3/4 Anne’s Birthday Evening


      During the following week, nothing more was said about the letter between us, but I could sense a nervousness in her whenever she looked at me.   Then Saturday night came.  She dressed through the day in her jeans and a thin strapped white jersey top that clung to her breasts.  As she wore no bra underneath, her nipples were outlined beneath the thin fabric.  They seemed to be at an unusual attention all through the day.  In the afternoon she made herself a couple of 7 and 7’s and gradually relaxed as the liquor calmed her body.


      I made her a candlelight dinner, sparkling wine and veal, her favorites.  We finished the meal and finished the bottle.  After the champagne, sitting across the table from me, I could tell she was still feeling little anxiety.  After some casual conversation about how we would really celebrate her actual birthday the next week, she seemed to relax.  I suddenly turned to her and looked her in the eye and said:  “Let’s use the hot tub tonight.”  


She smiled and then laughed saying that I was trying to fool her, and it wouldn’t work.  There was, however, a small nervousness present in her voice.


      As it was almost 8PM we left the dishes and headed upstairs to undress for the hot tub.  She lit a joint she had rolled and we both took several deep hits.  She usually bathes wearing nothing as our backyard tub is hidden from view from our neighbors by a tall wooden fence and surrounded by large trees and bushes.  When she had taken all her clothes off and was reaching for her robe, I stopped her and told her to wear her black bathing suit to the tub.  She went along with my request, smiling, knowing that it was part of the gentle prank I was pulling on her.  I too put on my bathing suit and followed her downstairs where I grabbed three glasses and another bottle of sparkling from the fridge.  She never noticed the third glass in the darkness.  We walked to the backyard where I had already uncovered our large hot tub.  It is almost 500 gallons and has underwater seating at different levels all around its interior so users can sit at the level of submersion they are comfortable with.  I placed a red filter on the underwater light and lit several candles around the tub’s decking.   Turning on the fizzy bubbles, I climbed into the tub with her.  I left the bottle unopened on the small decking besides the tub.  We talked and looked at the stars in the clear sky above while a cool evening wind refreshed our faces from the heat of the water.   The alcohol and the smoke had relaxed her to the point she laid her head back against the top of the tub and let the soothing jets under the water work their magic.  


       Then she heard a noise.  It sounded like someone was at the tall wooden gate that led to our backyard.  She froze, sat up and looked at me.  I told her that it was the person she requested.  She laughed and sunk back down in the tub, saying that she knew I was kidding all along, and the noise was probably a raccoon or a neighbor’s cat sneaking into our yard.  Then she heard the footsteps on the walk to the tub..  


      She looked towards the gate and saw the man approach.  She looked over at me for my reaction to the intrusion and I looked back into her eyes, not turning my head to see the person entering the yard.   Her eyes widened as she strained to see who was approaching.  “Its Glen, the person you selected, remember?”  It was 8:30PM.


She looked back at me in disbelief, the alcohol didn’t mask her shock.  Glen walked up to the tub and introduced himself to Anne.  She didn’t reply.  She already had to know who he was from the two pictures he had emailed us.  She just sat there, speechless, staring across the tub.  Glen was wearing a dark knit shirt and bathing suit bottoms.  He quickly removed the shirt and climbed into the tub.  As he entered the tub, Anne quickly moved from where she had been sitting to my side allowing Glen the entire other side to himself.  He smiled assuredly at her.  


	“You aren’t serious?” she whispered to me softly so Glen could not hear above the sound of the bubbles and jets. 


  	“It was your request” I replied, looking into her questioning face.  “He is here to do whatever you want or not do anything if that is what you wish.”


	“Nice tub,” Glen said as he looked at my beautiful wife in the glow of the red filter and candles.


	“Yes, it is.” replied Anne at an almost complete loss of words for maybe the first time in her life.  She pressed closer to me.


	“Care for some sparkling?”  I asked.


	“Sure” Glen answered.


	“I guess I could use another glass too.” Anne said, trying to compose herself.


	I handed each a glass, peeled the wrap and popped the cork.  After pouring each of us a glass I toasted, “Here’s to birthdays”


	“Here’s to birthdays!” Glen repeated back and took a sip.  Anne said nothing but sat there 


slowly sipping her champagne.


	“Did you have any trouble finding the house?” I said, trying to break the ice.


	“No, your directions were good.” he replied, not taking his eyes off Anne.


	Without much more conversation, we finished the bottle and all tried to settle down and relax in the bubbles, but you could cut the tension with a knife.  


	By this time Anne was almost on my lap, and Glen still kept his distance, watching from  across the six foot expanse of the hot tub.  I put my arms around Anne and drew her back against my chest and she settled on my lap.  My hands glided down her stomach and touched her thighs.  She tensed, then relaxed as my hands settled around the tops of her legs under water.  I moved a hand to touch her womanhood through her tiny suit, but she moved her hands to stop my caress.  I then took each of her small hands in mine and caressed her palms, applying slow, circular pressure  with my thumbs.  She loves it when I do that as it both relaxes her and she finds it strangely erotic.  She must have felt my growing erection pressing between her thinly clothed rounded ass cheeks.  We finished the first glass and I poured another.  As she drank, the second bottle of sparkling began to take effect and she relaxed, sitting back against my chest with her head leaning back against my shoulder.  She stared back at the stranger across the tub and I slowly rose up, making her stand with her arms at her sides in front of me, facing him.  She just stood there frozen, arms still at her sides like a wooden Indian, only this beautiful Indian maiden was wearing a very small bikini.  The moment of truth had arrived.  Slowly I brought my hands up her sides until they cupped the undersides of her bikini top beneath her breasts.  She did nothing,.. just staring across the tub and beyond the stranger into the darkness of the evening sky.  When she made no move to stop me, I slowly brought my hands behind her, hesitated just a moment, and unhooked her top.  Although I had unsnapped her tops many times over the years, I felt strange doing so in front of another man.  I never minded other men talking and attempting to hit on her when we went out, and I really didn’t mind the appreciative stares she got when she went topless, wearing just that tiny black thong bottom at South Beach, but I was not crazy about or turned on by the thought of sharing her intimately with another man.  I loved this woman and didn’t want to do anything that would damage or end our relationship.  I wasn’t even sure I could bear to watch another man touch her nakedness, let alone see another man actually fuck her.  But it was her birthday, and I was bound by my promise to do whatever she had requested or dreamed about in her wildest fantasies.   So, I was about to strip her naked and share her with another man, if that was what she wanted to do.   With the back undone, the thin shoulder straps still held the top loosely in place.  She did not move or break her gaze across the tub as I slowly reached up to her shoulders and slid straps down her arms and pulled the top off her breasts.  Her nipples were already erect as my hands guided the fabric down away from them.  I sat back and pulled her back on my lap.  Sitting there, her breasts were just above the water level and the nipples begged for attention in the shimmering light of the candles.  I reached around and gently touched each, giving them a tiny pinch as my hands passed over each stiff nipple.  Glen watched but did not move.  


	The alcohol, coupled with her utter surprise made her react like a person suddenly placed under a spell and not being able to move a muscle.   My hands slid down her sides and I hooked my thumbs in each side of her suit.  She tensed, suddenly realizing my intentions,  and reached down to prevent my hands from completing their task.  I thought and maybe hoped a little that she had second thoughts and had reached her limit for the evening.  I tugged a little on the string sides of her bikini bottoms, as if to ask whether she wanted to continue or stop, and she suddenly let go of my hands.  I raised her body from my lap under water and slid the skimpy black bottoms down her legs and off.  Now completely naked but mostly masked under the bubbles I placed her back on my lap.  She was now completely naked with two men.   Her nipples remained crinkled and hard.  As I reached around her body with my hands, Glen moved across the tub and sat next to us.  I could see the apprehension and, at the same time reckless look in her face as he moved across the tub nearer to her.  


	I ran my hands slowly to her breasts closed lightly on them and then moved them down her body across her flat stomach to her thighs.  I tried to open her legs.  At first she held them closely together, and then she allowed me to open them slightly.  Glen ran his hand up her arm and kissed her shoulder.  I lifted her from my lap and placed her between us.  She did not move or react.  She just sat there silently between us.  We both slowly began to touch and caress her body.  Hands on her back, lips kissing her breasts, hands caressing up and down the length of her smooth legs, occasionally touching the soft down between her legs .  Her apprehension and tenseness began to subside and I could feel her body relax in the sensations of our hands stroking and touching her body.  She sighed and let her head lay back against the top of the tub, closed her eyes and said nothing.   We both touched and caressed the muscles of her arms, ran our hands down her legs and rubbed both her feet at once.  Where at first she was quite hesitant and tense, she began to surrender herself to the sensations.  With her eyes closed and Glen and I constantly shifting our positions as we caressed her body, she did not know for sure which hand was whose, only that it felt good.  Glen turned her shoulders to him and kissed her and she opened her eyes.   I moved away and then, back between her legs, slid my hands beneath her ass and lifted her almost weightless form to the water’s surface.  She didn’t seem to notice as she kissed Glen back, until I bent over and probed between her legs with my tongue.  As I sank my tongue inside her, I felt a smooth wetness that was not the water of the tub.  She shuddered at the touch.  I continued for several delicious minutes and could feel her body begin to approach orgasm.  Pulling away, I turned her body from Glen to face me.  Her eyes had a far away look.  


	Glen quickly took the cue and slid down her body to replace me between her legs.  I did not kiss her, but held her head in my hands and looked into her eyes as another man slid his tongue into her.  She reached for my cock under water and felt its stiffness through my suit.  


“What happens now?” she whispered to me as she withered on the touch of Glen’s probing tongue.  


	“What do you want to happen?”  I asked.  “Its your birthday.  Do you want to be fucked by two men?”


	“I don’t want anything to happen to us,”  she replied, avoiding the answer but telling me with her eyes as she felt the touch of the stranger’s tongue between her legs.


	“Why don’t you go up and take your shower and think about it a while.”


	With all the self-control she could muster, she gently pushed Glen away and climbed silently out of the tub, grabbed a towel and disappeared into the house.


	Glen moved to the other side of the tub and we both relaxed a few minutes in silence. 


	After ten minutes or so, I told Glen to go into the house as the shower on the second floor was probably free.  On the way up he was free to stop at the refrigerator and grab a beer if he wanted.  He thanked me, climbed out of the tub and went into the house.  I remained for another few more minutes.  It seemed like an eternity.  I looked up at the clear sky, a three quarter moon and an endless universe.  A few more minutes passed.  I rose,  blew out the candles, climbed out and covered the tub.  











