2/4   Anne’s Birthday Evening.  


        Soon winters snow and cold gave way to the flowers and warmth of the May spring.  Thoughts of the sun and beach returned.  Sometimes during the evenings as we lay naked in bed we would review the pictures I had taken of her at South Beach.  They were hot.  We talked about the possibility of having a child, and she went off the pill.


       Anne’s birthday falls in the middle of June, and we began to fantasize about being on a hot beach with people watching us naked, having sex.  Half jokingly, half seriously, I asked her if she would ever want to have someone or another couple watch us have sex.  The thought was erotic to her, but she worried we would wind up switching partners and that might affect our relationship.  In our years together, neither of us had cheated on our exclusive relationship.   In the days that followed, the subject would again come up and the fantasies grew to include first having another couple watch, then have another couple do some soft touching.. short of intercourse, and then entertaining the possibility of actually switching partners with another couple in the same room.. on the same bed.    She told me that the idea was too wild as she would not like to see me fuck another woman.  I then asked her, if, for her birthday, she would rather like to have two men make love to her without another woman present.  She said she didn’t know, but admitted that two men would be an erotic turn-on for her.  As we talked, I wondered if was just an erotic fantasy or something we really might do.


       Over the next several days we spoke about different possibilities.  As we would talk, we would sometimes masturbate each other, winding up the evening wildly fucking.  She got most excited when we spoke about a threesome with another man.  I would slide into her and ask her if she would like to have two men take turns sliding into her, or one man in her pussy and another in her mouth at the same time.  I asked her if it would be erotic to her to lay back and have a cock in each hand, stroking them at the same time until they came all over her, drenching her body with cum and then she could smear it over her breasts and stomach.  She admitted that it would be very erotic to do that.  I even asked her if it would be erotic for her to be blindfolded and then caressed by two or more people without knowing who was touching or probing her mouth or not knowing who’s cock was sliding into her pussy.  She said that if she did such a wild evening, she would not want to miss anything, and certainly want to see all that was happening to her so she nixed the idea of the blindfold.


       The conversations continued.  In the middle of May I asked her if she would like me to run an ad on the internet to see what kind of responses she would receive.   We discussed the possibility of someone we already knew joining us, but decided that that might create problems beyond that evening.  We decided, over some laughter, that we should run two  blind ads under one of our web screen names.   The first ad sought a man to join us for her special birthday evening and the second one sought another couple.  We posted the ads on a site that automatically placed the personal in many sites on the web.  The ad requested the candidates to respond with a photo of themselves, a little history and personal description, and a more detailed account of what they would want to do should they be chosen for the birthday evening.  The ad also stated that whomever was selected would have to agree to “safe sex” for all activities of the evening.  We even listed the date for the evening, which she selected, which fell a full week before her birthday. 


 When I asked her why that date, she said it would be at a time she was ovulating and thus she would be most sensitive, slippery and wettest.  I was at first surprised, as I knew that ovulation was the time she could most easily get pregnant.  It also told me she might really be giving the idea some serious thought.  She assured me that if we were practicing safe sex, and used a condom, there would not be anything to worry about, including disease.    As we had no condoms in the house I went to the store to buy some so she could be accustomed to their use and feel.  This added a reality to our discussions.  There were so many choices.  I bought two kinds, one that advertised ultra thin for sensitivity, and a second brand with raise bumps and ridges to supposedly heighten the sensation for both during sex.  That first night, when the conversation turned to the birthday evening, I surprised her by asking her if she would have the courage or resolve to roll a condom on another man’s cock.  She said yes, with a slight smile and taking the package from my hand, she opened it and tried to roll it on my erect cock.  The first one we tried was a smooth, ultra thin, lubricated one.  Unfortunately she had reversed it with the ring facing down and it would not roll down my cock.  She turned it around and tried again.  It rolled down snugly.  I told her that the instructions, which I had just read said that if a mistake was made and the condom was reversed by accident, it must be discarded and a new one used, as fluids could be on the tip that would not be exposed to the inside of the vagina.  She laughed and told me she understood, but since it was just me, we shouldn’t waste the condom and proceed.  She took her hand and guided my cock to her  dampening slit.  I slid in easily as she was already soaking wet.  However the condom dulled the sensation so much that soon my erection began to diminish.  After a few minutes, I slid out,  pulled it off and slid back inside her.   The feeling of flesh against flesh soon revived my cock to full attention and we fucked until we both had an exhausting orgasm.  She later told me that for her, fucking was juices and fluids, and sometimes as my cock swelled and shot inside her, the sensation of the sperm ricocheting against her cervix triggered her own orgasm.  A condom, unfortunately denied this ultimate sensation deep within her pussy.  A couple of days later we tried the ridged condom.  This time she paid attention to which way the ring was facing and rolled it on my cock without effort.  It had mixed bumps and ridges that were supposed to transfer feeling to both.  It also had a roomier end that allowed my cock head to slide back and forth a little without having to take the condom with it, which dulled the sensation.  She got on top of me and slid down on my erect cock.  The rougher condom felt much better than the smooth one to both of us.  With those bumps scraping against the upper wall of her pussy, catching on her G spot and nudging it each time she slid down on me,  coupled with her swollen clit against my pubic bone, she soon began to crash down harder against me.  She was going to come, and come hard.  She reached behind her and clutched my balls in her hand as she ground against me, my cock pushed up against her cervix. I felt rock hard inside her.  I think she wanted to feel me come inside the rubber as she climaxed.  I wanted to feel the sensation of her cumming around my cock when I had a rubber on, so I concentrated and held back my orgasm.   Suddenly, with my sheathed cock deep inside her, she came.  Even through the rubber, I could feel her vaginal muscles squeezing me as her orgasm overtook her.  I lifted her hips, dislodged my cock, pulled off the rubber and pulled her back on my bare erection.  Minutes later, feeling her naked flesh against my surging cock, I shot my sperm deep inside her.  It felt wonderful.


     During the next week we received many responses from both couples and single men.  Most had included pictures, and most she quickly discarded.  It was amazing how many people send descriptions of themselves that made them out to have movie star good looks, but when you viewed the photo, they looked more like Lon Chaney.  The responses varied from short correspondences saying that they would be at her beckoning to detailed descriptions of fucking and sucking her every part.  She did become interested in several of the men candidates but appeared not to have any interest in any of the couples that responded.  No, she sure didn’t want to see me slide into any other female and cum in anyone besides herself.  I asked her if another couple would be OK if we didn’t actually switch partners but instead did lesser things like having the other woman jack me off and have the other man go down on her.. without intercourse.  She wasn’t crazy about that idea either.  


     When the men who replied sent quite creative and detailed sexual descriptions of what they would do with her in a threesome, she became most interested.  She talked about needing a certain chemistry with the second man for her to become aroused and give herself to sexual abandonment.  She liked the thought of two naked cocks brushing against her flesh at once.  Two cocks rubbing insistently against her flesh, two sets of lips kissing all over her body and four hands massaging every inch of her great body at the same time.  She talked of having one tongue inside her while the other searched other reaches of her body…both men dedicating themselves to pleasure her alone.  Those visions were very erotic to her.  She began to envision a cum filled evening.  Two cocks taking turns sliding into her,  bringing her to endless orgasms during a night without sleep.   A cum soaked ecstasy.  Two men pleasuring her at once until there was no cum left in either set of balls, no strength left in their tongues or fingers and no lust left in her body.  Total saturation.  Total lust and abandonment.  What could be wrong with pleasure for just pleasure’s sake?


      We talked at some length about her insisting on safe sex during anything that happened.  Although we both hated condoms, we agreed that they would be a requirement of the evening.  Condoms were to be a must whenever a cock other than mine touched or penetrated her body cavities in any manner.   As we talked, she agreed that other than stroking a strange cock until it sprayed a load of sperm on her body, any other activity would require a condom, including any time a strange cock neared her pussy or mouth.  She told me not to worry, as she could tell if a cock had a rubber on it when she touched it or it touched her.  She also said that if necessary she would personally unroll the condom on that cock before it neared any critical part of her.  


     One of the men that wrote was very persisting, writing several graphic letters and sending two pictures of himself.  He was about my height and also had dark hair and even a mustache similar to mine.  She was intrigued with his descriptions of beginning the evening with a great bottle of wine in the hot tub with everyone wearing bathing suits in the candlelit room.  As the evening would progress, according to his email, we both would gradually stroke and caress her body,  just teasing and light caresses at first and then moving on to her breasts and then, when she was at a boiling point, removing her suit and sliding fingers into her slippery channel.  He painted a picture of her having one man caressing her breasts and kissing her while the other lifted her legs over his shoulders and stuck his tongue inside her.  In another email he told her how he’d like to penetrate her with his blunt head while she sucked my cock and lost herself in pleasure.  The letters got to her.


     With the date we had set only a week away, and two days in a row passing without her mentioning anything about her birthday, I thought she had truly relegated the emails to fantasy.  That evening, as we lay naked in each other’s arms, she got a curious smile on her face, the kind she gets when she is between embarrassment and mischief.  She asked me if I really would ever allow her to be fucked by someone else and told me that she thought I would really never stand for it.  I replied that seeing someone else fuck her or doing a threesome with another man and her would not be a turn-on for me.  However, it was her birthday and I said I would do whatever she wanted to do.  She asked me if I really meant that and I said yes.  She hesitated a moment and then handed me the last letter the guy with the vivid imagination had emailed her.  I took the letter and said nothing.





