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Back in college, I lived in the attic suite of a big old house, a tiny creaky apartment that my girlfriend Tamara was in love with. She was in biology, I was in chemistry.



“

 
It

 
’

 
s like a Russian novel up here!” she said.

 
“

 
A good place to plan crimes and revolutions,” she squinted her big brown eyes at me and grinned sideways. Tamara had a devious bend of mind.



My friend in chemistry, JT, was often over to hang out — nobody had money, so talking shit all night was all we had. One night we got on the topic of biological chemistry.

Tamara was wearing a tight grey sweater with a white lace Peter Pan collar and a short grey skirt with thigh high socks and heavy black ankle boots. She looked like she belonged in the century the house was built in. Her long lazy waves of cinnamon blonde hair fell over her shoulders and lazily as a forest creek down her back. She was a studious girl, quiet and reserved, especially with other people around. Bookish, you would say.



But she knew her biology.

 
“

 
It must have happened,” she suddenly interjected, "that different chemicals got manufactured in evolution that generated different specific emotional feelings, no?” She looked up through the tops of her eyes through strands of hair that partly obscured her face in the light of the dim floor lamp at night. She had no idea how incredibly sexy she was, especially when she was thinking hard.



Neither JT nor I said anything — we both admired her silently, it was so late  by this time and our minds were swirling.



“

 
Feelings,” she picked up again, “that then would prompt actions that supposedly were beneficial to survival?” she finished her thought in a lower, quieter voice.



JT pushed himself back up to sit straight and cleared his throat and grinned at me, tearing his ensnared eyes off my girlfriend’s bountiful chest. I understood — she was hard not to sink you gaze into. I saw her flash a glimpse back at JT too, and for a split second, to also grin in the very corners of her lips a brief moment.



“

 
Well,” he dropped his gaze to the empty middle of the table that glowed in the dim yellowing light,

 
“

 
adrenaline is one that is certainly manufactured and then released in a flood into the blood stream, and that one makes you breathe faster and your muscles shake,” he nodded to no one. 

 
“

 
And those signals make your emotional brain create the feeling of fear, and that

 
’

 
s what makes you run away,” JT said with a firm nod.





Tamara inhaled and held her finger up ready to contradict him but I cut her off.

 
“

 
Other way around,” I waved my hand over the table.

 
“

 
The chemicals are what make you run away, and all the emotional brain does is come in after the fact when it notices that you

 
’

 
re running away and sort of figures out that there must be something to fear. So it goes, body runs, then the fear feeling comes.”





Tamara tilted her head at me and had something different to say, but I tripped her up.

 
“

 
But then,” she paused, “that just makes the whole chemo-emotional circuit redundant,” she said shaking her head of bouncing waves at me. Her hair fell over her face more and she switched her crossed legs up and leaned back further in the kitchen chair, folding her hands over her stomach with a satisfaction.

 
“

 
That means the emotional brain would be just along for the ride. Where is the survival benefit in that? Because everything that exists in the body has a survival benefit or it wouldn

 
’

 
t be there.” JT was there or I wouldn

 
’

 
t have been able to resist taking her pretty face in my hands and kissing her deeply then and there. She absently pulled a tiny gold necklace through her lips.





“

 
She

 
’

 
s right,” JT finally said.

 
“

 
We have to test this, we need an experiment.”



As if on some kind of cue, we both turned to Tamara sitting there on the third side of the square kitchen table we sat around.



“

 
Why does everyone look at me,” she couldn

 
’

 
t stop herself grinning.



We both looked back at each other and I could tell by his eyes, as he could by mine, that we were imagining the same kind of experiment.



“

 
Last weekend,” he said,

 
“

 
when we were getting beers at the student pub,” he nodded thoughtfully.

 
“

 
When that dude came up and asked Tamara if she was alone. Right in front of you.”





Tamara shot me a wide-eyed but secretly communicating glance. She lifted her bottle of beer.

 
“

 
That guy was so oblivious! I mean Vince was right beside me.” She shook her head with disdain. But she glanced sideways at me again with those big brown eyes of hers, all hidden behind her loose strands of her hair she pulled in front of her face. It was what she did when she was thinking about sex, she hid her face — she couldn

 
’

 
t just come out and say it. But JT was there — she was as restrained as I was.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s what pissed me off so much,” I said, turning to JT.

 
“

 
I mean, fuck guy, at least wait for me to go to the bathroom or something, right?” 





JT rolled his head back and laughed.

 
“

 
I thought you were just gonna stand up and drop the guy right there.”





“

 
Felt like it,” I nodded.

 
“

 
If he didn

 
’

 
t back off when he did, man I was starting to boil.”





“

 
With adrenaline,” Tamara pointed out.





“

 
Definitely adrenaline,” I nodded at her.

 
“

 
Shaking, heart racing, seeing red.” Her eyes flared at me. She even wrapped the tip of her pink, wet tongue around the tiny pendent of her necklace and toyed with it, staring at me deeply in the eyes. She didn

 
’

 
t hide it from JT. She was making me stir, I could tell so obviously she was getting aroused. What could we do though?





“

 
But in that moment, you

 
’

 
re not able to sort of gauge your thinking or monitor yourself,” JT said. “Are you.”





“

 
No,” I agreed, barely able to pull my eyes off my girlfriend who was herself looking down and grinning. She shifted her legs again. She was becoming agitated.





“

 
So a guy hitting on your girlfriend causes you to flood your bloodstream with adrenaline,” he went on, nodding at me. “Is that about right?”





“

 
What

 
’

 
s your experiment, JT?” I said, already feeling some kind of chemical flooding me. So was Tamara, whose face was by now flushed — her give away.





“

 
A controlled version of what happened at the pub,” he said.





“

 
Involving you.” I stared at him mimicking an angry man.





He and I stared like two adversaries circling each other in the ring.

 
“

 
Involving me,” he grinned.





“

 
Guys,” Tamara flared her eyes at the table,

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m right here, in case you didn

 
’

 
t realize.” Her dangling foot touched the underside of my leg.





We realized of course — but we kept our eyes locked on each other.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think it

 
’

 
s a good experiment,” I said.





“

 
I think it is,” he contradicted me.



I turned to Tamara who again flared her eyes silently at me. She was becoming impatient for JT to leave.



“

 
But we

 
’

 
re not at a pub,” I pointed out.





“

 
We could pretend we

 
’

 
re in the library,” he said.





“

 
Doing what?” Tamara turned to him with her wild eyes lifted to him.





He shrugged. But I got his idea. I turned to Tamara,

 
“

 
You could be reading, say. He comes in and he tries to hit on you. And I

 
’

 
m sitting there watching him do it. Just like the pub.”





“

 
And you get to stop the action,” Tamara said. She held her mouth like someone focused on not grinning. “So we can break it down and analyze it.”





JT finished the thought.

 
“

 
Exactly! Then let it roll forward again, and make notes of what you feel. Gauge the chemicals as they come on line.”





“

 
And what, I

 
’

 
m supposed to get angry at you?” I said.





“

 
Yeah, I hit on your girlfriend, I do things until you feel angry enough and then we make notes. Then we keep going until you

 
’

 
re angry again.” He stared at me like it was the most normal thing to suggest.





“

 
I vote we try it,” said Tamara, shooting her arm high up. She glanced at JT and I saw them look at each other briefly before they both darted their eyes away.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s already on,” I said with a chuckle, looking at them both slyly though squinting eyes.





“

 
What is?” JT asked.





“

 
I just saw you and Tamara exchange glances and I could feel a little stab right through my heart.”





“

 
Aw,” Tamara smiled in sympathy at me. She reached for my arm and squeezed my wrist.

 
“

 
Maybe you don

 
’

 
t want us to do this.”





“

 
No, no,” I said,

 
“

 
I was just pointing out, for experimental purposes, that I was already feeling something.”





“

 
Feeling what though?” JT leaned forward.





I leaned back, I clasped my hands over my stomach, and I rotated my face toward him.

 
“

 
Fear. I felt fear. Don

 
’

 
t know fear of what, but it was fear.”





“

 
Scale of 1-10,” Tamara said full of excitement. She loved experiments, but she would as a biologist.





“

 
One is fear I

 
’

 
m going to pinch your arm,” Tamara said. Her eyes were somehow bigger and rounder.

 
“

 
And ten is, fear of death.”





JT laughed.

 
“

 
Too high, too high! Everything is going to be below 2. Make it, I don

 
’

 
t know, 10 is, Tamara is going to tell you she

 
’

 
s had a second boyfriend all along.”





“

 
Oh my god!” she widened her eyes at him and exaggerated a gasp.





“

 
I have to admit, that is a pretty serious fear,” I said. “I don’t fear that at the moment, but if I did, that would be a big thing.”





She turned to me.

 
“

 
You actually are afraid of that?” She was incredulous.





“

 
No, no,” I shook my head.

 
“

 
But when I imagine it, when I imagine you just telling me that, I can feel just how fearful that would be.” I clasped her hand with mine and we entwined fingers over the top of the table.

 
“

 
It would hit me on so many levels at once.”





“

 
I would never!” she leaned forward to reassure me and she lifted my hand in hers to kiss the back of my fingers.





“

 
But this is good,” JT said.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s a good scale. So on that scale, when you saw me and Tamara exchange a secret glance, where did that fall?”





“

 
Well let

 
’

 
s see,” I said.

 
“

 
I know you, I already know you guys know each other, and we

 
’

 
re talking about certain things, so the glance could mean a lot of innocent things. I don

 
’

 
t know, I felt something, so maybe 2 or 3.”



Tamara turned to JT and gave him big closed-mouth smile and puffed air out her nose. We all nodded. The experiment was on.



“

 
You go by his desk, by his bookshelves in there,” JT said, gesturing toward my bedroom. There was no door, just an archway.

 
“

 
Make like you

 
’

 
re reading something. Then I

 
’

 
ll come in.”





“

 
Where am I? Just sitting here?” I said.





JT shrugged.

 
“

 
You can wonder around like you

 
’

 
re not even in the scene. We don

 
’

 
t see you. It

 
’

 
s like you

 
’

 
re a ghost, you get to see us but we don

 
’

 
t see you.”





I turned to Tamara.

 
“

 
You okay with this?”





She grinned.

 
“

 
Sounds fun,” she said with an obsequious grin.

 
“

 
I want to see how mad you get!” she laughed and slapped my leg.





“

 
Go,” JT said. Tamara got up full of excitement about the experiment. She went through the archway into my bedroom. JT and I stood together watching her get into character from the kitchen.





JT quietly said to me,

 
“

 
You good with this?”





“

 
It

 
’

 
s all in the name of science,” I nodded.





“

 
Stop it anytime,” he nodded. And he went through the archway.



I went halfway through and watched from the short hall. JT made it look as if he were searching the shelves for a particular book. Tamara made it look like she was getting interested in her book and she sat on my desk and crossed her legs.



“

 
Hey,” JT said, nodding, half turning to her.





She looked up interrupted from her book.

 
“

 
Hey,” she said back friendly enough, before dropping her eyes back to her book.





So far so good: they both acted very realistically.

 
“

 
Feels real, guys,” I said.





They both completely ignored me.

 
“

 
Oh hey, I read that book, what do think of it?”





She turned it over and looked at the spine. It was

 
“

 
Crime and Punishment.” “Just started, hard to say,” she smiled politely up at him.





“

 
So you read the scene with the landlady and what comes after that?” he said with a sideways grin.





She closed the book and held it against her legs with her arms down and outstretched. She dangled her hair over her face and looked up to him. It was a sexy come on, but I thought it was JT who was supposed to be coming onto her.

 
“

 
Why don

 
’

 
t you tell me what you think of it?”





He sniggered. But he stepped over to the desk and leaned on it right beside her.

 
“

 
Well,” he began.





But I called out.

 
“

 
Stop.” They both dropped their smiles and over to me.





“

 
Maybe 3 to 4 now. I saw JT slide on in there leaning beside you.”





“

 
What is the fear?” she said.”Can you name it?”





I looked in her eyes and she looked right back as though defying me.

 
“

 
Fear that you two already somehow know each other. I mean in the scene, you’re my girlfriend, and he’s some random guy. Yet I am suspicious you know each other.”





Tamara rolled her head sideways and rubbed it against JT

 
’

 
s head.

 
“

 
We do! He

 
’

 
s your best friend!” She tittered. “It’s hard to suddenly not know him!”





“

 
But it

 
’

 
s more than just that, I mean that it feels like you two know each other in a more serious way already.”





“

 
Like a fear that you didn

 
’

 
t know that Tamara and I are ex

 
’

 
s?” JT pointed at me.





“

 
Fuck,” I grinned.

 
“

 
That pushed it to 5, just the mere suggestion of it. Look,”  I said, holding out my hand level.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s shaking already.”





“

 
Holy shit,” nodded JT.





Tamara looked at my hand and lifted her eyes to my face.

 
“

 
What would happen if I kissed him on the cheek?”





“

 
Why would you suddenly do that?” I shook my head with confusion.

 
“

 
That would not be consistent with the scene.”





“

 
No,” JT agreed,

 
“

 
but it would accelerate that fear you said you have.”





He turned toward Tamara but kept his eyes on mine, even when he touched her chin. She also turned her face to him but kept her eyes on mine. They didn

 
’

 
t kiss on the cheek — they kissed on the lips. They both looked at me and I glared back at them.





“

 
How did that feel?” Tamara said in a soft, private voice.





I looked at her with my breath heavy and my heart rapid.

 
“

 
6,” I said.





JT turned to Tamara and she turned to him, gently placing the book aside. He reached to her and plunged his hand through her hair to wrap it around the back of her neck. She reacted stiffly at first, resistant to him when he pulled her, but she also briefly licked her own lips and dropped her gaze down to his mouth. This time they didn

 
’

 
t turn to me. They pressed their faces in slow motion together, and she lifted her hand to lightly caress the side of his face. They engaged in a twisting, entwining-snake-like long kiss.



When they finally broke it off, Tamara looked at me with her breath short and her eyes dilated.



“

 
You tell me this time,” I said to her.

 
“

 
How did that feel?”





She widened her eyes and stared at the floor between us.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not the one in the experiment,” she said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to say at least 8,” JT laughed and Tamara laughed too, though there was an element of nervous laughter with her, when she looked at him.





She looked at me and dragged her hand with pressure down from his face, over his neck, to his chest, then his stomach, and finally around his thigh. It was as though she was unaware that she slowly jutted her chest and arched her back as she did so.

 
“

 
8 for me too,” she said nearly inaudibly.





“

 
Hold it,” I said,”What

 
’

 
s going on here?”





“

 
Feeling angry?” JT said. He pressed the palm of his hand against Tamara

 
’

 
s beautiful breasts. She blinked and she swallowed, her eyes narrowed and she appeared to shiver a split second, but she didn

 
’

 
t push his hand away.





“

 
Getting pretty angry now, seeing as how you think you can just do that, so yeah, angry for sure.”





“

 
Scale?” Tamara said, sounding like she was slightly out of breath. She just looked at me even while JT freely massaged her breasts in front of me.





“

 
What was I up to already?” I asked. Her and I had our eyes locked.





“

 
6,” JT said.





“

 
Well it

 
’

 
s 8 now,” I said. I held my hand out flat. It shook visibly.





“

 
What about now?” Tamara said in a low sultry voice that was almost a whisper it was so quiet. She had slid her hand up his thigh to let it rest lightly over his crotch.





“

 
Stop,” I said with my throat constricted and my breath so short and rapid I was feeling slightly faint.



Tamara put her hands back together in her lap and JT also clasped his hands together in his lap leaning on the desk hip to hip against her.



“

 
Okay that was a bit much,” I said.





“

 
What were you feeling?” Tamara asked with her head tilted full of innocence.





“

 
Just a lot of things, a lot of things at once.”





“

 
Like what?” She reached over and laid her hand again over the top of JT

 
’

 
s crotch.

 
“

 
Say it.”





I swallowed hard and crossed my arms over my chest.

 
“

 
A lot of things, I don

 
’

 
t know, it

 
’

 
s hard to separate them out, hard to put names on them.”





“

 
Try,” she said in a breathy voice. She lifted herself off the edge of the desk and stepped around JT

 
’

 
s extended feet. She twisted around to look at me over her shoulder, her cascades of waves covering half her face. Her arms were bent at their elbows and her hands were busy in front of her stomach. I didn

 
’

 
t want to look down from her eyes, but I didn

 
’

 
t have to. I could see she was undoing JT

 
’

 
s belt, slowly feeding it out of the metal loop, her eyes big, her lips pouty, her legs wide around his. My heart pounded and I was unable to believe what I was seeing. It was all unfolding as though in a surreal house of mirrors.





JT lifted his hands from the edge of the desk he

 
’

 
d been gripping as though for life and placed them around her waist. She turned back to face him and closed her eyes and projected her face forward on her reaching neck to kiss him again, softer, longer. Her nimble fingers undid the buttons of his jeans and her shoulders heaved up with a big breath she took when she pulled open the flaps of his pants and spread them.



I stepped inside my bedroom but only as far as the archway and I leaned against it still with my arms crossed over my chest. Neither of them looked at me now, they only kept their eyes on each others. JT began to pull up the sides of her sweater and rather than struggle against him or push his hands off her, she raised her arms over her head inviting him to pull her sweater up and off. Things felt like they were exploding up the serious scale, like we were messing with things we should not be touching.

She fluffed her hair and shook her head settling over her bare shoulders and back, and she smiled and snorted, even jutting her jaw at him with a kind of defiance. She pulled his jeans down over his ass and kept pushing them down, squatting as she did so until she was nearly all the way down, pulling his jeans off his feet that he raised for her one at a time. She stood back up, having not shifted her feet. He looked at her hip and as she reached her arms out and settled them over his shoulders, he undid the button there and drew down the tiny zipper until her skirt no longer hung from her hips but collapsed in a cloud at her feet. She stepped out of them, pushing them aside with her boot. She pulled up his t-shirt and yanked it, laughing a little, over this head.

She slowly brushed her hands down the front of his nude body, but for his shorts. And he returned his hands to her naked waist, she being also nude but for white bra, white panties, and black boots.



“

 
What the fuck, stop guys,” I said, but I barely managed to get it out though my dry and constricted throat.





They both looked at me as thought they forgot I was there, JT leaning sideways to see around her head and hair, Tamara by twisting around on her hips. But they didn

 
’

 
t take their hands off each other. Or move apart.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know about this,” I said. They didn

 
’

 
t even ask me what I was feeling this time.

 
“

 
I have to get something to write on.” I stepped toward them and they slid out of my way when I reached behind JT for paper on my desk and I made him step toward my bed when I needed to get into the drawer for pens. Tamara stepped with him staying in front, holding onto each other, then sat down on the bed to pull off her boots. JT sat beside her and lifted her leg into his lap to help her with her boots and she laughed and flopped back onto her back across my bed. When he got one off, she rolled onto her stomach and laid her other leg over his lap. He worked that boot off too, but he laid his hand on the back of her exposed thigh as he did so. It was very close to her panties.



I sat in my chair and spun it around and leaned back against its groaning spring till my shoulder blades were painfully against the front edge of my desk. I had a notebook in my lap on a tray and I began to write. I was about to say they could go again, but they had already started. JT had reached up her legs and had curled his fingers over the waist of her panties. It was again too far, it was again more than we thought we would do, or at least more than I had imagined would happen. Rather than brush his hand away, my girlfriend only lifted herself by her hips to allow him to pull them off, and he tugged them the rest of the way down the bed toward me and off her legs.

I wrote. I had feelings that were entirely unexpected, and not all bad. There’s a sort of dreamlike quality about it when things are happening late at night past the point of being tired, as though it’s not really happening, or it doesn’t count in the real world.



She reached behind her back with her face buried in my blankets and merely tapped her finger at the clasp of her bra. JT wormed his way up the bed and swung himself up and over her, sitting down on her ass to reach up and undo her bra. She rolled under him until she was flat on her back and she stared up at him and tugged at the waist of his shorts. I wanted to say

 
“

 
Stop” again but it was like a dream as I said, like when you can

 
’

 
t find your voice.





JT lifted himself on his hands and toes like a jackknife and worked his own shorts down, using his toes at the end to pull them off and tossed them aside onto the floor. They struggled and wrestled a bit arranging their limbs until Tamara

 
’

 
s knees were pushed wide and JT

 
’

 
s knees were together, where he laid slowly, gently down over top of her. Her feet slowly pulled up and down along his thighs and calves. Her hands gracefully, gently, rubbed up and down over his back and shoulder blades. JT suspended himself over her body to avoid crushing her, resting on his knees and elbows. I couldn’t believe they were both completely nude. I felt like I was watching something distant on a screen.





“

 
Stop,” I finally managed to breathe out. They didn

 
’

 
t hear me, lost in another of their kisses, and I forced it out louder again. Tamara rolled her head sideways to see me down past the foot of the bed. JT rolled his head far enough over to see me over his shoulder.





“

 
How are we doing there,” he said.





I cleared my throat and began speaking with a catch in my voice.

 
“

 
Getting a lot down here,” I said.

 
“

 
Do you think we have enough now?”





“

 
I

 
’

 
m not sure,” Tamara said, her delicate fingers, her painted nails, still hanging onto JT

 
’

 
s shoulders suspended above her.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m good to go a bit further if . . . “ she trailed off.





JT looked down at her.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m good to keep going too,” he said softly to her.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re all good here, you good there?” he called over his shoulder to me.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know guys,” I said.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m feeling a lot of things.”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s good, right?” Tamara said encouragingly, but in a wavering voice.

 
“

 
Why don

 
’

 
t we just try a little more?”





“

 
I think we need to good thorough data,” JT nodded.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s just us three,” Tamara said.

 
“

 
Nobody else needs to know, right?”





“

 
We can stop though if you think we should,” JT said.



They both stared at me, their fingers moving in tiny, imperceptible circles on each others skin, both of them trying obviously to control their deep, rapid breathing.



“

 
No, no,” I finally said, pushing my chair around by digging my feet into the floor until I was opposite the side of the bed.





“

 
If it

 
’

 
s too far, we

 
’

 
ll stop,” Tamara nearly whispered.

 
“

 
But I want to keep going.”





“

 
I know,” I said.

 
“

 
I think that

 
’

 
s what

 
’

 
s giving me part of the complex feelings — I can tell your enjoying it.”





“

 
It

 
’

 
s only because you

 
’

 
re here,” she assured me with a serious nod. “You know that right?”





“

 
I know. It gives me feelings I am having a hard time identifying seeing you so into it — but I want to see more.”





She looked up at JT, who, directly above her, looked down at her so closely they could kiss.

 
“

 
Do you want to keep going?” she asked him so innocently and softly. She did that so well, I nearly gasped.





“

 
Yeah,” he breathed and nodded.





“

 
Maybe it would help me,” I stopped them again just as they were about to kiss all over,

 
“

 
if you guys also told me what you were feeling, so then I can make notes of that too. It

 
’

 
s all chemicals, right? Maybe we can get data on whether our bodies follow our decisions or . . .

 
“





Tamara cut me off, her eyes big and round on JT

 
’

 
s.

 
“

 
. . . or our decisions follow our bodies.” The way she said “bodies” made me nearly faint.





“

 
Tell me,” I said, kicking JT

 
’

 
s leg because he was also nearly knocked out by her.

 
“

 
What are you deciding to do next. Do you know?”





“

 
Yes I know,” he said not taking his gaze off my girlfriend. The silence in the room, the creak of the old house, the smell of wood and attic everywhere, it was like a different world we fell into through the back of a closet. His voice was shaking like Tamara’s.





“

 
What is it,” said Tamara in a whisper so quiet it was as though it was meant only for him. Her finger tapped on his bicep impatiently.





He turned to me sideways.

 
“

 
I want to go down on her,” he said. He turned to her.

 
“

 
I want to eat her pussy out.”



Under his body Tamara rocked and squirmed at his words. I could see her knees pull up one after the other and her hips rotate under him. It appears to all be involuntary and I quickly scratched down a note.



“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” I smirked as I wrote in my book.

 
“

 
I mean . . . “ I groaned, but Tamara cut me off again.





“ I don

 
’

 
t mind if that

 
’

 
s good for data,” she quickly said, rolling her face toward me.

 
“

 
If if gives you other feelings to write about,” she added, barely able to say it through a faltering high-pitch voice.





“

 
Tell me what it makes you feel, him saying that,” I said to her.





She looked up at him even as he began to slowly edge himself backward on his hands and knees down over her body. She inhaled in a shiver and rolled her head sideways toward me again.

 
“

 
It makes me feel pretty weird,” she chuckled but she caught herself quickly.

 
“

 
I guess I like it. I would like him to do that, yes.” She kept her face toward me even as her hands lifted and plunged into his hair. He was kissing her stomach.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s kind of beyond feelings that I can say,” she breathed out.

 
“

 
It kind of feels like things are just happening now,” she squeezed out in a higher register. JT was lowering his face between her pulled up knees, his hands wrapped around her hips and laying on her stomach. He blew lightly on her pussy and she inhaled sharply and clenched her eyes a moment. She opened them again on mine. They had become glassy. She bent her finger and bit on it.

 
“

 
It just feels,” she said barely able to force the words out all jaggedly and separated,

 
“

 
goooood,” she groaned at length. He had brought his mouth to the apex of her legs and her eyes closed. I heard her breathe the word, “fuck!”





Her not wanting to stop was understandable, even with her boyfriend sitting right beside the bed watching and making notes. Or maybe I added to the sensation for her, giving her a tacit permission to have sex with my friend, something she probably would never do behind my back, I had to believe. Yet it came on quickly and unexpectedly. I thought she

 
’

 
d laugh it off at some point and we

 
’

 
d all wipe our brows and go back to the kitchen, glad things were stopped where they were. But body-manufactured chemicals are powerful. They absolutely override any conscious decisions. We are compelled to do as we are programmed to in response to the chemicals, no less than the ant infected by the chemicals released by a fungus, climbs up a blade of grass and chomps the top permanently. Once her chemicals were flooding her blood, she was powerless to stop things, no matter how wrong, no matter how much it scratched across the record of her personality.



JT was just as slave to the programming of his body in response to the release of his chemicals. To me, what came after we finished — whatever that would come to mean — would be just as interesting as JT and Tamara would have to recount to me how they felt about what they know they did right in front of me.

Tamara began to inhale in short, sharp high-pitched gasps through her open mouth with her head pushing further and further backward on my bed. Her fingers twisted in the sheets and her chest arched high up.



JT reached up her body, pushing his hands over her tight stomach and clamping onto her breasts, squeezing her, pulling on her nipples and twisting them. Her whole body contorted and writhed like a slow-motion electrocution. Of course he wouldn

 
’

 
t want to stop — his conscious override would be far less than hers.





The biggest question was why I wasn

 
’

 
t making them stop. They both had sexual pleasure to excuse themselves — an obviously heavy-hitter in the realm of chemical communication. My girlfriend

 
’

 
s moans began to stop and start like she was forgetting to breathe. In times spaced out by several seconds, she would inhale sharply several times, then hold her breath, then moan out loud long and deeply, each time in a higher tone as though she were climbing, falling, and climbing higher and higher in ever shorter cycles. I wasn

 
’

 
t supposed to be experiencing pleasure, I was supposed to be the aggrieved party, I was supposed to be getting more and more angry.





But though I started out miffed to some degree when they were clothed and kissing and touching, the more things got carried away, the more serious they got, the more I saw my girlfriend

 
’

 
s eyes dilate and could sense her breath getting shorter, the more I was overtaken as well by something that wasn

 
’

 
t quite sexual pleasure, but a pretty close cousin to it.





Maybe that

 
’

 
s why guys get over-the-top raging angry when they catch their wives at it with another guy. Seeing the lust in their wives, it brings forth in them something similar, a kind of sexual pleasure, a release of some mix of chemical signals, that confuses them and fills them with self-hate and self-dread to the point they need to smash the very possibility of it. It may be why, I thought, as I tilted my head sideways to consider my girlfriend

 
’

 
s face more closely, the way it contorted with deep pleasure, as she cusped, as she stopped breathing altogether, as her whole torso squirmed like she was squeezing through a hole too small, they must leave their wives, despite the damage to their home and family and income and assets and everything else, because their partner, just being a reminder of that unfamiliar kind of pleasure, is too uncomfortable to live with.





She cried out so loud I was about to cover her mouth with my hand in respect of the neighbors. Her whole body lifted off the bed and flopped down, repeatedly. She pushed JT

 
’

 
s head out from between her legs and seemed suspended on a high voltage power line, before seemingly being released in every cell in her body. She rolled on her side away from me and curled her body up tight.





JT just hung there on his hands and knees looking at me with my girlfriend

 
’

 
s glisten all over his mouth. He crawled up to the pillows and flopped down on his back. He didn

 
’

 
t care that his cock, raging hard, stood up between my face and my girlfriend

 
’

 
s back.





She rolled over finally but was surprised by where JT had landed himself and she said,

 
“

 
Oh, hello,” to his cock, and she laughed. She pulled herself against him and even onto him, laying her head on his stomach to see me better, with her hand resting on his leg. Her and I seemed to agree for the moment to ignore his hard, straight up cock between our faces. He had pulled himself up on my pillow and was able to look down at us where I leaned on my elbows on my knees close to Tamara where her face rested sideways on his abdomen.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re still not saying stop, you know,” she said. I guess I should have. I believed we were stopped and I was confused at first at what she meant. But she kept her eyes on mine even as she slid her hand up his leg and wrapped it slowly around his cock. She licked her lips and struggled to keep her eyes from blinking.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re not saying stop,” she breathed as though she required it now to stop herself, as though she was compelled without me putting a boundary up. She emitted a tiny cry from deep inside and bent his cock over far enough to lick it, to kiss it, and when I still said nothing, to close her eyes and close her lips around the head.



JT groaned and stared down at his body with his eyes nearly popping out. I covered my eyes to stop him and I from seeing each other. But I looked through my fingers at what Tamara was doing. She got up on her elbows and knees and held his cock in her hand as she lowered her mouth all the way down over his cock. When she pulled back up, I could see it shiny from her saliva.



She looked at me with his cock against her face where she batted it gently on her cheek and forehead and kissed it and played with it.

 
“

 
You don

 
’

 
t want me to stop, do you,” she said. She swallowed it again making sure I was watching. She pulled off and kissed it like a lover and licked under the ridge.

 
“

 
Do you like watching me suck off your friend?”





She didn

 
’

 
t wait for my answer before dropping her mouth down the length of his cock again. She began to pump herself on him and he let her, of course. And so did I. I was having trouble writing anything anymore. She was right. Removed from the anger of discovering her cheating behind my back, removed from the humiliation of others discovering my girlfriend is with another man, removed from the threat another man would normally be who isn

 
’

 
t my friend, removed from the aggression and the belittling even a friend could show taking on one

 
’

 
s partner, there was none of the anger. But what remained was more powerful yet. My girlfriend wasn

 
’

 
t sucking him off for his pleasure, she wasn

 
’

 
t doing it for my entertainment, she was clearly and completely self-absorbed doing it out of her own body

 
’

 
s imperative, and she was flooded with her own pleasure.





As was I. It was as though a sympathetic response were taking me over, the way a yawn spreads to others, or hiccups or laughter. I tried to write but I was messy, I was shaking so much. Our bodies release chemicals sometimes when we perceive a person close to us releasing those chemicals — if a person I am walking on a dark path with is suddenly filled with adrenaline, it

 
’

 
s a good evolutionary adaptation for my body to release adrenaline too. They must have seen or heard something to cause them to fear and to get ready to run, so without needing the original stimulus, my body trusts their body and gets ready to run too.





My girlfriend’s overwhelming pleasure was filling me with pleasure, even though I wasn

 
’

 
t receiving the primary original stimulation. Yet I was enthralled in pleasure in sympathy with her. Had this all happened outside the context of an experiment in the laboratory of my bedroom, I would, of course, have been mightily confused about what it said about me that I was experiencing an extremely strong reaction to a flood of pleasure chemicals even as my girlfriend was going down on another man

 
’

 
s cock in front of me. I would of course be thrown into a spiral of self-doubt afterword. How could anyone get off on watching their partner be sexually gratified by another mate? But that was all a mix-up of chemical signals. We release chemicals when triggered to by someone near us also releasing those chemicals. Then we associate the release in our bodies with what we are seeing, as though that were the cause of it. First the chemical, then the mind tries to figure out an explanation. It gets it wrong, but that doesn’t inhibit the pleasure — the chemicals have already hit.





I scribbled my notes furiously. When next I looked up, it was as though Tamara were becoming desperate for me to say something, to put up a stop sign of some kind. Her face was glowing and her eyes were glass. She had, unbeknownst to me, lifted herself into a kneeling position over JT

 
’

 
s body. She sagged to her hands planted on his chest and her long hair swept over his face. She stopped looking at me and brought her face to his, to kiss him again.





JT

 
’

 
s hands were all over my girlfriend

 
’

 
s body, all over her back, all over her waist, her ass, underneath and over her stomach and her breasts. She moaned inside their long, intense kiss, and my heart pounded when I saw her arm stretch slowly down between their bodies and her hand appear behind her, between her legs. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and she pulled and pushed on it, her hand shaking and her body caught in those tiny high-pitched inhalations all over again. Every flood of chemicals in her were flooding in me too.





She brought her face sideways to me and laid her cheek on his chest.

 
“

 
I can

 
’

 
t help it,” she nearly cried to me. She moaned and gasped. I was again paralyzed and could not say anything — I was powerless as she was. When she let go of his cock I forced myself to look down between her legs. The head was inside her pussy. I nearly died.



She plunged down and sat up on him at the same time, pushing her hair back from her face with both hands and turning to me with her mouth hanging wide open. She exhaled like she was being scalded and she released her knees and allowed her hips to fall all the way down onto his hips. She curled her spine in and her eyes went half-lidded like it was a pain that filled her. When she rocked forward again, still turned to face me, still with her mouth wide open, still with her eyes glassy and her lips rosy, I could see his cock completely covered in her glisten. She rocked back down again and up and down and up, and when he gripped her breasts in his hands, she returned her attention to the man who was beneath her, and she began to rise and fall on him, fucking him, fucking his brains out. They went hard at each other.

I pushed the chair back from the edge of the bed. There was no stopping them now if I tried. He rolled their bodies over and they laughed, forgetting entirely that I was there in the same room. She squealed and grabbed for his cock and he plunged it down into her and she cried out being so completely pierced. She rolled over on her side facing me and braced her hands into the headboard and dug her knees into my bed as he pounded her also sideways from behind.

She pushed him off and got herself into position as though to tell him, time to cum. She wagged her ass and went down on her elbows. He kneeled behind her and plowed himself into her so hard her body shuddered and she cried out and bit the sheets hard. That was how my girlfriend came again, with JT ramming himself into her from behind. She quickly rolled over and scooted her body down and looked up at him from between his legs where he kneeled high over her and she coquettishly licked and sucked his cock with a cute smile and pumped it until he lost his restraint and gripped his own ass and began to shoot. She caught the first o fit in her mouth but she filled up too fast and bubbles came out around her lips before she pulled off and his ejaculate gushed from her lips and kept shooting on her face and neck and breasts.



I walked out to the kitchen and gave them privacy when they showered and cleaned up and dressed again. JT was first back to the kitchen table and he sat down tentatively and silently. We faced each other but we didn

 
’

 
t look at each other. Tamara finally came out wearing only my bathrobe. Without saying anything, she pushed my chair back from the table and threw her leg over my lap and sat down on me, facing me. She kissed me tenderly and she licked my ear without saying anything.





She kissed me so passionately, I grew hard all over again. She let her robe fall open and I played with her recently-defiled breasts. She opened my pants and looked down at my cock she stroked in my hand. She shed the robe behind her onto the floor unconcerned JT was across the table watching. As though she was unable to stop herself all over again, she raised her body on her spread feet and allowed her pussy to come down over my raging hard cock. She cooed in my ear and moaned hard against me. Even though she had just fucked my friend

 
’

 
s brains out, she began to fuck my brain

 
’

 
s out just the same.



When I got close, she allowed her body to slide down the front of my body until she was on her knees between my legs and she sucked on me and licked me until I also filled her mouth and shot all over her face and breasts.



It was my turn and then hers again in the shower. When we came out, naked, arms around each other

 
’

 
s waists, we steered each other first into the kitchen where she reached for JT, and when she seized his hand, she tugged him up from the chair and pulled him behind her and me through the archway and into my bedroom. It must have been 4 in the morning by then — I could hear the earliest of birds outside. She helped him undress and laid down between us, pulling JT down on her other side on the small bed. Both JT and I were on our backs. My girlfriend was on her stomach, squeezed between us.



I woke up unaware I had fallen asleep to find Tamara on top of JT, crouching to make herself small, but fucking him again. It was dreamlike and I drifted off again. Sometime later with morning light pouring through the curtains, in a surreal state of half-sleep, half-wakefulness, I realized I was lying sideways pumping my cock into Tamara who was facing away from me and kissing JT.



An apartment on the second floor below me was up for rent and JT took it. Tamara gave up her place and at first moved in with me. But she spent as much time in JT

 
’

 
s place that you

 
’

 
d have to say she moved in with both of us.





It didn

 
’

 
t last long — college relationships seldom do. A few times we tried the threesome thing again, but it was never like the first time. Tamara would be up and down as she wished, sometimes in the same night, and the strange thing about it all, those 8 months or so, was that — maybe because of the way it started, or maybe because of what we knew, talking about it after and going over my increasingly scribbled notes — there was never any jealousy, there was never any betrayal, and there was never any possessiveness.





We almost got caught when her parents surprised her in a cafe we were hanging out in on a Sunday afternoon. They knew her and I were together, and in the cafe, she had her bare legs draped over my legs. But she was leaning back cradling JT

 
’

 
s face kissing him on the mouth. We all laughed it off as JT

 
’

 
s birthday.
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