4/4  Anne’s Birthday Evening


	Upon reaching the upstairs bathroom I found it empty.  The room was still steamy and warm from the two showers that proceeded me.  I quickly showered, dried myself and,  wrapping a towel around my waist, left the bathroom.  The bedroom door was open and quiet jazz was playing from the station Anne had turned on.  The ceiling light was turned off, but the reading light above the bed dimly illuminated the room.  The comforter was pulled back and Anne laid there on her back naked atop the bare sheet with her legs wide spread and Glen again probing between her legs with his tongue, resuming what he had started in the hot tub.  But now his bathing suit was gone and his towel was on the floor.  He was as naked as she.  Anne’s hands held his head in place as he probed her pussy with his tongue.  She moaned as he, without lifting his head, slid two fingers into her wetness.  Her eyes remained closed as her head moved from side to side in passion, as he slid his tongue over her clit and his fingers slowly slid in and out of her.   


	With some sense of resignation, I dropped my towel and moved to the head of the bed.  She opened her eyes and looked at me.  Her eyes were glazed over with lust.  She gained a little composure and looked up at me with a look of both confusion and out of control passion.  I knew she had mixed feelings being torn between worrying about my reaction and the unbridled lust of the moment.  She looked deeply into my eyes and moved her left hand away from his head to reach for my hardening cock.  I moved her had back to his head and climbed slowly onto the head of the bed on my knees, with my now hard cock brushing against her lips.  She opened her mouth and licked the head of my cock, touching the small slit with the tip of her tongue.  I moved forward, pushing just the head of my cock into her mouth.  She ran her tongue around it for a few moments until the feeling became too intense and I pushed more inches of my cock into her waiting mouth.  She began to suck harder as I slowly slid in and out.   Instead of continuing, I pulled a little away, just enough to pull my cock from her mouth.  Glen continued to tongue her pussy and she began to tremor at his probing.    I took my own hand and slowly rubbed my cock across her mouth, across her cheeks, along the sides of her beautiful nose and face.  My pre-cum left a sticky trail.  She didn’t move or turn her face away, she just continued to look into my eyes.  I would brush my cock across her lips and she would open her mouth slightly, encouraging me to slide in and seek the back of her throat.  I’d slide in, sometimes as deeply as she nursed on my cock, and then slide out and trail my cock across her face again.  I wanted her to taste, to smell, to feel my cock and see its hardness, see the pre-cum slowly bubbling up from the tip as it touched her face.  I wanted to cum.  I wanted her to see my cum shoot out across her face as another man’s tongue licked her clit and slid in and out of her pussy.  It took all my willpower to hold back.  I wanted to hold the moment the moment as long as possible to give her as much out of control pleasure as I could.  I wanted to suppress the pressure building in my balls until I could stand it not more and they exploded.  She’d see the unbridled lust she sought from both of us.  Most of all, I wanted to see her cum hard, and then cum hard again, and then again.  This evening was going to be for her, not me, not Glen,.. for her.  As I slid the head of my cock back into her mouth, I looked down and saw Glen push his tongue back inside her as far as he could.  She moaned, her body shook and she came.  Her whole body tensed and she sucked harder on my cock, trying to make me cum.


       I pulled away from her face and edged back off the bed and stood up.  Seeing me move, Glen also backed away, moved to the foot of the bed and stood up.  Naked, his erection stood straight out from his body.  Tonguing my wife’s pussy had had quite an effect on him.    I was at somewhat relieved to see that his cock was no larger than mine, about 6 inches or so and reasonably thick. Those X-rated movies always feature some guy that is hung like a horse.. sometimes more than 8 inches.   I didn’t stare at his cock for more than a glance, but Anne certainly knew she was in the presence of two men with very hard cocks.  Two stone hard cocks for her enjoyment..  Glen looked at me as if to ask what we should do next.  I reached down and, placing my hands under Anne’s hips, rolled her over on her stomach, face down on the bed.  I then moved to the foot of the bed and bent one of her legs back from the knee and began to massage her foot.  Glen took the cue and did the same with her left leg.  I reached for a bottle of massage oil and dribbled a small amount up her leg from her ankle to her lovely ass, and then handed the bottle to Glen.  He did the same and together we massaged her feet, then her legs, thighs and up to her ass.  She didn’t move, but occasionally flinched just a little as different hands stroked up her legs, each occasionally touching the juncture of her legs and stroking across her wet opening before retreating back down a leg.  


	After a few minutes, we splashed a bit more oil on her back and took turns kneading and massaging the entire length of her body.  She just laid there face down in the pillow with her eyes closed and drank in the sensations of our touch.  


      Packages of both kinds of condoms lay unopened on the dresser.  I hoped she’d remember her promise about safe sex.  As if on cue, Glen slid his hands under her hip bone on the left and I did the same thing on the right, raising her up to her knees while her shoulders and head remained on the pillow.  Her knees separated to balance herself as she placed her arms under her chest and raised her head up.  Her lovely ass, raised up a little more in anticipation.  The inviting down around her pussy was matted and wet around her swollen, inviting lips and opening.  Her lovely breasts with their hard nipples hung below.   She was an irresistible sight.  Glen looked at her for a moment and then slid his hand between her ass cheeks down to her sopping pussy.  She could barely contain herself at the touch.  Two fingers slid in without resistance.  Her eyes were tightly closed.  He positioned himself behind her, letting his cock scrape against her thighs and ass as his fingers stroked her inner flesh.  I moved to her side and reached down to cup her breasts.  My cock brushed against her ribcage and across her back as I leaned over her, gently gripped her breasts and teased both her hard nipples at once.  


	Feeling the cock so close to her pussy, she opened her eyes to see for sure who was where, as Glen’s probing cock slid between her ass checks towards her unprotected pussy.  His cock nudged her pubic hair and slid between the lips, not penetrating, but just teasing her blood engorged lips.  At its insistent touch, she pulled forward and away and pointed to the dresser.  She had remembered the condom.  That was close.  As much as I really didn’t want another man inside her at all, I certainly didn’t want to see anyone else’s bare cock slide into her while she was at the height of her ovulation.  The bare silken slipperiness of her pussy coupled with the chance of conception were things I didn’t want another man to enjoy with her, even if I must share her sexually that evening.   Glen looked disappointed and reached for the closest condom, grabbing one of the smooth, thin ones.  Barely able to contain himself he tore the foil open and rolled the condom down over his cock.  


	I released her breasts and moved to the head of the bed, kneeling in front of her, my cock at her face.  She reached up with one hand, and, as she guided it into her waiting mouth, she felt the blunt head of Glen’s cock touch her slippery opening.  With just the head of my cock in her mouth, she moaned as Glen slowly slid his cock into her until his balls pressed against her beneath his completely buried cock.  She tried to concentrate on giving me a great blow job, but having a cock in her mouth and a stranger’s in her pussy was too much.  Her body tensed.  Her body moved and shuttered out of control and her mouth tightened around my cock.  I knew Glen must be feeling that delicious clamping her pussy does as it flowered  and then closed tightly again and again around his cock as her orgasm overtook her.   Even with a rubber on, the exquisite sensation of her orgasm had to bring Glen close to one of his own.   As she came, both Glen and I stopped moving to savor the moment of both her pussy and mouth clamping down on our cocks.  Glen threw his head back as her pussy continued to open and close on his cock like the grip of a buttery hand as she came.  I knew what he was feeling and felt the loss in the reality that someone else was enjoying what had been mine alone in our relationship.   Even if I had to share this extraordinary woman with another man, I took some solace in knowing that as wonderful as it must have felt to Glen, I alone was privy to experiencing her without having to endure anything between her wonderful pussy and my bare cock.  I thought, still preserved in our relationship, was my alone being able to, in the midst of her intense orgasm, empty my balls inside her, with the bare head of my cock pressed firmly against the knot of her cervix.   Feeling the pressure build, and then the rush of my sperm shooting through my cock deep into her unprotected womb intensified  the experience to a level of pleasure impossible to understand unless experienced.  As great as it must have felt to Glen to feel the insides of this beautiful woman wildly grab at his cock as she came, the rubber denied him the ultimate totality of the moment.  I alone knew how it felt to be able to empty myself inside her deepest reaches, completely naked, as she came and gave her body to me completely.   


 As her spasms subsided, Glen began to again slide in and out of her heated opening.  I didn’t move as her tongue stroked the end of my cock, as if it was seeking to push against its weeping eye.  She came again, this time so intensely she dislodged Glen and I lurched back, less she bite the end of my cock in uncontrolled passion.  We took the opportunity to turn her over.


	She lay back with her head on the pillow with her legs together against the bed.  She opened her eyes and looked at each of our faces and then down at our hardened cocks.  She opened her legs and raised her knees.  Her pubic hair was matted with her juices and her pussy lips swollen and inviting.  Glen moved back between her legs and slowly slid his cock back into her.  I just stood and watched.  Moments later, she came again.  Glen pulled out and rolled the condom halfway down his cock, still covering the head, but exposing enough of its length to feel her pussy against part of his bareness.  He slid back in.  His breath became quicker as his orgasm neared.  Sensing it, she reached down and took his balls in her hand, gently stroking them as he moved in and out.  He told her to stop, but she continued, wanting to feel what the sensation of him cumming in the rubber inside her would be like.  Suddenly he pulled out, peeled off the rubber and positioned himself back at her slippery opening.  Sensing him to this, she reached down and wrapped her small hand around his bare, pulsing cock.  She did not guide it back into her, as I think he would have hoped.  Instead, she stroked his bare cock just inches above her swollen and open pussy lips.  He moaned and shot a ribbon of sperm across her stomach and onto her breasts.  He tightened and shot another thick stream across her body, then a third.  She released his still throbbing cock and he shot yet another, smaller stream of cum down her belly, its trail ending at her pubic hair and trickled down her pussy lips.  He fell to his side beside her on the bed.  


	She then turned and looked into my eyes.  I think she worried what my reaction would be, seeing her fuck another man until he shot his sperm in or all over her.  Without a word between us, I slid my cock back into her waiting mouth.   I tried not to think.  I knew I needed to just be as sexual as she desired.  I was a player in her evening and needed to just focus on my task of giving her as much pleasure as she could stand.  She teased and then sucked harder on my swelling cock.  She slid a hand under my cock and touched the back of my balls with her fingertips.  I felt my balls tighten near the point of no return.  She looked up at me as she coaxed me to cum in her mouth.  She looked so beautiful and lost in lust.  I pulled out as I felt my balls begin to tighten uncontrollably.  Moving between her legs, I guided my cock until its head touched her slippery lips.  When she is turned on her body there feels especially hot against my naked cock.  I worked the head against her clitoris.  She pulled away and whispered her clit was too sensitive for direct contact.  I touched her swollen slippery opening with my cock head and she arched to pull me inside.  I slid in until our pubic bones ground against each other.  Her legs encircled my waist.  I could feel the knot of her cervix against the tip of my cock.   Her ovulation, coupled with her state of arousal, made her pussy a slippery, smooth grip against my hardened cock.  She reached down and again touched the back of my balls with her fingertips.  This time she pressed more firmly, knowing the stroking of my prostate would trigger my orgasm.  Instead of my cumming, she suddenly tensed, cried “Oh, oh,“ and came for a third time.  My cock swelled out of control as I began to shoot my sperm deep inside her as her hand clutched and gently milked my emptying balls and her pussy clamped on my cock.  I pulled out as I continued to cum, shooting a thick rope of cum from her pussy opening up across her belly almost to her breasts.  A moment later I shot a smaller string of sperm which landed on her belly and ended at her pussy.  As I rolled away, she took her hand and rubbed the trails of Glen’s sperm and mine across her stomach and breasts and closed her eyes.  She whispered in a weakened voice, “That was intense.”.  It looked like Anne was enjoying quite a birthday evening.


	Exhausted for the moment, we all laid back and, without conversation, listened to the jazz softly playing.  Anne rose up from the bed and padded off to the bathroom, presumably to towel off all that cum we had sprayed on her body.  


	A few minutes later she returned and crawled up on the bed, not touching either of us but laying there, on her back, naked between us with our naked bodies just touching her sides.  She laid there a few moments and then reached across me to the window sill and retrieved a joint and lighter.  She lay back, lit the joint and passed it to me.  I took a deep drag and passed it back to her, she took a hit and passed it to Glen.  In this manner she got two hits for each we took.  Quickly the joint finished the joint and I placed the spent roach back on the sill.  A half an hour had not passed since we had cum.  We all silently laid there with our thoughts, each wondering what would happen next.  Then I felt her hand on my thigh, sliding to my reawakening cock.  As she laid there, her other hand sought Glen’s.  “Mmm” I heard her whisper as she slowly slid her small hands up and down our growing members, occasionally running a finger over the tip to do a little extra teasing.   She quickly achieved the her desired effect and we both became very hard again.  She let go of my cock and turned to Glen, touching him full length with her body as she kissed him deeply and continued to stroke his excited cock.  I turned my body to hers and let her feel my stiff cock against the now slippery crack in her rounded ass as I kissed her neck lightly.  She shivered as she felt Glen’s cock brush against her wet pubes as she stroked him, while my cock brushed and moved against her ass.  Her fantasy had come true.  Sandwiched between two naked men.  Their hard cocks both seeking to possess her body.  Without letting go of Glen’s cock with her right hand, she reached behind her with her left and slid her hand up my cock.  I don’t think she was comparing, as we were both nearly the same size.  She was just enjoying the sensation of holding, teasing and guiding two cocks against her pussy and ass at the same time.  She rubbed the head of Glen’s bare cock against her lower stomach, just touching it ever so lightly to the top of her pubic hair which was matted and slippery with her new secretions.  He moved lower, seeking to rub the blunt head against her swollen lips and clit.   She guided the head of my cock between her legs below her ass and hunched back against me.   Glen’s cock nudging her pussy lips from in front any mine touching her ever growing wetness from behind.  Two cocks both wanting to possess her at once.  Both touching her in the most intimate way without actually penetrating her pussy.  Two cocks hard and there for any pleasure she desired.


	Glen pushed slightly forward, the head of his cock seeking her opening,  she tried to pull slightly away, remembering he had not put on a condom, but had no where to go with my body pressed against her back.  He had to be feeling her special heat as the head of his cock insistently nudged through her nibbling pussy lips into her opening.  Her hips arched slightly to allowing his cock to slide ever so slightly into her, slowly, until the head was fully inside.  Without dislodging him she whispered that she couldn’t continue without him first putting on a condom.  She placed her hands on his chest to gently push him away.  Being so wet and slippery, she could not prevent him or had the resolve to keep him from moving forward and slowly penetrating her completely with his cock until his balls rested against her pussy lips.  Her half-hearted attempt to free herself had failed.  She moaned softly as he slowly withdrew.  She thought he was pulling out, but as the withdrew just to the head, he slid all the way back into her and all she could do was moan again.  I pulled back slightly from her, thinking, so much for safe sex.  Glen reached around her ass and pulled her back tightly against his sliding cock.  Her body began to tighten as she was about to cum.  Suddenly she stopped and regained her senses enough to push him away.  His cock slid out of her.  “No..no.  You can’t cum in me without a rubber.  You can’t be in me without a rubber.  That isn’t what we agreed on,” she stammered in a weak voice.


“Sorry, I couldn’t resist.  You were so wet and inviting.. you felt so good… I guess I just got carried away,” Glen said, his still hard cock wet with her juices and pressing against her stomach.  


“I guess we both did,”  she replied, a little surprised at herself.  She turned away from him, rolling over towards me, placed her arms around my neck and looked into my eyes to seek my reaction towards what had just happened.  I said nothing.  She pulled me closer and kissed me, sliding her tongue into my mouth.  My cock slid against and then down her wet pussy lips.  She lifted her leg over mine as my cock sought her opening.  It flowered open and grasped the hard, spongy head of my cock.  I moved forward and slowly slid my naked cock into her as her tongue swept over mine.  She ground her clit against me as the head of my cock found her deepest parts.  She had just had one naked cock inside her and now she had another.  I could feel her hard nipples burning against my chest.  She trembled and came again.   I didn’t move, just keeping my cock deeply imbedded within her as her inner muscles clutched my throbbing cock in her orgasm.  I wanted to cum.  I wanted to shoot all I had left deep inside her.  The head of my cock grew more swollen as it sought to plant my cum as deeply in her as possible.  “Don’t come yet,” she whispered.  I resisted, not wanting to spend myself again before the pressure became to exquisitely intense to bear.   Calling upon all my willpower,  I slowly pulled my stone hard cock from her incredible pussy, feeling her slippery muscles tense on my cock as I withdrew and rolled over on my back.  That was close, I thought.   Anne rolled on her back also.  My disappointed cock still pointed skyward.


No sooner did I withdraw when Glen quickly positioned himself between her weakly resisting legs and lowered his head between her legs, immediately plunging his tongue into her as far as he could.  I reached over and lightly ran my tongue over her hard nipples.  She tried not to move, but the sensation was too much.  Her stomach tightened a little, then tightened a lot as she came again.  


“No more.  I don’t think I can come again.  I’m cummed out,”  she weakly protested.  Neither of us believed her as her body twitched from our two tongues.  I kissed my way down her stomach on one side as Glen worked his way up to her breasts.  We traded places.  


When my lips reached her puffy swamp I extended my tongue as far as it would go and licked her from her asshole to her clit.  Long, wet licks.  My hands pulled her lips apart as my tongue did its magic.  She grabbed at my head with both hands and held it as the tip of my tongue nudged her sensitive clitoris and she held asked me not to move.  I pushed lightly on her clit with my tongue as my left hand held her open and my right hand slid fingers into her.  I felt the gush of her juices as she clamped on my fingers and came again.  She was almost out of control as her body kept shaking with yet another long orgasm.  I rolled away and Glen removed his mouth from her nipples.  Her eyes rolled upwards as she closed them and stopped moving.  I thought she may have passed out, but she hadn’t.  She lay quiet on her back with her legs splayed open and her arms at her sides as she tried to regain her senses and composure.  Her nipples remained erect. 


Glen studied her body for a moment and then slid his hand down her stomach and between her legs.  She had soaked the sheets beneath her.  Feeling her inviting, open wetness, Glen again slid between her legs.  She was too exhausted to move, so he grasped her beneath her knees and pulled her legs up and back as his other hand guided his unsheathed cock to her puffy slit.  He ran its spongy head up and down between the slippery sides, back and forth until she started to react and realized what was happening.  He then abruptly stopped, moved his cock to the entrance of her womanhood and slowly slid inside.  She instinctively arched to meet his penetration and then, remembering he had not put on a condom, tried to pull back away.  His body followed her back to the mattress as his cock seated itself fully her.  “Please, put a rubber on,” she protested in a shallow whisper.  She thought he might comply as he slowly withdrew his cock until just the tip remained inside her.  Instead, he sank back in its entire length and then withdrew again to the tip, then sled back in as far as he could.  “Pull out and put a rubber on,” she again implored.  “We can’t do this without a rubber.”


He didn’t.  Instead, Glen began a slow, methodical lengthening of his strokes, bottoming out inside her as she halfheartedly tried to close her legs.  She reached down, vainly attempting to grasp his wet, plunging cock, in a futile attempt to pull it from her body.  Instead, her fingers slid past his cock and touched his balls as he buried his cock in her once again.  She felt them tighten closer to his body as his cock swelled inside her.  “Please, you can’t cum in me.  Its not what we agreed to do.  Don’t..”  


His balls pulled tight against his body as he felt the surge inside them.  He buried his cock as deeply in her as he could, pressing against the unprotected opening of her womb.  He felt the intensity of the moment as his balls began to contract in her hand and he began to shoot his sperm into her deepest reaches.  Feeling both panic and intense pleasure, she turned to me, opened her eyes and looked at me as her body reacted to the exploding cock in her pussy.  Feeling his cock suddenly expand and begin pumping volley after volley of his sperm deep into her, she still did not look away from me, while her hand held his emptying balls.  As he spewed the last of his cum into her womb, she came again, milking the last drops from his now deflating cock.  He pulled out from her and rolled over on his back, spent and exhausted,  his cock soaked with both of their juices.  


She continued to study my face, I guess she was searching for some clue as to what I was feeling.  I laid there without expression as she reached for my still hard cock.   “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked.  I didn’t reply.  She continued to stroke my cock.  I was torn between how erotic and utterly sexual she looked, and the fact that I had just seen another man cum inside her.  “Come here” she implored as she tried to guide me by my cock to her open legs.  I moved between her legs as she opened them farther and tried to wrap them around my ass.  She drew me closer and, with her hand, rubbed my cock against her still swollen pussy lips, dripping with another man’s cum.  My cock was painfully swollen.  I needed to cum.  It felt strange, with the head of my cock against a pussy opening of a woman who had just had another man cum inside her.  I guess that’s what is to be expected when you engage in a trio.  She continued to rub me against her open slit, sliding her hand up and down the length of my cock. “I want you to cum inside me too.” she implored.


I wanted to, but I felt uncomfortable with the thought of sliding into another man’s cum.  She ran her fingers up and down my cock again.  My balls drew up against me and tightened.  “If you won’t cum in me, cum all over me,” she said, seeming to understand and continued to slowly stroke my expanding cock.  


“Stop”, I said as she continued to jack me off.  “Stop”.  She continued to slide her hand up and down my cock.  She reached with her other hand, running a finger back to my asshole teased it for a moment and then ran her fingertips back to that pressure spot behind my balls.  I stood up on my knees as the first volley of my cum shot out, arching across her stomach to her breasts.  Her fingers continued to press and massage the back of my balls as her other hand stroked my cock again.  I tensed and shot another stream of sperm almost as long as the first across her belly almost to her breasts.  Then a third and a smaller forth fell and puddled on her stomach.  She never took her eyes off my face as I came.  Spend, I rolled away onto my back.  


Exhausted we three fell into a welcome sleep.  It was almost 1:00AM.


I began to awaken just past 7 in the morning.  The morning sun brightly filtered through the slats of the blinds, illuminating the room.  My first thoughts were; “Did that really happen?”.  Looking at the two people sleeping besides me, I knew it had.  I looked at my wife, the sheet just covering her naked body to her waist.  The room smelled like sex.  She was laying on her back with her head facing me and her eyes closed.  I thought she was still sleeping but suddenly her eyes snapped open and she looked at me.  Glen was still fast asleep on her other side.  “What are we going to do?”  She whispered to me with a worried look on her face.  She must have been awake for some time worrying about how I would feel when I awoke.


“What do you want to do?  Do you want to be fucked some more?”  I asked, not meaning to sound hard or cold, but just to inquire if she was not fully satiated yet.  


“I think I need a shower,” she said in a low monotone.  


“I’ll go first,” I whispered back, wanting to allow her more time with Glen is she wished.  I got up, grabbed some clothes from a drawer, went to the bathroom, turned on the water waited a moment until it warmed  and stepped into the shower.  I wondered if Glen was fucking her again as I washed the night from my body.  I toweled off, brushed my teeth, ran a brush through my hair and threw on my khakis, a tee shirt and, without looking back into the bedroom, went downstairs to make breakfast.  Once down in the kitchen I heard the water from the shower turn on again.  Was that Anne?  Was it Glen?  Was it Anne and Glen?  A few minutes later my questions were answered as Anne, dressed in her black shorts and a cotton top, came into the kitchen.  She walked up to me, put her arms around me and kissed me. I looked into her eyes and kissed her back.  


I couldn’t resist the question:  “Did you take a shower with Glen?”  I asked, not really wanting to hear the answer I thought I already knew.  


“No.” she replied.  “He awakened as you left the room for your shower though.”  She was silent for a moment, studying the expression on my face.  “He put his arms around me and kissed me and got hard again.  I guess he wanted to fuck me again… one last time,”  she continued.  “I didn’t let him.  I kissed him for a few seconds and, as I felt his cock grow against me, pushed him away.  I told him I had to take a shower and got up.  He didn’t follow me into the shower or anything.  Last night was last night…” she tried to explain with worry in her eyes.  I gave her a small smile and told her it was all right.  She looked somewhat relieved but still a little worried.  “He’s getting dressed and will leave… I am not interested in seeing him again..and I told him so.. if you were wondering.”


“What do you want for breakfast?” I asked, changing the subject.  


“Let’s wait until he leaves. O.K.?” she replied.


“Sure.”


She looked like she wanted to say something profound or important but was interrupted by Glen entering kitchen.  “I should go.  Thanks for including me in your fantasy.”  he said.  


After an uncomfortable moment of silence I said, “You’re welcome.”


Anne gave him a little hug, he gave me a friendly slap on the shoulder, turned and left our home.  


I did not know quite what to say, so I went down to our basement where I could occupy my thoughts, refinishing an old chest on my workbench.  Anne stayed upstairs.


For an hour or so, I tried to concentrate on the project, but my mind was filled with confusing thoughts and mixed emotions as I reflected on the past night.  The basement door opened and I heard Anne’s footsteps on the basement stairs.  I pretended to be deeply absorbed in my work as she came up behind and put her arms around me, her head pressed into my back.  I turned and faced her.  “Do you still want me?” She questioned.  


“Yes,” I responded.


“Are you sure?”  She asked again.


“Yes”.


“Do you really still want me?  Will this change our relationship?  Are you going to think less of me now?  I don’t want to lose you,”  she said with an air of uncertainty.


“No. Nothings different”.  I lied a little, not wanting to worry her or spoil memories of the last evening for her.


“I hope not.  I love you,”  she said, pulling me tighter against her.


“So what are we going to do now?” she asked.


“Right now I’m going finish gluing this chest together,”  I said as I reached for the bottle.


She smiled nervously, kissed me and went back upstairs.  


I hoped we hadn’t damaged our relationship.  I hoped she had not gotten pregnant.  I hoped she wouldn’t be thinking of him the next time we made love, and I hoped we escaped without catching anything from our guest.  


No, I wouldn’t change things between us.  I loved her and was determined not to treat her any differently.  After all, it was her birthday, so we did what she wanted to do on it.   And, after all, my own birthday was just four months away.…


 





	








	


     





