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Anne’s Birthday Evening


By R. Browning





	It began with a December vacation trip to Miami.  The Michigan winter had already begun, cold and snowy.  We needed to escape for a few days of palm trees and relaxation. My wife Anne and I had just completed the hardest work year of our married life.  We had started our own company the year before.  It was a sales company, and between finding good associates and unique manufacturers to represent, coupled with a weak cash flow, the year had been a grind.  So, ending the year we decided to go to Miami for 10 days R & R, lay on a sunswept beach and attempt to wash away some unpleasant memories and stresses of the past year, before beginning anew in January.  


     Anne is wondrously beautiful.  A unique beauty unlike any woman I have ever seen.  We had met when we were both employees of a major global corporation some 10 years before.  I was a senior executive and she was a 24 year old new sales associate, in her second job since graduating college,  who had moved from Ohio to Kentucky to take her first sales position.  I first noticed her while reviewing sales reports as she was setting records in a territory that previously had been fair at best.  When she attended a major national sales meeting I chaired and keynoted, I immediately picked her out amongst over 200+ sales associates,  as I looked over my expansive audience as I spoke.  There were a lot of beautiful women associates in the company, but she stood over and apart from all others.  She had  a most beautiful full smile and full lips, long natural eyelashes wonderful big light brown eyes and thick, straight, long blond hair that hung beyond her shoulders.  Her 5’4” thin, athletic frame with firm, handful sized breasts and long smooth legs made her a stunning package.  I had trouble concentrating on the meeting when our eyes met.  She seemed very attentive and in tune to my words as I spoke.  I thought about what it would be like to have that body, those smooth toned legs wrapped around my 6’2”  athletic frame as we made love.  At a break during the meeting, a time in which I usually quickly circulated amongst the attendees to personalize my visit for as many of them as possible, I made it a special point to formally introduce myself to her.  I was taken and captivated by her unusual beauty as we exchanged pleasantries.  


     I flew back to Kentucky to “work” with her the first chance I got.  We went out and the first time we made love I found her erotic beyond my dreams.  We began long distance dating and a little not-so-subtle phone sex when business necessitated long delays between visits. I found her as intelligent and diverse as she was beautiful.  I thought abut her constantly when we were apart.  When it quickly got to the point that we hated being apart,  I moved her to Michigan to live with me.  A year later we were married.  The next year we decided to leave the corporation and begin our own company.  


     Now, 10 years later, her hair was a little shorter, and she had changed it back to her natural color, a beautiful red brown.  Our company kept us so busy we had not yet taken time to have a child but talked about the possibility in our near future.  She was striking when I met her, and in the ten years since, she had lost none of that beauty.   In fact, she had become even more beautiful in that her features were now that of a woman, not merely a pretty kid a couple of years out of college.  As she works out several days a week, exercising, bicycling, or running with our dog. her body even better now then when I first met her… and she was in great shape then.    She turns heads wherever she goes and still looks so young that she gets carded whenever she orders drinks or enters a nightspot with me.   


    I had told her that it might be interesting to go to Miami’s South Beach, in the heart of the old Art Deco district, known to locals as Sobe.  I had read on the internet that it was a “happening” place, with the area filled with trendy and exotic bars and clubs.  The beach area permitted topless bathing and the internet was filled with articles of beautiful women going there to be “discovered” as well as vacationers from European enjoying same relaxed bathing suit regulations they enjoyed in most of Europe.  I asked her if she’d be interested in going to Sobe.  She smiled and said maybe.


     I also told Anne about Haulover Beach, on North Miami Beach, where bathing suits were optional.  She said that might be too much for her as she said some things were better left to the imagination, but South Beach sounded OK to her.  I asked her if she would be daring enough to wear just a thong bottom with no top like many of the other bathers she would encounter there.  She pondered the thought for several days and smiled whenever I brought up the subject.  


	When we arrived in Miami, I took her to a bathing suit store and quickly found a great looking black thong suit.  She tried it on but was apprehensive enough to not come out of the dressing room with it on.  She looked great in it with the tiny bottom triangle that barely covered her newly waxed front area with a thin waistband and back strap that was hidden between her rounded ass cheeks.   From behind, without her top, she would appear naked, with just the smallest black band around her waist.  She selected two tops, one more conservative, and the other, more appropriate to the thong bottoms, with spaghetti straps that held the tiny, adjustable triangles that could be wider or narrower… if she decided to only cover the pert nipples of her firm 34B breasts.  I got hard just looking at her in the new suit.


      We went to South Beach the next day, and she wore the thong bottom beneath her gray cotton shorts and the smaller triangle top with no cover-up as we walked from the car to the beach area.  I smiled and asked her if she’d go topless and she said she still was not sure if it was permitted.  Upon entering the beach area, she quickly discovered that topless bathing was certainly permitted, as many of the more beautiful women sunned themselves wearing only skimpy bottoms.  We found a spot amongst the many bathers and rented chaises.  The moment of truth was at hand.  She laid her beach towel on the white chaise and peeled off her gray shorts to reveal that tiny thong bottom.  She glanced over at me, smiled, reached behind her and unsnapped her top, placing it into the beach bag we had brought.  She then put on her sunglasses and laid on her stomach on the chaise and opened the paperback she had brought with her to read.  The dark glasses prevented her from having to make contact with male admirers as they walked by, and by lying on her stomach, she could be more modest while adjusting to her new public freedom.. and exposure.  


	Eventually she became more comfortable as there were numerous other topless women on the beach, and she turned over on her back to read.  I noticed her nipples had tightened and seemed to stand at constant attention.  She has great nipples that become much smaller and pointed when she becomes excited.  I laid on my own chaise next to her and pretended to read the magazine I had brought, but stole glances at her tanning body as she read.  Occasionally I would reach over and touch her stomach or leg with my hand.  Those nipples stayed erect most of the time, and, as it was almost 90 degrees,  I knew it was not because she was cold.  Under the constant sun, we soon both became hot and I asked her if she would like to go into the water.  She declined, so I went into the water alone.  Eventually she joined me, leaving the security of her chaise as she became more comfortable with her state of public undress.  After all, it was a beach, and she has a great body.. nothing to be embarrassed about, so, why not?   We splashed around for a while and she eventually got chilled and waded to show to return to her book.  The water had given her delicious goose bumps and her nipples were even tighter, more crinkled and hard.  They stood proudly up and out.. the kind of nipples a man could safely hand a hat on without risk of it falling.  They looked delicious.  She didn’t make it all the way back to her chaise before she was approached by admiring males.  I’m sure it made her wet to be admired in her state of near nakedness,  in public, and have good looking men approach her, whenever I was not at her side, with offers of private parties, club evenings and more.


     That night, naked together in bed we talked about the beach experience.  Anne wearing just the tiniest of thong bottoms and no top while handsome strangers approached and talked to her while admiring her near naked body on the beach.  While we talked I cupped one than the other of her firm breasts and caressed her already hardened nipples.  As I felt her getting more excited, I slid my hand down across her flat stomach slowly to the downy hair of her pussy.  She was already wet.  First one finger, then two, then three slid into her without effort or resistance as she was a swamp of desire.  I curled back my fingers inside her with my middle finger seeking that magic spot on her front wall that I knew would give her intense pleasure.  Finding her G spot, I stroked that small bumpy area while we continued to reflect on the day at the beach.  Suddenly she began to tremor, her pussy muscles clenched my insistent fingers.  Moaning softly, she came hard.  It was probably as quick as I had ever felt her cum.   She reached for my hardened cock trying to pull me into her.  I resisted and kept my fingers inside her while she began to slide her hand up and down the length of my cock.  While our hands touched each other, I asked her if it had excited her to have strange men approach her while she was nearly naked on the beach.  Attempting to mask her arousal, she told me that since it was a beach it had quickly seemed perfectly natural to her to have little on amongst the many scantily clad bathers.  While we talked, she continued to slide her hand up and down, stopping only to occasionally weigh my tightening balls.  I continued to caress her inner wall and her wetness began to flow down my hand as she cried “oh, OH,” and came again.  I thought she was going to break my fingers.  After she came the second time, she lurched away from my hand, saying she had become too sensitive to continue.  She asked me if I enjoyed seeing all those other beautiful topless bathers as she continued to stroke and tease my hard cock.  


	“Sure,”  I answered in a single word without expanding on the subject as I knew she would know I was lying if I answered otherwise.


“Would you rather be with somebody you saw today over me?”  She asked as she began to stroke my cock just a little harder and faster.


“No,” I quickly responded, trying not to show any added reaction as her hand continued to stroke and tease my swelling cock.  “I wouldn’t trade anyone for you.”


“That’s the right answer,” she said as she, without releasing my straining cock with her hand, slowly moved down my body in the semi-darkness of our room and studied my erection, as if it were for the first time.  She paused a moment, and slowly slid my cock into her mouth.. ever so slowly,.. and slipped her hand under my balls, gently kneading them with her fingertips.  I think it was her way of reminding me that the woman I was with was better than any of the other topless beauties I had seen on the beach.  It was all I could do not to come, but I wanted to slide into that clenching wet pussy and drench the knot of her cervix with my come.  With all my willpower, I pulled my cock from her soft inviting mouth and moved my head between her legs to taste her before sliding my cock into her.  I slid my tongue in as far as I could and then pulled back to run it up to her swollen clit…then inside again.  The second time I slid my tongue inside, she trembled and came again, grabbing the back of my head, pushing my face into her slippery pussy.  I kissed my way up from her pussy to her face and kissed her, letting her taste her own essence.  My cock sought the entrance of her womanhood.  I wanted to slowly tease her with my cock until she was out of with want, and slid just the head of my cock into her.  She responded by reaching down with both her hands and clutched my ass, wrapped her smooth legs around me.  I could not resist the invitation and I slid slowly, effortlessly all the way into her until our pubic bones ground into each other.  Instead of pulling back fully before sliding back into her and starting a sexual rhythm,  we just pressed close.  She ground her clit against the top of my cock.  My cock began to swell as my balls begged to empty themselves into her deepest reaches.  Sensing my impending orgasm, she pushed away from me.  My cock exited with an audible pop. She clutched my cock with one hand and my balls with the other.  She told me she wanted to see me cum and gently but insistently guided me from between her legs until I was on my knees at her side with my straining cock between her breasts and face.  She stroked my cock, wet with her juices and urged me to come.  I wanted to delay, to savor the moment as long as possible but then her fingertips began to press against the back of my balls.  I was lost.  As she leaned her head closer to better see my out of control cock, I could hold back no longer, and,  with the delicious, intense tightening of my groin,  the first volley of my cum shot out of my cock like a rocket, partially landing on the pillow beyond her face and trailing back through her hair.  The second volley splashed across those beautiful breasts and a third across her neck.  Spent, I looked down at her naked form.  She looked so beautiful, her hair tousled and her tanned body contrasting the white ribbons of my cum splashed across her body.  


       Over the remaining days of our vacation, we returned to Sobe every day that the weather permitted.  During the those evenings we shared the reflections and erotic thoughts that filled our heads during the days on the beach.  I didn’t mind seeing all those nearly naked beautiful women on the beach and Anne liked being approached by handsome men with exotic offers while she sunbathed nearly naked.


        The next week we returned north to our home and winter.  After a couple of weeks passed,  South Beach began to fade into memory.  








