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Plato's Retreat Ripples Ch. 01

__________________

Author's Note: Plato's Retreat in NYC was the most famous sex club in the country in its heyday. A place where exhibitionists, voyeurs, swingers, nudists, the horny, fetishists, the fill-in-the-blanks, and the just plain curious could meet, play, observe, or otherwise experience a unique fantasy world.

This story is inspired by real experiences at the Club and the subsequent ripple effect a visit had on the sexual inhibitions of a group of friends. However, any relation to actual persons or events is purely coincidental. All involved are over eighteen.  

I include some background and descriptions in this first chapter to establish characters, imagery, and context, intending to develop the eroticism and sex naturally. In other words, not a "quick stroker" story. As always, your responses and constructive feedback are welcome.

__________________

Years ago, when I was 19 years old, I spent the summer in NYC while serving an Internship with a small local theater. Due to scant finances and high prices, I sublet and shared a one-bedroom apartment with three women: my girlfriend, Joy, and two mutual friends, Tara and Sadie, who were working at a different theater. Joy was a dancer, taking a summer ballet training course. My relationship with Tara and Sadie was all very proper and platonic--until it wasn't.

Joy was a month shy of 19 years old and was exotically beautiful. She was petite, about 5'3", with a dancer's trim and a perfectly formed figure. Her mix of Asian and Caucasian ancestry resulted in beautiful golden-tan skin, straight jet-black hair, and slightly almond-shaped chocolate-brown eyes. Captivating eyes that twinkled with humor or arousal. Eyes that never failed to draw me into their depth with the suggestion of something just a little more. 

We met at a theater where she was dancing in a ballet, and I was an assistant lighting designer. I was instantly enamored by her beauty, grace, athleticism, and, yes, her killer body. A very flexible, strong, and controlled body. We hit it off straight away. Lord knows what she saw in me, that I should be so lucky.

By the summer, Joy and I had been together about six months, long enough to be comfortable using a sleeper sofa in the living room of the apartment with our two friends sharing the single bedroom. Joy wasn't generally self-conscious or modest about her body. Instead, she carried herself confidently, comfortably wearing skimpy bikinis or revealing clothes in appropriate places. But regarding sex or erotic nudity, she seemed to have an ongoing internal battle, with her conservative, "good girl" side usually edging out her adventurous, "bad girl" side.  

Before that summer, we had sex at least 4 or 5 times a week. That number dropped dramatically in the apartment, however. The crowded space and the others walking right past our "bed" on the way to the kitchen or bathroom stifled our sexual activities. In our close setting, Joy's cautious side prevailed, so when having sex, Joy always worried that the others would hear us or know what we were doing. As if they didn't already know. 

So quiet, discreet, and subtle were the sexual rules for us.

Over the first couple of weeks, the four of us became accustomed to living in close quarters and sharing one bathroom without much discord. We also adapted to the weather. Summers in NYC are hot, and our apartment did not have air conditioning.

So, our shared attitude toward clothing became "less was more" and only worn for modesty's sake. Soon, we became pretty casual and comfortable wearing minimal clothes. Comfortable around each other with little on, but short of seeing each other naked. At least not at first, in the time before Plato's.

It wasn't long before Joy and Sadie started wearing only long t-shirts and panties to and from the bathroom, and a couple of times on particularly hot evenings they would wear that the whole time (in the apartment, that is). Often I could see their nipples vaguely outlined or poking out against the material. I tried my best not to openly stare, but I was probably not very successful at being discreet. 

I enjoyed seeing Joy's nipples through her t-shirt almost as much as seeing Sadie's, despite seeing them bare every day. Partly because of the eroticism of seeing something you typically don't, and because I never tired of seeing her sexy body--even if only semi-nude.

Tara was more self-conscious and opted for a silky mid-thigh length kimono-style dressing gown when making bathroom trips or when it was uncomfortably hot. That look was, in some ways, sexier than just a t-shirt. Sexier because much of her legs showed, and the wrap style allowed my mind to easily imagine it gaping or falling open, exposing her hidden treasures. Unfortunately, that never happened, but I never stopped looking and hoping--at least when I could do so unnoticed.

Tara was the youngest of our group, having just turned 18 two weeks before we arrived. She was a bit of an enigma in that she was drop-dead gorgeous--and knew it--but was a virgin with almost no sexual experience.

A statuesque 5'8" tall, with long toned legs that seemed to go on forever, Tara had flawless porcelain skin, full breasts (a "C" cup--I peeked at her bra once), a flat, toned stomach, and a cute perky butt. Her long brown hair, with auburn highlights and a natural wave, created a cascading effect over her shoulders and around her boobs. (I admit that I fantasized about that image, though in my fantasy, the view was unspoiled by clothes.) In addition, she had almost luminescent green eyes.  

Tara was easy-going, quick to flirt and smile, but more reserved than the others. And though she would freely join in--or listen to--discussions concerning sex or relationships, she made it clear that she had drawn personal physical lines. She planned to wait until the time was right before doing anything sexual beyond kissing and light petting over the clothes. And sex itself would have to wait until marriage or close to it.

The four of us got along well. We made food, drank wine or cocktails, listened to music, danced, talked, and played games. These included occasional drinking games such as "I never" (say you never did "X," and those who had done "X" took a drink). 

After the second week, we started taking turns giving each other massages--mainly through our clothes--generally on the feet and backs, sometimes adding the legs. Joy would always want her glutes worked on, no matter who was giving the massage, legitimately claiming her butt would be sore from hours of dance class. She liked to point out that the butt was one of the biggest muscles in the body and needed just as much attention as the back and legs. The rest of us, of course, couldn't argue with her logic. And, of course, we all wanted our butts massaged too. 

The massages were not sexual then--rather, they were pleasant experiences with close friends who were comfortable with their bodies and each other. The fact that we were all involved in theater and Joy and I were together as a couple made the close physical contact unthreatening and enjoyable.

All three ladies would usually pull their shirts up high to expose their backs while getting massaged, and I would just take my shirt off. I loved caressing and rubbing their bare skin, running my hands over and kneading their tight muscles, and seeing the slight curve of their breasts from the side as they pressed against the floor while lying on their fronts. (Ok, even though the massages were not sexual, I still peeked. Human + Male = Sex thoughts.) And I also had the delightful pleasure of women's hands caressing my back--smooth, warm, and relaxing.

Sadie was the oldest of us at 24 years old, the most open and casual about her body, and more sexually experienced than any of us. Although slightly taller than Joy, at about 5'4", Sadie was thin, almost bird-like, which made her seem tiny. She had sandy blonde hair and large round blue eyes. Her boobs were small with nipples that had the delightful habit of making their presence known by prominently poking out against her shirt fabric. I often enjoyed that view and imagined how they must look bare. She was always quick to laugh, loved anything "fun," and was free with a joke, comment, or suggestion for things to do.

As for me, everyone calls me Mac, from my last name, MacLeod. I was considered good-looking--not stop on the street and stare handsome--but easy on the eyes and physically fit. I had brown hair, blue eyes, stood 5'11", and had an athletic body back then. I was not bulky but more like a diver or dancer with cut, lean muscles and six-pack abs that I worked hard to maintain. Physically I mainly focused on individual or paired sports like skiing, swimming, Tae Kwon Do, dancing, biking, and some tennis.

One hot evening we were sitting around having cold drinks and chatting. I mentioned a conversation I had with a local friend earlier that day. My friend had pointed out a black and white awning a few blocks from the apartment and told me that it was the entrance to the sex club, "Plato's Retreat." I recognized the name and knew of the Club from--I kid you not--an article I had read in Psychology Today magazine.

Sadie instantly perked up and asked, "What do you mean a 'sex club'?" 

I explained what I could. "From what I've read, Plato's Retreat is a swingers club for couples and single women. People go nude if they want and have sex in front of others, out in the open, or privately. Guest can stay with their partners, swap partners, or just watch or show off their nude bodies and not do anything sexual." 

All three women sat and looked at me as if I'd grown a second head, puzzled and intrigued by the concept.

I continued. "I had no idea it was so close or where it was; I didn't remember it even existed until it was pointed out to me today." I saw fascination and curiosity on every face as I waited for them to process this information and respond. 

Sadie asked, "So, it's open to the public, and anyone can just go there? Seems like that would be a magnet for pervy drunk guys drooling over not very many women."

"I'm not sure how it works or who's allowed in," I said. "But I know single men aren't allowed, and no alcohol is permitted inside."

Sounding relieved, Sadie said, "Well, that makes more sense. At least that would keep the numbers more balanced. Minimize the creeps and degenerates." She looked at me. "But do you think they're real couples or guys with prostitutes? I've never heard of a place like that."

I shrugged my shoulders and gave a slight shake of my head. "I don't know. But I guess it's really famous and popular--the 'Studio 54' of sex clubs."

Sadie glanced up with her eyes as if imagining something. "Huh. Wild."

We left it at that, and I didn't give the conversation further thought until about a week later--when the seeds of our summer sexual adventures were sown. I was lounging in the apartment late one afternoon when the three women came in with shopping bags, giggling, excited, and practically clambering over each other in their enthusiasm. 

I watched them, baffled and amused. "Ok, what have you guys been up to? You all look like cats that swallowed canaries." 

Joy stepped forward and asked, "Guess where we just were? And what I have in this bag."

Looking at her unmarked shopping bag, I laughed. "I have no clue--and you are all so strange." Then, pretending to ponder, "Ok, um, you bought... bagels?" 

They sighed and shook their heads in pity, telegraphing that it was a rhetorical question I wasn't supposed to answer.  

Giving the "correct" response, I replied, "Um, ok, I give up. Where have you been, and what's in the bag?"

The three stood in front of me, giggling and smiling. Joy reached into her bag and slowly pulled out a black t-shirt. As she lifted it out, I was astonished. The t-shirt sported a large logo stamped in white with the name "Plato's Retreat." They all burst into laughter, and Sadie also pulled one out of her bag.

Dumbfounded, I stammered, "What the... what, how? Where did you get these?" 

"At Plato's Retreat," all three said, talking over each other, laughing harder.

 "You should see the look on your face," Sadie said, tears running down her face from laughing.

Unable to lose my bewildered expression, I waited impatiently for their mirth to subside somewhat, looking from one to the other. Finally, I asked, "Ok, what the fuck--how... you really went to Plato's Retreat? And... t-shirts?"

Joy finally explained. "We thought it would be funny to get t-shirts or something from Plato's Retreat as presents for my and Tara's brothers and Sadie's cousin, so we went there. All of us together." Then they all started talking at once.

Tara interjected, "And they gave us a tour of the place, showed us all around--"

"We told them we were only there for t-shirts," Joy continued.

"They asked if we wanted to look around," Sadie interrupted.

I looked back and forth, smiling, as the three stumbled through their story, interrupting and talking over each other, but I got the gist of things. 

Finally, I held up my hand. "Ok, ok, so you went there, asked to buy t-shirts, and they offered and gave you a tour. And you actually got to look around inside the Club, take the tour?" Three smug faces nodded in unison. "Holy shit! So, any people there, like customers? What was it like? Was anyone nude? What did you see?"

They eventually managed to clarify things. Yes, they did get a tour, despite stressing they only wanted to buy t-shirts and were not there as potential guests. Only a few people were around, but no one was nude or having sex. The guy at Plato's explained that it was early on a weekday, and the crowds showed up much later. And it was much more crowded on weekends. 

Notably, they all agreed that the Club was clean and reasonably classy. It had a pool, hot tubs, juice bars, private rooms, locker room, public and private lounge areas, and a fireplace in a side area with pillows. Not at all what they expected. 

I don't recall who first said it, but all of my senses went on high alert when someone said it might be fun to go back for real sometime. To use the pool and everything--see what it was like when more people were there. 

"Huh," I grunted. "Well, sounds like it's pretty nice; I hear lots of famous people go there. Did you happen to notice how much it costs or what the entry rules are?" They all shook their heads "no."

Then, with their story shared, they switched gears, chatted a bit about other mundane things, and drifted off into the bedroom to chat and drop off their shopping. I sat and mentally replayed their description, feeling a little left out that I missed something so intriguing and fun. But more so, I was a little turned on by the image of these three beautiful young women walking through a sex club--and the notion of maybe actually going there. 

Over the next several days, the topic would come up now and then. Someone would say something about Plato's, and we speculated about what it would be like to go there. We gradually went from the abstract to contemplating actually checking it out. Finally, I graciously volunteered to gather information "just to see," and I found myself at the front entrance the next day. 

I recollect that you had to buy a membership for a set time--a year, I think--plus pay a fee each time you went. I might be wrong on these details, but whatever the specifics, it was expensive, at least to us at the time. Especially the first visit, where you had to pay both the membership and entrance fees. The Club's rules didn't seem onerous. Only couples or single women could enter, no alcohol or drugs were permitted, and no male/male sexual activity was allowed. The rules didn't address Sapphic interactions. 

No one offered to give me a tour. 

The following evening after dinner and wine, slightly buzzed and bantering, we talked seriously about going. Tara said she wouldn't join us but had no problem with it if we wanted to go--as long as we promised to tell her all the details. Joy, Sadie, and I considered the pros and cons and gradually got excited about the prospect. In a way, we simply talked ourselves into it, each of us having subconsciously decided we wanted to go for it.  

Joy's observation that we didn't have to do anything we didn't want to do while there tipped the scales in favor of going. We could just wander and watch, check it out, and see what it was like. We could always leave if it wasn't fun. We looked around with slight grins and mischievous glints in our eyes, then broke into big smiles as we unanimously nodded our agreement. 

The following Saturday, Joy, Sadie, and I embarked on our "investigation" of the Club, our excited and nervous energy tempered--or perhaps fueled--by a glass or two of liquid courage. With Tara sending us off with, "have fun, and I want to hear all about it," we headed to Plato's Retreat. We paid and entered.  

An attendant gave us towels and locker keys, showed us where the locker room was, and told us that we were free to wear as much or little clothing as we felt comfortable wearing. We decided to look around first while still dressed, feeling nervous and somewhat awkward now that we were finally there. 

We walked out into the main common area. We saw men and women everywhere, getting juice, lounging, and wandering. Some were kissing and fondling--all were only wearing or carrying towels. No one else had street clothes on.

We stood, taking in the scene. In under a minute, Joy voiced the thought we were all sharing: "I feel weird being the only ones dressed here. Let's go get changed."

Readily agreeing, muttering cliches like "when in Rome..." we hurried back into the locker room. 'Room' in the singular--one room, no separate areas for males and females. We selected lockers and started pulling off our clothes. Joy and I, of course, had seen each other nude, but Sadie and I never had. I wondered if she would feel shy or nervous, undressing in front of me. I was somewhat apprehensive, so I tried to pace my disrobing to match hers.  

Evidently, I was the only one feeling any qualms about getting naked. Sadie promptly stripped off every stitch of clothing as casually and unabashedly as if I weren't there. She was nude even quicker than Joy, who was seconds behind, leaving me lagging in my undressing. Sadie then stood facing me, not attempting to cover anything, and waited for me to finish undressing and lock up my things. 

I regarded Sadie as we registered our mutual nudity. Soaking in the sight of her unclad petite body for the first time, she was, in a word, adorable. Even cuter naked than dressed, her slightly curved and toned figure was in perfect proportion. Her small breasts drooped slightly, with pink areolae clearly defined against her lighter skin. Her nipples tipped up somewhat on the slope of her boob rather than straight forward and stood erect in response to their exposure to the air.

Sadie had a tidy patch of light sandy-colored pubic hair nearly the same color as the hair on her head. Her classic 'carpet matching the drapes' confirmed that her blonde hair was likely her natural color. And before my gaze crossed the line to inappropriate ogling, I had time to appreciate the edges of her crinkly labia lips peeking out through her light bush.

Slap! I felt a sting as Joy whomped my arm playfully. "Down, boy, you'll have plenty of women to drool over soon enough!"

We all laughed and wrapped our towels around ourselves--mine around my waist, the women above their boobs as we had seen others do. We headed out into the common area, amazed at the various activities and people. 

One of the first sights to greet us was a couple wrapped in their towels having sex on a bench. The woman faced and straddled the seated man and rose up and down in his lap, both making slight grunting sounds. Unfortunately, our view was obscured by their towels, which covered most of their sexual activity and the woman's boobs.



As we regarded the couple, I noted the irony of people being modest enough to cover up boobs and nether bits while blatantly having sex in public. We moved on fairly quickly, not wanting to appear to be gawkers. We hadn't yet considered that the fornicating couple might actually have enjoyed being watched.

We wandered, watched, and got some juice. Sipping our juice, we saw a couple standing in a side alcove embracing and kissing. As the couple separated, we noticed the woman's hand was under the guy's towel, clearly stroking his cock. 

Towels were evidently generally accepted as "clothes" in the common areas--men around their waist and women above their tits. Most had them on when walking around, whenever they were not in or near the water. This was soon imprinted on me as the "new normal" in the Club. When I saw two women walking with their towels only around their waists, topless, I found it unusual, eye-catching, and erotic.

Sadie suggested we try the pool and the large multi-person hot tub (we called it a 'whirlpool' tub back then), which we went to first. Several people were in the water already, relaxing, their unclothed bodies obscured by the bubbling water.

We dropped our towels and slid into the water, feeling the heat and bubbles tickling and flowing around our exposed genitalia--a new experience for us. The sensations were sensual more than sexual, but we all loved the feeling. I sat between Joy and Sadie and leaned back to enjoy the heat.

 

Hearing water splashing, we turned and saw that a couple--a muscular black man and a full-figured white woman--in the tub had started fucking. I had never seen other people have sex in person before that night, and I observed with fascination.

The woman stood facing outward, leaning forward with her forearms on the tub's ledge, long wet hair obscuring her face. Her pendulous breasts were swinging forward and back as she rocked with the sexual thrusts, her nipples brushing the water's surface.

The guy stood and pumped into her from behind, his ass muscles flexing visibly with each forward thrust. Although the penetration point was just below the water's surface, sloshing waves gave us teasing peeks of his thick black shaft sliding in and out of her folds. The contrast with her pale skin was dramatic.   

I glanced at Joy and Sadie--they were both staring, transfixed, at the scene. I slid my hand up Joy's thigh under the water. Without losing focus on the couple, she grabbed my hand and squeezed it--either to stop my caress or because she was excited at the scene before us. We watched, captivated, with nascent arousal, occasionally glancing at each other and smiling.

Suddenly the guy growled and grunted loudly. He clenched his ass, thrust his hips forward, and held them pressed against the woman. We all understood that he was cumming deep inside her pussy, and my dick stirred in response. After a few moments, the guy slowly thrust a couple more times, pulled out of the woman, and sat down on the hot tub's bench. He smiled at the woman as she sat on his lap, and the two kissed deeply.

Joy, being the more pragmatic of our trio, leaned over and whispered to us, "What happens to the cum that doesn't get inside her or leaks out? Won't it float around in the water?"

The three of us quickly moved out of the hot tub.

I suggested we take a swim since we were already wet. Joy and Sadie agreed, and we headed over to the pool. A handful of people were lounging nude or wearing towels on deck chairs, and four were chatting in the water in a group.  

As we reached the pool, Joy and I paused and watched as Sadie dropped her towel, walked nude to the pool's edge, and peeked over into the water. Then, turning, she walked away from us along the pool's edge about halfway down, peeked into the pool again, then turned to face us and returned. Both Joy and I waited, perplexed, wondering what she was doing. 

I loved seeing Sadie's round bare ass on her petite frame sway just slightly as she moved away from us, and loved seeing pretty much all of her from the front as she walked back toward us. I felt warmth spreading in my groin at the sight of her full-frontal presentation.

Sadie's thin patch of light pubic hair was still damp from the hot tub and plastered down, no longer hiding her puffy pussy lips. Her taut abs led to her pert compact boobs, her nipples standing proudly. I reflected to myself, "Damn, she really is sexy. I love how her nipples don't ever seem to want to take a rest."

As Sadie walked back up to us, Joy asked, "Sadie, what are you doing? Are you looking for something?"

"No, I just wanted to see what it felt like to just openly walk nude in public, free, and in front of people, strangers," Sadie answered, smiling cheerfully. 

"And?" Asked Joy. 

"I love it. I now see why people are nudists--now let's swim and see how the water is!"

We left our towels on the side and entered the pool. I held back and let the women lead, allowing me to enjoy their toned asses pulling and flexing as they descended the stairs. Swimming leisurely, we all loved the feeling of moving naked through the water--the freedom, sensuality, and a residual sense of "naughtiness."  

"I love this," Joy said. "And you're right, Sadie. I now understand the appeal of skinny dipping or going to nude beaches. I always thought people just liked showing off, but this is wonderful." She looked at me and winked. "Think we can find a nude beach back home? Our own private little oasis where we can bathe, au naturale?"

I nodded, "That sounds fun, and ditto about this feeling great. Maybe we can see if there are any nudist or clothing-optional places around if you really want to find one."

"Hmmm, I don't know," Joy said. "Here, everyone is a stranger, but we might run into people we know back home. It would be too embarrassing for me."

After a few more minutes of enjoyment, we got out, dried off, and wrapped our towels around us again. 

"So, what now?" I asked. "Any preference or particular ideas?" 

Both shook their heads. Joy added, "Not really--I'm just goin' with the flow here." She giggled, finding that funny for reasons known only to her.

We walked around and went over to an area we hadn't been to yet, and noticed a doorway with a male staff member stationed outside. Nearby was a sign stating "Mat Room." Curious, we approached to see what it was. On the wall was a list of Rules, which included restrictions such as "Couples Only, No food or smoking in the room," and interestingly, "No Threesomes at any time." Evidently, the room was intended for straight swapping.

Our curiosity piqued, we moved up to the steps to look into the room and caught a glimpse of many bodies in various states of towel. But from our quick peek, most were nude.

"Sorry, only couples are allowed in the Mat Room," said the Staff guy. "And please stand back away from the doorway." 

We moved away to the side, and I asked the Staffer, "So, what exactly is the 'Mat Room' and why the restrictions?" 

"This is where swingers can swap partners for sex, couples engage sexually with other couples, or for people who simply want to see and be seen. The couples-only restriction ensures an equal number of men and women and keeps it from getting overcrowded." 

Joy asked, "Do people have to have sex, or can they just watch?

My belly fluttered as I looked at Joy, instantly seeing where she was going with it. To my not-insignificant surprise, my sexually conservative girlfriend had essentially just asked if she could attend and observe an orgy!

The Staffer smiled. "No one is required to do anything they're uncomfortable doing or do anything at all. Once you enter as a couple, you can swap, watch, have sex, or do almost anything you desire. Except for homosexual contact--all in keeping with the room Rules, of course."

We all looked back and forth at each other. Finally, Sadie took the initiative. "You two go on in and check it out, and I'll wait out here while you do." Seeing our astonished looks, she clarified, "Just go in and have a look around, see what it's like and all--I'm not telling you to join an orgy!"

Surprising me again, Joy implied her concurrence with the plan. "Are you sure? We don't want to leave you out here alone. Won't you feel weird or uncomfortable? We don't want that."

"I think I can handle myself just fine," Sadie chuckled. "And I'm pretty sure I won't get lonely waiting a few minutes out here. Just don't stay in there too long!"

Turning to me, Joy confirmed the agenda. "We can take turns then. You and I can go in first and see what's going on, then you can go in with Sadie so she can see, and I'll wait out here."

Very much liking this adventure's direction, I looked over at Sadie, who nodded in agreement. I said, "Sounds like a plan--lead on." Joy and I took hands and walked up and into the room.

Entering Plato's Retreat Mat Room was like stepping into some porn orgy fantasy world. There were people everywhere--over a dozen couples, hooked up in pairs, groups, or alone, in the center, against the walls, some standing, others sitting or lying down, all engaged in sucking, fucking, wanking, resting, watching. 

The room matched its name: an unadorned room with thick wall-to-wall mats covering the floor. (Plato's later moved from its original location on the Upper West Side to a different one in Midtown--the midtown Mat Room included a large video screen playing porn movies. But that's a different story.)  

Joy and I, still in our towels, crossed the room. We stepped around and sometimes over primarily naked strangers, our eyes darting near and far, trying to process the visual overload. Finally, we chose a spot on the room's far side and sat on the mat with our backs to the wall.

We watched, fascinated and amazed, at people's openly sexual exertions. At the near complete lack of inhibitions. Individuals sometimes moved or changed partners--seemingly at random--but there was most certainly communication happening that was not obvious to us.

Contrary to my expectations going into the Club, I hadn't yet been fully sexually aroused--I had been more fascinated and curious (ok, and a little aroused). That changed instantly as I reacted to the charged atmosphere and the cacophony of lust, sexuality, pheromones, nudity, and excitement in the room.

As my eyes wandered, I felt my cock stretching and hardening out to full size and pressing and pulsing against my towel as if attempting to escape. The sounds of breathing, grunting, and moaning, accompanied by the pungent aroma of sweat, sex, perfumes, and cum assaulted my senses, creating a sense of unreality. I reached over and absentmindedly caressed Joy's hand as we looked on.

In the center of the room, just feet away from us, we saw what I would describe as a sex chain--a dreamlike connection of nude bodies pleasuring each other all at once. A brunette woman lay on her back, sucking a guy's cock to her side. Her long brown hair fanned out on the mat, and her slightly gravity-flattened tits wobbled with her movement.

At the same time, a second woman with short permed hair was kneeling between the brunette woman's legs with her hips and ass high in the air and eating the brunette's pussy. I found it amusing that the pussy-eater's curly permed hair nearly matched the color of the brunette's pubes, giving the illusion of a massive bush. 

Adding to the chain, a guy fucked the pussy-eater from behind, causing her to rock forward and away from the brunette's snatch. And a third woman sat at the brunette's side across from the guy being sucked, stroking and licking the brunette's erect nipples, seemingly intrigued by them.

Mesmerized, I watched the surreal scene. My dick throbbed as the guy being sucked clenched his ass and thrust forward, cumming into the brunette woman's mouth. Some cum leaked out and dribbled down her chin and his balls. The guy rolled over onto his back and lay there, panting hard. Then the pussy-eating woman abruptly stopped licking the brunette's pussy. She got up and led the nipple-playing woman by the hand away from the group.  

As the pussy-eater moved away, the guy's dick that had been pumping her from behind slipped out, bouncing somewhat. A string of pre-cum stretched briefly between it and the pussy-eater's gaping canal before breaking. His rigid cock glistened with moisture and swayed in the air like a hand searching for a light switch in the dark.

Then, without saying anything, he shuffled forward on his knees towards the brunette lying on her back. He pressed his still-pulsing dick straight into her open pussy and pumped it into her instead. 

After only a couple dozen thrusts, the man grunted and apparently ejaculated into the brunette's well-tended vagina. He then dispassionately pulled out and moved away--again without obvious word or communication.  

I stared, entranced, at the now-abandoned brunette woman lying on her back, alone. She stayed in the same position as she had been while being fucked, with her legs spread and her vagina fully exposed and still gaping from being spread by a cock. Her pubic curls were matted and damp with juice, sweat, and semen, her labia lips swollen, and her sizable erect clit stood out clearly. I watched as cum visibly gathered at her vagina's entrance, oozed out, and started sliding down toward her ass. 

My cock pulsed as I imagined she was patiently awaiting the next hard cock, in turn, to slide in and fill her cum receptacle. My horny young mind found this sight incredibly sexy; I wanted nothing more than to crawl over, slide my steel rod into her gloppy wet hole, and add my load. I might even have done that if I had been alone.

But alas, I wasn't alone. Joy's words brought me back to the moment. Resting her hand on my arm, she leaned over and quietly said, "It's so weird. It's like they're putting on a show! It's just... I don't know, so strange and kind of disturbing." She turned to face me and added, "I mean, it can't be very safe, right? Like, with strangers." Her eyes searched mine for agreement.

I nodded automatically without saying anything. Not revealing my very different assessment of the situation. My hard cock throbbed under my towel, and I was so turned on I was on the verge of exploding. My eyes stayed glued to the woman's oozing cum-filled pussy, surrounded by a sea of writhing nude bodies just feet away from me.

Joy's less-than-enthusiastic reaction to the sexual situation did nothing whatsoever to dampen my own. Indeed, I would have gladly fucked her relentlessly right then and there if she had indicated she was open to anything sexual. Or had so much as kissed me, for that matter.

We watched for a few more minutes but saw nothing approaching the remarkable sexual interactions we had already witnessed. "We'd better get going," Joy said. "Sadie's been waiting out there by herself for quite a while. And I'm sure she'll want to see this!" 

I willed my erection to go down with middling success as we made our way back through the maze of bodies and went out to find Sadie.  We found her waiting for us near the room's entrance.

Sadie smirked as her eyes flicked down, noticing my not-quite-subsided bulge. "Well, how was it?" A knowing smile played on her lips. "Learn any new tricks?"

Joy rolled her eyes and gave a hint of a giggle. "I don't think words would do it justice; you'll just have to wait and see for yourself." She looked at me as if seeking confirmation.

I nodded. "It does need to be seen, for sure." I reflected on our experience, and pondered mostly to myself. "And the Mat Room Rules don't seem to be strictly enforced, at least regarding multiple partners."

Joy then turned back to Sadie. "So what did you do out here while waiting? Arrange any hot sex dates with strangers for later?"

"Right, I've got a group of studs all lined up waiting to pleasure me and be my sex slaves," Sadie retorted. "But seriously, a couple guys did ask me if I wanted to go into Mat Room with them!"

"Really? What did you do?" Joy asked.

"It was sort of flattering, but naturally, I politely declined." I saw a wistful expression flash across her face for an instant. Then to me, Sadie exclaimed gleefully, "So, my turn!"

I then went back into the Mat Room with Sadie and led her through the writhing mass of humanity. I watched her reaction out of my peripheral vision--her eyes wide and darting around the room, taking in the scene, her face slightly flushed and breath ragged. I was oddly pleased that she was aroused by the situation--maybe because it made my arousal seem not so pervy. Or, more likely, because I loved seeing an attractive woman get turned on. We made our way to the far side of the room and sat near where I had watched with Joy.

My dick responded right on cue as I watched a fully uncovered couple nearby in a 69 position, mouths eagerly lapping each other's cock and pussy. A man sat on his towel nearby, watching earnestly and stroking his cock. Looking around, I noted that several others also appeared to be mere spectators. Voyeurs like us, taking in the view--some masturbating, some caressing each other, some covered by towels, others nude.  

I pressed my arm across my stiff cock in a futile effort to mask my obvious erection from Sadie. But this served only to put pressure on it, increasing my arousal. I glanced at Sadie to see if she noticed and saw she did not seem to be paying attention to my crotch struggles. Instead, she was enraptured by the others in the room, round blue eyes open and taking in everything, her breath shallow. Then, suddenly, her breath caught slightly--she froze, staring, then a smile teased her lips.

I followed her line of sight and saw a voluptuous woman with long strawberry blonde hair--to her waist--and large pale breasts straddling a guy lying on his back, impaled by his cock. As she lifted up and down, hips gyrating, his shaft disappeared and reappeared through her orange-tinted bush.  

My cock seemed to pulse with the fucking couple's rhythm as I stared. I was aroused at the sex and fascinated by the woman's ginger-colored pubic hair enveloping the guy's dick. I determined that I wanted to lick and fuck a true redhead someday. The woman's full boobs--large nipples and light-colored areolae barely visible against her pale skin--bounced and swayed in an odd, off-beat rhythm.  

Just beyond them, as if providing a backdrop, two women faced each other kneeling upright, passionately kissing. Their nipples first just brushed each other, then mashed into the other, lost in the mounded flesh of their breasts. One woman's hand cupped the other's ass, and the other woman stroked the first woman's pussy.

Sadie and I watched silently for several minutes--people around us fucking, sucking, wanking. Then, at one point, we turned in unison to see a guy ejaculate on a woman's tits. His cum splattered from her neck to her belly and coated the woman's firm nipples with viscous cream. 

I said quietly to Sadie, "This is wild, isn't it?" Sadie gave a curt nod, her tongue darting across her lips. I continued, "Um, Joy didn't seem into it, but... you know, well, I'm kind of turned on, seeing this... being here around all this sex and all." I asked hesitantly, "So, er... what do you think of all this?"  

Sadie turned and looked me in the eye and replied with her typical candor. "Oh my God, yes, I am SO horny right now. And it's no secret--I'm absolutely creamin' myself here!" 

She laughed with her confession, her eyes darting down and taking in the obvious tenting of my towel. She paused, tilted her head, and bit her bottom lip as if deliberating something, then got a mischievous look in her eyes as she looked back to mine. 

She leaned in near me and whispered, "I know what I'll be doing later when you and Joy are relieving your pent-up 'tension.'"



My eyebrows involuntarily shot up. I wasn't sure quite what to make of her comment. I looked at her with a mixture of uncertainty and speculation, and waited silently.

She sat back with an impish smile. "But in the meantime..."

I watched, transfixed, as Sadie reached down and peeled open the bottom part of her towel. She pulled it to both sides like a theater curtain opening, and revealed her alluring blonde pussy. My eyes widened as she slid her legs apart and presented an open and direct view of her sex. Her labia were swollen with arousal, and pussy juice beaded and clung to her light pubes like dew on morning grass. Her clit peeked out, erect, from its hood above her crinkly inner lips.

My cock pulsed in concert with her actions, and the vision of her exposed pussy triggered an electric surge deep in my groin. I tore my focus from her personal treasure and looked up to meet her eyes. She held my gaze a moment and then looked back down to her exposed crotch.

Enthralled, I followed her finger as she reached down between her legs to her succulent pussy. She slowly traced a finger down around the outside of her mons, then from the bottom, traced up just inside her slit, and made two tiny circles around her clit. I caught my breath as my dick throbbed--rock hard, balls tight.

Sadie brought her wet finger to her lips and sensually licked the moisture off, a slight smile playing on her lips as she looked straight at me. My jaw dropped in amazement and appreciation as I stared, unmoving.

 

I snapped my jaw closed and shook my head as if to clear a hallucination. "Jesus fuck Sadie!" And chuckling, "I mean, um, so when did you turn into such a brazen... er, vixen?"

 

"Vixen?" 

"I don't know. My brain seems to be lacking blood flow at the moment--that's the first word that popped into my head. Maybe 'harlot' is a better word? Temptress? Hussy?" 

Sadie rolled her eyes, smiled sensuously, and said nothing. Licked her lips seductively.

I looked at her intently and leaned in slightly. The myriad of bodies, panting, and fucking all around us seemed to fade into the background as I only focused on Sadie.

"I'm so damn horny right now," I said. "I could blow a load without even touching myself. If I'm not careful, I could cum any second, and you're not helping the situation!"

"Why don't you then? It's not like it would be inappropriate here," she giggled coyly.  

Dumbstruck, my mind reeled, flooded with rapid-fire thoughts and emotions. "Is she serious? I can't do that here. Joy is just outside. Do I want to? Damn, she's sexy. She can't mean it. Or, maybe...?"

Finding my voice, I stammered. "I, uh... what, like seriously? I mean, er, no, I can't do that, or, um... really?"

Saving me from my awkward babbling, she teased, "I showed you mine; now you show me yours. It's only fair."

As she spoke, she slowly rubbed her finger upward between her pussy lips and around her clit, her eyes locked on mine. The tip of her tongue slid erotically along her lips. I felt drawn to her, hypnotized by her movements and sultry voice.

"And it's not wrong or cheating if you just happen to get turned on and cum... and I happen to see you," she added with a playful lilt in her voice. 

She made it sound so reasonable and relatively "innocent," even if I had no idea whether she was serious. Marshaling my courage, I decided to call her bluff--or dare, a decision emboldened by the situation and my extreme horniness.

I got up on my knees, body upright, and pulled open my towel, revealing my proud erect penis in all its glory. "You think I won't?" I challenged. 

Sadie's eyes lit up, and she looked up and down my body, stopping to scrutinize my visibly pulsing hard-on. She bit her lip as she slowly circled her fingers around the swollen nub between her legs. Her eyes hooded a moment as she relished her self-pleasure, then refocused on me.

"I want to see you cum," she stated bluntly, breathing heavily and leaning forward with hunger in her eyes. "Show me." Her other hand joined the first as she inserted a finger into her dripping vagina.

Her words and seeing her touch herself nearly triggered my orgasm--I had never been so worked up and ready to climax without any physical stimulation. I looked furtively back at the doorway, but my stark and overwhelming arousal overcame any qualms I may have had. I met Sadie's eyes with a questioning look, and she nodded in encouragement. 

Casting my hesitation aside, I grasped my engorged dick and started stroking it, smiling and looking into Sadie's eyes. "All right, you asked for it, but I wasn't kidding when I said I'm about to cum any second."

 

I pumped my cock briskly and felt my climax building almost instantly. I stared at Sadie, still wearing her towel over her tits, with the bottom pulled open and framing her aroused pussy. She was slowly circling her clit with one hand and gently inserting her finger into her vagina with the other, eyes locked on my dick.

Unable to hold back, I arched my back and thrust my pelvis forward--my semen shot in erratic jets, painting Sadie's legs and feet and splattering on the mat next to her. I continued slowly milking my softening pole and watched Sadie's mouth spread into a triumphant smile.

Chuckling and shaking her head, making little "tsk tsk" sounds, Sadie pulled her towel off and wiped off my cum. I relished seeing her fully nude in a sexual context for the first time--so different from the innocent freedom of swimming earlier. It was so erotic, especially against the backdrop of the writhing mass of naked people in the room with us.

Her small boobs seemed fuller against her petite frame, and her nipples stood hard and upright atop tightened areolae, reaching out as if begging to be sucked. Her full nudity perfectly complemented her swollen pussy to achieve a delightful picture of a luscious, aroused woman. 

I let my mind drift and imagined tasting her wetness, running my tongue between her swollen labia and sliding my hard dick into her. Seeing her naked and aroused, wiping off my cum, is an image imprinted forever in my mind. I knew I would have years of fantasy memories to keep me company during future times of need. 

My sexual reverie was interrupted as Sadie abruptly stood up and wrapped her towel closed. "We should get back out to Joy." 

The sudden switch in Sadie's tenor surprised me and caused a spike of concern--I thought she was upset or regretted what had just happened. My worry was short-lived, however.

Sadie turned her back to me and bent forward slightly with an arched back. Her ass cheeks popped out of the bottom of her towel, and I had a tiny peek of her labia, barely visible in the shadows between her legs. She looked over her shoulder at me, smiled and gave her exposed butt a little wiggle. "Don't you agree?"

Startled and with my judgment clouded with arousal, I instinctively reached up and cupped her ass cheeks with both hands, giving a playful squeeze. "Yes, I agree," I said. "Let's get back out to Joy."

Sadie wiggled her butt again against my hands, then straightened up. We made our way out, over and around the fucking, sucking, wanking, and staring bodies.

We met Joy outside the Mat Room, and she looked knowingly at Sadie. "Now you see what I mean?" Joy said. "Gotta see it to believe it." Joy chuckled softly and gave a curt nod to Sadie. The two women silently acknowledged their now-shared knowledge of a forbidden realm.

"You got THAT right," Sadie added, almost to herself. Then, to Joy, "So, what did you get up to out here? A sexy babe like you, all by her lonesome, must've attracted men like bees to honey!"

I silently appreciated Sadie's smooth deflection of potential questions about our own experience in the Mat Room.

"Well, I wandered around a bit," Joy said. "And... um, I got hit on by three men. And... er, one woman."

"Oh, do tell!" Sadie said.

"Um, well, the guys separately invited me to go into the mat room with them--of course, I said no. The woman told me I have beautiful hair and how she would love to pamper me and give me a special treat--she said she knew of a nice secluded area for privacy." Joy's face reddened with embarrassment--or perhaps arousal--as she described the encounters.

"Damn, that's hot," I muttered. The image of a naked Joy caressed by a sexy woman popped vividly into my mind. "What did you say to her?"

"I said, 'no thank you,' you idiot." Joy retorted, swatting my arm lightly.

Thankfully, Joy didn't ask whether Sadie liked it in the Mat Room or what happened there.

We all agreed that the Mat Room was "wild, weird, bizarre, and... just, wow."

Our visit wound down over the next hour. We swam again, had some juice, then eventually relaxed together on pillows in a quiet area by a fireplace. I lounged in the middle with an arm around each woman in a three-way cuddle, content and enjoying myself. And despite that being a platonic situation at the moment, I kept mentally replaying the many events of the night.

I found myself repeatedly stirring and getting semi-hard, but in the end, fatigue won out, and we decided to call it a night and head out. As we put our clothes back on in the locker room, we marveled at the situation and how fun it was to have "checked it out for ourselves." 

We arrived back at the apartment, and although we tried to be quiet, Tara woke up and came out of the bedroom to greet us. She grilled us extensively, demanding lots of details, hanging on every word with rapt attention. To such an extent that we suspected she was having second thoughts about opting out of the adventure.

After recounting (most) of our escapades, we finally acknowledged our fatigue and decided to call it a night. We all brushed our teeth and used the bathroom, then Tara and Sadie headed into the bedroom. I pulled open the sleeper sofa and set the bed up.

Joy stood watching me, not helping or doing anything. Finally, I looked up at her, puzzled. "All set, babe? You ready for bed?"

To be clear, before that night, Joy had always been exceedingly discreet with our relationship's sexual aspects. For example, although Sadie and Tara knew we were together, Joy always wore at least a long t-shirt to sleep in, "just in case someone came by." In addition, she ensured the lights were off and always sought to be quiet during our lovemaking. And even earlier that evening at Plato's, she was uneasy and reserved regarding the sex and nudity we encountered and experienced.

But what I came to think of as the "Plato's Effect" manifested itself at that moment for the first time (I don't count anything that happened at the Club as part of the "Effect"). 

Without answering my question, Joy slowly undressed and stood nude, smiling, in the living room with lights on and window blinds open. She didn't put on her sleeping shirt. Instead, she just stood and let me take in her spectacular display of feminine perfection.

I reveled in the sight of her exotic beauty for a moment. The golden glow of the lamp on her flawless tawny-colored skin, the way her pink-tinged brown nipples proudly beamed forward, erect on her firm, rounded breasts. Her long black hair teased the sides of her boobs; its natural highlights reflected the lamplight. 

And Joy had the most beautiful pussy. Her feathery jet-black pubic hair swept up in silky strands that naturally grew in a slight fan shape over her vulva with wisps down the sides. It formed a perfect frame and crown for her treasure box without trimming. Her inner labia were visible but not obtrusive, peeking out between her full outer lips like flower petals just starting to blossom. Her wetness glistened in the soft light, betraying her arousal.

My cock reacted and began to swell as I relished the vision before me, amazed that this beauty was being presented and offered to me. 

Without shame, Joy walked around the sofa bed and up to me, put her arms around my neck, and kissed me sensuously. Her breasts pressed against my body, sending an electric surge to my rock-hard cock. I stroked her bare back, feeling her soft, smooth skin and down to her firm ass. She then reached down and undid my fly, releasing my erection, and stroked it with one hand while pulling at my shirt with the other.

I pulled off my clothes and joined Joy naked. My cock reached straight up, with pre-cum glistening at its tip. We kissed again, passionately, our tongues dancing lightly, lips pressed firmly. I nestled into her hair and breathed in her pleasant mixed fragrance of hair conditioner and chlorine from the pool. Our skin was sensitive to each other as we ran our hands all over each other.

"I've been looking forward to this all evening," Joy whispered breathlessly. "I'm so horny right now. It seems like weeks since I've cum."

I had a momentary flash of guilt about having cum in front of--and, well, on--Sadie earlier. But I physically shook my head, rationalizing away the guilty feeling. I mean, we didn't touch each other, so it's like nothing happened. Instead, I focused on the beautiful golden Goddess before me, drawn into her chocolate-brown eyes and the power of her sexuality.  

I murmured, "Mmmm, I've wanted you so damn much all night--I can't wait to taste you. And ravish you."

I gently walked her back and eased her down onto the sofa bed. I stood over her toned, petite body, legs just slightly open, bountiful moisture visible on her pussy. "Seeing you nude in front of all those strangers was so damn hot--you make me so fucking horny. If you'd just said the word, I would've done anything with you, even in front of others."

Joy smiled, "Yes, well, you are a horny bugger, aren't you? Then added with a mock English accent, "My own personal, very naughty, randy buggah." Her eyes twinkled, and she bit her lip through her smile.

I reached over to flick off the table lamp by the bed and was surprised when she said quietly, "Leave it on. It's ok. I want to see, want us to see each other."

Taken aback, I started feeling a bit nervous about the situation myself for a change. "What if Tara or Sadie comes out? Especially Tara... " 

Joy replied, with a devilish smile I had not seen before, "Well, then, I guess they get a show--you have something to hide? I'm sure I don't."

I paused in disbelief, mentally trying to sort out the situation. My head practically screamed, "What is happening here?" This was Joy saying this--sexually shy, cautious, and discreet Joy. As if her inhibition switch tripped and left her carefree and shameless. So totally unlike her.

But, not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, acceptance seemed the wisest course of action. So I promptly seized the moment and the mood.

I joked in an authoritative voice. "All Right! Who are you, and what have you done with Joy?" I knelt and parted her legs, gazing at her waiting pussy, slightly open and glistening in the light. "It is my sworn duty to protect our planet from alien inhibition-stealers! So, I'm required to do some serious investigations here." I ran my hands up the soft, smooth skin of her thighs, around her vulva, and across her pelvis.

Joy giggled at my lame humor--one of the things I loved about her. I commenced my "investigation." I kissed her thighs slowly up to her pussy, while using my hands to lightly caress her thighs, pelvis, and belly. I reached her mound, moist and framed by her delicate feathers of pubic hair, and gave light kisses around and on her pussy lips. I then parted her labia with my fingers--she was dripping wet. When my fingers made contact, Joy's pelvis trembled, she murmured something unintelligible, and it felt like an electrical surge shot straight to my groin. My already erect cock lurched and swelled. 

Stroking Joy's exquisite pussy lightly with my fingers, I ran my tongue between her sopping inner lips and tasted her aromatic juices. After teasing her labia with licks and kisses, I finally gave a tiny flick of my tongue across her swollen clit. I breathed the pungent scent of her arousal as she quivered with pleasure. Wanting more, she impatiently pressed her pelvis up, trying to connect me with her clit, yearning to be satisfied.

I circled my tongue lightly around her clit as I ran my finger along and between her inner lips. I stroked around the entrance to her vagina, then pressed my finger gently into her opening. She felt so hot, soft, and wet--and inviting. I felt her vaginal walls give a welcoming quiver as my finger slid smoothly inside her.

With my other hand, I caressed her belly, boobs, and pelvis, then began flicking my tongue directly across her clit. Her body pulsated in response; she pulled my head in harder, trying to heighten the pressure. I increased the speed and force of my tongue on her clit, alternating between fluttering rapidly across it and sucking it into my lips. When I pressed my finger deeper into her vagina, I felt her muscles grip and ripple around it and her pelvis contract. 

My face was coated in Joy's juices as I continued tonguing her clit and fingering her pussy. I couldn't believe how wet and hot she was, and I sensed rather than heard her breathing become more ragged. Then, moving my other hand from caressing her pelvis down between her pussy and anus, I lightly tickled her perineum. Joy gave a soft hum, writhed, and opened her legs in response, clearly loving the touch. 

I lubricated my finger with Joy's copious pussy fluid, then pressed firmly on the outside of her anal star, lingering on the outside. Joy moaned with pleasure and anticipation as I increased the speed of my tongue on her clit. I created an almost vibrator-like stimulation and continued sliding my finger in and out of her vagina. Finally, I pressed the tip of my other finger into her anus, feeling it pop slightly into her. 

Joy moaned, "Ah, god, that feels so good, mmm." She arched her back and started gyrating her pelvis to her own internal rhythm as I licked her clit, our movements both syncopated and complemental.

I savored the taste of her fragrant pussy, her juices flowing down my chin as I pleasured her with my tongue. I probed my fingers deeper into her ass and vagina. My fingers felt each other through her thin dividing wall as I swirled, pressed, and slid them in and around their respective tunnels. 

Joy's breathing sped up, her hips started bucking, and her body writhed out of control as she began to climax--it was all I could do to keep my face from being knocked off her pussy. Her strong abs contracted, folding her body forward and slightly back in repeated spasms as her orgasm tore through her body like tremors of an earthquake. She stifled a cry, so it came out as more of a squeak as she attempted to cum quietly--her vagina and anus clenched and gripped my fingers.

Joy collapsed on the bed, her heaving breaths making her swollen breasts rise and fall. Her dark nipples stood like soldiers at attention atop her constricted areolae. Her wet pussy must have had a secret communications system with my groin; my cock pulsed in time with her breathing as if controlled by an irresistible force. Pulsing and yearning for her wet, warm, and friendly place.

I crawled onto the bed, sliding my hands along Joy's muscular, toned legs. I pressed her legs apart and drank in the raw sexuality of Joy's gaping pussy--dripping wet, inviting, waiting. Her smooth inner lips were folded open, their exposed lighter pink contrasting against her darker outer skin. As I gazed at her open, vulnerable position, I had a brief flashback of the woman lying with her creampie on display in Plato's mat room. The memory made my cock throb even more. 

I shuffled forward and positioned my cock just outside Joy's luscious vagina. Lubricating my hard-on by sliding it up and down a few times between her lips, I slowly slipped into her, first about halfway, then a bit back, then deep inside her. Her moist warmth enveloped me, caressed me, and pulled me into her tightness. Her vaginal muscles contracted and massaged my dick as I thrust in and out of her.



As I was sliding deep inside Joy, slowly building speed toward my inevitable climax, I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. I looked over and was shocked to see Sadie standing just outside the bedroom doorway, less than five feet from our bed. Watching. Sadie's hand was down inside her panties, which were transparent with her wetness--in the room's bright light, I could even see the color of her hand through the fabric.

Sadie was furiously rubbing her clit, and with her other hand, she squeezed and pinched her nipples through her thin t-shirt. Her eyes were ablaze with lust, her teeth biting a corner of her lip as she watched. God, that sight almost made me immediately erupt inside Joy's canal.

  

It took little internal debate for me to decide not to alert Joy to the presence of our voyeur--I didn't want to risk her freaking out and stopping in mid-fuck. What's more, It was hot knowing Sadie was watching us, was turned on by seeing us, and openly pleasuring herself just feet away from us. So I continued pumping in and out of Joy's pussy, feeling her tight vaginal walls contract as I pulled out, then open in welcome as I pressed in. 

Joy whispered with short rapid breaths. "Oh, yes, that's so good. Fill me. With. Your. Cock." Her head was thrown back, eyes closed.

Without pulling out, I folded Joy's legs toward her shoulders. Her dancer's flexibility allowed her knees to reach up to her shoulders and lie flat on the bed, splitting her pussy wide open. This gave Sadie an unobstructed view of my cock working in and out of Joy's vagina. I improved Sadie's vantage more when I raised my upper body higher by pushing myself up and bracing against the backs of Joy's well-toned thighs. 

The new position let me press deeper into Joy's pussy, the tip of my cock brushing her cervix with each thrust. I watched my turgid shaft slide in and out between her swollen lips, Joy's wisps of silky black pubic hair contrasting with my lighter-colored penis. I felt an extra rush knowing that Sadie had roughly the same, almost pornographic, view. Joy and I fucked--slower, faster, deeper, and shallow. When I glanced over, I saw Sadie breathing hard, half-collapsed against the wall, legs shaking. 

Joy gave a deep moan and arched her back against the pressure on her legs; her entire body spasmed as her second orgasm rippled through her. The palpitations of her quivering pussy triggered my climax.

As my balls started to contract and semen rushed up my shaft, I pulled out at the last second and aimed it toward Joy's heaving pelvis and open pussy. Ropes of cum shot out onto her belly and tits, splattering on her feathery pubic hair, and coating her gaping pussy lips.  

Joy exhaled heavily, sprawled back onto the bed, and dropped her legs back down but still apart. Sadie and I secretly shared the spectacular view of Joy's taut naked body glistening with sweat and cum, and of her wet, swollen, still-parted pussy.

Joy sighed with a beautiful smile of contentment and satisfaction. Then, with eyes closed, she languorously ran a finger up along her abs through the white semen patterned against her golden skin. She lifted a dollop of cum from her nipple, brought it two her lips, and licked it clean--knowing I would be transfixed.

I glanced over to Sadie. She was leaning against the wall with her shirt pulled up, both hands cupping and gently massaging her nipples and petite boobs with a dreamy, post-orgasmic expression. My movement must have caught her attention, and she looked at me. We locked eyes, and she smiled broadly and mouthed, "Thank you." Then, she blew a kiss with one finger and slipped back into the bedroom.

Joy lay still for a moment, and I watched some of my cum slowly ooze over and run down the side of her stomach. She caught a rivulet with her fingers to keep it from the bed and sat up.

"Why did you pull out anyway? It was so nice with you inside me."

I deemed it unwise to say it was so our private voyeur could see my "money shot." So instead, I said, "I--I just had an impulse at the time, thought it would be hot to cum on you and see your sexy body painted with my juice."  

"Hmmph, men are so weird," Joy muttered, shaking her head. She pushed me away to sit up. "I have to pee and wipe up this mess." She tried to give me an accusatory look but couldn't keep her eyes from crinkling. Then, leaning in, she pressed her soft lips onto mine in a sensuous, tender kiss. I inhaled deeply, relishing her scent, the smell of her hair, her skin, and the tantalizing aroma of sex.

Joy stood to clean up. As she turned and walked toward the bathroom, the flexing of her ass muscles hypnotically captured my gaze. I felt sated and relaxed. Joy was almost to the bathroom before I registered that she was still fully nude with the lights on, openly walking where anyone might come out and see her. Or watch her through the windows. 

Something sure had changed with her, or maybe with us. As if our visit to Plato's Retreat awakened or triggered something in her. Something sexy, wonderful, and definitely welcome.

We didn't realize it at the time, but our sexy Plato's Retreat adventure seemed to have affected all of us. Even Tara, we soon discovered, who hadn't even been at the Club. What I came to think of as the "Plato's Effect" resulted in a loss of inhibitions and an awakening of libidos. And a summer of sexy adventures. 

 

To be continued...

_______________

Please let me know if you have enjoyed the story so far or have comments--your feedback and responses are the only rewards I receive for posting here. This is also the first of what I hope to be my first multi-chapter story. I have additional chapters partially written and/or outlined and will work to complete them if enough show interest. And yes, Tara plays a more prominent role going forward. But I ask for your patience as I work on these stories amidst many other obligations. Thank you! 


Plato's Retreat Ripples Ch. 02

Author's Note: This second chapter can be read as a stand-alone work, but it will make more sense, and you will enjoy it more if you start with the first chapter to gain context. All characters involved in sexual activities are 18 or older. Although inspired by real experiences and circumstances, any relation to actual persons or events is purely coincidental.

__________________

The day after Sadie, Joy, and I visited Plato's Retreat sex club, we were somehow both energized and exhausted. After spending several hours nude together amid the hedonistic wonderland, we felt more open and natural around each other. What had always been a comfortable, close friendship now had an undercurrent of unacknowledged sexual tension.

Tara, the youngest of our roommates at 18, had chosen not to join us but sent us off with encouragement and our promise to tell her the details of the visit. After we returned, she asked us a barrage of questions about our experience. Although sexually inexperienced and modest about her eye-catching figure, her quest for information and sexual details of ours and others seemed insatiable. She was captivated by the descriptions of the bodies, atmosphere, and sexual activities we witnessed. 

Our respective memories of the evening were enhanced as we relived the events we witnessed from our own perspectives. The nudity, the sex, the writhing mass of human bodies in various degrees of fornication. We shared our personal reactions and whether we were aroused by the situation with Tara and each other. But, of course, we omitted some details. I did, anyway. And, well, so did Sadie. Maybe Joy as well—I didn't know for sure because I can't say if she did.  

But we did more than just discuss our adventure. What I thought of as the "Plato's Effect" began to alter our attitudes and behavior—as if our experience at Plato's caused our inhibitions to vanish and our libidos to blossom. It started after our return from the club when my ordinarily discreet and modest girlfriend Joy stripped naked and fucked me with lights on and blinds open. And unbeknownst to Joy, we were joined by an audience of one when Sadie watched us from just feet away, openly self-pleasuring herself. I didn't know what to make of these developments, but absolutely wasn't complaining... ours is not to reason why.

The four of us were close friends, and our New York City one-bedroom apartment seemed cozier and more relaxed than before—a friendly, comfortable place. A place where we connected and shared personal and intimate thoughts and feelings without judgment or critique. But also with a fair dose of naughtiness and mischief.

That next night we cooked a light meal together for dinner, accompanied by cold sparkling wine—a Cava—which was refreshing in the oppressive summer heat. Refreshing, tasty, and easy to imbibe more than we realized. After dinner, we were all feeling pretty loose. We lounged, chatted, laughed, and enjoyed a relaxing evening without particular plans or obligations. Which, of course, left a void to be filled by our indecorous imaginations.

At one point, Tara got up and went to the kitchen to get some snacks and more wine. As Joy, Sadie, and I watched her, we quietly speculated how she would have reacted to the previous night's visit to Plato's Retreat. 

"I think she would have freaked out," Joy mused. "She hasn't had a serious boyfriend, hasn't had sex or anything close to it, and probably hasn't seen an adult man naked in real life—maybe not even a pic, for all we know." 

I was skeptical about her never even seeing a photo but remained silent.

Sadie concurred. "Yeah, she needs to live a little before she can handle a visit to Plato's, even if she just watched like we did." She flashed a meaningful glance at me, a micro-moment of shared secrets. "Otherwise, I think she would be scarred for life." 

We all chuckled at the thought of our innocent and inexperienced Tara having her first exposure to actual sex at a full-blown orgy. 

"Though I think it would do her some good to live a little, Sadie said. "Personally, I think she needs to get laid." We all laughed and nodded to that sentiment.

I listened to this exchange with interest, enjoying the general direction of the discussion.

Tara returned and set down a wine bottle, chips, and chocolate. She looks at us with suspicion. "What are you three talking about so quietly—plotting another sex-venture?"

We shook our heads and probably looked guilty. "Just reminiscing about last night a bit, no secret plots," Joy replied.

Tara looked skeptical. "Whatever. Anyway, I need to visit the little girl's room, but I was wondering if we wanted to play a game or something, maybe cards—something fun. So let me know what you think. I'll be right back."

Sadie, Joy, and I all nodded and said it sounded like a good idea. Then, as Tara walked away, we all looked at each other—mischievous grins spontaneously appeared as we all thought along the same lines. 

Joy ruminated. "A card game. Hmm, a fun card game." She lifted her eyebrows up and down in an exaggerated way.

Sadie said, "Like poker, maybe." Looking at the two of us, she continued. "Like..." 

We all said in unison, "Strip poker!" We laughed, then glanced at each other, took a breath, and then all blurted out exactly together, "Jinx!" We cracked up again at our own wit. We were definitely a bit buzzed.

I shook my head, "I can't see Tara going for that. Or... what do you guys think?" I looked back and forth between Sadie and Joy. 

"Well, she did go with us to buy Plato's t-shirts, Sadie said. "Maybe she's more adventurous than we think." 

I shrugged, and we silently pondered that for a moment. 

Joy said, "And it would be fun—and a challenge." She chuckled, "Well, we've all seen each other nude, so nothing left to the imagination there. Seems only fair that Tara isn't left out."

I nodded approvingly and smiled as I noted that Sadie also nodded in agreement. "So, how should we bring up the idea, what's the approach?" I asked, and glanced at the others, seeking their counsel. "We weren't hatching a secret plot before, but we never said we wouldn't ever do so." We all smirked at the observation.

Sadie said, "I think we bring the subject up and make it sound natural and unplanned. Make it sound adventurous and fun, not threatening. So she might go along with the idea, especially if we all agree."

Joy nodded in agreement. "Yes, that's good." She leaned forward conspiratorially, made her "I've got a plan" face, and outlined her idea. 

"Ok, so, Sadie, you suggest it as the older and more 'mature' one of us." We all grinned at the irony of that. "And I will say, 'I will if you will,' and we go back and forth a bit like that as if considering it for the first time, then we say YES, and see if she goes along."

They both looked at me, and I shrugged and grinned. "I love it! And I might add that you two are quite devious!"

Tara returned, and we all got refills of drinks. Joy grabbed a deck of cards and asked, "Who's ready for some fun?"

We all nodded and lifted our glasses in a toast. Muttered over each other. "Fun. Cheers. Here here," and the like.

"So, what say you," Joy continued with a contemplative look. "What are you in the mood for? What d'you want to play?" She looked at each of us. "I don't know about you, but I'm kind of sick of the same old, same old."

As if on cue, Sadie proposed that we play strip poker. And, as if enacting a scripted scene in a play, the exchange happened almost exactly as we had planned. Joy feigned interest with some reluctance. I stayed neutral but open to the idea, Sadie encouraged, and Tara seemed cautiously intrigued. Finally, Joy said, "I will if you will," to Tara. She nodded encouragingly and smiled at Tara.

Tara bit her lip in contemplation, then agreed, parroting back Joy's offer. "Ok, why not?" She shrugged. "If you play, I'll give it a go. I've never played strip poker." Tara had a twinkle of excitement in her eyes and seemed eager to play, which I did not expect but was glad to see.

I picked up the cards and shuffled them. "So, I think it will get pretty complicated if we try bidding and bluffing using clothes. And I'm a bit buzzed, so why don't we simplify things. How about we just deal five cards and not bid, draw, or exchange cards. The person with the worst hand has to take off a piece of clothing."

Joy laughed. "Well, we won't have to think so much that way, which is probably good." 

Sadie added, "Oh, and let's make it a bit more interesting. The one with the highest individual card, regardless of the rest of their hand, takes a drink. They then get to ask the person with the lowest card a 'truth' question, which must be answered, and answered truthfully."

The three women smiled and nodded in agreement with no hint of nervousness or reluctance. We were all somewhat tipsy, but their interest didn't seem to be alcohol driven. We had drunk maybe just enough to remove inhibitions that wanted to be removed anyway. I was just happy to be there!

I felt a buzz of excitement. This is amazing; I can't believe it. Maybe I'll finally see Tara naked. That would be so great. But I wonder if she'll actually go that far. I was also eager to see both Sadie and Joy nude again in this very different situation. 

Joy, ever the planner, sorted out the number of articles of clothing we each had to start with to make it "fair," whatever that meant in this context, and we began.

The first several hands fairly evenly distributed the worst—and losing—and the highest—drinking and questioning—among us. Socks had been put on for the game and were the first to come off, then a headband (which we ruled didn't count). Meanwhile, the "truth" questions started innocuously, such as "what do you wear to sleep in," or "tell us about your first childhood crush." 

Then Joy lost and pulled off her shirt, so she only had a bra on top and shorts below. I had the highest card. I took a drink and asked Sadie, "Tell us who, when, and where you first had sex."

Sadie pinched her lips and looked up in thought. "Son of my mom's best friend, 16, our basement guest bedroom."  

I lifted my glass in salute. "To young love... or maybe just young lust." We all drank.

I lost my shirt, and since I had nothing under was the first to show some "real" skin. We each had approximately the same number of high cards and were very dutiful in taking our drinks. 

Our questions became more personal. We learned that Joy first had an orgasm when she was 12, I had sex with 4 women and Sadie with 7 men, and Tara walked in on her parents having sex (but didn't see actual sex). Sadie had oral sex with a woman, Tara thought Prince was sexier than Michael Jackson, I spied on my neighbor sunbathing nude, and Joy had only masturbated with her fingers (no toys). The combination of intimate questions and gradual stripping created an erotically charged atmosphere.

Sadie then lost twice in a row, losing her shirt, then shorts, so she was left wearing only her bra and panties. Her bra was simple, white with a tiny little bow in the middle, and her knickers were white with lacy edges and top, high cut on sides, barely covering her mound. 

I couldn't help taking a moment to remember how Sadie looked nude, how her small breasts drooped just slightly without a bra, and her nipples were a deep pink, round, and tilted upward. And that her pussy was framed with trimmed sandy-blonde pubic hair. I can't wait to see her nude again ...  

I felt a slap on my leg, then Joy held her hand to her mouth and called on a pretend radio. "Earth to Mac, your turn to deal." I laughed and dealt the cards. 

Tara lost next and unexpectedly chose to take off her shorts instead of her shirt. I watched her with appreciation. Well, that's interesting—is she teasing, or maybe she isn't wearing a bra? I'm sure she is. I wonder why she didn't take off her shirt first?

Tara was wearing simple white panties, no frills or lace, but which looked naughty peeking out from under her shirt. She sat cross-legged, which prompted me to imagine what her sex must look like sitting like that. Only a thin layer of white cotton covered her pussy, and I could see a faint hint of dark pubic hair through the fabric.

I lost the next hand and was down to my underwear. I tried to think non-sexual thoughts because I was nervous I would get hard during the game, and I resolved not to do so. This was a daunting, if not insurmountable, endeavor in light of the game we were playing.

Fortunately, I made it through the next four hands. Sadie, however, was not so fortunate. She lost next, and we all looked expectantly to see what she would do since she was only wearing a bra and panties.  

Sadie stood, swayed her hips like a stripper, and slipped her thumbs under the waistband of her panties as if to pull them down. Then she spun, unhooked her bra instead, pulled it off, and tossed it away smoothly, revealing her pert handful-sized boobs with a shimmy and laugh.  

We all clapped in encouragement and appreciation. Sadie did a mock curtsey and sat back down. Her areolae tightened, and her nipples stiffened in response to being in the open air, pointing slightly up as I remembered. 

Tara lost next and, not surprisingly, took off her shirt, so she was left in her bra and panties. She seemed relaxed about her minimal level of dress. I enjoyed her attitude but did not expect it based on her past modesty. I reasoned that her underwear covered more than her beach bikini, so she likely didn't consider it particularly risqué. That was my theory for her comfort level. I, however, found her far sexier sitting in our living room in only her underwear than in a bikini on a beach. Location, location, location, as they say.

Joy lost her shorts, so she joined Tara in the bikini look. I joked that, luckily, our apartment was clothing optional since Sadie and I were topless and wouldn't want to get into trouble. My comment triggered another playful leg slap from Joy—though I'm not sure exactly why.

The next hand had a "moment of truth" element, as whoever lost would have to show some private parts—or all in Sadie's case. I was only wearing my boxers, Sadie only her panties, and Tara and Joy were down to only bra and panties. 

We seemed to have forgotten the drinking and "truth" questions part of the game as we got caught up and focused on our slow physical reveals.

Sadie dealt, and Tara lost. She had never been nude or even topless with a man and was faced with fully baring her boobs in mixed company for the first time. We waited, suddenly quiet, wondering if she would chicken out or go for it. I sat, eyes glued, not wanting to miss a moment. Damn, I've dreamed of this, seeing Tara's tits, seeing her nipples. Please, please go for it—show us. Please don't stop now.

Tara did not disappoint but did surprise us. 

She stood. "Well, in for a penny, in for a pound." 

Not to be totally outdone by Sadie's little stripper moves, Tara twirled around twice, showing her long, toned legs, firm abs, perky butt, and full breasts. Her wavy brown-auburn hair floated loose and settled just past her bust. She stopped and shimmied her shoulders as she bent forward slightly and gave a pretend air kiss. Then, with a wink, she paused and looked at each of us, her green eyes shining. 

Then, instead of taking off her bra as we expected, she swiftly pulled down and kicked off her panties. She proudly faced us, a triumphant grin lighting up her face. Bottomless. Stunned, I took in her fully exposed vulva. Holy shit—she's showing her pussy. Wow, surprise. A Damn hot surprise. Damn.

We were astonished that Tara chose to expose her pussy before her boobs. But, even more surprising—to me at least—was that she was carefully groomed and partially shaved.

Based on Tara's sexual inexperience, I had made incorrect assumptions about the look of her pussy. I was obviously mistaken. Contrary to expectation, her dark curly pubic hair was neatly trimmed short and shaved into a wide landing strip, with her labia lips completely bare. It was a look I'd only seen in porn or "men's" magazines, and even then, infrequently. 

Her slightly wavy inner lips protruded visibly—not far, but enough to be seen. Her little hood barely hid her clit, which peeked out like a shy animal afraid to venture into the open. And, though it might have been a trick of the light, I saw a tiny drop of moisture clinging to the bottom of her labia.

My thoughts raced. My god, so hot. Bare pussy lips...Tara? Oh, man, she looks so sexy. So tasty—I would love to slather my tongue on her pussy. I couldn't tear my eyes away. It was so unexpected and wonderfully sexy that she would freely show us her most intimate treasure without reticence. And that she did so "out-of-order" to my expectations.

 

My cock twitched and grew, its seemingly independent mind not obeying my attempts to stay flaccid. Semi-erect and pressing against my boxers, its outline was visible to anyone who may have bothered to look.

My star-gazing at Tara's naked pussy was broken by Sadie calling out with a laugh, "Nice haircut, girl!" Her interjection broke the ice and allowed us to continue the game, with me only sporting a partial but unpredictable erection.

I had trouble focusing on the cards as I tried to surreptitiously peek at Tara's exposed pussy without being too obvious. I did not want to embarrass myself or Tara, or—more importantly—not piss off Joy by too blatantly staring at another woman's crotch. But finally, my luck ran out, and I lost the next hand. 

Under the peer pressure created by Sadie and Tara's shows for their grand reveals, I stood, acting nonchalant but quaking inside. I nervously looked down at the three beautiful women at my feet and absorbed the image. Joy wearing a bra and panties, her straight black hair caressing her shoulders, white fabric in stark contrast to her tawny skin. Sadie was topless in panties, round blue eyes twinkling, pink nipples visibly erect on soft pouting tits. And Tara, in a bra with no panties—her long auburn-brown hair cascading down and framing her still-covered boobs, pussy uncovered with its trimmed patch of dark pubes and bare labia. She smiled as she looked up at me expectantly.  

That tableau is permanently imprinted in my mind. It has provided many hours of "self-help" assistance over the years.

In the spirit of the game, I played it up. First, I turned away and gyrated my hips as I pulled my boxers down, giving them a full moon. Then, I spun around to reveal my then (finally) nearly flaccid dick and balls, taking a "ta-da" pose and giving a little shake. The ladies playfully clapped, saying, "Don't point that thing at me," or "Watch where you swing that thing—you could put an eye out" type comments. Then I sat.

Joy lost her top next, which she removed, accompanied by a sexy strip-tease dance. Her pink-tinged brown nipples contrasted with her golden skin and became more defined as they hardened in the open air. Her boobs were lighter than her sun-kissed body, with subtle bikini-top tan lines highlighting the swell of her boobs and her nipples.

She sat next to Tara, which lined up the three partially nude women: topless, bottomless, and topless. I sat there, the only fully nude one, enjoying the view and aware of my dick moving around. It repeatedly swelled slightly, then deflated, as if confused about where it was or what it should do.

My interest became laser-focused as Tara lost next and stood again—this time hopefully to reveal her nude body in its full glory. She confidently unhooked her bra, did a little strip tease with the shoulder straps, then smiled as she let it drop to the floor.



Tara's boobs were magnificent. Firm and only slightly tear-shaped, large but not huge. Her rich pink areolae were dark enough to contrast against her pale smooth skin and were round and perfect for her tits. Her nipples reacted to the open air—or maybe to her arousal—by hardening and standing out like little pencil erasers. 

She had a smooth, taut stomach and hips nicely curving out from her narrow waist. The total package: all long, well-toned, and enough softness in her butt, hips, and boobs to ensure maximum femininity. Combined with her well-groomed pussy and bare lips, she looked delicious.

My cock pulsed and moved around from side to side like an elephant's trunk playing in the water. I became visibly semi-erect. Damn, Joy might get pissed if I get hard over a different girl instead of her. I tried to minimize the damage by leaning forward for the cards. It didn't work.

Sadie, always helpful, felt the need to point out my discomfort. "Looks like someone's little man likes what he sees, I think!" 

I cringed with embarrassment and made some lame attempt at humor to deflect the attention from my arousal. I joked. "My one-eyed monk has trouble seeing and is only trying to get a better look."

"More like a snake charmer has coaxed out the Cobra, ready to strike!" Sadie replied, laughing along with Tara.

Sadie lost her panties next. Mimicking my strip, she turned her back to us and slid her panties down slowly—hips swaying—then let them drop to her ankles, which gave us a perfect view of her nude from the back. Rather than kick her knickers off her feet, she bent forward to her toes with straight legs and slipped them off with her hand. This allowed us to see her pussy lips peeking out between her ass cheeks, nicely framed by downy light-colored pubic hair. She wiggled her butt playfully in that exposed position, then stood. 

Keeping her back to us, she looked over her shoulder in a "Betty Boop" pose. Then she laughed, turned to face us fully frontal, and took a "ta-da" pose with arms raised—similar to what I had done—before sitting again. My appreciation of her sexy petite body was undiminished in this encore presentation. I loved seeing her naked as much as I had the previous day at Plato's Retreat.

"Well, shit," came Joy's voice from my side, "I'm the only person not nude. So what do we do, like, just play until I lose? Seems kind of anti-climactic, so why bother?" 

I felt a pang of disappointment, thinking Joy was ending the game. But I'd misread her intent. Instead, my spirits lifted as Joy stood, lifted her arms over her head, and slowly turned full circle like a music box dancer. But one with sensuously circling hips. Her compact breasts swayed with her movement, her black hair tickling her nipples. I felt a flutter deep in my belly in response to her sensuality.

We all whistled and egged her on. Finally, she pulled off her panties and tossed them onto my lap, joining the rest of us in our full nudity. She stood with her hands on her hips, chin lifted to the side in a power pose. Presenting herself in her feminine glory. Smiling suggestively.

I never tired of seeing Joy's exposed pussy, so soft and inviting. Her feathery black pubic hair naturally allowed a view of her labia and formed a fan-shaped crown above. Her smooth inner lips extended slightly beyond her outer ones like flower petals opening to the morning sun. Her whole genital area glistened with arousal.

My cock responded like Pavlov's Dog and sprung to full attention, which at this point, I simply gave up trying to hide. Joy smirked as she watched, pleased with herself, flattered that my first full-fledged hard-on of the evening was for her. She turned one more revolution to allow us an extra view, then crossed her legs and gracefully sat back down without using her hands. It must be a dancer's skill.

We sat for a moment, nude, wondering exactly what we were supposed to do next. Our perverted mission to get Tara nude had succeeded beyond expectations, but we hadn't planned beyond that. 

I lifted a glass to break the silence. "Cheers to beautiful women everywhere—but especially to the three gorgeous ones right here!" 

I looked from woman to woman, savoring their naked bodies. My cock remained rock hard, aided by the vision before me. Three sets of pussy lips, swollen and all glimmering with wetness; three-toned feminine bodies; and three pairs of breasts with aroused erect nipples.

The ladies laughed and tipped their heads in acknowledgment of my compliments. We all drank, then Tara abruptly said, "I fancy some ice cream," and jumped up, towering over us on her long beautiful legs.

I delighted in watching Tara's breasts bounce with her sudden movement and her glorious pussy hovering just above eye level. From my vantage point, I clearly saw that her bare labia were swollen and moist—another visual treat for me.

Joy, Sadie, and I sat, grinning and looking back and forth at each other, not fully believing the evening's turn. We didn't speak, just enjoyed the moment and waited to see what would happen. 

Tara promptly returned with a carton of vanilla ice cream and four spoons. "Num, dig in," she invited us.  

We each grabbed a spoon and scooped right out of the carton. I glanced at Joy and watched her boobs slightly jiggle as she reached forward and lifted her hand to eat. The temptation was too great. I took a finger full of ice cream and smeared it onto her nipple, eliciting a surprised squeal of protest. 

We all laughed hard while Joy looked down at herself and shook her head in protest. Tara evidently thought this a great idea because, without missing a beat, she dipped her hand into the carton and scooped three fingers full of ice cream. Then, she turned and wiped it on Sadie's boob, covering most of it, which elicited more squeals of protest and laughter.

I jumped. "Aayah," I exclaimed, as I felt ice cold on my cock. Joy had retaliated and smeared my entire dick with a handful of ice cream with a twist of her hand.

So, naturally, things devolved into a free-for-all ice cream food fight—or food smear—as we all joined in the pandemonium. Like a badly choreographed dance with everyone off the music and with random timing, we smeared ice cream directly on each other's boobs, butts, pussies, and my balls and cock. We all surreptitiously touched each other sexually under cover of playing, laughing, and squealing throughout.

In under a minute, the carton was nearly empty. We were wet, sticky, and dripping, mostly in places not typically exposed in public or mixed company. Then, breathing heavily from the exertion and laughter, we paused to collect ourselves, still chuckling.  

Sadie broke the momentary lull and proclaimed, as only Sadie would, "Ok, truth or dare time!" She looked at each of us in turn. "And I DARE... Mac... to lick the ice cream off of Joy's nipples!"  

All eyes turned to me. Well, I guess we're playing Truth or Dare now. I looked wide-eyed at Joy and saw amusement mixed with desire—but no reluctance. Instead, she smiled, flipped her straight black hair over her shoulder, and sat straight. She lifted her chin challengingly and arched her back, pushing her ice cream-covered tits forward—an offering for me to taste. 

I took a moment to drink in Joy's darker breasts and nipples smeared with the whiteness of the melted ice cream. Mmm, like where this is going.

I shrugged and smiled with a glance at Tara and Sadie. Then, without a word, I leaned over and ran my tongue over Joy's closest nipple. I circled it with my tongue, took it between my lips, and gently sucked. I admittedly took longer and licked more thoroughly than necessary to clean off the ice cream. I then swiftly ran my tongue over and around her entire boob. As all eyes watched with delight, I also "cleaned" her other one. Finally, I sat back smugly and saw three lovely nude women with varying degrees of lust and excitement on their faces. My cock quivered in response to their attention.

Joy spoke up next. "Now, I DARE, Sadie," pausing for effect before turning her head toward Tara sharply. "To lick Tara's boobs and nipples!"  

I perked up at this, and my cock pulsed in anticipation of what I imagined would be an erotic visual treat. Sadie, Joy, and I reflexively looked down at Tara's ice cream-drizzled tits. We waited expectantly, unsure how Tara would react to this level of intimacy. We were all aware that this would be her first sexual contact involving her bare breasts, even if only as a "game." And by mouth. And by a woman. 

Tara sat motionless as uncertainty flickered briefly across her face, replaced by a look of resolve and a hint of playfulness. She sat upright, with her full breasts thrust outward as Joy had done. With a smile and mock posh voice, she said to Sadie, "Dessert is served, M'Lady." Tara's eyes twinkled with anticipation.

In a sing-song voice, Sadie laughed and said, "Easy peasy, lemon squeezy—I've got this dare, so you beware." 

I wasn't sure about the little rhyme, but my loins loved the spirit of our game. A warm wave spasmed deep in my balls in appreciation.

Sadie reached over and lifted one of Tara's full breasts with one hand, its nipple erect and smeared with ice cream. Watching that simple act was enough to cause my cock to throb. Joy and I stared, mesmerized, as Sadie leaned in and met Tara's nipple with her lips. She first gave it a chaste peck, then ran her tongue around the areola and across and over the swell of the beefy mammary.

Sadie moved to Tara's other boob and repeated the pattern, with the added treat of watching her lift Tara's tit to lick under its mounded flesh. Then, returning to the first, she slid her tongue along and back to the nipple. She then took the entire nipple and suckled it like a baby, making a slightly exaggerated slurping sound. 

By then, my cock stood like a steel flagpole, throbbing with the rhythm of Sadie's sucking. We all laughed together at the last flourish of slurping. I felt Joy's hand on my thigh, and her touch almost set me off as we both gazed in arousal at the scene playing before us. Finally, Sadie finished and sat back; we looked at Tara expectantly.

Tara looked around, her face flushed and beads of sweat on her brow. She then gave a devilish smile—a naughty look as if she had become possessed by some kinky gremlin. "I DARE Joy... to lick the ice cream off of..." and looked around slowly as if weighing her options before making a decision. She surprised us again when she did not say, "Mac's something-or-other," as we expected. Instead, with a huge grin, she said, "Sadie's pussy!" 

Taken aback at both the dare and that it was Tara who said it, we all looked at each other, wondering what would happen. 

Tara—looking pleased with herself—grinned and looked at Joy. "Well, do we get a show, or do you hog everything for your fancy sex club?"

Sadie made the decision and acted before anyone else reacted. Laughing, she rocked back onto her elbows and opened her legs. "Sounds fun, so what the hell." Her position displayed her ice cream-drizzled labia through her matted blonde pubes. 

Then, looking at Joy, she said, "Ready when you are." She followed with a wide lascivious grin and an exaggerated tongue swipe along her lips.

Joy swallowed and muttered to herself as if bolstering her confidence. "All right, well, I'm not going to be the one to chicken out here." Then louder to the group, she said, "Ok, so... easy peasy, here I go." 

I briefly wondered where the lame rhymes came from but started to appreciate them as precursors to delightful sexual displays. I turned my attention to Joy as she pulled onto her hands and knees. She started crawling towards Sadie's waiting treasure, her hips and ass swaying sensuously. Her swollen pussy peeked out between her legs as if smiling at me.  

As I watched Joy slink toward Sadie, my mind briefly drifted. I knew Joy had never been with a woman—unlike many, Joy had not "experimented" with girls in junior high or sometime in the past. I pondered that; girls always characterize and downplay some prior lesbian experiences as having "experimented" when younger. And yet, they could still be "straight." I didn't think men were subject to the same standards, at least not then.

Shaking my head clear of distracting thoughts, I refocused on Joy. This would be Joy's first taste of another woman's pussy—an enticing and delicious idea, to me, at least. Joy perched on all fours, her face hovering above Sadie's sex, which glistened with a mix of pussy juice and melted ice cream. 

I loved seeing Joy's mouth just inches from Sadie's moist labia. But, equally as much, I also envied her physically being in that position. I could imagine the delectable treat that awaited her. Mmm, I'd love to taste Sadie's pussy. Finally, Joy lowered onto her elbows with her ass still high and leaned forward between Sadie's open legs. She parted her lips and snaked her tongue out for her first contact. 

Tara moved closer for a better view, leaning over to within a foot of the action. I was torn between shifting closer to see the girl-on-girl oral fun and remaining to watch Joy's sexy ass sway with her movement. Maybe take advantage of the offerings she presented there, framed by her thighs and bum cheeks. Joy's pussy was slightly open, the pink of her inner lips showing against her darker outer skin. So inviting and wet, seemingly calling to me.

My little head wanted nothing more than to slide into Joy's wet vagina as she licked another woman's pussy—a major fantasy come true. The idea made my cock throb and stretch as hard as ever before. But my large head trumped that option, fully aware that viewing lesbian cunnilingus up close might be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. I caressed Joy's ass as I moved forward, stroking lightly between her legs and running a finger along her moist slit. I leaned closer to see Joy's lips arrive at Sadie's sex. 

I stroked Joy's ass absently and watched her tentatively lick the outside of Sadie's vulva. First, up one side, over the top through Sadie's fine, downy pubic hair, then back down the other side, making a half circle. Sadie gave a low moan of pleasure as Joy flattened her tongue and slid it up the face of Sadie's outer labia, cleaning and licking one lip, then the other. Joy then slowly slid the tip of her tongue along Sadie's folds and up the middle, pausing every now and then to collect smears of sticky ice cream. 

Joy's tongue reached Sadie's clit, which had swollen and extended beyond its little hood. She ran her tongue across it, causing Sadie's body to undulate, then slowly circled it. At the same time, Joy tickled her finger lightly up and around Sadie's folds, then pressed slightly between her pussy lips. Joy began flicking her tongue rapidly across Sadie's clit, then alternated between rapid flicking and gently sucking it like a tiny cock. Sadie's breath became notably ragged as her body trembled with pleasure.

Joy first teased the opening of Sadie's vagina with her finger, then pressed inside. As Joy slid her finger inside Sadie's wet entrance, Sadie's pelvis contracted sharply, and she caught her breath. 

Enthralled and aroused, Tara and I watched as Joy pulled her finger out of Sadie's vagina and licked the pussy juices coating it. She then slid it back into Sadie's tunnel and resumed tonguing her clit. I felt like I was in a fantasy dream—this was sexier than anything I'd seen before. My cock throbbed with each breath as I watched my beautiful sexy girlfriend lick and finger another woman. In front of everyone, without reserve or shyness. A woman expressing unreserved libido—a "post-Plato's" woman. I was rock hard and craving... something. 

Any pretense of "cleaning ice cream" forgotten, Joy's intense ministrations caused Sadie's body to writhe. Sadie thrust her hips forward as if inviting more penetration, more stimulation. Joy continued lapping Sadie's clit, faster and more forcefully, then pressed her finger into Sadie's vagina as far as possible. She added a second finger and thrust in and out in coordination with her tongue. 

Unable to resist, I stopped caressing Joy's rear and moved up Sadie's torso. I ran my hand lightly over Sadie's petite tits, drawn to their aroused swell and erect nipples. I gently cupped her breast and squeezed, feeling the soft fullness in my hand, her hard nipples pressing firmly on my palm. I had been longing to touch Sadie's nipples ever since first seeing them outlined through her shirt fabric. My longing increased after seeing Sadie nude at Plato's, making my touch all the more rewarding. 

I don't think anyone—including Sadie herself—even realized I had joined in the fun by stroking her due to the intense sexual pleasure between her legs. I resisted the temptation to use my lips and tongue and returned my full attention to the oral feasting below.

A low guttural moan began deep in Sadie's throat, and she started bucking her hips, her small breasts jiggling and rocking. Sadie grabbed the back of Joy's head and mashed her face into her pussy. Sadie panted. "OH, shit,... yah, that's it, don't stop." 

Sadie's entire body writhed and quaked as her orgasm exploded out from her groin. Then, legs trembling, she cried, "Ah FUCK uck, uck, oh, man... oooh." Then she collapsed, breathing heavily, her tits rising and falling like ocean waves.

I nearly came from watching Sadie cum so hard—so near and with another woman. With my Joy at that. I was transfixed seeing Sadie lying on her back, legs spread with a drenched open pussy on display. I had a flashback of a woman we saw in a similar position at Plato's, who had just been fucked and filled with semen. My arousal broiled deep in my groin as I mentally conflated the two images.

Joy sat back on her heels with an adorable self-satisfied grin, breasts heaving from exertion. Tara stared wide-eyed at Sadie's pulsing pussy, fascinated and also breathing heavily—but from arousal rather than physical exertion. 

I was stunned to see Tara reach out and lightly touch Sadie's glistening pussy with her finger. She moistened it, brought it slowly to her lips, and tentatively tasted it! I struggled and failed to reconcile what was happening with all my preconceptions. My god, this is Tara. She-who-is-saving-herself sexually. I can't believe this. But I loved every second. 

Tara abruptly sat back up and looked around at us as if just awoken from a trance. She appeared slightly bewildered, then pleased, with a quirky smile playing on her lips. 

I caressed Joy's hair, turned her to me, and gave her a deep kiss, only belatedly realizing I would taste Sadie's pussy as I did. And I did, and it was delicious.

We sat a moment, catching our breath, each in our own thoughts. Sadie, however, was not ready to stop. Though she personally was sated, she wasn't quite finished playing our game.

Sadie looked around and said, "Hey, someone hasn't had her dare yet. So, I DARE...TARA, to lick the ice cream off of... Mac's cock!"

No one moved. No one said anything. We all stared at Sadie, amazed. She had dared the inexperienced virgin in the group to give what was tantamount to a blow job to a man. In front of her friends. This would mean Tara's first physical contact with a cock would be sexual. With her mouth. With me.

My mind reeled with multiple jumbled thoughts. Holy shit, this is getting crazy. Crazy fun. Too far? Tara would want her first experience to be more meaningful, maybe, I think. Would Joy be ok with this? Damn, this is so hot. I want to feel Tara's lips on my cock—I think I'll cum quickly. I'll wait and see what the others do.



We all looked at Tara, whose luminescent green eyes flashed a mix of confusion, excitement, doubt, and mischief. Then, her face lit up with a quirky little smile that I was starting to fall in love with. Her mouth moved as if trying to speak, then she swallowed, nodded her head with conviction, and simply said, "I can do that... yes, I would like to do that. I accept the dare, yes."

My cock lurched when she said that—I was edging from the evening of sexual escalation and couldn't think straight. I glanced at Joy questioningly, and she nodded with approval, her eyes glinting with lust. 

Then I turned to Tara and asked, "Are you sure about this? It's ok if you don't want to, really."  

Joy told Tara, "Hey, we understand either way, but it's good with me if you do. I think you've earned the right to do—or not—just about anything here tonight if anyone has!" She nodded to me and glanced over at Sadie. "And if you say yes, we will be your best cheerleaders!" I loved Joy for that.

Sadie waved her arms in a faux cheer. "Yay, team, get that cream," and we all burst out laughing.

Tara looked from one of us to the other, nodding and still smiling. Then, with a confident and slightly cocky look, she chanted, "A yes is a yes, a dare is a dare, you say I must go, so I now make it so."  

Again with the hokey rhymes, I thought fleetingly. Do girls work these things out secretly somewhere I don't know about?

With a big grin, Joy commanded, "Go get that cream, girl!" 

I chuckled at the double entendre and blew a kiss to Joy.

We laughed with relief. Then, with the tension broken, we slipped back into fun and games mode. Sadie began another "cheer," and Joy joined in. "Go, go, go, lick that dick... go, go, go, lick that dick!" Then they roared with laughter, and I smiled and waited, horny as hell. My cock quivered with anticipation, and warmth radiated from my belly.

Tara crawled over to me. I leaned back onto my elbows so she would have easier access to my crotch, and I could still see and watch. My cock was as hard as I ever remember, a soldier standing stiff at attention, awaiting further orders. 

To our knowledge, Tara had never seen or touched an erect penis in real life before. This suspicion was confirmed when she stared at my rigid pole like an alien encountering a new life form for the first time. She first reached her hand out and touched my dick with her fingertips, watching it sway as she gently pressed it and spring back as she pulled away, causing her to smile. Her touch made my cock ache with arousal. 

Tara ran her finger along the side of my dick, scooped off a sticky smear of ice cream, and licked it. She then took it between her thumb and two fingers, feeling its hardness, and moved it around slowly as if testing the gear pattern of a car's stick shift. I watched her with fascination and lust and felt my cock twitch, swell, and pulsate. I slowed my breathing as I fought to control my primal response to her touch.

Tara then wrapped her thumb and fingers around my rigid pole, gripping it fully. She didn't stroke it—she just felt it, squeezed it, seemingly noting the texture of the firm muscle enveloped by velvety soft outer skin. Tara looked up at Joy, who smiled and nodded in encouragement. Tara next slid her gripping hand down to the base, reached her tongue out, and touched the side of my shaft—first a little lick, then up the entire length, gradually adding pressure. 

My dick throbbed in response, startling her, then when it repeated, she smiled, pleased with herself. She lapped up and down the length of my shaft, literally licking the ice cream off, sometimes using her lips, other times her flattened tongue. 

 

In waves, multiple sensations of pleasure rippled along my turgid rod and through my body. Tara's warm wet tongue against my hypersensitive skin sent electric impulses radiating from deep in my groin. I muttered, "Ah, god, that's nice."

Tara reached my cock's tip and started to lick awkwardly like an ice cream cone, prompting Joy to say in a low voice, "It works better if you take it into your mouth to suck, like a lollipop. But remember to be careful with your teeth."

Ever the avid student, Tara nodded silently. She slipped my cock head into her mouth, swirled her tongue around the head, and sucked it deeper inside her warm orifice. Very unlike how I'd ever sucked a lollipop. Her warm, smooth, wetness surrounded and enveloped me, causing my dick to tingle with pleasure as Tara's mouth and tongue caressed and tasted me. 

The visual of my cock disappearing into Tara's mouth added to the eroticism and heightened my physical gratification. I murmured, partially offering direction and also just expressing pleasure. "Oh, god, nice, that's good. Yeah, like that. Mmm, like that."

Tara took my encouragement to heart. She took me deeper into her mouth, then started sliding my cock almost out of her mouth, sucking as she pulled away. She seemed to instinctively know how to use her mouth for maximum stimulation.  

Joy whispered something to her. Tara nodded, gripped the base of my shaft, and pumped her hand up and down while she continued sucking my rigid penis. Warmth spread from my balls, through my cock, and out into my body as Tara licked, sucked, and pumped my pole—it felt warm, wet, and so good. 

I hummed in quiet pleasure as Tara paused, lifted my balls, and licked the ice cream off each in turn. She muttered to herself. "Have to be thorough here!"

Tara resumed sucking my pulsing rod. I couldn't believe this was her first blowjob; it felt phenomenal. Like fucking a vagina, but with suction—and a tongue. And lips. And teeth—ok, not really at all like a vagina. But oh, so good. I felt my balls tighten and my long overdue orgasm start to build deep down, the tension and pleasure increasing as Tara pumped and sucked like a pro.  

"Mmm, I'm not going to last, too far gone... gonna cum... soon," I said breathlessly. I held back as best I could.

Tara pulled my dick out of her mouth and held me like a joystick. Sounding slightly panicked, she asked, "What do I do? Where does it squirt?"

Joy began, "Aim it anywhere you feel comfor—" 

But Sadie interrupted. "You should take it in your mouth and swallow what you can! Careful not to choke, though!" 

Sadie smiled devilishly at Joy, who shook her head in resignation, chuckling. 

I scrunched my eyes, and my body and cock clenched as I desperately tried not to explode in Tara's hand. Oh, god, oh, god. Back in your mouth, in your mouth. Please, back in your mouth, in your mouth, quick. 

Tara looked fleetingly back and forth between Joy and Sadie. Then, with a determined look plunged my now painfully throbbing cock back into her mouth, sucking and stroking me fast and hard.  

I welcomed the return to Tara's enveloping lips. I panted with relief, "Oh, thank god. Ok, here I come." 

My balls contracted, and I felt my semen rocket up and explode out the tip of my cock, jetting deep into Tara's mouth. She gagged slightly and pulled me halfway out. But then she turned slightly, sending my next spurts toward her cheek instead of straight down her throat. She swallowed frantically, trying to keep up with the repeated streams of cum I pumped into her. 

Glancing over, I saw Sadie and Joy leaning forward, eyes full of lust and amazement as they watched Tara masterfully work my cock. They were masturbating, hands and fingers rubbing their own clits, panting with arousal. I noted their contrasting pussies: Sadie's pale skin with light and downy pubes and Joy's tawny skin with black and feathery pubes. Both sexy and succulent looking. Both were sopping wet with arousal.

I was jerked from my moment of sexual reverie as I felt, then looked down and saw a trickle of cum dribbling out of the sides of Tara's lips and down my shaft. I was amazed at how much of my length she could take. Tara was milking my cock, suckling like a hungry babe at a breast, keeping in and swallowing most of my cream. My dick pulsated, and my belly quivered in response.

"God, Tara, that was incredible! I mean, shit, you sure you haven't been doing this—a lot—before now? Amazing." 

She smiled around my cock, but didn't stop her gentle ministrations.

I lay back and enjoyed the warmth of Tara suckling my slowly softening dick. She swirled her tongue gently as if marking her conquest and savoring the victory of her first blowjob success.

A moan caught my attention, and I saw Sadie with her fingers inside her pussy, slowly sliding in and out, dripping wet with her juice. She looked dreamily at Tara, then at me, and gave a content sigh. "That was so hot, I just came—again—along with you."

Joy, her own climax unrealized, sat back up, looked from Sadie to me, and smiled broadly. Then, she returned her attention to Tara's lips on my cock. "Someone seems to have discovered a new taste treat."

My dick continued to soften in Tara's mouth, spent. Finally, my cock head became too sensitive, so I pulled back and out. "Tara, that was awesome," I said. "I think I'm pretty cleaned up there now, thank you." With a wink, I added, "Both the ice cream and 'Mac' cream." 

Tara responded by playfully batting my dick. "Well, I've done my bit. I'll turn you back over to Joy now." She sat back, beaming, a smug look of accomplishment grazing her face.

We all noted each other's ice cream, cum, sweat, and pussy-juice covered bodies and matted hair. We grinned, shook our heads, and reached an unspoken consensus that "game time" was over. Then, as if responding to some silent command, we all stood and moved to the bathroom to clean up. 

We all crowded into the shower and helped soap and wash each other—with some helpful extra soaping of "naughty bits" and sensual caressing. But we managed to refrain from anything overtly sexual. We shut the water off and stood together, dripping wet. 

We all hugged, briefly pressing and sliding our wet, nude bodies together, relishing the intimacy of physical contact. Breasts pressing against breasts, nipples dueling nipples, my cock against stomachs and backs, hands cupping bum cheeks—someone's hand cupped my balls. Then, after drying off, we all kissed each other good night gently on the lips.

Joy and I stood nude, with our arms looped around each other next to the sleeper sofa, as Sadie and Tara headed into the bedroom. I sighed. "Wow, that was incredible." I stretched. "Man, I'm gonna sleep like a log tonight."

I then felt Joy's hand on my cock. "Maybe so, big boy—but not yet." She looked up at me with hooded eyes. "It was so hot seeing Tara suck you off. Seeing you with her—and when I ate out Sadie—just the whole night, I loved it. It was incredible. So hot. And it seemed so right, to be all together, to be together like we were."

Joy caressed my fast-recovering cock sensuously. "Tonight was like a buffet of sex: sucking, licking, fingering, stroking, lesbian, straight—but there's one important activity missing—the main event." She led me by my cock to the bed, turned, and lay down on her back. She spread her legs, revealing her wet, swollen pussy—offering an "open" invitation. "And, now, I'm so ready to be fucked."

I smiled in complete agreement; my cock pulsed, yearning for the luscious tunnel before me. I paused to admire the delicious offering before me and to reflect on the evening's escapades.

I loved what awaited me and loved what we had all just done. Amazed by what we had all just done. Especially Tara—particularly in light of her previous sexual reticence. She seemed caught up in Plato's ripple effect with the rest of us. Her sexual reserve seemed bent, if not shattered—and she had not even been to the club. 

Sadie, Tara, Joy. So many possibilities—I was very much looking forward to the rest of the summer. But at that moment, I had more immediate needs to attend to and refocused on the golden goddess awaiting me on the bed.

"Time for tonight's grand finale," Joy said. "And please leave the light on."

End... for now

_________________

Thanks to those who encouraged me to continue with this story or have silently enjoyed it and left positive ratings. I appreciate constructive feedback, responses, comments, and messages, even if I cannot respond to them all. Anything that aids improvement in my writing is welcome and appreciated. Stay tuned for more...


Plato's Retreat Ripples Ch. 03

Author's Note: This installment can be read independently, but you will better understand and appreciate the characters and situations if you read the previous chapters. This chapter is somewhat transitional, developing the characters by exploring their motivations, boundaries, and fantasies. But don't worry; there is still a healthy dose of sex—including anal (you've been warned—or promised). All characters are over 18, and although this story is inspired by actual events, any similarity to real persons or events is purely coincidental and unintentional.

__________________________

I was worried about the possibility of embarrassment or awkwardness following our night of debauchery and sex-laced games. We had played strip poker and truth or dare, got carried away, and all ended up naked. We touched, licked, made sexual confessions, and experienced several "firsts"—my girlfriend, Joy, licked our roommate Sadie's pussy, and our sexually inexperienced roommate, Tara, had her first contact with an erect cock by giving me a full-on blowjob. Openly in front of our friends.

Fortunately, none of us evinced awkwardness or regret. Instead, we casually accepted, were comfortable with our experiences, and embraced our vanishing sexual reticence and inhibitions. And after spending hours naked together, to no one's surprise, we became less concerned about covering our bodies. Nothing extreme, though. We didn't all suddenly become nudists and hang around all day naked.

Still, what I think of as the "Plato's Effect"—the rapid evaporation of our modesty and sexual inhibitions following an evening at the famous sex club, Plato's Retreat—continued. The ensuing ripple effect influenced and changed all of us, especially our roommate, Tara, who hadn't even been with us at Plato's. Our erotic games night had been a giant step along that continuum.

**********

The morning after our unexpectedly sexual games, something caused me to swim lethargically out of a deep slumber. I was lying naked on the sofa bed in our apartment's living room when I sensed someone's presence, of being watched.

I struggled to unglue my sleepy eyelids, and as my eyes reluctantly peeled open, I was initially confused about what I was seeing. Floating dark shapes... no, feathers... a fan of feathers floating on a golden wall. My eyes focused, and my brain managed to crawl out of its sleep fog and interpret my vision: Joy's gorgeous pussy. Joy was standing next to the bed, her crotch strategically placed inches in front of my sleeping face.

Joy swayed her hips gently, taunting and inviting. Her dark feathery pubic hair fanned over and framed her swollen labia, beautifully set off against her tawny-golden skin. I breathed in her tantalizing aroma as it wafted from her aroused sex.

My cock, already half sporting morning wood, sprung to attention and pointed at Joy like a divining rod. I drank in the sight of Joy's black pubes, which lightly tickled her labia and glistened as if sprinkled with dew that reflected the sunlight. Damn, she's sexy—and wait... is she wet?

I reached out and stroked Joy's thigh, then brushed a finger slightly between her swollen labia—definitely wet. I spread her juices along her cleft. My mind was functioning sufficiently to make obvious inferences by then. Yes, wet, so she's horny. Mmm, nice.

"Morning, lover," Joy said in a sing-song voice. "I woke up dreaming crazy, sexy, and very realistic dreams. Something about all of us getting naked and really naughty last night. Know anything about that? I seem to be unusually horny this morning."

Joy wiggled her pelvis and thrust her pussy almost onto my lips, then stepped back. "I thought maybe you could help me with that. That is if you're interested..."

I drank in the rest of Joy's figure—nude, compact, delicious. A dancer's body. Above her fine pubic hair were toned abs and round, perfect handful-sized tits, with brownish-pink nipples standing tall and erect. She had some Asian ancestry, reflected in her long straight jet-black hair and slightly almond-shaped chocolate-brown eyes that twinkled with amusement and arousal.

"You are a sex fiend and have an overactive imagination," I murmured through my smile. "You'll have to tell me all about your sexy dream sometime," I added, stretching and giving an exaggerated yawn to feign sleepiness.

Joy grasped my rock-hard cock, lifting it so I rolled onto my back. She squeezed it and moved it around like an oversized gaming joystick. "Looks like I'm not the only horny one here, mister man," she chuckled. "I've got to pee, but you'd better be right here, exactly like this, when I get back." Then, giggling, she skipped off across the living room, across the kitchen, to the bathroom. Still naked.

I lay still, horny and euphoric, my mind swirling with memories of the previous night's escapades. Joy was back in what seemed an instant. Did she even have time to pee? I don't seem to be tracking time here.

Without preamble, Joy bounced onto the bed, straddled me, and lowered her wet pussy onto my rigid dick. I had a split second to register my delight and surprise. Wow, she wasn't kidding about being really horny; this is a new side of Joy.

We both exhaled forcefully as Joy dropped, taking me completely inside her in one smooth motion. She leaned forward and rubbed her clit against my pelvis—her favorite accelerated-orgasm-while-fucking maneuver—and started grinding, sliding, and riding me. It was no slow love-making.

I leaned up and nibbled Joy's nipples, sucking one, then the other, as she increased the intensity and speed of our fucking. Then I grabbed her bum cheeks, pulled them open, and used them as a handhold to move her up and down my cock. I felt her vagina tighten and ripple, causing my balls to churn with pending eruption. We both grunted and panted with heavy breaths, taken over by our primal sexual cravings.

Only minutes passed before Joy cried out, and her body shuddered, her pelvis undulated. Her vagina clamped on my prick as her orgasm radiated from her loins and out over her body. Joy's climax triggered my own. I pulled her tight against my cock and shot a considerable quantity of semen deep into her rippling vagina. She sat up, and I cupped her boobs, feeling her hard nipples in my palms. I stayed inside her as my spasms slowed, then became little pulsing quivers. Finally, Joy collapsed onto me, both of us panting from the exertion, sweat glistening over our naked bodies.

"Wow, that was some wake-up call," I sighed. "I believe I'm starting to recall something about last night. Probably I just need more memory-triggering sex to be sure."

Joy slid off me, causing my softening dick to slip out of her warm wet folds; a small glob of semen oozed out and fell onto my thigh. "You're a goof. But a sexy goof." She smiled, leaned in, and kissed me. "And now I have to pee again."

The sound of light applause startled us. "Bravo! That was quite the show," Sadie's voice chimed. We looked at the source of the appreciation. We saw Tara and Sadie standing by the bedroom doorway, smiling broadly and softly clapping.

Joy jumped up, gave a faux bow, and returned to the bathroom. I lay still for a moment, trying to process what was happening—how things had changed so dramatically over just a few days. How, somehow, I was lying stark naked with my semi-flaccid cock glistening with pussy juices and cum, fully exposed in front of my two female roommates. And no one was freaking out. Or even acting as if this were unusual.

And, despite my slowly-functioning morning brain, I couldn't help but register how sexy our private voyeurs looked. Sadie wore tiny panties and a thin, crop-top tank that did nothing to hide the shape and color of her nipples or the outline of her pussy. Tara wore a loose t-shirt that barely covered her crotch. I had a fleeting glimpse of what I was sure was her uncovered pussy.

"Well, glad you enjoyed it, but the show's over for now, folks," I said, swinging my legs off the bed and sitting up. I then stood, still naked, and faced the two women. I suddenly felt a bit awkward, so I covered it with levity. I bowed slightly and said in a poor Liverpudlian accent, "I'd like to thank you on behalf of the group and ourselves, and I hope we passed the audition."

Sadie smiled, recognizing the John Lennon quote. Tara missed the reference entirely.

Sadie moved first and gave me a light lingering kiss on the lips. "Morning, Mac, like some coffee?" She grasped my slippery dick, tugged as if giving me a handshake, and grinned broadly.

"And I think I speak for all the judges when I say the two of you passed the audition with flying colors. We look forward to future performances."

"Why thank you, as do I," I said with a slight tip of my head, then watched Sadie sway her hips as she walked to the kitchen.

Tara then stepped in, also kissed me on the lips, and spoke softly, sounding somewhat out of breath. "That was another first for me—seeing actual sex in real life—it was amazingly hot to see." She winked at me and ducked back into the bedroom. I tried to see if she wore panties but couldn't get a good look.

Over the next few days, our comfort with nudity around each other continued to relax, aided by the oppressive New York summer heat in an apartment without air conditioning. Joy would pop to the bathroom in a long t-shirt with no panties or go topless back to the women's shared bedroom where she kept her clothes. But, of course, for Joy, nudity wasn't a big deal around us—her boyfriend and two other women. Her comfort level was different compared to before we went to Plato's. And I, personally, never tired of seeing her naked.

Sadie would hang around in a long t-shirt and panties, not bothering to get fully dressed. Her nipples were often visible through her tops, perky and erect atop her petite, soft breasts. A couple of times, I saw Sadie topless in just panties while leaving the bathroom and walking topless through the living room to the bedroom, carrying her shirt in her hand. She also tended to wear tiny panties that exposed much of her bum cheeks. Panties that formed well-defined camel-toes for my viewing pleasure.

Tara still generally covered herself, but occasionally she popped from bath to kitchen or bedroom with only a towel wrapped around her chest. The towel would cover her boobs but barely cover her pussy and ass—more than once, I had the added treat of seeing her bare labia flashing as she moved.

Interestingly, Tara seemed less concerned with exposing her butt or pussy than showing her boobs—seemingly the reverse of most women. For example, once she scampered from the bathroom to the bedroom with a towel wrapped around her hair and holding a loose towel and brush in front of her boobs, leaving her entire lower body nude and exposed from the belly button down. Although it seemed unusual, I did not mind this behavior at all.

I generally spent my evenings wearing only loose gym shorts, commando-style. I had no reason to wear a shirt anyway and didn't want to in the heat. I loved the women's lack of physical modesty—I reveled in seeing every naughty bit of each one of them whenever possible.

Several days after our games-night sexcapades, the four of us lounged in the living room after a light summer meal. We chatted amiably and drank cold cocktails and generally felt mellow and reflective. The conversation inevitably turned to sex.

As we got slightly buzzed, we remembered details from Plato's Retreat that we hadn't shared before and relived the unforgettable ones: the nudity, writhing bodies openly having sex, people swapping or sharing partners, and the overall bizarreness of the experience.

Although Tara hadn't gone with us, she was fascinated by our experience and often grilled us on details, suggesting that she had some regrets about missing out. Then we bantered about our games-night antics; what aroused us (so much nudity, touching and sexual stimulation), surprised us (most everything involving Tara), or was humorous (strip-teases, ice cream fight).

When the conversation naturally led to an opening, Joy, Sadie, and I fessed up and told Tara the strip poker game was not spontaneous, how we planned it, and that the primary goal was getting Tara naked.

Tara paused a moment, her face revealing focused thinking. Then she made a decision and called for our attention as if she were about to give a speech. "Ok, guys, I have something to say about that."

We looked around at each other with some wariness. Then, we looked expectantly at Tara.

"I appreciate your admitting that playing strip poker was a setup to get me—the naive innocent—naked. Well, I'd guessed you were scheming something but didn't know exactly what. Once the suggestion of sexy cards came up, though, I had a pretty clear idea of what you were planning; I'm not so innocent that I didn't know perfectly well what the primary goal of strip poker is. I mean, duh, it's in the name."

We all felt a mix of surprise with a modicum of guilt. Uncertainty as to Tara's state of mind—was she angry?

Tara paused, allowed us a moment of consternation, then relieved us of our misery. "Well, if you thought your little plan worked too perfectly, it was because I was knowingly playing along. After hearing so much about your Plato's Retreat visit, I was curious, interested, and a little horny." She smirked at our dumbstruck expressions. "I was intrigued and wanted to join in what you made sound so fun. I wanted to see what it was like to get naked with a group like you guys did."

The three of us reacted to Tara's words by looking back and forth at each other with confusion and surprise.

Tara smirked, eyes twinkling. Then she broke into a broad smile. "And I loved every minute of it!"

We all sighed and grinned with relief.

"Well, cheers to that," I said. I raised my glass in a toast. "Here's to a well-designed plan with very successful results." We smiled and drank. "And I must say, the game's results were beyond anything I'd imagined." I looked pointedly at Tara. "Particularly with you—I can't decide if I'm more surprised or confused—but either way, I'm thrilled." Tara smiled coyly, blushing.

Joy sat silently for a moment, looking at me, then Tara. Her face focused as she appeared to be musing over Tara's revelations. "Ok, now that you've mentioned it again, and because we all clearly had the wrong impression of your sexual boundaries, maybe you can clarify some things for us."

Tara gave a little smile and waited patiently to look at Joy. Tara finally prompted, "Well, such as?"

Joy looked at Sadie and me as if what needed clearing up was evident. Sadie and I simply smiled, enjoying Joy's awkward moment.

"Ok," Joy began. "Well, to start, you've made it clear that you weren't willing to go beyond over-the-clothes petting and kissing until the right guy came along or maybe save yourself until you marry?" Joy furrowed her eyebrows. "Doesn't getting naked in a group of people go against that? And you did more than just kiss and touch over clothes. I mean, you gave Mac a blowjob in front of us. Are we missing something here?"

Tara smiled. "Well, the short answer is, I said I would wait until the time was right to go further, and it was." She glanced at each of us, then elaborated. "With you three, friends I trust and care for, the situation seemed appropriate for me to let myself go a little—test the waters a bit—and explore. In other words, the right time, place, and people." She lifted her chin. "And just because I've decided to save my virginity until I'm with the right guy or marriage doesn't mean I'm not sexually curious and don't get horny like everyone else."

We absorbed that in silence. Then, Tara added, "And anyway, we weren't having sex, so it's not like I trashed my principles or broke my promise to myself."

The evening's activities flashed through my mind. Everyone getting fully naked; touching each other's genitals; licking nipples and boobs; watching oral sex up close; Joy tonguing Sadie's labia, clit, and fingering her pussy; and Tara giving me a full-fledged blowjob complete with swallowing. Judging from Sadie and Joy's looks, they were thinking along the same lines.

"So," Joy said slowly. "What exactly do you consider 'sex'? Where is the line for you?"

Tara looked at Joy as if a child had asked a rudimentary question with an obvious answer. She sighed, then answered patiently, as if she were a teacher instructing a student. "Sex is intercourse—a penis in a vagina. Simple as that." She held up her hand in a "wait" gesture. "And, in case you were going to ask, even if the guy doesn't ejaculate inside her vagina, it is still sex."

I was pretty sure that was no one's follow-up question.

Sadie chimed in. "So, what about oral sex, by or on a guy or girl—either way—that doesn't count as 'sex'?"

"Of course not," Tara shook her head. She looked at the three of us as if perplexed by our naiveté.

"I think we all understand that penis inside vagina equals sex," Joy said. "We're just trying to see if other lines exist. For example, what about something other than a penis inside a vagina—like a finger? Or dildo or some other object?"

Tara crooked her head a little and pursed her lips. "I think you're wondering if the 'line,' as you call it, is vaginal penetration. Some might think so, but I don't agree—the 'virgin only if her hymen is not broken' is an outdated and unrealistic view." She paused, probably waiting for us to nod and agree. But we just waited for her to continue.

"A finger is not a penis, obviously. Fingers can't get you pregnant, and fingering does not have the same intimacy that real sex does. Or how I imagine it would. Or..." She looked pointedly at me, then Joy, then smiled. "Or how it looks in real life. And I hadn't really thought about it, but I guess the same goes for a dildo. Again, it isn't sex."

Years later, I would recall this whole conversation and think that Bill Clinton would wholeheartedly agree with and love Tara's philosophy.

"Ok," I summarized. "Fingering or inserting something other than a dick in a vagina is ok; it's not sex." Tara nodded silently, and I continued, counting off on my fingers. "And manual stimulation, sucking a cock, and licking a pussy is also not sex." Again, Tara nodded. "So, I'm assuming that a finger in the butt is also no problem since it involves neither a penis nor a vagina." Tara gave me a quizzical look, unsure where I was going with this, but then tentatively nodded her agreement.

I glanced at Joy, who focused her logical brain on our exchange, and Sadie, who smirked knowingly, seeing where I was going. Then, I turned back to Tara. "Ok, just so we're clear here, purely hypothetically speaking. So, if someone had anal sex—inserted a penis into the rectum—that would also not count as losing virginity because it would not be 'having sex'?"

Tara pondered that one; a cute, serious, "I'm concentrating" look played over her features. Finally, she nodded, a determination reached. She looked at us and confidently said, "Anal sex does not count as 'losing virginity' sex, so yes, that is something someone—including me—could do at some point and still be a virgin."

My jaw dropped as I processed this statement and the personal implications of her words.

"I'll drink to that," Sadie laughed and held up her glass. "Here's to all sorts of hot, 'not-sex' fun."

We all drank, and the conversation wandered into other topics. My mind whirled, though, each time I looked at Tara—and saw her in an entirely new light.

The following night the night was sweltering, and we had only an electric oscillating fan to provide some respite from the heat. Joy and Tara started giving each other a foot massage, and I sprawled on the couch with my head on Sadie's lap. Sadie lightly stroked my head, which felt terrific.



"Shit, it's so hot tonight," Tara said. "So stuffy and humid. I really miss having air conditioning when it's like this."

"Take your shirt off; you'll feel cooler," I muttered, half paying attention. "That way, the fan can hit your skin."

"Makes sense to me," Joy added. "Don't know about you, but I think I'll do just that." She pulled off her loose t-shirt, freeing her pert breasts to the air, her brownish-pink nipples hardening in the breeze. "Ah, that's better already."

"That does look cooler, and why should guys be the only ones free to be bare," Sadie smiled and looked down at my shirtless torso. "It's only fair that I can also set my girls free." I felt Sadie moving and glanced up from her lap to see her pull off her shirt.

I had never seen boobs from underneath like that. My eyes followed the gentle curve of Sadie's petite boobs, up to where I could just see the tips of her nipples peeking over the top of her under-curve. Her pink areolae and nipples constricted and hardened instantly. Oh, I like this.

My cock pulsed and swelled to a semi-erection in my loose gym shorts, responding to the view. I reached up and lightly ran my finger along the bottom of Sadie's soft boob, causing her to giggle.

"Hey, that tickles," Sadie said. Then she turned to Tara with a mischievous glint. "Ahh, the fan really does feel so nice and cooler. It would make you feel better and give us a nice treat, hint, hint."

Sadie's comment about seeing Tara's bare tits triggered memories of Sadie fondling, licking, and sucking Tara's ice cream-smeared boobs and nipples during our games night. My cock hardened at the thought. My pleasant reverie was broken, however, by Tara's unexpected reaction.

Tara sat, still holding Joy's foot in her hands. She looked from Joy to Sadie. "Well, easy for you two; you have such beautiful breasts. Not like my blobs of excess baggage."

We all turned to look at Tara with a mixture of confusion and incomprehension.

"What? What are you talking about? You have beautiful boobs," Joy said. Sadie and I both nodded our concurrence.

Tara tightened her lips and shook her head. "Yeah, right, and I've got a bridge to sell you."

Joy looked baffled. "You're joking, right? How can you not know what gorgeous boobs you have? Your boobs are as close to perfect as I've seen: size, shape, color, firmness, all dream-worthy. I should be so lucky—if I had your body, I would be proud to show it off anywhere I could."

Sadie concurred. "Sorry, but I have to agree with Joy. You have fantastic tits, young lady!"

I watched the exchange, perplexed, as only men can be in these situations. Is Tara serious? How can she actually not like her tits? Or is she fishing for compliments? So confusing.

I interrupted the flow of the conversation. "Ok, hey, I need some help here. Tara, I look at you, look at your boobs, and see a beautiful, sexy, perfectly proportioned woman with perfect breasts—beautiful breasts. What can you possibly not like about them?"

Joy chuckled. "Mac, you think all tits are beautiful." She cupped her boobs as if offering them to me and gave me an air kiss.

"Hush, I'm serious here," I said, but unable to keep my eyes from crinkling. "I mean it; I really want to understand this. I'm just an ignorant man here."

Tara sat silently a moment, then responded. "Ok, I feel self-conscious about showing my tits because they are too big and get in the way; they bounce around like blobby-yucks if I'm not wearing a bra, so I have to wear one, which I don't like to do. Sometimes I don't care, and sometimes I like them and how they feel, but I'm usually embarrassed by them. Especially compared to Joy's and Sadie's, which are the perfect shape and size. I would happily show off my boobs if I had theirs."

Joy, Sadie, and I absorbed this in silence. I'm sure they were trying to reconcile our reality with Tara's critical—and, from our viewpoint, misguided—self-assessment. Wondering how to assure Tara that all parts of her—and most certainly her boobs—were beautiful, natural, and nothing to be ashamed of without dismissing her feelings.

I, on the other hand, was just plain mystified. And I didn't know what "blobby-yucks" were but refrained from inquiring for fear of seeming ignorant. Although I agreed with the part about Sadie and Joy having fantastic tits.

A thought occurred to me as I pieced together what Tara just said about her choices during our game night. I mused aloud. "So, the other night, when we played strip poker... you took off your panties and showed your pussy before showing your boobs—"

"Because I was self-conscious about you guys seeing my boobs," Tara interjected. "Well, at first, anyway. I did get over it, as you well know. But didn't really care about showing my pussy, because there's basically nothing there to see."

My mind froze, and I was devoid of any comeback or response to that. I silently moved my mouth as if to form words but gave up and clamped it shut. Wow. I really don't understand women. But if this means I can see Tara's luscious pussy more often, who am I to try to dissuade her of her views?

Sadie redirected the conversation back to Tara's misperception of her boobs. "Tara, first of all, there is definitely something pretty amazing to see between your legs, but let's leave that for the moment."

Sadie continued with uncharacteristic seriousness. "You are beautiful, sexy, and have a body most women envy and wish they had. Most of us women are insecure about something with our bodies. I think my boobs are too small and droopy, and my nipples point up funny—but I've learned that men and some women like them and think they are sexy. So I accept and enjoy them. Yours are classically shaped and flawless by most standards. But whatever the size or shape, they're yours, part of you, natural and beautiful. Rather than self-criticize, try to accept, embrace and celebrate all of you. You deserve it."

I nodded my concurrence with that. Then, I added helpfully, "Yes, Tara, celebrate you; you have a killer bod, killer boobs, and, to be blunt, are a walking wet dream. In fact, I'm getting kind of horny even talking about this... Ouch!" I reacted as Joy swatted my leg and told me to stop thinking with my "little" head and focus. I guess I wasn't so helpful. Being a guy is tricky here.

Joy picked up on Sadie's point and said to Tara. "Your breasts are not too big; they fit your body perfectly, are perfectly shaped, with perfect nipples, and are certainly not floppy. They are full, firm, natural, and wonderful." Joy's expression seemed almost dreamy as she spoke.

Joy caressed her own bare breasts. "Mine are a nice size for me and don't usually get in the way, but I would trade them for yours in a heartbeat—they wouldn't get in my way as a dancer because they are gorgeous and firm. And to be honest, I was kind of jealous that Sadie got to kiss and lick your boobs the other night; they are so alluring and sexy."

Sadie's eyebrows shot up, and she looked at Joy with shock and surprise. I had suspected that Joy was sexually attracted to Tara, so I smiled knowingly. Tara blushed and shyly bit her lip.

"Really? You're not just saying that to make me feel better?" Tara asked Joy, then looked at each of us, searching for confirmation. We all nodded encouragingly.

Sadie reiterated. "We're saying it because it's true. You are a woman, be proud of that and of being you. Be proud of your tits, and take your shirt off already if you're so hot."

"It is boiling in here," I said with an exaggerated wipe of my brow. "Oh, and the fan feels so nice and cool on my bare skin..."

Tara looked slightly miffed, then thoughtful. Finally, she gave a resolute nod in the cute way she had while doing our dares. "Fine, you win." She shook her head. "Stupid logic and body acceptance."

Tara peeled off her t-shirt and faced the fan with her arms lifted and resting on her head. We watched her round pink areolae constrict and her nipples harden like perfect little erasers.

"Mmm, yes, that is much cooler," Tara sighed. "Thanks, guys, you're great friends."

Later on, after the others had gone to bed, Joy and I were resting—nude—on our sofa bed after some intimate and satisfying sex. The sheets were off, the light in the kitchen was on, and the apartment curtains were open. I was sitting up against the back, and Joy was lying on her stomach with her head on my thighs. She absentmindedly caressed my lower belly, pubes, and thighs as we talked (my spent dick was resting).

The light reflected off Joy's tawny skin, glistening with a light coating of sweat from our recent exertions in the hot room. I ran my fingers along her lower back, over her ass to her thighs, making random patterns.

I looked out into the darkness at an apartment building across a courtyard, from which many could probably see into our apartment's living room—with our sofa bed in plain sight. I briefly wondered who might be watching us screw or move around naked. Who might be watching us right then, seeing Joy's toned nude body, freshly fucked and relaxed? Did they get off watching? Masturbate? Tell their friends? I wished I knew.

I sort of hoped anonymous strangers did see us, see these gorgeous nude women, see us fucking. They might wish they could be me or be with us. I found the idea arousing, maybe because I was proud to be in our situation, proud to be surrounded by sexy beautiful women.

But, for the most part, we had stopped really caring one way or the other if anyone saw us. Didn't really give it much thought, to be more accurate.

Joy and I contemplated Tara's sexual boundaries, breast issues, and recent sexual openness. And how comfort with greater nudity and sex seemed to have naturally developed among all of us.

"I think it's great being open and free with you like this," I said. "Seems so natural." I mentally compared the sexually modest, pre-Plato's Joy with the uninhibited beauty lying with me. "Since we've all seen each other naked, touched, or watched each other sexually, you don't seem concerned anymore if others see us nude or have sex. Am I right?"

I felt Joy smile against my leg. "Yeah, I love knowing we can just be us, dressed or not. And Sadie and Tara have seen us have sex so that cat's out of the bag. If they see us now, then so what." She giggled. "Maybe they like seeing us, maybe even get turned on by it."

"That's certainly possible, and I think that's pretty hot," I mused quietly. The memory of Sadie watching Joy and me fuck after we returned from Plato's, standing just feet away and fingering herself, flashed through my mind. I felt a flutter deep in my balls. "Does it turn you on to think people get aroused by seeing us?"

Joy considered that notion. "Um, yeah, I guess it does." Then, she lifted her head to look at me. "Does that make me an exhibitionist?"

"It makes you sexy and unrepressed, which is normal, as far as I'm concerned. And, well... maybe a bit of an exhibitionist." I leaned over and kissed her forehead. "So, what about other people—did it bother you at all to see me with the others? Like watching Tara give me a blowjob?" I watched Joy's face to gauge her reaction to my question. "Even if it was under the pretense of cleaning off ice cream," I chuckled.

Joy paused a moment as if collecting her thoughts. "No, it didn't bother me; I think because of the situation and the people involved." She swirled her finger through my pubes and down along my flaccid cock. "Honestly, I was more 'hot' than 'bothered.' And if you remember, I was quite worked up that night."

"Oh, I remember that well," I smiled and nodded emphatically. "Are you saying seeing me with Tara turned you on, or the whole sexual atmosphere?"

Joy sat up and faced me, sitting cross-legged, and met my eyes. Her earnest expression signaled it was the wrong time to look down and ogle her now-spread open pussy. It was a tough battle, but I managed to meet and hold her gaze (peripheral vision doesn't count).

"Both," Joy answered. "I got turned on seeing Tara suck you off, but also by the entire situation: all the nudity, suggestive questions, dares, and all of the group's sexual touching." Joy nodded to herself as if agreeing with an internal thought. "Ok. So, I never thought I would feel this way," she said, her face slightly flushed. "If I imagine you sexually with me and the others, it doesn't bother me—it does the opposite; it turns me on."

My semi-hard cock stirred at her words. I looked at her with a raised eyebrow and a slight grin. "Wow. That's hot. So in your fantasy, what do you mean by sexually with you and the others? Is it just two of us being watched, you with someone else, both of us with another, the others with each other?"

Joy smiled, still looking flushed. "All of those things, the four of us, but not necessarily all at once. Something changed after we went to Plato's; I'm not worried about Tara or Sadie seeing us fuck. On some level, I want them to see us. And I also want to be with them and with us. Our recent sexual antics made me realize I love being sexual. Love the idea of being nude, open, and sexual—all kinds of sex—with all of you. Is that weird?"

I shook my head—internally cheering. Holy shit, she has really done a one-eighty here. My girlfriend has become a sex goddess. "No, not weird. And I've felt the same; the four of us being sexual with each other feels natural, comfortable, and right to me."

Thinking back to her comments about Tara's boobs, I asked, "And, well, since we're playing 'True Confessions' here—is there something else, more specifically, that you fantasize about?"

Joy looked confused, then looked at me suspiciously.

"Something to do with Tara, perhaps?" I prompted.

Joy actually blushed—something I hadn't seen her do before. "Ok. So, it's not something I actually like, so much as think about and like to think about doing. Maybe. Not sure if it's just fantasy or a real desire."

My curiosity was piqued, and my libido stirred. "Now you have my attention. What is it you're thinking?" I felt her hesitation. "It's ok; you can share anything with me."

With a resigned sigh, Joy dropped her chin, then raised her eyes to look at me. "Ok. These are kind of mixed, confusing thoughts. I've been thinking a lot about Tara... um, Tara nude, and how it would feel to touch her. For me to touch her." She hesitated briefly, and I nodded my understanding and encouragement.

"Touch her in what way?" I asked, despite having a pretty clear idea of what Joy meant, especially after her comments earlier about kissing Tara's boobs.

Joy took a deep breath, exhaled, then clarified. "I mean, I fantasize about sexual touching: caressing and kissing her nude legs, belly, boobs, and even her pussy... and the two of us like, you know, um, licking and stuff."

My cock snapped to attention faster than my brain computed this information. The image Joy painted of her with Tara, nude, licking each other's pussies flooded my mind. I imagined seeing Tara's pale skin contrasted with Joy's darker skin as they pressed together naked. Full breasts against compact ones, golden and pale porcelain goddesses entwined. I had no idea at the time that I would soon see a similar vision for real.

I wasn't sure how to respond and unsuccessfully attempted to sound mature and thoughtful. "Well, it's natural to feel attracted to, um, attraction for..."

I shook my head and gave up on my awkward attempt at compassionate counseling. "Oh, hell, since we're being honest—that is just plain fucking hot."

Joy nodded silently, processing my observation.

"How long have you had fantasies about Tara? What brought it about?"

"Um, when I gave Sadie cunnilingus, it was the first time I did anything like that with a woman. I liked it, but mainly because we were all caught up in the moment, and it was sort of a game. But when I've fantasized since then about being with a woman, it is Tara I see—usually. I see us doing all kinds of sex things—trading, taking turns, all at once, that sort."

Joy's words painted erotic and beautiful imagery in my mind and caused deep warming from my balls to my belly. My dick remained ramrod hard, yearning for attention. As Joy spoke, I absent-mindedly stroked her leg. Then, I lifted Joy's chin, kissed her sensuously, pulled back, and met her eyes.

My mind raced, trying to keep up with the myriad of revelations. "Damn, when you have a fantasy... wow, so hot." I smiled at her. "This is a surprising conversation, but I love it. And I'm uncomfortably hard here." I adjusted my dick in my pants. "So, back when you said all kinds of sex with the four of us, did you mean actual sex? Wouldn't it bother you if I had sex with someone else?"

Joy paused and tilted her head as she considered her answer. Then, finally, she said, "Not if it were with Sadie or Tara; I feel they're part of our mutual sexual experience. I feel a bond between us all—a connection—so that our nudity or sexual connections are shared, natural, and liberating. I don't feel jealous because it's like being jealous of part of myself. And I love that we can all pleasure each other. Does that make any sense?"

I nodded thoughtfully. "Actually, it does. I feel natural and free with the three of you in a unique way. I didn't know you felt the same. What if you weren't there? Would that change anything, or still be good with you?"

Joy considered a moment. "Yes, I think so. It's weird, but I trust all of you and know that pleasing each other is positive and not threatening. If you had sex with Sadie—or Tara, I suppose, in a different Tara-verse—it would strengthen our connections, not divide us."

I contemplated what she was saying and connected it to concrete situations. "So, when you massage Tara, for example, do you have sexual thoughts?"

"Do you?" Joy retorted with a laugh.

"Hey, I asked you first. But yeah, I do, sometimes. But the question was for you. Tara. Massage. Sexy thoughts?"

"Damn, I feel like a witness being cross-examined," Joy chuckled. "Ok, yes, I do."

"And... some specifics?"

"Well," Joy continued. "I think of rubbing her nude body and, like when massaging her butt, maybe peek at her pussy. Or, slide my fingers between her legs, that sort of stuff. Same on the front; I touch her boobs, end up sucking her nipples, and down below use my fingers—or my lips." Joy suddenly looked at me as if snapping out of reverie. I again saw a hint of flush in her cheeks.

Sexual Images of Joy and Tara danced through my mind as I visualized the scene Joy described. My erect cock pulsed with the thoughts. "Mmmm, now that sounds sexy. Erotic, sensual, and I'm really horny right now."

"I am too. You devil, you."

"Me? How am I the devil?" I pretended indignation. "You are the golden sex goddess with the licentious fantasies. And going back, you said something earlier about the two of us with one of the others—are you imagining me licking her pussy and you doing... things? Or what about you licking her pussy and me taking you from behind?" The image of the sex chain at Plato's Mat Room was firmly and foremost in my mind.

"I think enough fantasy, Mr. Man," Joy interrupted my chain of thought. She stroked my erection with a smile. "I think we can both think of something more fun than talking about sex right now, don't you think?"

As if responding to some silent command, we moved and pressed our lips together, kissing deeply, breathing in each other's aroma. We sank the bank and took our time having a second round of slow, passionate sex. Oblivious to the lights, windows, or others.

********

Our mutual loss of inhibitions also manifested over the next few days during our frequent massages. I was pleased that Tara seemed to have gotten over her concerns about her tits or tried not to show any lingering hang-ups. We evolved to the point that nudity had become a matter of course when massaging.



I recall lounging on the couch one afternoon while Joy gave Sadie a massage. Sadie wore only her t-shirt and knickers, which had already been typical massage attire before Plato's.

Joy started rubbing Sadie's back and said, "Shirt," which before Plato's meant, "Lift up your shirt in the back so I can get at your skin and muscles." I watched with appreciation as Sadie, instead of lifting her shirt in the back, sat up and pulled her shirt completely off, nonchalantly saying, "ok." I wasn't surprised or shocked by that point. Still, I did appreciate seeing the elfin beauty expose her adorable petite tits.

Sadie faced me directly, her small, slightly drooping boobs with upturned pink nipples on display. Her areolae crinkled, and her nipples hardened in the open air as if appreciating my gaze. She shook out her t-shirt and laid it down. She spoke almost to herself. "That'll be more comfortable to lie on, better than right on the scratchy carpet." She then stretched languorously and lay back down on her stomach for her massage.

Soon, all three women routinely went topless for massages. First, while lying on their fronts, then also when on their backs, boobs delightfully displayed as their abs, arms, quads, and legs were worked on. Everyone got so comfortable; occasionally, the massages would include stroking across boobs or a playful tickle of nipples—with a giggle and push away of hands. At least at first.

Massages also became more sensual for us, even with others present. We all became comfortable with stroking lightly over bare breasts as a matter of course. I started working closer to the girl's pussies as I rubbed their legs—sometimes very close, spreading their legs to "work" the upper inner thighs. With Joy, I would sometimes sneak a stroke of her pussy when feeling playful. I noticed the women also began freely encroaching on the privates of others and me.

And yes, as you might have guessed, things progressed to fully nude massages. To work on each other's glutes, we routinely pulled the recipient's underwear to the side or into their butt crack to best access the large muscle mass.

Sadie was the one who instigated our new massage "dress code," or lack-of-dress standard. Joy and I were cuddling on the couch, half watching Sadie massage Tara's glutes. Sadie was pushing Tara's panties to one side, then the other. Finally, Sadie said, "Let's just pull these off; it'll be much easier." I perked up at that and waited for Tara's reaction.

Tara evidently agreed with Sadie because without a word and with no show of embarrassment, Tara hoisted her hips so Sadie could pull her panties down. My eyes were riveted on the vision of Sadie sliding Tara's panties down and off along Tara's long sculpted legs—leaving Tara completely nude, lying on her stomach.

Joy squeezed my hand, and I heard her catch her breath. I glanced over and saw that she was as enthralled by the scene as I was—her eyes were dancing, her breath shallow, and her nipples pressed out through the fabric of her thin t-shirt. Warm pleasure roiled deep in my balls and belly as I looked from aroused Joy to nude Tara to Sadie's hands deftly caressing Tara's naked flesh. My cock swelled in my shorts.

Sadie stroked Tara's back, butt, and upper thighs, then said, "ok, flip over." As if in a slow-motion dream, I watched as Tara complied. I recalled Tara saying that she didn't really care if people saw her pussy because "there wasn't anything there to see." Looking at her exposed genitals, I selfishly loved her sentiment because it encouraged such sexy views. However, I very much disagreed with the underlying claim. So much to see down there. So damn hot to see. So beautiful to see.

My cock twitched as I had a line of sight directly up Tara's legs to her pussy, her labia shaved bare below a wide-trimmed landing strip above. Her lack of hair gave me a clear, unobstructed view—her crinkly inner lips extended a little past her puffy outer lips, looking like water cascading down from her clit's hood.

I absent-mindedly cupped Joy's boob and felt her nipple hard against my palm, and gave a small groan of pleasure as Joy slid her hand under my waistband and gripped my throbbing cock. We kissed gently, then nodded to each other, gestured with our eyes toward the empty bedroom, and quietly slipped away to relieve ourselves of our mutual sexual arousal.

I liked this new "casual nudity allowed" atmosphere developed since our Plato's Retreat visit.

*******

A couple days later, Joy was stretched out on the couch, reading, and Tara and I sat on the floor, giving each other foot massages. It was late afternoon, and Sadie had not yet returned from work. Tara and I wrapped up our foot rubs, and I sat back, pondering what I felt like doing next. Then Tara stretched up and arched her back, working out some kink.

"Would you mind doing my back a bit? I'm feeling really tight today," Tara asked me.

I nodded, gesturing to the floor in front of the couch. "Sure, lie down, and I'll take care of things."

Without hesitation, Tara pulled off her shirt and shorts, so she was topless in only her panties. I watched with keen attention, relishing the vision of her full bare breasts before me, and gave myself a mental high five for being so damn lucky. Then, with Tara on her stomach, I rubbed her shoulders and back and moved lower toward her butt.

"Mmm, that feels good," Tara murmured. "I didn't realize how tight my whole back was; more, please."

When I got to her panties, I slipped my fingers under the waistband, pushed them down a little, and massaged her lower back. I moved down so I could reach better, then (taking my cue from Sadie), I said, "Off with these," and started to slide her knickers off. Tara glanced up at Joy, who was casually watching us with interest.

Joy ambiguously said with mischief and curiosity, "And no underwear ensures full access for everything needing attention."

I looked up at Joy with raised eyebrows, recalling her sexual interest in Tara and my being sexual with our close friends. Joy smiled and nodded almost imperceptibly, a hungry look in her eyes.

Oblivious to the silent exchange Joy and I had shared, Tara assisted me by lifting her hips. I slid her panties down, probably slower than necessary, and paused to drink in Tara's long, toned legs, firm round butt, and auburn hair cascading randomly across and over the soft expanse of her shoulders and back. Tara is so sexy; I can't believe I'm sitting here stroking her gorgeous body—and with my girlfriend right here enjoying it with me, to boot.

I moved my hands to Tara's thighs and slowly worked my way back up to her butt, kneading her muscles, pulling her cheeks apart, and releasing them. I watched her labia peek out from behind as I spread her bum cheeks and noted her anal star wink open and close as I pulled and released her glutes.

My massaging fingers slowly moved closer to Tara's deep inner thighs. Eventually, I lightly grazed her labia with my fingertips. Lightly enough that it could have been inadvertent if it turned out I was misreading the situation. I caressed her perineum and labia several times as I rubbed, carefully monitoring her reaction to ensure I wasn't crossing a line. I gradually increased my touch to be more sexual but maintained "plausible deniability" by continuing the massage.

I hadn't misread the situation. Tara hummed quietly and spread her legs further apart as I stroked her. She arched and released her back so her pussy rocked towards my caressing hands as if reaching for contact. I finally accommodated her silent plea and slid my hand directly under her undulating pelvis and cupped her pussy, then pulled back while trailing a finger along and slightly between her labia. Her pussy was drenched.

Holding up my glistening finger, I smiled up at Joy. Her eyes were alight with arousal, and she bit the corner of her lip as she watched me lick Tara's juices off my digit. I then refocused my attention on the sexual neophyte below.

With one hand continuing to caress her butt, back, and upper thighs, I slid my other between Tara's legs. I stroked her pussy, exploring her folds and spreading her copious juices; my hand was soon slick with her arousal. I finally made contact with her clit—it was erect like a tiny soldier and sensitive. Tara moaned and gyrated her pelvis as I rubbed, arching and undulating against my touch.

I next slipped my finger further between Tara's labia lips. I circled her vaginal opening, then pressed the tip of my finger into her just to the first knuckle. Feeling no resistance, I pushed my finger fully inside Tara's vagina—her first vaginal penetration. With my finger inside her tunnel, I circled my thumb around her anal star and perineum. Tara moaned softly as I teased and played, smearing her wetness over and on her labia and anus.

"Oh, that's nice," Tara said. "But hang on a sec."

Tara squirmed away from my hand; I wasn't sure what she intended, but then to my happy surprise, she flipped over onto her back. I watched, mesmerized, as she lifted her arms over her head and fluffed her thick wavy hair. Next, she rolled her shoulders, thrust her boobs up, and smiled, her tongue playing along her lip. Tara's sensual movements sent an electric pulse into my groin, causing my cock to throb intensely and press painfully against my shorts. Finally, Tara opened her legs and revealed her dripping wet pussy, silently inviting me to pleasure her.

I pulled off my shorts as I drank in the incredible vision lying before me and let my turgid cock spring free, finally released from its confinement. It bounced erratically as if it were sniffing the air for some treat. Tara's eyes lit up as she watched my dick standing at full mast, swaying before her, and she broke into a delighted grin. I nearly came without being touched when she sensuously licked her lips.

I gave up any pretense of giving an actual massage. Instead, I stroked, caressed, and rubbed my hands over Tara's toned, nude body. Across her belly and boobs and circled her erect nipples. I caressed down over her hips, legs, and to her landing-strip accented vulva. My cock pulsed, and waves of pleasure roiled deep in my belly in response to touching her soft porcelain skin.

I returned to Tara's pussy and tickled her crinkly inner labia slightly as I stroked. My finger opened her petals and revealed the pinkness around her vaginal opening, shining with her juices. I circled her clit with my thumb and pressed a finger back into her vagina, my mind filled with thoughts of desire and temptation. Mmm, her pussy looks delicious, so tasty. And god, she's sopping wet.

Tara responded by spreading her legs wider and pressing her pelvis against my hand, drawing my finger deep inside her. Thoughts of tasting her wetness faded as her open legs revealed her anal star. Drenched and glistening with her pussy juice, it pulsated with arousal as if beckoning me. I felt irresistibly drawn to it.

With one finger in Tara's wet, tight vagina, I scooped and spread her juicy pussy lubrication over and around her perineum and puckered anal hole. I pressed lightly against her sphincter—not penetrating, just putting some pressure. Tara squirmed and gave an appreciative moan, clearly enjoying my digital ministrations.

I caught movement to my side; Joy pulled off her t-shirt and panties and plopped down naked on the floor next to us. She leaned forward with a flushed face, watching Tara's pussy from barely a foot away, her hand between her legs. Joy reached out and caressed Tara's full tits—examining, testing, like a child with a new toy, her focus flitting back and forth between Tara's aroused nipples and my fingers in Tara's pussy. Joy's straight black hair draped and tickled over Tara's pale skin as she swayed over Tara's body. I felt my cock pulse with excitement at the sight.

Tara grabbed my undivided attention when she seized my hand pressing against her anal star and pulled it sharply towards her. My fingertip slipped into her well-lubricated anus, her abundant juices causing my finger to slide inside with almost no friction.

Tara let out a small gasp—more of a surprised sound than discomfort—and exhaled deeply. I let her relax, then pressed my finger deeper into her backdoor, pulled it out to gather more lubricating pussy juice, and gently slid it back in. I slid my finger progressively deeper into her ass, then almost out.

"Oh, god, this feels amazing," Tara moaned. She gyrated her hips and pulled her wide-spread knees up towards her chest as if to take me deeper. I had a finger in her ass and still had one in her vagina. I alternately pressed them in and out of their respective holes, careful not to hurt her with the double new sensations.

"This is ok, yes?" I asked, seeking reassurance. "Let me know if it hurts."

"No, it feels incredible; it doesn't hurt at all. Kind of strange but wonderful."

Tara moaned and writhed with pleasure. My cock throbbed in rhythm with her ragged breath as I watched with fascination, tinged with disbelief at what was happening. This's unbelievable; fingering Tara's ass... and pussy. Our innocent Tara.

Joy shifted and slid her fingers down through Tara's trimmed strip of pubic hair and began rubbing Tara's erect clit, causing Tara to shudder. Joy lifted her gaze to me; her arousal and excitement lit up her eyes and face. While staring fixedly at me, Joy duplicated my earlier action. She coated her fingers with Tara's pussy juice, brought them to her mouth, sensuously licked them clean, then sent them back to Tara's pulsating sex. She bit her lower lip and smiled, clearly loving the moment.

I could feel my fingers through the thin wall separating Tara's vagina and rectum; I marveled at the difference between her slightly textured vagina and silky-smooth anal tunnel. I started pumping my fingers fully in and out, finger fucking her in both holes simultaneously. Tara's pussy juices overflowed and ran down her thighs.

Tara panted, "Ooh, wow, that feels... is so good. Yes... mmm, go deeper."

I pressed my finger into Tara's ass as far as it could go, but she kept rocking forward with her hips and pulling my hand towards her. Taking that as a cue, I added a second finger—well-lubed with her bountiful pussy juice. I put both fingers together and pressed at her rear entrance, finally sliding both in. I felt the added tightness as the extra width stretched her anus.

I expected resistance or some signal that I'd gone too far or was painful. But, instead, Tara moaned loudly, crying out, "Shit, yes. Oh, like that, yah, push in more, great. I'm so fucking high now."

My cock throbbed with Tara's words as if her voice had some unknown cosmic power to stimulate my genitals. Some distant part of me registered surprise at Tara's words. Not so much the actual words, but that Tara was the one using them—she rarely used obscenities. I was swimming with arousal.

Tara's hips rocked, and I could see her belly undulating; my fingers filling her and Joy stimulating her clit rapidly sent Tara into a higher plane of pleasure.

I watched Joy shift her position so she sat close to Tara's hips, facing me, draping one leg over Tara's belly. Joy's pussy was spread wide open, facing the same direction—towards me—as Tara's. Joy was furiously masturbating her pussy with one hand and rubbing Tara's clit with the other.

The vision of the two naked women, glimmering pussies open and on display side by side, was mind-numbing. Better than I'd imagined: Tara with pale porcelain skin and shaved labia contrasting with Joy's tawny-brown skin and fine, jet-black pubic hair, legs overlapping, both pussies swollen, open, and inviting. Holy shit, that's so fucking hot I think my eyes are going to explode.

I kept pumping two fingers in Tara's butt and one finger in her pussy, while Joy pleasured her clit. Tara's pussy was unbelievably wet—saturated—more than I'd experienced with anyone before. Her juices provided impressive lubrication and overflowed and soaked her crotch and my hands and fingers. Her labia, vagina, and anus were slimy and slippery with her wetness—her ass was tight but not constricting.

Years later, I often read stories describing how anal penetration initially hurt and always needed extra lube, but neither applied to Tara. Instead, she loved it immediately, without pain, and her pussy provided more than enough natural lubrication for use in her ass.

Tara murmured almost to herself, "Mmm, deeper, ahh. Yeah, fill my ass... mmm, give me more!"

My cock was ramrod straight, hard, and throbbing; it yearned for satisfaction and release. My breathing was erratic, and sweat glistened on my back from the room's heat and my exertion. I would have jerked off onto Tara's ass and pussy if I'd had a hand free.

"She wants more  Mac," Joy said throatily, her fingers buried deep in her pussy, eyes hooded and head lolling to the side.

Joy opened her eyes fully and focused on me; her eyes gleamed with arousal as I met her gaze. She bit her bottom lip and nodded to me, tipped her head, and flicked her eyes toward my cock, then Tara's crotch. I dropped my eyes to my erect dick, to Tara's ass, then back to Joy, and raised my eyebrows in question. "You sure?" I asked Joy, my voice shaking slightly.

Without speaking, Joy smiled mischievously and flicked the tip of her tongue along her teeth with a slight nod. I nodded almost imperceptibly and turned my attention back to Tara.

I asked Tara breathily, "Do you really want more?" Tara merely made a little mewling sound. Then I decided to ask what just two weeks before would have been unthinkable.

"Well, er, I could use my cock instead of fingers. You know, so you can see what that feels like inside you." I waited cautiously to see Tara's reaction, sliding my fingers slowly in and out of her ass. "Want to try that?"

Tara's eyes widened hungrily, and her body writhed against my fingers inside her. "Oh, god yeah, do that—that sounds amazing. Yes, I want that."

Joy quietly murmured, echoing Tara. "Oh, yes, please do. I really want to see that." She shifted her leg off Tara and sat up straight, cross-legged like an attentive pupil about to learn a lesson. I tangentially noticed Joy's movement and thought fleetingly, I haven't been able to sit comfortably like that since I was a little kid; damn, she's limber.

My little head took control of my mind and actions, and my undivided attention focused on the fantasy-cum-true request by the two women. And by that point, my cock so teemed with anticipation and desire I think I would have suffered grave injury if I didn't get relief.

Tara gave a squeak of disappointment when I pulled my fingers out of her ass and pussy; her anal star pulsed open and closed like a fish gasping in the air. But then she hummed with pleasure when I rubbed my rigid prick across and between her sopping labia, gathering her natural lubricant.

I coated my hard cock from tip to base with Tara's pussy juices as I smeared it around her labia, taking a moment to rub the underside forward and back in a sawing motion between her lips for several swipes. Fucking hell, it would be so great to be inside her pussy. I watched my rod dance and smear in Tara's soft wetness outside the entrance to her forbidden treasure. The sensual overload of the physical and visual stimulations caused my dick to throb with desire.

Finally, I shifted and lined up my well-lubricated cock with Tara's anal hole like an arrow to its target. Her anus shimmered with wetness and was still gaping slightly from my fingers—a secret doorway enticing me to enter. I rocked forward and slowly pressed the tip of my hard-on against her anal star. With only slight pressure, the head of my cock popped abruptly through her sphincter into her butt.



Tara gasped slightly, her breath catching as the larger intruder penetrated her virgin hole. I paused with my dick's head fully inside her opening. Then I rocked slightly, not sliding in further yet, holding in place until she relaxed and adjusted to my size. I moved the tip back and forth inside her, then pressed a little deeper with each rock forward. Her pussy juices overflowed and covered my dick as I slid in and out of the entrance to her bum hole, naturally lubricating my penetration.

"Yes, oh, that's good, not too deep... yes, ok, more now," Tara said. She then took a deep breath, and as she exhaled, I felt her relax a bit, so I pressed in a little deeper, never rushing. I moved incrementally more each time I rocked forward until I was several inches inside her ass.

"Is that good?" I asked. "Not too much?"

"Mmm, no. No, that's good, so big... so good," Tara breathed heavily. Then as I pressed deeper—over halfway in—she moaned. "Oh, yeah, that's it, oh. Oh, that feels so nice. Mmm."

Joy had returned to her kneeling position and intently watched our progress from her closer vantage point. She absent-mindedly cupped and squeezed her own breast and resumed caressing Tara's body and boobs, and then slid her hand down and rubbed her own aroused clit.

I gently rocked my turgid dick forward and back in Tara's ass, working it in a little more each time. As I did so, I stimulated her clit to keep her arousal building. Her tunnel's walls felt smooth, slippery, and tight around my dick. So different from a mouth or vagina, but fantastic.

Tara's arousal played over her entire body. Her pussy was wet and dripping, her tits swollen with nipples hard as pebbles, her clit erect and pulsing outside its hood, and her head lolled back and forth as she murmured and softly moaned in pleasure. I continued pressing my rock-hard cock further into her ass until, finally, our pelvises met. My entire dick was nestled deep inside Tara's tight rectum.

"Oh, god, Tara, this feels amazing. I'm all the way in."

I slid halfway out, then pressed back in deep, feeling Tara's anal walls gripping my cock. Then I pulled almost all the way out, leaving just my cock head inside her.

Tara whimpered, "No, keep it inside; it's so nice. It feels so... nmmhh."

I slid effortlessly and entirely back in—Tara's ass walls were tight, wet, and accommodating, so I began moving in and out with full strokes. The feeling was incredible; my cock thrust along her slippery rear tunnel, which squeezed and massaged me with each drive.

The image of my dick penetrating Tara's ass is indelibly etched in my mind. I watched my shaft piston into and out of Tara's rear tunnel, shining with wetness; her pussy just above was spread open, her lips swollen and pink, like a vertical smile showing its pleasure. Her hips and belly undulated in rhythm with my thrusts. Mmm, she looks so tasty; I wish I could lick her while I fuck her. How cool would that be?

Joy leaned closer, her face—her lips—inches from Tara's pussy. My dick lurched as Joy flicked her tongue over her lips. Seeing Joy's lips over Tara's labia with my cock disappearing into Tara's ass below caused my belly to flip with sexual warmth and almost made me cum. I thought Joy would close the gap and lick Tara's sex. Instead, she dragged her finger deep along Tara's cleft and sucked the wetness off. She sat back and focused on stimulating herself as she drank in the vision of nude Tara, spread legs, open pussy, and filled asshole.

Tara began gyrating her hips with my increasingly faster and harder thrusts. I ran one hand up and across her full tits, feeling her hard nipples on my palm. I squeezed her boob, then pinched and rolled her nipple, causing Tara to sigh and moan. I then did the same to the other.

"That nice?" I asked. Tara murmured something unintelligible.

I looked over at Joy and smiled. She pursed her lips and blew me a kiss through ragged breath, her fingers dancing rapidly around and on her clit as she caressed and played with her nipples. Mirroring my movements on Tara.

I began pressing hard and fast in and out of Tara's ass, finally convinced I wasn't hurting her. I'd tried anal sex twice before with other girls, but neither girl liked it much; it was more careful and experimental than real fucking. Tara, in contrast, responded like a seasoned ass-fucker. She moaned and thrust her pelvis to meet my thrusts, her legs spread wide to take me deeper.

I slammed in, sometimes deeply, sometimes shallow, slowly then frantically, feeling Tara's body undulate and her breathing rapid and in sync with our fucking. Her grapefruit-sized boobs wobbled and bounced erratically as her body rocked with my powerful thrusts, her nipples dancing in random circular patterns like a disoriented skater swirling on the ice.

I slipped a finger back into Tara's vagina and felt her rectum tighten around my cock. With my finger in her pussy, I could feel the ridge of my cock head in her ass through her thin vaginal wall.

The physical sensations, coupled with the view of the two perfect women, so sexy, so aroused, my cock sliding into one's butthole and the other furiously wanking as she watched, caused my loins to burn with sexual pleasure. Sweat ran down my forehead, and I breathed heavily as I felt the nascent building of my orgasm, which I knew I could not delay or control.

Tara's eyes rolled back, and she groaned. She panted her words syncing with her ragged breath. "Oh god, so big, so... good. Love... Fucking. Mmm, my... Ass."

I felt Tara's body shudder. Her vaginal walls spasmed around my finger, and her sphincter clenched almost painfully around my cock as she began climaxing. She arched her back and then violently contracted her pelvis the other way, her orgasm racking her entire body with a force and intensity I'd never seen before.

Tara cried out, "Ah, SHIT, yes. Oh my god, oh my god, oh, fuck! Yeess, ooh aah." She cried out loudly as her entire body spasmed and quaked with her powerful orgasm. Her muscles trembled, her toes curled, her tits flailed, and her pussy and ass rippled and contracted around me.

The incredible sensations of Tara's orgasmic quaking set me off. Without warning, I erupted deep inside her, sending jets of semen surging along my throbbing cock and into her rectum. My cock pulsed in time with Tara's contractions and spasms as I emptied my balls into her ass. I ran my hands against her swollen tits, squeezing and gripping as our bodies convulsed together until our mutual orgasms began to subside. Finally, I collapsed down onto her. We both took huge breaths, exhausted.

"Holy shit," I said, trying to catch my breath. "That was amazing, I mean, really... just..." I shook my head in wonder. "Incredible."

Tara sighed, elated, a jubilant smile playing on her lips. "That was, I don't know, yes, amazing. Not what I expected—in a fabulous way! Much more intense, much better." With a wry smile, she added, "I could definitely get addicted to this!"

She stretched her arms up, kissed me, and fell back. We lay like that for several minutes, almost dozing, my cock still inside her ass but softening. A moment later, my cock popped out of her butt, accompanied by a gush of cum.

Tara's eyes widened, and she jerked her head up with a start. We both burst out laughing, feeling the slimy mess running out of her onto my cock and puddling beneath us.

"Yuck, you've made a mess," she teased. "But worth it."

I smiled. "You mean, we've made a mess." I looked over at Joy and nudged Tara. Joy had fallen asleep partially on her side, her fingers still pressed inside her pussy. Her compact tits rose and fell with her deep, contented breathing.

I looked back at Tara. "She had a massive orgasm, probably when we did, and passed out from the sheer magnitude of the experience. Or fell asleep as she came down from the high." I grinned at Tara's astonished look and chuckled. "I recognize it; it's happened before. She'll wake again soon."

Tara turned back to me, eyes crinkling, and rolled her shoulders. "This was quite the back rub; I think most kinks have been pretty much worked out." She grinned. "I must say, I like your 'special features' full-body massage."

"Usually, you have to pay extra for that," I said. "Internal body massages cost more." Tara playfully swatted my arm and shook her head.

I rolled off of her and propped up on my elbow. "So Miss Tara, for a virgin saving yourself, you seem to be racking up quite the sexual experiences this summer! Have you changed your mind about sex?"

She looked at me as if I'd said something perplexing and shook her head. "No, why?" 

I nodded, pretending to be pondering. "Ok, well, let's see—what sexual things have you done for the first time recently? Nude in front of a mixed-sex group, check. Boobs and pussy touched and licked by males and females, check. Gave Blowjob, with cum swallowing, check. Fingered, masturbated in front of others, check. Hand job on males and females, check. Ass-fingered, check. Ass and pussy fingered together, check. And, anal intercourse, with pussy fingering and internal cum, check."

"That it?" I asked, smiling.

"I think so." Tara giggled.

"You forgot sexy strip-tease dance, body ice cream licking, and naked group co-ed shower." Joy's sleepy voice drifted to us. Tara and I looked to see that Joy had returned to the living. She was sitting up cross-legged with a dreamy, euphoric look on her face.

Joy's relaxed knees dropped to the sides, causing her swollen pussy to spread open. Her delicate inner labia were plastered to the sides like flower petals, her pink inner lips glistening against her puffy darker exterior. This time, I felt no need to refrain from openly admiring her displayed sex and naked body. Mmm, I can't wait to taste her, slather my tongue all over her juicy pussy, and make her cum.

Joy continued our banter, unaware of—or ignoring—my lascivious staring. "You've had quite the sexual awakening this summer, Tara. Anything like what you expected?" I refocused on the conversation and waited for Tara's response.

Tara's eyes danced with excitement, and she nodded. "I'd say yes to the sexual awakening and new experiences. But what we've all been doing is nothing I'd ever imagined."

Joy crooked one eyebrow. "Never imagined? Really? No secrets here, remember?"

"Well, I've had fantasies, of course, so technically, I've imagined some of these things. But I never imagined actually doing all this—not this summer, for sure, and all so close together. And I never knew it would be so fantastic."

I piped in. "And we have so many more possibilities—quite a lot of sexual shenanigans the four of us can get up to that don't involve you having penis-vagina intercourse. So much naughty fun to look forward to." A warmth flipped in my belly, and my cock twitched at all the lascivious thoughts flashing through my mind.

Joy nodded her agreement with a knowing smile and twinkle in her eyes.

"Yes, and honestly, I can't wait," Tara said. "Now that I've tasted how great pre-sex stuff is the past few days, I keep thinking about it. A lot. And want more; I seem to be constantly horny now. You guys have corrupted me—or maybe the better term is enlightened me. I love that I can play, have fun, get off sexually, and still be a Virgin. Do these sorts of things with all of you—I can't imagine all this happening with other people."

I nodded sagely. "I love the way you think, Tara. Did I ever tell you that? A virgin—because nothing counts as sex unless a penis penetrates your vagina." Tara nodded. "Leaving everything else on the table," I added.

"Correct." Tara's tongue played adorably at the corner of her lips.

I stood. Oh, yah, everything else on the table, holy shit. Makes me horny just thinking about it. I took Joy's and Tara's hands and pulled them into a three-way hug. I kissed Joy and then Tara gently and deeply. I felt our naked bodies pressed perfectly against each other: bare breasts and nipples against my chest, our groins in complete naked contact. Cum and pussy juices smeared on skin, some dry and some wet and oozing out of Tara's ass. My cock was sated and resting peacefully for a rare moment. I gave a big, happy, satisfied sigh.

I looked at Tara, then invoked my best Humphrey Bogart Casablanca imitation. "Tara, I think this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship."

The End... for now.

_________________

Thanks to those who encouraged me to continue this story or have silently enjoyed it and left positive ratings. I appreciate constructive feedback, responses, comments, and messages, even if I cannot respond to them all. Anything that aids improvement in my writing is welcome and appreciated. I have at least two more chapters planned... so, please be patient and hope the wait has been worthwhile.


Plato's Retreat Ripples Ch. 04

Author's Note: The ripple effect from a visit to the infamous Plato's Retreat sex club one hot summer decades ago in New York City released the debauchery of a group of friends. If you're just joining the story, I recommend reading the previous chapters for context. Either way, the saga—and sex—continues. All characters are over 18, and although inspired by actual events, this is a work of fiction. Any similarities to actual persons or events are coincidental and unintentional.

____________________

"You did what?" Sadie cried, then shook her head. "Are you kidding me? You and Mac had anal sex... just like that? She looked incredulously between the three of us, then turned to Tara. "What, you just went, 'Hey, I've got an idea—Mac, instead of a massage, why don't you stick your dick in my butt? That sounds fun.' What... the... fuck?"

Tara, Joy, and I smiled at Sadie's colorful reaction, but tried to temper our amusement out of respect for our friend. We didn't last long and burst out laughing.

"Well, when you put it that way, it sounds weird," Tara said through her laughter. "There was a bit more build-up to the Big-A."

"The look on your face—it's precious," Joy managed to stutter through her mirth.

We had just related to Sadie about how we got carried away while I was giving Tara a massage. Very carried away. Sexually. How one thing had led to another, and Tara and I ended up having anal intercourse—with Joy's encouragement. Full-blown anal sex complete with internal ejaculation. Sadie had just missed it; the three of us had showered together to cool down and clean up only minutes before her arrival.

Sadie shook her head and used her best "Mom scolding kids" voice. "I turn my back on you kids for one minute, and the next thing I know, you're screwing each other in the ass." She sighed dramatically. "Young people these days." She struggled to maintain her look of indignation. "And, for the record, how dare you do something so monumental without me?"

"Hey, you snooze, you lose," I said.

"I was working! Someone has to pay the bills around here." Sadie lost her straight face and joined us laughing. "Oh my god, this is unbelievable, really. And dammit, so hot. And I missed out. Makes me sad." She made a pouty face. But she looked up at us with a twinkle in her eyes.

"Don't worry," I said. "I'm sure you'll have plenty of opportunities to join in, play, and cum. Tara has become a sex addict."

Tara batted my arm and straightened her back. "Hey, you, I have not! I'm just exploring my emerging sexuality. It's all perfectly innocent." She scrutinized me. "And what I said was, 'I could get addicted to this,' not that I already was." Tara lifted her chin as if she had made a triumphant point.

We chuckled, and Joy offered, "Well, that seems to have settled that." I didn't know what she meant, but I let it go.

"Ok," Sadie finally said after pondering Joy's statement and looking at each of us. "It seems to me that Tara's sexuality has more than awakened—it's erupted, big time. Really sorry I missed out; it sounds like a wild and crazy time. And hot."

"But don't forget that anal sex isn't losing-virginity sex. I haven't gone that far. So, I'm still a Virgin," Tara said emphatically.

As we all chuckled, I heard Sadie mutter under her breath, "And I'm really horny."

I wasn't sure if the other two caught Sadie's last remark, but I knew her well enough to know she was serious. I pulled Joy and Tara in, so we circled Sadie.

"Well, we don't want you to feel left out, do we?" I asked rhetorically. "Let's see if we can catch you up on the fun." I kissed a startled Sadie firmly and sensuously on the lips. I released her and stayed close.

"Oh," Sadie managed to say, looking questioningly at us, unsure what we were up to. Then, as understanding dawned on her, she raised her eyebrows and bit her lip. I slowly unbuttoned her blouse. Sadie stood silently, dutifully, a grin tugging the corner of her mouth.

Without missing a beat, Joy followed my lead; she kissed Sadie on the lips, then slid her blouse off, leaving Sadie in her bra and skirt. "Plenty of us to go around—after all, the roomies who play together stay together." Joy ran her hands across Sadie's bra-covered breasts as if smoothing the fabric, then across her bare belly.

Sadie smiled. "I feel more included already." Her round blue eyes twinkled.

Tara turned Sadie to face her and also kissed her generously on the lips. Then to our mild surprise, she didn't unfasten Sadie's skirt as we expected. Instead, she squatted, reached underneath, pulled down Sadie's panties, and let them fall to the ground; Sadie stepped free. Tara then stood and tugged Sadie's skirt around so the side slit faced the front. "There. You looked so hot with so much on; this should help cool you off."

"Mmm, I think you're right; this is much better," Sadie said. "Well, a good start, anyway." Sadie reached back, unhooked, and dropped her bra. Her soft petite breasts bounced free, and her pink, slightly upturned nipples perked up in the open air.

Despite my recent anal sex with Tara, seeing Sadie topless in her work skirt was mesmerizing and caused my cock to twitch. I practically salivated at seeing her bare tits. Mmm, her nipples are so kissable.

Sadie smiled coyly. "And I'm still a little warm down here."

Then, slowly, Sadie took the bottom of her skirt and pulled each side of the slit open. My brain flooded with memories and a sense of deja vu—the phrase "like theater curtains revealing wonderful new stage designs" flashed in my mind.

The image of Sadie standing and displaying her naked pussy took me back to Plato's Retreat Mat Room. Fuck, this isn't something that seems familiar; it's just like at Plato's. Sadie and I had been together at Plato's in what was tantamount to an orgy, supposedly on a purely voyeuristic basis. But we pushed the envelope a little; Sadie had used the identical curtain-opening movement with her towel to teasingly expose her aroused pussy to me and encourage me to jerk off and cum. Which I did, splattering semen on her legs. God, that was hot. My dick stirred in my loose shorts at the thought.

Sadie lifted her skirt and exposed her entire pussy—vulva and labia lightly dusted and framed by soft blonde pubic hair. "I seem to be a bit underdressed here now. No one joining me?"

Sadie standing topless with her skirt bunched around her waist, caused my cock to swell and create pronounced tenting in my shorts. Her puffy labia and erect clit peeking out from its hood were unobscured by her light pubes. Her wetness clinging to her pussy lips and pubes glinted in the light and betrayed her arousal.

I subconsciously licked my lips. Mmm, that is a deliciously tempting sight. I would love to taste her.

After deflowering Tara's bum, Joy, Tara, and I had cleaned up and were wearing our minimal, evening-in-the-apartment-without-air-conditioning outfits. I wore loose gym shorts; Joy wore a thin cropped tank top and panties; and Tara wore a long loose t-shirt. We glanced at each other, grinned, then stripped. My cock sprung to full attention and bobbled in the air as we stood naked next to Sadie.

Tara flicked open the button on Sadie's skirt, and it fell to the floor. Then, as if responding to an unseen command, we began caressing Sadie's nude body. We stroked, rubbed, and caressed Sadie's nipples, ass, belly, pussy, and thighs. Sadie lifted her arms and arched her back, offering her naked flesh for us to savor.

I nibbled Sadie's neck from behind, my hard cock pressing against her lower back just above her butt crack. Joy kissed and licked Sadie's neck, boobs, and belly, then kneeled and licked around and between her moist labia. Tara leaned in and kissed Sadie's mouth, their tongues intertwined, with her hands rolling and pulling Sadie's erect nipples.

"Feeling better now?" Joy asked Sadie through a mouthful of pussy.

"Oh, very much so. I love our libidos-gone-wild adventures," Sadie panted. "Being freely sexual together." She pulled Joy up to her feet and kissed her passionately, tasting her own juices. Then Sadie stretched, smiled, kissed Tara, then me. We all looked at each other, smiled, and nodded in agreement with Sadie's sentiment.

We stood fully nude for a moment, each reflecting on our thoughts, fantasies, and feelings. I couldn't say what the women were thinking, but I had one thought.  I've waited so long to taste Sadie's succulent pussy, and here she is, ready, willing, and able. And horny.

"I have an overdue task here that I need to address," I announced suddenly, breaking the silence. "And further procrastination is simply unacceptable."

I scooped up Sadie and carried her over to the couch. Joy and Tara padded after us like two little ducklings following their mother, unsure what I was up to. I put Sadie down on the couch so she sat facing forward with her legs slightly spread. Her pussy was wet and inviting; the sight caused an electric flutter of pleasure deep in my belly.

Sadie smiled with delightful anticipation and leaned back against the sofa cushions. Opened her legs wider. Offered easy access. As she spread her legs, her inner labia petals peeled open, revealing the glimmering fresh pinkness around her vaginal entrance.

I dropped to my knees between Sadie's legs and breathed deeply. Sadie's arousal wafted lightly as I absorbed the tantalizing offering before me. Her labia were swollen, and her juices clung like micro dew drops to her pubic hair, lips, and upper thighs. My mind flooded with salacious thoughts. Oh, yeah, I don't just want to taste her—I need to taste her. Fuck, I've craved this. Mmm.

Tara and Joy perched on the couch on opposite sides of Sadie, fondled her tits and looked at me. I smiled at them, then ran my tongue along Sadie's upper thigh to her pussy. I tasted around her vulva, up one side, down the other, then between her cleft up to but not contacting her clit. Sadie's downy blonde pubic hair parted under my tongue; it was hardly noticeable because of its thin, light texture. I tasted her sweet-tangy juices, and my cock throbbed with sexual arousal.

I paused with my mouth on Sadie's pussy, lifted my eyes, and watched Joy and Tara caress Sadie's belly, boobs, and hair. My dick pulsed as they each took a nipple in their mouth and kissed, sucked, and rolled it with their tongues. Tara and Joy looked at each other, leaned in, and connected their lips as if on cue. A sloppy, wet, sexy kiss, with open mouths and soft lips. Their tongues danced and licked—a mix of sensuous, lascivious, and fervent. Then they broke the kiss and returned their lips back to Sadie's nipples.

Damn, that is so fucking sexy; I could almost cum just from seeing this.

I returned my attention to the epicurean treat before me. I slithered my flattened tongue up Sadie's cleft, tasting her, and relishing her juicy sex, then pressed deeper and nibbled her delicate inner labia lips. I gently sucked her silky petals, kissed, and swirled my tongue between and around them, breathing heavily through my nose. A gush of moisture intensified the wetness of her pussy.

Sadie moaned and undulated her pelvis, her breath ragged. I slid my finger into her pussy; her tunnel walls contracted and embraced my intrusion. I continued to lick up and around her clit, which extended from under its hood as if yearning for attention.

I pulled out my finger, shimmering with Sadie's pussy juice, and offered it to her. Tara intervened by grasping my wrist and guiding my wet finger to her lips instead. Tara sucked Sadie's arousal from my finger as if she were pleasuring a mini penis, causing my balls to contract and my dick to throb.

I returned my finger to Sadies' pussy, then added a second finger and pressed and began sliding them in and out. She was warm, wet, and slippery. With my tongue, I alternately circled her clit, flicked my tongue across and around it, then sucked it between my lips with gentle pulses. Finally, I honed in and flicked my tongue rapidly, which created a vibrator-like effect and caused Sadie to moan softly. She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me hard into her, grinding her pussy against my face.

I lifted my gaze, and my dick surged at the sight of Tara and Joy alternating between sucking and caressing Sadie's tits and each other's. Sexual energy enveloped us as I watched their tongues circle and kiss nipples, making them wet and erect, then suck them into their mouths. One would kiss Sadie's lips sensuously and firmly. Then they kissed each other, lips and tongues sliding and slurping, with their hands and fingers dancing over Sadie's tits. A constant movement and changing of sexual pleasuring, of one, of all.

My cock pulsed erratically as I increased the intensity of my pussy-eating. The room was filled with the sounds of heavy, ragged breathing, moaning, humming, and slurping. All our bodies were shining with sweat from the exertion and the heat, making our skin slippery and salty.

Sadie began to writhe and arch her back, tossing her head as she climaxed. With a strained moan, her whole body shuddered, her abs crunched, her legs trembled, and her vagina clamped down on my thrusting fingers. It took all my concentration and coordination to keep my lips and tongue locked on her pussy as she undulated and gyrated her pelvis throughout her orgasm.

I lightened the pressure on Sadie's clit, but it became too sensitive, and she wriggled away from my tongue. My cock throbbed with arousal, jerking erratically in the air, rock hard and craving—no, demanding—release. I was lost in the ecstasy of sexual arousal and couldn't hold back.

I stood with knees bent and pelvis thrust forward, my cock reaching out like an iron flagpole. I pumped my dick firmly and rapidly, aimed at Sadie's wet, swollen pussy. My balls tightened, and I felt semen surge along and out of my shaft as I erupted. Jet after jet of cum painted Sadie's gaping pussy, belly, and thighs, with one rope reaching almost to her tits; the drizzles and globs of semen made abstract designs on her body and her blonde pubes.

I glanced at Tara and Joy; they sat, enthralled by the sight. Joy was moaning and rapidly rubbing her clit, breathing erratically and fast on her way to cumming. Tara looked delighted, like a child who had just received the most wonderful and unexpected gift ever.

Tara looked up at me with wonder. "That was so cool. And you shot so much. I've never seen a guy cum out in the open before—up to now, when I've been around, you've only cum inside us. Inside Joy or me."

My softening cock pulsed as I watched Tara swirl her finger in the splattered cum on Sadie's belly, scoop a dollop up, and press her finger into her mouth. Tara paused as if she were sampling fine wine, then nodded. "I like how it tastes; sort of salty, tangy, and sweet all at once."

It took me a moment to recover from Tara's remarkable statement and action. "Feel free to taste all you want; I'm sure Sadie won't mind. You don't even need to use your fingers," I suggested with hope. Oh, lick her, lick her, use your tongue, use your tongue, please, your tongue... so hot.

"Maybe a little more, then, just for fun." Tara fulfilled my silent prayer. She leaned over and dragged her tongue through the cum on Sadie's belly, down through her matted pubes, and across her clit onto her labia. Sadie jerked involuntarily as Tara's tongue made contact with her hyper-sensitive clit. Tara then sat up and smacked her lips. "Yes, it's just as tasty with a little extra seasoning as plain," Tara said, beaming.

Joy leaned over and gave Tara a sloppy, open-mouth kiss as if trying to taste the cum-pussy mixture secondhand. My nearly flaccid cock pulsed at the sight, despite being exhausted.

"Mmm, that was a most satisfactory greeting," Sadie said, stretching her arms over her head and arching so her tits thrust up into the air. "I feel very-fully-included now." She looked at me slyly but spoke to the group. "But I would still like to watch Mac fuck Tara in the ass, assuming there'll be a next time," she added, chuckling. "But now I'm famished. Think it's about time for dinner?"

We stood, bodies naked, sweaty and hot, and all kissed each other, tasting salty. We confirmed we were hungry and went to the shower to clean up and cool down before dinner.

******

The next day was Saturday, and except for Joy's morning ballet class, we were free. I arranged to meet her for lunch and hang out after—nothing specific. Sadie and Tara planned to take a Yoga class at a local club and go shopping.

The day was beautiful—warm but not oppressively hot, with a light breeze. Joy and I decided to pick up food and enjoy the weather outside. We sat on the grass in the park, ate, felt the warm sun on our faces, and watched the people.

Joy's hair was still in a bun from dance, but a few loose wisps had escaped; they drifted by her ears and fluttered in the breeze. She was exotically beautiful, with tawny colored skin, slightly almond-shaped eyes, full lips, and a cute little nose. Her shorts showed off her well-developed, athletic legs, and a tight tank top highlighted her trim, compact, sexy figure. A dancer's body. An incredible body.

The park was busy, with a range of characters to entertain us. Power walkers strutted using their stilted and odd technique, skateboarders skated, dog walkers walked, an elder couple strolled by holding hands, and a few joggers bounced past. We enjoyed making up histories, goals, or stories about people, or simply watched passively.

"Bobble-boobs, three o'clock," Joy said, nudging me. I followed her gaze and saw a woman with massive tits jogging towards us. If she were wearing a bra it wasn't supporting her; her boobs swayed, bounced, and flopped about chaotically. They looked out of control and, to me, their movement looked painful.

Joy and I watched, fascinated, as the woman passed close by us. We could see the outline and color of huge areolae and nipples. Definitely no bra. More fascinating than sexy.

"How is it you always spot the noteworthy tits?" I asked Joy. "It's the same when we watch TV or movies; you always notice the braless or visible nipples. You'd think I'd be the one with the fine-tuned 'tit-dar.' Oh, and by the way," I added with a grin, "thank you for pointing them out for me when you see something."

Joy shrugged. "My pleasure. And as for not seeing boobs, I think you generally don't pay attention to your surroundings unless you're looking for something. I think it's a guy thing."

Unable to think of a pithy comeback, I nodded. "Probably. But on a related topic, how big do you think Miss bobble-boobs is? Like in bust measurements."

"Big. I'd say a double-D or even an E cup," Joy said. "Now those are big enough to get in the way. Not like Tara's. Remember when she said she thought her boobs were too big and floppy?"

I nodded. A vision of Tara's perfect, firm, bit-more-than-a-handful c-cup tits floated through my mind. "Amazing how self-perception can be so different. And, speaking of Tara, I keep forgetting to ask. What did she mean when she said her boobs were 'blobby-yucks'? What the hell is a blobby-yuck?"

"I don't think it is a real word," Joy snickered and shook her head. "Just a Tara-term. My guess is blobby as in blob-like, and yucks as in yucky."

"Neither of which is true, wouldn't you agree?" I asked.

Joy smiled coyly and nodded. "Yup, Tara's boobs are not blobby or yucky. But I thought it was a cute word."

"Ok," I mused. "Let's see if I've got this right. Miss bobble-boobs has tits that probably do get in the way, unlike blobby-yucks, which, from what I've observed, seem to be a misnomer for perfect tits. So, does that mean 'bobble-boobs' are worse than 'blobby-yucks'?"



Joy spat out her drink as she coughed out a laugh. "You goof." Then she shrugged. "I suppose—but Tara likely mischaracterized hers, so we are left with an unsolvable mystery that will perplex mankind for all time."

"A mystery left for future generations," I added with a smile. That topic was cut short when my attention was diverted by two well-toned girls walking by, wearing very short shorts and cropped tank tops that showed off two sets of perky, firm tits. "Definitely not blobby or bobbles," I commented.

Joy batted my arm. "Hey, I'll do the tit-spotting around here; thank you very much."

As we watched, one of the women bent over with straight legs to tie her shoe. Her shorts rode up and exposed a good third of her bum cheeks. They were lovely bum cheeks.

I turned to Joy. "Do you think she's doing that on purpose? She must know she's partially flashing anyone happening to see, right?"

"I'm pretty sure she must. Unless she's oblivious, which is unlikely, judging from their dress and fitness level. They seem very situationally aware."

"You told me once that thinking people saw you and got turned on was arousing. Think it would be fun to play like that? Show off bits in public, pretend you're not aware?"

Joy bit her lip in thought. "I'm not sure about that one. I guess it would depend on the circumstances, how exposed I'd be, who might see me." She stared at the air a moment as if imagining something.

"Well, one thing is an absolute certainty; anyone seeing any part of you naked would be getting an incredible treat. You would make their day and give them an image to conjure up for the rest of their lives... when helping themselves if you know what I mean."

Joy giggled. "Well, that certainly is an exaggeration. But remember, flattery will get you everywhere."

We stood and walked through the wooded paths, holding hands and enjoying the day. Wandered, chatted, and watched people for a good half hour. My hand suddenly tugged back, and I realized Joy had stopped. She tipped her head and flicked her eyes towards some trees. "And I think you'll agree here that you owe me a special, 'thanks-for-pointing-out-babes' treat.

Intrigued, I peered where she indicated—a small gap between tree branches and bushes, through which a sun-speckled clearing was visible. My eyes widened in surprise when I saw what Joy had spotted. A woman was lying on her back, sunning herself, totally naked. Her large boobs were flattened by gravity, and her big dark nipples and areolae contrasted with her lighter skin—her tits reminded me of odd-colored fried eggs. The woman had a prominently raised pubic mound that sported a thick mass of dark hair. She was lying there, in plain sight, nude. In public. In the middle of New York City.

"Damn," was all I could manage. I scrutinized the area and realized that the clearing was secluded. It seemed blocked from view all around except our specific viewpoint, where we happened to be able to peek through and see the sunbather. If I were alone, or Joy hadn't pointed it out, I never would have noticed or seen her. Yes, thank you, Joy, you've definitely earned a babe-spotting reward today.

"I could do that," Joy said. Her voice startled me out of my reverie. "It would be like being in a secret garden or hidden oasis. Naked, exposed, but not really seen. Risky, but not a high risk. And no one would know us. Wonder how you get in there?"

I looked at Joy, eyebrows raised and a smile on my face. And if we were alone there, maybe we would get up to more than sunbathing. "Lost inhibitions rippling out into the public now? Ready for some outdoor playing, perhaps?"

"Maybe... it sounds fun—and sexy. But also maybe some other time. It seems to be getting less private in there now."

Another woman appeared wearing tiny shorts and a loose tank top. She sat on a towel beside Miss Nude and peeled off her shirt. Yay, no bra. I saw a flash of her dark naked breasts with brown nipples before she turned and lay on her stomach. I was mildly disappointed that she left her shorts on. Dang. Nothing to see here, folks; move along now. Joy and I stood a bit longer, peeking at the two women, then started walking to our apartment.

Joy and I arrived back at the apartment about twenty minutes later. I entered first, took a few steps toward the living room, and froze.

"What the fu—" I began as Joy bumped into my back, then looked past me to see why I stopped. My mind—and probably Joy's—struggled to process the scene before us.

Tara and Sadie were sitting facing each other, naked from the waist down. Bottomless. Just bottomless—they had tops on. Their bent legs were spread wide to their sides, crossing the other's ankles. Their naked pussies were open and displayed, just feet apart. Displayed to each other.

I stared and silently absorbed the unexpected vision. Tara's longer legs reached beyond Sadie's, but she sat only slightly taller—much of her 5'8 height must be in her phenomenal legs. Her dark trimmed pubic hair hovered above bare labia like a little crown. Sadie's light-colored pubes were less visible against her pale skin and didn't do much to cover her sex.

"Hi guys, we're over here," Sadie called out.

"I... I can see that" I stammered. Joy and I exchanged bewildered looks as we moved into the room, our eyes glued to the improbable and sexy tableau.

"So, what do we have here? Um... er, 'show and tell' time?" I asked.

"Just some girl talk," Tara said.

"Wow, must be a remarkable talk," Joy said, shaking her head in wonder. "Can't wait to hear about this conversation."

Tara and Sadie stayed in their explicit positions without a hint of awkwardness or embarrassment.

"Sadie and I were talking about sex and women masturbating," Tara said. "And how you can use different techniques. I had only pressed one fingertip on my clit and rubbed back and forth, but Sadie said sometimes she wedges it between two fingers and rubs in circles."

I felt my balls contract, and my dick twitched. This is so hot; they're just sitting there with their pussies wide open—talking about masturbating. Fuuckk. I nodded to Tara with arousal and intrigue. "Ok... and?"

"I hadn't realized, or thought about it, actually, that women wanked differently." Tara looked directly at Sadie. "Then, we started talking about differences between pussies, and I admitted that I'd never actually looked closely at a pussy in real life—even my own. Of course, I've seen my own to clean or shave, but I've never really examined it. So, here we are." Tara looked at us with conviction as if that explained everything.

Joy and I exchanged glances. Then Joy turned to Sadie. "So... you decided to give an in-person demonstration?"

"Pretty much," Sadie chuckled. "When I tried to describe different pussies and various ways of stimulating our clits, it seemed confusing. Somehow we decided it would be easier if I simply showed her, and we tried different things." She started absent-mindedly stroking her pussy as she spoke.

"Masturbation lessons?" I looked between the two beautiful, half-naked women with wonder. This is wilder than fantasy—they act like this is a normal everyday conversation. Just chewin' the fat, spreadin' their pussies for each other. The image of their gaping genitals just feet from each other burned into my mind.

Sadie thought a moment. "Hmm, not really lessons. More like exploration and experimentation." Her eyes twinkled. "A little biology, a little anatomy, and a lot of sexual stimulation."

Joy had been listening with interest and leaned into me, her hand on my butt. "Well, I have to say, um, this is pretty hot, seeing you two like this. Er, so, is this just clinical? Or are you guys getting turned on here?" She bit the corner of her lip, eyes alight with arousal. "Cause I sure am. And we only just got here."

My cock was pressing painfully inside my tighter "outdoor" shorts. I looked at Joy and nodded my agreement. "Ditto here," I smiled and unabashedly grabbed my crotch and adjusted my hard-on in my shorts. "Ditto" seemed to be the word of the week.

Sadie looked at us with a coy smile. "Mmm, well, maybe you should see for yourselves how turned on we are." She licked her lip slowly, teasing. Tara slipped her fingers between her legs and gently rubbed her clit—waiting, horny.

I looked at Joy, then at Tara and Sadie. I folded an arm behind my back, lifted a finger, and tried my best Sherlock Holmes. "Watson, I believe it is incumbent on us to conduct a preliminary investigation into this matter to ascertain the libidinous status of the half-naked wild creatures before us. In the interest of scientific advancement, of course."

Joy's lips broke into a wide grin. "Indubitably, sir. I concur... for the advancement of science."

Bowing slightly, I gestured towards Tara for Joy to proceed. Then I went over to Sadie and knelt next to her. I slid my open palm along Sadie's thigh to her pussy. I stroked my fingers across her labia and pressed slightly into her folds. I then scrutinized my finger.

"Hmm, very moist here," I said. "Using incisive deductive reasoning, I conclude that Sadie is most sexually aroused—horny, I believe is the common vernacular." Sadie giggled at my nonsense, having squirmed under my touch.

I pressed my finger into Sadie's wet vagina and dropped my Sherlock simulation. I stroked up across Sadie's pulsing clit and caressed her belly up to her tits. She twisted one leg inward to face me in a modified hurdler's position. Cupping one of her soft, petite boobs, I leaned in and kissed her. I felt her nipple harden against my palm, in sync with my cock throbbing in my shorts.

I spoke quietly in a husky voice and brushed her ear with my lips. "We are so going to fuck, here and now. I've longed to ever since Plato's." Sadie flicked her eyes towards Joy, and I interjected, "All's good with Joy; remember, roommates playing together and all."

Sadie nodded with a grin and tipped her head to the side, offering her neck. I kissed down, nibbled along her soft skin, over her collarbone, and swiveled my tongue around her eraser-sized nipples, kissing each before sitting up.

"Excuse me a moment; I'm painfully overdressed here," I said. I stripped off my shirt and wriggled out of my shorts, finally giving my turgid cock some relief from its confinement. "Ah, that's better," I sighed.

"Ditto," Sadie said, copying my earlier reply. She eyed my twitching hard-on. "Very much better." She tucked her legs around, rocked onto her knees, grasped my erection, and pulled me against her. Our nude bodies pressed together, her tits against my chest, my cock trapped between us against her belly. I grabbed her butt and pulled her tight, and we kissed again.

Our lips separated, and a guttural moan diverted our attention to Joy and Tara next to us on the floor. They sat facing each other with their legs in front and extended past each other's sides. Joy had her hand under Tara's shirt, doing something pleasant to her breasts that caused Tara's head to loll back with a moan. My cock twitched against Sadie's belly as Joy pulled Tara's t-shirt off and freed her magnificent tits.

Joy cupped and caressed Tara's boobs, lifting and exploring them like a delicate sculpture she had just discovered. Tara thrust her chest forward, offering herself to Joy, unabashedly flaunting her breasts. I felt a churning deep in my balls at the sight. Fuck, that's hot; I guess Tara's over her qualms about her tits. Joy then bent forward and lifted one of Tara's hefty orbs to her lips.

Sadie and I watched, enthralled, frozen in our kneeling full-body-press. My cock twitched erratically against Sadie's belly as we surveilled the pair.

Joy's lips approached Tara's erect nipple, engulfing it with a slurpy kiss. She then ran her tongue around the nipple, then pulled it between her lips, sucking. I couldn't believe how erotic the simple act of seeing lips on a nipple was. Occasionally, Joy would suck the entire areola into her mouth, then move to just teasing the nipple. She took her time, relishing the experience and maximizing their shared pleasure.

Joy pulled back with one of Tara's nipples gently in her teeth, stretching then releasing it—the stretched nipple snapped back into its perfect form, proudly standing atop Tara's tit, surrounded by her perfect pink areola. I felt Sadie's hand start to stroke my dick as Joy moved from one boob to another, pausing to kiss Tara's lips en route.

Then Joy stood and stripped, joining the rest of us in full nudity, and somehow released her long black hair from its bun with one smooth motion. Then she knelt down and gently pushed Tara back to the floor. "I can't wait to taste you," Joy breathed. She stroked the insides of Tara's thighs, then followed the same path with her lips and tongue. Either Joy's tongue or finger made direct contact with Tara's pussy, because Tara suddenly gasped and arched her back with a moan, her boobs rocking with the motion.

Sadie and I smiled at each other, more aroused from seeing our two friends. My dick was throbbing, and waves of arousal flipped in my belly. Sadie sank down on her heels and looked at my cock in her hand. "I think a little appetizer sounds nummy, don't you?"

Evidently, it was a rhetorical question because Sadie didn't wait for an answer before taking my dick into her mouth and enveloping my cock head with her lips. Then she relaxed her lips and took in half my shaft, her blue eyes lifted and looking at me. Took me deep, then pulled back almost out but left my cock head in. My rod pulsated in her warm, wet mouth as her tongue swirled around the ridge of its head, tickled my tiny hole, and pressed against the sensitive underside as she sucked me in deeper.

Sadie gingerly cupped and pulled slightly on my balls with one hand and jerked the base of my dick that was not in her mouth with the other. Heat and sexual pleasure radiated throughout my groin. I knew if she continued, I would cum sooner than I wanted.

"Mmm, this is fantastic; you're amazing. But I'm selfish—I want my cock inside you." I pulled Sadie onto my lap, facing me with her legs forward on either side. My rock-hard cock stood between us, its shaft pressing vertically against her labia. Our eyes met, and my arousal was reflected in hers, alight with desire.

"Oh, yeah, I want that, want you... fuck me... fill me up, big boy," Sadie panted and smiled playfully. She rocked her pelvis so my cock slid back and forth between her slippery pussy lips.

I lifted Sadie and lowered her so her pussy brushed my yearning cock. Sadie grasped my dick and smeared my cock's tip on and between her puffy labia, slathering it with her abundant juices, then lined it up with her entrance. I released her so she dropped down, and I slipped smoothly inside her; Sadie moaned with pleasure as we joined. We sat still for a moment, savoring the feeling of fullness, of connection, and smiled.

"Mmm, fuck, that feels so good," I sighed. "A perfect fit." My cock throbbed, and my balls felt electrical surges of pleasure. Sadie pressed her lips to mine, humming with pleasure.

"I wanted to fuck you back when we were in the Mat Room at Plato's," Sadie said quietly, intimately, with ragged breath. "And then watching you and Joy was so hot... and everything else since... mmm, so worth the wait."

Sadie gyrated her pelvis, gripping my dick with her pussy. Her vaginal walls clamped down, then released, clenched, pulsed, and undulated as if milking me—it felt fantastic, unlike anything I'd felt before. Fucking hell, how is she doing this? It's like her pussy is alive, fucking me without me even moving.

Sadie's breathing became heavier, and our skin was coated in a fine layer of sweat. The familiar building of an orgasm roiled my balls, but I wanted to make it last and to feel more friction when I came.

I rocked Sadie onto her back into a missionary position without completely withdrawing from her; she wrapped her strong legs around my back and pulled me closer. I pressed deep into her, pulled nearly out, then smoothly in. At the same time, I took her nipple in my lips, sucking, tonguing, teasing. Sadie moaned with pleasure, and I started to pump in and out with long, powerful strokes. Our rhythm was broken and overpowered by a loud cry from next to us.

I slowed my thrusting into Sadie, and we both looked over to see Tara on her back, writhing, with Joy's face buried in her pussy. I almost shot my load as Tara had a tremendous orgasm. I held still inside Sadie, and we watched, mesmerized. Tara cried out—loudly—and violently arched her back, then contracted forward, visibly shaking and shuddering as her orgasm ripped through her body. She panted, and I could see her belly quivering as she caught her breath and came down from her very high place.

Joy lifted her head, looked at Tara, then over at us, and smiled; her mouth and face were smeared with Tara's pussy juice. Joy sat back, held a wet finger into the light, then licked it—revealing that her mouth, tongue, and finger had worked with perfect unity. Way to go, Joy, what a memorable first lesbian cunnilingus for Tara, yeah!

An insistent pulsating and clenching around my dick brought my attention back to Sadie; she was doing that magical vagina grippy thing again. Our eyes met, and we both smiled. "How are you doing that?" I asked. "Or maybe, what the hell are you doing with your pussy? It feels amazing."

Sadie giggled. "It's called Kegel—helps you fuck better." She pursed her lips. "But enough talking. We're sort of in the middle of having sex here, in case you forgot." Sadie wiggled her tongue at me. I cut short her cheeky attitude by thrusting hard into her and kissing her. "Mmm, that's more like it," she grinned blissfully.

My dick, which had softened slightly, swelled back to full attention, and I pumped in and out of Sadie's warm, wet pussy. I couldn't tell if she continued undulating her vagina as I thrust more fervently, but it felt incredible.

Suddenly, like a porn fantasy, we were joined on each side by Tara and Joy—they had crawled over to us while Sadie and I had taken our little hiatus. Oh my god, this is... mmm.

Tara, Joy, and I watched my cock pummel in and out of Sadie's pussy, my glistening shaft appearing, then disappearing into Sadie's downy-hair-dusted labia. However, Joy and Tara didn't watch for long before joining the fun. Tara leaned over and started licking and sucking Sadie's nipples, and Joy turned my head and gave me a tongue-slathering kiss. I could taste Tara's pussy on Joy's mouth and lips as we kissed. My dick twitched inside Sadie as I recognized the flavor.

I cupped Joy's tit, circled her erect nipple with my finger and thumb, then squeezed the whole breast—just about a perfect handful. Looking down, I saw Tara lick her way up to Sadie's mouth, and the two locked in a passionate kiss, each squeezing and caressing the other's boobs. I liked that idea, so I leaned down and took Joy's nipple and sucked, licked, and kissed it. Joy moaned softly in response.

Then, as if by some silent cue, Joy and Tara moved down almost in unison so their faces were inches from Sadie's pussy. Kissing distance from my cock as they watched it pound in and out of Sadie's tunnel. To this day, the mental image of my dick buried in Sadie's muff with the two nude women a tongues-lick away is an indelible part of my wank-bank fantasy material.

I leaned back to give them better access to Sadie's pussy—our carnal entrance point. I slowed my thrusts to a nice, even rhythm as I watched to see what would happen. I wasn't disappointed.

Tara circled Sadie's clit with a finger, spellbound. She then licked Sadie's juice from her finger and smiled at Joy. Tara and Joy kissed, tongues intertwined, wet, and open-mouthed. Tara next dropped her cheek onto Sadie's vulva; I could feel her breath on the wetness of my shaft when I pulled outwards. Tara parted her lips, slid her tongue out, and licked around and over Sadie's clit and occasionally on my dick as I pumped in and out of Sadie. I felt Sadie's vagina ripple in response to the new stimulation, which caused my cock to surge with electrical energy.



My balls churned with arousal, nearly as much from the mind-blowing optics as the physical stimulation. Tara licked Sadie's pussy and clit, then lifted her lips to meet Joy's; they slid their tongues around, against, and in each other's mouths as if sharing the tasty treat of Sadie's arousal. Then, I nearly lost it when they switched, and Joy licked Sadie, ran her tongue around Sadie's clit, through her pubes, then back up to kiss Tara. I'd never seen such erotic and arousing kissing as Joy and Tara displayed.

Sadie writhed and undulated, her body responding to the overload of sexual stimulation, groaning with pleasure. Our bodies were drenched with sweat in the heat, our breathing heavy and loud. I watched my shaft—in, out, in, out—and the women's lips and tongues right there, kissing and sharing pussy. It was overwhelmingly sexy.

Joy suddenly broke my rhythm by grabbing my shaft during a coital out-stroke. I slipped out of Sadie's pussy, and two things happened. Sadie looked up surprised, and Joy slid my cock into her mouth. Deep into her mouth. I was confused and unsure what was happening. But after four or five deep sucks, Joy shoved my dick back into Sadie's opening, and I continued thrusting. Holy shit, this is hot; Joy's cleaning Sadie off my dick in mid-fuck.

I looked up and caught Sadie's eye. She was watching me, then her pussy, with confusion and mischief. But she caught on to what was happening before I did.

After several thrusts in Sadie, Joy grabbed my cock again and gulped it into her mouth, transferring my pumping motion and Sadie's love juices into her. Then she guided me back into Sadie's pussy. The third time Joy snatched my pecker out of Sadie, she offered it to Tara, who engulfed my full length at full speed into her mouth. Fuck I'm deep; is she deep-throating me?

I had hardly registered Tara's skill before I was back inside Sadie. The women repeated the sequence over and over. In and out of Sadie's sopping pussy, into a mouth, back into pussy. I briefly considered that it must feel disjointed for Sadie, but she didn't say anything. I, of course, had no problem with it and felt my nascent climax building again.

Maybe the women had planned it out. I never did find out. But it felt incredible and looked incredible. Seeing my shaft sliding into the women's lips, gripped and sucked, then seeing it pumping into Sadie's blonde pussy next to the two beautiful women's faces was mind-blowing.

Soon I felt my point of no return approaching. So much stimulation over so long—edging, nearly cumming several times—the different stimulation, both visual and physical, promised to produce a prodigious orgasm.

"I'm not going to last much longer," I panted. "I'm so high, so close... god, can't stop it." I looked at the three women. "Where should I cum?"

"In me—"Sadie began

"On her pussy—" Joy interrupted.

"I want to see you cum," Tara blurted.

"Fuck, wherever," Sadie panted. "In me, on me, over me, on them, in them. Doesn't matter, but I'm gonna cum any second, so please hold on that long, Mac."

Joy, ever the practical one, jumped into action and vigorously rubbed Sadie's clit. Sadie bellowed in response to the additional stimulation like a woman possessed.

"Oh, god, yes, that's good," Sadie cried. "Mac, fuck me HARD with your big, hard cock!" She gyrated her pelvis against Joy's fingers as I pounded my dick into her.

Sadie came first. She shuddered, bucked her hips several times, contracted her pelvis, and froze. Her face contorted, and she held her breath, then let out a long, high-pitched squealing/humming sound, almost like the muffled sound of someone trying not to sneeze but drawn out in length.

For several seconds, Sadie's only movement was invisible to the others. But I felt it. Sadie's vaginal walls spasmed and rippled and clenched on my cock, like muscles gone into some sort of seizure, like nothing I'd ever felt before or since.

I delayed my ejaculation as long as I could but then lost it. My full balls clenched, and I erupted. Everything happened lightning fast, but my memory is so clear it seemingly happened in slow-motion.

As I came, my first two jets of cum blasted deep inside Sadie. I pulled out of Sadie's vagina, continuing to blast cum like a fire hose; the next shot landed partly inside and partly between and on her labia. Once out in the air, I grabbed and jerked my dick, the tip still brushing Sadie's sex. I closed my eyes, lolled my head back with pleasure, and continued to pump semen on Sadie's labia and vulva.

And into Tara's mouth.

As I ejaculated, Tara grabbed my dick and directed two or three spasms of cum onto her outstretched tongue and mouth, pooling globs of semen on her tongue. She looked at me, her luminous green eyes twinkling.

Then, as my climax began to wind down, Joy's face appeared like a hungry bird seeking food next to Tara. Tara pointed my pulsing cock towards Joy's extended tongue; the last remnants of my ejaculate dribbled into Joy's mouth.

Tara released my semi-hard cock. She and Joy looked at each other momentarily, then leaned in and sensuously connected their cum-covered tongues. They pressed, slid, and swirled my semen around each other's tongues, sharing the precious cargo they had collected. Then they kissed, lips open, moving, and sucking. They separated slightly, exposing their dancing tongues—a string of cum stretched from tongue to tongue before breaking. They then moved back into a sloppy, wet kiss.

My cock surged as I watched the erotic oral display. I glanced up, and, like a film changing emphasis from near to far, Sadie's face came into focus, and the kissing women blurred.

Sadie was propped up on her elbows and watched Joy and Tara with rapt attention. "Mmm, nummy—care to share?" Sadie said, her eyes crinkling. Joy responded first and kissed Sadie as she caressed her tits and nipples.

Tara briefly tracked Joy's movement, then turned to me and grasped my softening dick. She slurped my cock into her warm mouth, sucking, licking, and tasting Sadie's clinging juices—mushing it around with her tongue and lips. My post-climax sensitivity trumped my pleasure and I reluctantly had to disengage myself from her steamy orifice. Tara then sat back with a self-satisfied expression, sighed, and smiled.

We ended our tactile engagements and sat in a loose circle coated with sweat, cum, saliva, and pussy juice. Our hair was matted, our naked bodies glistened, and our breathing was heavy. The heat was oppressive. But we smiled from one to the other, feeling euphoric, sated, and relaxed.

"Wow," I said with a sigh. I grinned. "I mean, just... wow."

"Ditto," Sadie and Joy said almost in unison, then laughed. I thought that word was overstaying its welcome, but I loved its embodied spirit, so I didn't mind.

Tara stretched with her arms up to the sides; her back arched, and her tits lifted. Then she abruptly dropped her arms and looked at us earnestly. "Ok, guys. Um, seriously, here, I've got to talk to you. I think... um, maybe... er, ok. Here I go."

She glanced at each of us in turn. "Maybe I really am addicted to sex—I love doing all of this so much. And I'm horny all the time now, and I think about it a lot when we're not up to things." She sat back, looking relieved at having unburdened her worries to us.

We paused, trying to suppress our smiles, uncertain whether Tara was joking. Sadie managed to alleviate Tara's concerns. "Well, if loving sex, being horny, fantasizing about sex, and getting off means someone is addicted to sex, then I think we all are." Joy and I nodded, tiny grins playing on our lips.

"Welcome to the wonderful world of sexual pleasure, Tara," I said. "So much pleasure, licentiousness, and you haven't even had sex yet." I winked at her.

Joy spoke up. "I can think of lots more sexy adventures, and I might be craven, but I'm having tons of fun. We can have fun being sex-mad together... but later. 'Cause now, I need a shower."

We all concurred and shuffled into the shower together. We repeated our helpful soaping and stroking, hugging, and pressing of bodies.

After, we napped, read, and rested, then gathered after dinner to lounge and have an after-dinner drink or two. We were back in our minimalist coverings; sitting with fabric between our butts and cushions or carpet felt more comfortable. For the moment, we all felt sexually satisfied and kept our hands—and mouths and genitals—to ourselves.

"So, I have a question." I looked at Sadie. "That kinkle thing you were doing with your pussy—"

"You mean Kegel," Sadie corrected.

"Yeah, ok, that. How did you learn to do that? It felt amazing."

Joy and Tara glanced between Sadie and me, confused.

"What are you talking about?" Joy asked.

"It's a pelvic floor exercise," Sadie said. "Called Kegel. It strengthens the bladder and helps with pregnancy, childbirth, surgery, and the like. But the exercise also causes the vagina to contract—and women can focus on that and train to control and strengthen their vaginal muscles. Which can be fun during sex."

"I can attest to that," I said. "Sadie can do amazing things with her pussy." I chuckled and raised my hand. "I vote that kragel should be required training for every woman."

"Kegel," Sadie said with a sigh. "And wow, that's not a male-chauvinist statement at all." She looked at me with a hint of tease. "Men can do it too, you know. Helps control urination... and... ejaculation; maybe a useful skill during sex." She raised her eyebrows up and down with a suggestive smile.

"Interesting," Joy interjected. She lifted her chin dramatically and tried to look introspective. "To Kegel, or not to Kegel, that is the question. Whether 'tis nobler in the pussy... er, whether it's male or female—" She cut off her soliloquy with a cough and giggled. "Anyway, it does sound like it could be fun to learn if Sadie's willing to teach us."

Joy looked at Sadie. "Of course, in keeping with your teaching methods, it would be less confusing if you were to show us. Kind of an extension of your elite masturbation lessons."

"Well, that raises some fun possibilities," Sadie grinned. "Certainly one of many fun things we can get into." She tilted her head. "Naughty and sexy things, of course. After all, we only have a few more weeks here this summer."

"Yes, let's talk about more sexy things," Tara said. "I already don't want our summer here to end."

"Mac and I had an interesting experience today in the park," Joy said. "Raised some intriguing ideas."

"Ooh, do tell." Sadie leaned forward with anticipation. "You gave him a handjob under a picnic table? Or saw someone humping on a bench?" Images of couples fucking in plain sight at Plato's Retreat flashed through my mind.

We laughed, and Joy continued. "No, but you're not totally off-base. We saw a woman sunbathing naked."

"What, like, totally naked? Right out in the open, in public? Tara asked, her face alight with interest.

"Nekkid as the day she was born," I said, with a twangy accent. "Nary a stitch on, all her bits on display."

Joy just looked at me. Then rolled her eyes and shook her head. "She was totally nude, yes, in a clearing. But she was not visible to most people because of where she was lying, even though it was technically in public. We just happened to find a gap in the trees and saw her."

"To be accurate, Joy saw her," I added. "I would've missed her if Joy hadn't spotted and pointed her out." I looked at Joy with faux pride. "She's a professional Boobs and Sexy-Bits Spotter." Joy shook her head in exasperation and said nothing.

Tara had a dreamy look on her face. "That sounds fun, being naked like that—risky and naughty but mostly safe."

"Would you do that, then?" Joy asked Tara. "Even if some people would see you?"

Tara smiled slyly... and nodded.

"What about you?" Sadie asked Joy. "Would you like to do something like that? Be nude in public, possibly seen by strangers?" Sadie asked. "I remember that you liked being nude and swimming and such when we were at Plato's... but you didn't think you would want to actually do it in a public place near home because people might recognize you."

Joy nodded, biting her lip. "You're right. But things seem different now, after Plato's, and I might not feel the same. When I saw the nude woman today, out in public but mostly hidden, I thought it was sexy and erotic, and naughty. I thought about doing that and liked the idea—something I could do."

Her eyes drifted, then snapped back into focus. "Ok, I guess it's more than that—something I want to do."

I listened to the interaction, intrigued by how things were moving naturally. But thought a little nudge couldn't hurt. "Joy and I talked about being nude like that and how showing off or being seen in other situations would feel. Whether it was a turn-on to think people might get aroused seeing us—nude, flashing, or doing sexual things."

Tara had her "pondering and working things out" face. "Like giving sneak peeks, or like sexual things in public?"

"Could be either," I said. Then to the group. "Here's a question. If you knew someone could see you nude, flashing, or doing something sexual—like having sex or masturbating—and were in a safe situation, what would you do? Stop, cover, or give a treat?"

I looked from one to the other. All three women pondered, apparently running images or ideas through their minds.

"Well," Joy began. "I know it sounds like a cop-out, but it would depend on the circumstances." Sadie and Tara both nodded absently, following along and agreeing.

I nodded sagely as if weighing some philosophical concept. At least they're not saying stop or cover—some potential here. "Ok, when and what would be ok, and when not?"

"I would need to feel safe, so probably not alone—one or all of you would have to be either doing it with me or nearby so I don't get accosted or anything." Joy nodded affirmatively to her own statement.

"And not something that would get us arrested or in trouble. So in a place where things are allowed, not too risky, or doing something and be able to say it was not on purpose," Sadie said. "For instance, at Plato's, pretty much anything goes, but we couldn't just start fucking on a park bench outside in public. But it would be ok if we pretended to accidentally flash and, if challenged, could claim it wasn't intentional."

I enjoyed how we immediately moved from a hypothetical idea to specific parameters around actually doing things.

"We could pretend we don't know something is showing," Tara said, her imagination firing enthusiastically. "Like bending over and guys could see down our tops but acting like it was an accident, or that we don't realize we were exposed."

The image of the woman in the park bending over and showing her bum cheeks flashed in my mind. "Or bending down and showing your butt cheeks—short skirt or shorts," I added.

"I think having a stranger see things they're not supposed to sounds pretty hot," Sadie said thoughtfully. "To answer your earlier question, if someone saw me naked or doing something sexual—like masturbating—what would I do. If I didn't have to interact with them or could just pretend I didn't know they were peeping, I think it would be hot to just keep going; let 'em watch. Hopefully, they would get off on it."

"Ooh, you naughty girl, you," Joy teased. "But I think so, too. The idea someone is turned on by seeing me is hot. Makes me feel sexy and feminine, and in some ways, powerful."

"I'm getting kind of turned on talking about this—imagining things," Tara said. "If I knew the guy—or girl, I suppose—I think it would be fun to expose myself but pretend I wasn't aware. Otherwise, I would feel awkward. Unless I were trying to flirt or start something."

"Addicted to sex," I sang in a made-up tune, then blew her a sexy kiss.

Tara looked at me with an exaggerated scowl. "Grr, you." Then stuck out her tongue at me.

"Careful with that tongue, young lady. You're going to give me a boner."

"Too late," Joy chortled, glancing at the tent in my shorts. Then she rolled her shoulders sensuously, stroked my erection through my gym shorts, and sang the famous chorus from the song Lady Marmalade: "Voulez-vous coucher avec moi, ce soir?"

Sadie and Tara joined the chorus in not-quite-in-tune harmony. "Voulez-vous coucher avec moi?" Then they all burst out laughing.

"Ok, you got me. You're all too damn sexy for me." I shook my head. "Tonight, today, tomorrow—yes, I'd love to sleep with you all." I chuckled. "And Patti LaBelle called to tell you not to give up your day jobs."

I held up my hand and put on my back-to-business-serious face. "But I'm curious. Back to what we were talking about before we were rudely interrupted by sexy songs—"

"You started it," laughed Joy. "You're one to talk." She shook her head. "But yes, I would like to hear more from Tara about being spied on doing sexy nude things."

I nodded and turned back to Tara. "Ok, so if you know the guy, nothing direct unless you're trying to seduce him and have not-sex." Tara batted my arm but stayed silent. "What if the peeper were a stranger, or you weren't showing things overtly?" I asked.

Tara paused. "I'm not sure I would openly do things directly to someone, like flash or wank, If I could see them or they could say or do something. That stuff is great when I'm with you guys, but that's different; with you, it's sexy and fun and safe." She looked at me for some reason and bit her lip. "But if they were spying on me and I didn't know who they were or knew but I wasn't directing things towards them, I could see just continuing. Give them a bit of a treat, as you say."

My cock pulsed at the thought, notwithstanding my explosive orgasm earlier. Then, despite concern it might backfire and cause everyone to cover up, I decided to point out that we were pretty visible where we were. "I'm not sure you realize it, but we've probably been watched here in our apartment—often, possibly right now."

Tara looked around in alarm as if seeking someone in the room with us. Joy grinned, remembering our earlier conversation. And Sadie simply smirked, revealing she was already aware. I clarified for Tara.

"No one is here in the apartment, don't worry. I'm talking about outsiders looking in at us. At night, with the curtains open on the big windows facing the back courtyard, we are certainly visible to a lot of people—for them, we must look like a full-color, live-action movie."

Tara's face opened with understanding—but not embarrassment. "Shit, of course, that's so obvious. I just didn't think about it—everything looks dark from in here. But you're right." She looked at us, down at herself, and around the room as if trying to piece together the situation and decide how she felt about it. "That means when we're naked, or touching—sexy things... all on display."

I nodded. "Yep. Strangers probably watching. Maybe getting turned on—I would if I saw you three naked. Maybe they're wanking. Or, maybe couples spy on us together, get horny, and have sex while watching us."

"Fuucck, that's so damn hot," Sadie said. "I don't know about you, but I'm getting seriously wet thinking about strangers getting turned on seeing us. Kind of want to give them a show. Does that make me a pervert?"

Joy responded as I had previously. "No, it makes you unrepressed and sexually enlightened." She winked at me, then added, "And pretty much an exhibitionist."

"Sort of like why people go to Plato's," I said. "To see and be seen, get aroused knowing others are watching and getting hot."



"Experience the power, ego boost, risk, and fun." Joy leaned over and nibbled Sadie's ear. "I feel the same way." She sat back and looked at Tara.

"Yes, I can see that," Tara said. "Thinking about it now, though, I'm not sure I would have done everything we've done naked—and things like oral or anal sex—if I'd thought about doing it in front of people..." She looked at each of us, lips pursed. "You really think they might be masturbating or screwing while watching us?"

We glanced at each other, then all nodded.

"I sure as hell would be," I said.

"Same here," said Joy with a grin.

"Double ditto for me," Sadie said.

"Hmm. Well, I'm glad I didn't realize how on display we were at the time," Tara said. "Although it's so damn obvious now that it's pointed out."

"Why glad you didn't realize?" Joy asked.

"Because I wouldn't want to have missed out on what we've been doing, and I am glad nothing inhibited me from the fun. That was then, though—if people are watching now, well, as they say, 'that ship has sailed,' and good for them." Tara smiled, arched her back, and ran her fingers through her hair. "And yes, it's pretty hot knowing we might be arousing our neighbors... let 'em see, make their day, I say."

Fuck, what's happening here? I silently cheered at the universal acceptance—embracement—of our exhibitionism.  We're turning into sex-addled exhibitionists. I felt a surge in my groin as I imagined showing off my gorgeous sexy lovers, proud to be with them. Loving being a part of them. Oh, this is so fucking hot.

 "Sounds like we have a whole playbook of fun adventures to work with," Joy said. "In addition to wild and crazy sex, naturally." She ran her hands up her belly, over the thin fabric covering her compact boobs, and through her long black hair. "I'm pretty horny just talking about it. And... it is really getting hot in here."

My dick throbbed in my loose shorts as Joy pulled off her tank top. She looked at us, topless, wearing only tiny lace panties. "That feels better—cooler and more natural. And I don't have to change for bed."

She looked at me coyly. "Oops, oh no, I hope no one can look in and see me here, see my bare boobies." She giggled and cupped her compact tits, turning and giving a good view towards the windows.

Tara and Sadie chuckled and stood. "Damn fine idea," Sadie said, pulling off her t-shirt and grinning. "Voila! Ready for beddy-bose." She tugged her nipples and jiggled her tits. Then she stretched her nipples out then released them. "Nighty-night." Sadie looked at us, her nipples standing hard and erect—little pink soldiers ready for action. Then she shimmied her shoulders towards our anonymous voyeurs—causing her tits to wobble uncontrollably—and walked into the bedroom.

Tara laughed and followed Sadie toward their shared bedroom. She paused by the door, peeled off her loose top, and stood fully nude for a moment—she had nothing on under her t-shirt. "Cooler. Sexier." She sighed. "Hope they're enjoying the view 'cause they'll miss out seeing me satisfy my horniness." She then blew us a kiss and followed Sadie into the bedroom.

An electric wave of sexual energy radiated from my crotch. So sexy. Is Tara going to wank, or play with Sadie? Mmm, to be a fly on the wall in that room...

My attention was diverted as I watched Joy walk into the kitchen, her ass muscles flexing and her hips swaying. She filled a glass with ice and water and stood topless, in her tiny lace panties, sipping on her drink. The lighter color of her panties almost glowed against her golden skin. Joy took a few drops from her glass with her fingertips and dribbled water on her nipples. Her areolae crinkled, and her nipples practically jumped off her boobs as they hardened.

I hurriedly pulled out our sofa bed and peeled off my shorts. My erection jumped and twitched. I stood naked, focusing on Joy, still standing in the bright kitchen light. The water droplets on her nipples and tits glistened in the light. Then I flopped down, stretched, and feigned a big yawn. "So sleepy, I muttered, grinning at Joy. "I think I'll tuck in."

Joy kicked off her knickers and joined me, naked, with the lights on and curtains opened. "I love the idea of being seen," she whispered in a husky voice. Getting up to things in public sounds so fun and risky. Having strangers in different places see us. Or playing somewhere secret, like in the park's clearing."

Her dark chocolate-brown eyes met mine. "But for now, please just fuck me. And if people are watching, well, I guess we give a nice show for our 'regulars' across the way tonight. Save the rest of New York City for another day."

"Mmm, yes," I murmured, my cock ready, willing, and able. I pulled Joy down onto the bed with me and honored her wishes.

Not quite the End...

______________________
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