his cock in her face. She rose up a little off of me, and allowed him to fuck her face, while Mike stretched the other end. 

I’m not inexperienced, but it was the first time I’d even been involved in anything so wild, so absolutely decadent. For a few seconds I had a burst of guilt, that I’d dragged Ana-Maria into this, and now she was being used like a wanton slut. Then I accepted that it was her choice, from the very beginning she had indicated her desire to be with both Mike and Bob. She certainly seemed to be enjoying it.

I was pretty much furniture, while the two business partners screwed my hot little Latina like there was no tomorrow. It was dirty, sexy, and exciting. I could feel every stroke of Mike’s into Ana-Maria’s tight ass, rubbing against my cock deeply sheathed inside her. I could hear her moans, just above my face, and the sloppy sound of Bob fucking her pretty face. For my part, I mostly stayed still, adjusting her legs every now and then, working to maintain the angle that kept my cock buried inside of her. It was enough to keep me hard, but I was in no danger of coming anytime soon. 

Mike and Bob felt otherwise. They were obviously having the time of their lives, even high-fiving over her well-used teen body. They came only moments apart and then they were falling away, leaving her gasping, laying on me, my thick dick still buried inside of her. She slowly came back to life, riding me first slowly and then more and more aggressively until she was slamming herself down on my cock over and over. I grabbed those curvaceous hips, thrusting with all I had, finishing in her just as she collapsed on me.

“So much for my nap,” I muttered, and the snickers around me let me know just how sorry they felt for my interrupted rest.


Deirdre’s Surprise

I did manage a short nap after that, and was pleasantly eased out of my slumber by DD. She had her hand on my balls and was playing with me.

“So I finally got your attention, huh, sleepy head?” she teased.

“One hundred percent of it.” I smiled a lazy, self-satisfied smile, pushing up into her hand.

“We’re all headed to the restaurant in less than an hour, I thought you might want to get cleaned up and ready.”

I looked up to see that she was wearing the bikini which I had first seen her in. She still looked amazing. I scooted over on the bed, making some more room for her. Instead she stood up, walked over to the bedroom door, and closed it. Then she returned to me, removing her bikini top on the way. My previously half-hearted erection burst into its full glory, and she laughed out loud.

“What a nice response.” She smiled, reaching down and wrapping her fingers around my hard shaft. Bending over, her mouth followed her hand, and I sat back and enjoyed the view of the head of my dick disappearing between her generous lips.

She sucked me for a minute or two, before getting up and leading me to the shower by my cock. Stepping into the oversized shower stall, I moved to the back, making room for her. She dropped her bikini bottoms and joined me. We soaped each other up and rinsed off, and I tried a half-dozen ways to have sex with her, but I guess I’m just not as nimble as some; although I managed at least partial penetration a couple of times I finally gave up and dragged her out of the shower, putting her on her hands and knees on the plush area rug in the center of the bathroom. She wiggled her tempting little ass at me and I accepted the invitation, smoothly entering her pink and swollen pussy, and enjoying the feeling and the view.

“I thought you might be a little worn out,” she teased.

“Never too worn out for you to get my blood boiling,” I assured her, giving her long full strokes of my cock; strong strokes which had her rocking back and forth with the pressure of each penetration.

Her little brown butt hole looked especially tempting from that position, and I put my thumb in my mouth to wet it before pushing at the portal to her ass. She seemed willing enough to let me play with her there, and I managed to get my thumb deeply inside before I switched it off for first one, and then a second finger. It was really getting her hot, I could tell from her gasps and moans. As for myself, I was like a steel rod at the thought of entering her rear.

When I pulled out of her tight twat, she immediately guessed my intentions. “Steve … be gentle, I’ve, well, I’ve never done this.” She had her upper torso twisted sideways and was looking back at me, but at the same time she had her hands on her own butt cheeks, spreading herself open for me.

“I’ll go slow,” I promised, “let me know if it hurts and I’ll slow down or stop if we need to.” I had placed the head of my cock at her virgin entrance, and I used my thumb to help guide it in. It wasn’t budging and she was making sounds that made it clear she wasn’t comfortable. I thought I had opened her up, but I wasn’t making any progress this way, and I was afraid to push it.

“Wait a sec,” I told her, and I jumped up and looked through the cabinet over the sink. Hoping for Vaseline, KY, or some other lubricant, I was rewarded with a hand jar of cocoa butter. I resumed my position behind her, taking a couple of fingers of cocoa butter and working them in her ass, getting her lubed up and opened up at the same time. I grabbed another handful, and lathered up my cock, which was still standing at full attention in preparation for its dream mission.

Again I started to push my cock into that tight little hole, and found I was still having difficulty. I was afraid I was going to turn her off the idea altogether.

“Let’s do this a different way,” I told her. I sat down beside her, and then lay down, my cock standing at attention. “Lower yourself onto me. You can control what works and what doesn’t.”

She looked a little skeptical and worried, but she was game, and she straddled my waist curling into a tuck, and lowering her ass to just above my cock. I put my hands out and held her thighs, supporting her a little to take some of the work out of it.

“What is that? It smells good,” she asked. She hesitated, waiting for an answer, and I believe just a little afraid to take the next step.

“Cocoa butter. Feels good and it’s good for you.” I smiled at her, patiently waiting for her to make the next move. 

She closed her eyes, reached back and placed the head of my cock at her entrance. I reached down between us and held the shaft firmly giving her a solid target. I could feel the pressure mount as she leaned back a bit, allowing her weight to shift over my cock. She was biting her lip, her forehead furrowed, and she gave a small bounce. Suddenly I was in! Her eyes popped open and she almost fell completely backwards. After such difficulty getting past the opening ring, when I had finally entered her, she’d accidentally pushed down deeply, and I was instantly halfway inside her. If I hadn’t been holding onto my shaft, she might have dropped all the way down.

“God, that feels wild,” she gasped, holding herself very still, with four inches of rock-solid cock buried in her ass.

“It feels incredible,” I told her, holding very still and letting her get used to the feeling.

She got a look of concentration on her face, and then she was rocking forward, sliding off my cock for in inch or so, before she leaned back again, not gaining much ground, but just getting a feel for the action. I removed my hand from my shaft and held her butt cheeks as she repeated this action several times. I could feel her slowly getting up the courage to take a little more. She picked up the pace and started to screw herself with the few inches she had in her, before taking it a little deeper. After a couple of minutes of this, I was almost completely in her.

“I feel so full. I can’t believe that there’s still more of you to go,” she told me when she was successfully fucking most of my cock.

“Just a bit more,” I told her, “you’re almost there.”

She tilted her head back and let herself go, dropping down hard on my cock, taking it as far as she could, her full weight on me now. She shifted a little, moving her legs and just sitting on me, my entire member filling her. She stretched her legs in front of her, and I could see that her left thigh was twitching. 

“That position was wearing me out,” she laughed, shaking her legs loose. It was a bit comical, my cock buried in her virgin ass, and her legs so worn out from trying to control how I entered her, that she finally just gave up and flopped down on the fat dick penetrating her, preferring the discomfort in her butt to the burn in her legs. I massaged her legs and kissed her calves while she leaned back, her arms stretched behind her and braced against my knees.

I crossed my legs and sat up, and with some work we shifted around, so she was sitting on my cock, her legs wrapped around me. I held her close while we kissed passionately. She was able to rock a little bit, fucking herself on my cock, and I knew I couldn’t last much longer. I had been pretty patient, but I badly wanted to thrust my cock in and out of that sweet ass, with a little more ‘oomph’.

“Hold on,” I advised her, and grasping the side of the tub, I raised both of us up off the ground, still cock deep in her ass. My legs were burning now, but I managed the gymnastics, and placed the edge of her rear on the bathroom counter.

“My hero,” she laughed teasingly, and then pulled her legs back and to the side so she could peak down and try to see where I was entering her. 

There was a makeup mirror on a flexible arm at the side of the sink, and I pulled it out and positioned it for her. She laughed again, as she twisted it a hair and got a magnified view of my thick cock at its finest, splitting her ass open.

“That looks so dirty,” she said softly, still holding her legs back. 

I needed to come badly and I was getting pretty worn out. I reached down to where I entered her, and spread her open just a bit more. Between the view, the feel, and the knowledge it was her first time, I couldn’t hold back any longer and pulled out almost the entire length before shoving it back in smoothly. I was sticking a bit, and realized the lube must have mostly worn off.

I pulled out and she cried out to me in surprise. But I wasn’t going anywhere. I got some more of the cocoa butter and lubed up my cock one more time. With a hard push I reentered her, and she hissed at the sudden intrusion, but I was tired of being considerate. I pushed in as far as I could, and pulled back out again, and with the added lube I was soon pounding at her ass as if it was her pussy. DD was watching all the action, and I took her hands and placed them on her own pussy, encouraging her to play with herself while I used her ass. 

She closed her eyes, leaning back against the wall length mirror, and moved her fingers in small circles across her clit, while I reamed her. The excitement was getting to me, and I was hanging onto her thighs tightly while I fucked her ass like there was no tomorrow. She was breathing like a buffalo, her nostrils flaring, her forehead deeply furrowed in concentration. I was certainly no better. I was sweating, working hard, my legs burning, my heart thumping.

“I’m there, DD, I’m going to cum in your ass,” I finally said through gritted teeth.

“Do it. Do it,” she responded hotly.

With a cry I pushed in as far as possible and emptied my balls as deeply into her as I could.  She moaned as I finished, shooting off spurt after spurt of my seed.

She straightened her legs out, and shifted her butt on the counter. It must have been uncomfortable. Her actions popped me out of her ass, and I leaned forward to take her in my arms and kiss her.

“You better start that shower again, but this time, behave yourself. I don’t think I could take another session like that,” she laughed as she said it, and it was true, we both needed to shower again.

So we did, and I managed to finish this one without even getting another hard-on.


Late Night Adventures

We all headed back to Fudpuckers for dinner and fun, and we ended up making another long night of it. Mike and Bob gave me a pretty hard sell, trying to get me to join them, and manage a new store they were thinking of opening. The offer was so tempting, but I had to stand firm on my current plan. I did my best to keep the door open for new possibilities a year or two down the road.

Michelle joined us as soon as we got there, but Angela and Nanette were both working dinner. There were a couple of new people stopping by, but it was mostly a similar crowd to the night before that we were interacting with. I found myself around DD and Michelle again, getting very mixed signals from Michelle, but I had a great time, drank a bit too much, ate way too much, and loudly bemoaned the fact that I had to leave the next day, going back to the grown-up’s world. Mike was acting a bit possessive with Ana-Maria, and all I could do was wish him the best of luck. It had appeared that both he and Bob had been interested in her, but it looked like Mike had come out on top at the end.

We eventually headed back, and had a couple of last drinks out on the porch before calling it a night. 

I found myself alone with Michelle a bit, but when I went to put my arm around her she called me off.

“Steve, the other night was incredible, and I’ll remember it forever, but I am happily married, and I really don’t want to mess that up.” She placed her hand on my arm as she spoke to me softly. 

“I understand. I’m sorry if I went beyond where I should have last night.”

“No, you were fine. But I can’t do it again. Once, was a mistake, I can tell myself I slipped. Blame it on the booze, the hot tub, the craziness of the moment, whatever. But twice would be a habit, and you’re a habit I don’t think I would have an easy time breaking.”

It seemed like a kind of strange metaphor, but I smiled and gave her a kiss on the cheek and thanked her for an incredible evening anyway.

“Of course, if you’re ever up around DC, you’ll have to look me up. Mike always has my address, and I’d love to show you around. You and your husband.”

“I’d like that. If I end up that way I will give you a call.”

And that was the last I saw of Michelle as she excused herself and disappeared off to bed.

It was only Mike, Ana-Maria, DD and I, and we talked a while about travel plans. I was going to head almost due north from there, towards Atlanta, on my way back to the DC area. I needed to head out to get back to work, as much as it killed me to end the fun I’d been having. The girls admitted they needed to head back as well, but we all exchanged addresses and phone numbers, and swore we’d meet back at Mike’s for Spring Break.

We finally split up, and I kissed Ana-Maria good night, before taking DD and asking her if she’d join me in my room. She smiled shyly, and said she’d love to.

“But my butt has to be off-limits. I’m really sore there right now,” she whispered.

“You’re just saying that to get me excited.”

“I didn’t think I had to say anything to get you excited.”

“Touché. And too true.”

Our lovemaking was slow, gentle and intimate. I feasted on that incredible body one last time, losing myself in the experience. I found myself looking for excuses to change my ways and somehow join our life threads, find a way to stay with her, make her mine for good. But in the end I had to accept that this was just an incredible interlude, and I eventually drifted off to sleep with her in my arms, the scent of her in my nostrils, and a languid feeling of well earned exhaustion dragging my limbs down.

* * * * 

I woke with a demand from my bladder that could not be denied, and as dehydrated as if I’d spent a week in the Sahara. I took care of those needs in that order, taking a quick leak, and then slipping down to the kitchen for some orange juice, my preferred post-coital beverage.

And that was how Angela found me, naked as a J-bird, with a glass of juice in my hand.

I looked up to see her giggling, in a robe. I was glad I had chosen to drink from a glass.

“I thought everyone was out for the night. I was headed to the hot tub. Care to join me?”

“I am completely beat,” I confessed.

“Me too—long shift. I’m just looking to wind down and get some shut-eye. But I don’t think I can finish this bottle alone,” she said, waving an open bottle of red that I hadn’t spotted at first, “and I wouldn’t mind a chance to talk to somebody other than surly customers and guys trying to get into my pants.”

“Well, I’m not feeling surly …”

With a giggle she parted the front of her robe, showing nothing but flesh beneath. “And I’m not wearing pants, so I guess we’re safe there.”

Laughingly, I gave in, and followed her out to the porch. I stepped in, and waited for her. She placed the bottle at the side of the pool, allowed the robe to fall to the ground around her feet, and climbed in, taking a seat right next to me, her knee touching mine, and the rest of her not too far off.

When she turned to retrieve the wine, she turned towards me, her ample breasts rubbing across my arm as she sat up tall in the water, and grabbed the bottle by the neck. She took a swig, and passed it to me, where, against my better judgment I also took a deep drink before passing it back. She took another drink, and held it out to me, with an inquisitive wrinkle to her forehead. I declined and she put it aside.

“My legs are killing me, would you be a dear and rub them for me?” She leaned back and laid her legs across my legs, just above the knees.

I did as she asked; gently kneading her calves, then adding the massaging of her feet, which had her purring.

While I rubbed the fair limbs, she talked of her evening, in great detail, and with few breaks other than the occasional break to drink some wine. Whenever she drank she offered me some, and I joined her about half the time. 

As she sank lower in the water, her voice softened and her speech was interlaced with comments commending me on my massage technique. As my hands worked their way back up, more and more of her leg was extended my way. My fingers traveled past her knee, well up her thigh, eventually rubbing the soft down covering her mound.

“Aren’t you the naughty boy?” she almost whispered.

“Sorry. But I have a weakness for beautiful naked blondes,” I answered, letting my fingers explore a little, parting her nether-lips, slowly insinuating a fingertip inside her.

“And redheads, and brunettes, I’ve noticed.” 

“Guilty as charged.”

She became quiet, and pulled away from my teasing fingers. “This water is going to leave me like a prune. I think I’m going to head up.” She wobbled a bit as she climbed out of the water. I watched her walk away, and she turned at the sliding door. “I know you’re not going to make me take that long lonely walk upstairs by myself.”

“Of course not,” I answered, quickly climbing out of the water and picking up her robe in passing. I turned off the tub at the door, not wanting a repeat of the ribbing that Mike gave me when we left the tub running all night the evening before.

She took my hand in hers and led me up the stairs to her room. It was decorated with an abundance of travel knick-knacks and looked more like her home than a guest room. Her bed was a large queen-sized affair, four-poster, and looked thick and soft. I only saw it for a second at first, as she turned in the doorway and slipped into my arms. Her upturned face was just begging to be kissed, and I, of course, obliged.

After a long soft kiss, she slid down my body, kissing her way across my chest and waist, before taking my cock in hand, then into her mouth.

If there’s anything more exciting or more beautiful than seeing a woman’s face go down on you for the first time, I don’t know what it is. I watched her, enraptured, as she worked her mouth up and down over the end of my cock, her eyes closed, her hands running up and down my ass.

She backed away after a short while, and I allowed myself to breathe again. I reached down and gave her a hand up, and then scooped her into my arms and carried her the few steps to her bed where I laid her down. She scooted up the bed, her legs open, and it wouldn’t have taken an Einstein to guess what she was looking for. 

“Last night you said I looked good enough to eat. The offer still stand?” Angela teased me as she beckoned me forward.

I’m a believer in actions speaking louder than words, and I settled in between her legs with little delay, taking only a few moments of play before I pressed my lips to her nether ones, and let my tongue penetrate her. She tasted of chlorine, but it was nice, and I let myself get lost in the act of pleasuring her orally. 

Angela was anything but subtle, and it was easy to tell when she was ready for the next step. She reached down and grabbed a fist full of my curls, and pulled me up her body, stopping me over her breasts. I was happy to pause there. Her breasts were full, only slightly smaller than Ana-Maria’s, and tipped with huge nipples that reacted quickly to any attention. I was only allowed to linger there for a short while, before I was drawn further up her decidedly voluptuous body.

“Do me, cowboy,” she whispered, reaching down to guide my cock into her warm pussy. 

When I could feel her wetness enveloping the head of my cock, I pushed forward, burying most of it inside her. Angela closed her eyes again and arched her back, moaning. I pulled mostly out and thrust forward again sheathing the full length of my rod in her warm glove. 

“God, I needed that.” 

I answered by long-stroking her, until she wrapped her legs around my ass and started pulling me into her. I acquiesced and gave it to her faster and harder. She reached out and pulled her legs back and wider apart, allowing me to penetrate even deeper.

I shifted, placing her calves across my elbows, and then her feet on my shoulders as I continuously pounded away at her burning hole. She suddenly came for me with a cry, then reached up and pulled my face down to hers, devouring my mouth. I continued the pounding, the angle perfect for the most intense feeling. I was quickly approaching release myself.

I found myself thrusting into her wildly. My hips jack-hammering away at her, while she moaned beneath my attention.

“Oh…Oh…ohhhhh,” she grunted pushing up at me with her hips, her fingers and nails digging into my back.

It was enough to push me over the edge. With a cry I came inside her, each thrust trying to deposit my seed just a little farther up her tunnel. Buried as far as possible, I felt each additional spasm squeezing my juice out, and she willingly accepting it.

I rolled off, my heart racing, sweat covering my body.

“Jesus, I had you worked up didn’t I?” Angela chuckled, her fingers tickling my chest. “It’s nice to see that I rate.”

“You are as sexy as they come, Angela. What did you expect? I’m only human.”

“I expected what I got. Well maybe not that much, but I’m always glad to work with an overachiever.”

She leaned over and kissed me. “You’re welcome to stay a while, but I imagine you’re going to want to be on your way. No feelings hurt here if you want to move on. I’m lousy at sleeping with someone else in the bed anyway.”

I took the hint. I gave her a kiss back, a long slow one, and then climbed off the bed. “Thanks. These guys are fools for letting a package like you sit on the shelf. That was wonderful.”

“Ditto, Darling. Sleep well, and sweet dreams.”

I closed the door on my way out. I was hoping the hot-tub was still warm, and I could pop in for a second and rinse the sweat off before heading back to bed. Imagine my surprise when I found Nanette in there, the bubbles going strong.

“Oops. I thought I was the only one up.” I said from the doorway.

“C’mon in, the water’s great. I had to close, with both Bob and Mike out, and just got in a few minutes ago.”

“Thanks, I think I will, but just for a moment.” I climbed in and sat opposite her. Unlike Angela, she had a bikini on, which I could barely detect under the froth.

She was easy to talk to and at her prompting I was soon telling her some more stories about the times Mike and I had shared. We chatted for a while, and then it grew a little quiet. 

Nanette stood up and walked towards me. She stopped right in front of me, her legs wide, surrounding mine. She reached behind her and undid her top and removed it, tossing it to the side, allowing her breast to swing free.

“I had a wonderful time with you this morning.” She leaned forward, and braced herself on her arms, one hand to each side of my head.

“Me too.”

She leaned forward and gave me a small kiss on the cheek, and then whispered in my ear. “I’m pretty sure I had a great time last night as well.”

“It seemed like it. I know I did.” Then I turned and let my lips meet hers. It was a short kiss, sweet and tender.

“You’re leaving tomorrow?” she asked.

“Yes. I have to. Work calls, damn it.” 

“And am I going to have a memorable time tonight?” She asked teasingly, letting her tongue tickle my earlobe.

“I hope so. I’m going to give it my best.” I couldn’t believe what was happening. A simple trip to the fridge for a drink, and it looked like I was going to find my way to the third bed, and third beauty of the evening.

We retired to her room, and she led me straight to her bed. “Lie down,” she directed me, and so I did, in the middle of the bed. She climbed onto the bed and turned around, settling in above me, in the classical 69. I could feel her lips wrapped around my soft member, trying to bring some life back to the trooper. 

As I licked her, I found her ministrations doing their intended, and it wasn’t long before I had one more erection, waiting to fill a need. And from my position that need was definitely ready to be filled.

Nanette realized it just as I did, and she spun around in place, her face over mine, as she lowered herself onto my now ready shaft.

“I swear I still remember very little of last night,” she told me as she leaned over me. “Tell me what happened.”

“Ok, let’s start at the hot-tub.” I told her what I could remember, and she was embarrassed by all the girl-girl action she’d participated in—hell, initiated.

“Wow. I can’t believe I was like that. I haven’t been with a woman since college.”

“I guess it’s like riding a bike.”

“There’s a visually stimulating metaphor.”

“There’s something stimulating here,” I answered with a firm thrust upwards into her.

“Naughty, naughty.” She laughed.

Eventually the storytelling and joking gave way to some downright serious sex, and I turned her over and finished her from behind, getting her to come a few times before I finally squeezed out one last sad excuse for an ejaculation. I was done. 

I’m not sure when it happened but at some point I got up and went back downstairs and climbed back in bed with DD. She never even woke up.


All Good Things Must End

I awoke alone, showered, and headed down to breakfast, where I sat down to eat with DD, Ana-Maria, and Mike. Nanette joined us about halfway through, and added a little more color to the conversation. There were a lot of things unsaid at that table, and the chit-chat was a little forced. Promises were made about staying in touch, further visits, and such. I’m sure we all knew that it was unlikely to happen, as much as I’m sure it would have been fun. Within an hour I was on the road, the taste of my two delightful college co-eds on my lips, and a small piece of my heart torn out and scattered to the wind. 

Leaving town, I wondered what it was about me that didn’t allow me to make better decisions, at least as far as women were concerned. I had nobody waiting for me back in D.C., and if I wanted, I’m sure that there was an opportunity I was leaving behind. The little I knew about Nanette had me convinced I wanted to know more. And Angela, I’m certain, would have been amenable to a mutual exploration of affection.

Just a few hundred miles away, Ana-Maria and DD would be continuing their studies, but long weekends, spring break, and summer vacation all would provide opportunities to further our friendship, and whatever else there was between us. If I’d stuck around.

Mike had made the offer, and I had turned him down. For the moment, my life was on a different path, although I was far from convinced it was the best one. But it was what I had chosen, and I was determined to follow through and give it my best shot, before taking any detours.

And for now, that meant leaving behind several of the most beautiful, loving and fascinating women I’d ever known. How’s that for a kick in the ass?

The rest of the ride back to DC was uneventful.

THE END
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